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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

A Brilliant fdea!
6¢ EE WIIIZ! I guess and caleulate
there’s big money te be made!”
< Thus exclaimed Fisher Tarleton
2 Fish, the American junior of the
Femove

« roughly-chalked notice-board.

The hoard wasemailed to a tree by the
roadside, a few yards from a farm. - The
in bhadly-formed letters, read as fel-

“A GOAT FOR SALE!
TFhirty Shillin

as.

Apply at the Farm.”

“Well, I'm jigeered!” murmured Fish, and

r T. Tish considered himself a great
§ man, and-.he spent more tham half
life trying to think eut schemes

liis
for making money. :

Up to now he had done nothing much in
_that line, but as he surveyed the advertise-
ment, fresh visions of wealth and prosperity

of

floated before him.

“By gum! I guess T'll do Y he ex-
claimed aloud; and lie turned and walked
briskly towards Greyfriars, smiling in a veéry
self- icd maniter as he ‘went.

sh's great idea had sprung from the fact
that there was a great shortage of butter
ut Greyfriars; indeed, it was only very occa-
slonaily that real butter was provided.
Margarine was usualiy -the order of the day,
and often that was not of the hest.

Fellows had grambled long and loud, but
it was not the fault of the school anthori-

ties: bubter was searce everywhere.
W @b buy the goat whicli was adver-
tised . for sale, milk it regularly, and make

butter of the milk?

That was the question which had flashed
into tho mind of the American junior a
read the notice on the board. And with
“every step he took towards Greyfriars the
¥0re eager hae grew over the idea.

“1 guess Il teach these galoots hew to
run  a business combpany!” mubtered the
Ameriean junior. “It’ll have to be a com-
pany, because I don't happen to have the
dollars on hand just now to buy the goat.”

Pish was thinking of the rest”of the
Jumiors of the Remeove. and by the time he
reached the school lie had decided on his
rlan ol action.

He haglened np fo Study Xo. 14, w
be shared with Sampson Quincy Ifffey Field;
tbe sustralian jumlor, and Jolimny Bull

at Greyfriars, as he contemplated

¥, and Fish at onee got
large sheet of paper
e folloewing notiee ag-

The study was
busy with a pen and
Ferr minutes late <
peared upon the de the study:
“THE GOATBUTTER €O, LTD.
Particulars of a great business sclieme will
be explaina! at a mecting in the Common-

raom at 7 ecloek prompt  this evening.
The biggest thing ever put up! Thousands
of pounds to- be made! - Shareholders

wanted!
ROLE TP IN YOUR THOUSANDS!

MOGNXEY FOR ALL! -
FISHER T. FISH.
¢ to bring ‘em in!®
Fish to himselt; as. he re-

study.

: later Harry Wharton & €o.,

the Fan Five of the Remeve, strolled
alang the pa e and saw the notice.

“My hat! What’s «all this about® ex-
clzimed Harry Wharton.

* * Goat-Butter Co., it read Boh
Cherry, “That chump h has gone otf

kis giddy rocker again!”

Johuny Bull opened the deor of the study
and walked in. followed by Harry Wharton,
Beb Cherry, Frank Nugent, and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singl.

Vhat's all this ret about, Fishy? ex-
efsimed Johnny Bull.

2 ? cried Fisher T, Fish sharply.
ney  about a Butter-tiont Com-
pany!” put in Bob €Cherry.

“4oat-Butter Company!™® corrccted the

going to be the hig-

American junior. “It’s
t thing ever put up
‘So . the notfice says,™

remarked Frank

Nugent, “But that does 't explain much.”
“1 guess youw'll hear all ahe it if you

show up at the meeting,” said Fish T. Tish.

e

P just preparing my netes {o put the
thing. before the galoot

“But 2

“I calenulate I'm mnot saying any mere
-about it just-new,” went on Fish. “TFurn up
ay the wmecting, and whip up the other

guys and yow'll hear all about it

“You're potty, old son!” exelzimed Bob
Clierry emphatically.

“The pottifilness of {he
Iudicrous Fish-is terrifie!”
Sirieh.

Hear, heart”

“I guess youw've been talkin® oub of the
back o> your neck retorted the business
man of the Remov If you don’t want to
make pots of moenty, don't
nieesing.”

“Eome
got ne i

eseteemed and
remarked Hurree

al o
s 1o

Horey Wharton. “ We've
ste over the fathead!”
5

eome tag the

v A $

GOAT FOR
- SALE!

A MAGNIFICENT,
NEW LONG COM-
PLETE STORY OF
HARRY -
WHARTON & CO.,
OF GREYFRIARS.

. BY &

FRANK RIGHARDS.

L e TP —
“No feart”
amonus Five §
=r 1. Fish
seheme,
[ shy, old ehap!”
Billy Bunter, the fat jumior of the Fe-
move, was the next to look in at Study
Xo. 1t. = - -
“Seat!® B2 i
“Oh;
“Gitt” e
“Bul this
“Buzz off!” sho
“1 want to be a
“Shut the deor
= .

IS 5 B RSV e U e [ W 0 L SRR 1 R 1S I Rl

ok their departu
poring ever the deta

e junior,

the
: ss man.
might 2s well Haten to a

notice

1
Iy Bunter breke off sharplv, as Tisi
ish jumped up from his chair threate

ty.
Vamoose, you fat toad!™ roared
snatehing up a epleket-stump fromr the =
of the fireplace.

Billy  Bunter
Yamoose, and he

thougiit
took

it
his

was - time
departure

io
: By~
riedly, and commenced a tour of aif the

studies to inform

the oceupants that Fish
had gone mad.

“Pon’ it, if you've heen worry-
ing him

ter Tedd.
. ad, I tell you!” ex-
elaimed Bunter.
_Tom Dutton, the deaf jnpiocr; laoked up
from his heok, :
~ “Whose
“And wh
“I didnt say
bad!” cried Bill
that Fish had
“I know y
rotten!” retorted
it got to with you, anyw:
. Billy Bunter glared angrily at the
junior.

gone had?®

to do with

anybody’s fish

Bunter irritahly.

off his rocker!”

7's fish had gone
“But what’s

Le

asked.

daat

word' ahout, rotten fis
tedly. “It’s this busi

about goat-butt

“Whose ceat-button?” azked Dutlen, with
a frown.
“Silly asst® roared Billy Bunfer at the

top of his voice; and lie stalked out of the
study, muttering angrily.

The Owl of ths Remove found
- anxious to listen to his rew about the
Ameriean junior, buk lLe discovered that
practieally every fellow in the Remove, be-
r sides many who were not in the Remove,
intended being present at the mesting in
the Common-room that evening.

For the t of the day until affer tea
Vs motice was the owe topie of copver
o, apd by halfpast cix fellows were
pouring ipte the Common-rouvm, talking e

nobady
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citedly and anticipating great amusement at
the expense of the Dusiness man of the
Remove. :

By seven o'clock the room was packed
with a pushing, jostling crowd, and the
noisy chattering and laughing made it re-
semble nothing so much as a parrot house.

“Fish! " Fish! Where’s Fishy?”

“Yes, rather! Where is the bounder?”

Immediately the call was taken up by the
whole assembly, and there was a roal of:

“Fish! Fish!”

“Here he comesg!"”

All eyes were turned to the door through
which the American Junior was just push-
ing his way, feeling more important than
he had ever done before.

“Here I am!” he shouted.

“On the ball, Fishy!” <

“T guess I'll be on the table!” eried Fish;
and he leapt on fo a chair and then on to
the table,

“Bravo, Fishy!” =

“Get down, fathead!”

“Trot it out, you guy!”

HExelamations were hurled at the business
man from every side, and two or three
times he attempted to make himself heard,
but his voice was drowned by the buabble
around.

Thump, thump, thump!

Fish stamped with his heel upon the table,
for a moment the noise of laughter and
ing subsided slight
lence!” shouted
chance to speak!”

“Rathert”

*Go it, Fishy!"

“Chaps. fatheads, and silly asses!” yelled
the American junior.

“ Hear,” hear!” :

“Cheeky rotter!” *

“Wholg e A

“I guess I'm goin’ to put up the biggest
business stunt that’s ever been touched in
this sleepy old show; and——"

“My hat! Bump the silly chump!”

“Jilence!”

Harry Wharton leaped on to a chair, and
at once all eyes were turned towards him.

I reckon we're all prepared to give Fishy
fair hearing as long as he’s civil!” shouted

“Give a galoot a

e captain of the Remove. “But if he's
not, he'll have to go through it. What do
you =say, chaps?”’

“Hear, hear!”

“Good old Wharton!™

“Very well, then! You hear that, Fishy!
eivil, or down you go!” ecried Harry
Wharton ; and he stepped down.

“Hum! Gentlemen——" commenced Fisher
T. Pish once more.

“Hear hear!”

“I guess we're all suffering from the short-
age of butter in this establishment!”

“Right on the wicket!”

“And there’s dollars to be made for the
galoots who can remedy this state of aifairs!”

“Rather!”

“Well, gentlemen, I caleulate I've got the
real goods to put before you right now,”
went on the American junior, warming to
the subject. “I'm going to form a company
straight away for the purchase of a goat—
price thirty shillings.”

“Ha,-ha, ha!*—

“A giddy goat?” cricd a voice.

“Nope; a nanny-goat!” retorted Figher
T. Fish.

*Ha, ha, hal”

“The great stunt is to milk that goat and
then turn the milk into butter,” explained the
American junior. “And shareholders will
have the first option on the buatter at half-
a-dollar a pound. Ghares will be sixpence
each, and all you guys are invited to roll
up and join the company right now.”

“I'm ont” exclaimed Peter Todd.

“And me!” shouted Dick Rake ungram-
matically.

“He's off his rocker!” remarked Bob Cherry
to the rest of the Famous Five.

“Absolutely!” agreed - Harry Wharton.
“But we may as well go in. We shall get
more than sixpenn'orth of fun out of it!”

“Rather!”

The next moment Fisher T. Fish was swept
off the table by the crowd of juniors who
surged round to put {heir names down as
shareholders in the American junior’s new
company,

“Here you are, Fishy!”

Peter Todd planked down his sixpence, and
Fish wrote down his name on a sheet of
foolscap paper beneath his own. He himself
had taken five shares.

For the next ten minutes he was kept going
as hard as he could gathering in the six.
pences and writing down the names.

“1 guess this starts the company off with
& swing!” announced Fish, as he counted up
the money and found that he had a little
more than the thirty shillings required for
the purchase of the goat. “I'm managing
director. of this concern, and Vernon-Smith
is the secretary.”

This latter arrangement had bheen made on
the spot, Vernon-Smith having declared his
eagerness to take an active part in the
running of the company.

Practically every member of the Remove
had become a sharcholder, including Billy
Bunter, who had somewhat reluctantly put
his last sixpence into it.

“That concludes the business for this even-
ing!” declared Fisher T. Fish, gathering up
the sheet of foolscap and the sixpences.

And he made his way from the Common-
room, followed by Vernon-Smith, the secre-
tary of the new Goat-Butter Co., Ltd.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Buying the Goat!

ISHER T. FISH announced next morn-
ing that he was going to purchase
the goat that afterncen, as it was
Wednesday and the afternoon was a

half-holiday.

Accordingly, after dinner a crowd of Re-
movités besieged the American junior in his
study, and declared that they were going
to accompany him to the farm.

This was not altogether in accordance with
Fish’s plans, but he realised that he could
not reaconably object, as they were all share-
holders in the new company.

Consequently, a throng of some twenty
Removites poured out of the gates shortly
afterwards, and made in the dir on of the
farm where the American junior had seen
the advertisement about the goat.

The farmer was considerablv@startled as he
saw the crowd advancing through the farm-
yard to his house, and feared for a moment
that he was about to be made the victim of
some jape on the part of the boys.

Fisher T. Tish soon reassured him, how-
ever.

“I guess we want to purchase that goat
you've got for sale!” he announced in a
businesslike manner, getting straight to the
object of the visit.

*Certainly, young sir!” replied the farmer,
who at once felt casier in Lis mind. *“She’s
going for thirty shillings.”

“All  right  for - milking 7"
crisply.

“To.be sure she is,” replied the farmer.
“Come this way, young gentlemen, and you
can have a look at her.”

The whole crowd foilowed the farmer
through the yard into an orchard at the baeck
of the house, where the goat was tethered to
a tree.

“Thereoshe s,
declared.

The Removites crowded round the animal,
who looked decidediy scared.

“Ma-a-a-ah!” bleated the goat.

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Good afternoon!” execlaimed Bob Cherry,
raising his cap to the animal and bowing in
mock politeness.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I guess she looks all right!" remarked
Fisher T. Fish, walking round the animal with
a critical gaze.

“Rather!  We'll
Vernon-Smith.

“Right-ho! Fork out the dibs, Smithy!”

Vernon-Smith had combined the duties of
treasurcr with those of secretary, and he
promptly counted cut the thirty shillings,
mostly in sixpences, and the farmer untied
the cord which tethered the goat to the tree.

“I suppose you haven’'t got a butter churn
to sell, cheap?” asked Vernon-Smith when the
farmer had checked the money. *If you
have, we might like to buy it.”

“I can let you have one for five shillings,”
replied the farmer thoughtfully. “Just take
this rope a minute, and I'll go and see.”

Fisher T. Fish, as managing director of the
company, considered it his particular privi-
lege to take charge of the animal, so he took
the cord, and the farmer hurried into the
farmhouse to make inquiries of his wife con-
cerning the churn.

His departure seemed to remove #he re-
straining influence from the goat, who at
once began to get troublesome. At any rate,
it seemed to strongly resént so much atten-
tion.

“Wh-oa-0a!” roared Fish, the goat
lowered her head and kicked sut with her
hind legs.

Fish

asked

and a beauty, too!” he

have her!"  declared

as

The Removites around fell back quickly to

avoid the kicking animal, while Fisher T, Fish
tugged at the rope. -

‘hen after a moment's pause the goat
suddealy dashed round in a circle, dragging
the American junior with her. g

“Hold on, Fishy!” shouted Harry Wharton.

Fish held on and tried to twist round at
the same rate as the dashing animal, but
he was unable to do so, and the cord quickly
wound round his legs as the goat continued
to rush wildly round in & circle,

“Yow-ow! Stop the blessed animal!” yelled
the American junior.

“Hang on to the rope!’ shouted Peter
Todd. “Don’t you lcave go, hecause she

might go for us!”
t“Ha:= ha, ha!” 3

“How can I let go?” shricked tiic husiness

man “of the Remove. “I'm tied wupl
Yow-ow!"” :
“My hat! Just look

at him!” roared Bob
Cherry. =

“It’s better than a
Dick Russell.

“Stick it, Fishy!”

“Yarooogh!”

The American junior let out another wild
yell as he was dragged right off his feet and
went whirling round on the ground as the
goat dashed about. =

“I sy, he'll get hurt!" exclaimed Harry
Wharton anxiously. &~

“What ever are you young gents up to?”
cried the farmer, who emerged from the house
at this stage. “Why, bless my heart——"

He was quite at a loss for words, and he
ran across and grasped the unfortunate com:
pany promoter and set him upon his feet.
The goat, curiously encugh, had quite calmed
down again with the appearance of the
farmer, and stood quite still. 3 s

Fisher T. Fish was twisted round time after
time to wind the rope from his body, and
he was a sorry spectacle. He was covered
in dust from head to foot, and there were
several large tears in his clothes.

giddy circus!” cried

“You all-fired jays!” he. yelled at the
Removites who were looking on. *“Why

didn't you stop the blessed goat?”

“How could we stop her when she was
flying round like that?” cried Bob Cherry.
“You should have kept a firm hold on the
rope, and not let her rush round like that.”

“Berrr!”

Fisher T.»Fish was too angry to make any
other reply.

“Just hold this rope for a minwte,” said
the farmer, handing the leud to Alonzo Todd
when Fish was unwound.

Alonzo took thz rope, and the farmer com-
menced assisting to brush some of the dust
oft the unfortunate Fish's clothes.

Now, whether the goat realised that.it had
a quiet fellow tp deal with in Alonzo Todd it
is impossible to say, but it gave a sudden
fierce tug, and the rope shot from Alonzo's

hand. Away went the goat 4n a wild dash.
“You silly idiot!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton.

“After him, chaps!” cried Bob Cherry.

Immediately the whole crowd of Removites,
with the exception of Fisher T. Fish, rushed
off in full chase.

“What a stupid thing to do!” groaned the
farmer. “Fancy letting the rope go like
that!” :

The goat flew out of the farmyard and
down the road, running like a hare, and the
juniors split up from side to side. and spread
themselves out with the idea of getting in
front and turning her back.

They ran as they had never run before, and
covered a mile in record time. At last Bobh
Cherry and Harry Wharton succeeded in pass-
ing the animal, and were able to turn ic
round. -

The rest of the juniors had to clear out of
the way quickly, for. the goat pelted back
the way it had come at a furious rate.

“Stop it, you fatheads!” gasped
Cherry. - =

Alonzo Todd darted out from the roadside
and made a dive for the animal, but he was
bowled over like a ninepia.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“Poor old Lonzy!”

The goat did:not pause to survey the result
of Alonzo's effort, but rushed madly on.

“Here she comes!” cried Fish, who was still
fn the farmyard with the farmer.

“When she rushes through, that
gate!” commanded the farmer.

Tish darted towards the gate just as the
goat dashed into the yard, and the next
moment he clanged it to, and the animal
was a prisoner.

“All right!
farmer.

Bob

shut

T've got her!” shouted the
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The next moment the ecrowd of jupiors
came panting and gasping vp to the gate,
and found that the animal was once more
secured, and standing quiet and unconcerned
#§ though nobhing unusual had occurred.

“My hat! We've started off all right, and
no mistake!” growled Johnny Bull, throwing
himself on to the grass by the side of the

farmyard.
“You're right, old top!” agreed Bob
Cherry. “Strikes me we're going to have

a lively time with this blessed goat!” -

Fisher T. Fish was now practically his old
self, though he still bore evidence of the
ordeal through which he had passed a short
time previously. el

“You'll find her all right now, I think,”
said the farmer, patting the goat. aat
come along to the school in the morning
and milk her for you, and just give you a
little instruction.”

“1 guess we’ll want it, t00,” murmured
Fisher T. Fish ruefully. :

And then the whole cavalcade set off for
Greyfriars, Fish walking in front with the
goat, which walked along docilely like a
regimental mascot at the head of the treops.

They reached the school without further
riishap, and the goat was installed in an old
shed belonging to a farm close to the
schogl, the juniors having made arrange-
ments with the tenants to ailow the goat to
oceupy it, and-graze in a cormer of the field
in which the shed was situsted.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter’s Share.

ISH and Vernon-Smith were up before
rising-bell the next morning, ready
to receive the farmer when he came
to milk the goat.

“I calculate the business starts right away
to-day,” remarked the business man of the
Remove, as they hurried down to the shed.
We've got to get the eompany running on
real tip-top American business lines as soon
as poss.” -

“British lines’ll 'do just as well so long as
we get g start,” declared Vernon-Smith rome-
what ecurtly.

: “You don’t know anything ahout business
En this island!” retorted Fisher T. Fish hrag-
gingly.

“Well, we ought to know something about
It by now, considering you’ve been over here
80 long!” snapped Vernon-Smith sarcastically.

“Good-morning, young gents!”

The farmer appeared in the quad at-that

moment, and effectually stopped the argu-
ment.

“This way!” said the American junior.
And he and Vernon-Smith led the way to the
adjoining ﬂeld.where the geoat was tethered
outside the shed. /

The farmer had brought with him the churn
which the juniors had paid for the previoug
day, and ten minutes later he had milked the
goat without the slightest protest on the
animal’s part, and Fish felt more than ever
that the new company was going to he a
great success. It only remained now to learn
to milk the goat, and then make butter of
the milk.

The two juniors carried the bowl of milk
up to Fish’s study after the farmer’s depar-
ture, and put it in the capboard to set, and
then hurried down to breakfast.

