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A MAGNIFICENT, LONG,
COMPLETE STIORY OF
HARRY WHARTON & CO.,
OF GREYFRIARS.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
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*Do not impose too greatly on my
eredulity,” Loder! 1 can see for myseli that
you have either told a deliberate untruth or
exagperated the position!”

“Nothing of the sorbt, sir!
I;hab these yours rasculs 2

“Not another word, r! o1 am satis-
fied that you had no cavse for complaint!”

1 assurc you

Mr. Quelch guitted the dormitory, and
Toder, scowling fiercely, followed. When
they had gone there was a chuckle from
the Removites.

“Qur lightning operations proved jolly
successful!” said Dennis Carr.

“Yes, rather!”

“Poor old Loder!”

“For goodness’ sake don't pity him!” said

Wharton, “He got all that he de=cned'

The breakfast-gong sounded shortly after-
wards, and the juniors clattered down the
stairs and into the dining-hall,

No appet'smg smell of eggs and bacon
greeted their nostrils. Eggs and bacon were
’Ghlngb of the past. Instead, there was an
offensive odour of curry—not real curry, but
a weird and wonderful concoction which was
supposed to Centain  valuable hygienic
properties.

JEvery fellow in the school was confronted
'lbh a plate of this dreadful substance, and
D _groang reverberated through the Hall.
the masters, who on the whole had
kindly to the hygienic food, had fought
> of that curry. They had all decided to
have breakfast in their own rooms, so that
the dining-hall was left in Loder’s charge.

“The sight of this curry,” said Bob Cherr
plungmfr his spoon - into the yellow-loos
mass, “makes me feel quite ill!”

“L wish they'd take it away and bury it!?”
groaned Jjohnny Bull.

“The stuff’s not ﬁt for cattle!” growled
Wharton. “Will you have my portion,
Buuter‘?”

“Oh, really, Wharton! T'm not going to
eat my whack, let alone another fellow's!”

The Remontoq werc not the only peopie
who didn’t like the look of that curry.

From the fellows seated at the other tables
came deep groans and bitter lamentations.

“The smell of the stuff’s enough to put me
off!” said Coker of the Fifth. “Can any-
body oblige me with a gas-mask?’

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We must make the most of this delicious
curry!” said Blundell mockingly. = “There’s
nothing to follow!”

“There will be a storm to follow, I'm think-
ing!” growled Potter. .

Only one fellow in the hall attempted to
eat this curry. That was Loder of the Sixth.

Loder had professed to like the new food,
and he was, therefore, (,hlifred to stick to
his guns.

The taste of the curry was decidedly dis-
agreeable-~Loder nearly choked, in fact, at
the first mouthful—but he had to ge thz‘ouﬂn
with it.

The rest of the seniors were grinning.

“What's it like, Loder?” asked Wingate.

“@roo—ripping !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Faith, an’ if you're enjoying
Gwynne, “you can have mine!”

So saying, the Irish senior calmly pushed
his plate across the table towards Loder.

The others, moved by the same impulse, pre-
sented Loder with their plates of curry.

“Don’t play the giddy ox, you fellows!”
growled the new captain.

“Well, I like that!” saili Hammersley.
“We’'re generous enough to give you our
curry, and then you turn and snarl at us.
Black ingratitude, T =call at"

““Ha, ha, hat’

The whole school had seen what was hap-
pening at the senior table; and, taking their
cue from the Sixth- bnrmew‘ the fellows rose
to their feet as one man, and advanced to-

wards Loder with their plates of curry.

“Come along, kids!” said Bob Cherry.

“Let's see that our new skipper has & sub-
stantial brekker!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

" The fellows swarmed like bees round Loder
of the Sixth, and- deposited their plates of
curry in front of him.

“Here you are, Loder!”

“Have rmne, old chap!”

“And mine!

“And mine !’

The plates were piled up on top eof. each
other in a sort of p‘mmxﬂ

Loder w,med and gesticulated and pro-
fested, but in vain. Plates galore were
heaped up in front of him, until they stood
aimost mountain-high.
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“Talk about the house that Jack built!?
chuckled Dennis Carr..

“Ha; ha; hal?

“Go easy, you fellows,” said Bob Cherry,
“or the whole jolly lot will collapse! T'll
get upon to the table, and you can hand your
plates up to me one at a time.”

“Good wheeze!”

Loder was almost obliterated from view
by this time It was, as Peter Todd observed,
a case of “curry.to right ef him, curry to
left of him, curry in;fronti*of him!** And
every second saw a fresh plate added to the
pile.

The prefects were too helpless with merri-
ment te take any action against the army of
practical jokers. They simply sat back in
their seats and held their sides.

Bob Cherry was mounted on the table, re-
ceiving every plate as it came, and adding it
to the pvr(nmd

“1f Loder gets through this little lot,” said
Bob, “he’ll never need another meal in his
litetime !”

“Ha, ha, hat” -

Loder's face was livid with rvage and
chagrin. Tor a moment he secmed to be too

“paralysed to move; and then, spurred sud-
denly to action, he seized Bob Cherry by the
ankle, and gave a downward tug.

The result was appalling.

Bob Cherry came down, and so did the
pyramid!

Crash, erash, erash!

Loder hucked iw.xy, but he was teo late to
escape -disas

Some of
and on to the
on to Loder.

By the time the luckless captain of Grey-
friars had managed to sort himself cut frem
the wreckage he was plastered from head to
foot with curry.

Moreover, the curry was hot—a fact to
which Loder’s yells bore ample testimony!

“Yow-ow-ow! Cherry, you young den,nn
1’1l see that you're expelled for this!”

plates erashed on to the form
foor; but a good many erashed

Miraculously enough, Bob Cherry had
escaped unhurt. He regarded Leder more in
sorrcw than in anger.

“It’s vour own fault, Loder,” he said: “If
you hadn’t grabbed my ankle—"

Loder was too furious to say fmore. He

glared first at Bob Cherry, then at the litter
of broken croekery, -and, lastly, at the grin-
ning crowd. Then he turned on his heel, and
strode out of the Hall. Peal after peal of
laughter rang out as he made his undignified
exit.
Good-bye, Bluebell!” sang out Bob Cherry.
“We don't want to lose you, but we feel vou
ought to go! You look rather unsightiy with
all that curry clinging to VOL'

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Loder paused in the doorway, shook his fist
at the almost hysterical throng, and
disappeared.

s

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
No Sympathy!

&6 LESS my soul!”
Mr. Quelch stopped short in the
passage as a frantic figure came to-

wards him.

“Who—who are you?” he gasped faintly.

Loder, who was on his way to the bath-
room, halted in front ©f the Remove-master.
He was spluttering incoherently.

“Why, it is Loder!” ejaculated Mr. Quelch,
in amazement, “What is the meaning of
this? How dare you appear on the school
premises in this disreputable state?”

Loder appeared to be on the verge of an
apoplectic. fit.

“Those reckless
snarled.

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“Moderate your language, please, Loder!
This is not the first time this morning that
you have made yourself objectionable. You
appear to be plastered with a peculior
yellowish -substance——"

“It's curry!” howled Loder.

“Curry ?”

“Yes!” snarled the captain of {reyfriars,
who was in too bad a tempcr to be respectful.

“Is it possible, Loder,” gasped Mr, Quelch,
“that you have been foolish enoigh to im-
merse yourself in a turecn of curry?”’

“1 didn't do it!” shouted Loder, whose self-
control was rags. “Those unspeuakable
young ruflans—-—"

“Be silent!” thundered- Mr. Quelch. “If
you make use of such odious epithets again, 1

young hoocligans—" he

in

shall report you to Dr, Lecke! Calm your-.

Friday. 3

self, Loder,
h.xppenvd

“Would vou be ealwy, sir, if dozens of phies
of hot curry came down on'top of you?”

“Do you mean to say, Loder—"

“That 1 have been the vietim of a practical

and tell

joke, sir?  Exactly! Curry was served for
breakfast this morning, and those young

reprobates—I mean, fellows--insisted on piling
their plates up in front of me. Then the whole
lot collapsed, and I was smothered with curry
from head to foot! It was Gwynne of the
Sixth who started. it, and all the others took
their cue from him!”

Mr. Quelch was
svmmthetu

“You are su!ely to blame, Ivdcr, for what

has occurred,’ * he said.
STsmints

“Yes. You were in charge of the dining-
hall, and it was your duty to preserve order.
Apparently. you failed to do so. Ii you
allowed the whole school to get out of hand,
then it is entirely your own fault that the
consequences -have proved disastrous to your-
self?

neither indignant nor

“You don't understand, sir—-" began
Loder, advanecing towards Mr. Quelch,

The Remove-master backed away in alarm.

“Do not come near me!” he said hastily.
“Your present appearance is altogether:loath
some !
self without delay!”

Loder passed on, feeling almost homicidal.
He had been within an ace of telling Mr.
Quelch what he thought of him; and only the
fact that he would have been in danger -of
losing the captaincy prevented him.

The new captain fervently hoped that he

would meet no onme else on his way to the
bath-room. But he was unlucky.

Gosling the porter came shaffling along tha
passage. He mnearly fell down when

caught sight of Loder.

“My heye!” he ejaculated. “Wot I says
is this.'cre! Young gents of your hage
orter know hetter than to go about like th
Master Loder! You look a pretty guy,
no mistake!”

“Stand aside!" hooted Loder. E

“Wot I says—" =

“What you say doesn’t count!" snarled the
exasperated Sixth-Former.

And he gave Gosling a shove
knocked him against the wall of the pas:

“You—you » gpluttered the irate porter.
“T'll teach yer to lay ’ands on an old an'
respected servant of the school! I'll repert
yerth

“Report, and be hanged!" growled Loder.

And he passed on, reaching the bath-room
without any further unpleasant encounters.

It took Loder a long, long time. to remove

all traces of the curry from his face and
1 garments.
When at last he had made himself look

presentable he stamped away to the Head's
study. He had got no satisfaction from Mr.
Quelch, but he fully expected to get satis-
faction at the hands of Dr. Locke.

The Head looked up from a batch -of
examination papers he had been correcting.

“Come in, Loder,” he said. “I am sorry
to see that you have failed badly in Greek

“ Excuse me, sir, but—-"

“And your Latin papers
ignorance.”

“I wish to speak to you.

“Your geography needs polishing up also,”
went on the Head, without allowing the cap-
tain of Greyfriars to get a word in cdge-
ways. “Had I known how badly you fared
in the last examination, Loder, I should have
thought twice before nppmn’tmrr you captain
of the school.”

Loder shuffled uneasily.

“1 did my best, sir—

“Then ‘all T can say is that your best
iz decidedly feeble. Howevery' added the
Head, “it does not always follow that the
captain of the scheol is the best scholar. If
you are pronn a good disciplinarian, Loder,
I shall feel ‘dnclined to overlook your lapse
in the examinatio What did you wish to
speak to me about?

SIihave a m"\phmt to make, sir—"

The Head frowned.

“You are constantly making
Loder. What is amiss now?

“I have been insulted and
whole school, si—-"

“Bless my soul!”

“As you know, sir, T am doing my best
to support the new food regulations, and the
fellows resent it. Curry was served in Hall
this morning, and 1 was the only person who

THE PENNY POPULAR.—No. 5.

show lamentable

sir—-"

complaints,

affronted by the

1 should advise you to cleanse your-

hes

which

me exactly what has
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ate any of it. Consequently. every fellow
‘brought Lis portion to me, and insisted that
I should eat it.” :
. “Dear me! What a singular proceeding!”

*It was a most. disgraceful practical joke,
#h, in which the whole sehool partieipated.
Plates of curry were piled up in front of
me, and eventuailly the whole lot .toppled
over. L was smothered from head to foot,
Stelt
“ Really, Loder—7
“I consider that the rvingleaders—who, 1
[ were prefects—should. he
severely punished, sir,” said Loder. .
“Onc moment, Loder. Who was taking
cliarge of the Hall at the time?2”

(Elwas Seir - :
‘Then it was your duty to preserve order,”
said the Head, unconscicusly quoting the
words of Mr. Quelch.

Loder made a despairing gesture.

“How could I help it, sir? The whole
school made a dead set at me!”

“1I you cannot keep the boys under controt
you are not fit to be captain,” said the Head

regret. to  say,

A gleam camec into Loder’s eyes. |
“Am I to understand, sir, that you intend
te take no action in this matter?”
None whatever,” answered the MHead:
“ Disturbances of this kind did not arise
when Wingate was captain,and it is entirely
your own fault that they should arise now.”
-Loder flushed. He did not like comparisons
cing made between Wingate and himself, to
> former’s advantage..
I am wel aware,” said the Head more
indly, - “that there is a certain ameunt of
stility #owards the new food  regulations,
«td that it is no easy matter to keep three
haindred boys in hand. However, you should
“light your own battles rather than keep
voming to me with complaints. You must be
firm.. You must show the other bhoys that
You mean to stand no nonsense. They will
dislike you at first, becanse of your champion-
ship of the new fgod. but in time they will
colne to respect ybu.”
~Eoder looked doubtful. 'The time would
= never come, hic reflected, when he would com-
niand the respect of the whole school,

Sl try and stiek it out, sir,” he said at
length, . “ 7

“That is the spirit, Loder. And if you
find that the captainey is too weighty a
proposition ‘for you, you must let me know,
and I will appoint somebody else.”

