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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Complains!
68 HIS new grub is chough to break
a fellow’s hearti”
E Such was the verdict of Bob
Cherry of the Greyiriars Remove,
and Bob's opinion was echoed and re-echoed

on every side.
had just had tea in Hall—

The Remov
not the sort of tea to which they had heen

accustomed. It had consisted of hygieni
bread, hygienic narcarine, and hiygienic
cakes.

Even Billy Bunter, who was not fastidious
as a rule, drew the line at hygienie food-
stuflz

“I sav, you fellows,” said the fat Jjunior,
“I shall write and complain to my pater
about these new regulations.”

“A fat lot of uyse that will be!” grunted
Peter Todd. “What can your pater do?”

“My pater’s a jolly influential man—"

“Does he still serve behind the bhar at
the Bunter Arm inquired Squiff,

“¥Ha, ha, ha!

“Ch, really, Field! My pater’s a jolly
ight more disti ished than yours, any-

ay! He hopes to become an M.P. shortly.
There’s a vacant seat in the House of Com-
HoRs 2

"1t your pater's anything like you .in
sulk, he’ll require about half a dozen vacant
seats!” said Dennis Carr, L

Ha, ha, ha!”

Biily Bunter blinked at his schoolfellows
through his big spectacles.

“You're a chicken-hearted crowd,” lie said.
“You’d sit down tamely under any injustice.
But that’s not my way. I Inean to raise
Cain about this new grub! I shall tell the
pater all about it, and youw'll see him coming
down to Greyfriars with a hunting-crop.”

“To give you a jolly good licking?” asked
Nugent.

“No; to have it

“My hat!” s

Billy Bunter
He had put up w
o fortnisht, and
—in his imagination.
time was ripe for lodging a complaint v
his father, who would insist upon his b
well nourished, =

The fat junior rolled away to Study No.'7,
and calmly’ proceeded to ransack Peter
Todd’s desk for some notepaper.

Peter, however, happened to be out of

out with the masters?”?

was very much in earnest.
ith the new food for nearly
was rapidly losing weight
e considered that the
th
ng
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stationery, and the Ow! of the Remove drew
blank.

After an unsuccessfal quest along the Re-
move passace, Billy Bunter suddenly remem-
bered that Mr. Quelch, his Form-master,
had a golfing appointment thabt afternocn

with Mr. P ;

“I knov mutbered the fat  junior.
“Quelchy’s study will be empty, and I shall
be able to use his typewriter!”

Biily Bunter rolled cautiously
the Remove-master’s study.
glanice up and down the pa
the sacred apariment.
had anticipated.

Mr. Quelel’s typewriter stood on the tabie,
Ii_ts1 keys glimmering in the alternoon sun-
ight.

“Here goes!” mmrmured Bunter.

And, after imserting a sheet of paper in
the machine, he sat down and got busy.

The fat junior was not an expert typist.

alonig to
After a stealthy
ssage fe enter
1t was empty, as he

Far from it. He had used Mr. Queleh’s
machine on geveral oceasions—when the
owher was oubt of the way—and instead of
improving in speed and accuracy be had
grown steadily worse.

It took Bunter quite half an hour to

concoct the letter to his father, and the
finished article was anything but a model
of neatness. %

The letter ran as follows:

“areyfriars skeoi,
“friardale, kent.

“my dear pater,~i have to bring a Very
Serious komplaint hefour you.

“a fortnite ago one of the guv
the skool. si on poppor, intery
new food r liuns. we have had to say
goed-bye he good old roast beef and
yorksher pooding, & in its plaice they have
1ad the cheek to give us what they cali
High-jennick grub. =

“i am loosing wafle terribly, & if these
new restrickshuns aren’t nocked on the head
i shall soon bekum kwite a skellington.

“dear pater, i no you have a grate deel of
inflewense. will you pleese do all you can
to stopp this frantick uat

“i can't stopp to rite more, a3 i have
an aking void inside me.

“dear pater, pleesc try & come down to
the skool & sbir things @p. The poodings
we get are simply awfull.

“Yore affeckshunate son,
» “Buay,,

erners of
iiced suimn

“p.s.—tie masiers pretend to like the Bew
grubb, but, of corse, they don’t reelly. i
saw old gueleh tern kwite pail at dinner-
time when he lifted a spoonfull of High-
jennick pooding to his mowth!”

Billy Bunter chuckled to bisiself as he
perused that postseript,

“0ld Quelchy would have several
2 fit it he saw this!” he mutiered.

But it was Bunter who had seve
of a fit.

A stern  voice immediately behind  him
cauged the fat junior to lcap up frem the
chair.

“Boy! Bunter! What does this mean”

The speaker was Mr. Quieleh !

Billy Bunter was completely taken aback,
and for a moment he could only stand aud
gogele at Mr. Queleh in a helpless manner.,
Then he managed to blurt out:

“Oh® crumbs! J~I thought you were play-
ing golf, sir!”

As a matter of fact, Mr. Quelch had been
to the links, only to find that his opponent,
Mr. Prout, had not turned up. Consequentiy
the Remove-master had been compelled fo
retrace his steps to Greyfriars, and he was
in a far from amiable temper.

The sight of Billy Buntee calmly seated
at his typewriter had goaded Mr. Quelch
almost to fury.

“Tlow dare you
permission, and mak
write rimple

cr 1y study Wwitheut
irce use of my type-

angry Form-maste
5 ¢ fairly knocking

not stand there stubfering!™ roared
Queich, “Answer iy question!”
You—you gave me permission to
ir achine, sie,” faltered Bunter.
CRY

“Lagt August, gir.?
Mr. Queleh sported.
“In a moment of we
said in August last that

5 1 certainly -
1 might use my

typewriter, Bunter; hut I certainly did not
imply that you could go on using it in-
definitely, as the spirit moved you.. What

have you

ady aware of that, you ubte
have you been t

id boyl What
ng?”
A—a document; sir.”

(Copyriaht in the Unied States of Ameri-a.)
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“‘;ﬂ;at sort of a document?” thundered

AMr. Quelch. : :
“A—a list of New Year resolutions for
next year, 8ir!” said Bunter, lying des-

perately.

“I am sorry T eannot believe you, Bunter.
nd aside!” ;

So saying, Mr. Queleh pushed the fat
junior to one side, and perused the letter
which Bunter had written to his father.

The thunderclouds gathered on the Form-
master’s brow during the perusal, and when
he came to the postseript he appeared to be
on the verge of an apeplectic fit.

“Wretehed boy! How dare you concoct
such a° seurrilous epistle to your father!
How dare you invent such a malicious jumble
of misstatements!”

“They're not misstatements, sir!” said
Bunter, in a sudden fiash of indignation.
“You must admijt yourself, sir, that the
new grub is beastly!”

“I admit nothing of the sort, Bunter!
You will throw that lefter into the waste-
paper-basket, and follow me!”

* Where—where to, sir?”

“To the headmaster’s study.”

“Oh, crumbs! Are you going to report me
to the Head, sir?” <o

“I am!” said Mr. Quelch grimly. “You
have entered my study without permission;
you have made use of my typewriter—also
without permission; and you bave attempted
to make an altogether unfounded complaint
to your father. These offences are so serious
that I do not feel justified in dealing with
you inyself. Come, Bunter!”

Mr.- Quelech swept out of the study, and
Billy Bunter followed, quivering like a fat
tuhle-jelly.

Harry Wharton & Co. were in the Close,
and they grinned as the Remove-master and
his victim passed them.

“Poor old Bunter!” said Bob Cherry.
“Looks as if he’s written that letter to his
pater, and Quelchy has bowled him out.”

“In which case,” said Hurree Singh, “the
unworthy Bunter will get it in the neckful
portion of his anatomy.” -

“Ha, ha, hal” =
; “Listen!” said Dennis Carr, & moment

o

ater.

I'vom the direction of the Head’s study
came a sound of steady swishing, accom-
panied’ by -wild yells of anguish.

Billy Bunter was loudly lamenting the
fact that he had ever thought of complain-
1 t'o his father of the new food regula-
tions!

— - —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Out of Bounds.

1] SAY, you fellows,” said Billy Bunter,
when he appeared, groaning and
Squirming, in the Close, “I've just

> been lammed by the Head!”

“No need to advertise the fact!" growled
Johnny Bull. “Your yells could have been
heard in Friardale.”

“Oh, really, Bull, I only gave a slight
Yeip—-» .

“Well, if that was a slight yelp,” said
Johnny, “I shouldn’t eare to heéar you in
full blast!” :

EHA iy, At

“Why were you licked, Bunter?” inquired
Harry Wharton.

“1 haven't the foggiest notion! Quelehiv
cought me writing a letter to my pater cn
his typewriter, and perhaps that may have

ERE

had something to do with it.”

“Ha, ha! Perhaps it did!” chuckled Bob
Cherry

“I say, you chaps, I'm fed-up—"

“Wish 1 could say the same!” grunted
Dick Penfold. “Personally, I feel as if I'm
in the throes ef starvation.”

“Hear, ‘hear!” said Ogilvy.
with not being fed-up!”

“I'm fed-up

Wharton, “We shall simply have to get

something to eat before bed-time!”
“Don’t see how it's going to be done,” said

Nngent. “Mrs. Mimble’s got nothing in the

hop except a lot of hygienic ftrash
tich even a cannibal would turn up his noze

‘nd we're not allowed to feed anywhere
cutside the school,” said Bob Cherry.

“Or smuggle grub into the building,” added
Jolimny Bull.

“In fact, we're fairly stumped,” said Peter
Yeuld. nd it looks as if .we must go
t#: morning.” :

t so, brother,” said Dennis Carr.
ideal”

“A dozen, I think,” said Dennis. “1f the
whole Form —went, it would arouse sus.
picion.”

€

- £

for it: For a long time past
“Tea in Hall was certainly the limit!” said |

“Get it off your delicate chest, my littie
man!” said Bob Cherry.
= fellows know,” said -Dennis Carr;
fiver this morning from my Uncle

s his heart?” 1 Nugent. >
“ And Mauly, my esteemed study-mate, alse
a fiver. If he would be willing to com-
his wealth with mine—and I think he
[ be—we'll take a trip as far as Burchester,
where there aren’t likely to be any mauasters
or prefects ou the prowl, and have a top-
hole feed!”

“ “Ripping!” said Peter Todd.
here?>

“Is Mumly

aas, dear boy
earl. “Carr's wheeze is toppin’, and I
be pleased to share the expense with him.”

“Good old Mauly!”

“There's one drawback,” said Wharton,
“We haven't a great deal of time to get
to Burchester and back. And I don't believe
there's a train for another hour or mere.”

“We'll hire the village chara-bane,” said
Dennis Carr.

‘Good !

“How many of us are going?” asked Dick

Russell. z

1" drawled the schoclboy
11

“Is Buntér coming?” inguired Peter Todd.

“We shall have to bring him, I'm afraid.
to keep him quiet. If we left him behind.
he’d give the whole show away

Billy Bunter's little round ey glistened
with delight. He even forgot his tingling
palms in the glorious prospect of a feed. 5

“Late passes will be required,” said What-
ton. “We’ll go along and see Wingate.”

In the excitement of the mowment, the
juniors quite overlooked the fact that Win-
gaté had recently been deposed from the
captainey of Greyfriars for having fearlessly
criticised the new food.

Harry Wharton led the to Wingate's
study in the Sixth Form passage. He tapped
on the door, and entered in response to
Wingate's invitation. The remainder of the
juniors crowded in the doorway.

Wingate was standing in front of the
mantelpiece, with a cleuded brow. These
were dark days for the ex-captain, who had
a genuine love for his school, and an equaliy
genuine hatred of the néw regulations.

“Well, Wharton, what is it?” he asked, as
tie captain of the Remove came ii.

“Twelve of us want late passes, Wingate,”
suid Harry.

“Then you've come to the wroay shop. I
have no authority for issuing passes.”

“ But—-"

“You seem to forget that I'm no lenger
captain of Greyfriars.”

“My hat!” exclaimed Wharton, quite taken
aback, “Matter of fact, we'd all forgotten
it
“But you're
imed in Bob
“And a prefeet is entitled to
passes.”

Wingate hesitated.

“Where do you want to go to?” he asked.

“Burchester,” said Wharton briefly.

“To have a bust-up?”
twinkle in his eye.

o

”

still a prefect, Wingate!”
Cherry from the doorway.
issue late

said Wingate, with a

“Thought as mauch,” said Wingate. “And
I don’t blame you in the least. The new
grub here is intolerable. T've just been jaw-
ing to some of the®prefects about it, and
they're all of the sameé opinion—with one
exception.” .
The Removites did not need to be told that
the exception was (erald Loder.

The black sheep of the Sixth was support-
ing the new regulations in order to curry
wour with the authorities.

Mow that the captaincy of the schivol was
nt, Loder intended to make a beld bid
he had cast
<covetons eyes on Wingate’s position, and he
I 9211 soon to be monarch of all he sur-

- After some hesitation, Wingate
dozen passes to the juniors. :

“Mind you don't get spotfed,” he said.
“If ~you're caught having a feed in Bur-
chester it will make matters jolly unpleasant
for me. I shall be deprived of my prefect-
ship for a cert.”

“We'll be very careful, Wingate,” promised
Wharton. :

“ Awfully, fearfuily caréful!” added Nugent.

“Off you go, then!” s

The twelve juniors set off in high spirits.

The Famous Five led the way, of course;

issued a

and the other members of the party were
Dennis Carr, Peter Tedd, Dick Russell, Donald

Ogilvy, Mark Tinley, Lord
Billy Bunter.

_“We shall have to hustle,
“Put the pace on, you fellows!

The juniors passed through the school gaie
way, and set out with long and rapid strides
in the direction of the village.

. Billy Bunter brought up the rear. The fat
junior was anything but athletic, and he
found it difficult to maintain the pace

“I wish-you wouldn't walk so fast,” he
peevishl

“This will work off some of your sup~r-
fuous fat, my dear porpoise!” Said Dennis
Carr, looking back over his shoulder at the
perﬁ;‘,'irixxg Owl of the Remove. “Put a jerk
in it!”

By the time Friardale was reached Biily
Bunter was.in a parlous state. The perspi
tion streamed down his flabby cheeks, and
he wags pufling and blowing like a grampus.

The juniors halted at the garage where the
char-a-bane was housed, and a few moments
later they were on hoard.

The driver was given instructions to take
the party to Burchester, and to stop out-
side the railway-station at that tows.

The sight of a char-a-banc pulling up out-
side a restaurant would attract too much
attention. Harry Wharton realised this, and
decided that the party should walk into the
town from the station. =

“There aren’t likely to be any masters or
prefects prowling ahout in Burchester,” said
Dennis Carr. “Still, it’s as well to be on
the safe side”

“Yes, rather!”

The char-a-banc bumped and jolted alonz
the road at a great. rate.

Billy Bunter clung tightly to the side of the
vehicle, fearing that at any moment he might
be deposited into the nearest ditch.

Burchester was reached in record time, and
the juniors dismounted at the station and
strolled along the High Street. They kept a
sharn look-out, but saw no sign of an enemy.

“The coast is clear,” said Dick Russell.
“Now's our chance to dodge into the Imperial
Restaurant.”

“Nobody can deny that we're acting with
interior motives!” said Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hat? >

The juniors lost no time in entering tha -
restaurant. One raoment they were stand
ing in a group on the pavement; the next
they were seated at a couple of daintily-
arrayed tables.
~ “Good!” murmured Billy Bunter,
fairly in his element now. “Buck
the first course, waitress!”

The dinner proved a tremendous success.

Both Dennis Carr and Lord Mauleverer had
money to burn, and they did things in style

“ After the beastly hygienic grub we've |
lately,” said Johnny Bull, “this steak-and
kidney pie is top-hole!”

“Hear, hear!” said Billy Banter. “I'n

going to have another helping!”
“You're jolly well not!” said Peter Todd
rou've had five already. If you go on at
this rate, you'll be helpless long before you
come to the peaches and cream!”

“Hac-ha-hal?

In spite of the fact that Peter Todd Lent
him under close observation, Billy Bunter did
himself remarkably well. He was nodding
off to sleep by the time the bhiscuits ans
cheese were served.

When the féed was near its
Harry Wharton jumped to his feet.

Mauldverer, and

said Wharton.
o

aid

who
up with

:.'

conclusion,
A glast

of ginger-beer was peised in his hand.

“Here’s to Denniz Carr and Mauly, ihe
founders of the feast!” he exelaimed, is
ringing tones.

"he others rose to respond: but hefore they
could raise their glasses to their lips, ¢
dramatic interruption occurreg.

“Bo this is what you ecame to Burcliestel
for?” said a voice.

There was a gasp of difmay from the
wajority of the juniors.

r the voice belonged to “Loder of ths
Sixth?

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Checlimated,

54 HIS isn't the first time you kids Lave =
set the Head's orders at defiance,”
said Loder, weel ago you were
canght smugg.inz food into the

school. The Head let you down very lightly

in my opinion. But he won't be so lenient
this time. 1 shouldn't be surprised if the

ringleaders of this affair were fired out ol

Greyfriars!”

The rascally prefect seemied to be gloating
at the prospect.
*“Well, you needn’s ise your voice, you
THE PENNY PoPULAR.—No. 64.
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rotten spy!” said Harry Wharton, elenching
his hands. “We don’t want all Burchester to
know our business!” A

Loder flushed. He was not thin-skinned,
but the insinuation about spying stung bim
to the quick.

“I wasn’t spyin he said sharply. “I hap-
pened to he passing, and——"

“Rats!” growled Johany Bull. “You must
have known we were coming here

*“Yeg, rather!”

“I'm not going to argue with you” said
Loder. “The fact remains that I've caught
you red-handed in a public restaurant, and
#ll cating-houses are out of bounds. I shail
take your names, and report the whole lot
of ‘you to Dr. Locke when 1 get back to the

1

school 1 - = S
The Famous Five looked very grave. They
knew that the consequences of their

escapade would be very serious.  This was
1ot their first offence; and the Head had
already made it clear that if the new food
regulations were again defied punishment
of the severcst nature would follow.

And that was not all. Wingate would have
to suffer. It would transpire that he had
issued passes to the twelve juniors—that he
had aided and abetted their excursion to Bur-
chester.

“This s rotten!” muttered Bob Cherry.

“Bimply awful!” agreed Wharton.

“Shall we mob the ludicrous Loder, and
foree him not te sneakfully report us?” mur-
miured Hurree Singh. o >

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“Can’t be done,” he said.

The only fellow who appeared not to care
‘was Dennis Carr.

Dennis was smiling, and his schoolfellows
quite failed to understand why. Loder’s in-
tervention was a matter for tears rather than
for laughter.

Presently, however, the smile was fully
understood.

“You've quite made up your mind to report
us, Loder?” said Dennis Carr.

“Quite!”

“Wel, you'll have
yourself if you do!’”

Loder glared at the speaker.

“What do you mean by that, you cheeky
young cub?”

cause to feel sorry for

I mean,” said Dennis calmly, “that 1 shall

pay you back in your own coin. As a general
rule, 1 don’t believe in reprisals: but in this
case 1 consider they will be justifiable.”

F?r a4 moment Loder was silent. Then he
said:

“I suppose you intend to tell the Head that
I occasionally nip down to the village after
lights-out? 1If that’s the case, the Head will
never believe you. A junior’s word won’t be
taken hefore a prefeet’s.”

“ But supposing I back up my gecusation hy
producing preof that you break bounds?” said

ennis.

“You couldn’t do it!** blustered the prefect.

“Oh, yes, I eould!”

“How?”

Dennis Carr produced a letfer from his
pocket and held it up for Loder’s inspection.

“1f the Head were to see this letter,” he
said, “your inunings at Greyfriars would be
finished. You'd be sacked from the school!”

Loder gave a violent start. He recognised
instantly the letter which Dennis Carr held
in his hand. 1t was a note from the land-
lord of the Cross Keys demanding settlement
6f a debt which he—Loder—had incurred
through gambling.

The rascally prefect well knew that if that
letter reached Dr. Locke’s hands he could
expect no merey,

The landlord’s note afforded ample proof
of the fact that Loder bad broken hounds—
that he had visited the Cross Keys for the
purpose of gambling.

Loder {ook a sudden stride towards Dennis

Cai
that he demanded

me fetter !?
fievcely.

But Dennis tucked the ineriminating docu-
ment away in his pocket.

“1'm hanging on to this letter,” he said.
“And if you dare to breathe a word to the
Head about our being here, you can look
out for squalls!”

Loder was in a cleft-stick. He could not
yecover the lctter by foree, for he was no
patch for a dozen juniors. And he could not
yeport the Removites to Dr. Locke, or he
#rimself would be courting exposure and dis-
grace. x
~ The baffled prefect
Dennis Carr. %

“How did you come to get hold of that
letter?” he demanded.

“Tound it in the Close early this morning,”
explain Dennis. “You should be more

1'ui PENNY PoPULAR.—NO, 64.

scowled savagely at

careful with your private correspondence,
Loder!” 5
Harry Wharton & Co. were smiling now.

They realised that Loder was helpless. Dennis g

Carr had unexpectedly saved the situation.
“Under the cires, Loder,” said Bob Cherry,
“I take it you won't report us?”

“No!” growled the prefect. “But you'll
return to the school at once, all of you!”