Most of the Removites went along to Study
No. 14 to have a look gt the first howl of milk
before they went into class, and some of the
most sceptical began to think that, after all,
there might be something in Fish's latest
stunt. Q

That evening he made his way down to the
corner of the field where the goat was graz.
ing for the purpose of making his first
attempt at milking the animal. He had
hoped to getedown there with only Verson-
Bmith to accompany him, but the news went
rourid that Fish was going to milk the goat,
and the juniors swarmed after him in full
foree.

As he brought forth the little three-legged
stool from the shed, the animal eyed him
toubtfully, and Fish returned the glance with
an equal measure of doubt.

“Now for it, Fishy!” laughed Bob Cherry.

“You guys had better keep clear, I guess!”
retorted Fisher T. Fish. “If it catches sight
of.all your ugly dials it’ll shy!” ~

“You cheeky bounder!” :

“Go for him!”

“No; don’t go and upset the blessed goat!”
exclaimed Harry Wharton. “We'll pay the
fathead out afterwards!”

THE PENNY POPULAR—No, 60.

“I reckon the goat'll pay him ‘cut!” de- was seized by about half a dozen pairs €f

clared Peter Todd.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The anima! remained peric
Fish had settled himselt on
then it suddenly lowered its
out its hind-legs with
stool was overturned
with it.

7 quiet until
e stocl, and
d and threw
cc that the

rican junicr

chumps would ¢
snapped the business man of the

testily. It frightens the thing te sez you ail
crowdin’ round like this!”

No fear! You're the one w
it!” exclaimed Dick Rake.

The American junior cert
fear in the matter, for he pi
and made another at pt to
for his task.

Again he was howled over by the re S
beast, to the great delight of the rest of the
Removites.

The third time he proved
and, after a great deal
ceeded in milking the goat satisfactorily.

He felt more than repaid for all ke had
suffered when he made his way back to Study
No. 14 with the bowl of milk, and his Form-
fellows showered congratulations upon him.

The milk was poured into the larger basi
in the study, which contained the morning’s
supply, and all was well.

Then Fish went along to Verncn-Smith's
study to go into the business side of the
affair, and Squiff and Johnny Bull heing
absent, Study No. 14 was left unoccupied.

Ten minutes later Billy Bunter strolled
along, and as he was passing the study he
suddenly theught of the bewl of milk.

“My hat! I feel awfully dry!” he muttered
to himself. “A drop of that milk wou!d back
me up no end!”

He opened the door and looked in. Had
there been anyone inside he would have made
some excuse for calling, hut as the room was
empty he advanced and darted across to the
cupboard.

“After all,” he argaed to himself, “I'm a
shareholder in the company, so there’s no
reason why I shouldn’t have a drop of the
milk.”?

The basin was there all right, and he lifted
it carefully from the cupboard and raised it
to his mouth to drink. He failed to hear
Harry Wharton & Co. enter the study, and
his back was towards the door.

The first he knew of their presence was when
the basin seemed to suddenly leave his fingers
and clap down on to his head.

“Gug-gug-gug-grocoogh !

The milk poured'down him in a stre in
his_eyes, in his ears, doewn his neck
face, all over him.

“Yarooogh! Gug-gug-grerr!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That's for sneaking the milk{”

Billy Bunter stood rubbing the milk out
of his eyes, though the basin was still over
the tep of his head, and he presented an ex-
traordinary sight.

At that moment Fisher T. Fish and Wernon-
Smith entered the study, and they fell back
with a gasp of astonishment and anger when
they saw what had happened.

“We caught .the fat heast drinking the
milk!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “And—_7

“Well, you lunatics!” ecried the American
junior. “You needn’t have wasted all that
was left by chucking it over him!”

“Who wanted it, anyway, after he had had
iis blessed mouth round the basin!” snapped
Prank Nugent.

“That's the first lot of butter gone we
said Vernon-Smith gloomily.

“Yes, and I guess that fat porpoi
a3 if he's going west by the time I'v

5 frichtens

with him!” declared Fisher 'F. Fish,
glance of fury at thie Owl of the Remove.
“If you touch me, Fi¢ began  Billy

Bunter nervously, “I'll— Ow!
rotter!”

The American junior had snatched the bhasin
from his head and was propelling the Ow!
towards tlie door.

“Ow! Gooooh! You beast!” yelled the fat
junior, kicking and struggling. “Lemme go!”

“Come and hold the porpoise!” exclaimed
Fisher T. Figh, looking over his shoulder to
the Famous Five.

“Oh, bump him!” cried Vernon-Smith. “He
deserves it after causing all that miik {o he
wasted !” = ;

“If you break my glasses =

Billy Bunter broic cff at that point, for he

Leggo, you

kands and swung from his feet.

“H you dare to— Ow!”

Bump !

“Yow-ow-ow! Yaroooogh!®’

“@Give him another!”

Bump!

“Rotters!

Bump!

“That’s one for luck!” exclaimed
Wharton, as the juniors released th
on the Owl of the Remove. “Now, s

“I'll tell old Quelchy—"

“Buzz off, quick!”
lly Bunter realised that he was
ot of danger, so he picked himself up, v
much the worse for wear, and departed
Study No. 14 in a very different frame of
from when he had entered.

When Le was far enough from the study
door to he in safety he turned and shook his
fist at the 1 hing Removites.

“Yah! Fatheads!”

Harry Wharton made as though te r
him, and he took to his heels and «
peared.

“Good riddance to bad rubh
Bob Cherry.

“My hat! We've made a nice 1
anyway!” grinned Johnny Bull.
head to foot!”

“Serves him right!” growled Ven

“Hear, hear!”

“We shall get into an awful row if
sec him in that state,” remarked De

“Bust Quelchy!”

“I guess I'll pulyverise the iai porpeise it
1 cateh him :

Beasts! Yah-occo0!”

“Oh, well, it's no use erying over sB

milk I’ said Bob Cherry, with a
“True, O king!” laughed Harr
“We'll have to start all ave

morrow,” said Vernon-Smith.

“And better Juck next time!” exclaimed
Johnny Bull.

“The better Iuckfulness of the esteemed
next time will be terrific!” put in Hurree
Singh, with a smile.

“Hear, hear!”

n.
Wharton.
again to-

THE FCURTH CHAPTER. =
A Midnight Visitor. .

RASH! Crash!
“My hat!”?
Harry Wharton started up in his

bed in the Remove dormitory at
eleven o'clock that night, and made that
exclamation.

“What was that?” cried Bob Cherry,

“What an awful row!”

“What ever is it?”

Nearly every junior in the dormitory had
been awakened by the crash, which had
occurred somewhere in the lower regions of
the school. '

“Sounded like half a dozen tea-sevices
being smashed to atoms at the ' same
wmoment,” said Peter Todd.

“Oh dear! It must be burglars!” wailed
Billy Bunter, trembling nervously.

“Not likely, fathead! B’you thi
would kick up a shindy like that!”
Pick Russell. %

Mr. Queleh, who had still been at work in
his study, started up in alarm at the noise,
and was about to rush from his stady to
investigate the cause of it when one of the
servants dashed in.

“Oh, sir!” she cried, in a scared voice,
“What ever is it?”

“Pray calm yourself!” exclaimed the
master, who was feeling Considerabiy agitated
himself. “I have not the slightest idea
what has happened!”

“It was down in the kitchen, sir!” g
the frightened servant. “Oh dear me!

At that moment Wingate dashed into the
study. .

“DBid you hear——" The captain of Grey-
iriars-stopped short as he saw the trembling
servant. “I beg your pardon, sit!” he added.

“Yes, Wingate, I heard that awful erash!”’
said - Mt. Quelch. “What ever can have
happened ?” >

“We must go down and see, sir!” an-
swered Wingate promutly.

“Er—yes, Wingate; we’ll
declared Mr. Quelch. And as he spok

ed

e he
bent down to the fireplace and seized the
poker.

Wingate suppressed a smile.

“I don’t think we shall need that, sir,” he

remarked. “It is hardly likely that burglars
would cause such a disturbance as that!”
“Noj; perhaps you are right, Wingate.”
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£ After her !’ shouted Fish, scrambling to his feet.
could go, and a moment later the crowd o

The goat was tearing across the fiald as fast as it
f juniors were in full chase.

{Sce page 7.)

The master of the Remove replaced the
poker, and at the same moment Mr, Prout,
the master of the Fifth Form, appeared at
the study door in a state of considerable
perturbation.

- “Ah, vou heard the noise!” exclaimed Mr.
Quelch,

“Iadeed, I d
you think I had
repeater?”

“Excuge me, sir
“but t do not thi
it cannot be burglgh

“No, no,” answered Mr. Prout.
g0 and zee!

Mr. Quelch, Mr. Prout, and Wingate left
tihe study, and commenced to descend the
stairs. On the way they were joined by
Courtney and Gwynne, two more Sixth-
Formers. =

When they drew near to the kitchen they
d distinetly hear sounds of tapping on
2 hard floor.

“Dear me!” gasped Mr. Prout. “I fear I
shall have to fetch my gun, after all!”

“There is certainly someone in there!”
declared Mr. Quelch uneasily.
ate quietly stepped past the masters
and advanced towards the door, Courtney and
i@ close behind him.

Quelch flashed his electric torch as the
pushed open the door, and then

! answered Mr. Prout. “Do
r fetch my Winchester

ut in Wingate hastily;
t will be necessary, as
,,

“Let us

¢
t

ng straight at them from out of the
3 a goat, surrounded by hundreds
f broken basins, cups, and saucers,

o=

“Dless my soul!" ejaculated Mr. Quelch.

“Ha, ha, ha!y

‘i'he humorous side of the affair struck the
three prefects at the same instant, and they
t into a roar of laughter.
Where ever has it come from?” gasped
Prout. “Really, it does not scem to me
er for laughter!”

Mr

and prefects fell back in amazement.-

“Neither does it to me!” said Mr. Quelch,
somewhat severely.

The goat—which, of course, was the pro-
perty of the Goat-Butter Co.—after staring
at the group by the door for a moment,
opened its mouth, and let out a fearful
bleat.

“Ma-a-a-ah!” :

“Ahem! This is a most remarkable occur-
rence, my dear Quelch!” remarked Mr. Prout.

“Have you any idea where the animal has
come from?” demanded the master of the
Remove of Wingate.

“Er—well, sir, I rather fancy it is the
property of some of your boys,” replied the
captain, .

“Indeed!” said Mr. Quelch sharply. “What
makes yvou think that, Wingate?”

“I know that they have some extraordinary
company in formation which is the result of
an idea of Fish's,” replied the prefect. “I
understood that the goat was being kept in
the corner of that field round the other side
of the school; evidently it has broken loose
and contrived to get in here.”

“Really! T shall have to investigate the
matter at once!” declared the master of the
Remove. “Er—do you think vou can secure
the animai?”

The prefects smiled at one another, and
Gwynne ran up to his study for a length of
rope from the cupboard.

In a minute he returned, and the three
Sixth-Formers soon succeeded in getting the
goat in hand. Then it was discovered that
the back door ef the kitchen was open, the
servants apparently having forgotten to
fasten it for the night.

The animal was led round to-an outhouse in
the corner of the quad, and securely tethered.
Then the Sixth-Formers, who could scarcely
refrain from laughing outright, returned to
Mr. Quelch and Mr. Prout, and the party
made its way upsbairs again.

The Removites, who had slipped out of bed

immediately after hearing the noise, had
heard the masters-and prefects go down, and
had remained in their ewn corridor, for fear
of incurring their Form-master's wrath by,
going downstairs.

They were all on.the landing as the five
ascended the stairs once more, and the
juniors at once secuttled back  to the
dormitory as they approached.

“Ah! Evidently those boys were cut of
their beds!” exclaimed Mr. Queleh. *I will
go along and inquire into this extraordinary
affair at once!”

“Now for it!" said Harry Wharten, in a
stage whisper. “It’s no use pretending we're
asleep. He's heard us!”

“I've nothing to do with it, anyway!” piped
Billy Bunter. “1'm not a member of the
company now!"

The fat junior was quick to take advantage
of the fact that he had been expelled from

the concern, not that it seemed flikely there
would be trouble.

“Boys!”

Mr. Queleh fairly thundered the word as he

stepped into the dormitory. =
“Yeés, sir?” answered Harry Wharten., “ We
o

heard the noise,

“Heard the noise!” repeated the master
angrily. “I should think you did hear the
noise! A huge pile of eroekery has been
broken into thousands of little pieccs by a
goat, which——""

“My hat! He, he, he!”

The interruption came fr
bed.

“Cease that ridiculous m
Bunter!” thundered Mr. Qu
langhing matter!” .

¥es—cr-mo, HIpl:

“1 understand that syou boy now some-
thing about the animal which has caused ali
this damage and alarm,” went on the master
of the Remove, “Fish!”

ES8Irl?

m Billy Bunter's

immediately,
“This is no

ULAR.—N0. 60,
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“I believe you can explain the meaning of
this extraordinary occurrence.”

“I guess I—"

“1 do not wish you to guess, Fish!” inter-
rnpted Mr. Queleh. “I want the facts of the
case, please!”

“The goat belongs to the Goat-Butter Co.,
sir,” explained Fisher T. Fish; “but I don’t
know—-7"

“The what, boy?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch, in
puzeldd tones.

“The Goat-Buiter Co., sir,” repeated the
American junior. “Most of us are share:
holders.”

“Bless my soul!” gasped Mr. Quelch. And
he turned to -Mr. Prout, who was hovering
iy the background. “This is really the most
remarkable affair I have ever heard of,
Prout!”

“It s, indeed, my dear Quelch!” answered
the master of the Fifth. *“Boys in these
days seem to get up to the most extra-
ordinary pranks!”

“How do you account for the animal being
in the kitchen, Fish?” asked Mr. Queleh.

“1.guess—er—I mean, I don't know, sir!”
replied Fish, “It must bave broken away
irom its shed.” = >

“1f it did it was because you failed to
secure it properly I’ retorted Mr. Quelch. “I
shall have to consider this matter, and you
cen come and see me in the morning.”

“But we're all in it!” put in Bob Cherry
and Harry Wharton together, feeling that it
was only right to take a share of the blame.

“Very well. I will go into the matter in the
morning [*

Mr, Quelch departed, after warning the
iunjors that there was to be no further
disturbance.

Directly he had descended the stairs a
buzz of conversation broke out in the Remove
gormitory. ~

“This is your fauilt, Fishy, you fathead!”
exclaimed Peter Todd, sitting up in bed.

*Of course it is, you chump!” >

“Why didn’t you tfe her up properly?”

“I guess I did tie her up properly!” re-
torted the American junier. “She must have
gnawed the rope!”

“Rot! She wouldn't graw the rope; the
tlessed thing came undone, and, of course,
she bunked!”

“There must hdye been a door open,
though,” declared Bob Cherry suddenly, “or
she couldn’t have got into the kitehen.”

“My hat, yes! I never thonght of that!”

suid Johnny Bull,
“Anyway, we shall hear all about it in the
iing, with a vengeance!” said Harry
rton. “And it’ll be morning before we've
itad a wink of sleep if we’re not sharp.”

The discussicn ended there, and a quarter
of an hour later there was no sound to he
ard in the Remove dormitory but’the heavy
thing of the junioss and the unmusical
snere of Billy Bunter.

After breakfast next morning Fisher T. Fish
his way to Mr. Quelch’s study, not
vithout considerable trepidation.

The Famous ¥Five were near at-hand when
ie entered, and they meant to be on the
g0t in cdse the master required their

b, Fish! I want an explanation from
you as to the presence of t er—animal
which caused such a disturbance here last
@ight,” began Mr, ot

We bought her a farmer, sir,” ex-
yilained Fisher T. Fish, encouraged somewhat
by the fact that the master’s tone was not
¢0 severe as he had expected it would be.
" We formed a company to buy her, so as
to make butter from the milk, because—er—

>

some of us d care much for margarine.”
“Indeed!” imed Mr. Quelch, and he
tould not suppress a smile at this extra-

ordinary explanation. ur hopes
will be doomed to disappointment, as I never
veb heard of such a scheme.”

“Well. we hope to try, anyway. if you
fien’t mind, sir,” said Fish meekly.

“On condition that you give me an under-
iakiig that the animal shall be securely
fastened In futare,” said Mr. Quelch, “I will
allow you fo-keep i, in consideration of the
txpense which has been incurred in its pur-
chase.” $ :

: } Oh, thank you, sir!” broke in Fich grate-
Tully.

“One moment. my boy!” went on the
master. “Unless Jou are prepared to collect
fifteen shillings, which I understand is the
value of the crockery which Was broken last
night, I shall have te report the matter to
the Head, and it is quite likely that he will
crdgriﬁ}}e animal te be removed at once.”

This was & decided blow. Fish was not in
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possession of fifteen shillings of his own at
the moment, and he doubted what would be
the attitude of the rest of the Removites on
the subject.

“If you will allow me an hour to find the
money, sir,” said the American junior, *I will
go and see about it right now.”

“¥ery well, Fish!” answered Mr. Quelch.
“But if it is not forthcoming in an hour
I shall have to let Dr. Locke know the facts
of the case.”

Fish left the study and ran straight into
the Famous Five, whe were waiting to hear
the result of the interview. And at that
moment, Vernon-Smith and several other
sharcholders in the Goat-Butter Co. appeared
upon the scene

Fisher T. Fish reported with great mis-
giving what had happened, and wound up
by informing them that fifteen shillings had
to peg found.

“Yon silly ass!” cxclaimed Vernon-Smith
emphatically. “Fifteen bob to pay because
you didn’t fasten the blessed animal up
properiy.”

“I guess I'd pay it myself if T'd got it,”
said the American junior penitently. *“But I
haven’t; so there you are!” -

“It’s jolly decent of old Quelchy to give
us the chance, though,” remarked Bob
Cherry. “And it’s almost up te us to take
advantage of his generosity in not reporting

the bizney before.” s
“That’s what I think,” said Harry
Wharten, “The only thing to do is to make

a collection all round.”

“That’s all}” groaned Dick Russell.
a fathead you are, Fishy!”

Vernon-Smith at once started the coliec-
tion, and in less than half an hour the
fitteen shiliings was ready to be handed over
to Mr. Quelch.

“It’ll be a jolly long time before we can
see any dividends out of the rotten company
at this rate!” growled Morgan.

“You’re right!” agreed Johnny Bull. “We
shall have to keep a lead on this American
jay in future.”

“shI guess it was an accident!” exclaimed
Fi

“What

3 “1 guess you're a fathead, too!” retorted
il

“For goodness’ sake shut up about it
now!” said Harry Wharton. “It’s too late
now to make a fuss. We must pay up the
fifteen bob, and keep a sharp eye on the
chump in future.” .

Fish was given the money, and he went to
Mr. Quelch’s study and delivered it up.

“Thank you, Fish!” said the master. “Re-
member what I said to you ahout that
2nimal.”

“Yes, sir!” answered the American junior.
and he walked out and joined the Removites
in the corridor.

“Was he ail right about it?” asked Vernon-

Smith.
“Yep! Quite 0 K.”
“Good! That's done with, then,” said

Dennis Carr.

THE FiFTH CHAPTER.
The End of the Company.
143 OW I've got to go and miik the
blessed goat!” said Fisher T. Fish.
“Good job we've got a special holi-
day to-day, or the poor beast would
have been badly neglected.”

It was Satutday, and on rare cccasions the
juniors had the whole day to themselyes.
This happened to be one of them.

Fish went along to his study for the bowl,
then hurried down to the shed, where
feund halt the Remove juniors ‘Already
gathered, for Vernon-Smith had just taken
the goat from the outhouse in the quad,
where Wingate hiad left it the night before.

g w there’s going te be some more fun!”
ked Bob Cherry to the rest of the
mous Five. -

“The funfulness will be terrifie!” grinned
Hurree Singh.

“Hallo, Fishy!
now?”

“I calculate husiness ain't any foo good!”
replied the American junior,

“XNo, and isn’t likely to be while we have
to fork out fifteen bob through your blessed
carelessness!” exclaimed Dick Rake, who had
heard the remarks. :

“I guess you may as well leave off harpin’
on that string nbw,” said Fish. “Anyway,
I'm doing’ most of the work in this all-fired
company ! : ‘

“And a nice mess you're making of it!”