-Loder clenched his hands tightly together.
He was determined not to' yield his place to
another.

The Head waved his hand towards the
Goor to signify that the interview was at
ain end.

Loder felt very disappointed that Dr. Locke
intended “to take no action. At the same
time. his determination was strengthened by
thé Head’s remarks, and he meant to make
the school knuckle under.

AS he emerged into the Close he encoun-
tered the Famous Five of the RemoWe.

“Why, here's our old pal Loder!” said Bob
Clerry disrespectfully.

“He still reeks rather strongly of curry !”
said Johnny Buill.

“"Ha, ha, ha!” ;

Loder stopped short in his stride.

“Cherry and Bull, youn will each take a ‘huan-
dred lines!” he rapped out.

“Certainly !” said the irrepressible Boh.

“With the greatest of agony!® added
Johnny Bull. %

Loder scowled.

“Your impositions arc doubled!” *he said.
“You will each write two hundred lines, and
bring them to me hy this evening!”

* Bow-wow !”

AT

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Loder’s scowl grew blacker. He would
dearly have loved to report the iuniors for
1S
Lo
b

Mr. Quelch would be
ot of weakness.

and Bull,” he exclaimed, “ you
port to me in my study after lessons!
1d to lick you hoth!”

“Anybody would think we were postage-
;;\u‘x!nps to him  talk ! said Johnny

ull,

“Has hia, hia "

“Mind you turn up at the specified time!”
snarled Loder.

“Sorry, old hean., but
appointment after lessons,” said Bob Cherry
Blandly. “We're going down to the Cross
Leygs to play snooker poel.”

THE PERNY PoPULAR.—No. 65,

yet anothier con-

lear

we've  gob ' an

F right to draw up such a list.

Make @t billions, old sport!” said Boh |

lence, yet to compluin to the Head or

“Ha, ha, hal”

Before Loder could reply to this gibe,
whicli had reference to his own visits tc
the Cross Keys, the Famous Five had passed
on.

Loder paused for a moment in uncertainty ;
then he strode into the huilding with a
scowling brow. -

The Head had Linted that he might find
the captaincy’ of Greyiriars too weighty a
proposition. And it seemed likely to prove
a-very weighity proposition indeed!

study after Jlessons, as ordered.

Loder took no action against the

rebellions  jus * He had, in faect, quite
cn their existenee, for after lessons

engrossed in compiling a list of

last senior ‘match of the

urtficld Ramblers.

1ir to Loder that he had no

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Trouble in the Sixth!
OB CHERRY and Johmny Bull failed
to put in an appearance in Loder’s

Season—agains
It did not occ

Wingate had been dethroned from the cap-
tainey of the school, but he was still cap-
tain of games—a fact which Loder quite
overlooked. - : &

After dinner the Sixth-Formers were
astonished to find that Loder had posted
up the list of players—including his own
name—on the mnotice-board. He had also
had the audacity to sign himself as captain
ol games..

“Well, of all the cheek——" gasped Win-
gate, when he read announcement.

“Faith, an’ Loder’'s going too  far,
intoirely ! said Gwynne. something will

have %0 be done about this, old man!”
“Something will be done!" said Wingate
grimly.
And.
ot

taking a blue-lead pencil from his
he defaced Leder's announcement by
ss it the watd:
Al LED!”

“That's the idea!” said Hammersley. “Now
make out your own list, Wingate!”

“I'm going' to,” was the reply. . .7 - 2

Wingateseompiled his list of players—eare-
fully exeluding Loder’s name—and pinned it
to the mnotice-board. He.signed it “George
Wingate, Captain of Games,” and added a
footnote to this effect: z ;

e L has the right fo make

id- Fautkner: “This will be a

*Splendid 1 ]
smack in the eye for our new skipper!”
At that moment Loder himself stepped up

to the notice-hoard. He frowned when he
saw that his announccment had been tam-
pered with, and his frown grew blacker
witen he read Wingate's notice.

“You cad!” be exclaimed hotly, faeing
round upon Wingate. “You've no right to
do this!” 5 =

“On the eontrary. T have every right.” said
Wingate quictly ‘

“You've heen kicked out of the captaincy

“Thanks to your precious scheming! Bub T
have yet to learn that I am no longer cap-
tain of games.” S

“My original notice holds good——7

“Nothing of the sort. l've cancelled it.”

“I shall insist "upon my orders being
carried out-—
“Faith, an’ it's yourself who will be

carried out—on an ambulance, if you try to

set up in opposition to Wingate!” said
Gwynne, ]
*“Hear, hear!” said Faulkner and  Ham-

mersley together.

Loder glared at the seniors. They returned
his glare. :

“I've compiled the list of players, and it’s
going to stund,” said Wingate.

Loder took a stride towards the notice-
hoard, with the inteution of tearing down
Wingate's announéement.

“1f you lay a finger on that' notice,” said
Wingate, in measured tones, “I'll give you
the hiding of your life!” ;

Loder stepped back. He had a yellow
streak in him, as well as a genuine respect
for Wingate's fists.

“0Oh, all right,” he said. “I'll let you have
your own way on this gecasion.”

“You've no choice in the matter!” said
Wingate curtly. <

“I'm willing to allow your aunouncement
to stand, on one condition.”.

“ Namgely? > :

“That you include me in the eleven.” §

“My dear fellow, | should be out of my.

. Hammersley.
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senses if I were to do that! You're not a
bad player when you keep fit, hut the trouble
is that you never do keep fit. Late hours
and cigarettes aren’'t conducive to good
foothall.,”

“Or to anything else that’s worth while,”
said Gwynne. “You're quite right, Wingate.
You couldn’'t possibly inelude
bounder like that in the team!”

Loder's eyes gleamed.

“So-you mean to boyecott me?” he said.

“Put it that way if you like,” said Wins
gate,, with a shrug of the shoulders,

And the ex-captain of Greyfriars walked
away with his chums. oA

Loder was furious. He was determined by
Look or erook to wef a place in the first
eleven, and with this object in view he went
along to the Head's study.

“ Well, Loder,” said Dr. Locke, as the Sixth-
Former entered, “1 trust there have been no
further unseemly disturbances?”

“None whatever, sir,” said Loder,
got. the school well in hand now.”

“I am glad to hear you say so, Loder.”

“There is just one¢ matter, sir.” said the
new captain, “concerning which I should like
4o have your advice.”

= ¥en?

“I've

a smoky -

“Am I to fake over the duties of games -

captain as well as the captaincy of the
school, sir?”
“Certainly not! Wingate is eminently

suited for the position of games captain, anid
he will retain the post.”

Loder’s jaw dropped. He had expected the
Head to side with him, but he was dis-
appointed. s

I take it T am entitled to a place in the
eleven, sir?" he said. ’

“0f course!” z

“And Wingate
out?”

“Certainly not!
he has, done soy”

“ Yes, sir. Feeling is very much against me
in the Sixth because I'm practically the only

has: o right te cut me

Do you mean to sdy that

fellow who supports the new food regul:
tions, and on that account Wingate las
dropped me from the eleven.”

The Head frowned.

“That is unfair -and unjust,” he said,
“Wingate has no right to bar you from -
hie eleven because you are doing your duty
with regard to the new regulutions.”

“That’s just what I thought, sir.”

“Send Wingate to me, and I wiil see that
Justice is done,” said the Head. s

“Thank you, sir!”

Loder- quitted the
trinmphant grin.

“Wingate will jolly well have to knuckle
under now!” he muttered.

And he went along to the ex-captain’s
study.

Quite a crowd of seniors were within, and
Loder’s intrusion was not welcomed.

“Get out!” said Gwynne.

“Run  away and pick, flowers!”

Head's study with a

said
Loder ignored the hecklers, and turned to
Wingate. : :

“The Head wants you,” he said briefiy.

Wingate frowned.

“I suppose you've been pitching
cock-and-hull yarn about me?”

“I've merely stated the facts,” said Loder.

“You sneak!”

“I shonldn’'t advise you to keep the Head
waiting,” said Loder calmly. “He's in rather
a paddy.”

Wingate strode to the door, and the ex-
pression on his rugged face caused Loder to
beat a hasty retreat.

After an absence of five
returned.

“Well 7 said Gwynne.
the coals?”

Wingate nodded.

“The Head’s ordered mie to include Loder
in the eleven,” he said.

“My hat!®

“Didn’t you tell the Head that you had
no u for a fellow who smoked and
gambled?” said Faulkner.

“No. I wasn't going to play Loder at his
own game by sneaking.”

“Well, here's a pretty go, and no mistake!”
said Hammersley. “I'm sorry, Wingate, but
if Loder plays I must resien irom the
eleven.”

“BSame here,” said Gwynne and North ‘in
chorus. -

“I can quite understand how you feliows
feel about it,” said Wingate. “In fact, I
prefer to cancel the match rather than play
Loder. Are you all of the same opinion?”

“Yes, rather!” 2

“Then T'll cancel the fixture right away.s

And Wingate kepb his word. He tele-

-ljm sonie

minutes Wingaie
é

“Been called over

~
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Major Cherry hurled the slice of cake from him with terrific force.

the crumbs flew in 2il directions.

it struck Billy Bunter on the
(:See page 6.) .

phoned to the secretary of the Courtfield
Ramblers Club announcing that the mateh
could not be played.

“i'm letting” you know in good time,” said
Wingate, “so that you can fix up a match
with some other team.”

“Thanks! We can easily
the reply. §

Shortly afterwards there was yet another
announcement posted on the school motice-
beard.. It ran thus:

“NOTICE.
The wmatch arranged between Greyfriars
Wirst Eleven and Courtfield Ramblers is hereby
cangelled.

do that,” was

Signed GEORGE WINGATE,

Captain of Games.”

‘Loder fumed when he read this announce-
ment, and he tried to persuade Wingate to
reconsider his decision.

But Wingate stood firm,
wi%h Courtiield Ramblers
Sgify

and the fixture
was  decidedly

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
*The Major On the Warpath.

0B, ofd chap!”
Billy Buynter thailed Bob Cherry
as the latter came along the

Remove passage with his athletic

stride.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's up, barrel?”

“There’s a letter for you,” said Bunter.

“ Where?”

“In the post-rack.
down to see yo 2

Bob Cherry stared
amazement.

Your pater’s coming

at the fat junior. in

“You—you've heen reading my letter, you
prying worm!” he ejaculated at length,

“I haven't!” said Bunter indignantly. *I
hope I'm above doing that sort of thing!”

“How did you know thec letter was from
my pater?” :

“ Ahem ! I—T recognised the old boy's fist.”

Boh Cherry gave a snort. S

“If you refer to my pater as an * old boy
again,” he said, “I'll make you see star;
How do you happen to know that my pater’s
coming to Greyfriars fo see me?”

“Pure guesswork, Bocb, old chap!”
Billy Bunter hastily. z

Bob Cherry went off in quest of his letter.

“If 1 find you've been tampering with> my
private correspondence,” -he said, looking
back over his shoulder at Billy Bunter. “I'll
mdke you wish you'd never been born!”

said

As he approached the post-rack in the hall |

Bob Cherry was joined by the other members
of the TFamous Five and Dennis Carr.
“E i a remittance, Bob?" inguired

says there's a letter from
my pater. Ah, here it is!”
Bob Cherry took the letter from the rack
and examined it carefully.
“The fat worm!” he
steamed open the envelope
read my pater's letter!”
“Hope he hasn’'t pranced off with a remit-
tance!” said Dennis Carr. .

© If he has,” said-Bob {herry grimly, “ T'll
burst him!” %

“Ha, ha, hat?

It transpired, however, that no remittance
had been enclosed with Major Cherry's letter,
which ran thus:

jaculated. = e
so that he could

“My Dear Bob,—By the time {his letter

reaches you
friars.

I have some business to transact in Cours:
field, and I cannot neglect this oppertunity
of popping in to see how things are going.

“T shall arrive about five o'clock with a
tremendous appetite, so please have a good
tea prepared in your stusy.

“All the news when I see you.—Your affec-
tionate ATHER.”

shall be on the way to Grey-

Bob Cherry read this brief note aloud to
his chums.

“A flying visit, by Jove!” said Harry
Wharton,

“And your  pater expects tra,” said
Nugent.. “He'll' be unlucky, Bob. Under the
new grub regulations study’ feeding isn't

allowed.”

"My hat!” ejaculated Bob Cherry.
going to be jolly awkward!

“You can’t very well drag your pater into

Hall and make him eat hygienie bread and
hygienic margarine,” said Dennis Carr.
“Hardly!”
In his perplexity Bob Cherry quite forgot
to punish Billy Bunter for having tampered
with his letter. He had, in fact, quite for-
gotten the fat’ junior's existence.