Loder was anxious to send the juniors pack-
ing, because he was in necd of food and drink.
And he could not very well partake of re-
freshment in the presence of the juniors whom
he had threatened to report.
= “1t’s all right, Loder, old top !” said Dick
Russell impudently. = “We've practically
finished.”

“We'll just toast the founders of the feast,
and then we'll retire,” said Wharton.

The toast was duly honoured, and Dennis
Carr and Lord Mauleverer settled the bill
between them,

Billy Bunter, whose deoze
into 4 sound sleep, was su

“Come alonz, porpoise!’” said Johnny Bull,
prodding the fat junior in the ribs. “Time
to fold up our tents like the Arabs, and
silently steal away.” 5

The Owl of the Remove awoke with a start
and blinked around. He neaily fell out of
his chair when he caught sight of Loder.

“Oh crumbs!” he ejaculated. “It’s all up
now, you fellows. Loder will report us as
sure as eggs are eggs!”

“Don’t take any notice of that lanky lamp-
post!” said Nugent disrespeetfully. “He’s
quite harmless——"

“ But—"?

“Don’t start butting like a bleszed biily-
goat!” said Bob Cherry. “We don't want fo
hang about here all night.”

~“Can 1 shove a few of thesc tarts in my
pocket?” asked Bunter,

“No, you can’t!”

“Oh, really, Cherry—— 1 shall be quite
peckish by the time we get back to Grey-
friars!” -

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter had to bhe forcibly frog-
marched from the restaurant, and the juniors
proceeded to the razilway-station, where the
char-a-banc was waiting to take them back
to Friardale.

Harry Wharton & Co. elambered on board
in high spirits, happy in the knowledge that
Loder’s hands were tied, and that he would
be unable to report them.

““Dennis, my dear fellow,” drawled Lord
Mauleverer, “your little bit of blackmailing
came in extremely useful, begad!”

“1 simply had to threatem Loder,” replied
Dennis Carr, “or he would have made matters
unpleasant for Wingate, as well as us.”

“That’s so0,” said Peter Todd. “It was 2
jolly lucky thing that you found that jetter!”

“The luckfulness of the esteemed find was
terrific!” said Hurree Singh. “And now, my
worthy chums, let us returnfully proceed
to our alma_ aunt.”

“To our what!” gasped Wharton.

“Ha, ha, ha! Inky means *alma mater’!”
roared Bob Cherry.

“1 have not yet masterfully studied the
csteemed English language to perfection,”
said Hurree Singh, with a sad shake of his
dusky head. “But I shall gersevere. Nothing
succeeds like a bird in the hand, as your
Engiish proverb has it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The char-a-banc rattled away along ibe
stony street, and the juniors, homeward
beund after their adventure, laughed and
chatted in high god-humour,

Meanwhile, Loder of the Sixth had seated
himself at one of the tables in the Imperial
Restaurant, and had ordered a nice little
repast. He took his time in eonsuming it,
and over an hour had elapsed when he rose
to pay his bill. g

Hanging on the wall of the restaurant was
a railway timetable. Loder consulted it.

“There’s a train to Friardale at eight-five,”
he murmured. “That will do fine. I mustn’t
miss it, though, beeause it’s the last one.”

Eight o’clock wa# striking when. Loder

arrived at the railway-station.
-« He expected to see Harry Wharton & Co.
on the platform waiting for the train. He
did not know thiat the juniors had come over
to Burchester by char-a-banc.

“That's queer!” muttered the prefect.
“There hasn't been a train to Friardale for
over two hours, so those kids can’t have gone
baek yet!” -

The minutes passed, and at five-past-eight
Loder glanced downt the line to see if his
train was signalled. It wasn't. - Moreover,
the platform was deserted. There was not
even a porter to be seen.

- “Dashed if I can understand this!’ growled
oder.

had developed
ring loudly.

He waited until a quarter-past eight, and
still there was no sign of animation on the
platiorm.

Filled with a strange fo
made his way to the stati
and looked inside.

The | stationmaster—a
blinked at the Greyfriars ses

“What d’you want?” he grow

“1 say, the last train’s jolly
said Loder.

“The last train went half an he

“XWhat !?

“1t left at seven-forty-five,

Loder looked flabbergasted.

“According to the time-
“the last train goes at ei

“An - out-of-date time-tabl
stationmaster calmly, “The ¢
revised them yet.”

“Then the sooner the compa
the better!” snorted Loder.
And he strode away, wonderi

, Loder
er's office

sle cd man—

ta

the prefect. “It’ll costb me a s
but it’s the only way.”

It was getting late, and TLod
help wondering what had becom
Greyfriars juniors. But he saw =
them as he made his way to the
garage in the High Street. z

“I want to hire a car,” expla
addressing the proprietor.

“So do 9. good many more peaplel”
the gruft reply. “Unfortunatelr,
are all in dock for repair.”

Loder gasped.

“You mean to
available ?”

“Not one!”

“Great Scott! And this is suppeosed
2 modern, go-ahead town!” :
prefect. “P'r'aps you'll be geod eneugh io
tell me where I can hire a horsc-cab or
pony and trap?”

The proprietor shook hiz head.

“There'll be nothing doing at this time
of might,” he said.

Loder stamped his foot impatiently.

“Look here, man, I've got {o get back ta
Greyfriars!” =

“Well, it's no use carryin’ on at me!" said
the proprietor of the garage, with a shrug
of his shoulders.

; “Haven't you got a motor-bike that I coul

hire 77

“No.
“A push-bike, then?”
got mnething—not- even a wheel-

say you haven't 2

“I've
barrow!™

“Then it means,” hooted Loder, losing h
temper, “that I've got to iramp all the way
back to Greyfriars!”

“It's a beautiful evening,
proprietor. “And Greyfria
than fifteen miles from here.

“You—you ” spluttered Loder.

It looked for a2 moment as if he would
cofmmit assault and battery upon the sy
pathetic proprietor. But hie refrained, a
stamped out- of the garage.

“There’s pothing for it but to walk!® he
muttered. “Fiiteen miles, by Jove! And I
feel fagged out already!”

In the April twilight the prefeet staried
on his gigantic task. He set off a a long
loping stride, but after a mile or two the
pace hegan to tell, and Loder slowe
considerably.

On and on he went, and-dusk des:
a pall over the range of fields which
on either side of him,

The walk would have taken the

is

sir)” said the
ore

can't be-more
5

stuffing
out of stronger fellows than Leder; and the

ocecasional  cigarette which he smoked
hindered ratber than helped his progress.
1t was quite dark now, and the black clouds
overhead portended a storm.
Loder gritted his teeth,
tiirrough the might.
Then, with almost
hailstorm descende
space of time the
drenched to the skin.
“Confound it!” he muttered.
under cover somewhere!”
But there was no shelter of any sort fo
be seen—no friendly barn, no farmhouse,
nothing but a dreary waste of countryside.
The bhail ceased as suddenly as it
begun; but it was foliowed by flerce gi
of wind, which buifeted- the prefect's tace
and almost took his breath away. -
Loder was bitterly regretting his excursion
to Burchester. The only thing which gave
him consolaticn was the hope that Harry
Wharton & Co. were also exposed to the
storm. =

and strode on

“T must ges

=d
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" Bless my soul!’” ejacuiated Mr. Prout.

“it is
his feet.

ioder !
{See this page.)

What are you doing hers

2?7 Lsder lottsred to

Had Loder but known it, however, the Re-
_movites were tucked up safe and sound in
bed.

It was nearly eleven o'clock when the
lights of Courtfield caige in sight.

Loder felt that he could not go a step
farther. He was utterly done up. g
* On the brow of a hill, just outside Court-
field, was a rustic seat. The prefect threw
himself on it, and he might have remained
there indefinitely had not Mr. Prout, of
Greyfriars, happened to pass on- his motor-
cycle. :

The master of the Fifth slowed up on
catching sight of the huddled figure on the
seat. 8
“Why bless my soul!” he ejaculated. “1t
is Loder! What are you doing here?”

Loder tottered to his feet, and explained

that he had tramped all the way Irom
Burchester.

“And you are wet throught!” said Mr.
Prout. “Dear me! This is terrible!

‘ortunately, my side-car is available.
et in, Loder!”

In the ordinary way, Loder would never
Lave dreamed of risking life and limb by
iling in Mr. Prout’s side-car. -Baut it
only chance ©f getting back to school
1t night, and he jumped at it,

8 had Loder covered his knees with
when the motor-cycle bounded for-

a live thing. It passed through
in a flash, and Loder was obliged
n for dear life.
fuck than anything else, Mr, Prout
» convey his human cavgo to the
out mishap.

d not even thank his
ut of the side-car.
irited for words

Pray

benefactor
He was too

wet
Mr.

““1 should advise you to remove your
garments without delay, Loder,” said
Prout.

The prefect nodded without speaking,
staggered into the building.

And when Harry Wharton & (o. heard
rext morning of Loder's misadventures, they
ne and all agreed that it served him right!

and

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Rivals for the Captaincy !
FTER - breakfast — a . “high-jennick ”
_ breakfast,” as Billy Bunter would
have called it — the following
announcement was posted on the
school notice-board:

“NOTICE!
. George Wingate having been deprived of
the captainey of the school, his successor will
be elected by ballot © on Saturday next.
Every boy in the school will be entitled to

vote,
Prospective candidates are requested to
aflix their names to this announcement

without delay.
(Signed) IL. H. LOCKE,
Headmaster.”

The Famous Five were among the iirst to
read this notice.

“I'm willing to wager a bag of dough-
auts,” said Bob Cherry, “that the first name
on the list of prospective candidates will be
Loder's!” ==

“No fakers!"™ growled Johnny
“Tyerybody knows that Loder wou
soul to become skip <

“Then it's oo du

Bull.

said Harry Wharton,
doesn’t get a look-in!”

“Hear, hLear!”

“I'd rather vote for Coker of
than for Loder,” said Nugent.
chump, but he’s not a cad!”

Whilst the juniors  were speaking, Loder
himself stepped up to the notice-board. He
perused the Head’s announcement, and then,

“to see that Loder

“Coker's a

-producing a fountain-pen from his pocket, he

signed his name with a flourish.

“What hopes?” murmured Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

Loder scowled at the Famous Five.

“You cheeky young cubs will be kept in
vour places when I'm captain of Greyfriars!”
he - said. :

“When!” chuckled Nugent.

And Johnny Bull started humming:

s = s

“When I am the skipper
'll cluek like a broody lien;
When I am the skipper,
When, when, when; when, when!”?

“Ha, ha, hat?

Loder made a sudden stride towards Johnny
Bull, with the intention of cuffing him; but
at that iwoment- Walker of the Sixth came
up, and Loder knew better than to resort to
bullying in Walker’s presence. Time was
when Walker himself had been a bit of a
bully, as well as a pal of Loder’s. But that
time was past, and Walker was a different
fellow now. = :

Loder strode away, and Walkér eame up to
the notice-board. 5

“Going to have a shot at the eaptainey,
Walker?” asked Harry Wharton.

“1 don't kunow.”

THE PENNY POPULAR.—No, 6L
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“You don't mean to say you're going to give
Loder a clear field?” ejaculated Bob Cherry.
Walker grinned.

“You can set your mind at rest,” he said.
“Loder will never prance off w;th the cap-9
tainey. 11‘exe are plenty more candidates
goming along.”

“Weonder if Coker minor will stand?” said
Nugent.

Shou!dn’t he surprised,” said Walker,
“Bub the question is, will the fellows stand
Coker minor?” :

“Hay ha, hat®

R x;zxuah Coker, the younger brother of the
eat- Horace, had been placed in the Sixth
virtue of his scholastic ability, and it
nould have been quite permissible for him to
add his name to the list of prospeetive candi-
dates. But Harry Wharton & Co. shuddered
as they pictured the destinies of Greyfriars
being controlled by Reggie Coker!

ter a good deal of hesitation Walker
pl,u\d his signature beneath that of Loder.

“Bravo!” said Harry Wharton, “We'll
undertake to back you up, W alker, provided
nobody better comes along.

Walker scowled at this doubtful. compli-
ment, and walked away.

The Famous Five dispersed, teo, and when
they looked at ths notice-board again, after
morning lessors, they found that a whole
batch of names ‘had been added to the list.

“Coker minor hasn’t come up to the
serateh,” remarked Johnny. Bull

“He’s got sense enough to realise that he
woulin’t stand an earthly,” said Wharton.

The complete list of candidates for the
saptainey was as follows:

“GERALD LODER,
JAMES WALKER,

TOM NORTH,
LAWRENCE FAULKNER,®
VINCENT HAMMERSLEY,
PATRICK GWYNNE.”

said Bob

“Gwynne's our man!” Cherry
heartily.

“Yes, rather!”

“T didn’t think he’'d stand, out of wmpathw
wth ngdtc ” said Wharton.

“I expect *Wingate pressed him to," said
Nugent. “After all, he’s Wingate's right-
hand man, zud hed make a ruttl\ng good
aklpper’

= So would Faulkner and Hamme 1‘::]6\, said
Johnny Bull. “But Gwynne’s casily the best
of the buneh.”

The majority of the' Removites were of the
same way of thinking.

All the decent fellows in the Form—in-
cluding Dennis Carr, Vernon-Smith, Mark
Linley, Peter Todd, Squiff, and Dick Penfold
—decided to vote for Gwynne.

As for the cads of the Remove, they in-
tended to support Loder.

Gwynne stood for law and order; TLoder
stood for lawlessmess. Small wonder, then,
that Skinner & Co. ranged themselves on the
side of the rascally prefect.

Biliy Bunter, when asked for whom he in-
tended to mtg replied that he hadn’t quite
made up his mind.

As a matter of fact, Bunter was waiting
for one of the candidates to offer him a
bribe; and he was likely to wait in vain, so
tar as everybody but Loder was concerned.

Having decided to do all in their power to
support Pat Gwynne, who was Wingate's best
chum, Harry Wharton & Co. got busy with
the ’noduc ion of a special election number
of the “Greyfriars Herald.” They had very
tittle time at their disposal, but they hoped,
by the consumption of much midnight oil, to
;;mduee the special number in a couple of
days.

Football was forgotten in the general ex-
citement, and the Famous Five's spare time
—plus a good deal that was not to spare—
was devoted to writing articles and poems
which had a bedrmv on the election.

At last the “copy” was ready for the
printers, and Harry Wharton eycled over to
Courtfield with it.

Then, in the interval of waiting for the
copies to be printed, the high-spirited juniors
placarded every available portlon of wall-
gpace at Greyfriars with the injunction:

5 “VOTE FOR GWYNNE!

Loder, furious %t seeing a rival candidate’s
aame brought so prominently before the
public eye, detailed 2 number of fags to
tear down the offending placards.

The fags did their best; but every sheet of
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paper they tore down wds replaced immedi-
ately by another, !

One night the whole of the placards were
renic Next morning, a fresh lot secmed
to have sprung up like mushrooms.

The message Yote for Gwynne!” greeted
Loder wherever he went. He compia to
the Head that the walls were being defaced
by mischievous juniers, and Dr. Locke jssued
an order that bill-posting of any sori was
not to be indulged in.

Loder was able to prevent the placarding;
but he was not able to prevent tiie appear-
ance of the special election number of the
“ Greyfriars Herald.” Copies were distributed
throughout the schoo and the “littery
gclilts ? of the Remove had done their work
well,

The cover picture showed an imaginary
scene in Big Hall. The Head was in the act
of conferring the captaincy upon Gwynue.
The senior was depicted on one knee before
Dr, Locke, who was saying:

“Rise, Sir Patrick!”

Loder was also portrmed in the picture.
He was to be seen slinking out of Big Hall,
and scbbing:

“Boo-hoo! I didn’t get a single vote!”

The cover picture was much admired by
Gwynne’s supporters, but Loder’s parasitcs
nearly tore their hair when they saw it.

-Dick Penfold, the poet-laureate of the Re-

ve, had also been busy. A specimen of
:andiwork appeared on the first page:

“If you wish to do the right,
Vote for Gwynne!
Back him up with all your might,
Vote for Gwynne!l
He’s 2 sportsman, true and famous,
And his rule will never shame us;
Do not be an ignoramus—
Yote for Gwynne!”

verse
ceowd

Loder scowled when he read that
in the privacy of his study. But his
became blacker when he read on:

“If you wish to play the fool,

Vote for Loder!

Biggest cad in all the school—
Vote for Loder!

If you want to risk disaster,

If you want your nose in plaster,

If you want a Hun for master—
Yote for Loder!”

“The cheeky young villains!” snarled Loder,
clenching bis fiste. “I'l} 101]v soon get this
trashy rag suppressed!”

And Loder strode away to the Head's study
with a scowling brow and a copy of the
special election number.

“Well, Loder,” said Dr. Locke, rather im-
patwntlv, ‘what is it this time?”

“I bhave a complaint to bring before you,
sir- 2

= Yorx seem always to be making complaints,
Loder"'

“Just look ab tlna, sir!” said the angry
prefect.

And he handed the
“Greyfriars Herald.

The Head tried hard not to smile as he
glanced at the cover picture, but his efforts
failed lamentably. He mnot only smiled;
he laughed ontright.

“Ha, ha! This is very good fun, Loder!”

“Fun, sir!” almost shouted the prefect.
“Look at this apology for a poem!™

Pr. Locke ran his eye over Dick Penfold’s
perpetration.

“T ean well understand, Loder,” he said at
length, “that the sentiments expressed in
these verses do not please you.”

“I'm referred to as the biggest cad in all
the school, sir!” snarled Loder.

“Quite so. That . ig certainly a strong
statement to make. At the same time, the
juniors- responsible for this production are
entitled to express their opinions in its pages,
grovided they do not carry the thing toe
ar.

“They’ve carried it too far in this case, sir!?

“T am sorry I cannot agree with you, Loder.
You must make due allowance for the ex-
citement under which these boys lahoured
at the tinge they went to press. They merely
wish to emphasise the suitability of Gwynne
for the ecaptaincy, and the unsuitability of
yourself. You must not take their written
comments too seriously, Loder. I am sur-
prised that you should come and complain
to me in this way.”

“Aren’t you goiug, to pumah the imperti-
nent young raseals, &ir?”

'Ihe Head frowned.

o not regard Wharton and his assist-
:Loder!” he said

over the copy of

ants

rascals,
sharply.

young

Loder clenched his Imn

“1 demand the i
paper, sir!” he said.

The word *“dcmand
Had Loder zaid “reg
Lave gained his point.
waved him from the st

“You have no rig
your headmaster, Lud<r
the suppression of a p
nothing but harmless fun

“ But, sir—~

“That is all, Loder. Kir
study i

Angd Loder, choking baek his

As he crossed the Close, a %ef
by a score of high-spirited Remos
his ears:

“3f you want to risk
if you want your ne
If you want a Hun

Vote for Loder!™

THE FiIFTH CHAPTER.
A Blow for Qreyfriars.

LECTICN DAY!
E Harry Wharton & Co. tum

amid scenes of unpreccdente
ment,

Every fellow at Greyfriars took a2 str
interest in the election  upon which =0 me
depended.

Even Lord Mauleverer, who was !hy:._
hored stiffl by elections and similar funct 5
was heard to say thab he nnped «-rd t;wvn 2
would get in. And “old Gwynne” sto d
excellent chance, for. his supporters eouls
recmm»d by the dozen.

t would be no runaway-victory fer Gwyns
hum*wr for North, Faulkner, and Hamme
iey were great fdvountes with the feilow
the Upper Forms.

As for Loder, who was prepared -to mo
heaven and earth fo secure the captaincy.
he had a very poor backing. Hardly anybody
in his own ¥orm intended to vote for
and the Fifth, the Upper Fourth, the
and the fag fx‘\tdmty were openiy ho
{o him. The only support the unpopular pre-
fect was likely to receive was that extendc
by Skinner & Co. of the Remove,

Loder did his utmost to obtain votes. He
nodded eivilly to fellows who, in the ordinary
zay, e would eitlier have bullied or ignored.
so held a celebration in his study
i all and sundry. 5
who arrived were Skinner & Co. and Eilly
Bunter,

As the time of the election drew near Loder
realised that his chanceés of ctcppu’g into
Wingate's shoes were extremely remote.

The cad of the Sixth tried to devise soms
scheme whereby he could outwit the riv
candidates. But, try as be would, he could
not get a suffic inntly good hrain-wave,

All through the d ay Loder heard shouts of
“Vote I”r Gwynne!” varied occasionally by
for Faulkner!” or “Vote for
Not onee did he hear the threc
would have fallen like music
“Vote for Loder!”

on his ears: :
The election was due to take place in Big
Hall at =even o’clock.

Shortly before that tine Loder'went along
to the Hall

His entry was greeted with hoots and
hisses.

Hverybody knew that Loder had helped to
bring about Wingate's downiall, and all the
decent fellows regarded the, biack sheep
of the Sixth with scorn-and loathing.
“Loder’s a rank outsider!” deelared Beb

Cherry. “And we're not going to et 2 ravk
outsider hoss the show. are we?”
“No, rather not !’ came in a chorus fron

the” Removites.

Harry Wharton mounted a form.

“Gentlemen——" hec began.

There were mingled cries of “Hear, hear!”?
and “Dry up, Wharton!”

The captain of the Reniove surveyed ihe
sea of excited faces,

“Those who haven't yet made up their
minds who to vote for still have five minutes
to. decide!” he exclaimed. “I don't want
to influence your decisions in anay way. 1
merely wish to urge you, one and all, to give
your votes to—"

“Gerald Loder!” said Skinner,

“Hear, hear!” roared Bolsover majof,

There was a chorus 6f protest at once—not
only from the Removites, but from fellows in
other Forms. :

“Turn those cads outl”

“8it on them!”