“On, shut your rat-tfaps, you two!”

“Hear, hearP* =
the

How’s the business going

“Crear gangway!” exclaimed Bob.

Cherry, as Fish advanced with the bewl and
the milking-stool.

The Removites fell hack and mude way
for the company promoter, and Fish made
preparatious.

“You might hold her head, Wharte
said, as he put the stool in place.
might be quieter like that!®

Harry Wharton patted the
seemed guite docile this morning,
commenced milking. Everything we
factorily this time, and the eperation
performed without any startling happenings.

“Good!” said Fish.

Barry Wharton left the animal’s head. and
immediately it kicked out vieiously w its
hind legs, just as Fish was rising to

He was sent fiying by the sudden aect
and he feli right on the bowl of milk.

“Yaroooogh!”

Fhe bowl tipped up and all the milk was
spilt, the American junior rolling over in it.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“My hat! This bizney will he the death o
me!” roared Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hat’

“It’s nething to laugh

2

=

at!”s exel
to take the matter seriously, with the
ception of Fisher 1, Fish, “We 1
get any butter at this ratei”

“Oh crumhs! It strikes me we're s
holders in a fun eompany!” shrieked
Todd. -

“Why don’t you help me up. yeu
heads?” yelled Fish, “struggling to his feet.
“Look what a mess I'm in!" .

“What g sight!” exclaimed Ogilvy. “Fishy,
you’re the fumniest object that ever stepped
into Greyfriars!”

“You're a lot of chumps!” relled the
American junior. *“What did you want to
let go of the beggar's head for, Wharton, you
idiot?”

“Don’t you call me an idiot!" retorted the
leader of the Remiove. *You should have
been more eareful !’

* Why, you ass—"

Words failed the business man of the
Remove, and he kicked the empty bowl
vieiougly in his fury.

Vernon-Smith stepped forward and hegon
to wipe him down with his handkerchiei,

“T .guess these clothes are ruined!{” wailed
Fish. “I wish I'd never had anything to do
with this business!”

“My hat! I like that!” exclaimed Squiff.
“Why, it was your own idea in the first
place, and we’'ve subseribed towards it just to
please you.”

“Of course you didn’t!” snapped
T. Fish. *“You came into it because
thought you were going to make meney
of it!”

“Never mind, old son!” said Bob Cherry,
who was almost doubled up with mirth,

“ Better luck next time!® exclaimcd Pen-
old

“I don’t know whether therell be
next tite,” remarked the American junicr,
“I've pretty nearly had enough of this!

“'If at first you don’t succeed-

“Shut your mouth, Nugent!” cried

And with Vernon-Sp
pathiser, the Americal
school and up to the d
clothes.

lor went
ory to cl

ly

“My hat! If vwe do get any m for
our money we've had-some fun out of it!*
roared Mark Linley.:

“Rather!” agreed Dennis Carr. “I've never
laughed so much in all my giddy life!

Later in the day Fish announced t he
was going.to miltk the goat that eve for
the lastgﬁme, unless, of course, everything

went off without any frouble.

Accordingly, the shareholders of the com-
pany turned up in full force to see what
would happen.

“Now, fer goodness’ sake keep out of the
way this time, you azses!” exelaimed the
American junior; as he settled himself npen
the little stool, with a wary eye for the geoat.

“T’ll hold his head this time,” said Johnny
Bull:

“All right! Den’t move away until I tell
you!” said Fish.

Not one of the juniors noticed Billy Bunter
a few yards away. They were all intent npon
watching the proceedings. ‘ <

The Owl of the Remove was smarting under
what he’ considered the injustice of having
been so summarily turned out of the coem-

pany, and he had been thinking of revenge

ever since.

An idea occurred to him on the spur of
the moment. He stooped down and picked
up a huge clod of grass and earth. This he
whirled over his head and then let fly. -

Without waiting to see the result, he

) g imedes =
Vernon-Smith, the only fellow who appeared
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and fled as fast as his fat little legs
arry him,

311! =

o clod of earth whirled over the heads
Removites, just missirg Johnny Bull,
nded with a thud right on the

he result was sudden and startling!
animal lunged ocut 1 its hind legs
I ien dashed forward.
‘isber T, Fish went rolling over on his
kK, Johnry Bull doubled up like a
as tllle goat butted into him.

: latfer exclamation broke from the
of half a dozen juniors at once, as the
al dashed forward again. There was
ng, and the rope which had
ped, and away he went.

a <
held him

“Oh, my hat! That’s done it!” cried Bob
Cherry.

o

' shouted Fish, scrambling to

was tearing across the field as
fast as it could go, and a moment later
the crowd of juniors were in full chase.

r T. Tish was apparently none the
for his spill, for was soon ahead. of
% in the chase.

and head her off!” shouted Harry

er T. Fish hiad no breath to reply: he
wildly after the fleeing animal with
ength.

s in better form than the
ior, however. Over hedges it
fields, both eultivated and un-

cultivated.

Fish was almost dead beat, but he kept
he chase; and then suddenly he noticed
a- thrill of alarm that the animal was
ing straight towards Sir Hilton Popper’s

My hat!” he murmured to himself. “If
gets in there, there’ll be the dickens to

@

pay!

Sure enough, the next moment the animal
leapt the hedgze which surrounded the
grounds of Sir Hilton’s house. -

Fisa had momentary thoughts of turning
back and hiding, for he knew that the
wratit of the choleric baronet would descend
upon his head in all its bitterness.

He only hesitated for a moment, however,
and then he jumped the hedge into the
grounds. Then he nearly collapsed with
“fright and fatigue, for the goat was head-
ing straight towards the French-windows of
the drawing-room.

“Hi! Look out!”

The American junior yelled out in his
alarm, though there was nobody in sight.

“Oh crumbs!”

Crash! 5

The animal had dashed straight through
the windows into the drawing-room.

The next instant Sir Hilton Popper him-
self appeared, waving his arms in excitement
and anger, and aseouple of gardeners rushed
upon the scene what had happened.
Fish crawled than walked towards
the smashed wi ilton rushed
out and seized
“You young h he roared, almost
beside himself wi ge. “I'll make you
suffer for this!” v

“1 guess I couldn’t hélp it, sir!” groaned
Fish, who was thoroughly seared by the
baronet’s wrath. BN

He fried to explain what h hiappened,
but Sir Hilton was too enraged to listen.

shiook the unfortunate Fish until his tecth

©

veled.

Meanwhile, one of the gardeners ran and
fetched a length of rope, which he suec-
ceeded in fastening round the neck of the
frightened animal, who now half-crouched
in a corner of the drawing-room, panting
for breath.

“Take the thing outside!” yelled the
baronet; and in his anger he bestowed a
kick upon the scared beast.

“I shall send a bill to your headmaster
for this damasge!” roared Sir Hiiton. “And
a request that you may get the thrashing
of your life!”

The gardener led the goat over to the
guaking junior, and handed him the rope.

“Come on!” he said, in a low voice. “The
sooner you're out of here the better!™

He fed the way to the gates, and Fish

1 d, the goat trotting along at the end
o

” murmured Fish, when he was
§ in the road; and he bestowed his last
shilling upon the gardener.

When he was about hali-way back to the
school. he met a crowd of Removites, who
commenced to run at sight of him.

“What happened, Fishy?”

“How did you eatch it?”

“In the neck!” groaned Fisher T. Fish.
“My hat! You don’t mean to say that
it ran right into old Popper’s grounds!”
cried Bob Cherry,

“Right into his giddy drawing-room!”
red Fish, with a face as long as a

e whiz!”
My -hat!”

“I reckon that’s about
groaned Vernon-Smith.

“You've reckoned right,” declared the
American junior.. “The old bounder’s send-
ing a bill for his blessed French-windows, and
a request for a good hiding for me!”

“His French-windows!” exclaimed Johnny
Bull. “Why, what's up with his French-
windows?”

“This rotten goat dashed right through
'em!” cried Fish irritably.

The Removites stared, speechless.

“Oh crumbs! hat a go!”

“What a goat, you- mean!” said Boh
Cherry, and he tried to laugh; but it was a
poor attempt, and the rest felt nothing like
laughter, especially Fisher T. Fish.

The goat was taken ‘back to its shed in
the corner of the field and®securely tied up.
Then the Removites went in to wait for the
bursting of the storm.

They hed not long to wait, for a servant
arrived at Greyfriars from Sir Hilton
Popper’s house almost 2s soon as they got
in.

“Fish, you're wanted.”

The page-boy put his head inside Study
No 14 and made the- gnnouncement. There
was no need for the American junior to ask
who wanted him. He kuew that.

“Now for it!” he groaned, as
along to the Head's study.

“Come int”

Dr. Locke's voice was harsh and s%er as
Fish knocked upon the door.

The trembling iunior entered, and the
Head’s eyes fastered upon him with a glare
of intense anger.

“I have just received a most extraordinary
eomplaint from Sir Tilton TPopper!” hLe
barked out. “What have you to say, Fish?”

Fisher T. Tish blurted out the whole story
of the Goat-Butter Co., and the ¥ead fre-
quently gasped with amazement.

“Do you mean to say there are otliers
in this besides yourself?” he exclaimed at
last.

“Yes, sir; most of the fellows
answered Fish.

The Head rang the bell, and ordered
Harry Wharton to be sent for immediately.

“You must all have taken leave of your
senses!” declared Dr. Locke. “This i3 the
most foolhardy scheme I have ever heard
of in my life! Come in!”

Harry Wharton entered the study, and
stood waiting for the Head to speak.

“Wharton, I am amazed by what I havs
just heard from TFish!” began Dr. Locke. “I
understand that most of the Remove Form
are in this ridiculous and preposterous
business ?”

“Yes, sir,” answered Wharton. And then
he proceeded to corroborate Fish’s story.

“Very well,” said the Head, when he had
finished. “The whole Form will remain
within the precincts of this school on -the
next half-hoiiday. The goat is to be dis
posed of immediately, and a letter of apology
must be sent to Sir Hilton Popper, together
with two pounds, which he says will be the
cost of replacing the glass which has been
broken in his windows.”

“Yes, sir,” said Harry Wharton and Fisher
T. Fish together. . z

‘Wharton almost felt like collapsing under
the severity of the sentence, bui the
American junior felt a great sense of relief
when he found that he was going to escape
the thrashing which Sir Hilton Popper had
asked that he should receive.

There was weeping and wailing and gnash-
ing of teeth whem the rest of the juniors
heard what had .happened, and they at once
set out with the goat on a lead to the farm
where they had bought the animal to request
the farmer to buy it back d4gain.

“My only aunt!” exclaimed Bob Cherry,
as they hurried along. “This rotten com-
pany business has landed us in a fine mess!”

“You're right, old top!” agréed Dennis
Carr. “At the same time you must admit
that we walked right info it.”

done it, then!”

he went

Loy

are in it,

. “That's what makes me so jolly wild!” put
in Johnny Bull, “We ought to have know:
that that idiot ¥Fish would land us right i
thf: cart. He's done it before!”

‘It’s not a bit of wse kieking op a fus
about it now,” said Harry Wharbon, tr
to pour oil "on the troubled waters. “A
all said and dene, it wasn't Fish's fault
the blessed goat bunked like ib did.”

“No; it was that rotter Bunter!” e
gli:;n}’ed Frank Nugent. “We'll settle wit!

“The settiefulness with the Iudicrous Bunte.
will be terrific,” remarked Hurree Singh.

“You're right, old son; it will!” laughe:
Dennis Curr.

¢ The Head's come down on us ali alike!
said Peter Todd. “That what puzzles. mc
Evidently he doesn’t consider that Fishy i
any worse than us.”

“No; he reckons we’re ail asses,” said Harr;
Wharton; “he as good as said so0.” &
_“He's not far wrong, either!” grunted Boh
Cherry. “No more Fish for ms(”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bl‘l‘ﬁ&nd 80 say all of us!” declared Johnr:

“Fancy being gated!” murmured Franl
Nugeqt thoughtfuliy. “The Head must hav.
been jolly ratty to come down on us as ba:
at that.”

“Of course he was ratty!” responded Harry
Wharton. * You wouldn't expect him to bLe
anything else, Wwould you?

| anyway,” rs
marked we'd happened ftr
have hac h Rookwood sor St
s, the positiog would have been decideqaty

rard.”
" said Harry Wharbton, “It%
haven't got anybthing par

tieular on!”

“What did Fishy say when the Head passeq
the sentence?” asked Johnny Bull.

“1 think he said ‘ Thank you,”” answeren
Harry Wharton, with a smile; “a% any rate,
he looked jolly relieved when he found he
wasn’t going to get the licking of his ljfe.
And that's what he would have gob if ol!
Popper had had his 4

“Grumpy old beas said Bob Cherry.

At that moment they reached the farm.
which Lad now been @osed up for the dav
The farmer stared in surprise when he sav
the crowd of juniors at hig door, and ke
looked more than surprised when they
acquainted him with the object of their visit.

“Well, I really don't want her back again,
you know,” he said perpiexedly, “I'd been
trying to sell her for weeks befors you
came along.”

_Harry Wharton explained ths whols situa-
tion, and described what had happened a3
Fish and Vernon-Smith Lad both refused to
accompany the juniors. :
_“It's very unfortunabe,” said tha farmer,
“and I'm very sorry for you young gents.
All things considered, I'l buy the goat
back!"”

“Oh, thanks!” exclaimed several of the
juniors together, as the farmer generously
gave them the price they had paid—thirty
shillings.

With real gratitude the juniors received
the money, and then returned to Greyfriars
to collect the balance to make up the two
pounds which Sir Hilton Popper demanded.

That done, they wrote the letter of
apology, enclosed the mcney, and despatched
it to the baronet,

“Now for that fat beast, Buater!” mus
tered Fisher T. Fish.

The Removites went in a body in searchs
of the fat junior, and thera was ‘more weep-
ing and wailing when he was found.

“I think that winds up the Goat-Butter
Company,” remarked Harry Wharton, as tiw
Famous Five were seated in Stndy No. 1
again.

“T should say so!” chorused the others.

“The windupfulness of the Iudicrous com.
pany i3 terrific!” said Hurrea Singh.

“You're right, old top!”

The next day a notice appeared outside
the farm onece nlore:

“A GOAT FOR BALE!”

But no prospective purchasers appeared from
Greyiriars, -

TFHE END.

(dnother grand long story of Harry Wharton
& Co. next week, entitled: “Billy Bunter's
Pri%e!” Order your copy of the PENNY PoPULAX
early.) 2
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Our Grand New Serial, dealing with the
Adventures of a Young Acrobat who Rose
to Fame and Fortune as a Cinema Star,

-
By STANTON HOPE.;
THE OPENING CHAPTERS. . s
icky oy robat in Beauman’'s Gigantic day he visits Santa Monica, on the coast, and there he rescues
Ci)riclsls\5 r\e Y mh az}(?usoe% unjustly by the bullying Maidstone from the surf. In conseguence, Micky is given 27L 4
Proprictor of having stolen a zold wateh, Micky is arrested, but escapes ant_to Buddy Gaylord, the property-man, in the ereat K. N
to the river-front and stows away on a tr steamer. In New York it Oinema Company. One day the company goes *‘ on loc >
Harbour Mic‘k“ Q through an opén port and swims ashore. There he tho San Gabriel foothills, and during the filming of a big ﬁgll'}t
m(cuets‘ a slim, rec ted American, Alec P. Figg, who is also anxious called Monkey White is shot. Micky suspects another
1o ;;eb cu% W’esn Witlr him Micky K jumps * the ‘‘ Chicago Flyer,” and ded individual named Jed Tomson—who disappears, is nor
by stages they heat th r way to Kansas City. Figg, known as Nnart than Alec P. Figg, the crook, whom he knew had a grudge
Alee, is one of the mosh expert cracksmen on the contigent, and he Monkey White, That evening the lad learns that Smart Ale¢ h
actﬁfnpm to Crack the hotel safe. Micky frustrates him, and makes the arrested in an opium den run by a Chinaman, Li (glm'ng fo
rest of hie wé.y to Los Angeles alone. Once in the city he loses no time Angeles, and Micky and Jeff Romery, the chief director, are
in tr\‘ing‘tc get taken on at the cinema studios, but without success. One to attend the courthouse on the following morning.
(Now iread on.)
The Great New Production. scene of the outrage. Nevertheless, they did cinemas whenever a new Broadworth pro-
: not discharge the cracksman right away,’| duction was released.

"HEN Aicky heard that Alec P. Figg,
the cracksman, had been arrested
he was not in the least surprised.
He was positive in his own mind

that Smart Alec and none other had fired
the shot which had so sericusly wounded
the super, Monkey White, during the filming
;\,t"uthe fight scenc in the San Gabriel foot-
pills.

Figg, Micky knew, was firmly of the opinion
that White had double-crossed him and got
away with the spoils of the New York rob-
bery. - Therefore the crook had ample
motive for revenge on his former accomplice.

But what was surprising to Micky was the
fact that Smart Alce had been captured in
the opium den of the Chinaman, Li Chang
Foo, in Los Angeles.

How had Figg managed to return to the
city and escape the posse of trackers who
had so quickly got on his trail?

Despite the difficuity of answering that
question, Micky was positive that the super
with the rough growth of heard, Jed Tom-
son, who had disappeared after the filming
of the scene, was none other than Figg
himself.

When, thercfore, Micky went down to the
eourthouse in Los Angeles in the company of
Jefiery J. Romery, the chief director of the
Broadworth CGinema Company, he was quite

of the opinion that he would be able tc

identify the cracksman, Smart Alee, and the
super, Jed Tomson, as one and the same
PEerson.

But several surprises lay in store for him

The first was when Figg made his appear
ance in court in the charge of two officers
Anyone 1 like thie bent and limping Jed
Tomson in appcaraznce it would have been
hard to imagine. &

The cracksm
dressed in a s

was . ciean-shaven, and
grey lounge-suit, starched
20 ther shoes. He looked
a typical keen and respectable business man,
and no one unaware of his identity would
ever have credited him with being omne of
the ‘most dangerous criminals in the United
States.

Micky was dumbfounded by the ecrook’s
appearance, and neither he nor Jeft Romery

could possibly swear that Figg was the same
Jed Tomson who had joined the cinema com-

pany as a

super and
oting of M

who had disappeared
1key White.
ee  witnesses
an alibi for Fige
Chinamen, and chief among them
xng Foo, the keeper of the opium
i £ in custody.

was Li €1
den, who

“Mister heap goed man,” he said.
“Time shootee. take place Mister Figgee
takee velly nice smokee in Foo's house.”

1e evidence of the wily Chinese did not
count so much with the rauthoritics asethe
iack ‘of -evidence that Fige was near the
° THE PENNY PoPULAR—NO. 60.

probably in the hope that fresh evidence
might shortly be forthecoming.

To Micky's surprise, although the ecrook
shot him many a sneering look and angry
glance, Figg made absolutely no mention of

his knowledge of the lad’s reason for leaving
Engiand. That Smart Alec did not denounce

him as a thief Micky was sure did not
result from any generosity on the part of his
erstwhile travelling ecompanion, but from
some other deeper and more sinister motive.
This motive the English lad "was to learn
before many iamore suns had set in that
Western land.

As Micky and Jeff Romery drove back to
Cinema City in the latter’s heautiful car
they discussed the events of the morning
and the mystery of the shooting affair which
had occurred while the cinema ecompany
were on ‘“location.”

“You take it from me, Micky,” said Jeff,
“Figg wasn’t the guy who let daylight into
Monkey White. O’ course, I'll own, he could
ared those goldurned Chinks to say
¢, but I guess he couldn’t have got
back to Los Angeles and shaved and changed
in the short time before he was caught.”

But Micky was far from heing convinced.
He was inclined to give the astute “erook
credit for any feat. The very fact that
Smart Alec’s cleverness had kept him out of
zaol when lesser known criminals had been
apprehended time and again by the police,
was proof of the man’s extraordinary powers.

However, once hack at the Broadworth
studios, Micky was kept too busy to brood
over the unpleasant affair. Perhaps, indeed,
it was to keep the lad’s thoughts occupied
with other matters that Buddy Gaylord, the
genial property-man, found him as much to
do as he possibly could.