“I say, you chaps, this is awful!” said Bob
W rob no grub in the study, and ther
nothing worth buying at the tuckshop. 1
f!x:xll- have to get in supplies. from the. vil-

“None of the tradesmen will serve yon.”
said Johnny Bull. “They've had strict
orders from the Head that they're not to
serve Greyiriars fellows.” !

“Then what the dickens
asked Bob Cherry helplessly. :
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“If 1 were you,” said Harry Wharton, “I
should ask the Head if he could - possibly
stretch a peint and give you a permit to get
supplies, as it’s a special occasion.” .

“Good!” said Bob Cherry, brightening up.
“I can’t sénd the pater empty away, can
T

“He’d never forgive you if you did!” said
Nugent. = .

Bob Cherry hurried away to the Head’s
study. In his eagerness to ohtain permission
to buy food he omitted to knock at the
door, E

Dr. Locke looked up from his papers with
a frown. -

“Cherry! How dare you intrude upon my
privacy in this way?”

“I'm sorry, sir 2 S

“Your sorrow does not impress nie-in the
least! You will take a hundred lines for
bursting into my study in this precipitate
wianner!” %

“0b, crumbs!” easped Bob. =

He felt that this was a bad begmr_ung.

“Have you anything to communicate to
we, Cherry?” asked the Head. :

“Yes, sir. My father is coming to see me

this afternoon—-7 =

Dr. Locke looked rather usnecomfortable.
Visits from Major Cherry were usually ac-
companied by outhursts of violence on that
gentleman’s part. Many a wordy conflict
had taken place in the "past between the
Head and Major Cherry; and the Head had
1ot always come ofi best.

“Well, Cherry?” he interrogated. ; :

“My father’s bringing a big appetite with
him, sir, and he expects me to have tea ready
for him. May I buy some cakes and things
{rom the village, sir?”

“No, Cherry, you may not!”

The Head’s tone was firm and final.

Bob Cherry looked quite distressed.

“Does that mean that my father must go
without tea, sir?” he asked.

“Not at all, Cherry. Your father
have tea in Hall.”

“But, sir—>" .

“Do you see anything to take exception
to in my suggestion, Cherry?” :

“Ahem! The—the new hygienic food isn't
likely to appeal to. my father, sir!” =

“Nonsense, boy! Your father ecannot faii
to be impressed with the excellent nutritive
Gualities of the food.”

“I—T'd much rather get n some decent
grub from the village, sir A

“Are you implying, Cherry, that the sehool
fare is not decent
“ Nobody likes it, sir, barring Loder; and I
liclieve it’s only pretence on his part!”

The Head rose majestically to his feet.

“That is quite enough, Cherry!” he said
sternly. “If you utter another word, I shall
cane youn. The new regulations must be en-
torced, and I flatly forbid you to purehase
aay foodstufls from thie village. That is
atl”

Bob Cherry left the Head's study with a
glum face.

“Any Tuek?” asked
emerged into the Close.

“No luck at all. The pater’s got to feast
on hygienie bread and margarine.”

“My hat!”

“He'll be awfully ratty,” said Bob.
I shall explain to him that it
fanlt.”

When afternoon Jessons were over, Major
Cherry arrived. His tall, soldierly form was
first sighted in the Close by Billy Bunter,
who lest no time in publishmg news of the
major's arrival.

Major Cherry greeted his son cordially ;
then he shook hands all round with Harry
Wharton and the others.

“Glad to see you all looking so  fit, my
boys!” he said heartily., “Getting plenty of
fresh air and football —what?”

“Plenty, sir!” said Nugent.

“This wady, pater!” said Bob Cherry,

And he escorted his barent to Study No.
. 13. the other members of the Famous Five

bringing up the rear, A

Major Cherry fully expected to see a well
Liden table on entering Study Xo. 13. To
hiz surprise, however, the table was barren.
It did not even boast a tablecloth,

The major gave a fiery snort.

“Huh! What’s the meaning of this, Bob?
I expressly stated in my- letter that I
equire tea on my arrival.”
will be served in Hall
ites, pater,” said Bob.

“In Hall? Have I got {o go and
with a rahble of schoolboys 77 z
“I'm afraid there’s no alternative, sir,”

THE PENNY POPULAR.—No, 65,
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Wharton, Bob

as

“‘Buh
isn’t my

a few

chimed in Harry Wharton. “You see, study
feeds are barred.” ;

“Barred !” echoed the major. “By whom?”

“By the Head, sir.  Every fellow has to
have tea in Hall now, whether he likes it
or not.”

The major frowned. .

“A monstrous state of affairs!* he ejacu-
lated. “Dr. Locke has no right to deprive
you of your privileges in this way!”

“I don’t believe it’s the. Head’s fault
exactly, sir,” said Dennis Carr. “It’s the
work of some faddy Governor.” S -

“Then the soomer the faddy individual is
thrown out neck and crop, the better it
will be for the welfare of the school!” said
the major. “Ha! There goes the gong for
tea! Lead the way, Robert!™

Robert obliced. “He took his father along
to the dining-hall. to which scores of fellows
Were wending their way.

“Better take Mr. Quelch’s seat, pater,”
said Bob Cherry. “He won't be in to tea.”

Major Cherry was the cynosure of all eyes

as he seated himseli at the head of the
table. B
““Jove! I'm hungry!" he exclaimed. “I've

nearly as big an appetite as that young
gormandiser Bick Gruster, or whatever his
name ist”

“Oh, really sir!” protested the Owl of the
Remove. “My name’s Billy Bunter!”

“Sorry!” said the major. “But I always
find it a job to remember the names of
insignificant peopic !”

“Ha, ha, hat”

Major Cherry rapped on his empty plate
with his knife.

“Bread-and-butter this \.\‘nyi” he com-
manded.
The dish of hygienic bhread was passed

up to the head of the table.
dish of hygienic margarine.

With some difficulty, the major succeeded
in flattening a portion of margarine on to a
slice of bread. Then. with the eyes of the
Remove upon him, he took a bite.

“Now for the fireworks!” muttered Dennis
Carr.

Even as he spoke the major’s face went
purple. and he choked and spluttered in a
frenzy of rage.

“Gerooocogh! This bread is poisoned!™

*No, sir—it’s hygienic!” eaid Wharton.

“Same thing,” said Bolsover major.

“Ha, ha, ha!” =

With one sweep of his arm ihe major sent
his plate of bread-and-butter erashing to the
floor. The plate was shivered to fragments,
and there was a chuckle from the onlookers.

“I've never tasted such vile cattle-fodder
in all my life!” declared the major. “What
is that cake like, Robert?”

“Slightly worse than the bread, pater.”

“No, no! It couldn’t possibly be worse
than that! I will sample a smali piece.”

The major did so, and the next moment
lie bitterly regreited his rashn

Ralsing “aloft the slice of cake from which
hie had taken a bite, Major Cherry hurled
it from him with terrific force. Tt struck
Billy Bunter on the nose, and the crumbs
flew in all directions. -

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Give me some tea!” thundered the major.
“My appetite must go unsatisfied, but I
will at least quench my thirst.”

“There’s no tea, sir,”’ said Peter Todd.

“No tea! Then what the thunder—»

_ “Our liguid refreshment consists of Mil-
dew’s Malted Milk, sir,” said Dennis Carr.
“You have a eup of it at your elbow.”

“Great TWeott!” ejacnlated the major,
glaring at his eup.” “F thought it was the
slop-basin !

i, ha, ha !

Major Cherry raised the cup to his lips.
He took ome sip of the malted milk, and
then

“Heads!” muttered Bolsover major.

The Remove ducked instinetively as Major
Cherry’s cup flew through the air

Crash!

The vessel struck the opposite wall with an
impact which caused the fragments to fiy
in_all directions.

Loder of the Sixth rose from his place
and advanced towards the irate major.

“Excuse me, sir,” he said, “but that
crockery is schoot property. You've done
quite enough damage as it is!”

Major Cherry spun round upon the speaker.

“You insolent puppyt How dare you ad-
dress me in that manner?”

“As captain of the school. it is my duty
to suppress any disturbange that may arise
in the Hall,” said Loder. =

“Captain of the sehool!”
“Sine2 when have you held

likewise the

echoed the major.
that position?”
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“I was appainted a week ago—*

“Because he’'s the only fellow who sup=
ports the new food regulations, sir!” volun-
teered somehody.

Major Cherry glared wrathfully at Loder.

“Do you mean to tell me,” he exclaimed,
“that you are partial to this hygienie
trash?”

“That is so, sir.” | :
“Then you are a hypoerite, sir!” {hun-
dered the major. A - twofaced, con-
temptible, cowardly hypoerite!”

“Hurrah !”

“That is the
honoured sahil

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You don’t deserve to hold any position of
trust!” said the major scathingly. *“You
are an utter worm, and it is small wonder
that you seem to he universally disliked.
Stand aside, sir!”

So saying, the major gave Loder a none
too gentle shove, and strode to the door. A
few moments later he burst info the Head's
study with the velocity of a eyclone.

Before the astounded Head could say a
word, the major was gt his throat—meta-
phorically speaking, of course!

“I demand to know, sir, what you mean |
by poisoning the boys with hygienic concoc-
tions which I should hesitate to present to
my pigs!?

“Really, Major Cherry! I—»

“These new food regnlations are a scandal,
sir! T wonder that the boys have not broken
out in open revolt against them! I have
just been into the dining-hall, sir, and T was _
sickened and nauseated by my experiences!
Who is responsible for thisa

“If you will be patient

“Patient ! t

tuff to impartially give him,
* said Hurree Singh.

TOATE: ajor. “My
batience evaporated the first mouthful
of hygienic bread that T tasted! If you are

responsible for these preposterous regulations,
sir, then I can only conclude that you are
in a state bordering on Junacy! The intro-
duction of such rezulations was an aet of
gross imbecility, sir!”
: The Head contrived to get ¢ hearing at
ast.

"1 awm not responsible for the new regula-
. Major Cherry!” he said tartly, “X
in duty bound, compelled to support
hierm: but 1 did not introduce them.”
“Then who did? I demand to know the
name of the senile, doddering lunatic who
w mis,guided enough to take such

)

ntleman who framed the regmla-
said the Head, “was Sir Hilton
Popper

“Popper—hey? This isn’t the first time
Popper has been in evidence witlt his hare-
brained .schemes! You can tell him from
me, sir, that he is a fitting candidate for
Colney Hateht” -

“1 should prefer that you told him your-
gelf 1”7 said the Head coldly.

“I will!” fumed the major. “By George,
I will! It will afford me- the greatest
pleasure in the world, sir, to give him the
dressing-down he deserves !’

“Be calm, my dear sir -

“Calm!” roared the major. “Wonld youl
be calm, sir, if your son was being slowir
poisoned to suit the whim of a fanatic like
Popper? T understand that the boys are not
allowed to purchase food outside the school,
and that the privilege of having tea in their
studies has heen withdrawn?”

“That is quite correct.”

“Then I insist upon these ahsurd resirie-
tions being cancelled at once ! -

“It is not within my provinee o
them,” said Dr. Locke. “I cannot even.
at  their ancellation. until the
Governors’ meeting.” S

“Is that final, sir?®

The Head nodded.

“Very well!” snapped the major, turning
oa his beel. “I can de nothing at the
moment; but yon may depend upon it, sir,
that 1 shall not allow the matfer to rest
here. By hook or by crook, sir, I will see
that this tyranny is ‘crashed! 1 am a man
of my word, sir, and I shall leave no stone
unturned to stamp out this injustiee 1

And, with this Parthian shot, Major Cherry
quitted the Head’s study as ahruptly as he
had entered. it. #

tions,

t

next

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
< The Last Straw.
N hour Iater Bob Cherry saw his
father off at the station. The major
was going to Courtfield, where he
had business to transact on the
MOrrow.

Bol’s chams were waiting for him in the
school gate-way when he returned.
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I; gone?” asked Wharfon.

“In a tearing rage, wasn't he?’ said
Nugent.

“¥es; bubt pot with me. He cave me a
tenner hefore he went.”

“My hat!”

“Fancy having a tenner all to yourself !”
said Johnny Bull. “Youre a Iucky dog,
Bob !

Bob Cherry grinncd.

“It’s not all for me.” he said “The

pater says I'm to stand a fved to thie whole
Form.”
‘Great pip!”

“I told him it was
smuggle: grub into the
“Rut he said that if any troubl

et him know.”
“Your pate
enthusiasm.
a brick, all t1

“Yes, rather!

“The question is, where
the grub?” said Bob Ch
serve us in Friardale or Courtfietd.

“True, O King!” said Nugent. “But there’s
a little shop on the outskirts of Pege where
we shall be able to get all we want. Let us
wend our way thither.” :

The Famous Five lost no time in gefting in
supplies. They purchased tuek to the value
of ten pounds at the store in Pega: and they
had -the provisions placed in a packing-case,
which was labelied, *Glass: With Care.?