““Suffocate themi”

“Pulverise them!”
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kinner and Boho‘el began to feel heartily
%rry that they had spoken They found
themselves surrounded by a hostile crowd,
which included Coker & Co. of the Fifth and
Temple & Co. of the Upper Fourth.

“Where are these worms who are gmnrr to
vote for Loder?” demanded Coker aggressively,
“Let me get at them!”

“Hold on!” panted Skinner. “We were onl\
joking, weren’t we, Bolsover, old man? Of
course, we shouldn’t dream of voting for
Loder !

But Skinner's voice was drowned in the
uproar, ;

“QOrder, 1‘1ercf~or'icr.‘, shouted secteral of
the prefects.

But their voi':es, too,
commotion tha followed.

There was a big movement on foot to (‘JbC’[
all Loder’s suppo"tcrs from ‘Big Hail:

Unfortunately, Coker & Co. were not quite
sure which were Loder’s supporters and which
were not. Consequently they madc the
Immense mistake of attacking certain fellows
who were loyal followers of Gwynne.

A free fight was soon in progress, and the
scene resembled & i gigantic Ruby scrum.

Mr. Prout had been dué to arrive at seven
o'clack to preside at the election. Unfortun-
ately, however, thie master of the Fifth was
many miles away at the time, his motor-
bicycle havi ing been badly punctured.

With no mastep. present to check the dis-
turbance, and with the prefects powerless, the
hf:ht mrnd fast and furious. 5

“Take that!” shouted Dick Russ , abming
a terrific blow at Coker's rather prominent
nose.  “I'll teach you to accusze me of backing
up Loder!”

Coker went down with a crash; but Potter
and Greene sprang forward to ‘wmge him,
and the din which followed was indeseribable.

Rewmovites and Fifth-Formers rolled on the
floor together, and the fags joined in for the
l"n of the thing.

‘The election will never come of at this
Jt& * remarked Gwynne.
p it, you mad young
roaved Faulkner.
You might as well shout to a brick wall.
old man, fer all the wnetice they’ll take!”
said Wingate. “They'll come to their senses
when Prout arrives, and not before!”

‘But the minutes passed; the battle “in-
creased- in vnolome, and the master of the
Pifth failed to put in an appeararce.

When the pandemonium was at its height
Loder of the Sixth slipped out of Big Hall
and made his way to the Head's mud\
Nobody saw him go.

“What is it, Loder?” asked Dr. Locke, as
the preieet came in rather breathless!

“1 am afraid, sir,” said Leder, tryi
speak calmly, “that the captain of the school

were lost =in the

hoolizans—stop

will bave to be .1[1:01'\&(1 by some other
means than an election.”
“Bless my soul! Would you be good enough

to make yourself clear, Loder?”

“The school has got cut of hand, siv. At
the Dpres eny moment tlere's a free Aght going
cu in Big Hall.”

“Good gracious! Can it be pos
Mr. Prout is unable to preserve order?

“Mr. Prout hasn't arrived, sir.. And the
young rascals in the Remove are fighting like
wild eats. It was they who otarted the
disturbance.”

The Head rose to his feet.

“I will come and stop this unseemly bram«
ing at once!” hLe said.

As Dr. Locke and the‘prefect crossed the
Close together Loder ventured {o say:

le that

“I don't think an electicn by ballot will
prove at -all satisfactory, sir.”

“Why not, Loder?”

“Because the majority of the {fellows—-

especlally those in the lower Forms—are not
n g posmou to judge who would make the
better captain. I think the new captain ought
to be selected by you, sir, or by a committee
of masters.”

Dr. Locke made no reply. He was
pressed, however, by Loder's views.

A~ deafening clamour greeted the Head's
ears as he approached Big Hall. No sooner
did be set foot in the wvast room, however.
than the din died away as if by magic.

The combatants sorted themselves out, and
stood b]mkmg sheepishly at the Head,

“Boys!” said Dr. Locke sternly.  “I am
amazed and disgusted to find that you are
incapable of hoidmtr an election without all
1rseplay ! Wmffatﬂ' Gwynne! Faulkner!
are all prcfect Wiy did you not quell
upxoa.r? £
at's  easier
red Wingate.

im-

said * than done, sir,”

The Head frowned,

“Do not be impertinent, Wingate! TYou
should have taken measures to prevent this
disturbance. T can clearly see that it was a
mistake to allow the boys to elect their own
captain.”

Silence followed,
from Coker of the Fitth, who was very much
the worse for wear,

After & pause the Head announced:

“1 shall take no action in this matter,
except to cancel the election. The new
captain will be nominated this evening by me,
The school will now dismiss!”

The majority of the fellows were acutely
disappointed as they streamed out of Big
Hall. They had wanted the satisfaction of
choosing their own skipper, but, thanks to
Loder’s cunning, that privilege was denied
them.

“Let’s hope the Head's wise in his old
age, and selects Gwynne,” siaid Johnny Bull.

*“Yes, rather!”

“But suppeosing
l)eunis Garr:_

“He's not likely to do that, unless he's got
bats in his belfry was Bob Cherry's com-
ment. el

The juniors—and, indeed, the whole school—
waited impatiently for the Head to announce

he chooses Loder?" said

_his decision,

That evening the Head interviewed the
whole of the candidates for the captaincy.
He sent for them jn turn, and it was Gwynne
who received the first summons,

“I will not detain you a moment,
Gwynne,” said Dr. Locke. “I merely wish to
ask yon a question. Should I decide to
appoint you captain of Greyfriars, will you
give me an undertaking that you will sup-
port the new food regulations introduced by
Sir Hilton Popper?”

Gwynne’s answer
point.

“No, sir!”

The Head raised his eyebrows.

“You do not approve of the mew hy
food. Gwynne?” 3 5

hrief and to the

was

gienic

"No sir,” said Gwynne again.
“Yery well, Gwynne. Tlnt is all T wished
to ask you.”

Faulkner was the next to be :ent for, and
lte returned the same answer as Gwynne,
but with less bluntness,

“I'm sorry, sir,” he said, “but I really
couldn’t see my way to back up the new
food regulations.”

North and Hammersley and Walker,
questioned in turn by the Head, gave the
same answer as—Gwynne and Faulkner had
done. They were sorry; they had no wish to
he dhrecpeufm but they really couldn’t
tolerate the new hygienic food.”

Loder was the last candidate to be
interviewed. > 2

“I desire to ask you, Loder,” said the Head,
rather wearily, “if, in the event of your
beiug appoint ed to the captainey, you would
he prepared to support the new food
regulations ¥

“1'd support them with all my might, sir!”

The Head looked up quickly. He had
expected Loder's answer to be couched in the
sane terms as those of the other prefects.

“Do you like the new food, Loder?”

“I think it's splendid, sir{” said Loder,
who really thought nothing of the sort.

After a long pause, during which he re-
flected with his head resting in his hands.
])r Locke looked up.

“I have declded, Loder, after careful con-
sideration, to appomt you captain of the
school - in succession to Wingate."

Loder's eyes gleamed.

His ambition was attained at last! He
ecould hardly speak, so powerful was his
elation. 2

“You will take up your duties at onece,”
continued the Head, “and I will announce my
decision to the whole school this evening.”

Two hours later Dr. Locke summoned a
eeneral assembly. 2

“Now we shall know who is going to be
skipper,” said Bob Cherry. “Anybody pre-
pared to make a wager on the subject?”

“Gwynne will get the job, without 2
doubt,” said Wharton.

“I rather think it will be Faulkner,”
Vernon-Smith.

*I'm willing to wager,”

said

said Ogilvy, “that

the mew - skipper will be either Gwynne,
Faulkner, Ngrth. or Mammersley.”

“Ha, ha, hal’

No t(uers’ said Denniz Carr, langhing.
“You'd be in to win!

But there in ztore for the

et
Remove, and, indeed. ior all Greyiriovs,

broken only by a grean |

y

itto Big Hall, and he did
not ke hool leng in suspense.

“I bave interviewed the various cann(lates
tor the captaincy,” he announced, “and, as
a result of those interviews, I have decided
to appoint Gerald—-"

“Gwynne’s  Clristian
muttered Wharton.

have decided to up

to be captain of Gre;

“Oh, crumbs!”

A deep groan followed
ment., 5

Loder himsell was fiushed and trivm
but the rest of the fellows lcoke
wrathful. -

The groaning
cried “Shame!”

“8ilence!” thundered the Head. “How dare
you presume to quarrel with my decision? i
have acted in the schooi’s interests, and
I feel confident that Loder will justify Eiih]
selection.”

The groaning cea

The Head swept
e

’:S
<—r

naine isn’t Qerald!™

int Gerald Loder

the Head's annétinece:

and

continued ; somebody

Lut the black lcoks

of the majorlh of fellows did mnot
dlsa.)pe‘u‘

“The school will now iss,”” said the
Head. :

There was a great deal of cxeited and
wrathful discugsion as the fellows streamed
cut of Big Hall,

In appomtmg‘; Todor
Wingate's stead Dr.
veritable bombshell.

Harry Wharton & Co. could not get over
it. They decided that the Head must have
experienced a mental lapse.

“Loder—the worst feliow
none!” ejaculated Nugent.

“And he’s been appointed captain of Grey-
friars!” gasped Bob Cherry.

“It's a shamel” -

“We won't stand it!”

“No jolly fear!”

“We won't be bossed h' a rank outsider!”
declared Dennis Carr. “‘Leder will have to
resign, or there will be trouble!”

“Pass along there, you kids!” rapped out
Loder, coming on the i

“He thinks he’s a
~said Johnny Buli.

to tie - captainey in
wocke had exploded a

in the sehool har

nol sonstable now!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” =
“Take a hundred lines for impertinence,
Bull "

“Oh, ‘make it a bhillion!” sajd Johnny
indifferently.

And there was a fresh burst-of laughter,
“Now that I'm ld]’)tdl‘l of Greyirviars,' said
Loder, “I mean to keep you in your places!
You lnd an easy time under Wingate, but
vouw'll feel the drauglit now. I mean to stand
no nonsense! (¢t a move on, you kids!
loa re blecking up the passage!”
‘And we'll block ‘up your eye, if you're not
jolly careful!” muttered Bob Cherry

Fortunately, Loder did not hear Bob's
remark.

The juniors moved on, but they continucd
?o give vent to their feelings.

“Dashed if 1 know what Greyfriars is
coming to!” said Vernon-Smith. “First they
foist the new grub on us, and then they
appoint Loder captain. The next item on
th-e programme wi!l be a rebellion!”

“Hear, hear!” said Peter Todd. “We won't
stand much more of this sort of thing!”

When the new captain of Greyfriars saw
lights out in the Remove dormitory that
evening, he made himself .noxe objectionable
than ever.

“I'm going to search the dormitory!” he
announced, :

“What on earth for?” ejzculated Wharton.

“To make sure hmt t kids haven't been
defying orders, aml mm'.';:lmy geub into the
school.”

“Search  a sadd
temptuonsiy. But I
advance that youll be unlucky.’

And s0 it proved. Loder (znqad\ed the
dormitory from end to end, hut he failed to
find any trace of food. ~Having extinguished
the lights, he withdrew, and a loud hiss
followed him.

The new captain was decidedly nnpopular.
And the only person wheo congratulated
{terald Loder en th ‘homnm‘ whieh had been
bestowed upon him we ald Loder himself!

The cad of the Snth was convineced in his
own mind that he would make a much better
captain than Wingate.

Time will show!

]"cnm:. Carr
might ‘rpll you

con-
in

THE
(Another grand long story of Hzmy
Wharton & Co. next weslk, entitled: “ THE

SCHOO
EARLY )

AGAINST HIM!" Order your copy
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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.

meets a slim, red-beaded American, Alec

Micky Denver, an orphan lad, Is an acrobat in Beauman’s Gigantic
Circus. One night, in Liverpool, he is accused unjustly by fhe hullying
proprictor of having stolen a gold watch. Micky is arrested, but escapes
to the river-front and stows away on a tramp-steamer. In New York
Harbour Micky gets through an open port and swims ashore. There ha
P. Figg, who is also anxious
to get out West. With him Micky  jumps ”’ the * Chicago Flyer,” and
by stages they beat their *way to Kansas City. Figg, known as Smart
Alec, is one of the most expert cracksmen on the continent, and he
attemnts to crack the hotel safe. Micky frustrates him, and makss the
rest of his way to Los Angeles alone. Once in the city he loses no time
in trying to get taken on at the cinema studios, but without success. One

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Floyd Unwin, the B
before the cameras.

“haplin studios,

worth’s cinema company.
roadworth star, is to perform a death-de:
% He is to rids a mobor-cycle over a hi i
sea, but the opium habit, to which the star is addict
his nerye, and he is unable to do the stunt.
and is ignominiously fired out of the company. 1
Micky leaps on the motor-cyele, and performs the stunt
dashing over the edge of the Cliff into the sea.
contracl to appear in one photo-play production.
invitation from Mrs. Chaplin, whom he has met once before, ta
b Po his surprise,
Big Four of Filimland—Mary Pickford, Ch

E

The film company goes on location.

He ins

zing
Afterwards, he i
i Micky ree
he finds that there are pi
C ie Chaplin, DLon.

day hé visits Santa Monica, on the coast, and there he rescues Mary
Maidstone from the surf. In consequence, Micky is given a job as
agsistant t0 Buddy Gaylord, the property-man, in the great K. N. Broad-

banks, and D. W. Griffith, the great producer
{Now read on.)

Chappie Among the Film Stars !
<« HE three men, Chapliy, Griffith, and
Douglas Fairbanks, were anxious to
learn something of the past history
of the English lad who had so quickly
risen in their profession, but it’was only the
tacttul and sympathetic questioning of Mrs.
Chaplin and Mary Pickiord™ that induced
Micky to talk about himself. =

All had heard of the youngster’s amazing
dive over the cliffs on the motor-cyele, which
had been the direct factor in enabling him to
secure his now exalted position, and perhaps it
was to aveid discussion of this that Micky
chatted about his old life -at howe in the
travelling circus.

Thie Big Four and Mrys. Chaplin listened
attentively, All were impressed by the lad’s
frankness and modesty, and, although Micky
gave the matter no thought, they conceived
«n excellent impression of bim on account of
his deportment.

As tea was being cleared away Mrs. Chaplin
1escued two or three cakes and some pieces of
loaf-sugar for Chappie, who had been sitting
quietly by, quite unconscious of the distin-

vuished nature of the society in which he

found himself. = =
“Will he sit up and heg if T tell him to?”
ked Mrs. Chaplin, ag Chappie cocked his eye
at the dainties in her hand.

“Try him!” answered Mick

“1 will. What's his name?”

“ghappie.” Micky turned to Charlie Chaplin.
“He’s named after you, you know, sir.”

“Is he, by jingo?” cried the great film star,
{iooking with fresh interest at the little terrier.
*“ Would it surprise you, Micky if I were to tell
1ou that years ago in England about the time
when I was taking a part in Fred Karno's
“Mumming Bivds’ on the musie-halls I got
the notion for my waggle-walk by watching
the eurious walk of a small mongrel dog?”

“I don’t think it would, sir,” said Micky.
“But would it surprise vou if I told you that
(‘im.ppie can imitate your waggle-walk to a
e e

The cinema stars and the great producer
all looked at Micky as though they suspected
a4 joke somewhere.

“0Oh, I mean it,” said Micky, noticing their
amused glances. *“But I’ll tell you all about
it. Years ago I found Chappie, 2 half-frozen
stray, outside the big tent of Beauman's
Cireus. He was only a small pup then, and
be hadn’'t any good looks to boast of in those
days. All wet and covered in mud, I took
him to the caravan I was living in, and gave
him a geod warming before the stove and a
feed. We grew to be great pals. I spent any
amount of time on his education, hut he’s
repaid every minute of it.”

_ Micky paused, feeling as though he were
_ horing the party, but, secing the interest on
the faces ahout him, he was encouraged to
proceed.
- THE PENXY POLULAR.—No, 64.

with a laugh.

“I taught him all the usnal tricks,” he went
on, “and he was as quick as lightning in pick-
ing ‘em up. Well, I used.to go to the picture-
palaces whenever I had a few coppers to
spare, and it was in one of them that I first
met, Mr. Charlie Chaplin here.””

A good-humoured smile lighted the faces of
the film folk at the naivete of the young
English lad. As for Micky, he was delighted
to have such a sympathetic audience for the
topics he best loved to talk about—his dog
and the einema.

“That night at the picture-palace I nearly
died laughing, and so did my old pal, Clancy
the Clown. I went straight back to where my
little dog was lying in his kennel under the
caravan, and tried to teach lLim Mr. Charlie
Chaplin’s walk. Tt took lots of patience, and
it was several months before he could do the
waggle-walk properly, but in the end he did
it—he did it!”

Micky’s eyes were flashing as he called to
wind the thrill he received when, as the
reward for his houndless patience, he saw
Chappie de the walk in perfect imitation of
the one and enly Charlie.

“That night I changed his name from Gyp
to Chappie—short for Chaplin, you knaw—and
old Clancy and I christened him with half a
pint of milk. We sprinkled a few drops over
his ears, and with the rest we let him drink
the health of his famous namesake.”

“Well, T never!” cried Chaplin, laughing
heartily. “I suppose, then, I'm a sort of god-
father to him—eh? If so, 1 think I’ve the
right {o see his performance of what is called
the * Chaplin walk.” ” :

“Right-ho, you shall, sir!™*
“T'lIl put him through his paces.”

Mrs. Chaplin and Mary Pickford rose from
their seats, and the men of the party followed
suit.

Charlie Chaplin donned his little howler-hat,
ciutched bis walking-stick, and ran a few steps
in the manner known to every picture-goer.

said Micky.

The rest of the cinema folk smiled broadly

at the effervesent spirits of the prince of
film stars, and Micky roared with laughter
as he saw the famous waggle-walk performed
precisely as he had seen it so often upon the
silver sereen.

But a hearty laugh burst from all present,
including the great Charlie himself, as they
caught sight of the expression on Chappie’s
face. 1If ever a little dog showed-a sense of
superiority over a human being, Chappie- did
at that moment.

He sat and watehed Chaplin with sueh a
look of contempt on his sharp little face
that it was clear that, had he been able to
speak, he would hav; summed up the per-
formance in but one ‘word, “Rotten!”

Charlie Chaplin stooped, and patted the
terrier’s wiry coat. :

“8o you think you can do:beiter, old man—
eh‘?”‘ he laughed. “Well, I'm waiting to see
youl”

Micky gave a low whistle, and
sprang up expectantly,

The cinema people stepped hack aw
the little dog plenty of space in which to
perform his tricks.

Then Micky snapped his fingers.

“TUp, Chappie!” 2

The Iittle mongrel raised himsclf on his
hind legs.

“Walk., Chappi

A breath of approhation had escaped the
onlcokers when Chappie stood on his
legs, but it turned to a murmur of disapp
ment a moment later as the dog droprp
down on all fours again.

Micky flushed hotly with
chagrin. For the first tim
long ago, when he and Cla
the lit{le terrier in honour of his p
of the Chaplin waggle-walk, (
failed to respond to the order.

It was a bitter disappointment to the
that Chappie should have reae
minating point of his rceent acts of
obedience by refusing to obey before the
distinguished audience he had ever bad.
Micky looked hard at the dog in an efic
to discover some reacon for his apathy.

Chappie’s head was turned on one
one ear was down, and the other ecox
straight up in the air: his eyes were
appealingly in the direction of Mrs, Chapl

In the hand of the film actress were
cakes and pieces of sugar she had r
and Chappie’s thoughts were entirely centred
o1 these daigties. :

At the Broadworth studios Mary Maidstone
Reggie Eton, Jefi Romery, and many othe
had given him cookies and candies withou
even requiring him to sit up and beg. W
therefore, should he have to show ali t
strangers the corréct way to do the w
walk ‘before getting the BSugar and e:
which were held out so enticingly befare
hi It was not good enaugh.

Micky broke into a hearty laugh.

“T can read his thoughts like a book!® He
walked across to Mrs Chaplin. “Please let
me take charge of that sugar,” h¢ sald, “I'm
afraid his friends at the Broadworth Studics
have been spoiling him.”’

Micky took the dainties, and held his finger
up to Chappie, who, seeing his young master's
action, sat up and bhegged appealingly,

“Now, listen to me, Chappie!” satd Micky
seriously, wagging his finger hefore the nose
of the little dog. *If vou do the Chaplin
walk properly, you shall have these: if not,
you won’t get anything! D'you understand”>

Chappie drepped on all fours, and Fave a
resounding bazk. e e

“TUp, Chappiet!”

Without hesitation Chappie raised himself
on his hind legs.

“Watk, Chappiei”

By this time Chapple was anly foe anmy
to do his clever trick to the best of
ability, for he knew instinctively that
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The large window cpining on to the garden was raised half-way from t
- face of Alsc . Figg, the cracksman !

he bottom, and peering in was the fean, svil
{8es page 11.)

couple of cakes and zowme fine large picces of
loaf-sugar hung in the balance.

He ran along a few paces towards the tea-
table with his Lind feet turned out. *His
back was turned towards the little group of

famous cinema folk, “and” the sight was
comical in the extreme.
A loud roar of laughter broke simul-

taneously from all beholders.