The *“shooting * of some of the scenes of
the new, great Broadworth production, “The
Mysterious Pearl,” was to take place right
away, and the whole staff were enthusiastie-
ally engaged in preparation.

As Micky had heidrd, the new production
was to afford Floyd Unwin, the daredevyil
film star, ample opportunities for new and
more thrilling stunts, and also that some of
the famous wild animals from the mens:
at the far end of the company's lot were to
take part.

“The Mysterious Pearl,” like all the
geenarios used by Broadworth’s, had heen
specially written by one of the company’s
expert scenario writers.  What little plot
there was in it was only there to afford
greater opportunities for film thrills.

The scencs were laid in Persia and
America, and the “photo-play, like all the
former Broadworth thrillers, was a wildly
improbable ~affair from .beginning to cnd.
The latter fact, however, scemed to suit
the taste of movie-lovers the world over,
who fiocked in their thousands to the

We

Four days after his appearance at the Log
Angeles courthouse with Jefi Romery, Micky
went to his work at the cinema studio with
even greater alaerity than usual. The reason
was that one of the big animal scenes of
““The Mysterious Pearl 7 was to be flimed.

Brought up in a gircus, the lad was fond
of all animals, and he looked forward to
seeing some of them aect for the pictures
with more zest even than many pic Z0CTS
would anticipate seeing tiiem at the cinema
when the picture was cened.

As Micky and Buddy Gaylord
lot the first thing noticeable
number of stalwart negroes waiting about.

There were always long qucues of would-
be cinema actors and actre
ing at the studios seeking the
engagement, but Micky bad never
the negro element in such force hefore.

He shot Buddy a querulous look. and iie
little Props explained matters.

“Those darkies you see, Micky,”
“are up here looking for work in
scene this morning. The way some gu
to know what’s doing gets me beat.
don’t advertise, and nothing much is
but you kin bet if half a dozen
Chinks, Japs, greasers, gDutchmen a
quired, scores o’ the p a
like magic at the psy
to speak.”

Micky was eager to
about the work of the
purring of a motor-car e:
to swing round.

It was Romery's beautiful
which had entered the lot, and 3
was lolling in-the seat behind h

173

g'lar ty

several gu $E3
ning, but the soft

chaufieu ith one of his most
looking s stuck at a rakish &

mouth.

“’Mornin’, Buddy !” called the film
“How’re you stackin® it, Micky?
dandy, eh? That's the good
got plenty o' the chocolate-
on the lot this morning.”

The car came to a halt, and Jeff al

Bach day since the shooting aitair
foothills Micky had approached the
with the same question.

“How's Monkey White, sir?”

“Not conscious yet, kid,” replied .
‘phoned to the hospital first thing this
ing, and one of the docs told me he gue
he’d pull round, though, in time. M
while, the authorities are keeping a
hold on Figg, as it’s possible White may
able to throw some light on the matter
in a day or two.”

With that Jeff Romery strode

dix

coloured coong

soon he was cngaged in the e sk
of selecting a dozen “Nubian slaves {he
big animal scene.

It was often said at the siu

three-quarters of Jefl’s ten-thousand
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Tha awful danger pending to his young miastsr relaxed all Chappie's tenss muscles and nerves.

He gave a sharp

bark; sprang forward, and fastened his sharp littie testh into one of the hind l2gs of the iion. (Ses page 10.)

a-year salary was earned by his keen know-
ledge of hunan character, and his tact
in selecting and handling extras in “mob
stuft.”

It took him little time, then, to select the
dozen or s0 megroes who best suited the
requirements of the production in haud, and
when he had dismissed the remainder, he
secured his megaphone and went off, fol-
lowed by the supers, to rehearse the scene.

Meanwhile, Buddy Gaylord and Micky
Denver went across to the stores where the
property-man superintended the getting ready
of the costumes, spears, shields, and other
“props.”’

With another assistant, Micky hauled several
bundies into the sunlight outside and got his
‘hook ready to abtain receipts from the
unegroes and other supers for the articles sup-
plied.

As he stepped from the stores a joyous bark
sounded, and next moment Chappie sprang up
at him. : :

“Hallo! What are you doing here, old
fellow?” exclaimed Micky, staring at him.
“Didn’t T tell you to stay at home with Ah
Mee?”

Chavpie kanew well enough he should have
stayed with the old Chinese servant of the
Gaylords, and he hung his head and dropped
his tail in a shamed way. Then he turned
round and slowly took his departure for home
again.

But Micky had not the heart to allow his
four-footed littie friend to spend a day in
moping over his rebuke, as he knew Chappie
assuredly would have done, so he gave a low
whist#e.

Immadiately Chappie’s ears flew up, and he
scampered back in a frenzy of delight.

“You can stay,” said Micky, as he set dewn
his lead and patted the little mongrel’s head,
“on condifion you behave yourself and don’t
cct in anyone's way. D’you hear?”

Chappie gave a sharp yap in response, and
began coantentedly to follow his young master
as Micky went about his duties.

When Jeff had given the negroes a good in-
sight of what was required of them during the

big animal scene,” ther all came trooping
aeross to the stores. 3
Under the supervision of Buddy, the lad

handed out the
parted to

props,
themsel

iv,” said Micky, a5
, “where is this a

tot, ki

¢ taken?”
{ uth side o' i
¥ nan. < TFhere’ pit beneath those
palins you k st see, and soie o’ our best
forest-bred lions are going'to be transferred
from the cages into it.”

“And what's the big stunt going to be?”

“Waal, those guys o’ Nubians throw Miss
Maidstone into the pit with the lions—"
e

W

g to the very
)

he pit and ther

edge the eameras quit
business while a dummy’s subgtituted. See?”

“Oh, she’s not really thrown in, then?”

“I guess not,” said Buddy, with a smile;
“but Unwin will actually descend into the
pit to rescue, the dummy.”

“That’s a pretty dangerous job, isn't ift?”

“1 should say so. I wouldn't do it for a
wad o' greenbacks as thick as your head—I
mean, as big as your head. However,
Tnwin's paid to take chan and the movied
fans everywhere demand sensational stuff!”

“What price the camera men?” said Micky.
“Don’t they come in for a share of the risk?”

%ct in this act,” answered Props, un-
wrapping a wafer of pepsin chewing-gum.
“Jefl and the camera men will be up on that
staging you kin see through the palms. There
are times, thougl, when there’s plenty o
excitement for the whole bunch o' them.”

Micky thought seriously for a moment, and
then he summoned up courage to ask the
property man a favour. :

“Say, Buddy,” he said, “d’'you think you
could spare me for a while? I'd like to see
the filming of this animal seene.”,

“Sure thing, kid!” responded ' the genial
“props.”  “But mind you don’t get in any-

Duteh uncle for ten minutes without repeat-
ing himself!”

Delighted at the opportunity to witness the
making of the thrilling wild animal scene for
the pictures, Micky hastened off, with Chappie
at his heels, to find himself a position of
vantage.

He kept as much outrof view as possible, for
he knew that Jeff did not like onlookers, and
assuredly if Floyd Unwin saw him he would
have to clear out.

Unwin, the daredevil cinema star, was
obstreperous as a matter of habit, and it
needed all of Jefi’s vast store of tact to deal
with him at any time.

Micky knew that many ciuema stars, like
stage actors an® musicians, sufferéd fromn “the
artistic temperament,” and that many put
down Unwin's behaviour to that cause.

But the fact of the matter was that

Floyd TUnwin  suffered from an inbred
bad temper, and also {from the nerve-

racking effeets of smoking opium—or “hitting
the pipe,” as Buddy Gaylord ealled it.

However, Mieky managed to find a corner
among the palms, whence he could obtain a
good view of the filming of the scene with
little chance of being detected.

Chappie remained quietly by his side for a
few minutes, but soon got fed up,. and curled
up and went to sleep.

Jeffrey J. Romery had one final rehearsal
of his Nubian slaves, with Mary Maidstone
and Floyd Unwin acting their parts as well.
Even the dummy which Buddy had had made
was thrown into the empty pit and rescued.
This dummy was of the exact height and
form, and dressed in every detail the same as
Mary Maidstone, so that not even the cutest
picture-goer would be able to discern the sub-
stitution when the scene was sereened even-
gsually.

While this was goi on some of the
inenagerie men wheeled up two cages contain-
ing four magnificent forest-bred lions. The
doors of these cages were placed towards a
slope bordered by high iron rails leading
down to the pit.

body’s way, or Je® will talk to you like a
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When the. rehearsal was finished the prin-
eipal animal trainer shot the bolts of the
cage door baek, threw these open, and
made a hasty departure round the back of
the cages. :

One after another the Kings of the Forest
gingerly left the cages and went snxﬂmg.down
the slope. When the last was in the pit, an
iron gate was lowered behind them, and they
were trapped, ready for the filming of the

seene.

J hand, surveying the scene below him.
He gave the signal to -Mary Maidstone

and to the actor who was taking the part of

a Persian prince, to take up their positions.

When they were ready he gave the order for

action.

As the aectress and actor began slowly ges-
ticulating and speaking-—for Jeff insisted that
pbroper words and sentences bearing on the
play should be used during a supposed con-
versation for the films—the director turned
to the camera men.

“Shoot !”

Slowly the handles were revolved. The film-
Ing of the great scene had begun.

The Persian prince pointed to the lions
with a look of malice on his face. The girl
shrank away, and shook her head, refusing to
lell the whereabouts of the mysterious pearl.

The prince clapped his hands. The Nubian
slaves, waiting just out of the set, or range
focus of the cameras, came rushing to the
teene and grasped the girl.

Micky, watching with starting eyes, could
not help a thrill passing through him,
although he knew ‘it was all pretence, and he
could see Floyd Unwin just outside the set
area calmly smoking a cigarette and wearing
& bored look.

The Big Animal Scene.
EFF ROMERY stood on a raised platiorm
at the side of the pit, megaphone in

Again the Persian prince gave the girl a

chance.
minedly.

The prince ‘pointed dramatically to the
lions. The Nubians clutched the girl, raised
‘her from the ground, approached the pit,
and—

Again she shook her head deter-

“Cut!” 2

It was Jeffi Romery’s sharp order to the
tamera men. Immediately the filming
ceased.

“Keep perfectly still, boys!” roared Jef to

the Nubian slaves. -“If any one o’ you moves
S0 much as a finger until I tell him, I'll fire
him on the spot!”
. Buddy Gaylord and an assistant who had
been waiting on one side, ran up with the
dummy female figure, and set it on the
ground. Then they gently lifted Mary Maid-
stone from the hands of the negroes without
disturbing their pose, and substituted the
dummy in place of the girl.

When Miss Maidstone, Buddy, and the
assistant had got clear, Jeft Romery turned
to the camera men again.

“Shoot ! ; s

Again the filming ctarted.

“Action, boys!” roared the director to the
motionless group of Nubian slaves bearing the
dummy. “Put some life into it! Heave the
girl into the lions’ den! That's the stuff !?

As the figure crashed into the pit the lions
sprang hastily out of the way, and a loud
Toar went up. Then the Kings of the Forest
began to sniff at the object which had been
hurled so precipitously among them,

Again Jeff gave the order fo cease Ailming.

The camera men had been placed so as hest
to secure the pictures of the action at the edge
of the pit. Now they were moved to another
staging for the purpose of filming the great
stunt scene—Unwin descending into the lions’
den and réscuing the “girl.”

Whatever excitement the Broadworth star
may have felt prior to his dangerous feat,
he certhiinly - did not show any. He calmly
watehed the shifting of the cameras, leaning
against a palm-tree and smoking a gold-
tipped cigarette.

Micky wondered greatly whether his air
of boredom was merely a cloak to disguise
his real feelings. He remembered the remark
that Buddy had made about Unwin “hitting
the pipe,” being addicted to the opium-
smoking habit, -

Floyd Unwin needed the best of nerves for
his dangerous career, Would his nerves,
indeed, give out on sotne critical occasion as
the property-man feared?

As soon as the cameras were in their fresh
position, Unwin threw away his cigarette and
strolled across to Romery. For a few seconds
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the two men engaged in conversation, and
then Jelf arranged his *“Nubian slaves ” in
fresh attitudes at the edge of the pit con-
taining the lions. =

The film rtar took up his place some
distance away out of the set, and waited
for the filming to recommence. -

When all was prepared Jeff issued his curt
order to the camera men, and the filming
was continued. s 2

The Nubians gave a glance at the pit
and moved out ot the picture. As they did
s0 Floyd Unwin appeared among some pahn-
trees. Gliding along steaithily, he reached
the edge of the pit.

Next moment he vauited over and dropped
among the lions.

With low snarls the beasts darted in all
directions to the furthermost parts of the
pit.

Unwin hesitated not a second. He grasped
the dummy in his arms and dashed to somé
narrow steps hewn in one of the walls.

The cinema people standing on the ground
and stagings ahove remained breathiessly
silent, and only the steady clicking of the
cameras broke the stillness.

Suddenly a full-throated roar rang out as
the biggest lion made a savage rush at the
daring film star.

But Unwin drew his leg up in the nick
of time, and the lion’s giant paw ecrashed
against the stone wall just below him.

Next moment Unwin had raised himself and
his burden over the projecting ledge of the
pit.

“Cut!”

Jeff Romery’s voice thus announced that
the filming of the great animal scene for “The
Mysterious Pearl ” was over.

Micky, standing in his position of vantage
on the raised piece of cround among the
palms, mopped the perspiration from his
brow.

But although the filming was over, all the
excitement did not end there by any means.
It is said that “the unexpected always
happens,” and it certainly did in this case.

The huge lion which had made a dash at
the cinema star had been thoroughly roused.
Roar after roar reverberated from its great
jaws, and it lashed its tail and dashed round
the pit in fury. -

Suddenly it rushed straight across the den
and leaped into the air.

The man who had heen rtesponsible for the
construction of the pit had claimed that it
was impossible for any beast to escape from
it, but had he been present he would have
seen his words falsified.

The gigantic spring landed the lion’s head
and front legs right over the edge of the pit,
‘and, digging its great white claws into the
ground, it scrambled over the top.

The actors and supers standing a few yards
away let out wild yells, and scattered like
chaff before a breeze. s

Jeft Romery, on the staging well out of
danger, roared through his megaphone to the
menagerie men who were waiting near the
cages.

“Bring your pitechforks, hoys!
Hon loose!”

The men grasped the pitchforks with which
they always came armed to the filming of
animal scenes, and ran across to head the
lion off. =

The great beast saw_ them and bounded
away, straight for the clump of palms where
Micky was standing.

The lad’s immeédiate thought was on the
advisability of shinning up a tree with all
poszfsible speed, but there was no time for
that. L

To the loud roar that was emitted from
the throat of the King of the Forest Chappie
awoke with a violent start, and when he saw
the great beast bounding forward he seemed
frozen to the spet, his cars standing upright,
and every hair of his wiry coat brustling
with fear. .

-The lion took mo notice of the little dog,
but made for the palm behind which Micky
was endeavouring to conceal himself.

Then the King of the Forest, with flying
mane and gleaming teeth, shot into the airgy
Micky tried to dodge, but as the lion shot
past the trunk of the palm-tree a giant paw
caught his shouider and hore him to the
ground.

For a fracticn of time the lien stood over
the fallen lad, lashing his tail. Micky could

There's a

feel its hot breath fanning his cheek. Then
it raised a huge paw.;
Micky would probably have ended his

cinema career then and there but for an un-
expected intervention. .

The awful danger pending to his young
master relaxed all Chappie’s tense museles

and nerves. He gave a sharp bark, sprang
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forward, and fastened his sharp little iceth
into one of the hind legs of the lion.

It was surprise more than pain that caused
the King of the Forest to forget his human
vietim and swing round with a wild yelp.
Chappie was not brave enough to stay longer,
and he let go and scampered off as fast as
his short legs would earry him. =

But his cute action had saved the situa-
tion, for hefore the lion could do further
harm the menagerie men had surrcunded it
with an impassible barrier of sharp pitch-
forks. Willing hands among the rest of the
cinema company present wheeled up one of
the cages, and in a couple of minutes Mr.
Leo had been induced to skulk back into his
cage, where he sat on his haunches, snarling
viciously.

While this was being done, Jeff
rushed across to Micky and helped
to his feet.

“Are you hurt. kid?” he asked anxiously. -

Micky felt a dull pain in his. shoulder;
where the lion’s paw had eaught him, but
he made little of it.

“It’s nothing muech, sir, thanks!” he said.
“I got a knock on the shoulder and was
bowled over, that was all.”

But Jeft insisted that the lad should
remove his coat. and the director made .a
careful examination of him.

“The skin isn't broken, nor are any
bones, Micky,” he said. “Say, you are reaf
lucky to have got off with only a bruise.
That little dog o’ yours has sure got some
pluck, and I guess it’s to him you owe your
life.”

If Chappie had plenty of pluck in his lithe,
wiry-coated body for use on occasions, he
certainly did not possess that other desirable.
quality—inocdesty.

Chappie waited until the lion had been
rendered harmless, and then trotted back,
wagging his tail and looking at Micky as
much as to say: I soon settled that lion,
didn’t 1? * Eh, what!?

Needless to say, the little terrier was made:
more 1 Mary Maidstone’

Romery:
the lad

iuss of than ever.
insisted on carrying him back to the studios,
and most of the cinema people who followed
in her wake sang the praises of his timely
action.
Only one prominent member
pany kept aloof. TFloyd Unwin looked on
from afar with a sneer curling his lips,
As he moved off towards his dressing-room
he muttered his thoughts to himself, <
“I wish the blamed lion had done for that
English brat and his beastly mongrel pup,
tool” T -
Which merely goes to show that Floyd
Unwin, clever actor and daredevit though he
was, was not by any means a pleasant indi-
vidual.

of the com-
oo

The Mysterious Missive:

FEW days after the filming of the
big animal scene in the Broadworth
lot, Mr. and Mrs. Gaylord and Micky
were reclining in easy wicker chairs in

the lovely garden hbehind their home,

The conversation dealt with Chappie, who
was sitting near Micky with a large, gold-
centred medal hanging from his collar.

Every now and then the little dog looked
up pathetically, and shook himself violently
in an effort to dislodge his medal. He was
wondering what he had done to deserve the
affliction. 3

Many members of the Broadworth Cinema
Company had subscribed to this tcken of
appreciation of the little mongrel’s pluck,
and the great X. N. Broadworth himself had
fastened on the medal, much to Chappie’s
disgust. =

It was a regular thing now for Chappie
to accompany his master to the studios, and
whht the little terrier appreciated a thou-
sand times more than the medal, were the
pieces of biscuit and sugar that members
of the company breught along for him. In-
deed, Chappie was in serious danger of being
completely spoiled.

As the last gleams of the sun still rested

on the highest points of the foothills, Ah Mee,
the old Chinese servant, announced Reginald
Clarence Eton.
* Never before had the dude of the films
honoured the Gaylords’® neat little home
with a visit, and Buddy and his buxom
spouse rose hastily to greet their guest.

“Good-evening, my deah Mrs. Gaylordi”
drawled Reggie, extending a well-manicured
hand to the good lady. “Pway pardon this
intwusion, but Jeffwy Womery asked me to
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dwop in with a little news as I was passing
this way.”
Reggie accepted a seat, and Buddy des-

patched Ah Mee for a tray of home-made

lemionade and some biscuits.

Buddy, his wife, and Micky were all curious
to know what tidings the cinema-actor had
brought, but it was not the way of Reginald
C. Eton to hurry. :

He carefully selected a cigarette, with his
own family crest stamped upon it, from his
geld case, and lighted it. +

‘Then he came to the point of his visit.

“It’'s about that wottab TFigg,” he said,
"}who was awwested after the shooting of—
ah—*

“Monkey White!” put in Micky cagerly.

“Ah, T wemembah now—that was the
bhoundah’s name. Well, Womery weceived a
’phone message from the hospital a few
minutes ago to the effect that White camec
wound late this afternoon and made a state-
ment about the shooting affair.”