The packing-case was carried back to Grey-
friars, and deposited in Study No. 1 for the
time being. . 3

After © lighfs out ™ that evening, Bob
Cherry told the whole dormitory of his
tather’s “tip,” and how bie had been asked to
expend it.

“A midnight feast will he simply stunning !
said Squiff.  “But we shall huve to keep our
eyes skinned for Loder. Last time we had a
midnight feast, if remember, we put
Dutton on guard, : iy 5 et Loder

rules to
aid Bob.
s¢ 1 was

aiist

the

 brick ! said Wharton, with
Rather a fiery brick, but he’s

¢ going to gef
hey won't

=3

pounce on us witho $ u \\'urniu;:.‘_’
“I'll keep guard to-night,” said Diek
Russell. “And [l give you aniple warning if

1 héar anybody on the prowl.”

“Good man!” said Boly Cherryv. “You ean
take a bag of sausage-rolls to the landing
with you to lighten your vigil.”

Shortly before midnight the Famous Five
went down to Study No. 1 for the packing-
case, and succeeded in bringing it up to the
Remove dormitory withont mishap.

The feast proved a most enjoyable one,
coming as it did after a succession of hygicnic
meals.

Dick Russell Lkept euard faithfull but
there were no mocturnal prowle s, and
eventually the juniors turned in without
having been “spotted.”

Next morning, however, Billy Bunter was
indisereet enough to chatter about the events
of the night before. He told his minor that
the whole of the Remove had participated in
a4 sumptuous spread; and Sammy Bunter,
who happened to be fageing for Loder, passed
on the narrative to the captain of Greyfriars.
- The result of all this was that Loder laid
a full report before the Head.

During morning lessons Dr.
into the Remove Form-room.
ing decidedly angry.

“I trust nothing is amiss, sir?” said Mr.
Quelch.

“Something is very much amiss, Mr., Quelch!

Locke swept
He was look-

‘In spife of my repeated warnings, the mem-

bers of your Form have sindulged in
another midnight orgy!®

“Bless my soul!”

“They doubtless imagined,” the Flead went
on, “that there would he safety in numbers,
and that if 1 came to hear of their conduct
1 should deal leniently with them. They shall
be speedily disillusioned. I intend to cane
every boy in the Form!"

The juniors stirred uneasily in their seats.

“You will come hefore me one at a time,
commencing with Wharton!” commanded the
Head.

What followed was like
to the Removites.

The Head wielded the eane with great
vigour, and every fellow in the Form received
three stinging cuts on each hand.

The majority of the fellows went through
the ordeal without flinching; but the yells of
Billy Bunter, Skinner, Snoop, and Stott, would
have-awakened the celebrated Seven Sleepers.

Such a wholesale execution had seldom been
known in the varied and extensive history of
the Remoye.

When the last victim had heen dealt with,
the Head, panting from his exertions, frowned
upon the class.

#The chastisement T have. just adminis-

yet

a painful nightmare

s sacar

tered,” he said, “will show yon that I am in
earnest with regard to the due observance of
the new food regulations. If there is any
recurrence of last night's disgraceful orgy, the
ringleaders shall be summarily expelled trom
Greyfriars I’

The Head paused for a moment in order
to let his words sink in. Then he withdrew,
leaving the writhing and groaning Removites
to the tender mercies of Mr. Queleh, who
showed them no sympathy.

When the class was dismissed, Harry Whar-
ton summoned a meeting of the whole Form
in_the junior Common-room.

Wharton'’s face was fushed,
were gleaming.

“We owe this to Loder, you fellow
exclaimed., “It was Loder who gaye us
to the Head. He's a cad and a rank
sider, and he's doing his level best to make
our lives not worth living !” -

“Shame!”

“Down with the tyrant!”

“Kiek him out!" .

“The time for words has gone,” continued
Wharton. *We must take action against this
beastly upstart, who  has made things un-
pleasant for everybody. And when 1 say
we must take action, 1 mean drastic action!”

“Hear, hgar!” :

The Removites were on
with exeitement

“We're fed up with Loder, and we're fed
up with the new grub!" exclainied Wharton.

and his eyes

their feet, seething

“Greyiriars will never prosper while Loder’s’

in power! Gentlemen "—Wharton's audience
hung on his word—=1 propose that we openly
vebel against the existing state of, affairs!”

“Hurrah!”

“Those in favour of a
their hands!”

A forest of hands went up, the
of the fellows holding up two.

“Good!” said Harry Wharton, who was
delighted to find that hi :hoolfellows were
with him to a man. “Now we’ll organise
this rebellion on proper lines. We won't rush

areat rebellion, show

majority

wildly into it. or the whole thing wili
collapse.”

“Why not elect a speecial committee to
map out all our movements in advance?”

suggested Dennis Carr.

“That's the ticket?' said Jobany Bull.
“We’'ll call it the Remowve Emergency €Com-
mittee. The members will decide what form
the: rebellion shall take, and all that sort
of thing. What do vou think, Harry?”

“It's quite a good plan,” said the eaptain
of the Remove. “We’ll élect the committee
to-morrow. Meanwhile, T should like to say
2 word of warning. if any fellow turns
traitor and lets our intentions leak out he’ll
be made. to wish he had never heen born.”

“That reminds me,” said Bob Cherry.
“We haven't dealt with Bunter. It was
Bunter who told Loder about the spread we
had last night.”

“Oh, really, Cherry!” protested the fat
junior. “I didn’t breathe a word to a soul [”
’t ;’Thcn how did Loder get to know about
it 9

“Loder’s a beastly cad!” said Billy Bunter
indigmantly. “He promised faithfully that
he’d keep the information to himself, and
he went back on his word.”

“8So you. admit giving him
tion?” said Wharton,

“Nothing of the sort!”

“But you've just given yourself away!”

the informa-

v

B“lfl)h, bump the fat cad!” ! growled Johnny
ull. .

“Bumping's not geod enongh,” said Squift.
“Bunter deserves a Form-licking, in my
opinion.” -

“Hear, hear!” g

“Now, which shall it be?” said® Wharten.
“Those in faveur of bumping Bunter, kindly

0

signify in the usual manner.” ?
A score’of hands went up.
“Those in favour of a Form-icking!®
Another score of hands shot up. i
It was observed that Tom Dutton, the
deaf -junior, had remained neutral.-
“Now, Dutton,” said Wharton, “it’s up to
you to give the casting vote. What sholi

we do to Bunter?”

“So am I, said Dution.

“Bh?”

“I'm as hungry as a hunter. The merchant
who invented this new hygienic grub ousht
to be lygehed!” -

“He's not the only one who deseryes such
a fate,” growled the captain of the Remove.
*1 didn’t say anything about heing hungry.
I asked you what we should do with Bunter,
What do you think?” :

Tom Dutton looked ex
bit of use ing me what T'd
he said. *“They don't seH
minerals at the tuckshop these days.

I don’'t want any Mildew's Malted M
thanks. The last dose I had nearly poisone:
me !”

“3fa, ha, ha!”

“Fetch me a
groaned Wharton.

Peter Todd stepped up to his deaf study-
mate and bellowed in his ear:

“Bunter gave us away to Loder, and we
mean to punish him. What's it to be-a
bumping or a Form-licking 2”

*Wish you'd speak a little louder, Taddy.”
said-Dutton peevishiy. “I don't like a fellow

sperated.

megabhone, somehady !

to whisper in my ear. However, I just
managed to catch what you said, anid I

think Bunter deserves a Form-licking

The fat junior promptly edged towards tic
door. ‘But Dennis Carr intercepted him, and
there was no eseape.

Billy Bunter was compelled to
a form. and Harry Wharton
role of public executioner.
cricket-stump with great vieeur. and
victim’s yells might alwost have been he
in Friardale.

“If you dare to bhreathe a word about the
proposed rebellion,” said the captain of tl
Remove, panting from his exertions, “you'fl
get another dose!”

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow!"

Billy Bunter groaned and writhed in
anguish, and he mentally resolved to keep
lf_xis own counsel on the subject of the rebel-
ion.

t across

Having dealt with Bunter. the juniors
streamed out of the Common-room with
grim; resolute faces.

They had reached the limits of their

endurance, and they were ripe for revolt.

Verily this was the eve of great events at
Greyfriars Sechool, . and everybody in the
Remove awaited with fierce eagerness the
commencement of the great rebellicn.

THE END,

(Another magnificent long complete stor
the chums of Greyfriars in next Iriday
of the POPCLAR.  Order your
to-day.)
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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.

1o get out West. With hinr Micky

rest of his way to Los Angeles alone.

Maidstone from the surf. In consequence,

Micky Denver, an orpban lad, is an acrobat in Beauman's Gigantio
Circus. One night, in Liverpoci, he is accused unjustly by the bullying
proprictor of having stolen a gold watch. Micky is arrested, but escapes
to the river-front and stows away on a tramp-steamer. (.
Harbour Micky“gets through an open port and swims ashore. There he
meets a slim, red-headed American, Alec P. Figg, who is also anxious
*jumps ”’ the
by stages they beat their way to Kansas City. Figg, known as Smart
Alec, 18 one or the most expert cracksmen on the continent, and hs
attemots to crack the hotel safe. Micky frustrates him, and makes the
Once in the city he loses no time
in trying to get taken on at the cinema studios, but without suecess. One
day he visits Santa Monica, on the coast, anﬁlt}?ore he rescues Mary

1cky
_ assistant to Buddy Gaylord, the property-man #n the great K. N. Broad-

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

befere the cameras.
In New York
his nerve, and hs

“* Chicago Flyer,” and

one night

ut. bl
athing ve

is given a job as

worth's cinema company.
Floyd Unwin, the Broadworth star, is to perform a death-defving feat
G He 15 to ride a Inoto¥-cycle over a high cliff into the
sea, bul the opium habit, to which the star is addicted, has undermined

v s unable to do the stunt. i
and is ienominiously fired out of the company. Seizing hi
Micky leaps on the motor-cyele and performs the stunt I
g over the edge of the cliff into the sea.
contract by Mr. Broadworth to appear as star in one prod

. Figg visits Micky and attempts to
nething on account, and this the lad gives
and a drenching frem a
geance,

The film company goes on location, where

He insults Mr. B

meel
Afterwards 1

Losepi

(Now read on.)

The Plotters

N the morning following his unfortun-
ate visit to Micky Denver at the
home of the Gaylords, Alec P. Figg,
expert cracksman and would-be

blackmailer, rose from his bed feeling sore
in body and mind.

' He gave a mighty groan, as, with the first
movement he made, a grinding pain shot
through his forehead where Micky’s fist had
delivered the blow which had knocked him
cut. His nose, too, was red and swollen as
tite result of the first “bit on account ” which
the young film star had given him in response
to his blackmailing demapd.

Another loud groan cscaped the lips of the
crook as he called to mind the events of the
previous night.

He had entered the garden of Buddy Gay-
iord’s home determined to see the lad with
whom he had *‘jumped ” the train from New
York, and, after cautiously waiting until the
other gccupants of the ho iad retired, had
suceceeded in his object to that extent.

But he had not anticipated the reception
accorded him.

He bad had every reason for helieving that
the English lad, now that he was earning
good money and had secured a fine position
with the Broadworth Film Company, would
pay up the thbusand dollars hush-money
demanded.

When, in 2 moment of confidence, Micky
had told Figg about his being accused of
theft at Beauman’s circus in Liverpool, the
astute crook had carefully stored the informa-
tion in his crafty mind with the idea that it
niight prove usciul one day. ;

His line was cracking safes, but he was not
above picking up an casys thousand “bucks ”
by blackmail if he had the opportunty.

Well, he had had the chance when Micky
bhegan to make good in the cinema world, but
somehow his plans had gone sadly awry.

Figg guessed—and rightly, too—that the
youngster was scared of being apprehended
as a thief, and being sent back to the Old
Country to stand his trial for the offence of
which he had been accused. But Figg, more
versed in the law than Micky was, knew well
the difficulties of extradition proceedings and
the chance that nothing whatever might come
of it even if he informed the authorities about
the oeccurrence.

Previous to his disastrous interview with
the high-spirited youngster, Smart Alee had
Lad no intention whatever of killing the goose
that laid the golden eggs by going 1o the
police about the affair of the circus theft.
And even though the geose refused to lay
cggs to order, Alec P. Figg still had hopes of
hetter luck in future, and, despite his aching
wead, streve hard to think of some plan for
dealing with the situation. :

In his heart Fige believed Micky innocent
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of the theft in the eircus, but that considera-
tion weighed not a jot with him.

He breakfasted at the boarding-house at
which he was staying, and then went out into
the streets of Los Angeles.

The first thing he did was to buy a morn-
ing paper—his usual custom. To a gentleman
in Mr. Figg's profession the newspapers
afforded much valuable information, besides
furnishing interesting details about other
gentlemen in the same line less fortunate in
keeping out of the police-court news than
himself.

The crook stopped on the side-walk. opened
his paper, and glanced at th ntents. At
once 2 paragraph on an inside page caught
his eye.