Encouraged by the sound, Chappie put on a
spurt. Then he made a sharp turn round the
table-leg, hopping on his left foot, and swing-
ing the right clear of the ground.

A roar of applause greeted the fine per-
formatice, the best he had ever given, as
Chappie dropped to all fours, and hastened
across to his young master. The next few
seconds he spent in catching eakes and pieces
of sugar with practised dexterity.

“Well, what' did you think of it?” asked
Micky turning and faeing the cinema people.

1t was Charlie Chaplin who was first able
to conquer his laughter sufficiently to be able
to reply.

“1% wag great—absolutely great!”
“1 ‘wouldn't have believed.it po

lLe cried.
ible for a

.dog to have been trained to do that waggle—

walk as he did it unless I'd seen i
before my own eyes! Ha, ha, ha!”

Mrs. Chaplin and Mary Pickford, both great
lovers of animals, ook charge of Chappie as
scon as the little dog had finished his Sugar,
and proceeded to spoil him further by making
a tremendous fuss of him. Unlike his master,
Chappie was not a bit shy with the ladies, and
he licked their hands, wagged his tail, and
showed ~generally that he was thoroughly
enjoying himself,

The great film-producer, Mr. Griffith;
strolled over and took Micky by the lapel
of his coat.

“8ay, do you realise, Iad,” he said, “that
youe a small gold-mine in that dog? Has
be ever done any work for the screen?”

“A little, sir,” replied Micky: “but he's
never done any ftricks before the camera,
if that’s what you mean.”

Mr. Griffith turned and addressed lhimself
to Charlie Chaplin.

“Yowll miss the chance of a lifetime,
Chapiin.” he said, “if you don’t -fix up a

erformed

contract for this youngster's dog to appear
in some of your future productions.”

“You're right,” answered the world-famous
film star. “There's ample scope for a dog
of his attainments on the sereen. If you'll
give nie the first eall on Chappic's serv 5
Micky, I'll fix up a contract with you later
in the week when I bave gone thoroughly
into the matter with wmembers of my staff.”

Micky was so deliglited at the prospect
¢i Chappie performing for the films under
the distinguished auspices of Charlie Chaplin
himself that he felt little interest in the
monetary arrangemeit.

“I'll bring him alo whenever_it's con-
venient,” he promised; “and as long as you
supply him with a few lumps of sugar hoth
Chappie and T shall be satisfied.”

The wunusual cxperience of

finding in

America anyone not anxious to grab with
a chance of making
amusged

a few more
the three

both han
doliars amazed
famous film men.

Had they not beg
Mieky might have mi:
of adding substantial
increased income
by his open gener
to prove.

Before the litfle party broke np both Mary
Pickford—that most winsome and popular of
all ecinema stars—and Douglas  Fairbanks
invited Micky to drop into their studios
at Hollywood when he happened along that
way. And it was with no little feeling of
importance that Micky jotted down the two
addresses—the one in Vine Street and the
other in Selma Avenue. He felt himself in
the swim, indeed!

Mary Pickford was the first to take her
departure in her smoothly-gliding limousine
car, and then Douglas Fairbanks and Micky
made their adieus to Mr. and Mrs. Chaplin
and Mr. Griffith.

“Hop into my youngster,” said Fair-
hanks, as they rea the roadway together..
“I'm- passing near Buddy Gaylord’s pilace,
and can easily drop yod there.”

So it was that Micky, with Chappie
snuggled up in his arms, rode home in state
with the film hero he had so: often seen on
the sereens in the Oifd Country—the man

and

of honour
opportunity

who, by sheer daring and cleverness, had
raised for himself the reputation of bei
the greatest stunt actor in the cinema 1
fession !

What an afternoon to describe to
genial Buddy and Mrs. Gaylord!

£

Befors the Camesra!l

HE life ¢f a film star does not consi
of doing half an hour’s work a d

before the cameras and at the emd
of the week drawing a fat cheque,
as so many people seem to imagine,

Micky Denver certainly had no such
iltusions, and, if he had, he would Speedily
have n relieved of them.

On the morning following his visit to the
Chaplin studios he arrived early on the
Broadworth lot for his first day’s work as
a fully-fledged star film actor.

He had looked forward to the morning
work with the keenest of rel but, as
is 50 often the case, the anticipiation was
better than the realisation. As a matter
of fact, Micky had the most trying mornine
lie had ever had at the studios.

In the first place, he had to attend a
sort of conference. App rently Mr. Broa:d
worth- considered it advisable to make soms
alterations in the scepario of the new pro-
duction on account of the fact that Micky
was to fill the part which had been in-
tended for Floyd Unwin, and a considerabls
amount of discussion was the outeome.

The conference was held at the long oak
table in the board-room of the company s
offices, and was attended by every head of a
departinent.

Among the members were Jeff Romery,
chief director, and Buddy Gaylord
property-mane = Others were the se
editor, or continuity writer, as he is more
often called in America, the stage carpenter,
the costumes expert, the chief eamera man,
and the head of the research department.

Bach big film company, it is interesting tn
tote, has ifts own research department and
library of books on architecture and cos
tumes of all periods, Ewmployed in it ave a
number of people all thoroughly versed in
these subjects, who are ‘résponsible for the
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correct details ‘of every photo-play which is
produced.

Thus, whether the scenes are laid in anciend
Babylon or in modern Paris, the setting and
-ostuming are rendered as correct as humanly

hie. <

It was the Broadworth research depart-

ment that once caught Buddy tripping.
Knowing that a letter had to be written
during one of the scenes of a certain photo-
piay of the eighteenth century, the little
property-man laid oubt a quill pen, an ink-
pot, ‘and a sheet of blofting-paper. Then
the ehief of the research department men-
tigned the fact that blotting-paper had not
been discovered at that date, and Buddy
Lad to hunt up some powdered chalk as a
suhstitute.
When the conference was over and a
reral outline of his duties for the next
=ix weeks had been given to him, Micky
was taken in hand by Jeff Romery.

(5 was Jeft’s desire to film an interior
scens that day, and he took Micky into the
studio proper to rehearse him for the part
he was to play. Micky feit nervous and
ayver-anxious, but the chief dircctor knew
that well enough, and exercised the limit
of his tact.

Without a single onlooker being present
he gradually put Micky wise to every detail
ol what was required of him, making him
do the motions of his part time and again,
and registering every facial expression slowly
until the lad had gained more eonfidence.

Afterwards Jeffi assembled other actors
amd aetresses, ineluding Mary Maidstone,
and went through the whole scene about
lralf a dozen more times. =

When he was satisfied at the progress
made he dismissed everybody for the pur-
pose of their being made-up for their parts.

In the luxurious dressing-room near the
studio which used to be Floyd Unwin's an
ert make-up artist prepared Micky for
his first appearance as a principal before
the camera.

Ten minutes later, when the lad locked
in one of the large mirrors which adorned
the spacious dressing-room, he hardly recog-
nised himself. His face was an almost
uniform dull yellow colour, his mouth the
colour of a plum, and his eyebrows picked
out in blue. Then he was handed a yellow
shirt. and a yellow collar to put on.

Micky had seen this eurious #olour scheme
a good many times in the studio, of course,
and Buddy had once given him a more or
less seientific explanation of it.

It is a strange thing that the cinema
camera will not photograph white property.
White invariably appears on the films as
a dull grey, and so everything that should
hie white—such as linen, white-washed walls,

and so forth—must be of a yellow hue.
Then when the films are -developed the
yvellow articles appear a brilliant white.

The' country lass with tlie rosy cheeks
whom you see on the screen had not ruddy
cheeks when she toock her place “ih the
set ”—they were blue! Had they been red
when she appcarcd beforc the cameras her
clieeks would show great hollows when the
film was projected on the screen.

.When Micky returned -to the studio he
found the camera iun position, the camera
men standing by, and Jeff waiting. A
horrible sense of stage-fright seized the lad,
and he felt as though he would sooner per-
form a dozen death-defying feats in the
open than this one interior scene within
the studio walls. 5

It was with a deep breath of relief, then,
that he heard Jeff ordering yet another re-
hearsal: This the astute director did en-
tirely for Micky's sake, and as it proceeded
the lad regained most of the confidenee in
himself.

The- luncheon-hour had long passed before
Zeff announced that the actual filming would
take place. >

“Take your places in the sct, ladies and
gentiemen,” he requested.

“The set,” in this instance, consisted of the
interior of a log cahin—that is, three sides
of one. The set was built of real logs, for,
unlike a scene for the stage of a theatre, it
cannot be made of painted canvas.

When all wag ready Jeff gave a sharp order,
and a row of arc-lamps sizzled forth into
dazzling bluish-white light.

The Breadworth studios were so fitted that
either daylight or the are-lamps eould be used
for the filming of interiors, but usually, when
a “elese-up ” was to be made during the scene,
the latter were utilised. 7

Upon the order, “ Action !
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licky began the

movements which the director had so pains-
takingly tanght him during the morning.

Then Jeff Romery turned to the camera-
men, and gave the command, “Shoot!” and
next moment the young film aector heard the
clicking of the machine, which he knew was
recording his every action for the einema
screen.

The Broadworth director always insisted on
the actors and actresses speaking words and
sentences when working before the camera,
and, although Micky had learnt no actual
part to speak, he entered heart and soul into
the spirit of the scene, and talked and acted
in a very natural manner,

Two converging tape lines fad been carried
across thie floor of the set for his benefit, and
Jeli had been very partieular in warning him
that he was to keep between them, and on no
account to stray outside the marked avea.
To do so would be to move “out of the set "—
that is, out of the picture altogether.

His real trial took place when he had to
accompany Mary Maidstone, the star actress
of the Broadworth company, to the narrow
area six feet from the camera for a
“close-yp.”

On either side of the camera were placed
two powerful arc-lamps, and the terrifie glare
and heat from these almost blinded and
scorched the lad Mary Maidstone was experi-
enced in “close-ups,” and took the gruelling
as a matter of course, and Micky had
sufficient heroism in his nature to go throngh
the ordeal without wineing or doing anything
which might necessitate a retake of the film.

Joily ¢lad was be, however, when he heard
Jelf’'s order to “cut ¥ and the camera men
ceased to revolve the handles of their
machine whose searching eye missed nothing,
good or bad.

Micky staggered back to his dressing-room
with a gasp of relief, and the perapiration
streaming down over his yellow grease-paint.
As he washed the muck from his face with
olive-oil and doffed his yellow shirt and collar
he almost wished he had chosen some casier
way of earning a living than acting for the
films!

He thought so even more when he met Jeff
Romery on his way from the company’s lot.

“That was dandy work you did this morn-
ing; Micky!” said the director; *“but that
galoot Mallaw, who played the part of the
private detective, spoiled the whole shooting-
match! Mallow never can act worth a whoop
without musi¢! T'm going to serap all the
footage taken this morning, and retake the
scene with musical accompaniment.
right back to the studios directly you’'ve had
a snack, kid.”

And, with dragging steps, Micky trudged
home to where Ah Mee and luncheon had been
waiting two hours on his coming.

The Midnight Visitor.

HE filming of the first interior scene
in which Micky appeared as a star
has been recorded for the purpose of
showing that the life of a screen hero

or heroine is not by any means all milk and
honey.

Hard work by scores of experts go towards
the making of a big five-reel production such
as “The Mysterious Pearl,” the one the Broad-
worth company, including Micky, were en-
gaged upon., and the actors and actresses
participating get their fair share of it.

In addition to the actual work of rehears-
ing, acting, making-up, frequently changing
costumes, there are more often tham not
many hours of tedious waiting to have to be
undergone, and these periods, to many people,
are more trying than anything else.

. Micky was heartily relieved when, after two
retakes, his first interior scene was passed
as © K by the chief director.

It was with a pleasurable thrill that he

icarned from Jeff Romery that the next work
arranged for him before the camera was an
athletic feat among the sky-scrapers of Los
Angeles.
. Tucked away in Mr. Broadworth’s roll-top
desk was a typewritten card, on whieh was
set out every qualification of the young film
star, and this next scene was to afford him
ample opportunity for his acrobatic ability.

When he left the company’s premises after
his first day’s work for the films he was
joined by Reginald Clarence Eton, the dude
of filmland. Buddy Gaylord, the genial little
property-man, at whose home Micky was
residing, was staying ‘late on some work con-
nected with his props.

“Well, deah boy,” murmured Reggie, “I
heah you've had a twying day before the
camewa—eh, what?”

So get:
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“It's been harder work than I imagined,®
said Micky, with a tired little smile. “How.
ever, I suppose a chap soon gets used fo 1

“Oh, wathah! By the way, Floyd Unwin
wvas hanging about outside the pwemiscs
Ist you were working in the studio.”
Floyd Unwin! What the diekens is he
after now? I'd have thought he'd be trying
to bag a job elsewhere.” =

“My deah boy,” said Reggie, lighting a gold-
tipped eigarette, “Floyd has got pots of
money ; he doesn’t need {o bothah aboub work.
I wouldn’t, either, if 1 had all his hwase,?

The famous dude of the films raised a white-
gloved hand to stifie a yawn. Anyone wateh-
ing him or listening to him would never have
dreamed that Reggie was as keen on his =
fession and almost as fine an athlete as Micky
Limself. Inm times past more than one Ame
can with a taste for practieal jokes, who had
been deeeived by the English dude's im-
maculate attire and languid manners, had
received a rude awakening when attempting
to take a rise out of Reginald Clarence!

But the news that Unwin had been loitering
near the Broadworth lot fostercd sn uneasy
thought in Micky's mind. :

“I'd like to know what his object is,” he
mused, “for I suppose he has some chicet in
coming up from town.”

“Undoubtedly, deah bor, and his object
seems to- have been to discovah as mueh as
possible about your future movements.”

“Why? How do you khow?? demanded
Bricky, eyeing the film dude narrowly,

“I found out from one of the studio
workalis whom I took the twouble to
question. Floyd, the boundah, had been
pumping the man; and the foolish fellah to
him about your next stunt among the s
scwapahs. Fortunately, he didn’t know any
thing more.” 3 §

“By Jove, that sounds fishy, deesn’t i£7”

“It does; and if you take my advice,
Micky, you'li keep your eye inned. Floyd
Unwin may not  contemplate playing any
dirty” twicks, but you don't know what to

expect: of a wottah that fweq low
Chinese opium * > Well, 1 you
heah. Sc-long, boy !*

And, swinging his gold-handled walking-
stick, the famous dude of Filmland sauntered

off.

Micky walked the rest of the way home
in a worried mood.

It might be, as Reggic had said, that FI
Unwin did not contemplate playing
underhand tricks; op the other hand, it 8
possible that he might try to get even for
thé wrong which he imagined had been done
him.

Micky had secured his joh of star stunt
actor to the Broadworth Film Company bv
fair means, but Unwin had azccused him of
toadying to- the great K. N., and
nursing considerable bilteress on  accou
of the youngster having landed inte his
when he had been fired from his
position.

Apart from Floyd Tnwin
worried about Alec P. Fig
be the next move of the eh

Smart Alec had threatened that unle
thousand dollars were paid to lim on Thurs-
day evening at Li Chang Foo's opium-den. in
Chinatown, TLos dngeles, he would inform the
police of Micky’'s reason for ¢scaping irom
England.

But Foo’s den had heen
police, and Micky was surpr
not been notified of some
place and other means of handing ove
money. s

The lad bhad no intention of aceeding to |
Figg’s blackmailing request, nor, for that
matter, did he have sufficient by him for
the purpose. He had received a thousand
dollars from Mr. Broadworth, but of thas
he had sent -a hundred te San Franeisco
for Dicky Rickey, his old shipmate of the
Plunger.

-Two more days of gracc remained—affer
that he must expect momentarily to be de-
nounced - before the world a thief by
the unscrupulous erook. :

But much” was to elapse befere those two
days were oubt—events which were to put
an entirely different complexion upon the
whole situation.

It was late that very night when thines
bhegan to develop. e

Micky was sitting in the drawhmg-room af
the back of the house reading a bheook en
“Making the Movies * which e had ferreted
out of the bockcase. So interested was ho
that when Buddy and Mrs. Gaylord rose to
retire he announced his intention af sittir
up. for awhile. -

i

raided

by the

s
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“Ah, T cuess now you're % full-fledged star
with nothin’ to do, Micky, you kin afford
the luxury o’ late hoars,” said Buddy, as,
with a yawn, he lifted himself from his
eomfortable armchair. “Still,
do it, kid; it’s kinder bad for the nerves
Don’t forget to switch off the electrie-ligh
when you turn in. Goo’-night !’

With Chappie eurled up on the rug

by
his feet, ‘Micky read on until his eyes began
to ache.

Suddenly a low grow! from Chappie caused
him to take his eyes from the print of the
book, Every wiry hair on the back of the

little terrier was bristling, and his
twmhmg as though for a spring
thing or somebody.

Then two distinct tapa sounded behm&
him, and "Micky leaped to his feet and

feet were
ab some-

swung round in the direction of the sound.
The large window opening on to the
garden was® raised half-way from the

bottom, and pecring in was the lean,
face of Alec P. Pigg, the eracksman! - =

With a vicious growl Chappie made a
~pnnr* forward, but Micky intercepted him.

“Lie down, Chappte!” he ordered. Then
he faced the erook again “Well, what the
blazes do you want here at this time of
night 2

An amused smile curled the lips of the
,cmckem'm

“Say, kid, you .ain’t quife the politest
o’ ginnies, are ycu?” he said. “You might
say youre kinder glad to see me, even if
you ean’t raise a real, genuine smile o' wel-
come.”

The coolness and cheek of the American
crook made Micky’s blood boil. Smart Alec
had evidently crept through the garden and
raised the window of the drawmg -room so
naiselessly that even Chappie had not been
disturbed at first. He had obviously .come
about the thousand doliars.

“Ree here, Flgg,” said Micky. kceping his
voice down, “if you've come to sce me, I've
anly got one thing to say to you, and that
is—beat it, and auxckl\v 100

“Oh! Cut that out!” hissed the crook.
“Remember, a word from me ‘and you'll he
deported to-the Yew-nited Kingdom for the
thief you are! Ah, I guessed that would
kinder bring you to sense! I see you ain’t
forgotten your 1i’l tlecft from tke circus in
Liverpool.” :

“You blackmailing cad, 'l —>

“Say, those tongue-fireworks cut mno ice
with me. I’ve heerd ‘you've heen making
quite a tidy wad o’ greenbacks Iatcl:,‘. Now,
you pony up those thousand *bucks’ and
I'll- zeep my face closed. TI'll ]est climb in
and hevy a 1'l pow-wow with you.

4As Figg talked on his voice grew

evil

Iouder

.and louder,

don’t over--

and Micky was afraid that the
sound would awaken the Gaylords or Alr
Mee, the old Chinese servant. This he was
net at all anxious to happen.

“You're not coming in this house, Figg,”
said- Micky quietly, “and you’d better beat
it before you wake anyone up and raise a
thundering row about your ears! I've got
no money for you.”

Smart Alec lowered his
sinuating whisper.

“Now, see hyer, kid,” he murmured; “jest
guit handing out' that line o’ chin goods
and get down to business. 1 den’t wanter
be too hard on you. Give me something on
account; you kin dibby up the rest later.”

Micky stood gazing thoughtfully at the
tface of Alec P. Fige framed in the window,
and the crook ®miled as he noticed the

voice to an im-

lad’s hesitancy.

* Then, with sudden resolution, Micky leaned
down towards the cracksman..

© “All right, you blackmailing rotter,” he

said; “but~keep out of the light of this
window. 1 don’t want you to be seen here.
I'll come into the garden to you in half
a minute.”

With a smile of triumph Figg disappeared
round the wall of the house®to await his
vietim.

Without troubling to close the window or
draw down the blind, Micky stepped back
into the drawing-room and heid his finger
up to Chappie, who was looking up inquiringly
from his seat on a footstool.

“You stay in here, Chappic,” was all the
lad said.

Next moment he quietly unlocked the
glass door leading to the garden and stepped
out of the house. o

Near the window of the drawing-room he
discerned the figure of the cracksman lean-
ing against the wall.

Figg greeted him with a ‘smile.

“Waal, kid, you've come to reason at
last, eh?” he murmured. “That was sure
a cruel trick you played on me at old
Foo's *joint’ in West Canton Street, bub
we'll let bygones be bygones. You see, 1
ain’t sech a fierce kinder guy as you've
been thinking. I don’t want all that’s due
to me for keeping my trap shut about your
1i'l thieving stunt in the Old Country right
now, so I letting you off easy. Jest give

&

me something on account.

“All right, Figg,” he said quietly, “you
sixall lmve it

And Micky’s right fist shot out like-a
piston-rod.

The blow caught the crook full' on his

aquiline nose, and he was bowled clean oit
his feet.

A foul oath escaped the lips of Smart Alec
as he sprawled on his back on the ground,
and he drew an automatic pistol irom hiis
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11 ‘M fed-up with Knox!”
Thus D’Arcy minor of the Third
Form at St. Jim’s to his chums, Jame-
son and Gibson; who were swinging
their legs on the desks ih the Form-room.

Both nodded in silent agreement. It was
bad-enough having to fag for the rotter. as
Gibson expressed it, but the fagging was
always attended by cuffs and ecanings in
plenty.

“What's to be doup 77 asked D’Arey.

“I've got an idea,” said Jameson brightly.