“Did  he recognise- his - assailant?” asked
Micky.

“No, deah boy,” replied Reggie.
are wather. wushing me—what! -~ Howevah,
to wesume. Monkey White says he did not
see the wottah who fired the shot, but he
ie certain it wasn’t this fellow, Smart Alec.”

“Well, I’'m blessed!”

“And what has bhappened, Mr. Eton?”
asked " Mrs. - Gaylord. ““Have they released
this man Figg?”’

“Yes, the wottah was weleased shortly
after White's statement was taken down.
You see, the police had no other course.”

“J - guppose they hadn’t,” said Miecky.
“Nevertheless, I still hold that Figg knows
more about the afiair than appears on the
surface. Perhaps Monkey White is seared to
give him away in ecase his former pard turns
States’ evidence, and- can bring up proof
that White got away with the swag of that
New York robbery.”
~ As they sipped their iemonade and chatted
‘on various topics, Ah Mee approached with
a silver salver, on which was lying a rather
dirty-looking letter.

“But you

“8mall boy bling notee for Mister Denver,”
he announced. “Me tellee him, ¢ You waitee
two, tlee minute,” but he no wanchee stoppee.
Velly quick beatee it.”

All eyes were upon Micky as he took the
note. -

“I haven't the foggiest notion from whom
it can be,” he said. *Still, I suppose it is
for me as Ah Mee says so, so I’Il just trot
along in doors and read it.”

“I think we’ll all adjourn inside,” said Mrs.
Gaylord. “It will be more comfortable be-
hind mosquito-sereens now.”

In the house Micky opened the grubby
envelope and extracted the note it contained.
The message ran ag follows:

“To Mr. Denver.—Serious trouble threatens
you. If, however, you will call at No. 13,
West Canton Street, Los Angeles, on Thurs-
day next between the hours of eight and
eleven p. m., the writer of this will show
you how the trouble can be avoided.”

There was no date and- no signature to
the note.

Micky reread the words, his brow
puckered in a frown: Was it a ruse of
Figg’s, or had he really some unknown friend
who, having heard of some plot to injure
him, was able to give warning?

Micky looked up with a start to see the
eyes of Buddy and the others pegard-
ing him curiously. He had no desire to
worry the kind little property-man and his
genial spouse—for he knew they would be
upset by the strange communication—so he
laughed the matter off.

“Just a little invitation!” he cried merrily.
“T must tell you all about it some other
time.”

But if the Gaylords had been deceived by
Micky’s manner, Reggie Eton had not.
Bespite his fastidiousness with clothes, his
drawling speech, and partiality to a rim-
less monocle, the English dude had brains as
clever as any of the hard-headed, hustlmg
yankees with whom he came into contact

He extended his hand daintily to Mrs.
Gaylord. =

“T must weally be going now,” he

said.
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“Thanks awiully for the wipping cvening you
have given me.”

Buddy vehemently protested that the night
was still young; but Reggie secured his im-
maculate hat and gold-nobbed walking-stick,
and wonld not be pressed.

Ag he left he turned to Micky.

“Why not walk a little way with me, deah
boy?” he suggested. “It’s weally a pwopah
evening—lots of air, and stars, and what
not—eh ?” L

Micky was only too glad to stroll a Jittle
way with the famous dude of the films, and,
with a cheery word to his friends the
(ﬁtylords, and a sharp whistle for Chappie.
Ire ‘obtained his cap and accompanied Reggic.

“Pardon me for mentioning the mattab,
deah, bhoy,” said Reggie, as they walked
along; “but it stwuck me you locked in
twouble when you weceived that note. If I
can he of any assistance, pway command me,”

Micky had intended saying nothing to any-
body about the strange missive, bui he
trusted the English dude and decided to let
him see it. -

Reggie stopped on the side-walk, and read
the note carefully under a cluster of street-
lights. Then he re-read it two or three
times in silence, as though committing it to
raemory.

“Don’t you go, Micky—thirteen’s an un-
lucky number,” was his only comment.

Despite the advice of Reggie Eton, Micky
debated the matter again and again in his
own mind.

Curiosity and {tl
“Go!”  Prudence
ass!t”

The former combination prevaited in the
end, and Thursday evening found Micky wait-
ing to embark on his visit to No. 13, West
Canton Street, the address given i the
mysterious missive. :
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YOUR EDITOR IS ALWAYS PLEASED TO HEAR FROM
HIS READERS. d

POPUL.AR,”S‘IH'E FPLEETWAY

GOSSiP FROM SPRINGS.
Gough, of Geduld Township, Springs,
Bouth Africa, sends me word that, in his
ppinion, the Companion Papers are just exactly
right. They always cheer him up. And he
vants cheering up, for Springs is a very dull
£2; no trams or rickshaws, and two miles to
walk if you want a swim. ]

There is. nothing to see, except big, white
dumps in place of the pretty Natalian hills,
oz you can look af the veldt, which rolls away,

at and uninteresting. The only excitement
are storms-and going down four thousand feet
into the earth to watch the workings of the
mines,

My chum got caught in a duststorm, and
the flinty, white grit off tire dumps doesn’t
Lalf hurt! The lightning looks like fireworks
or blue flames running all over the earth, and
the wind nearly knocks you down.

I am muech indebted to my correspondent
for his excellent bit of word-painting.

PETER OR AUBREY ?

Racke, as we all know, is mueh given to
swank. It is partly his father's fault. Racke’s
original name was Peter, and he ehanged it
to the high-sounding Aubrey at his father's
instigation. Of course, he does not like fo he
called by his proper name in these days, and
he often wishes Baggy Trimble did not know
80 much of his early days—as evidenced in the
long-ago story ecalled * Moneybags Minor."

By the way, Racke has a sister, but we hear
wery little of the young lady, though we ecan
Bympathise with her at possessing a brother
like—Peter!

AN INTERNATIONAL LEAQUE.
This is a first-rate idea, and is brought
forward by Mr. J. Arthur Phillips, of 10,
West Terrace, Boldon Colliery, co. Durham,
who writes to say that, as President of the
British and International Correspondence
League, he is out to encourage closer union
between Companion Paper readers all over the

world. 3

dress: EDITOR, THE ‘' PENNY
HOUSE, FARRINGDON
TREET, LONDON, E.C.4.

He will be glad to hear

from all who are
matter, but a stamped
should be enclosed, -

interested in the
addressed envelope

THE OLD HOME,

There is always the feeling of affection for
the old days. They may not have been good
old days in a material sense, but they mean
&0 much, - e

“1 want to see the Okl Country again,”
writes a correspondent New South Wales.
He is doing well, but the old memory of things
he used to know clings fast. It all mukes
one think of the song which used to be so
popular:

¥ay down in Pimlico
In, the home I used to
1 Auntie Flo and L
our old twe-pair baek ;
e yard we had behind
Was of a most romantic ki
Gay with banana-skins,
Old boots, and lobster tins.
Our old geranium plant
Made me adore my aunt.
The broken window-pane
Makes me long for home again.
The number on the door
Makes my heart so sore.
That’s why I long to go
To see the dear old show

In Pim-li-co.”

RATHER PREVIOUS.

A friend writes and asks me to find him a
place ia the film of Greyfriars or St. Jim's!
As these productions are still a matter of
the future, I am quite unable to do anything
in the matter,

What this correspondent must do if he wants
to throw in his lot with the movies—and the
business has a perilous uncertainty about it,
notwithstanding the big prizes attached—is
to wateh for a chance and keep in touch, as
far as possible, with the world of pictures. *

He is a smart enongh fellow, as I can see
by the letter he writes and the photograpiis
he encl 3
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PICKING UP KNOWLEDGE.

It is amusing to hear people say sometimes
that they have “done » this or that branch
of study. You hear folks say they know &
foreign lunguage or a subject in science. Of
course, it is all nonsense! There is no end
to learning. You only get a glimmering of
thing, however hard you swot at it. It
this consideration made me appreeiate
what * Britannia,” of Camberwell, says. She
is eorresponding with a friend in Belgium,
and is sending out the Companion Papers to
that heroiec and much-trampled-on little
eountry. She tells me she has gleaned a lot
of education from the stories.

I am not thinking of introducing characters
from every part of the world just to show the
manners and customs of all the countries on
the man! That is too big an order. The
story must eome first. Where useful informa-
tion comes in, it must do so aceidentaily, as
1t were.

—

WELL DONE, ERIN!

T. Ffreach, 6, Castlewood Avenue, Rath-
mines, Dublin, is starting a correspondence
club which should have a big appeal to all
readers of the Companion Papers—that is
to say, his association is rather more than a
correspondence ciub. He wants readers and
contributors for his amateur newspaper. The
price, postage paid, is 24d., and the promoter
is assured of a good circulation. He is doing
all he can on behalf of the Companion
Papers, and his scheme is worthy of Ireland
—that is, very good indeed.

WHERE THE KANGAROO LIVES.

J. G. Oidham, of Northcote, Seuth Mel-
bourne, wants to know whether there eannot
be a cricket tour to Australia. He savs
many readers would he gairied that way.

“I remember,” he writes, “Harry Wharton -
& Co. visiting America. Well, could not Mr. -
Richards arrange to take them to Australia
and South Africa?”

There is the question of time, but I am not
turning down the project. Anything 1 can_
do to oblige Australiun readers I always
try to do, for those Australian chums of mine
are always ready to oblige me.

’§~‘ =]
' ussy's Tenor soLo |
A Short Tale of St, Jim’s. §

119 :
E ! Form at St. Jim’s, who was en-
gaged in rewriting the works of

Professor Balmycrumpet, gave vent to that
ejaculation. =

Skimpole was a student of the most hair-
raising volumes on impossible subjects, and
80 deeply was ke engrossed in his work that
not until the last drop of ink ran dry on his
pen did he notice that the bottle was empty.

OW extremely unfortunate!”
Herbert Skimpole, in the Shell

He also knew there was no more ink in |

the study.

Henee his remark,

“Let me think! Where can I get some
more?” Skimmy held his penholder against
his high forehead and began thinking.

After ten minutes of solemn thought he
Hecided to try Study No. 6 in the Fourth Form
passage.

Blake, who shared No. 6 with his three
chums, often said his study was taken to be
8 unpiversal supply depot.

With several sighs Skimpole pushed back
his chair and ambled out of the room.

As he neared Study No. 6 he paused and
lictened. Coming to a halt he heard some
most peculiar little yelps coming from the
wpartment.

Immediately after that came a voice—very
like Blake’s—saying plaintively :

“Oh, Gussy, don’t! For goodness’ sake,
don't!”
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What
To his
followed

Skimpole hopped clear of the floor.
dark deed was abeout to t place?
further horror a terrific screech
the imploration.

Skimmy quaked. What should he do—rush
in and thwart the crime, or go and seek
aid?

He thought the latfer best, and rushed
away in the direction of the Head's study.

Had there been a real tragedy in No. 6,
what might happen while he went to feteh
the Head did not strike Skimmy.

Perhaps he expeected the calamity to-post-
pone itself until he came back.

Aiter- absent-mindedly taking two wrong
turnings, bhe arrived at his destination.
Skimpole tore inte the usually dreaded apart-
ment, kicked the wastepaper-basket across
f&hekmom: and almost fell on to the Head’s
esk.

Dr. Helmes, who had been spending half an
hour with Horace, the poet, surveyed the
junior’s actions with amazement.

“Boy, how dare you! What dees this
mean?”

Skimpole did not even notice .the Head’s
anger, but began gasping out what he had
seen and heard.

“You ridiculous boy !” exclaimed the doctor,
when Skimpole had finished. “I will come
and see what this disturbance is, but in such
a case you should always go to Mr. Railton,
not to me!”

“We had better proceed quiekly, sir!”
gasped Skimmy, as he toddled off in the direc-
tion of the Fourth Forf passage. The Head
followed behind him down the passage, look-
ing very grim and exasperated.

On reaching No. 6 again Skimpole halted.
The doctor did likewise, and both listened.

Three hollow groans came to the pair
after a short silence.

“Weally "—then came the voice of tie

fourth oecupant—“I must say I wegard you
set, of sillay, cwass asses!”

Head's lips contracted; he grimly

pushed past the palpitating Skimpole, and

entered the study. 2

There was not much of a tragedy to he
seen. =

The Head looked at the occupants with a
set griraness.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy  was roaming
about the room waving a sheet of music
paper in the air.

His three chums were seated in various
positions in the study, groaning.

It was evident that D’Arcy was determined
to spring a tenor solo upon them, and the
chums of the study weres equally deter-
mined not to have any tenor solos sprung
upon them.

As a matter of fact, D'Arey had only. suce,
ceeded in getting out the. first top-note—
which Skimpole had heard—and had then
subsided owing to the sudden application of

-a cushion to his features.

Since then all his furbher attempts had
been completely drowned by the “groaning ”
of his chums.

The Head did not even trouble to ques-
ticn the startled juniors, but turned on his
heel and left without saying a word.

Outside he grasped hold .of Skimpole’s
collar and marched him alomgz to his sanc-
tum, in-grave silence.

What happened to the unfortunate geniug
can easily be guessed, but whether Skimpole
will rush along and tell the Head the next
time he hears Gussy singing a tenor solo
i3 open to question.

THE END.
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A Long,
JIMMY

By OWEN CONQUEST.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Uncle James to the Rescue.
RTHUR EDWARD LOVELL of the

Classical Fourth came into the end

study rubbing his hands, and with a

gleam in his eyes.

The expression on Lovell’s usually good-
natured face at that moment would have
done credit to a Prussian or a cannibal.

Jimmy Silver -and Raby and Newcome
looked at him inquiringly. It was evident
that something was very wrong with Arthur
Edward.

His first remark was express
explanatory. It was:

“Yow-wow-wow-wow |

;},

ive, but not

“Hallo! Been up against it?” asked Raby.

“Yow-wow!”

“Never mind; keep smiling!” advised
Fimmy Silver.

“You silly ass!” was Lovell’s grateful
acknowledgment, of that good advice.

“But what's the row?”

“Yow-wow! My hands! Ow! Manders!
Wow!”

Mandcrs‘)
“That Modern beast!” groaned Lovell.
“Like his cheek to cane a Classical! Why
can’t he cane the Moderns if he wants to cane
somebody? Yow-wow! The more they're
caned the better-—wow! I've a jolly good
mind to complain to the Head. Wow-wow!”

“Do you mean to say that a Modern master
has caned you for nothing?’ exclaimed New-
come indignantly..

“Wow-wow! , Yes! Three on each hand.
Groooh! Practically for nothing. That ass
Tommy Dodd brought his footer out, and 1
kicked it away from him—wow!—and it hap-
pened to catch old Manders on the chest—
ow! How was I to know he was sneaking
round Little Quad just at that minute? Oh,
my hands!”

“Quite an
Raby.

“Yes, you ass!” roared Lovell. “I'd like
to biff him with a steam-hammer, let alone
a footer, but I wouldn’t be ass enough to do
it, only it couldn’t be helped. I {old him it
was an accident, and e told me not to tell
falsehoods. Me! Falsehoods, you know!
That means les! The old huuks!”

“Like his cheek!” said Jimmy Silver. “0ld
Manders ought to knu\. that the end study
never Prussianises.”

“I'm going for hxm!’ growled Lovell.
“Three on each paw for an aceident; and he's
no right to cane a Classical at all! 1'm going
to get even somehow! I've got a good mind
to wait for him in the quad with a crieket-
stump ! Wow-wow !”

“Better let him
Mandelc is dangerous.”

“He called me a liar

“That’s only his bad manners.
you expect of a rotten Modern
dmnm«mglv “Better let him

“I'm not going to let him 'm"
Lovell. “Look here, Jimmy Silver, if you're
head of -this st‘udy, you ean think of some-
thi‘ng. Manders is going to he made to sit
up!”

Jimmy Silver locked deeply refiective.

accident, of ceurse?” grinned

Raby. “0id

What can
smd Raby

howled-
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have teported you to
“Like his cheek to lay his
And calling you
Bup-

“He ought to
Bootles,” he said.
Modern paws on a Classical!
a liar was the hmltfqulte the limit!
pose you call him one?”

“Eh?”

“What’s sauce for the goose is sauce for the
gander, you know!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Don’t call him a liar; on second thoughts,
that’s no class. €Call ‘nim a rotter and a
Modern worm!”

“You thummping ass!”’ bellowed Lovell. “Do
you think I can march up to a master and

call him a rotter and a worm?”

Jimmy Silver gave him a pitying smile.

“You can call him that, and a lot mere,
without marching up to him,” he said.

“Howl it across the quad—what?”
Lovell sarcastically.

“Not at all. Haven't you
a useful medern invention ca
phone 2

“The telephone!”

“Yes, There’s a ‘phone in Manders’ study
on the Modern side. There’s a ’phone in
Bootles’ study on our side. We've used it
sometimes—when Bootles was out. He’s out
now. I saw him tromng down to Coombe.
Call Manders up on the ’phone, and tell him
what you think of him. Better disguise your
voice a hit, though., If he recognised it, he
would jib.”

“My hat!” said Lovell.

“You can slang hlm to any extent for a
penny on the phone said Jimmy, “and the
penny goes down to Bootles® bill, i Still,
you can leave a penny in Bootles’ study, and
he'll find it and think he dropped it. at’ll
pay for the ’phone.”

Lovell burst into a chuckle.

“My word! What a ripping joke to slang
oid Manders, without letting him kuow who
slanged him!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”-roared Raby and Newcome,
greatly tickled by the idea.

“T'll jolly well do it!” said Lovell. “I'll
call him some names, too! I'll pile it on till
he rings off! Ha, ha!l”

“Always come to your Uncle James {for
advice!” said Jimmy Silver complacently.
“You can rely on Uncle James!”

“Jolly good wheeze! Sure Bootles is out?”

“¥es; I spotted him ambling.”

“Then, come on! You fellows can keep
watch in the passage.”

“Any old thing!” said Jimmy

The Fistical Four quitted uhh Lnd ﬂtudy
Lovell seemed almost to have forgotien the
smart in his hands in the happy qnmupdtmn
of makmg the obnexious Modern m‘mc
up “—bhy telephone. It was just onc
Silver’s bright ideas, and, so far
juniors could see, there was no risk :
To “slang ” the awe-inspiring Iir.
would be a unique experience.

The Classical chums scouted 2long the pas-
sage cautiously. Mé#. Bootles, the master of
the Fourth, was out, and his 1’,elcphone was at
the mercy of the enterprising juniors.

Lovell entered the Form:master’s study, and
Raby and Newcome remaified on the watch at
the end of the passage, and Jimmy Silver just
inside the study doorway.

asked

er- heard of
Heq the tele-

Manders

(]

Lovell drew a deep breath, and tock the
receiver off the hook.

“What’s the beast’s number?” he asked.

“Rookham double-two,” gaid Jimmy. *“Aind
you don’t speak in you own toot. Maunders is
awfully sharp!”

“You bet!* :

“Number, please?” came over the wire.

“Rookham double-two,” said Loveil, in &
deep, base voice.

And he waited, grinning. -

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Talk on the Teiephone.
113 ALLO!”
It was a thin, sharp voice ¢n the
telephone—the well-known voice of
Mr. Manders, the senior Modern
master of Rookwood School. Everything
about Mr. Manders was thin and sharp and
acid. He was not an agreeable gentleman.
“Are you there?” said Lovell, in the deep,
base voice.
“Yes, yes! What is it?”
“Is that Rookham double-two?”’
“Yes, yes! Mr. Manders is speaking.”
“Qld Manders?’ asked Lovell,

“Eh?”

“Skinny old Manders?”

“What?”

“That dashed old rascal, Manders?” puz-
sued Lovell, with great en_loyment “¥ah!

Where did you dig up your face, old duffer?”

Jimmy Silver-chuckled. Lovell was not
ing on the side of over-politeness.

“What?” came Mr. Manders’ voice on the
wires, in tones of fury. “Who is speaking?
What insolent rascal is addressing me?”

“Insolent rascal yourself! Go and
coke!”

“What?”

“He’s rung off!” grinned ZLovell, looking
round from the telephone. _“Seems to have
touched him on the raw! a, hat?