Und& a glaring - headline it stated that
Monk? ‘White, the victim of the my i
shooting affair which took place wi
Broadworth film players were “on
in the San Gabriels, had sufficiently
to leave the hospit

Alec P. Figg gave a sneering langh as he
read the announcement.

“The all-fired four-flusher!” he muttered to
himself. “I'm real sorry he didn’t peg out!
Still, he may be more useful to me alive yet,
and I mustn't lose sight o’ him. Maybe he’s
still got some o’ that swag from that 1i'l’ erib
we ecracked together in New York. If he has
I'll make him disgorge it or I'll drill his
carcase next time so they’ll see more daylight
through him than through a bricklayer’s
sieye!”

And the villainous ¢rook ground his teeth
together in a manner that boded no good
for ‘his erstwhile accomplice in crime, whose
convalescence had just heen reported.

So thoroughly out of sorts did Smart Alec
feel as he continued his aimless walk through
the streets that all thoughts of squeezing
money out of Micky were driven from his
aching head "by a mad desire for revenge—
some terrible revenge which would wipe off
all the scores he had against the English lad
at one stroke, But how to go to work was
the question. :

Eventually he decided to go back to his
hoarding-house and write an anonymous letter
to the police authorities. Ale i
rather fond of anonymous let

In it he would accuse M y of being a
person “wanted > by the RBritish police for
the theft of a gold watch in England. It
would do Figg no harm and might quite
possibly injure the object of his hatred.

This decision heing made, he accordingly
returned to the boarding-house, and carefully
chosing a common piece of notepaper, he
printed out his statempent in block capitals.

This done, he put o his slouch-hat again,
and went out to post the letter.

He had almost reached a post-hox when he
felt a hand laid on his arm,:and 2 low voice
sounded in his ear.

“Good-morning, Mr. Figgl”

Smart Alec swung round like a teetotum,
and came face to face with Floyd Unwin, late
stunt actor of the great Broadworth Film
Company.

Figg recognised Unwin at once, and he had
no doubt as to how the ex-star bad come to
know him by name and appearance. The two
men had ncver met in the opium-den of Li
Chang Foo, although hoth had been in ihe
habit of frequenting the place, but Unwin
had been an interested spectator in the court-
house when Figg had been brought up to
answer the charge of shooting Monkey White

“Good-mornin’, ister Unwin!” said Fi
eyeing the other narrow “Though I ain’t
had the pleasure o’ ying so before, I'm
right pleased to meet you!”

Floyd Unwin locked cautiously up and down
the sirect. He was not anxious for any of
his large circle of acquaintances to see him
talking to a man of the type of Smart Al

“I hope I'm not interrupting you in an

thing, Mre# Figg,” he said quickly: “but
there’'s a little business matter I'd like to

speak to you about.
to spare?”

“1 guess so!” said the cracksman.

“Good! Then I know a little cafeteria
near here where we can get some luncheon
and have a pow-wow without interference
from anyhody. I'nl glad you can spare the

Have you a few minutes

time, as I'm dead sure the matter will
interest you!”’

“That sure sounds like husiness!” said
Smart Alee. “Jest let me post this 1i'} letter

to a friend, and I'll be right along with you!”

“Never mind that pow,” put in Unwin im-
patiently ; “unless, of course, it’s mighty im-
portant. Anyway, I guess we’ll come across
another post-box farther down the avenue.”

With a shrug of the shoulders Figg put
the letter which he had been about te
despatch to the police in his pocket, and.
falling into step with the ex-star of the
Broadworth company, strode off down the
street.

The place selected by Unwin for the confab
was ideal for the purpose. It was by no
means the kind of place the ex-star had been
in the habit of frequenting, but its very

_situation in a low-class neighbourhood was an

advantage, inasmuch that he was not likely to
run against any of his fashionable {friends
there.

A talk with the greasy proprictor of the
restaurant .secured Unwin a small private
room at the back of the premises, and here
the precious pair sat discussing general
topics until Iunch was brought to them and
the door closed behind the waiter who
served it.

“Now, Mister Unwin,” said Figg, “I guess

“I'm right in presuming you didn’t bring me

down {o this * joint ’ jest to give me a meal
o’ gpagetti and tomaytoes?”

Unwin toyed with the piece of bread by
the side eof his plate, and smiled a low,
cunning smile,



£

“Perhaps nob - altogether,” lie murmured,
“But as we have at least one mutual friend,
1 thought we would prove good company for
each other—see? £
‘I osee” said: Fige
end ' . being - Mister
presume ?”

* Exaetly I =

Tloyd Unwin inclined his head; and began
to attack the food ou the plate before him.

¥or perhaps half a minute the two men
ate in silence. and then it was Floyd Unwin
who spoke again.

slowly, ¢ the mutual

Mi Dénver,: 1

* T understand you mect our mutnal friend

in the Eastern tes, Mr. Figg,” he mur-
mured, *“ and was his travelling companion for

- some time?"

*“ Xep, hang him!” snarled Fige. “'T met
him in an eating-ho in the Bowery district
o’ New York'City, and we got kinder pally.
Then, heing both anxious to get out o the
place for the good o’ our healths, we * jumped’
the Chicago Flyer outside o' Central Station.
We beat our way West until we got to Kansas

- City, and then he got my goat, and I told

him to get to blazes out o' my sight. After
that I mever set eyes on him until the
goldurned, whining pup got on his hind legs
in that courf-house, and squealed a lot o lics
about that Monkey White business.”

Alec P. Figg finished up his peroration with

- snort of page as he thought of the indigni-

ties he had experienced at the hands of the
young English lad. °

His” statement was not ealculated to give
a very truthful idea of his relations with
Micky, for he purposely omitted any reference
to his attempt at safe-cracking at the hotet
in Kansas City which had been so
courageously frustrated by the lad.

Neither did Figg tell Unwin that mnch of the
evidence that Micky had given in the Los
Angeles ' court-house concerning the Monkey
White mystery, as it had come to he known,
was of things learned from Fizg's own lips
during their journey together from the East.

Floyd Unwin looked up into the distorted
face of the ercok, and a taut: ing smile
hovered about his lips.

Smart.Alec did not look a very prepossessing
spectacle at that moment. Apart from the
hatred which convalsed his face, his nose was
rather more red and swollen that it was
carlier in the morning. Moreover, his_eyes
were watbering with a cold contracted after
being drenched with the water from the
garden hosepipe on the previous night.

The sight of Figg's anger and distress
greatly amused the ex-film star. hut he
subdued his sfrong inclination to laugh
outright.

“I may take if, T suppose, then,” he said
suavely, “that you don't exactly love yonr
former pard, Mr. Micky Denve

Smart Alec clenched the knife he was using
for his food as though it were a dagger, and
lcaned aeross the table until his face was
within a foot of Unwin's,

“ Love him!” he hissed. Yep! Like a
cayuse loves a rattlesnake that's lying aeross
his path! That's how 1 love him!”

“ Ah,” murmured Unwin, * but the cayuse
erushes with his hoof the snake that lies in
his path!”

““ Ay,” burst ont Figg, bringing his fist with
a bang on to the table, ““and T'll erush that
snake-in-the-grass, BMister Micky Denver,
before I've done with him ! 5

Floyd Unwin smiled a satisfied sort of smife,
and raised his finger to his lips.

““’Sh-h ! he warned.  “ Not so loud!"

Then he brought his lips clgser to the ear of
the erook and whispered : .

£ Now, I guess it won't surprise vou any to
learn that this Britisher Denve also in
my path, and I have about as mueh love for
him as you have yourself. It struck me,
therefore, that, by putting our heads together,
we might hit on some scheme for—er—clearing
him out of our path. There! T've spoken
plainly enough now, and it’s about this little
proposition 1've brought yon here, Mr. Figg.”

 Waal, I guess you've approached the right
man, Mister Unwin,” said the crook, ““ and
you kin rely on me to fall in with any good
suggestion for puttin’ it across that sneakin’
young Johnny Bull, and for keeping my mouth
closed about anything that transpir

¢ Good! Then in future we can talk
minds freely.”

‘“ Sure thing ! said Figz.  As a matter o’
fact, T was jest on my way to-put a spike
in the gun o’ Mister Mickey Denver when I
met you.” The crook drew the anonymous
letter addressed to the police from his pocket.
* This 1’ note,” he said. tapping the missive
Yovingly, “ is to inform the authorities that
our young friend is a thief!”

“A& thief?”

our
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Bertram the Bucking Mule stood up on his hind legs and pawed the air
with his fore Tegs. But Micky held grimly on.

(See Page 11.)

“Yep. A I[ew months hack Mister Micky
Denver was a member 0 a travelling circus
in the 0ld Country, and one night he boned
the goid watch belonging to the proprietor.
Then he made his met-away, and smuggled
himself into the Yew-nited States.”

“Oh, that’s kinder interesting!” said
Unwin., ““A thicf, is he?”
“Waal, he was accused o’ be one, and

o

the British cops want him, so it's the same

thing. One day he told me all about the
business, and I've written on full cm}mt
o' it in this hyer letter, which I was jest

going to post when you came along.”

& Pshaw !” said Unwin. “ I'm surprised at
a man of your intelligence going to work in
so elumsy a fashion, Mr. ¥igg. For one thing,
the police know he smuggled himself into the
States, and I guess they're keeping an eye
on him in a guiet way. No doubt, too, they've
communicated with Scotland Yard, giving a
description of the kid, and if there's anything
against him you can bet your boots he'll soon
know about it. Beside cu don't want to
appear personally in any affair connected with
him."” : 3
“ Aw, T ain't such a reub as that !’ retorted
Smart Alec. * You don’t think I've signed
the letter?"”

“ An anonymous letter always dangerous
to the sender,”. said Unwin.. *:Now, I've got
a. better plan for putting a stepper to his
successful little career.”

A startled look eame into the
face of the crook.

“ You—you don’t mean to kil
whispered.

Floyd Unwin laughed outricht,
lighted a cigarette before replying.

“Oh, no; not at all!’ he said
“ A little aecident, that's all.”

“ Waal, that sounds all right,” murmurcd
Figg; ** but 1 want you to recognise that I'm
a marked man, and have gotter be mighty
keerful in this hyer H'l' burgh at present
But, you kin take it from me, I'm all in
fayour o an © accident ’ happenf’ to Mister
Micky Denver. I should smile till my face
hartds : ¢

““ And that wouldn't take long, judging from
your face at present, Mr. Figg!" drawled
Unwin. . ¢ T hope. that our young Britisher
friend had no hand—or should I say fist?—in
the matter?” | ;

The whole of Figg's face flushed to a colout
almost identical with that of his damaged
nose. He strongly suspected the ex:film star
of being humorous at his expense, aund he
resented fun of that sort. _ :

Seeing the effect of his tactless remark on
his companion,” Fioyd Unwin bhastened ic
placate him.

*“ Don't think I'm merely being personal fox
no reason,” he said; “ but I could not help
wondering if by any chance you have heen
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failing foul of the young whelp we have been
discussing.””

‘““Maybe I have,” growled Figg‘, “ but the

galoot took me unawares.« It was lucky for
him I wasn’t heeled, or I'd have plugged him
so full o’ lead it -would have taken ten guys
to have carried his coffin !*?

“ Ah; T can sce you're the right man for
a little plan I've thought of, then, Mr. Figg!”
said Unwin. *‘ Lately I've made it my busi-
ness to follow the movements of Mr. Micky
Denver rather carefully. Yesterday I took
a stroll up to the Broadworth Studios, and
asked a few questions of one of the hands.
From this man I learned that in two or
three days our young friend is to perform
another stunt for the pictures,”

“ Let's see!” put in Figg, who could not
resist _the opportunity of getting his own
back for the remark Unwin had made about
his face. * The last stunt he did for yon—
. dive over a cliff on a motor-hike, wasn't it ?”

It was Unwin's turn to flush red with rage
asphe remembered his failure to perform the
feat which Micky afterwards accomplished
guccessfully, :

“ Neyer mind about that!"' he snarled.
“The next one he attempts may not be quite
so suceessful as his last! And it's when this
next stunt comes off that we shall have our
chance to put ‘ paid * to our little accounts
with him. Now, listen! You know the Liberty
block of buildings?™’

‘“The new skyserapers?
aren’t there?”

“ That’s right! Well, they’re all twenty-
storey buildings, and the next stunt Mr. Micky
Denver has to do before the cameras is to
make an escape across some telephone-wires
from one building to another at a height of
nearly three hundred feet above the level
of the street.”

Smart Alec gave a low whistle.

“ Some stunt!” he murmured.

“Oh, I guess the film company will rig a
bunch of heavy wires aeross that a child
could crawl along!” sneered Unwin, flicking
the ash from his cigarette. * Anywdy, the
point is that the stunt will give us the ehance
we want.”’

“ How?"*

Floyd Unwin leancd across the table and
whispered for come moments into the ear of
-Alec P. Fige.