- “Y1 happen to kuow that Knox is expecting
a visit from his uncle this afternoon.”

“Well, what about it?”

«Phat’s where we come in,” chuckled Jame-
gon. “D’Arey will have to prepare the study,
and it I know him right, he’ll make it really

. beautiful—ahem!”
“Ha, ha, hal”

Fhe fags caught on te his meaning at ‘once
and qpprecmted heartily.
“Jolly good idea!”
“I'll make him sit up?l

Manners minor came into the Form-room,
and seeing D’Arcy, walked over to him.

“You're wanted by Knox to clear up his
study and prepare tea this aiternoon,” he
said, with a grin. “He gave me the message;
it’s his uncle coming, I think.”

“Right-no, young Manners" said the fag
ehaerfully, “So-long, you cliapsi™

wmn\mted D’Arey.

So saying, the junior moved off to the
Sixth Form passzx"e and enter Pd the prefeet’s
study. It was empty; evidently Knox had
gone to meet his uncle.

D’Arcy was very busy for the next half-
hour, and the study underwent a startling
transformation at his hands.

The pictures on the walls were all turned
tound, the castors were taken from the table
and slung out of the window, the tablecloth
was poked up the chimney, the chairs piled
in a heap at one corner, and the curtains at
the window hung in shreds, Soot there was
in plenty, and beeml auatities bespattered
the floor. The study looked as if it had been
in an air-raid.

“I fancy Knex will be pleased when he
shows his uncle into this hole! Serve him
right, the beast!” muttered the fag medita-
tively.

A finishing toueh here and there, and

D’Arcy minor left the study hurriedly. Foot-
steps were sounding along the passage, and
those steps were familiar to him. They be-
fonged to Knox.

“Here you are, uncle!” said Knox, pushing
open the door. “Why4what— My hat!”

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed his uncle.
“What is the meaning of this? Is this your
idea of a joke, ue'me‘v‘?” s

The old cent!eman prancéd and spluttered

11

hip-pocket. Bub Micky, anticipating some
such move, had taken up a position behind
the crook, and with a sharp kick he sent

_the plstol flying among the rhododendrons

that bordered the garden-path.

Figg staggered to his feet, and a
Micky’s flet shot out.
“There’s something more on  account,”

said he. -

This time the cracksman got it hetweea
the eyes, and he went to the ground like
log, and lay very still.

A hosepipe ior watering the garden ‘
close handy, and, to revive his visitor; Micky
switched on the tap in the wall.

The first jet of water from the @
wielded by Micky made the crook
He rolled over and over, vainly cude

to eseape the merciless stream that Was
drenching him from head to foot.
A sharp bark sounded. Chappie, hearing -

the commotion outside, had leamd on to
the window-sill to see what it was all about,
Seeing his young master playing the hose on
the man whose facs had appeared at the
window a few minutes hefore, he also wanter
a hand in the proceedings.

Straight from the window he lea
dcspxte the water from the ko
fastened his sharp little tfeeth
crook’s leg.

With a wild, unearthly yell,
jumped to his feeL

Micky gave a whistle, and Chappie
leased his hold. Then, followed by
flying spray from the hose, Alec P. Fige
dashed madly away through the garden untit
he was swallowed up in the darkness.

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Micky.
him snmethmg on account all ri
we, Chappie? T reckon he'll %
before he comes for the rest of whal's dus
to him

Followed by the little terrier,
feeling highly pleased with hims

Smart Alec

re-cntered the house and fastened the door
and window. 5
He listened for a few minutes to dis-

cover if there was any movement indicat-
ing that the Gaylords or Ah Mee had been
roused by the commotion cutsidé, but the
place remained in dead silence.

Finally, Micky switched off
lights and made his way to bed.

He had a lively satisfaction in
hested the astute Smart Alee. int he
only too well that his triumph might
short-lived.

What would he the
unserupulous crook?

the

clee

next move

ANOTHER LONG INSTALMENT OF
THIS MAGNIFICENT SERIAL STORY
OF THE CINEMA WILL APPEAR IN
NEXT FRIDAY’S ¢ PENNY POPULAR.”
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in rage and fury. “How dare you, sir—how
da ire you?” he roared.
“Some young seoundrel is rewwmblo for
t1n= ” bellowed Knox savagely :
ag is it?” yelled the irate gentler
‘Xon, a prefem, participating in a bo
prank. °Tis disgra o1
“1 tell you, unele——" began Rnox desper-
ately.

¥ Silence! Not another word! Um of, and
I ghall not forget this—this scandulous recep-
tion! I—I—— Breee!”

Words failed tlie

stampcd off down the pass ¥ -
ling with rage. e hxm, but
the hot-tempered geutlcman now Lhumugm
roused, brought. his walking-stick into piay,
and the prefeet retired thh damages.

Breathing threats of vengeance op the
head of young D’Arcy, the prefect picked
up an ashplant, and strode towards the junicr

uarters.

%mebouy was going to pay for that rag,
judging by the expression on Knox's face.

Needless to say, D’Arcy was conapxcho‘»
by his absence. As a matter of fact, he w
down at the gate with his chums watcl
vhe departure of Knox’s uncle. >

He had carried out hig plag with suecce
But after. the feast the reckoning, and
D’Arcy minor’s face proved the truth of the
old saying when he entered the Third
Form room half an hour later, Squeezing his
hands.

“When the pain had somewhat subsid
confided in his chums that “It was jolly

Yt

worth it¥? 3 -

And they sagely remarked, “Hcar, hear!?
THE END.
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1] Al Jove !
Avthur Augustus D'Arcy of the

Yourth Form at St. Jim's uttered

that ej lation. He was with his
1 e, Herries, and Digby.
Fowser, Herries' dog, was also with them,
but he was no friend of the swell of the
¥ourth. Towser, in D'Arcy’s opinion, thought
00 much of other people’s trousers.
The School Housa Co. had been to Rylcombe
to visit the circus that had recenbly arrive
‘Tom Merry & Co., the leaders of the Shell,
had also expressed their intention of visiting
the cirens, but Mr. Linton, their Form-master,
had taken exception to their playing football
in the Shell passage. Thus Tom Merry & Co.
w detained.
* What's the matter with
d Blake pleasantly.

Blake felt in a pleasant mood. It had been
an exceedingly good show, and the chums were
in high spirits,

“Theah’s that Injun fellah!” said D'Ax
pointing to where a tall, lithe figure was stand-
ing between two tents. * You know—the one
thiat wode the white horge!”

Vell,
ies.

Weally, Hewwies, T did not say that we
1 not seen him !™ said D”Arcy stiffly. & As
a wattah of fact, I wus thinkin® of speakin’
to him.”

k Blake & Co, stared.
Ass!” said Blake . witheringly. ¢ He'd
probably stare at you—wouldn't he able to
urniders

Fows

you now, Guasy?”

we've seen him  before,”’ suid

b what I want to find out, deah
Oyl said D'Arey, with a superior smile.
1 was wondewin’ if the Injun bizz is spoof !™

Dighy nodded knowingly.

“ You bet it is!” he said.
are as artful as
onkeys !’

After a moment’s hesitaticn the swell of
Jim's walked quickly from the side of
chums to the Indian. -

¢ circus performer was a magnificently-
) fellow, fully six feet six in his socks.
He possessed the high cheekbones character-
Istic of the Indian race, and the dark, piercing
¢yes held a haughty expression.

All this D'Arey noticed as he gracefully
raised his topper and bowed before the
Warrior. ; :

“ Pway cxcuse me, sir!” said the Fourth
Form swell politely. “ I and my fwiends had
atehing your widin® in the

““ These ecircus
a - cartload ef

Indian peered down at the elegantly-
ed junior, but there was not a flicker of
intercst in his eves. D’Arcy flushed slightly
#s he saw his chums approaching them, a smile
on their faces. 5
*“ And we would wathah like to know, sir,”
ent on D'Arey, in some confusion, ‘“ if you
e weally a membah of that vewy galiant
:¢, the Wed Indians?”’

tie tatl man turned slightly, and drew him-
self up fo his full height. D’Arey felt smaller
than he bad ever felt in his life as he looked
“upinto the dusky face.

* Eagle Featlhier is chief of the Sioux!” he
said haughtily. “ T thank the young white
gentleman for his sneeclhr!”

‘Biich  was not very encouraging. Butb
E was wound up, and went on with more
confidence. =

““ We wish to congwatulate you, sir!” said
the Fourth-Former. “ i can wide myself—I
might say ' a toppin’ widah—but you beat
me into a cocked hat, deah boy—I mean,
deah sir!” .

Eagle Teather nodded curtly, but the faint
smile which twisted at the comners of his lips
tock away any unpleasantness that could be
associated with such a curt acknowledgment
of thé compliment. =

“ Ask him to tea, G
liumorously.

Wi

whispered Blake

“ Yaas, 2 deah said D’Arey
instantly. “ Would you carc to join us at
tea

Blake, Herrles, and Dighy gasped. They had
nob thought for an instant that D’Arcy would
hay e nerve to ask the Indian chief to tea,
but he had done it, and they would have to
stand by him, -
Eagle Featiiet will be proud to eat and

drinie in the wigwam of the white gentlemen !”
Jdg PEN¥Y PorvLar.—No, 84,
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said the Sioux calmly. * Eagle Feather is
lonely amongst the white peoples—iriends he
has but few.”

‘ Then pway come with us, deah boy!" said
D'Arey coolly.

And he walked by the side of the stalwart
chief, directing him towards 5t. Jim's, Blake,
Herries, and Digby, overcoming their surprise,
foliowed in the rear, chuckling. There would
be a sensation for St. Jim's in about five
minutes,

It was unfortunate that Knox, the prefect
of the School House, should encounter the
little party in the Fourth Form passage at
St. Jim’s. He stared at the juniors’ guest in
surprise.

“ Who is‘this?"' he asked rudely

Blake, watching the red man, saw his eyes
glint dangerously. =3

*“Our guest, Knox!"' said D'Arcy curtly.
‘I should feel much obliged if you would
tweat him with wespect !”

“Where has hLe -eome
Knox.

*The cireus!'" said  Blake.
Gussy——-"

from?" demanded

*Xou sce,;

ten lie can get back to the circus!” i
rupted Knex, and turned to the Sioux. *
Liear, fellow? Bunk! Scoot! Skeddadle!

Eagle Teather peered from Knox to the

juniors.  Blake winked onc eye, and in a
moment Knox felt a grasp of steel on his
ek, 3

“Trg

Jah 1’ said Eagle Feather, with a‘sneer.
“ The white man is but a dog! My young
friends, shali T kiil him 2"

K-lekill him!” stuttered. Blake & Co. in

unison.

The Sionx moved one hand suggestively
towards his belt, where, the juniors noticed
for the first time, hung a tomahawk.

“N-no! Nunno! Not at all!” said D’Arey
hastily. * Pway welease the wottah, sirt”

Knox cringed under the vicelike grasp of
the red man, his face the colour of putty. e
could not speak. The Sioux chief's suggestion
hiad taken all his breath away.

“ Then be shall be soervant to my young
friends ! said Eagle Feather.

Blake & Co. gasped and chuckled. For a

Sixth-Former to fag for Fourth-Formers would |

be something in the way of a novelty.

“ Rather!” said Blake glesfully.
him along here !’

Kunox was almost lifted from his feet by
the stalwart Sioux, and pushed along the
passage to the Fourth-Formers' study. Here
Blake gave him his orders. ,

“ Lay the tea, young K
““Come on! Look sharp!

“ Yeou-—you—you—— All right!”

Knox, stuttering with rage, broke off as he
saw Eagle Feather's hand move again towards
the tomahawk and withdraw it encugh to show
the bright steel head.

From that mement Knox had no rest. He
had to lay the tea, wait on the juniors and
their guest; then forced to stand in a corner
of the study aund listen to the Sioux chicf us
hie recounted exciting adventures.

But the time went on, and the chief had
to get bacle to the ecircus for the evening
performance.

““The white coward had hetter not touch
the friends of Bagle Feather!” were the Sioux
chief’s parting words. “ They have only to
tell Kagle Feather, and he will return !
1 have spoken!”’

Knox, white with rage, but not daring to
face the chief, cowered back against the wall
as the juniors and their guest passed out of
the study on their way back to the circus.

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther, the
lieroes of the Shell, met the Fourth Form
Co. as they returned to St. Jim’s.

‘Here,” said Tom Merry abruptly, “what’s

““ Hoist

x!" he said coolly.

atl about Knox being made
for x Is it {rue?

“¥aas, hah!” said Arthur
DA with a chuckle.

to wait on us, deah beys. it
vewy: funny!”

“And you didn’t send for us?' demanded
Manners wrathfully.
“No; we had a guest, you see.” explained

Blake.
and
“Weally, Blake,” expostulated D’Arcy, “I
object to youah speakin’ of our late gues
“Brrr!” interrupted Jack Blake cheerfully,
“Come inside, you chaps, and we'll tell you
all about Knox the fag!”

And Knox, who heard tiie roars of laughter
that came from Jack; Blake’s study, bit hi
lips with rage. Bub the warning which Eagle
Heather had given was quite enough!

Knox. very wisely, forgot all about the
incident, :

“A Red Injun chap from the cireus,
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8 Y hat!” exclaimed Tom Merry.
“‘ And when she got there, the
cupboard was bare '’ quoted

Jack Blake.

The Terrible Three had invited the chui
of the Fourth to tea, but now on £0
tu.thc cupboard to fefch out the supply
thing hey had laid in for the feed they
re faced with bare shelves.
This is Baggy’s handiwork

vred - Manners.
lIf‘o doubt about that!” agreed Jack Blole
Co..
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Bagoy Trimble hal an insatiable appetiie,
and _he was never at all particular
“whence he obtained the wherewithal
satis t.

“Well, it's no good staring at the cup-
board now.” said Tom Merry at last. =W«
pust go down to the tuckshop and geb som:
more grub. Good job we're in funds.”

“I've got a good stunt!” cried
Lowther suddenly. “I'll let him see 1
out of the tuckshop to-morrew with a
He'll think it's tuck, of course, and if
leave it in the study he’s bound to o
for it. ‘He'il get a shock when lie ope
though.”

The rest of
farther detai
ther gave them full particuiars,

“Good old Monty!” cried Tom Merry.

“Hear, hear!”

According to arrangement, Monty
merged from tihe tuckshop next da
sagey Trimble was pas . and

junior’'s mouth watered as i«
bulky package under the Shell iunior

Monty Lowther deposited the pureel on tie
study table. and then hurried ous again.
he noticed Baggy in the shadow at the «
end of the corridor, though Bagey did
know he had been scen.

The humorist -of the Shell had not ieen
gone long when the fat junior scuttled alone
to the study, and seizing the parcel iram
the table darted out again.

Unfortunately for hiie, Mellish, the cad
of the Fourth, spotted him at that moment,
zlndI ke pounced on him at

Monty

the party ab once presse:

Lowii

DNee.
want that parcel, you greedy bounder!”

he excleimed.

“And if you dow’t hand it over I'll let
Tom Mcrry know that you were snecaking
at his study door the other day when ¢t 2
were fixing up about the concert that's
coming oft.”

Bagay looked seared. He kuew the
Terrible Three were down on sneaking. and
Le was not looking for a bumping: he'd had
enouch of them without looking for them.

While he was  still hesitating Mellish
snateched thie package from his hands and
made ofl.

The Tetrible Three Had witnessed this little
incident from round the top of the stai
and though they could net hear what v
said, they realised what was happening.’
ellish is a cad, anyway!” said Monty
Lowther. “So he’ll get the surprise instead,
and serve Lim right!”

The cad of the Fourth made his
a4 box-room at the top of the s
the chiums of the Shell and the Four
some distance away.

“Yow-o0000h !”

A minute later that picreing yell rang out,
and Mellish came rushing from the spare room
as though a thousand demons were after
him. He had cpened the package, which had
contained a number of frogs. and toads
which the chums had gatiered in the lanes
around the school. : : =

But the great surprise of the whole husic
ness came half an hour later, when the Ter-
rible Three heard that Bagey had been seen
in the village the whole of the previous aiter-
noon, and eould not, therefore, possibly hava
stolen the tuck from the study cuphoard.

When they tackled Mellish about the stolen
package they discovered that' he was the
culprit of the previous day’s theft.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” exclaimed Lowther.
“1f that doesn't take the biscuit!”

“@ood job he took the parcel away from
Baggy:” faughed Tom Merry.

“Rag =
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THE" END.
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THE FIRST CHAPRTER.
Loyal Chums.
LANG, clang, clang!
Arthur Edward Lovell, of  the
Fourth Form, sat up in hed as the
first clang of the rising-beit rang
eut over Rookwood School.

Lovell was the first out of bed. His
chums, Raby and Newcome, followed him
quickly.

The three chums. were dressing quickly,
while the rest of the Fourth were still
yawning. 3

Evidently there was something “on * that
morning. .

There was one bed vacant in the Classical
Fourth. It was that of Jimmy Silver, the
captain of the Form.

Mornington, the dandy of the Fourth,
tat up in bed, and looked at the chums

with a sneering smile.

“Goin’ to say good-bye to Jimmy Silver?”
he asked.

“He won't be gone yet,” remarked
Townsend. “His pater’s comin® to fetch
him, Lovell.”

“And the sooner the better,” said Morn-
ington. “Fancy a chap stickin® to the
school after bein’ sacked by the Head!
Never heard of sueh cheek!”

“And harrin’ himself in his study and
hot-pokerin’ the sergeant when he comes to
turn him out,” said Peele sneeringly. “Just
Iike Jimmy Silver! He always had cheek
enough for a dozen!” -

“We sha’'n't have much more of his cheek
at Rookwood,” grinned Mornington. “It’s
good-hye to Jimmy Silver to-day for good!”

“Oh, shut up, you cads!” growled Rawson,
getting out of bed. = -

“Shut up yourself!” said Mornington.
“Jimmy Silver’'s a thief, and he’s sacked,
and—— Yaroooh!” -

XMornington broke off with a yell as Raw-
son's pillow smote him, and bhurled kim
over the side of the bed. + -

The dandy of the Fourth sprawled on the
floor in a tangle of bedclothes, yelling.

“Good for you!” said Lovell. “Give the
other cads some more of the same, you
feilows 12

“Here, hold on!” “yelled
Lovell rushed at him with his holster.
not—I—— Yooop! Yah! Oh!” ;

Towny rolied out of the bed - under a
shower of mighty smites. Peele scrambled
out to escape Raby's attack.

They dodged round the beds in hot haste.

“Anybody got anything to say about
Jimmy Silver?” demanded Lovell, flourishing
his pillow.

Nobody had. -

Mornington & Co. picked themselves up,
growling and scowling, but they did not
make any more reémarks about Jimmy Silver.

Jimmy Silver’s chums were quite ready
to deal with them if they did. Jimmy was
down on his luck, but his loyal pals were
standing by him through thick and thin.

Loyvell and Raby and Newcome finished
dressing, while the Nuts of the Fourth
growled, and left the dormitery with Raw-

Townsend, as
SXan

By OWEN CONQUEST.
A MAGNIFICENT,
COMPLETE STORY. OF

JIMMY :=ILVER & CO., THE
CHUMS OF ROOKWOOD,
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son.  The four juniors hurried downstairs
to the Fourth Form passage.

= The passage was deserted, and they has-
tened along to the end study. The door
of that study was eclosed and fastened—
screwed securely from the inside. There
was a gap im the door, but inside there
was a barricade of the study {furniture,
screwed with an abundanee of screws.
Jimmy Silyer, expelled from Rookwood by
order of the Head, had screwed *himself in
his-study, and was holding the fort against
all eomers, It was an unprecedented state
of affairs, and it caused tremendous excite-
ment in the old schsol. And Jimmy's pluck
and determination caused the belief in his
innocence to spread, especially among the
juniors.

The Head, perplexed and puzzled by the
line taken up by the expelled junior, had
sent for his father, and Mr. Silver was ex
pected that morning to take his son away.
It was the only way Dr. Chisholm could
think of for dealing with the recalcitrant
junior. And Jimmy Silver, secure in his
fortress, had passed the night there rolled i
blankets on the sofa.

Lovell tapped cautiously on the door.

Communication with the expelled junior
was forbidden, but at that early hour there
was no prefeet on the ¢ .

“Jimmy !

There was a yawn inside the study.

Jimmy Silver rolled off the sofa and fossed
the blankets aside. -

He grinned at his chums threugh the gap
smashed by Sergeant Kettle’'s attack the
previous day.

“Hallo, kids!”

“Feel all right this morning, Jimmy?”

: ;‘lRight as rain!” said Jimmy Silver chedr-
ully.

“Got plenty of grub for brekker?” asked
Rawson.

“Lots!” =

“I say, Jimmy,” said Raby, “the Head’s
sent for your pater!”

“I know!” -

“He’ll be here to-day—this morning, most
likely. What are you going to do?”

“Whatever my father tells me, naturally,”
said Jimmy Silver. “If he tells me to leave
Rookwood I shall go. But I won’t be ex-
pelled by the Head for something I haven't
done. I never touched Beaumont’s hanknote.
I never saw it till Bulkeley took it out of
my- pocket when he searched me. It was
planted on me by some cad, and I believe
Mornington had something to do with it.
My father won’t believe me guilty. I don’t
know what he’ll decide. But unless he
orders me to leave Rookwood, I sha'n't go.”