“Ring hun up again!” gnnrcd Jimmy Silver,

“Ha, ha!”

Lovell rang up again. 1t was ancther
“call” to go down on Mr. Bootles’ hill, but
that, could not be helped.* Jimmy Silver con-
siderately dropped a second penny on the
study carpet, for Mr. Bootles to “field ” later.

“Hallo!” came an acid voice on the wwires
again. .

“Is that Mr. Manders?” asked Lovell,
adogting a high treble voice this time.

“Ves.

eat

“Have you paid the washerwoman yet?”

“What?”

“Unless you pay the washerwoman w
any further delay, legal proceedings wiii I
instituted!” said Lovell.

Jimmy Silver chortled. Lovell was really
exhibiting a brilliance of imagination his
chum had never suspected him of.

“What? I do not understand. Probably
you have -the wrong number!” rasped
Manders.

“I don’t think so. You're- Manders?”

“J am Mr. Manders.”

“You're the old sneak who teaches
in the lab at Rookwood?”

THE PENNY POPULAR.—
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{ #1 am the science master at Rookwoed
School.” How dare you! Who are you?”

“Well, cocky——"

“What? -

“If you make any further attumpt to bii
your washerwoman, you'll find yourself in
Queer Street!”

“Who is speaking?” shrieked Mr.

“ AT advise you to give up b
mean old sneak!” went on Lovell.
disgrace to Rookwood, you know!
proper place is among the Huns.”

“He’s rung off again,” said Lovell.
doesn’t seem to enjoy this conversation.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

Jimmy Silver shed another penny on the
carpet, and it rolled under the table.

“fHave another penn'orth,” he said.

Lovell chortled, and rang up again. Tor
some minutes there was no answer, but Mr.
Manders came to the telephone at last.

“What is wanted? Who is it?” came his
bitter tones.

“ls that old Manders? This is the police-

tation. You have forgotten to report your-

Manders.
¢ such a
You're a

Your

HE

vou report at once, your ticket-of-
legve will be rescinded.”
“T-t-ticket-of-leave !” stuttered Mr. Manders.
“¥es. Then you'll go hack to choky!”
Lovell put the receiver on the hook.
“0Old Manders don’t seem to like being
taken for a ticket-ofleave man,” he re-
warked. “I fancy he won't come to the 'phone
again. Sfill, we've had threepenn’orth!”
. hal Yes, rather!” chortled Jimmy
Silver. “I can just picture him now ramping
round his study!”
There was a cautious whistle from the

aQ \%:arﬂing from the juniors on the

-

“That

“Buzz off!” said Jimmy hurriedly.

nist be Bootles!”

The two juniors bolted out of the study.

Chey disappeared by -one end of the pas-
sage as the master of the Jourth appeared
at the other.

M. Bootles
unsuspheting. - :

The TFistical Four gathered in the end study
Sigain in great spirits. They roared with
laughter. It was easy to imagine the fury of
BIr. Manders wasting itself on the desert air.
. “It's the first time he’s had any plain
¥English like that!” chuckled Lovell. “I say,
we'll play this game again when he cuts up
rusty. We'll make him dance !

“Ha ha, ha!? = :

And the chums of the Fourth roared azain.
Rawson of the Fourth looked into the study.
llo! You seem to be enjoying your-
Belves,” he remarked.

“We are—we is!” erirned Jimmy Silver.

And he explained the tremendous ioke on
the Modern master.

Rawson chuckled.
* Ripping ! he said.
Yrouble
“Oh, that's all right!” said Lovell con-
dently. - “I disguised my voice, you know,
Manders couldn’t smell a rat.”

“1 hope so. I suppose it isn't about you
that-old Manders has come over?”

The Fistical Four sat up suddenly.

“Has Manders come over?”

“Yes; he's in Bootles’ study now——"

“0Oh, my hat!”

“And Bootles has just sent me for you,
Loveil. That’s what I came for. He wants
-you in his study.” &

“He wants me?” said Lovell faintly.

2 You're to go to his study at once.”

“Oh crumbs!”

“Must be something else,”
Bilver uneasily.
spotted wvou!l”

“ Betfer go,” said Rahy.

* “I—1 suppose I must!”

* Arthur Edward Lovell was not laughing

now. His face was very, very serious as he

anade his way to his Form-master’s study.

M loud rap at his deor, and it flew
open, and Mr. Manders of the

Modern side stalked in.

The Tourth Forim master rose, with one
£ on and oune slipper.

Manders® excited look surprised him.

went into his study quite

“I hope there won't be

5

said Jimmy
“Manders simply can’t have

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Cailed Over the Coals.

R. BOOTLES was changing his hoots
for his slippers when there was a

eiaculated.
T PENNY PoPULAR—NoO. 60,

my soul! Is anything the mutter?”
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was thun-
T b

1

“It was not you, 1 presun who rang
me np on this telephone ar ilied insulg-
ing and obnoxious expres s~ to me, Mr
Bootles?”

“Sip 1 ‘
“It was therefore s 07 .00 the Cla
side who used your telephone, Me. Bootl

“I—1—1 do not quite grasp =

“1 should imagine, sir, that I had mad
myself clear. I have en rung up on
telephone, and opprobrious exprassions
been applied to me.”

“Dear me!l”

“I was rung up three separate times and
insulted, sir!" roared Mr. Manders. “1 was
surprised—1 may say astounded. But I am
not a man, sir, who can bé& insuited with
i 71 1t occurred to me, siz,  to ring

Exchange and ask them to give me
the number—the number, sir, of my inter-
locutor!. Imagine my astonishment, sir, when
I was informed that the number was Rook-
ham two-three—the number, T
telephone here!”

“Bless my soul!”

“It was upon this instrum
Manders waved a skinny
phone in the corner of the s
instrument—your i
rung up three timc
quarter of an hour 2
were not in the room?

“I have but just returned f
said Mr. Bootles, greatly furried “There
wasg certainly no one here when I came in..
I can hardly believe that any person has had
the audacity to use my telephone!”

“T repeat, sir, that the number I ohtai
from the Exchange was two-three Bookham.
Is not that your nu

“Yes, yes—certainly.

ad

“During your absence, ¥ here
used your telephene for purpose
of hurling insults at 1 bl

guess the young r
Lovell of the Fourti

“But—"

“A short” time since that hHoy had
insolence to hurl a football at m
caned him. I demand that Lo
tioned.”

Mr. Bootles, nettlod.
has been guilty of im
I shall naturally look
wili send for Lovell.”

The Form-master s
called to Rawson, and
his errand.

Then he sat down ag
put on his other slipper.

Mr. Manders fumed while he

“The boy is not coming!”

he is here!”
Lovell entered the stu
“Lovell,” said the ma
“Mr. Manders makes o very
concerning you.”
“Yes, sir,” said Lovell, his he
“During my ahsence sorieonc t
phone and spoke rudely to Mr.
Exchange ‘have given him
Lovell’'s face fell. He h:
that possibility.
“Mr. Manders thinks
who used the telephon
“Is that correct,
Lovell hesitated.
There was nothing
mission or the lie d
called him a liar, a

; but an ad-
s Manders had
the remembrance of
it tempted Lovell ly to j the
word. There was no proof against him, but
he put the temptation aside,

“Yes, sir,” he said at last.

Mr. Manders snorted.

“I knew it!”

“You used my tel
Bootles mildly.

“Yes, Bir.”

“You insulted Mr. Mas
the Torm-master, great

The junior Jooked sullen

)
11

22 Me

“Mr. Manders called 1 a liav, sir.” he
replied. “He had no right to do that. I
told him what I thousht of him because of
that.” 3

“Ahem ! : y
“I ordered the boy not to
said Mr. Manders between hi
was lying.” :
“1 was not Iying!” said Lo
“It 1 were a liar, 1 could tell

apirit.
now to

Friday.

Booties, and zay I never used ths fele-

id Mr. Bootl
that you a
whom 1

Ta

That ie true,” sa
sorry, Mr. Mande
an expression to g 1
cruthful and :
“Thank you,
Mr. Manders fumed
“I presume that d
this boy is to be =
for his insnlence?”

said Lovell.
g

not mean, sir, that
ed to go unpunished
exclaimed. “I warn

he
you that, in that case, I shall carry the

iis

matter before the Head.”

Mr. Bootles” eyes gieamed. He was a
little gentleman, Hut was not to be b
in his own study.

“1 shall be obliged to yon 3
moderate your tone!” he said snappis
am quite aware of my duty,
desire to be instructed.”

“That boy |
outrageous epithets to me

“Lovell, you must be aware that vou did
very wrong. I sympathise with you in your
indignation at having your word doubted by

Ited me—he Las applied

Mr. Mandeéra. At the same time, nothing
can excuse impertinence to ene in authority.
i - »

ou severely, Loveli.

.7 said Lovell quietly.

i , he Enew that Me.
n the matter now

o

ootles had no ch
that the facts-were known.

The Fourth™ Fe master picked wp
cane.

“Hold out 3

Swish; swish!

“Again!” said Mro Bootles.

“Mr. Manders has alres :
half an Lour age, sir,”
gave me six cuts.”

Mr. Bootles laid down tlhe

“¥You may g0!” he said.
“Mr. Bootles, 1 protest
clainted the I
not been suif
“Eight strokes

hiz

R

hand, Io

£

ly pu
of the ea:

quite t, i
i 3 dril) You may zo,
Lovell left the study.

“Now the one,” added Mr. Bootles,

{ t point out that, iz ‘eaning him, you
exceeding your authority, Mr. Manders.”

What?”

“Four duty

hoy 15 g
sy

was te report his conduct to
me. I obj to your taking the law into
your own hands in this manner. I can make
allowance for your annoyance, but I cannot
have my own authority disregarded!”

Mr. nders spluttered.
“It was also very injndiciouns to cast doubt
utpon the boy’s word,” said "Mr. Bootles
calmly. “Nothind is more likely to make a
ad untruthful. Yet that he istruthful you
have seen for vourself. He could have denied
the whole transaction, and he counld not have
beer punished on suspicion. I trust, Mr.
Manders, that you will upon a future occa-
sion act with more circumspection.”

Mr. Manders left the study witvhout’repir
ing; he could not trust himself to speak.

Lovell was rubbing his hands at the end
of the passage, and the angry master, as
he passed him, gave him a box on the ear.

Lovell stagzered to the wall, with a howl

of surprise and wrath, and Mr. Manders
rustled on.

“My bat!” gasped Lovell.

He rubbed his ear.

“Rotter!” said Oswald, o was in ths

wouldn't let him do that.

to tell Bootl

passage. “Boo
Serve him righ

Lovell shook 1
to the end study.

“Bowled out?” asked Jimmy Silver.
Look at my hauds!” growled Lov
“ Manders got the number of the 'phone
the Exchangs.”

“0h, my s
=t

>vell,
from

ainted aunt! Never thought of

“Of course you didn't!” snorted Lovell,
That's at comes of relying on Tncle
James—what! You silly ass! I've d two

from Bootles and a punch from Mande
he went out. Purched my ear!”
“The cheeky rotter!” said Raby warmiy.
“And now were going to bump Uncle
James for his wondertul ” said Lovell
wrathfully. <
Jimmy Silver jumped
“Here, hold on, you
It w

ungrateful bounder!
a jolly zood whos >
liar him!”

“It's only fair,” said Newcome. “When
Uncle James plays the giddy ox, Uncls James
wants bumping.”

Look here, 1’11

“Gerroff, you silly asses!
think of another v

eze:
Blow your wheezes!”

growled

Lovail,



THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday. 15

H

¥ Do you wish to see anyone here 7 ** Mr. Manders askad brusquely. g

a rich, roiling voice. *< | have called to see that

ir, you have hit it,”” said the seedy gentleman in
benefactor of his species, Mr. Manders.’”’ (see page 17.)

{

your wheeze

“We'll make M
“Manders has made me
G blessed wheezes

and it I don't
the end of the

e fo

Manders-bird. as Lovell
iiver was

it, Jimmy
ragging, admin
If Unele Jam

James had to ]

it, you
1g to have a big think

! I'm goir
iak that the wheeze,

W
prepared to bump

7}
1ad intended to walk to Rookham, with

that Wednesday

“What's the gar

- ——

1, we'll give you your head,” I
arked. “But if you muck it up, and ti
a row, remeimber what you're going to

“Oh, seat!”

“What's the marching orders?” asky Ra
with a yawn. :

“We’re going down to Coombe.”

“What en earth for?”

“For abou$ an hour.”

“I don’t mean that, fathead! I
what are we going to do there?”

“You're going to follow your leader.”

Whereat the Co. zrunted in cl
they followed their leader, and the
juniors sauntered down the leafy lane te the
village.

It pleased Jimmy Silver to adopt a lofty
attitude, which" was justified by the circum-
stances that. a study ragging awaited him in
he event of failure.

Jimmy's first eall in the village was at the
newsagent’s, wherc he purchased the latest
number of the *“Coombe Recorder.”
chums viewed this procceding with am -
ment, and they were still more amazed when
Jimmy sat down on the  bench outside 3Mrs.
Wicks' and began to peruse the ad -
ment columns.. They comferfed themmselves
with ices while they waited.

“Got it!” said Jimmy at last.

“What have yeu gob, fathead?
insanity ?”

“No. Listen!”

Jimmy read out an adverfiscment.

ta;

den

“Typing, copying, ete. Authors’
seripts, ete.—Miss Peckes, Willow
Coombe.”

THE PENNY POPULAR.—No. 6.
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Lovell and Raby and Newcome blinked at
him.

“What the thunder does that mean?” de-
manded Loveli,

“That means that Miss Pcekes does typing |

for a living.”

“I know it does, ass! Buf you don't want

any typing done. Are you starting as an
author?” hooted Lovell. 1

“No; but I want some typing done.
Jome onl”

here are we going now?”

“Willow Cottage.”

“What for?”

“o see Miss Peekes.”

“\What the merry thunder——"

“You talk too much, Lovell, old chap.
Come on!” =

Jimmy Silver led the way, and the Fistical
Four .arrived at Willow Cottage. They were
received  very politely by Miss Peekes, who
rose from a typewriter in her little parlour..

“Good-afternoon!” said Jimmy Silver, while

his astonished' chums stood, cap in hand.
“1 wont something typed, please.” —
“Certainly! I charge one shilling per

thousand words,” said Miss Peekes.

“Oh, my hat! I—I mean, this won't be
more than a dozen words or so. But I sup-
pose I needn't have the full thousand for
the boh?” :

“No,” said the typist, smiling.

“Well, here it is,” % )

Jimmy Silver laid a paper on the table.
Miss Peekes glanced at it.

“Can I have it now?” asked Jimmy.
“Yes; it will not take me two or three

hank you very much. We’'ll wait.”

Ciick, click, click! went the typewriter
under Miss Peeke's fair hands.

In a few minutes she handed the typed
poeets to Jimmy Silver. Jimmy laid down
a shilling, and Miss Peekes insisted upon
giving him sixpence change, and the juniors
i the cottage.

“Now, what the dickens does that mean?”
exclaimed Lovell.

“Bow-wow!” said Jimmy calmly.

“Where are we going now?” howled Lovell.

Jimmy looked at the “Coombe Recorder ”
again.

T, Haines, 6, Long Lane,” he said.

“Who the thump is F, Haines?”

“A chap-who does typewriting.”

o Hm{en't you finished?”

No.

“Why couldn’t you let Miss Peekes do the
lot, then?”

“Beeause I'm -blessed with rather more
brains than they handed out to you, Lovell,
old chap.”

And Jimmy walked on cheerily, and his
mystified chums followed to 6, Long Lane,
where a bald old gentieman received them,
and typed an envelope from a paper handed
him by Jimmy Silver for the small charge of
twopence.

Jimmy was smiling with satistaction as he
left Long Lane, :

The Co, were in a state of considerable
exasperation by this time.

“You howling ass!” said Lovell, in measured
tones. “We might have been at Rookham
this afternoon with the chaps, and you're
mooching about a dashed village getting
typewTiting done on the instalment system.
What do you call this game?”

“I call it covering up our tracks.”

“Our—our tracks?”

“Yes; I suppose you don't want Manders
to bowl us out again, do you?” said Jimmy
severely., “Suppose he makes inquiries—you
know what an inquisitive old bird he is.

Ve he can’t track us out by the hand-
writing when a letter’s typed, and two
different typists makes it all safe.  Miss
Peekes doesn’t know where the letter’s
going, and Mr. Haines doesn’t know what's
in the letter. Bee?”

“But what's it all about?” shrieked Lovell.

“It’s about time we posted the letter,”
said Jimmy thoughtfully,

“You funny ass!”

“Still, I'll let you chaps see the letter,”
said Jimmy considerately, “You don't de-
serve ib, but I will. We're going to worry
Manders,”

“How?”

“Think a minute,” urged Jimmy. “Now,
is old Manders a generous, warm-hearted
sort of chap—the kiad of old bird to help a

lame dog over a stile, and to feel a deep-

sympathy for people down on their Inck?”

“You know he isn't, fathead!”

“Exactly! Suppose a lot of people got the
impression that he was that kind of old bird,
and came to him for money and assistance—
lots of them?”

THE PENNY POPULAR—ND. 60,

“But—but they won’t!” ejaculated Raby.
“Why should they?”

“Are you quite off your rocker?” asked
Newcome, in wonder,

“Yook at this!” said Jimmy.

His chums looked. :

The typed envelope was addressed:
Recorder,” Market

« ¢ Coombe Street,

Coombe."

“You're not sending that to the local rag?”
asked Newcome,

“Exactly! With the letter in it. Look af
the letter.”

The three juniors read the typed letter,
and stared blankly, It ran:

+ “Sir,—Please inserf the enclosed advt, in
this week's ‘ Recorder.’” P.O. 1s. enclosed.
—Yours truly, = A. KIDD.
“ ¢ Advertisement :
“ ¢ Wezlthy gentleman is anxious to relieve
distress. Ring up Rookham two-two.””

Lovell & Co. read that precious advertise-
ment, and blinked at it, and blinked at
Jimmy Silver.

“You're sending that to the local paper!”
ejaculated Lovell.

“Certainiy!”

“That's Manders' telephone number?”

“0f course it is!”

“But—but——"

“I've signed the letter * A. Kidd,” ” said
Jimmy Silver complacently. “I think that's
rather good. I couldn't very well put my
own name, and I had to put some name.
And I am a kid, ain't 17"

‘“Ha, hal” -~

“Manders is a wealthy gentleman, and if
he isn't anxious to relieve distress, he ought
to be., We ought to do him the justice
of believing that he's anxious to relieve dis-
tress, as he’s got plenty of oof.”

“Cateh him!” said Newcome. “More likely
to give a beggar in charge than to hand him
a tanner.”

“But—but—but if that comes out in the
local paper,” gasped Lovell, “every cadger for
ten miles round will pile on Manders.”

“That’s what I want.” -

“And if he won't answer 'em on the 'phone,
they'll look out his address in the telephone
directory,” said Lovell, chuckling,

“Naturally!”

“And they'll call!”

“Of course they will!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Novell. “Fancy a
procession of seedy cadger\ calling on old
Manders for finanecial assistakce!”

The juniors yeiled at the bare thought.
Mr. Manders was supposed to have a good
deal of money, but he was nevsr supposed
to be willing to part with any of &t. For a
crowd of hard-up cadgers to visit the meanest
man in the county in search of financial
assistance was a sereaming joke—from the
junior point of view. - Mr. Manders was not
likely to see the humour of it. But that
was only a detail that did not matter.

“They'll get him on the telephone first,”
said Jimmy cheerfully. “He’ll be rung up
by everybody who can get to a call-office.
When he’s fed-up with that, and stops
answering the 'phone, they'll look his address
out in the directory and call. I shouldn’t
wonder if he has hundreds of them.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Now, to get the postal-order,” said Jimmy.
“This letter’s got to be posted this after-
noon, and it will come ©ut in the ¢ Recorder ’
this week.” 7

The Fistical Four hurried to the village
post-office where the postal-order was duly
purchaged, placed in the letter, and the letter
posted.