When be had finished a startled light was
shining in the eyes of the crook, who sank
baek into his seat without a word in response
to the plan of the ex-film star.

“Well, what do you say?”
Unwin at last.

“1 say,” said Smart Alec, “that it’s not in
my line. Besides, it’s too risky!”

“Pshaw! You don't mean to say you're
skeered 77

“I'm not sayin’ so; reioined Figg; “but I
aiu t exactly going to apply for a seat in the
cleetri» chair.”

“There’s no chance of a cute guy like your-
self finding your way to the Towmbs or Sing
Sing over alittle job of this sort, Figg.”
said Unwin persuasively, “I can hire a room
at the top of the Liberty building without
anyone knowing that either you or I have a
hand in the transaction. That done, you can
go along in disguise and prepare your plans.
Mind, T will pay for the service.  If young
Denver meets with a serious accident whilst
performing his film stunt among the sky-
serapers you'll be the richer to the tune of
five thousand dollars.” =

Alee P. Figg pursed his lips and shook his
head slowly. >

“They say that money talks,” he said; “and
those five thousand ‘hucks’ o’ yours sure
make a whole 1ot 0’ noise; but I ain’t taking
the job on at any price!”

Floyd Unwin gritted his teeth together. He
had confidently expected that his offer, which
he could well afford, would act like a charm
in inducing the crook to accede to his
nefarious wishes.

But he had another card up his sleeve, and
this he determined to play without beating
about the bush.

Unwin had followed with interest the mys-
terious case of the shooting of Monkey White,

asked Floyd

and had formed his own opinion about the’

affair. Much as he disliked Micky, he, never-
<theless, believed that the lad had spoken the
truth whilst in the witness-box.
Experienced detectives had said that it was
next to impossible for Smart Alec to have
been on location in disguise, and then to have
got back to Los Angeles unohserved hefore

the police arrested him in the opium-den of

e
‘had mno proof it was true; but he gave the

Li Chang Feo.
But Floyd Unwin theught otherwise.
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All officcs in ‘em, !

crook credit for being more slippery even
than the authorities knew him to be.

It was now his intention to “chance his
arm ” and try by other means to subdue the
cracksman and make him fall in with- his
wishes.

Befere speaking he carefully lighted
another eigarette and seftled himself more
eomfortably in his chair.

“By the way, Figg,” he said, as though
suddenly recollecting something, “I've had
the pleasure of meeting an old pard of yours
to-day. He left hospital this morning, and on
my invitation he came straight to me.”

Alec P! Figg shot up like a startled tiger.

“Monkey White!” he exclaimed. *What
the blazes has he got to do with you?”

“Oh, nothing,” said Unwin calmly; “only I
was kinder interested in that curious little
affair of which he was the victim. I've been
interested in criminology for a long time,
Y'know, and formed my own theories ahout
this shooting business. So for my own satis-
faction I invited Monkey White along to my
fiat, and put a few questions to him about
the case.”

Figg laughed sneeringly.

“And so did the police,” he said; “and a
fine lot they got out o’ him!”

“Quite s0!” murmured Unwin easily. “But
they didn’t offer him a thousand * bucks’
just for answering one question.”

¥t was as though the crook had suddenly
“heen stung by a wasp. He sprang from his
seat, glaring in evident alarm at the ex-film-
star, who was sitting so calmly at the
opposite side of the little table.

“What the smoke d’you mean?” he ecried.
“What game are you trying to pull on me?”

It was with difficulty that Unwin could con-
ceal a smile of gloating satisfaction. His
plan had succeeded beyond his greatest hopes.
None but a guilty man would have taken the
simple announcement he had made in such a
mmanner as Figg had dome. It was as plain
as a pikestaff that the crook was afraid of
something of which Monkey White was aware,
and which the ape-like man had not revealed
when questioned by the police on his return
to consciousness.

But no sooncr had Figg leaped to his feet
and shot off his remark than he sank back
into his chair again with an evil smile on his
face. He was more than a little sorry that he
had exhibited any emotion at all at Unwin’s
anuouncement.

“Pooh!” he sneered. “It must have been
a mighty interesting question if you were will-
ing to pay a thousand °®bucks® for an

e

STE \\Zas,” said Unwin; “and it consisted of
only three words. I asked White * Who shot

you2:
“Ha, ha! That’s funny!” laughed the
crook. “He’s already stated that he didn’t

see the man, and—"

“But he did!” TFloyd Unwin was sure of
his advantage, and hastened to get his blow
home with full force. “And Monkey White's
answer to my question was entirely satis-
factory.”

“Oh!" sneercd Figg, with an attempt
at nonchalence. “And what was his

thousand-dollar reply?”

“Smart Alec!”

This time Figg did not leap to his feet, but,
strive as he might, he was unable to conceal
the fear and baffled rage which was eating
at his vitals.

“He said that, did he?” he muttered, in
slow, ominous tones. “And did you belicve
him Mister Unwin, may I ask?”

“Sec here, Figg!” said Unwin briskly.
“Let’s eut the cackle, and get down to bed-
rock business! I'm not going to squeal to the
police about the affair—that’s hetween you
and Monkey White. But White’s information
proved to me that you're a man of the right
kidney—that is, for doing a little iob of the
kind that’ll write ‘Finis 'to Mr. Micky
Denver’s bright young career. Now, my offer
of five thousand ‘bucks ’ still holds good, and
I guess you'd better take it, Mr. Figg!”

Beneath the oily tones Figg read the
menace in the voice of the ex-star, and he
hesitated from making the cutting reply
which formed itself in his mind. For one
thing, he had no reason for thinking that
Unwin was telling him a pack of lies.

None knew better than he did that Monkey
White was well aware who had fired the shot
which had come so near to ending his crooked
career. Figg had been double-crossed by his
former accomplice in /crime, who had made
his get-away from New York with the spoils
of their last joint safe-cracking exploit.

Wearing a beard, and under the name of
Jed Tomson, Figg had obtdined a iobh with
the Broadworth Film Company as an extra.

‘golely because he had learnt that White was
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turning an honest penny at the same gama,
Smart Alec had seen the unique opportunity
of gefting a shot home during,the filming of
the big fight scene, and, in his hatred, had

“taken the trouble to reveal his identity to

his victim for one brief second before press.
ing the- trigger. 7

On his recovery, and when qnestioned

by the police, Monkey White had kept his
knowledge to himself, for he knew. that if
he gave Figg away, Figg, in his turn, would
reveal details of the New York crime, and
get him sent-to the penitentiary for a term
of years.’
. But, according to Figg's idea, it fitted well
in with the character of his late accomplice
to give his secret away in exchange for a faf
wad of greenbacks.

The crook had little stomach for the job
that Unwin required him-to do; but, on the
other hand, he did not want to offend 2 man
who possessed such dangerous knowledge of
his latest little gunning exploit.

For some moments: he considered thought-
fully ; his brows puckered in a heavy frown.
At Jast he made up his mind. ,

“I’ll do the job, Mister Unwin,” he said
finally. “When Mister Micky Denver does
his W'’ stunt among those sky-scrapers, I'll
sure have some dandy surprise waiting for
him. Hire the office’ at the top o’ the Liberty
building, and when I hear from you I'll stroll
along and spy out the land!”

“Good!” exclaimed Unwin, with a
triumphant grin at the success of his- craffi-
ness.  “Another day or two, and the news-
papers will ring with as fine a sensation a8
Los Angeles has had for a twelvemonth!”

He clapped his hands for the waiter, and,
having paid the bill for the luncheons, took
leave of Figg and slipped out of the
restaurant. :

Ten minutes later both of the precioug
rascals were strolling their different ways
among the pedestrians in the streets of Los
Angeles, each concerned with his own
thoughts of the vicious plan against the
young Broadworth film star. .

Bartram, the Bucking Mule !

N the day following his arduous ¢x-
perience of the filming of interior
scencs, with himself as the principal
actor, Micky went as usual to the

Broadworth studios in the company of
Buddy Gaylord, the genial little preperty-
man. .

The object of his attendance was that
Jeffery J. Romery. the <hief director, was
anxious to give him as much coaching as
possible in the technicalities of film acting,
and also to explain the details of the thrilling
stunt which the lad was to perform in the
course of the next two or three days.

Jeff spent fully two hours with the young
star that morning, and Micky, conscious of
the tremendous knowledge and cxperience of
film ‘work possessed by the ten-thousand-

dollars-a-year director, assimulated every
ounce of instruction he could get.
Some people are born with a natural

screen personality ” such as Micky himself
had, and also with a talent for the art of
acting. But even as a good veice needs
caveful training before it- is fit to be heard
in the solos of grand opera, so a natural bent
for film acting has to he developed.

Like many another person, Micky had the
idea that he could become’ a finished film
actor by assiduous practice of gestures and
facial expressions before the mirror; but he
soon found out that he would have to unlearn
many of his own ideas of the art and substi-
tute a great deal else in their place before he
could hope to be regarded as a front ranker
to a professional of Jefi Romery’s experience.

Micky had ability even if not fully de-
veloped, and he worked hard, and after the
business of the morning was concluded was
highly gratified when Jeft expressed the
opinion that in time he would “make good.”

“The next thing I want to do, Micky,” said
Jeff, “is-to take you down to the Liberty
building in Los Angeles to give you an even
more thorough idea of the stunt. I can't
do it this afternoon, and to-morrow I sha'n’t
have time to go down town. Could you call
for me at six o’clock to-night at my fiat, and
we'll auto down together?”

The arrangement having been made, Micky
hade Jeff good-morning, and, followed by
Chappie, who had bcen asleep in- a snug
corner of the studio ail the morning, he
started to leave the lot. <

Outside he met Mary Maidstone, the charm-
ing star, together with Reginald Clarcnce
Eton, the Dude of Filmland. :

“Bai Jove, heah’s the wascal we've hiem
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[oo!i}'ng‘for 1" eried Reggie, as he spotted the
Jad through his beautiful rimless menocle.
“Come heah, deah hoy, and wead this!”

In Reggie’s hand floated a large, coloured |

handbill,

Thinking the dude was enticing him to some
new jolly game, little Chappic darted forward
with a sharp bark of delight. Reggic quickly
drew the handbill out of the ferrier’s reach,
bowever, and passed it across fo Micky.

The youngster grected his two friends, and
then perused the announcement.

It was headed “The Event of the Year!”

and announced the visit to Los Angeles of

“SINGER'S WORLD-FAMOUS AMERICAN
CIRCUS.”

The description that followed concerning
the epic event was enough to make any mouth
water!  Elephants, tigers, bareback riders,
clowns, equilibrists, and last, but not least,
“Bertram, the Bucking Mule “"—all appeared
in one stupendous programme.  Adjectives
such as *“gigantic,” “wonderful,” “astound-
ing,” and “scnsational,” were scattered
liberally throughout the whele handbill.

Micky’s eyes sparkled as he read the glow-
ing account of the show.

Most of his life had heen spent in a circus,
and although his expericnces had not always
been happy ones, yet the lure of the sawdust
ring still permeated his veins.

“Well, what d’you think of it, deah boy?”
demanded Reggie, tapping his gold-handled
walking-stick impatiently. “ Will you come?”
. “What!” exclaimed Micky. “Are you con-
templating paying a visit to the show, then,
Reggic?” =
““Wather!” cried Reggic. “IT'm awfully
keen on the beastly eircus, and—"

“He’s nothing of the sort, Micky!” put in
Mary Maidstone. “But I am! The place
where the circus is being held is not far
from here, and 1 asked Reggie to take me
this afternoon. He suggested a matinee
instead, but I insisted on having my own
way. And now we hoth want you to come
along, too.”

Micky fiushed with pleasure at the request
of the charming young film star. Apart from

the excitement of glimpsing the sawdust and

tinsel of the circus again, there was the
pleasure of spending the aflernoon in such
delightful company as thuat of the winsome
young actress and the priceless dude.

Accordingly, the arrangement was made,
and in the afternoon Reggie called for Mary
Maidstone and Micky in turn, and whizzed
them along to Singer's World-Famcas Circus
in bis choice runabout car.

The three secured seats near the ringside,
and Mary Maidstone and Micky settlied down
in great glee to wateh the performance.
Reggie regarded the sawdust ring and the
vagt crowd under the yawning canvas of the
tent through his rimless monocle in a manner
suggesting he would far rather be else-
where. Listening to the orchestra in the
luxurious lounge of the Palm Beach Hotel
was more Reggie’s idea of indoor recreation.

A couple of acrobats reminded Micky of
kis own ecrstwhile act on the flying trapeze
with Mike. Megan, .but the antics of the
Singer clown, in his opinien, did not approach
within a mile of those of gnod old Clancy.

A thrill of expectancy ran through the
audience as there galloped into the ring
Bertram, the Bucking Mule!
~The ringmaster fiicked his long whip, and
porceeded to issue his usuail challenge in
stentorian tones,

“Ladies and gen’I'men,” he roared, “one
hundred dollars will be paid to any person
who kin ride the world-famous bucking mule,
Bertram, three times round this hyer ring!
Now, don’t all rush at once!”