“Good for you!” said Rawson. “And re-
member, Jimmy, we’re looking into it. I've
been thinking it over a lot, and I'm going
to see your father, if I can,. and tell him
about it. - Better let ,him hear your side
of the matter before hé sees the Head.”

“You'll be at lessons;” said Jimmy.

Rawson shook his head.

“I'm geing to cut lessons,:rand meet your
patey at the station.”

“Phew l?

“
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“So are we,” cald Lovell. “That's what
we've come to tell you, Jimmy.”

“But Mr. Bootles won't give you leave aof
absence.”

“We're going to take Frenmch
“I—I say, youwll get inte a
Jimmy wneasily. “I don't want
into a row on my account.”

“Rats! Ain't we your pals,
said weome,
“You see, the Head’s writte

father that yow’'ve stolen a hu
Beaumont of the Sixth,
sacked,” said Lovell.

“Your pater will be eut up about it. 1%
will buck him up no end when we meet him
first and -explain that it's all lies.”

“And it will show him that some of Rook-
wood, at least, believe in you and stick to
you, Jimmy,” said Raby.

It is awlully good of you,” said Jimmy
Silver gratefully, “Phe poor old pater will
be cut up, there’s no doubt about that.

“Well cheer him up,” said Rawson; “and
we know how to put him on the t ack; too.
We’ve been jawing it over, and we've thought
of a way of getting some light on the sub-
Ject”

“You have, you
‘I never thought of it.”

“Rawson’s hit on something, Jimm
vewconie. “Rawson’s got a long he
:0 mistake. He e

“Clear off, you young rascals!”

Beaumont, the prefect, came st
she passage.

“How dare you come Hhere!”.

The juniors looked grimly at Beauy
He was a prefect of the Sixth, but
were not much inclined to treat him
respect.

It was Beaumont’s note that had bheen
found on Jimmy Silver, and not one of
Jimmy’s chums believed he had stal
They believed that the bully of i
had been concerned in the “planting
on him.

It was the only thing they oo
so long as their faith in Jimmy
mained unshaken.

“Do you hear me?” rapped out Begumont.
“It’s against the Head's orders for vou to
come here, and you knaw it!”

and

miean,” grinned Lovell,

ding a

“Oh, go and eat coke!” said TLovell
savagely. “We're going to speak to our pal

if we choose!”

“Your pal—an expelled thief!" snecred the
prefect.

“Liar!" said Jimmy through the door.

“Perbaps it isn’t Jimmy wholl be ex-
pelled when the truth comes out,” said
Lovell, his eyes gleaming. “Perhaps it’s a
bullying cad in the Sixth and a mean rotter
in the Fourth, who helped him to plant
a banknote in Jimmy’s pocket|”

Beaument started violently,

“You—you dare to suggest——" he panted.

‘¢ Oh, that touches you on the raw, does it *
said Lovell. :

“You young hound!” shouted Beauniont.

He made a rush at Lovell. The four juniors
stood up to him grimly, quite prepared to
“handle him,” prefect he was.
- THE PENNY POPULAR.—XNo. €4,




Bulkeley of the Sixth came hurrying

Stop that!” he said curtly.

“Those young cads are talking to Silver,”

» seowled. “The Head’s forbidden it.”

1 know that as well"as” you do, Bean-
. Clear off, kids!” said the prefect.

ou're not allowed here!”

Julkeley shepherded the juniors down

thn passage, followed by the scowling Beau-
i Jimmy wag left alone—much cheered

> by the visit from his chums.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
French Leave.
HERE was intense excitement in
Rookwood that morning.
At breakfast it was impossible to
still the huzz of excited whispers.

On the Modern side the excitement
almost g3 great as among the Classicals.
— lows who knew Jimmy Silver still had
faith in him, in spite of the overwhelming
evidence against him. -

The Head had had but little choice in the
matter; he could only decide by the evidence.
But any amount of evidence did not matter
to fellows who knew Jimmy Silver {o be as
dtraight as a die.

But when Jimmy was expeiled by the Head
all the school had expected him to g0, inno-
cent.or guilty. :

His action of screwing himself fast in his
study and sticking to his room took all
Rookwood by surprise.

Bven fellows who believed him guilty could
not help admiring his nerve.

Sergeant Kettle had been ordered to force
the study and remove him, and Jimmy Silver
had “hot-pokered " him through the split
door till the sergeant beat a strategic retreat,
And all Rookwood buzzed with excitement at
the news. There were few fellows who did

ish well to- the bold rebel,
Mornington and his set were looking
sard to his, ignominious departure from
ookwood.
The fact tuat tie Head had given up the

was

atie to remove the expelled junior by
fo d had sent for his father, added to
th ement =

far Jimmy Siiver had won.
with him.
er breakfast a prefect was posted in
1 Fourth Form passace to see that nome
the juniors visited the rebel in his study.
remained on guard until the hell rang
for morning lessons. =
_ But when the Classical Fourth turned up
in their Form-room there were four absentees.
Mr. Bootles, the master of the Fourth, was
fooking very distressed that morning. He
was quite pale and troubled when he came
into the Form-room. The disgrace that had
{'x‘ll?ﬂ upon his Form was a heavy blow to
$EEHHIN

Hle glanced at the Fourth over his spec-
acles, and noted the absence of four juniors
onece.
“Lovell, Raby, Newcome, Rawson!™*
There was o answer.
“Biess my sould’ said Mr. Bootles. “Does
anyone know where those four boys -are?”
“They went out after breakfast, sir!” said
Pacle, =

“Dear me! Is it possible that they are

1ying  truant?” exelaimed Mr. Boeotles,
aghast at the idea.

“Gone to Jiminy Silver, perhaps, sir!” said
Mornington.

“8hut up, you spalpeen!” whispered Flynn
fiereely. s S
Mr. Bootles left the Form-room, evidently
to investigate. But he veturned in a few
ginutes. The absentees were not in the
(e}

The honours

Bootles had no recourse but to mark

{iiemm down abhsent, and morning lessons
besan. -

by anwhile, the four juniors were on their
way to the station at Coombe.

They had slipped out of gates quietly, reck-
fess of the result of cutting morning lessons.
There would be punishment to follow, but
that had to be risked. Helping their chum
when he was down on his luck was more
important than construing Latin—at least,
Lovell & Co. so considered.

They arrived early at the little station of
Coombe, and. saw the first train from London
come in. Then they waited for the next.

“I suppose Jimmy’s pater couldn’t get here
much before midday,” remarked Lovell. “He
won't have received the Head's letter until
this morning most likely. We may have to
wait here all the morning.”
< “We'll wait all day if necessary,” said Raby.

“Yes, rather!” :

Tz PENNY PorULAR.—No. 64,

Bat the devoted chums did not have tfo
wait so long as that.. =

When the eleven o'clock train came in a
gentleman stepped from it whom they knew
very well. It was Mr. Silver.

Mr. Silver looked troubled and a little
pale, and his brows were knitted,

The Head's letter had-evidently given him
a severe shock; but to judge by his expres-
sion, it was not in a chastened mood that he
was going to Rookwood. He was going to
see his son had justice. =

Lhe juniors hyrried forward. raising their
caps. -

“Mr. Silver!” exclaimed Rabhy.

Mr. Silver stopped, looking af them in sur-
prise.

“We came to meet you, sir,” said Lovell.

“Indeed!” =aid Jimwmy's father, looking
puzzled. “I suppose you are aware of the
state of things at the school-—-that my son
has been expelled?”

“¥es, girt”

“And we know he is innocent, sir,”
Rawson.

“You know it?”

- “Well, we believe so, anyway.”

“Jolly sure of it, sir,” said Newcome.
i‘_\\fe’re Jimmy's pals, and we're sticking to
him.”

Mr, Silver's clouded brow cleared a liftle.

“Then I take it the evidence is not com-
plete 2"

“Well—" TLovell hesitated.
strong, sir. “The - Head has decided
Jimmy is guilty.”

“Yet you believe in him?”

“You see, we know old Jimmy,” explainefl
Lovell. “f don't care twopence  for the
evidence!”

Mr. Silver smiled. 2

“I am glad {o see there is someone at
tookwood who has faith in my son,” he said.

“Lots of fellows believe in him, sir,” said
Lovell cagerly. “Even Tommy Dodd, and
he’s a Modern bounder. Only a few cads are
against him. We don’t blame the Head.”
added Lovell considerately. “You see, he
doesn’t know Jimmy as we do, and the
ence is pretty thick—I must say that!”

“We wanted to ste you before you saw the
Head, sir,” said Ra “It's only fair for
you to hear Jimmy's version first. You sce,
the Head believed him gulity.”

Mr. Silver hesitated.

“I came to sec Dr. Chisholm,” he said.
“It appears that my con has refused to leave
the school, although ordered to do so.”

“Yes, rather!” chuckled Lovell.

“He’s holding the study against everybody.
Just like old Jimmy. He won't give in and
be sacked when he's inunocent all the time.
You ain’t waxy with him for that, are you,
sir 2 ;

“I do not blame him if he is innocent,”
said Mr. Silver; *“and, naturally, I am in-
clined to put faith in my son. Yet it is ex-
traordinary, if he is innocent. that the
evidence against him should be strong enough
to cause Dr. Chisholm to sentence him to
expulsion from the school. I had hetter see
the Head——"

“But we've got something fo tell you that
the Head doesn’t know, wsir!” exclaimed
Loveil. “Old Rawson thought of it. He's
jolly deep.”

“Then I shall certainly listen to you,” said
Mr. Silver. “Come into the waiting-room.”

Mir. Siiver was a quiet and self-contained
gentleman. But the juniors could see he had
been “hucked,” as they called it, by learning
that his son’'s friends still believed in his
innocence, and stood by him.

“Now, tell me exactly what happened at
Rookwood yesterday,” said Mr. Silver, as they
sat down in the waiting-room.

“Go it, Rawson: vou're going to do the
talking,” said Lovell.

Rawson nodded. -

“Beaumont of the Sixth missed a five-
pound note from his study, sir,” said Rawsen.
“1t was taken from the table-drawer. Jimmy
Silver had been sent to the study to fetch
hiis footer, and it scems that nobody else went
into the study, sir. Beaumont didn’t accuse
Jimmy, but he suggested searching him.
Bulkeley—he's the captain of Rookwocd—
searched Jimmy in the presence of Beaumont
and Mr. Bootles and two prefeets. The five-
pound note was found on him.”

Mr. Silver took a deep breath. -

“It was found in his jacket,” went on
Rawson. “The lining was torn, and the bank-
note had gone through the pocket. They
took it for granted that Jimmy had stolen
it, then.” S

“1 admit T was rather knocked over,” said
Lovell, colouring. “It did sesm a clincher.
But—>

said

“It's pretty
that

3
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“Did my son make an explanation?”

“Yos, id Rawson. "He said he'd neyer
seen the note before, and that somebody w
have put it in his jacket. Only—only it
wouldn't he easy for a Sixth-Formér to come
nosing in our dorm for a chap’s jackeb in
the dark—and it must-have been put thers

g

80—s0——  And, hesides, Beaumont's a
prefect of the Sixth, and--and the Head's
hardly likely to believe such a thing of him.
He doesn’'t know how Beaumont hated poo:
old Jimmy.”

“Was my son on
Beaumont ¢’

“Yes, rather,” said Lovell. “Beaumont'z
the rottenest bully at Rookwood, and, of
course, we don't stand that.”

“Jimmy kicked him oub of our study
other day; "said Newcome. *He came th
to lick me, and we kicked the rotter out

“Surely juniors are not allowed to sject a
prefect of the Sixth Form from a study, Did
not Beaumont complain to the Head

“That shows what a rotter he is!" s
Lovell. “He licked Newcome so much t
he dared not complain to the Head about it.
But he was awfully down on Jimmy for taking
the lead in kicking him out! All the fagzs
are laughing at him for it. Some of them
serenaded him under his window.”

“Then Beaumont had a motive for wishing
to injure my son,” said Mr. Silv “But it
a long step from that to attempting to 1
a charge of theit upen him!"

“Yes; but as Jimmy's innocent, thai's the
only explanation, sir.”

Mr. Silver smiled: The eager, unthinking
faith of Jimmy's chums touched him deeply.

“My son's innocence has te be proved yet”
he said. “Did it transpire that my se
there was a banknote in Beaumont’ i

“Yes; and that told against him. But
Rawson worked it out that it turns in his
tavour!”

“Indeed!”
at the scholarship junicr.
Master Rawson!”
awson coloured n little.

“1 thought of it in talking it over
these chaps,” he said. “You see, Ji
Silver knew there was a banknote in B
mont’s study because he had heard B
mont mention it to another Sixth-Forms
the passage. Well, chaps in the Fourth
zenerally hear Sixth-Formers talking
their business. It was jolly odd that Jimm
happened to hear that. I thought it o
and it seems jolly elear to me that Be
mont deliberately spoke about it in Jim
wearing so that it would come out a
wards that Jimmy knew the banknote »
there!”

“You ought to be a lawyer, youngz
said Mr. Silver. “The point is very
taken indeed! Buf the evidence a
niy son is overwhelming, and his only |
an accusation against a Sixth-Form pr
which eannot be proved in any way!"

*That's where old Rawson eomes in!” said
Lovell triumphantly.

“Rawson's going to joily well prove it!”

“Go on, my dear bhoy,” said Mr. Silver.

And the chums of the Fourth eh d:

“Go it. Rawson!”

THE THIRD ‘CHAPTER.
‘“Qood Old Rawson!?”’

AWSON -coloured and grioned. He
had showed considerable acumen in
thinking the mysterious tangle out,
and the juniors admire iim im-

mensély for it. The scholarship boy had had
a harder life than mest of the Rookwood
fellows, and his hard experviences had given
him an old head on young shoulders, and

bad terms with this

id

Mr. Silver looked very
“Please

| Rawson’s long head was destined to stand

Jimmy Silver in good stead.

Rawson “went it ”’ as his chums requested.

“You see, this chap Beaumont is rather a
rotter!” bre said. *We don't sneak abcut a
chap, of course, even when he's a beastly
bully, and 1 don’t know that anything could
be proved against him, anyway--he’s jolly
deep! Bute we in the Eourth know he's a
rotter all through! He's been seen talking
to a shady bookmaker who ™ hangs about
Coombe, and his fag has found cards and
cigarettes in his study, and sporting papers,
and all that. Everybody kpows he goes the
pace, though he doesn’t know they know!”

“That 1is "important,” said Mr. Silver
quietly.  “The personal character of an
accuser is a very important matter, Pray
continue!” |

“Well, for the last few days everyhody
knew that Beaumont was hard up,” said
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‘“Stop !’ Mornington did not stop.
Wioanington’s shoulder.

‘“ Not so fast !’’ he said grimiy.

With a spring Mir. Silver was at the door, and his grasp closed [ike iron on
‘“Let me go!’ yeifed Miornington.

{See page 17.}

Rawson. “The fellows joked about his having
had luck om geegees—not to let Beaumont
liear them, of course. He's borrowed money
of a kid in the Fourth!”

“Mornington,” said Lovell, “the rottenest
cad in the Lower School! He's been very
thiek with Beaumont, and he hates Jimmy
Silver as a Hun hates the truth!”

“Mornington never told us so, of course,”
said Rawson. “But his pals knew—Towny
and Topham and Peeie—and, of course, they
jawed sometimes, so most of the fellows
Besides, it ain't usual for a Sixth

It’s jolly unusual, and everybody
it was because of Morny's money.
ray rolls in money; he simply reeks with
Beaumont wouldn’t have stood him for
seconds if he hadn’t been hard up and
ing to horrow!”

“But what does this lead to?” asked Mr.

Sjlver.

1's coming g it!” chuckled Lovell.
ive old Rawson his head! Go it,
»,

il, sir, Beaumont being hard up, as we

7, to such an extent as to be borrow-
v irom a junior, where did he get
pounds from all of a sudden?’ said
n,
t's it!” said Lovell. =

“ Five pounds is a good hit of money, even
for a Sixth Form chap,” said Rawson; “and
E v Beaumont hadun't a quid, let alone
d. Whkere did he get that fiver

. Silver looked perplexed.

“But it is established that Beaumeont bad
a five-pound note,” he said. “It was actually
found in the search!”

“Exactly. But I don’t
Beaumont's fiver abt all{” =

“That’s the  point!”’ said Lovell, in great
delight. =

“But whose, then. do you suppose it was,
and what has that to do with the matter?”
asked thie perplexed old gemtleman.

believe it was

“Morny’'s!” chorused Lovell and Raby and
Neweome.

Morny! Who is Morny?”

“Mornington of the Fourth—Jimmys worst
enemy, and the kid who is thick with Beau-
mont, sir!”

“You mean that Mornington has lent the
five-pound note to Beaumont?”

“Yes, sir, to fix on Jimmy Silver.”

“()hl”

“You see, sir, Beaumont was so well known
to be hard up that when he missed the note
first’ fellows said he hadn’t one, and was only
gassing about having one and lost it.

“After we thought of this I spoke to
Neville,” said Rawson. -“Neville’s the secre-
tary of the senior football club, and he used
to dun Beaumont for his sub. We all knew
it. Some of the fags used to call out to
Beanmont, ° Here comes Neville for his sub!*
And it made Beaumont awfully wildl”

Mr. Silver laughed.”

“I have no doubt it did!”

“Well, Beaumont was looking for the fiver
to pay Neville when he missed it,” said Raw-
son; “‘and my belief is that he fixed it so as
to have Neville present when it was missed.
Neville didn’t half believe at first that he had
a banknote at all, and Beaumont had to
explain how it was, as Neville knew he was
stony. He explained that he’d received it
from his unele.”

“Is not that probable??

“I suppose it's possible,” said Rawson.
“But I'm jolly certain that if Beaumont gob
a fiver he’d have paid some of his debts with
it, not used it to fix a charge on old Jimmy.
But that isn't alle When he couldn’t pay
Nevillehis foothall sub, he couldn't have had
a fiver, could he?” :

“% suppose not.”

“Well, he had a fiver afterwards that day,
and he had it from his unele, so he says. But
he never had a letter that day!” said Raw-
son triumphantly. “We've been inquiring
about that, and Beaumont never had a letter
yesterday at all. The postman comes only
twice a day to Rookwood. and Lovell met him

each time.
home!”

“And Beaumont met him each tinmie, too!*
chuckled Lovell; “and each time the ol
boy said, ‘No, there isn't a letter for
Master Beaumont.” I never thought about i
until Rawson started working it out !

Mr. Silver’s face looked grave.

“So you sce how we work it out,
said Rawson modestly. “Beaumont says ha
had a fiver from his uncle—he. told Neville
so—and we know he hadn't a letter yester-
day at all. Mornington is simply reeking
with fivers, and we know he'd give ‘em ail
to get even with Jimmy Silver. Beaumont
couldn’t have sneaked into our dorm to
shove ' that banknote into -Jimmy's jackci.
But Morny sleeps in our dorm, and it wonld
be quite easy for him to sncak out of bed
and do it when all the chaps were asie
He'd know exactly where Jimmy i
was, of course. That five-pound note
was in Beaumont’s drawer at all.

“Never in Tts life!” chortled I

“It was Morny's fiver ali t
Morny shoved it into Jimmy
only gave Beaument the num!
could claim it!”

Mr. Silver drew a deep hreath.

“My dear boy,” he said, “I ti
theory has been largely dic
belief in my son; but i
sible, and quite certainly th
the matter shall be inquired into.”

“That’s what we want,” said Lovell
know you’'ll see that Jimmy has justice,
Thte He'ad wouldn't listen fo kids like
bu X .

“He will listen to me,” said Mr. S
grimly. “I should certainly require proef
to the last iota before I allow my son to
be branded as a thief!”

“That’s it, sir,” said Rawson. “Now, all
banknotes are pumbered, and that note nad
a certain number. ~Notes can be traced by,
their numbers. If Beaumont had it from his
uncle, it can be proved.” :
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Lovell's expecting some tin fram
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“Undoubtedly.”
nd if Le Lad it from Morny, thalt ean
oved,” too. Morny will deny knowing

z ahout it—he's a regular Prussian

mnfv¢but it can be proved, all the
same. Thie note must have come from a
bank, and the banker will know.”
ud if the note proved to be Morny’s,
at sebtles the whole bisuey,” said Raby.
Morny put it into Jimmy Silver's pocket
Beaumont claimed it afterwards—and
¢ likely he'd never even seen it.”
,” said Rawson.
It’s Morny's,
We're con‘.’inted of 't-hat, and it's served its
n in getting Jimmy Silver expelled. 1
't belicve Alorny would let Beaumont
p it. Ho swanks a lot with Lis blessed
bhut he doesn’t give any away. I
don’t- believe for a minute that he 1H
!r‘t Beaumont keep that note, if it’s his.”

*And if he’s got it back, he’s got it now,”
id Lovell. “You see, they believe the
matter is finished and done with; they
don’t guess old Rawson has been working
it om: like a merry Skerlock Holmes.”

“My dear lads,” said Mr. Silver gratefully,
hme lightened my heart very much.
wot- thank you ewough for meeting me
and telling me this, I ghall now know
1 line to take at Rookwood. You can
fely lteave the matter in my hands on that

. rathepl? 2

er rose, The four juniors walked
i» Rookwood with him in high spirits, and
i arrived as the Rookwood fellows were
coming out of the Form-room after morning
feszons,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Silver Means Business.