There was no doubf that that advertise-
ment would appear in the “Recorder” on
Thursday afternoon.

On Friday, probably,

egin to appear,

Exactly what the results would be the
juniors could not say; but it appeared cer-
tain that Mr. Manders would have a very
exeiting time.

Jimmy Silver & Co. strolled hack to Rook-
wood in great spirits.

The precautions Jimmy had taken covered
up the tracks of the 'practical joker. Even
it Mr. Manders made stringent inquiries at
the office of the local paper, he would learn
nothing. The printer could only tell him that
the advertisement camé by post in the usual
way. The letter itself, being typed, would
betray nothing. .

The Fistical Four felt that they were
about to seore at last, and Jimmy's chums
agreed that Unecle James had deserved well
of the study.

the results would
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Financial Assistance Required !
UZZ!

Mr. Manders gave an irritable grunt.

He was seated in his study after

lessons on Friday, engaged in the

peruszal of a ponderous volume on chemistry,
when the telephone-bell rang.

He laid down his book, aud took up tha
receiver. 3

“Hallo !”

“That Reokham double-two?”

“Yes

“Very good. My name is Jacob Jawkins

“I do not know anyone of that npame!
snapped Mr. Manders. “Will you kindly
state your business with me?”

“Certainly, my dear sir. I am in need of
financial assistance.”

“What!”

“Having been for scme time confined in
prison, owing to a misunderstanding on the
part of the police, I am now in acute distress.
Your wealth, my dear sir, will enahle you to
relieve a very genuine case. If you could
advance me twenty pounds——"

Mr. Manders almost dropped the receiver.

“Do you take this for a charitable institu-
tion?” he gasped.

“Certainly "’

“Then you are mistaken—entirely mistaken.
Good-afternpon !

“But, my dear sir 7

Mr. Manders rang off.

He returned to his book with a grunt of
annoyance. The conduct of the unknown Mr.
Jawkins in ringing him up to ask for financial
assistance .was inexplicable. Mr. Manders
was about the last man in the country to
render anybody financial assistance.

Mr. Manders enjoyed a short rest; Mr.
Jawkins was apparently done with. But a
quarter of an hour later the telephone-bell
rang again.

“Hallo!” said Mr. Manders into the trans-
mitter.

“Rookham double-two?”

“Yes, yest”

“My dear, kind friend——"

“What!"”

“Although a stranger to yout., T venture
to address you as a dear, kind friend. Truly,
your kindness and generosity are unparalieled.
My dgar, kind, though unknown benefactor
is—

“Some lunatic!” murmured Mr. Manders.

“My admired and estesnied benefactor
am in pressing need of some monetary assi
ance. My name is—"

Mr. Manders did not wait for the name.
He jammed the receiver down.

“This is some trick!” he muttered.
my soul! I— Confound it!
telephone again! Hallo, hallo!”

“We seem to have been ecut off,” went on
the voice on the wires. - “I was about to tell
you that the sum of fifteen pounds would be
a great blessing——" -

The unknown interlocutor was cut off again
quite sharply. Mr. Manders jammed down the
receiver with a force that nearly knocked over
the instrument.

The telephone-bell rang again and again,
but the Modern master did not heed it.” He
sat tight, frowning, and the bell ceased to
ring at last. 3

About half an hour later, when Mr. Manders
had recovered his equanimity a little, there
was a fresh buzz. He took up the receiver
wearily.

“Yes! Hfflo!”

“Is that Rookham double-two?’ It was a
fresh voice this time, and the surprised master
recognised feminine -tones. .

“Yes. Who is speaking?”’ .

“Sempronia Squigg. You are the good, kind
gen%lleman who is anxious to relieve distress?”

“ER9”

“Noble, generous man! How can I thank
you?”

“Madam—"

“Will you call upon me, or would you prefer
me to call and explain? I am in urgent need
of the sum of seventy-five pounds 2

“Wha-a-at!”

“Seventy-five pounds.”

st-

“Bless
There is the

“Madam, are you insane?” Mr, Manders
shrieked into the transmitter. “Do you

imagine for one moment that I intend to
give a large sum of money to a stranger—in-
deed, to anybody? What do you mean?

“But "if you are anxious to relieve distress
you—-

“I1 am not in the least anxious to relieve
distress. Nonsense!”

“Then why, sir, have you announced that
you are anxious fo do so? Are you some

- swindler and charlatan?”



THE PENNY POPULAR—Every

¥r. Manders rang off hastily.

He wiped his perspiring forehead. T
repeated calls on the telephone, all for
financial assistance, astounded him. Had
every hard-up individval in the county gone
suddenly mad?

But a sudden, illuminating suspicion darted
into Mr. Manders’ mind. He remembered
Lovell's trick on Mr. Bootles’ telephone.

“Fool that I am!” he exclaimed savagely.
“Of course, it is that boy again! I did not
know his voice; but he disguised his voice
last time. I will wait til} the bell rings again,
and then rush across and catch the yo
seocundrel in the act.”

Buzzzz!

The bell rang again as he was speaking.
rushed from the study with a 1 fase,
bell was still buzzing as he ru
passage.

Fellows in the quadrangle stared as they
beheld Mr. Manders fairly sprinting across,
with his gown fiying in the breeze.

“My bhat!” exclaimed Tommy
“What’s @he matter with Manders?
as if he’s on the warpath

Mr. Manders was indeed on
He rushed into the School Hox
on without a pause to Mr. Boot!
bad not the slightest
catch the impertinent
phon He hurled the door wide open with-
out stopping to knock.

*Bless my soul!”

There were two persons in the study—>ir
Bootles and Dr. Chisholm, the Head of Roo
wood, who had dropped in for a chat with ti
Form-master. They gazed blaukly at Mr.
Manders as he eame flying in.

The Head rose majestically.

“Really, Mr. Manders 2

Mr. Manders stopped,- as if struek by a
bullet. Suspicious as he was, he could pot
suspect the reverend Head of Rookwoed uf
playing tricks on the telephone. The culprit,
evidently, was not there.

YI—I—I—— Excuse stuttered Mr.
Manders.

“Really—"

“I—I beg your pardon, sir!
what flurried!”

“Yes, sir, so I should judge,” ¢aid the Head

hose

He
The
ied down the

Dodd.
Looks

the warpath.
and dashed
study. He
doubt that he would
junior at the tele-

s

met”

I—I am some-

majestically. “So 1 should judge, Mr.
Manders.”
“I—I—I really beg your pardon!” gasped

Mr. Manders, and he retreated incontinently
from the study.

He went down the passage like a man in a
dream. It was clear that he had pot been
rung up, after all, from Mr. Bootles® study.
Had the young rascal he suspected rung him
up from the call-office in the village? But
even as the thought came into his mind he
observed Jimmy Silver & Co. in the passage.
They were smiling.

Mr. Manders halted and glared at them.

“Lovell!” he rapped out.

'les, sir.”

Someone has telephoned t0 me—some insc-
lent practieal joker——”
“Indeed, sir!”

“Was it you, Lovell?” .

“Not at all, sir.”

‘Mr. Manders glared at him. But the junjors
had no access to any telephone hut' :
Bootles’, and the Head was in Mr. Bootles’
study. He had to admit that he was on the
wrong track. He turped away with a snort,
and returned across the quud

ey

i

acther

The Exaucaf Four grinned at one
1

ied 1 .s house, and Knowles
w“ he came in.
s riggiag in yoeur

& the

study,

c¢ Mr.

“Cc-nfound the telephone
Manders.
“\ ha-a-at!” gasped In,o\\ (]
“Hang the tciephone!l”
Mr. Manders whisked on. leav
of the Sixth reoted to the fioor wi

ment.
M Every quarter of an hour or
the telephone-bell rang.

He was tempted to cut off permancntiy
that would met have done. Any messa
might have heen one of importance, especially
as Mr. Manders dabbled in stocks and sha
and was acustomed to being rung
stockbroker at odd times to be
the state of the “market.”

There were, in fact, a couple of 1
calls dealing with the quesfion of fina
assistance which he was supposed to be
pared to render to perfect strangers.

Mr. Manders was astounded as -well
enraged.

When he left his
among the juniors

Kunowlés
I astonish-

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Nice for Manders !
R. MANDERS did not spend an €n-
joys afternoon.

as

study he met smiling faces
though he did uOt guess

the t the smiles.
Jimm ver had cycled down to Coombe
for a copy of the local paper, and that copy

had passed from hand to hand in the school.

Jimmy did not relate how the advertisement
came to be in the paper: but most of the
fellows guessed easily enough that Mr.
Manders had not inserted it.

1t was a joke of Some ‘' person or persons un-
known,” and the niors  chortled over it
joyously. And whenever the telephone-bell
weas heard to ring in Mr. Manders’ study there
was an outburst of chortling among the
Modern juniors. =

The Fistical Fow

., sauntering lazily in the
quad—within ¢ distance cf Mr. Manders’
study window- htazd the incessant buzzing of
the bell, and caught glimipses of the ilo
master wh\el\x“" across to the telephone.

But towards evening there was a blessed
silence.

Mr. Manders had disconnected the bell.

He had to risk anyone who really h,u b
ness with him calling him up and failing to
get through. He simpiy could not stand the
buzzing bell and the demands for financial
assistance any longer.

That evening Mr. Manders was in a temper
which made hin really dangerous to approach.

“Seems to be fed upj’ Jimmy Silver re-
marked, when the bell had not been bheard
for some time. “The show’s over for te-right.
But to-morrow——"

“If they can’t get tnrougl on the ‘phene,
they’ll begin ca llmg.“ rinned Raby.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors looked forward to the morrow
with keen anticipation. They only regretted
the mnecessity of lessons in the morning.
Lessons were really & worry on such an occa-
sion.

s

Outlaws

I Have Met
By TOM MIX.

serial,
Star

The King of the Cowboys tells
readers of this weekf 0Ys’
CINEMA some thrilling trae
stories of his encounters with
famous outlaws in the Wild West,

o

WILLIAM
begins in TO-DAY'S issue

BOY.
CINEMAS:

The Great Cinema Adventure Paper.

Friday. 17

Indeed. morning lessons had ne
50 long to the Fistical Four as the
Saturday morning. When Mr.
missed his class at last, Jimmy Silver & Co.

hurried out, and wugbt Tomuiy Dodd, The
Modern junior was chuckling.

“Manders had any callers?” asked Jimmy.

“Yes, rather!” chortled Tomrm Dodd. ‘“He
was called out to see q seedy chap who w
in the passage, and there was qml/‘ a 10

¥ dui thau
Bootles dis

Seedy chap was fair shouting
“Ha. ha'
“Cash !
“Ha ha, ha!”

Jo’ly queer about that adveriizement in
the

3

What did he want?

the local rag,”
Classical chums.
it in.”

“Hardly,” agreed Jimmy
“¥Yet it's hls telcphone num}
Queer, isn't it?”

“Jolly queer!” said Tom‘m
chap who did it will find himself
Street if Manders get:. on his trac

“You think it was a pra wetfeal joke of
<01mbody‘7” asked Jimmy innocently, while
,ns chums gurgled.

45 rdther fancy it was,” grinned Tommy
Dodd, “and when Mandy sces it he will hustle
down to the mev wspaper effice. and if the
prmter remembers who handed it in

“Might have been sent im by the post?”
suggested Jimmy.

“Ha, ha! 1t might! But if the
kept the letter and \Lmuexe
reconmscs the handwn

ald Tommy Dodd, ey:
“Manders couldn't &

inters
and

might have got the
body on a machine,”
fully.
Tommy Dodd yelled.
“Oh, you deep bounder!
Jimmy Silver looked surpri

Ha,

ha, Bal”

“Of course, I'm only &uggum;g that,” he
rema rked.
“Of course,” assented Tommy Dodd. *“You

don’t know anything about it—that isn't
why you didn’t come over to Rookham - on

\?ed}nc‘-day’ Hallo, who the dickens is
this?”
A thin gentleman in a very secdy coat

came in at the gates.
to the juniors.

“Qan you tell me where to find Mr. M
ders?” he asked.

“Certainly, sir,” said Jimmy Silver.
a master here.”

The stranger followed him in.

He looked like an actor who had had bad
luck, and he also looked as if he had been
refreshing himself during his walk te Ro
wood with something more potent than wa
from the pump.

The juniors grinned at one another.

“We must see this"’ muriured Loveil

And they cautiously *stalked ” the stmnger.

Mr. Manders was going in to lanch when
the seedy gentleman entered the house. He
glanced at him sdurly. The sight of any-
one who was dewn on his luck was an
offence to Mr. Manders’ uncharitable eyes.

“Do you wish to see anyone here?’ he
asked brusquely.

“Sir, you have hit it,” said the seedy
gentleman, in a rich, rolling voice. I have
called to see that bcucfactor of his species,
‘\In Manders.”

“1 am Mr. Manders.”

“8ir, it does me proud to behold youn,” said

the visitor., “My name is ' Curll—Horatig

Neisioioibiniisiciok dulolsioite

He stopped to speak

“He'g

“Man of Might”—an exciting new
featuring the famous Vitagraph
DUNCAN — also
of

the
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At one time, sir, T trod the histrionic

tds—"

indly state your business!” =
“But. misfortune dogged my steps, sir,

said Mr, Curll sadly., “Like the raven’s un-

happy master, 1 found unmerciful disaster

fol:oyv fagt and follow faster——"

»

‘Until, sir, T came down on the halls,”
said Mr. Curll mournfully., “I, who sang
Tannhauser and Lohengrin and Alfredo in the
grand old days of the Roser-Moser Company,
sir—[ came down on the halls! And even
the halls, sir, have ungratefully declined my
further services.”

“I am not in the slightest degree inter-

»

35

“Until at last, sir, I am reduced to ask-
ing financial assistance of a generous bene-
factor who has made known the noble im-
pulses of his heart through the medium of
an advertisement,” said Mr. Curll. *Sir, I
blush to say that I am in immediate need
of the ridiculous sum of five pounds—-"

“You will get no money from me, sir,”
shouted Mr. Manders angrily. “Xindly leave
this building at once!”

“In case, sir, there have already been
v drafts on your generosity, I could con-

ive to rub along with the more moderate
sum of one quid——"

“Will you ‘go?” roared Mr. Manders.

“Five shillings even would be a hoon,”
sighed Mr. Curll. “After raising my hopes
a3 you have done, sir, you cannot refuse
me so small a sum.”

“I will have you thrown from the door
if you do. not instantly depart!” shouted
Mr. Manders. “How dare you come here,
you beggar?” -

Mr. Curll’s manner changed.

“I came as an artist in distress, in reply
to what I regarded as the invitation of a
generous gent!” he exclaimed indignantly.
S a prevaricator—-a—a hard-hearted
- gkinflint—-"

‘Go!” shrieked Mr. Manders.

“I will shake the dust of these inhospitable
halls from my feet,” said Mr. Curll disdain-
fully. “I spit upon you, sir! I loathe you!
You are a crawling Hun, sir! Away!”

And Mr. Curll turned majestically on his
heel and strode out, He left the Rookwood
er rooted to the floor.

“How dare you laugh!” he shrieked, as a
glggle fell upon his ears. “Silence! Disperse
at ouncel Go in to dinner! How dare you!”

And Mr. Manders stamped into the dining
room in a boiling fury.

Jimmy Silver & Co., ca the point of suf-
focation, followed the indignant Mr. Curll
down to the gates. Jimmy tapped him on
the arm,

“Tive bob really any good?” he asked.
-Mr. Curll’s clouded hrow cleared at once.

“Young sir, you are a nobleman!” he said
enthusiastically, “You would hardly believe
that Horatio Curll, once the shining light
of the Roser-Moser Company, is down on his
tippers. Yet such is the ghastly fact. Once,
sir, the delight of the hrave and the fair
—once the spoiled dariing of the fashionable
crowd. Behold me now!”

Jimmy Silver slipped five shillings into the
somewhat grubby hand of the gentleman who
dreamt that he had dwelt in marble halls.
And Mr. Curll walked away quite jauntily.

The Yistical Four went in to dinner in
great spirits. After dinner they walked in
the quad, waiting. The advertisement in the
“Coombe Recorder ” was panning out re-
markably well, and they were keen to see
fresh developments.

Early in the afternoon a biack and sooty
figure came in at the open gates, and blinked
round the guadrangle.

Jimmy hurried up to him. The _man
Iooked like a chimney-sweep out of a job,
and ‘he had evidently been drowning his
troubles at the Red Cow or-the Bird-in-Hand.
He rolled in his gait as he came in.

“Called to see somebody?” asked
politely.

“That I ’ave,” said the sooty gentleman.
“Mister Manders ’ere—wot? That the name,
I reckon. My missus looked out the number
in the drecktory, and she said it ‘was
Manders—wot? Where is that kind gent?”

Jimmy

“Just coming out of his house,” said
Jimmy. “There he is.”

“Thanky kindly.”

The soccty geatleman started across the

quad.

sit under the beeches to read.

the. visitor bore down on him.
“Mr. Manders?” asked the sooly gentle-

man.

Tee PENNY PoPULAR—No. 60.

Mr. Manders had just come out, to
He halted zs

“Yes. If you have come about the chim-
neys, kindly go to the back door!” snapped
Mr. Manders.

“I ain’t come about no chimneys.
Bill 'Arris. I got the push.”

“I fail to understand you!” snapped Mr.

Manders. “Have you anything to say to
me?” -

“¥es: -I'm’ard upl?

“That is no business of mine!” shouted

Mr. Manders, realising that this was another
of the mysterious demanders of financial
assistance.

“But you're the wealthy gent :

“I do not waste my wealth on _vngmnts_."

“I got the push!” reiterated Mr. ifarris.
I'm ’ard up! You advertise that you want
to relieve distress—that means ’'elping a
bloke wot’s ’ard up, in Henglish, Well, I'm
’ard up, and ’ere I am!” 7

“Silver!” shouted Mr.. Manders. ~ “Call
Mack here, and tell him he is to eject this
person!”

Mr. Harris glared. ;

“Eject me!” he ejaculated. “Don't T ke_er:
on tellin’ you I'm ’ard up? Ain’t you goin
to ’elp a bloke wot’s ’ard up?”

“No, I am not!” roared Mr. Manders.
“Not a stiver, you drunken rascal!” ==

“My heye! You talk to me, arter fetchin
me ’ere!” exclaimed Mr. Harris indignantly.
“By gosh, I ain’t the man to be treated
like that there—you ask any feller at the
Bird-in-’And if I am! Why, for two pins
I'd knock yer face through the back of your
’ead, you old bag o' bones!”

“Ruffian! Silver, send Mack here—"

“I'm going!” roared Mr. Harris. “I dcn.t
want no puttin' hout. But afore I goes T'll
teach yer to call ‘an honest man names!”

“Help!” shrieked Mr. Manders wildly, as
<the indignant sweep. rushed on him.

“SFa, - ha, hal” =

“Go it!” =

The juniors yelled. They were not inclined
to chip in. Mr. Harris had apparently not
cleaned off the stains of his last job, since
he had got the push, and nobody wanted
to touch him, s

Justly indignant at b
he supposed, Mr. Harris wa
and the angular Rookwood master
crumpled up in his powerful grasp.

Mr. Manders’ head was in chancery,
Mr. Harris was pounding at his fe
and the yells of the unhappy BHodern
rang across the quadrangle.

»

ing played with, as
s after vengeance,
fairly

master

“Yow-ow-ow! Help! Police! Help! Oh!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“There!” rcared Mr. Harris, hurling the
battered Modern master to the ground,

where he sprawled, gaspitig and smothered
with soot. “That'll teach yer! Yah!”

And Mr. Harris strode indignantly away,
and old Mack came cautiously out of his
lodge and fastened the gates after him.

Mr. Manders sat up. ;

“Groogh!” he gasped. “Has—has that
ruffian gone? Good heavens! The—the man
must be mad! [—I am considerably hurt!
Ow, wow! I—I'am dirty—dreadfully dirty!
Grooh! Tell Mack to lock the gates at once
—ow!—and tell him to refuse to admit any-
one who calls to see me—yow!—no matter
who it is! Grooogh!” :

Mr. Manders limped away to his house,
Jimmy Silver & Co. limped away, too, quite
overcome. They retreated into Little Quad,
where they threw themselves on the grass,
and kicked up their heels and roared.