At first the response was YEry meagre.
Bertram’s wicked, bloodshot eyes and lean,
black flanks were not exactly inviting.

“Weally, deah boy,” murmured - Reggie,
rising, “I've a good mind to have a twy
myself, y'know.”

“Same here!” said Micky, springing up.

“8it down, both of you!” cried Mary Maid-
stone, with a laugh.” “You can come back
to-morow and break your necks when you
haven’t the responsibility of seeing little me
home {? :

Regeie and Micky exchanged pathetic
glances, and sank buck into their seats.

Two or three men had gone into the ring
in response to the challenge, and soon Ber.
tram was engaged at his usual tricks of
shooting one after the other over his head
or his tail with practised dexterity.

During this performance a young ex-cavalry-

| Micky.

man sitting behind Mary Maidstone rose to

his feet, but he was restrained from going

out by the aged-lady sitting by-his side.
“You're a good son, Arthur,” she murmured

affectionatcly, “but’your leg ain’t right from |

that wound you got in France, and you might
get hurt badly.” :

“Never fear, mother,” said the fellow. “I've
handled lots o’ mules in my time. I guess we
need that hundred dollars, and I'm going
to hev a try for it.”

So_saying, he made his way to the front,
walking with a slight limp.

“Poor lad!” whispered Mary Maidstone to
“I do hope he succeeds.”

When his turn came the ex-cavalryman
mounted Bertram, and the mule at. once
began his vicious antics. But if the young
fellow’s leg was not sound, his wrists were,
and he held the reins with a grip of steel.

Bertram had a mouth of iron, and per-
haps for the first time in his gay carcer he
was really hurt by the bit. He galloped
twice round the ring without stopping, and
loud cheers broke from the audience. The ex-
cavalryman gave him a gentle kick, and
then the mule shot forward with lighining
speed. =

But never once had Bertram lost that hun-
dred- dolars for his master, and it was not
the intention in his evil head to begin now.
He shot all four legs out suddenly, and came
to a dead halt. His rider tried to check
himself, but he had been just a second too
late in anticipating the trick, and lie shot
like a bullet from a gun over the mule’s
head. E

The ex-cavalryman, who was fortunately
unhurt, walked back to his seat, whilst Ber-

' tram let loose a derisive bray.

“Hard luck, ma!” he said to the aged lady.
“But I bad to try it. That hundred doliars
would have been a godsend in helping little
Sis over her illness.”

Suddenly Micky gave an exclamation of sur-
prise, and half rose from his seat. Crawling
under the tent, unobserved by the attend-
ants, came little Chappie! Tired of being left
at home, the little terrier had set out to
find his young master, and with that wonder-
ful instinet which is so highly developed in
both” the eanine and feline species he had
found his way right into Singer’s Circus.

Micky gave one sharp whistle, and Chappie
bounded across the ring. Bertram, the Buck-
ing Mule, saw him out of the corner of one
of his wicked eyes, and lashed out with his
left hind hoof. Fortunately for the little dog
the blow was but a glancing one, but it made
Chappie let out a yelp that woke the echoes.

A loud laugh broke out from those who
witnessed the incident, but Micky's face
flamed. He felt he had a score to pay off
on Bertram, and without a word to his com-
panions he leaped into the sawdust ring. He
paused but for one moment to order Chappie
to lie down by the wooden rail that hordered
the ring, and then he approached the Buck-
ing Mule.

The ringmaster gave a smile as he saw the
fresh vietim, and he willingly gave the lad
a hand on tc the mule’s back.

For a moment Bertram stood thinking.
Then he swung his head round and tried to
fasten his great yellow teeth in Micky’s leg.
But Micky was a second too quick for him,
and just evaded the bite. Next moment
Bertram shot” into the air with his back
arched. MHis four -feet came down almost
within the circle of a foot in eircumference,
and the jar sent a spasm through the whole
cf the lad’s body, Then the Bucking Mule
stood up on his hind legs and pawed the air
with his two forelegs. But Micky held
grimly on.

Micky had often ridden in the circus in
the Old Country, though he was not an abso-
lutely expert rider by any means. " But his
wrists were as strong as steel, and his courage
unhounded,

Seeing that he could not induce Bertram to
go forward round the ring at any price, he
adopted different tactics. He allowed the
vicious mule to back as much as he liked.
Several times he was nearly unshipped in
the process, but he had the satisfaction of
getting completely round the ring once hy
these tactics, The ringmaster had not speci-
fled which way round the ring the mule had
to be ridden, and loud cheers from the
audience greeted Micky’s generaliship.

Bertram  plunged, reared, and strove by
every trick in his repertoire to unseat the
tenacious lad on his back, but to no avail.
Slowly but surely, though, he backed round
the ring again, and so the third lap hegan.

1

A flush of excitement. lighted the soft
cheeks of Mary Maidstone as she watched the
Fplucky English lad, whilst Reggie roared en-
couragement in no uncertain way. P

Almost the mule had bhacked round the ring:

for the third time, when Micky began already,
to feel the humdred  dollars safely stowed
away in his pocket. Buf in this he made the
mistake of the young. cavalryman in some-
what underrating his mount. Micky was not
the first rider who had attempted to back
him round the ring, and Bertram had a big
surprise-packet ready to springs - Behind
those wicked eyes he evolved his plan for
allowing this persistent rider to almost grasp
the prize before adding him to his hundreds
of other victims.
- He gradually backed to within almost ten
yards of the starting-point, andsthe crowd
cheered frantically. For one flecting second
L Micky caught a glimpse of his friend the
young film actress, and the sight of herp
spurred him on to complete the task he had
undertaken,

Bertram backsd another yard, and then
slowly rose on his hind legs. His intention
this time was Business with a capital BY
He was going to unseat his persistent rider
if he had to fall over backwards en top of
him. And this was exactly what he intended
to do.

As il by magic the intention communicated
itself to a portion of the audience, and Joud
shouts, interspersed with ecries of alarm,
escaped a thousand lips,

“Slip off his back, kid! He'll kill you !>

Buf, Bertram_was not destined to fulfil hig
evil intention, for at that moment little
Chappie sprang into the ring and fastened his
sharp teeth in ‘the mule’s hind leg. With
2 snort Bertram came to earth ab once, and
before he could recover from his astonishment;
Micky backed him to the point from which
he bad started his ride,

A thunder of applause hroke cup from
every part of the building, but the ring-
master’s face was assblack as thunder, 1

“It's not fair!” he cried. *“I refuse— i

“Yah!” howled the crowd. “Pay up and
look pleasant, you pinhead!” : :

The* ringmaster demurred no longer. Frém
a_business standpoint he saw the wisdofy
of the advice, so he paid up and looked
pleasant about it, although he didn’t feel
as happy as he looked ahout the affair, L

Flushing with happiness, Micky sought hig
seat again next to Mary Maidstone, with the
wad of greenbacks clasped in his hand, whilst:
his two friends and the audience showered
congratulations on him. Chappie, o0, came
in for a tremendous amount of petting; but
his pleasure lay in the fact that he had had
his revenge on Bertram, the Bucking Mule.

Going out from the great circus tent, Micky
excused himself for a moment and sought out
the young ex-cavalryman and his mother.

“Excuse me,” he said confusediy. “I don't
want to butt into your affairs, but I couldn't
help hearing what you were talking about
during the show. You put up a jolly plucky
show on that mule for the sake of somebody
who is lying sick. Fer her sake please accept
this!1”

Micky thrust the wad of notes into the
hand of the astonished ex-soldier, and darted
away among the crowd. i

There were tears of gratitude in the eyes
of that ex-soldier and his aged mother as
they made their way homewards, for that
hundred dollars meant more to them than
Micky or anyone else in the world could
possibly guess, . i

Micky rejoined Mary Maidstone and Regele
Eton with an éxpressidn of innocence upon
his face. He- felt quite sure that his action
had not been witnessed, bubt had he known
more about the nature of the oppesite sox
he might have read differently in the look
of pride and approbation that the young
actress accorded him on his return. i

Refusing a pressing invitation to go inte
Los Angeles to tea, the young film star took
leave of his two friends at the home of Buddy
Gaylord. : c

The afternoon had been spent in holidaying,
but there was his business with Jeft Romery
to be attended to at six o'clock.

Micky was anxious to view the great sky-
scrapers among which he was to rick his life
for the cinema,

ANOTHER LONG INSTALMENT OF
THIS MAGNIFICENT SERIAL STORY
OF THE CINEMA WILL APPEAR IN
NEXT FRIDAY’S ©* PENNY POPULAR.
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THE STOLEN MOTOR.

| &
5
A SHORT STORY OF ST. JIM'S, {
7 el - Teev i
€5 DW wmuch longer is Gussy going to “TH? Did 1 what?' he asked. “Well, be-
be?” tween you and me and the ga young
Tom Merry, of the School Housé {-eentleman, 1 didn’t know the blessed car was

m’s, uttered that remark
in tones of deep disg st. There were sev eral
juniors with- him who wore the badge of
st. Jim’s, and they one and ail iooked as
disgusted as Tom Merry of ‘the Shell.

Arthur Auwgustus D’Arcy, the swell of the

at st.

Tourth Form, had gone into a shop in Way- |

iand te purchase some new socks. He had
said that summer clothes called for summer
“soeks, 3

Al the juniors knew what the socks wonld
be like, They weunid be of the multifarious
ceolours that would look - ridiculous on any
other person than Arthur Aungustus D'Arey..

“The gilly ass!” growled Jack Blake, *“If
I thought it would do any ‘good I would
go into the shop after him.”

* He'd simply  turn round and tell you not
to put a chap in a fluttah!” said Monty
Towther, with a chuekle.

And the juniors again relapsed into silence
whilst they waited impatiently for the swell
of the Fourth to finish his shopping.

“Some “of théir wrathful expressions dis-
appeared as an enormouns racing motor-car
turned the corner of the lane and roared its
w%y towards the juniors.

=My hat!” eiaculated Jack Blake. “That's
a -topper!”
The juniors moved away from the shop

window, and turned their attention to the
great car, It was painted a dark grey, and
* the long bonnet told of the massive engines
which purred beneath. A man sat at the
vsheei a -leather helmet almost covering his

1 1 wager she can move!” said Tom
Merry, who knew a little about cars.

“1'd like to take hier for a run round the
country,” said Manners, with a sigh.

Monty TLowther chuckled.

“You'd never hold her in." he said. “I
should just abont give you two seconds in
thﬂ car—and ahout ten vears in a hospital!™

“Ha, ha, hat?

Another car moved up,
juniors, and drew to a standstill at the
rear of the great racer. A man jumped out
and hurried into the sports shop opposite.

Tom Merry gave him hut a casual glance,
and returned fo the examination of the racer.
They could not see the engine, but they
eould see the pedals, levers, and various
switches on the dashboard of the car: and
therein the juniors found wmuch to interest
them.

An attendant stood outside the sports
shop, and Tom Merry, peering round to see
it Arthur Augustus D’Arey had yet put in
an appearance, noticed . a , man saunter
towards him.

“Thanks very much., my good fellah!” said
the man, slipping a coin into the attendant’s
hand. “I'm always {wightfully afwaid my
car will be stolen!”

The attendant started. but pocketed the
coin, Tom Merry, half listening to the re-
marks of ‘his chums and haif listening to the
drawling voice of the stranger, glanced ‘xﬂain
at the man.

unnoticed by the

He did not look very much like the man |

who had jumped out of the car behind the
racer, but the attendant seemed to know him.
He had aceepted the tip apparently for
looking after the car. There could be nothing
wrong, atter all.

He watched the man as he left the atten-
“dant and sauntercd slowly towards the car.
He frowned as he noticed the. familiat
manner in which the
car and the ca: manner in which he got

at

¢ murmured.

*1 don’t know,

“What “are vou cackling about, Tommy?”
asked Manners, looking round.

“That chap at the back,” said Tom Merry. |

“Me looks different from the chap who got
out. Here, wait a minute!”

On the impulse of the moment, Tom Merry
ran across the road to where the attendant
was ddly gazing up and down the street.-

“Did that chap ask you to look after that
car?” he demanded curtly,

T'he attendant turned round w1th a starb.
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stranger started the |

But when : and slips
you a couple of hoh jur lookin=after a car
which you ain't looked after—well, -T asks
.you, does the working-man get so mueh in
wages that he can afford to pretend he don't
know nothing about the car?”

Tom Merry did not stop to answer that
question. He dashed across the road to where
the smaller car ztood At the same moment
he saw the driver’s eyes flash with anger

“Step him, you (hap " yelled Tom Mom

“He's St(‘:ﬂmﬂ that ecar!

Manners and Lowther
be followed an instant
Herries, and Digby. But they were too late.

Small though the car was, it power-
inl, and as the thief dropped in his gear she
literally leapt forward.

“Stop, you rotter!” reared Tom Merry.