R. CHISHOLM rose as Mr, Silver was
shown into his study. g

The Head’s face was grave and

concerned. Angry as he was' with

Jumm Silver, he could feel fm the blow

t had fallen upon the boy’s father. He
slkook hands very cordially with his visitor.

“I am glad to see you, Mr. Silver. Please

sit down. T need not say how sorry I am
to send for you on such an errand.”
£ah quite understand that,” said Mr.

must leave Rookwood,” said
“The discovery of his action
course, be a very painful shock
But you will see { had no resource
¢l the boy guilty of theft.”
¥ son is guxltv ‘of theft, sir, he
e to be expelled from the school and
; to prison. I should have no pity on
i whatever if ullilt were the case,” said Mr,
Silver guietly. it is i &
The Head made a gesture.,

“1 stated the whole of the circumstances
in my letter to you, Mr. Silver.”

= So iar as you knew them, sir.”

“Really, Mir. Silver, you must do me the
dl‘t of believing that I inquired mto the
=-m\‘ter in the mo:tv thorough manner,” said
the Head, with,a touch of asperity. “It is
not a light nmtter to expel a boy on such
4 sPllul-\ charge.”

“Quite so. But as the hoy's father, you
wust ailow for my natural {aith in him.”

T Your son
Head.
of

id Mr. Silver. “1 am quite aware that you
mtended to administer strict justice, of
conr Still, there is a possibility that a

hag been made.”

The dead stiffened visibly.

“There is no room for.a mistake,” he said.
“The stolen property was actually found
in vour son’s possession.”’

1 understand that he claims that it was
ced in his pocket without his knowledge.”
ndeed! Certainly _he made that absurd
statement, which I tEfused to listen to for
S moment. I dxd not mention that in my
{ter to you.”
=T haxve seen
I
it is news to me tlmt any
w«nod doubts his gujlt,” said the Head coolly.

“On the contrarv his friends have not

last faith in him, and neither have 1,” said

gome of my son’s friends

boy at Rook-

Br. Silver composedly.
= The Head drummied on the tz b!-* with his
ftnges

“Me. Silver, “the matter Las
I have asked you to come here to remove
your son, who defies all authority, and has
n resorted to violence to remain at Rook-
wood against my will.”

If he is innocent, doctor, his conduct can
= pardoned, I imagine?” 3
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_all' this,”

heen adjudged. ®

“If he is innoeent, Mr. Silver, I should
not only pardon his action, but I should
express my personal regret to him for what
happened. But he is not innocent,”
the Head tartly. “He is guilty, and

said

his guilt has been proved.” E
rd the proof as conclusive.
st

“1 do not rega

“I--am -serry for. that. I
decision remains unchanged.”

“You have no obuctmu, h
inquiring into the CIl(dm%anCL
I am here?”

“I have no ri hf to rahc any
but I do not see the v

““That may transpire la
“Doctor, my son’s good name, and my o
as his father, are at stake. You can make
allowance for a parent’s feelings, T am sure.”

The Head melted at once,

“My dear‘sir, you shall he satisfied in
every possible way!" he exclaimed. “I am
only sorry that I can see no chance of lift-
ing the stain from your son’'s name. His
Form-master tells me that he had a very
high opinion of him until now. He was, in
“act a_ credit to the Fourth Form—some-
what high-spirited, but an excellent lad in
every wa That makes his fall more shock-
mﬂ and painful.”

“ And improbable !” said Mr. Silver.
“Well, you shall satisfy yourself,”
Head.
you the fullest satisfaction
What do you wish to do?”

“1 \hould like to question Master Beau-
mont."”

say my

? said Me. ‘Ll\u'

said the

in the matter.

“Very well.”

Dr. Chishiolm touched the bell, and sent
the page to call Master Beaumont to his
study. ;

“You must not suppos¢ that Beawwmont | °
aceused your son,” he explained. “Mr.

Bootles tells me he expressed serious doubts
as to whether Silver had taken the note. He
required him to be searched partly for his
own sake, as guspicion had falien on him.”

Mr. Silver nodded, without replying.
‘Beaumont of thc Sixth entered the study.
The prefect was looking pale, and his
brows were (uuded 1t was not pleasant
for him to meet Jimmy Silver's father. But
he nerved himself for the ordeal.

“This is Master Beaumont,” said the Head.

Mr. Silver seanncd the prefect’s face.

“Thank you for coming here, Master Beau-
mont,” he said. “I am Silver's father. 1
haye come to take my son away if he is
guilty.”

Beaumont’s lips quivered uneasily.

“I am ¢ fr‘ud there is no doubt about that,
sir,” he said. “The matter has been proved,
I am sorry to say.”

“We shall see. It was your banknote, X
urdu‘ut(uld that was purloined?”

&es, sir.”
“A ﬁvp -pound note?”

“Ye

'Xou remember the number of it?”

“Beaumont identified the note hy
uumber of it,” inter Lcted the Head.

Exactly. May 1 ask Master Beaumont

\mether he is accustomed to possessing Hank-
notes of such yalue(”

“I have fivers sometimes
mont.

“May I agsk where you obtained this one?"

"Really, sir——" began the Head.,

“Let Master Beaumont answer my
tion. Lnlesb,‘ said Mr, Silver, with
emphagis—*unless Master Beanmont
to answering it!”

Bed.umont madé an uneasy movement.

the

, sir,” said Beau-

ques-
bigter
objects

“I lmwe no objection to answering it, of
course,” he said, “I had the note from
my unecle.”

You stated as much, I understand, to

Neville, of your Form?”
Yes; T told Neville,” said Beaumont, aston-
isned ab Mr. Silver's knowledge.

“Please tell me your ancle’s name,”

Beaumont, hesitated.

“I'm waiting,” said Mr. Silver,

“1 don't see——"

“I must say that I don't sec
said the Head,
signs of impatience.

“I have an object,
Beaumont answers my qu sstions, 1
ciude that he has spoken falsely in saying
that he had a banknote from hLis uncle,”
“Mr. Silver!”
“Let him answer,”

the dri
with very

sir,  TUnles

said Mz, Silver.

“My uncle is Sir Charles lsmumont said
ﬂ\e prefect sullenty.
“Very good. Sir Charles Bmumout doubt-

less, takes the numbers of his notes,” said
My, Silver. “You have the nmumber of the
stolen note, Dr Chisholm 7"

“Yes; but :

s

“Heaven forbid that I shonkl deny |
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“1 have finished with Master Beaumont.”

The Head made the prefect a sign to leave
the study. Beaumont, very Pdle and per-
turbed, quitted the room.

“Now, sir—2 began the Head.

“7 observe that you ha\e a telephions 1
sir,” said Mr. Silver. “Doubtl
Blaumonts name is in the telephons
tory—r-

“That is the case. I have recet
fmni lnm before,” said- the Head.
what———

Will you kindly telephone to hi
quire whether he sent his nephew 1

note for five pounds yesterday, or this
at 411 22
“Really—"
"\I\ belief is that he did nothing of the
kind,” said Mr, Silver grimly.
© “Really, sir—"

“A few words with Sir Charl
will settle the matter one way or
said Mr. Silver.

The Hel.d made an bapatient g tur\

“T will do as you wish, Mr, Sily

“Thank youn!*

Di. (,hmmlm crossed to the telephone and
i took up the recenel‘ He cailed for

Beaumond
he other,”

»

numbor, and in a few minutes got throug!
“Fortunately, Sir (lnrlcv is at Lome,” saild

the Head irritably. “ You will see in a few

minutes, ver, -that your very rém

J)le 1~picim is quite unfounded.”
“ Perhaps sn > S
“Ah, is here! Is that Sir Charles Bean
i mont 7"
| “¥es,” came back the voice on the wi
That Dr. olm7*
S va exe e for this di

{ Sir Charles. I desire to- ask
{ concerning a baitknote \r-u
nephew this week.’
“What? What?”
“You t a five-pomr
nephew, Master Beaumont.
at huukwmxd— ~~~~~~ %
“Nothing of the serti”
“Wha-a-at?”
have not sent

.my 1

"Ltrtdh‘ll‘ 0
send te sclioolbay

r Charles erossly. *So
her, I have sent him nnthma sine
—ds ay. two months ago.”

“You are absolutely ecrtain?”
Of course I am certuin!

ens

“Pray excuse my firoubling you'!" sas
the Head.

And he rang off withoub futiier
probably leaving the bLaronet
pu?/led

Chi

What the

u.(

SEPY

sholm sank limply into his ehair.
2 said Mr. Silver grimly,
“You are right,

sir,” gasped the Head.
ir Charles Beaumont has not sent his
nepliew a  banknote, and Beaumont hLas

spoken falsely. But--but what doss that

prove 7"

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.'
In the Toils!

66 HE next nhmﬂ to do,” said Me. ¢
quietly, “is to cross-examine
boy Moraington. Will you be
enough to send for him,

“Mornington! Certainly, if you
said Dr. Chisholm, = trifle’ we arily.
send a message to ask Mr. Bootles
him to the studv at once.”

“Thank youn.

In five minutes the Fourth F

ushered Mornington into the a

“You sent for me,

“Mr. Silver wishes
the Head.

Mornington looked at
lently as he dared.

“1 dbn't see what

to bring

T'}] 11}‘1‘!&'

auestion you,”

the visitor as

Mr. Silver can do

me, sir,” lie replied.
You will kindly his  questions
Mornington.”
“Nepyoawell Dsin!?
I understand that you ave on bad terms
ith my %on, Master Mon mgiull, said AMr.
Silver,
“1 don’t like him, sir,” he said.  “He 13

e

out of the footer, v‘]irﬁy because he's
Jealous of my form, 1 don't take the trouble
to dislike him ; he’s not worth it!”

Mr. Bootles and the ¥ead
frowned.  Mr, :s gleamed for a
winitte.

~Mornington’s insolenee x
sion on the three.

le a bad impres
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_ “You are on very friendly terms with
Master Beaumont of the Sixth Form, I under-
stand 27 s

“Not at all. TFourth-Formers are not
usually friendly with prefects. But per-
haps” you don’t know much about public
sehools, sir,”

“Mornington, you will kindly answer Mr.
Silver respectfully!” said the Head warningly.
. “X am quite aware that such a friendship
is unusual,” said Mr. Silver. “But in this
cagse, I understand, it exists. You are on
friendly terms with a prefect of the Sixth,
:’md_’both of you are on had terms with my

‘son

& at all.” e
e you willing for members f your Form
to be questioned as to your friendship with
Master Beaumont?”

Mornington shifted uneasily. His amazing
“palliness ” with a Sixth Form prefect had
been the talk of the Fourth, and it was not
much use denying a fact that could be proved
at onee by investigation.

“Perhaps Beaumont has been rather kind to
me,” he said, after a pause. “He rather
likes me, - 1 like him.”

“That does not agree with your previous
statement, Mornington,” said tlie Head frown-
ing. “1 warn you to go careful!”

“I don't see that my private afairs are
this gentleman’s husiness at all, sir,” said
Mornington coolly. “I regard this question-
ing as sheer impertinence!”

“Mornington!” =

“You will soon see the object of my
questioning ! said Mr, Silver grimly.

“Did you or did you not enter into a
scheme with Master Beaumont to fasten a
-charge of theit upon my son?”

“Good heavens!” murmured Mr.
aghast. And the Head gasped.

Mornington drew a deep breath,

“Certainly not!” he replied.

“You did not?”

“No. I regard the questions as an insult!”

“Did you, taking advantage of the fact
that you occupy the same dormitory as my
son, leave your bed in the night to plaee a
banknote in his jacket, having arranged with
Beaumont the next day to pretend it was
stolen?”

“No!” muttered Mornington.

“Was the five-pound note yours or was it
Beaumont’s—the note that was found in my
son’s jacket lining?”

“ Beaumont's, of course. He told the Head
o

Bootles

“Po you know where Master Beaumont
obtained it2”

“L think he had it from his uncle. T don’t
know much about Beaumont’s affairs, of
course,”

“Beaumont informed us that it was from his
unecle,” remarked Mr. Bootles, -

Mr. Silver smiled, and the Head gave a
peculiar eough.

Mornington cast a sharp look from one to
the other. He could see that something, at
least, was known, and that something filled
him with a vague fear. Had he left some
point in his cunning scheme unguarded, after
all? That was the deadly fear that was
gnawing now in the young rascal’s breast.

“You did not put the note in my son’s
jacket?” =

“I bave said so!” muttered the junior
Liiskily.

“It was not your note?”

“No.”

“Very good!” Mr. Silver turned to the

Mornington fiercely.

Mornington’s, and never in Master Beaumont’s
possession at all. Therefore, it could not have
been taken from his study by my son.”

“Bless my soul!” exelaimed the Head.

“You—you amaze me!” stammered Mr.
Bootles. “What possible reason was there for
supposing the note was Mornington’s?”

“It was not mine!” shouted Mornington
furiously. “This is a rotten frick to get
Silver off

“Silence, Mornington!” said the Head.

“Am I to keep silent while this man is
arguing my good name away?’ demanded
“I give you my word,
sir, that the note was not mine, and I never
heard of it until it was found on Jimmy
Silver, who had stolen it from Beaumont!”

“You need not fear anything but the truth
will be estabiished, Mornington. Mr. Silver,
I must ask you for the reason for the astound-
ing suggestions you make.”

“Proofs are better than reasons,” said Mr.
Silver quietly. “You have the number of the
note in question.”

“I have the number here.”

“VYery good! You have already learned that
Beaumont lied in declaring that the note
came from his uncle.”

Mornington panted. He began to feel the
toils closing about him.

“By the niumber of the note,” continued Mr.
Silver,” “you can ascertain whether it was
Mornington’s.”

“True!” said the Head.

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr. Bootles.

“Mornington, I understand that you have
a very considerable allowanee,” said the
Head. “You somctimes have banknotes?”

“I’'ve plenty of money,” said Mornington,
with a touch of his old purse-proud manner.

“Did you have a five-pound note yesterday?”

A denial trembled on Mornington’s lips. But
a denial was not much use when he had a wad
of {fivers in his pocket-book at that very
moment,

“Yes, sir;-several.”

“He had five-pound notes and Beaumont
had none,” said Mr. Silver significantly.
“His notes must have come originally from
a bank, and either from his guardian or
through the banker thé numbers ean be
ascertained, If one of the numbers is the
same as the stolen note—” s

“That would certainly prove your case, sir,”
said the Head slowly.

“I will communicate with Mornington’s
guardian on the subject at once.”

Mornington reeled. His face was deathly
white. Kvery eye in the room was on him,
and his terror could not escape observation.

“Mornington "—the Head’s voice was slow
and omincus—“do yon admit now that the
banknote was yours?”

“No,” said Mornington thickly. “I—I deny
i1

“I have yet another point to make,” said
Mr. Silver, his voice like iron.
note, I presume, was returned to the sup-
posed owner when it was taken from my son?”

“Undoubtedly,” said Mr. Bootles. “It was
given back to Beaumont in my presence.”

“I believe that note was Mornington’s, and
used only for the purpose of fastening a false
charge against my son., After it had served
its purpcse the real owner would doubtless re-
claim it. He would have, so far as I can see,
no motive in allowing his accomplice to re-
tain it. That being the ecase, it is very
probably in Mornington’s possession at this
very moment, and I demand he be searched

“The stolen

17

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
“ Hurrah [

& TOP !>
“Mornington !”
2 Mornington did not stop.

= He fairly sprang at the door, and
tore it open. But, though the Head and h
Bootles were taken by surprise, Mr. Silye
_was on the alert. With a spring he was at
the door, and his grasp eclosed like iron on
Mornington’s shoulder.

“Not so fast!” said Mr. Silver erimly,

“Let me go!” yelled Mornington.

He kicked and struggled savagely in Mr,
Silver’s grasp.

With a twist of his arm Jimmy's father
sent the wretched schemer back into the
study and closed the door.

Mornington stood panting.

“Dr. Chisholm "—Mr. Silver's voice was
calm and even—“after this hoy's action you
can have no further doubt that the banknote
is upon his person.”

“Good heavens!” said the Head.

“It certainly appears clear,” said Mr.
Bootles. “Mornington must be searched.”

“Kindly search him, Mr. Bootles,” said
the Head. “There is little doubt now, L
fear. Silver has been cruelly wronged.”

Mornington started back as the Forme
master approached him.

“Hands off!” he
“Hands off, or—"

“Mornington “—the Head's voice was deep
and stern—“submit to a search st onoe, or
I shall'call in 2 prefect to hold you!”
- “I—I haven't the note!” panted Morning-
on.

“A search will'prove that one way or ihe
other.” =

The wretghed junior groaned. There
only one explanation of his conduct, and
there was nothing o be said.

He made no further resistance, hir.
Bootles drew a fat pocket-haok {rom the
junior’s pocket and openmed it. There were
a dozen banknotes in it, and Mr. Bootles
examined each ong methodieally. Hec paused
at last, and drew one note out from the
others.

“This is the note!”

The Head took it, scanned the number
compared it with a number on a slip
paper. -

“The number is the same,” he said.

“Bless my soul!” murmured 3Mr. Bootles.

“This note,” said the Head, “is the note
found on Silver of the Fourth when he was
searched yesterday. I need not ask how it
came into your possession, Mornington. It
was your property, and-you reclaimed it from
your accomplice when it was taken from
Silver. Do _you still wish an investigation
through your guardian to prove the note
was yours in the first place?”

Mornington pulled himself together,

“You needn’t trouble,” he said. “I own
up. Not much use lyin’ about it now. I
thought the matter was ended, or I'd have
left the note with Beaumont, only the silly
fool would have blued it on geegees, and I
should never have seen it again. The game’s
up, and I'm ready to take my gruel!”

The Head’s brow was black as thunder.

“It is clear that you placed the banknote
in Silver’s pocket, and. somehow induced
Beaumont to make a false claim to it,”
he said. “Now that your guilt is proved
beyond doubt you admit it.”

Mornington shrugged his shoulders with his

muttered  thickly,

was

Head. “Mr. Chisholm, my point is that that Mr. Silver broke off suddenly as Mornington | old coolness.
statement is false, that the banknote was| made a wild and desperate rush to the door. “I know the game’s up,” he said, with a
HAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA—AAAAAAH
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“1 swore that either Jimmy Silver
uld clear out of Rookwood. I meant
se Jimmy Stlver. My luck's out, but
t going to whine. I'm ready to be

will eertainly be expelled fimme-
¢ly from the school, you unmiitigated
g scoundrel!” said the Head. - “Mr.

i tes, call Beaumont herel”

in a few monments Beaumont entersd,
tonking pale and harassed. =

His scared eyes dwelt on every face in

“The game’s up, Beaumont!” said Morning-
ton flippantly, before the Head could speak.
“Th

3

've found the note on me.”

:aumont gave a gasping cry. :
“T'ne truth is known, Beanmont,” said the
d quietly. “How came it, wretched hoy,
‘a prefect of the Sixth Form,
ntered into this dastardly plot with a junior
to disgrace an innocent la

Beaumont staggered against the door.

“I—I never wanted to,” he said huskily.
“Yon—you don't know that young fiend!
He drove me into it. I owed him money.
He had me under his thumh! I-I never
wanted to do it——"

He broke oft

Mr,  Silver
longer.

“May I see my son?” he asked.

“AIr. Bootles, kindly conduct Mr. Silver
to hi ‘s study. Please tell Silver that
his innocence is proved he is pardoned
his insubordination, and - he will, of

remain at Rookwood.”

Sitver left the study with the Form-
‘ Beaumont and Mornington re-
mained to be dealt with by the Head.

1 8 groan.

rose, He was not wanted

5 c - 5 = . .
“What news, sir?”

Lovell & Co, surrounded the old gentleman.

Mr. Silver smiled joviaily.

“The best, my lad!” he said. “DMaster
Rawsen, you have saved my son! Jimmy's
innocence is proved. Come with me to tell
him o, my lads.”

The news spread like wildfire, and an army
i juniors marched with Mr. Silver to the
study.

dy boy!” said Mr. Silver.

“Dad !” 2

“It is all cleared up, Jimmy,” said Mr.
Silver in a moved voice. “You owe it to
your schoolfellow Rawson, who suggested to
me the line of inquiry I followed. The Head
pardons you—-" =

“Dr. Chisholm overlooks your—ahem !—in-
subordination, Silver,” said Mr. Bootles.
“You will—ahem!—kindly come out of the
study, and—ahem!—the damage will be re-
paired. I congratulate you, my boy!” -

“ Hurrah !” roared Lovell & Co.

“Bravo, Jimmy!" =

The screwed door of the end study was
forced open—Jimmy Silver’s siege was over
now. Jimmy came out, his face glowing.
flis father shook hands with him, Mr. Bootles
siook hands with him, Lovell & Co. fairly
hwgged him. And when he learned all he
gave Rawson a thump on the hack that
made the schelarship junior stagger.

You did it, you bounder!” said Jimmy.
“Live us your fist, old son!” :

“Hip, hip. hooray!” roared the Rookwood
juniors, Classical and Modern alike.

The roar of cheering reached the -Head's
study. and the Head smiled as he heard it;
and it reached the two wretched culprits
receiving the sentence of expulsion from the
school—Beaumont pale and shame-stricken,
id Mornington insolent *and mocking to the
iast.

Jimmy Silver’'s star was in the ascendent
again, and he was not likely to forget the
debt he owed to Rawson, whose loyal faith
and cool, clear head had saved him when
all looked black. <

THE END,

”
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“MORNINGTON’S
ATONEMENT!”