“Oh, dear!” gasped Jimmy, almost ween-
ing. “They won't let in any more, but that
one was worth a guinea a hox! Oh, dear!
Manders will have a coloured eye——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“Well, you fatheads, what do you think
of your Uncle James now?”

“Topping!" roared Lovell. “We'll let you
oft that ragging! Ha, ha, ha! He had
Mandy's - head in chancery! Ha, ha, ha!”

And the Fistical Four went off into a
fresh explosion.

When Mr. Manders was seen in public
again, he had a dark shade round one eye,
and his nose was considerably enlarged. He
wore those adernments. for quite. a long
time, much to the hilarity of the Rookwood
juniors. And, although later on the notice
in the “Recorder” was brought to his at-
tention, he never knew who had inserted it.
But a great part of Rookwood knew, or
guessed, and it was ggreed on all hands that
Jimmy Silver had deserved well of Rook-
wood.

& THE END. >
(Another grand long story of Jimmy Silver &
Co. next week.)

I'm_
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. Mr. Ratcliff’s Car!
A Shert Story of St. dim's

66 XCUSE me, young gents!”
Tom Merry & Co. were about to
enter the gates of St. Jim's when

that remark fell upon their ears.
A burly man smiled at them genially as he
climbed down from his seat on a closed van
which had pulled to the side of the road.

“Mr. Rateliff ’ang out ‘ere?” asked
carfer, jerking his thumb over his shoulder
in the direction of the school.

“He does,” replied Tom Merry., “I—
There was a rustling sound, and Mr
cliff himself pushed past the St. Jim's

and confronted the carter.

“You want me, my good man?” he asked. .

“I want a Mr. Ratcliff, master of
Fifth Form, New House, St. Jini's, i
“good man.” “Are you 'im?”

“I am!” snapped Mr. Ratcliff.

“Which as 'ow I've got a car ’ere for you,
Mister Ratcliff,” went on the carter.
may I take the liberty of congratulatin® yen
On your success, sir? 'Tain’t every man that
can enter for a football forecast competition
and get heighteen out of heighteen!”

Thauk you, my good man!” beamed the
master of the New House. “I should like
to see the car.” _

“C-car!” exclaimed Tom Merry.
with a car! Oh, my hat!”
’_And the Terrible Three had the greatest
difficulty _in suppressing their merrime

“Fancy old Ratty being the lucky
out of about umpteen thousand entrie
beats me altogether!" confessed Tom 3

“The old ass doesn't know the
I\)Ietween a football an

“Ratty

me here !” o

“Jolly fine little car!"” exclaimed Manners,
as a small two-seater car was lowered to the
ground from the van. 2

guess it won't last long!” remarked
Monty Lowther wisely. “0ld Ratty can't
drive—couldn't drive a hoop !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 thought old Bagey's about Rat-
clift winning a car in the ° Weekly thall

s all ga87 but it seems that he was right,
after all,” said Tom Merry.

The juniors walked over to the two-seater
and witnessed the master of the New House
sign the receipt, which he handed to the
carter, with twopence for a tip. z

“My eye,” muttered the carter, “ain't he
gen?.rvous? ‘Ere, sir, I shouldn't like to®rcb
yer!

And, hefore the astonished Mr. Ratelifl
could grasp the situation the indignant carter
pushed the twopence back into his palm,
snorted, and elimbed back to his seat on the
van.

"My g-good man, I—" began Mr. Ratcliff.
But the good man had-gone.

The New House master pocketed the two-
pence, and turned his attention to the car.
What Mr. Ratcliff didn't know about cars
would have filled volumes. Nevertheless,
after consulting a handbook and putting some
petrol in the tank, he tried to start the
engine running.  Five minutes laier, dusty
and perspiring freely, he had the satisfaction
of hearing the pleasant hum of the engine.

“Would vou like to come for a run, Merry?”
asked the New Housemasfer, taking his seat
beside the wheel.

“N-nunno, sir!” faltered the junior cap-
tain. “T-thank you very much, sir! I've
got rather. an important engagement this

afternoon!”

Mr. Ratsliff eyed the junior captain sus-
piciously, but made no reply. Manners and
Lowther were fast disappearing in at the
gates. They did not relish the prospect of a
joy-ride- with the New House masbter. Tom
Merry followed closely on their heels, breath-
ing a sigh of relief. Motoring with a man
who knew nothing about driving was rather
a risky procedure.

Whiz! Bang! Whiz! >

“Hallo, he's off!” exclaimed Tom Merry, as
the car shot past the gates.

“My - giddy aunt!” = ejaculated Monty
Lowther. “The old idiot will kill himself!
Look ! :

The Terrible Three rushed into the roadway
and gazed aiter the retreating car, which
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was zig-zagging from one side of the road to It was trpe. Mr.
the other at an alarming pac

“Fherelll -be a orashi’ >
shiaking ‘his head. e entering - into the spi

Round the bend of the road was slowly | speak,
advaneing a market-cart, and it seemed to Cr !
thie eyes of the juniors that Mr. Ratelift was A tall elm stopped
certain to collide with it. The same thought | disastrous results to il
‘a8 in the mind of the New House master who | The tw
gan to sound the horn desperate More | concertina, and Mr.
y -luek ihan judgment the car missed the | perfeet somecrsault
market-cart by hairsbreadth. and landed among

But worse was to follow. Behind the |elm face down
art was a flock of sheep, and Mr. | canght his flow
, now theroughly frightened, knew | Phe New House mas

8 .
said Manners,

dash through the fioek

that it was impossible for him to pass|severe fall. As it

through the flock without any casnalties. tremely uncomfortahle
Hi! Look out!” yelled the Iad in charge | Hi own might not st

of the sheep, waving his stick. put to.
“G-g-g-good heavens! What - da?” of N'I‘om Me

d the unfortunate master.
Fom Merry & €o., panting il the wake ot
the ecar and the 1d of dust it raised, took
in the situati r o2}

“Whyv doe:
frake

e,
I ehnmp jam on his
vihier, labouring fov

was < Tom M
't know where the b
uut of control!™

“ My hat!” excla
to

the reach of tf
ot the sheep
with a ladder.
“Good echap!”
Terrible Three.
it against the
down now, sir!”
- “Quick, my
gown is teariug!
minute gr twe!”

retort. ‘“He
e8! The car’s

imed Manners. “Hc'll have
aun up the hank !
t a spurt on!“eiaculated the leader of
the Terrible Three, “We might be able to
o somethi

“Fook ! “He's
taking the

med 3Monly Lowther.
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his mind to take the near

took the bank at
!

¢

-seater seemed to I
Ra
shot

Friday.

Tom Merry mounted the Iadder, and,
ing carefully, serambled out on t
bearing the master. 1t was a ti
but the junior captain did not lhes
two minutes later Mr. Ratcliff w
sufely on the ground, little the v
adventure.

“Thank y
quite graci
doubtedly save

“T-that’s all wight,
Merry confusedly, “I
hurt 2

“Fortunately I am not,” said Mr. Rateliff.
“But I'm afraid my car is ruined-”

Monty Lowtlier was tempted to say, “And
2 jolly good joh, too!* hut he refrained from
that indiseretion.

“1 think we had better
sehool,” said the New House
send a man down for the e

And the jin
Rateliff, saunte 1 g
they parted, = \

a b

“You have 1
nasty imjury!
muiabled Taom

yon are not

1s seat
£ the old
neh had

SIF,”
hope

il Tom Mol

Baggy Trimble bro
. Ratelifl had soid the
at a very low price to a :
and Baggy’'s news proved
And although the New Ho
[or the “Weekly Footbali
-ral wecks after,
Suffice it to
¢ had received s
¥, Monty Lowther expr
iolly geod job!?
THE END.
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¢ Boys, be Your Own Printers s
and make extra pocket-money by using
TEE PETIT “PLEX"” DUPLICATOR.

Makes pleasing numerous copies of NOTE-
PAPER HEADINGS, BUSINESS CARDS,
SPORTS FIXTURE CARDS, SCORING
CARDS, PLANS, SCHOOL PUBLICATIONS,
DRAWINGS, MAPS, MUSIC, SHORT-
HAND, PROGRAMMES, NOTICES, ete., in
a variety of pretty colours. Send for cne
TO-DAY. Price 6/8 complete with all sup-
plies. Foreign orders, 1/6 extra.—

B. PODMORE & Co., Desk PP, Southport.
And at 67-69, Chancery Lane, London, W.C, 2.

S
ENCREASE YOUR HEIGHT

Boss System newer fails. Price 7/6 complets. Particulars 13d. stamp.
P. ROSS,; 16, LANGDALE ROAD, SCAREOROUGH., &0

STAMP COLLECTORS, TRY THIS ONE!—A unique collection of
Boreign and Colonial stamps, including specimens from Guatemala, Liberia,
¢hili, Barbados, Mozambique, Newfoundland, Paragua , and many other
comntries. Price 6d. only. It's a Bargain!—White, 83, Dudley Rd., Lys, Worces.

NERVOUSNESS

“DO YOU LACK SELF-CONFIDENGCE 7"

No matter what your sphere of work may be, Business or Professional
' Life, or even Domestic Service—~you must have confidencs in your own
abilities or be doomed to m‘e-!onﬁ failure and misery. My Simple, Private,
ang convenient home method will give you Self-Confidence snd Nerve
Control, and will free you from any. Nervous ills such as Blusifing,
Shyness, Timidity. Worry, Depression, Mind Wandering, eto.
Write to-day for tull particulars of my ful home treatment, sent
FREE if you mention PENNY POPULAR. :
£ ddress: Specialist, 12, All Saints Road, St. Annes-on-Sea.
deript ars. Failure

VENTRILOQUlSMl impossible with our book of easy imstractions and

&
amusing dialogues; also 50 Magic Card Tricks (with instyuctions). Lot 1/-P.0Q,
{post free)—TDEAL PUBLISHING €O., Clevedon, Somerset:

SEVERAL INCE%S
without appliances 7/ 6

Learn this laughable and won

Free Catalogue Post Free.
Big Bargaing from 6d. Al
i Post - Free, - Watches {Big
Reductions), Jewellery,
Useful @oods, Novelties,

POSTEREE. it
Xops, ete., ete., ete, Big
Bargaing i sll Depts
mANS, Ereprgs
{35 ¢ -
Hasting £

FHOTQ POSTCARDS, 1/3 G0z, 12 by 10 BNLARGEMENTS, 8.
ALSO OHEAP PHOTO MATERLZL. CATALOGUE AND SAMPLES
FREB, HACKEJTS JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOE.

The Rudge-Whitworth 8-storey Works at
Covendry.
Floor Area over 12 acres,

HMew Editions Hllastrated Ari Catalogue and “ Book of the
Bicycle™ post free from i~
Rudge-Whitworth, Lid.
(Dept.392), COVENTRY

London Depot ¢
238 Tottenham Court Road
€Osford Street end), W.I

per set of four, £/8. {Lace up palm,"13/8.) Tan

BOXIN@ E“:LOVES ©ape, Besy, 16/6. Footballs, match, 12/6 and

i4/e. Punch-Balls, 15/- and 17/8. Monsy returned if not satigfied.
. Postage, 6d. on all.—TOM CARPENTER, The World’s Champion Ball-
Puncher, 69, Morecambe Street, Walworth, 8.E.17.

Complete -

HEIGHT INCREASED /- Eo
N 30 DAYS !/ Course.
Na Dicting. - The Melvin Strong System

8. No Drugs,
% & stamp 1or pareiculars and testimonials.—
Stron {Dept, 8.), 24, Sonthwark Sk, 5B,

xE

Telvin

. Ben
e L,

KG“‘ WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS

EE SURE AND MENTION THIS PAPER, 24
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THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday.

THE £ s. d. VALUE OF YOUR HAIR,

HEALTHY AND BEAUTIFUL HAIR MAY BEY

GURS FREE!

WRITE FOR FREE “HARLENE HAIR-DRILL®» OUTFIT.

NOT cvoryone would barter their hair during life for money as do
thie poor fisher maids of Brittany. Tor. after all, a really good

hiead of hair has a higher value Yo its possessor than it would ever
realise if offered for sale. ==
ivery man and woman can have this priceless wealth of beautiful
hair. if be or she will only devote two minttes & day to the practice
of the wonderfully successtn! * Harlene Hair-Drill.” To-day. too,
yeu can prove the truth of that statemeat without fee ot eblication.

THE FOUR-FOLD GIFT.

1. A free bottle of * Harlene,” the most invigorating food and tonio
for bair and sealn. : =
2. A tree packet of “ Cremes ' Shampoo Powder, a delights
refreshing and cleansing preparation
gmi.l [prepares the hair for  Haire
il

8. A froo botlle of % Uzon » Bril-
Hagtine that gives a final polish and
lastre to the °¢ Harlene ** drilled hair.
4. A Free Oopy of the new ¢ Har-
lene Hair-Drill °* Manual, giving vome
plete magtructions. -
This Trial Outhit does not cost you
& single penny—the only small cx-
© pense to which you are put being tie
oallay of 4d! in stamps o defray cost
of postage and packing.

HAIR THAT IS WORTH ITS§
WEIGHET IN GOLD.

Ne man or woman to-day ean afford
te neglect his or hér hair, Thick,
steous and  beaubiful hair has a
definite cash value to evervone, It
wdds to your personal appearance,

ally

Do You
Value Your

i | dit:

and & good appearance opens all It costs you nothing to sequire & fnli Seven Da Hiees
doors fo you. A woman. has uo universally popular *Harleno Hair-Drill” You will be pleasantly || avow:, (4ak

charme fo egual Iong, silken and

- surprised with the resuits of even a short cours:
minutes a day ' toilet exercise. (Send the Free Coupon to-day.)

inspiration of althous'and poems. To a man healthy and wells
conditioned hair gives dignity and crispness.

ENRICH VOUR HAIR TO-DAY, .

There is no exeuse to-day lor any man of woman kaving thin,
brittle, weak or falling haic. * Harlene Hair-Drill  overcomes every
Kind of hair trouble, no matter from what- cause it springs. it pres
serves the hair in health and it restores sickly hair back to -healfh
and beauty once more. Let * Harlene Hair-Dridl * eunrich vour haie
and increase its value to you Simply send 4d. stamps for postace,
and a Free Hariene Outfit will be sent to vour address.

After a Free Trial you will be able to obtain further cupplies of
“ Hazlens ™ at 15 1 2s. 0d., and 4s. 9d. per bottle; ** Uzon”

rillizntine at 1:. 13d and 2s. Sd per
ottle; and “ Cremex ” Shampoo
Powders a6 1s. 14d. per box of seven
shampoos (single packets 2d. each),
from all Chemists and Stores, or direct
from Hdwards® Harlene, Ltd., 20, 22,
24, and 26, Lamb’s Conduit Street,
London, W.C. L.

“HARLENE HAIR-DRILL™

GIFT OUTFIT COUPON.

Detach and post to EDWARDS HAR- |
LENE Ltd 20 22,24, and 26, Lamb's |
Condult St.,London, W

|
[

bt 0

- : clearly ¢ r
yy* Trial Outfit of the cougen to
e ol this delizhtful ¢ two Dept.”1

£} < e .
ragliant tresses of beancifut hair the
is the greatest dra s¥back 1a {ife to any ranor woman 1

e @
ﬂERVQUSHES Yyou nre nervous, timid, low-spirlted, Inck self-confdence,
wlil-power, mind concentration. blush, oc feelawkward in thio presence of others,
send 3 penny stamps (or particulars of the Mento Nerve Strengihentag Treat-
menb, tsed it the Navy. from Vice Admiiral to Seantan. and in the Army from
¢olonel to Privaie, D.S 0.5, M C's, M 3L 's, and DHOM. 5 ~GODFRY ELLIGTT-
MITH, Led., 521, Impecial Buildings, Lutgate Cireus, London, KO 4

Uy~ Boals

Overconts, Shoes, Suits, Raincoats, Trench Coats, Costumes, and
Winter Coats, Silver & Gold Pocket and Wrist Watches, Rings, Jow-
cllery, &c., on eagy terms. 80/- worth 6/- monthly ; 60/~ worth 10/
mouthly ; &e. CATALOGUE FREE, Foreign applicationsinvited,

BMASTERS, Ltd, 6, Hope Siores, RYE. Estd. 1569

Firieen Day s Fvee Teiad
LOWEST CASH PRICES, EASY PAYMENT TERMS,
Prompt defivery, Save D s” Profits.  Satisfactliom
guaranteed or Money Kefi 7
. 2 T CLEARANCE SALE
ofSecond-hand Cycles. Thovsands of lowernment
Cycles—H. S BER, BALBIGH, RGV: R,
o £ w—all
Eres List and S ! Offe

CYOLE GCOMPAMNY, Incospd.

M EA Dept. 300, BIRMINGHAM.
FREE PUN E :’fh{' atost Sereamingly

E 0818 0f Laugl
it

£ 70 (ate ("-!:'tu‘x‘;ng_’m“ 2 Jolly Joke Tricks, ¢ Cat %
2 Card ok, § My ing Magic Tricks, 12 Jokers’ € i
Ventriloguism Secoret., and 1,001 Stupendous Atir. Onis. =
sligiifed! Groat Tun! Postal Adduess: . HUGHY %, Southam

a S
i, Hali Green, Birjningham. Demor Mousiache Grower, ,.-'bex, pogt fres,

GCUT THIS Our
PEN COUPON

ith. PO, for only 5/- direct to ths Flset Pen Co.,
Lohdon, E.C.4 In retirn you swill recelvs (post free) &
British Made l-ct, Gold Nibbed Fleet Founlaln Pen, valus 10/6. 1t
3 . 8ach Wio o £ 2d. O the price; so you may

g a fine, medium, of brogd

1 i awous Fiegt Pen to the
Bosiage extra.} Salisfaciion gharanteed
HModsl, 2/~ sxtra,

% Fenny Popular,” Yalue 2d,

ads
s, oraig
ed. Special smz@:,

- oot ¢ ~ e e
sARE YOU SHORT?
if 8o, let the @irvar Systew help you to Incraass
your neight Br Briggs reporis an inorease of
& h}lc}t@s; Driver E. F. 3 inches; Mr Ratoliffe &
inches; Miss Davies 8% inches; Mp. Lindon &
inches; Mr Ketley 4 inches; Miss Leedell &
inches.  This syslem requires only ton mipates
morning and evening, and greatiy improves bhe
Bysi and careiage. No appliance
or drugs, penny staraps for further par
ticulars and £100 Guarantes to Bnquiry Der%w
A M P, i7 Btroud Green Road, London, N. 4

LS
liwtsiens, ete.. with llxﬁsbrut:olls

3” MAGI(— rrl{ii;l&smnd Instructions. The lof post

free, 1/-—T. W. HARRISON, 298, Pentonvills Road, London; N.t,

MOUTH ORGANS BEATEN -

Adlthe fateat tunos can be played
ca thy Chelia.ph Tha only
Focleet  ing

correctly played ia
ers aud Satlorslove

s the Qerman mouth
crganintoseccckedbal.” Postires, 1/@ench; better
quatity, withtitver ittings, 88, from ths maker,

FIELD (Dept. 33), Hall Avenue, HUDDERSFIELD.

== BIPLANE

Set of Parts 6d., Post Free,

nstriotions to make talg

K paper model biplans,
€d to performn ali the ovolutions of its m%mx.

V

Saot of rarts and |
which is guarante

taclnding looping, bauking, and spiral nose dive, Nointific 1L,
sirenfthienad with ribe and bracings as in actual pra.ebloe.l 60:1;2\?9@{

/ with machine-gun, instrument-board, windscrean, and all movabla
gontrols. Thousandssold. Hundredsof testimonlals received. Length,
14 ing.: sran, 12 ins.=THE MODEL AIRCRAFT SUPPLY
€0. (Dept. M), Thornleigh Road, Newoastie-on-Tyne

e

Hf’;ﬁe‘ Fa
Xis per
Lid, Bo