By OWEN CONQUEST,
is the fitle of next week's magniii-

cent story of Jimmy Silver & Co.,
the chums of Rookwood School,

YOU WILL ENJOY IT!
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“ CHEER.”? -

The homely, not at all unpleasant, little
word is often cropping up. I find it in my
letters. The writers tell me that they- hope
what they are going to say will not be con-
si’czeted cheek, As a rule, the answer is
“No -

Cheek, as an old writer says, is indispens-
able for prosperity in -the world.. Without
it yoa have not a chance of getting on.
Modest merit seeks the shade, and so sure
as it does that there will modest merit stick.
That is what a certain. cynical philosopher
held to be true, but he is not always right.

Still, “cheek ” has its place. One hears
the remark, “I like his cheek!” which shows
that the quality is appreciated. Of course,
it all depends on-how and whers “cheek "
is displayed. It was “cheek ” of the Lnglish-
man to slip off and take possession of the
one bed in the inn, while others were draw-
ing lots as to who should occupy the four-
poster. But it was cheek at which folks
laugh. -

.But it is not always funny. There are
veople who take the Dest of everything at
once. They would ring up the chief of a
Red Indian tribe and ask for the loan of
his best blanket. Some individuals are equal
to anything, and their coolness would make
the Arctic Circle look cheap. But such folks
get liked, somehow, all the same. It is so.
What is more, audacity gets there. It is a
winner all the time!

BUNTER AT AN EARLY AQE.

It appears that William George was never
much given to marblcs. From a priceless old
manuscript which has been dug up in a moun-
tain fastness not far removed from the
paternal stronghold of the Bunters it appears
that W. G. B. was a fine child—I know all
details respecting the infancy of .the one and
only are appreciated—and could have won
prizes for development had he liked.

The Owl of Greyfriars blinked wisely on
the world and never uttered meaningless
things like * Googli-goo!” which get linked up
with other items of humanity. At the age
of three he imperilled his valuable life with
a_doughnut, thus revealing that intrepidity
which has ecaused the porpoise to achieve
much fame,

A YOUNQ PESSIMIST.

There were some remarkable things in a
letter the other day. Perhaps the. writer
did not mean all he said. I doubt if any-
body ever does mean quite all he pufs in a
letter. - This was it: “What's the good of
it all—going oun worrying with school and all
the rest of it? It only means more and then

more worry. You will grow up-and pay taxes

and meet bills, and that’s all.”
As the poet asKed:

“What's the good of anythink?
Why, nothink!”

1 should say my
it fit of “fedupitis,”
fr.

And there you are!
correspondent had a
He will scon get over

WORDS3—IDLE WORDS !

This is not true. Words are not idle; not
those we all use, There are many hard-
working words which never have a minute’s
peace. Idle! Not at all! Of course, there
are droves of drones eating their heads off
in the dictionary. They never come out ot
their fat retirement and do a decent day's
work. Not they! Some of them call them-
selves obsolete. It is a mere excuse for
laziness.

But have you noticed in this connection
how few words really are used? You get
through the day witlf a few hundred. The
thousands of otliers occasionally have an
airing when a pedant or a scholar gets up to
speak, but for the majority of folks  the
mass ol words belonging to the languaze are
not in existence at all

STREET, LONDON, E.C. 4,

I am rather sorry for some of
neglected words—such jolly little terms
“Unhap,” for instance, or
There are myriads of them, Some
to come out in the limelight.
mere malingerers.

Others are
Many have lost whatever
meaning they may have just through disuse.
They are living on serap-heaps.

Look at some of the fine words Shakespeare
employed. There is “frampold,” for instance.
“1 have had a frempold time,” sounds far
more distinguished than “I have had a rotten
time !>

“Rotten * -is not in it with “frampold.”
But there it is. And talkine about the
dictionary, whieli I believe Peter Todd reads
pretty carefully, it is not half a bad littl
book, a veritable much-in-little. There
people ‘who say it is not in the least nec

to buy books and papers, ns a pocket
ionary contains all the words.
This is true. 1 should not say it if it were
otherwise, and, maybe, somebody will be
chipping i with the remark that there
call for the PENNY POPULAR, as vou
find all the words in a smart little lexicon.
But dou't encourage this idea! I want the
circulation of the “P, P.” to gct bigger znd
bigger. =

TALK.

It was not Sir Auckland Ge

he is a wise man, but someb
advised fellows to talk more. I w,
this subject by a remark from a reader
told me that boys did not like a
story which I was publishing.
_ How did he know? The faect is, the ¥arn
in question is proving highly popular. 1
never believe in the theory that feilows da
not understand this subject or the other.
They do! Faet!

These are days of debating societies and
exchanges of ideas. The silent Briton, as he
is called, can talk as well as anybody when
there is a need. Why, only the other day
a fragment of paper was picked up in the
Fourth Form corridor, It bore these lmes
in a plain hand:

“I would rather be talking,
With you out a-walking,
Than rattling after the hounds!”

D'Arcy, of course? No! They might be
attributed to the brave topper-wearer, but it
%le ivrotc the words he copied them out of a
hook !

EVERY INCH A HERO.

I have been favoured with parti
the memorial to Seaman Carless, V.C., at
Walsall, which was unveiled by Rear-Admiral
Sir Walter Cowan.  Carless was mortally
wounded in the action in Heligoland Bight
on Nov. 17th, 1017, but he still went on servi:
the gun at which he was acting as rammer
He collapsed, but rallied and cheered on the
new gun crew, and then féll' and died. 71
hero’s portrait was sent to meé, and sh
him as a fine, upstanding sailor, who fea:
nothing and did his duty to the end.

A QUIET ONLOOKER.

This correspondent, asks me whether I conld
not give a column in the Companion Papers
to_ “Situations Wanted and Vacant.”

I am afraid not. Useful as such a feature
would he,* { think many of my supporters
would feel that story space was being un-
necessarily encroached upon,

AN AMATEUR THEATRICAL
SOCIETY

Albert K. Ingersoll, 26, Harvey Road,
Camberwell Green, S. 5, wants to know
of an amateur theatrical society in his
neighbourhood. He is very keen on acting,
and-is a bit at a loss as to how to proceed

co
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in the matter, for, as a rule, these societics
are private affairs, and do not advertise.

I liope somehody interested in private
theatrical performances will communicate

with my correspondent.

FRON NEW ZZALAND.

A reader at Waitaki, New Zealand, sends
mie some first-rate information about his
school, in which he is in the Upper Fiith.
He is just going up for his matriculation
and will then pass inte the Sixth. He has to
g0 two hundred and  seventeen miles to
school, and only gets home three times a year
Waitaki is two and a half miles out of
Oamarn.

“I ean’t say we have much freedom, exeept
for going to church twice each Sunday, but
we get fo town on Saturday afternoons or
furing the week if we have a good reason.
Football, being “eompulsory, has made big
strides, also cricket. Our second eleven was
undefeated for fourteen years, and last year
our first eleven beat two larger schools by over
an innings.”

My correspondent is naturally proud of his
great country and of the splendid work done
by the New Zealand troops.

IN A C NEMA OPERATING BOX.

There was a paragraph in one of the Com-
panion Papers the other day in which the
writer said the work was menotonous.

Mr. J. H. Popple, of the Picture House,
Searborough, wants to know what he meant
by such a remark. Mr. Popple does not find
the husiness in the least dunil, and he knows
as much about working films as.anybody. He
thinks it all extremely iuteresting. He has |
no assistant,” and everything is on his hands.
He is keen on his profession, and—well, it is
a pleasure to read such a letter as his with
the enthusiasm in every line which speils sue-
cess and satisfaction all round.

HISTORY.

Those readers who send me letters saying
fhat they have encugh history in the class
room and don’'t yearn for any more can
ip th's paragraph. I bave received any
her of communications about Sir Arthur
nan Doyle’s serial, “Rodney Stone,” which
appearing in our companion paper, the

ny
£

| in the back ages.

U

“Boys® Friend.” Most of my friends like the
tale, and they do . . Buit a few say they
dislike history. It is amazing to hear it,
for history covers so much, and what a fellow
sponges up of the subject in his sehooldays
can never be more than the fringé of the
matter. History is pretty well everything,
after all. It concerns what other fellows did
L e It is net just a catalogue
of kings and other estimable peonle whe
lived in the bygone, what they did and said.
That is a limited view of history, after-all—
nothing much more than a row of wax
figures with  crowns on their heads and
sceptres in their hands, such as you see ab
Madame Tussaud’s.

But T would rather the chums who
grumble had a good ward for history. Some
of them have read the hooks of G. A. Henty.
There you have history—stories of the rige
of Venice and what the Dogé considered was
the best policy for the Great Republic of the
Adriatic in' mediwval times. History means
having a glimpse of the Court of the Grand
Monarque in the eighteenth century, and
seeing how life went then, when the- first
Duke of Marlborough was doing his best for
the old Dutch burghers who might have been
swamped by the French king's armies.

I get letters from readers who describe
the old castles they have seen on a summer
holiday. And each of these ancient strong-
holds has its wonderful story of the past.

 You can draw aside the curtain, as it were,

and see the bright tableau or the sombre
picture of war and famine, tragedy, and the

| rest.

It is o mistake to despise history. You
are condemning life itself. Of course, some
history is dull, but that is just the fault
of the writer. The history itself is never
tedious.  You have to lock through the long
deseriptions and try and see the human
element behind.

And a well-told yarn shows things as they |

were. Morton Pike in his old-time tales of
ancient London in the days of the Plague
and the Fire gives the reader such a vivid
impression of the byzone that he who reads
seems In imdgination to be transported back
into the old, old davs.

The great Dumas—he is styled that, tRough

19

his son was great as wen—has taught the
whole world more about the old history
of France than any man. Thackeray knew
this fact well enough. When Perey Fitz-
gerald tried to run down Dumas, Thackeray
sat down and showed just a few of the
mighty things old Dumas had done. And I
chose “Rodney Stone ” as a serial for the

“Boys’ Friend ? just hecause it carries on
in stirring fashion the magnificent work of
o have

the other big writers who
history as their scene of action.

chosen

READERS’ NOTICES. }

G. Becks, ClLiff Cottage, The Lees,
Herne Bay, Kent, has Vol. 12 of the
“Gem ” for sale, 3s. 6d.

E. Fishlock, 326, High Street, Brent-
ford, Middlesex, wants “The Outcast’s
Luck,” 9d.; “School and Sport,” and
;Rivals and Chums,” 10d. each. Write
rst.

F. N. Holmes, 22, Gleiftedon Road,
Streatham, S.W. 16, has for sale 50
“Magnets ” between 500-600.

J. Rigby, School Lane, Hartford,
Cheshire, has back numbers of the Com-
panion Papers for sale. Write first.

George Newmarn, 6, Dove Row, Hoyle
Hill, Barnsley, wants “School and
Sport,” and ¢“Rivals and Chums.” 6d.
each offeved. .

S.  A. Rochlin, 47, De Korte Street,
Cape Town, 8. Africa—with readers any-
where, age 15-17.

How to becomse
tive  Write

BECOME A DETEGTIVEL!

teulars.

for
Post free, 2/-.—Basile Lloyds, 23, North Street, Guilds

Yard detec-
full par-
Surrey.
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“Book &l

INGREASE YOUR HEIGHT

APPLIANCES.

SEVERAL -INCEES WITHOUT
ROSS SYSTEM NEVER FAILS.
Price 7/6 complete,

e

Particulars 12d. stamp.
P. ROSS, 16, Langdale Road, SCAREGROUGE. §

TAl

all different, 2/-.
5.3

& ®
40 Great Brita

Special Offer.
Foreign & Colonial,

100 Foreign & Colonial, all different, 1/-.
Approval sheets, 3d. in 1/- discount,
R. Richardson, Magna Carta, Wrayshury, Bucks.

50

in, all different,

NERVOU

Cure ¥, and Bake -I.'ife a Success. »

n do it in a week by My System of Tie
ely at home. X 5
more Nervousness, Blushing in company, no m

nities through Bashfulness, but, instead, that fine Confidence and Hase of
Manner that makes one popular everywhere, and that quick, sure Alertness
that enables you _to grasp the chance thab comes your w

develops your Will Power and Mental Energy,
Control, gives you a key t
send you full particulars fre
to-day—irow—mentioning Px
Road, St. Annes-on-Sea.

atme
Just a week, and what a difierence i

anlock every door thab opens on Suecess. Leb us
in plain sealed envelope. Don’t dclay. Write
NNY POPULAR—Specialist, 12, All Saints’

4 do it quite
your life! No
ore missing of opportu-

y. My System
strengthens your Nerve

HEIGHT INCREASED
iN 30 DAYS

5/-

Gompietis
Course.

No Appliauces = No Drugs. No Dieting.  The Mfelvin Strong
System NEVER FAILS. Full particaulars and Testimonials 1d.
stamp.—Melvin Strong, Ltd. (Dept. 8.), 24, Southwark St., S.B.
Hn
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JHLIEL Dept,, UNION JACK SERIES,
Egﬁ The Fleetway, House Farringdon
il Street, E.C.4.
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by the adoption of valuable patented improvements.
These distinguish the Aero-Special from all other

KNew Edition Hustrated Art Catalogue and *° Book of ‘the
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Rudge - Whitworth, Ltd,
(Dept.392),

230 Tottenham Court Road (Oxford Stroet end), W.1
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THE: HAIR.
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‘The Invitation to Test 'Free_ the Wonderful Effect of

% Harlene Hair~Drill”" in Ptémoﬁng

Hair Health and Beauty. 2 e

ﬂ.i,o_oo‘,doo COMPLETE TRIAL OUTFITS FREE TO-DAY. *

It yon are wofrlcd about the condition of your halr ; if It Is weak,
impoverished, falling out, or affected - with scurf,” dryness or over-
greasiness, do as millions of others (both men.and women) have done,
and try * Hatlene Hair-Drill.” g e d o

" From to-tlay. onwards there are to ributed  ons_ million
halir-health o Is free of all'cost—each parcel to contain a Complete
Outfit for the care of the halr.
SIMPLE METHOD SECURES HAIR-

= ' HEALTH,

.The whole process takes- no mote -
than two minutes a day, and is enthu-
Elastically praised by a host of ** Hair-
Drill-”” devotees for the .marvellously:
refreshing and rejuvenating fecling this
every-morning-toilet = exercise . gives
before facing the day’s work.

A USEFUL AND. WELCOME FREE
. GIFT,

Post the couppn below, together with
your nane and addrese, and four penny
stamps to-coyer-cost-of postage - and-
packing of the parcel. Y =R

By return’: yon will. receive  this
Four-Fold Gift: - <k
" L A trial Bottle of *“Harlenz,’” the - °
ideal’ liguid food and natural growth-
promoting tonic -for-the hair, :
" 2-A- packef of the -unrivallal-
-*‘Cremex”’ Shampoo—the finest, purest,
and ‘most soothing :hair. and scalp
cleanser, which prepares the head for
a“" H‘ir‘mn." — - b ST

=

gromy

8. A bottle of * Uzon* Brillinntine, which gives the final tonch ot
beauty to the hair, and is most beneficial to those whose scalp i3 ** dry.”.

4. A copy of the newly published ** Hair-Drill ’ Manual—the mos§
authoritative and clearly-written treatise on the toilet ever produced. 2

After a Free Trial you will be able to obtain further su‘pplia o_! 25X
¢ Harlene ” at 1s. 1id., 25. 9d., and 4s. 9d. per bottle; * Uzon*’ >
> goﬂlllix\nllne ?lt ls.clid. and Zssglglm']])(t,:;

ttle: and . Cremex "

FOST-THE Powders, 1s. lid. per box of sevén

FREE . ghampoos ~(single  packets- 2d. ecach),
COUPON- from :}:ud(:hcx‘iﬂstilun,d ~Sto§e?a ox‘2 gu-ggt

from Edwards" Harlene, Ltd., 20, 22,-
NOW.Z 24, and 26, Lamb’s Condulf Strecet,

London, W.C. 1. _ :

When your hair is altacked by scurf, druness, over-greasiness,

and begins to fall out and become brittle, th

needs the beneficial treatment of ** Harlene Hair-Drill”’ to give
new health and strength to the impoverished hair-roots.

i~ ““HARLENE” FREEGIFTFORM

Detach and post to EDWARDS'®
HARLENE, LTD., 20, 22, 24, and 26,
Lamb’s Conduit St., London, W.C.1.
Dear. Sirs,—Pleasc scnd: me
your. Free “Harlene* Foxx-Fold
Hair-Growing Outfit - _as "des-
cribed. 1 enclose 4d. in:stimps
for postage and packing of parcel
to my address, <57
NOTE TO READER. -

Write. your full name. and
address clearly_on a plain plece
of Jmp_er, pin this-Coupon to'it,
and post as directed -above
(Mark envelope ““Sample Dept.”’)
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-
ARE YOU SHORT ?
“1#'80, 10t the Girvan Syatem help you to Inorsass .-
‘- your height. Mr. Hrggs nogor’t’- an fnereéass of
5 {n ;. Driver E, F.-3.in 5

inches; Miss Da 83 “inches; Mr. Lindon 8
fpchies; Ar, Ketley 4 Inches; 3Miss Leedell & J
loches. Thia systam requires only ton-minntea
morning and avening, and greatly improves the
heslth, physique, and carriage, No ingllanoel
or drugs. Sesnd B pénny atamps for further par-
ticnlars and £100 Guarantés to Enquiry Deps.,
AMP., 17, Stroud Green ‘Road, London, N. §.

g 1l e jons
80 MAGIC TRICKS, My < v oo

] 08t
free, 1/-—T W.-HARRISON, 239, Pentonville Road, London, ﬁ.l.

) Myw* ,

Overcoats, Shoes, Suits, Rainconts,” Trench Coats, Costumes, and

Winter Coats, Silver & Gold Pocket and Wrist Watches, Rings, Jow-
ellery, &e., on ensy terms. 80/- worth 5/- monthly.; 60/- worth 10{-.
monthlv ;.&c. CATALOGUE FREE. Foreign applications invited.

MASTERS, Ltd., 6, Hope Stores, RYE. Estd. 1869.

NS BEATEN

Al the Jatest tunes can Lo played
on the Chella-phone,
Yocket Instrument on  which
tunes can be- correctly played in
any key. Soldlers and Sailors Jove
irra 5 . it. **Knocks Lhe .German mouth
organ info a escked hal?" Post frae 1/8 cach;better

g5V quality, with Silver GLtings 2/0,{rom thomnker,

Hall ‘Avenue, HUDDERSFIELD.

R.
Free packet Unused, send 14d. for postage,
100 " Yorelen Stamgs, all different, for Gd.

STAMPS, o fowia, v B dfistt
CUT THIS OUT

" Penny Popular,” PEN COUPON Value 2d,

Bend this conpon _with P.0. for onlry 5/- direct to the Flaot Pen Co.,
119, Ploot Bt., London, E.0.4. Tn roturn you will recolve (post freo) a
eplendid Britisk Made 14-ct, Oold Nibbed Floot Fountain Pon, valuo 10/6, It
you guvo 12 furtlier coupons, each will count.os 2d. off tho price: so you may
send 13 coupons and only 3/-, Bay wijother.you want u fire, medfum, or broad
l'}g‘in.’&"”ilﬂ great nﬂcdr I n‘u;’du {o lutnlnlnca‘ t‘ho ,’“'}.‘"{‘,’},"“‘f‘ Pon to uta“:l‘
OPULAL rundors, orelgn postnge extra.) Hatisfaction guarantoo
or cash réturned. Bpecinl Bafoty Model, 2/- extra. S

"~ Colonel to Private, D.5.0.'s, M

The only |
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> Boys, be Your Own Printers a
and make extra pocket-moneyby using
THE PETIT “PLEX" BUPLICATOR,
# 2, - Makes pleasing numerous copiés.of NQOTE-
PAPER BEADINGS, BUSINESS CARDS,
SPORTS . -FIXTURE  CARDS, SCORING"
CARDS, PLANS, SCHOOL PUBLICATIONS,
DRAWINGS,. MAPS,” MUSIC, SHORT-
* HAND, PROGRAMMES, NOTICES, ete., in
-2 variety .of pretty colours. Send for ojne
T0:DAY. Price 8/6 complete with all sup-
plies. -Foreign orders, 1/6 extra.— e

".‘B. PCDMORE & Co., Desk P.P.. Southport: -
And af 67-69,'Chnncex:y' Lane, London, W.C. 2. -
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¢ will-power, mind concentration. blush; or feel awkward in tiie presencs ot others,

send 3 penny stamps for particulars of the

Mento-N
ment, used ip the ento-Nerve Strengthening Treate

avy, trom Vice-Admiral to Scaman

.0.’5, M.M.’5,and D,0.3.%s. -
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“GURLY- HAIR 1" .My

bristles wers' made curly In a lew &
: r ua,
Welc on

= writes R. * CURLIT ™
Bair; 13, 2/6. (1}d. stambs dconpied )-SUMMERS (Septs 2 Rpiot

RUSSELL BTREET, BRIGHTON.
S——

) F - Pa en Dayy' Free Trial
I LOWEST CASH PRICES, EASY-PAYMENT TERMS,

Prompt delivery, Save Dealers' Pr . §

i guaranteed or Money Refunded, o

) GREAT, CLEARANCE SALE
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