But the car gained too much speed in the
first few yards for Tom Merry ever to hope
to catch up with it. As the man reached

there. gent pops

dashed forward, to
later by Blake,

&

{ the corner he looked behind, and, with an
insolent wave of his hand, disappearcd.
“The rotter!” gasped Tom Merry. S

thought-—— O, hati=TH
slow that time!™

The real owner of the car came out of the
\DOTL shop at that moment, and Tom Merry

hastened towards him.

“Your car, sir! I belie
he said quickly.

The man looked up from ttie parcel he had
been tying, and glanced mechanically across
the road to where he had left his ear.

“Good heavens!” he gasped. “ Where, hoy
—where? Why didn’t you stop him?”

Tom Merry stuttered an apology for bheing
slow,
He had not taken very much notice of the
owner of the car when he had gene into the
shop. And. besides, it looked very natural
that the attendant shcould receive a tin for
looking after it. He ‘had thought the owner
had sent the attendant out of the shop for
that purpose.

But Lowther was thinkinz quickly. and no
one missed him as.he slid into another shop
where he had seen the driver of the racer
disappear. The man was at the counter,
and turped as Lowther touched him on the
shoulder.

“A rotten thief has bunked with another
chap’s car, sir—not yours——" he hegan.

The motorist stared.

“Bunked? You mean driven off 7"
sharply.

. “¥Yes, sir! Tom Merry spotted him,
was too late to stop him.”’

“Come on, then!”

The motorist left hLis purchases on
counter, with a brief word to the
that he wonid return.

“Do vou hknow the roads hereabouts?”
the motorist, as soon as they
roadway.

“Tike a
instantly.

“Then hop in. and we'll chase the Totter!”
said the motorist.

He climbed into the driving seat,
Monty Lowther climbed into the hack of

my was beastly

it's been stolen!™

he asked
but he
the
salesman

asked
reached the

«hook!™  said Moniy Lowther

and
the

L car  almost as?ui«ck!y. Tom Merry and
Manners, without being dsked, jumped up
beside their chum. Blake & Co. would have
followed *suit, but the car started too
suddenly. 5
They jumped eclear as the great racer
roared, and looked with envy at thie backs

Lof Tom Merry & Co. the
turned, they raced to the
‘and dxsappeared
© “Straight on, sir!” said Monty Lowther
-speaking inte the driver's ear, for the wind
simply roared past them. “The road leads
to the coast; there's hardly a turning for
two miles, then only enough for one car to
get along.”

The motorist noedded, but kept his eyes
fixedly before him. "The St. Jim's fellows,
with their eyes nnprotected by goggles, could
only peer through their fingers.

The speedometer showed that they were
ecding along at forty miles an hour almost
‘before they had turned out of sight of Jack
Blake & Co. Vascinated, they watched the

car having
orner of the road

althowsh he could hardly be blamed.

Friday.

little hand mount up*ﬁfty.—c;xtv—sc venty.

“My hat!” gasped Tom Merry, 11 T
gee!—1 said she'd move!”

Lowther and Manners did nob answer.

“Shirp corner to the right, sir!” roared
Lowther in the driver’s ear. - -

Almost instantly the car slackencd, but the
rate they went round the corner almost
brought the hearts of the juniors to their
mouths The next instant they were speed-
ing along at sixty miles an hour, and ﬂlen
hove in sight the man in the stolen ur =

“Got fAim muttered the motorist. *“He's
ﬂot as much chance of getting away from
this little *bus as a rivef from it's hed!”

Tom Merry & Co. saw the thief turn as he
heard the roar of the great, powerful engine
behind, but the speed of the car did not
seem - to. increase.- At-any rate, the. speed
at which Tom Merry & Co. were travelling in
the rater would not permit of their notic
any decrease or increase in speed of the car
in front.

As they drew ncarer and nearer to their
quarry they saw the man jump out of the
car—it  had not even appeared -to have
stopped—and leap for the side of the road.
The next moment he had disappeared into the
“oods which hordered the road.

“Let him go!” “said the motorist.
pulled the ereat racer to a standstill.
just watch the car while I run back
find the johnnie it belongs to!”

Tom Merry- & Co. sprang out, and the racer
was turned and set off in the direction of
Wayland.

But the racer was hardly turned out -of
sight when another car dashed up from the
opposite direetion. There were four men in

Phas

as hv
* Yau
and

it—two in the hack, and one heside the
dnwr

“Hallo, young gentlemen!” hailed the man
beside the driver. “Is that your car?”

No—wish it was!” said Tom Merry.
(h.lsul a_rotter who hunked with it
“Ah! Didn’t hear him speak, 1 suppose '

“Yes, rather!” said Tom Merry qmel\lv

He drawled—got an accent, so fo speak !”

“That’s the tello“ " exclaimed one of the
other passengers. “Where did he get to?”

“He bunked into the wood—we were in a
racing car,” explained Manners. ~The chap
wha drove ns gone hack to fetch the
owner of this bu

The men turned out of the ear,
muttering together in low tone
they left the driver in charge of the
dashed off into the woods.

“You chaps give a hand!”
“I'll watch the car.”

Tom Merry and Manners nodded. and set
off after the men. They had rightly guessed
that they were policc-officers.

It was the little start that the police-
officers. had that proved the undoing of the
car-thief. Tom Merry and Manners were
about two hundred yards behind them as
they erashed through the bushes, looking to
right and left as they ran.

and stood
Then
and

car,

said Lowther.

“They make enough row to scare the
rotter " grunted Manners. “Why can't they

do the trick as Boy Scouts would do it—
track him down?”

Tom Merry did not answer, but grabhbed
Manners by the arm and pulled him down
into the hushes.

Twenty vards in front, and just off the
path along whieh they had been runping,
stood a stately oak-tree. And, from' the
}ovser branches there suddenly appeared two
eos

“That’s the rotter!” whispered Manners.

“Let himn get down—then we’ll collar him!™”

The thiet dropped to the ground, hesitated
a moment, as if undecided which way to run.
and then eame towards Tom Merry and
Manners. The instant he was abreast the
Shelt fellows sprane out upon  him. Two
minutes’ silent fichting and the man was a
prisoner.

The police were called back, and the thief
handed over.

“Thanks, vyoung gentlemen!' said aa
officer. “Just the man we’'re looking for!™

Five minutes later the thief was on his way
to prison, and the racer was back, with the
owner of the stolen motor.

Then, to Tom Merry's and Manners’
amazement, Lowther coolly asked if he—the
motorist—would mind giving Blake & Co. a
spin.

Further to their amazement, the motorist
agreed, and Blake & Co.—with D Arey and
his new socks—were picked up and ftrans-
ported many pleasant miles mund the bheauti-
ful county of Sussex.

It was an unexpected cnd m the utmmon
adventure.

TRE IND.
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ATONEMENT!

By OWEN CONQUEST.

/f |

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

- @

sir, we're a deputation,”
T, speaking up as eaptfain

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Fourth Form Mean Busincss.

£ LESS my soul!” said Mr. Bootles, in
astonishment.

B The master of the Fourth Form

at  Rookwood had ealled out
“Come in!" in response to a respectful tap
at his study door.

The door had opened, diselosing to Mr.
Bootles’ astonished eyes about half the
Fourth Form crammed in the passage.

The Fistical Four of the Fourth—Jimmy
Silver, Lovell, Raby, and Newcome—were in
the lead. After them came Tommy Dodd &
Co. of the Modern side. Then there were
Oswald and Flynn and Rawson, and Van
Ryn and Towle and Tubby Muffin, and a
dozen more fellows, Classicals and Moderns.

And they were all looking excited.

They marched into Mr. Bootles’ study—
eight or nine of them, the rest erowding
the doorway and the passage outside.

“Bless my soul!” he repeated.

The Form-master’s study had never held
so many of his Form before at once. It was
a regular invasion.

“What does this mean?” asked Mr. Bootles,
still blinking. “What do all you juniors
want here?”

“If you please
said Jimmy Sil
©of the Fourth.

“Representing hoth sides
sir—Modern and Classieal,”

Podd.

of Rookwood,
said  Tommy

“Classical and Modern, you mean,” re-
marked Lovell. < -
mean Modern and Cia said

Tommy Dodd warmly.

“Look here, Tommmy Dodd——"

“Look here, Lovell—"

“Ahem!” said Mr. Bootles. -

Tommy Dodd and Lovell, with a mutual
glare, ceased to debate the question of pre-
eedence. Mr. Bootles’ study, they realised,
was not the right place for such a debate,
important as the question was.

“Shut up, you two!” said Raby. “Mr.
Bootles is waiting.”

“Really * said Mr. Bootles.

“The fact is, sir,” said Lovell, “we're a
deputation, representing all Rookwood.”
“Hear, hear!” said the deputation with
one voice. : > =

“We want to speak to you, sip—"

“About Mornington. sir 2

“That rotten ead, sir 2

“He hasn’t gone—-—"

“We want him to go——"

“He's got to go ? 3

The deputation were all spcaking at once,
and excitement was growing. Jimmy Silver
waved his hand for silence.
_“Order! Let Lovell speak!
spokesman

“1l you have anything to say, I will listen
to you,” said Mr. Bootles. -“But pray be
brief” s

“Go it, LovellI”

““1t’s about Mornington of our Form, sir,”
said Arthur Edward Lovell. “You know
what's happened, sir. Mornington of the

Lovell's

Fourth and Beaumont of the Sixth planted
a2 banknote on Jimmy Silver, and got him
accused of stealing it. If old Rawson hadn’t
got at the truth, Jimmy would have been
sacked from Rookwood. He was sacked, in
fact, but he wouldn't go—"

“Ha ha, hat”

“Hear, hear!”

“Well, we hear that Beaumont and Morn-
ington have been expelled for their dirty
trick,” went on Lovell.

Mr. Bootles nodded. .

“Both have been expelied from Rookwood,”

he said. “Beaumont has alrcady lefl th
school. Mornington will follow.”

“That’s the point, sir,” said Lovell. “We
saw Beaumont go—and a good riddance to
him! But Mornington hasn't gone.”

“Aud we want to see the Iast of him!”
said Rawson.

“Hear, hear!?

“They were sacked yesterday
dirty trick,” resumed Lovell. * Beaumont left
yesterday afternoon. Mornington didn’t.
Well, we expected to find that he had gone
this morning. But this morning he hadn't
gone. His box is still in the dermitory, and
his things are still in his study. We haven't
seen him about, but we know he’s still in the
school.”

“Shame!” came a howl from the passage.

“Under the circumstances, sir, we've come
to you as a deputation,” said Lovell. “We
want Mornington to go. The Fourth Form
of Rookwood, sir, can’t stand him.”

“Never!”

“We don’t think it’s possible that the Head
would think of allowing him to stay after
what he's done. But he hasn’t gone, and
it’s twenty-four hours since he was found
out. Why hasn't he gone, sir?”

“That’s the question, sir,” said Tommy
Dodd.  “The Fourth Form fecl that they
have a right to knowg sir.”

“Sure, if he stays here, we'll slanghter him
intoirely,” said Flynn. -

“We'll sealp him!” roarcd the deputation
from the passage.

Mr. Bootles waved his hand.

“Silence, please!”

“Shut up!” said Jimmy Silver. «
for Mr. Bootles!”

The Fourth Form-master coughed. <

“My boys, I am not surprised that you are
indignant and disgusted at Mornington’s
heinous conduct. He atteipted to fasten
a false charge upom Silver; he had been com-
pelled to confess his guilt. Silver stands
hefore you cleared of any suspicion, withous
a stain on his name——"

“Hear, hear!”

“Bravo, Jimmy!”

“Mornington is under sentence of expul-
sion. His accomplice left Rookwood yester-
day, never to return. Mornington has not
yet gone, but he will be removed from the
school as soon as possible?”

“Why not at once, sir?” asked Lovell.

“Because he is ill.”

“Wha-a-at?” z

“The wretched hoy appears to have suffered
severely from the shock of the discovery
and the punishment that followed,” said Mr.

2y for their

Silence

Bootles. “He fell in a faint in the Head's
study, and was removed to the sanatorium.
The school doctor is now in attendance upon
him.  Mornington appears to be suffering
from a nervous breakdown. In such a state
he cannot leave the school.”

“Oh!

“As soon as he is sufficiently recovered
for removal, he will be taken away from
Rookwood,” said Mr.. Bootles, “ You may
rest assured of that. Such an unmitigated
ivoung rascal could never be allowed to remain
hexe.”

The juniors tooked at one another.

vThcy knew Mornington—they knew the cun-
ning, unscerupulous, and audacious nature of
the cad of the Fourth.

There ‘was only one thought in the minds
of Jimmy Silver & Co. The dandy of the
Fourth, in spite of the discovery of his
rascality, in spite of the sentence of ex-
pulsion, hoped yet to escape the degrada-
tion of heing kicked out of Rookwood. His
illness ‘was one more of his many txcks.

There was a murmur from the deputation—
a murmur of disgust and indignation.

“You may go!” added Mr. Bootles.

But the deputation did not go.

“Excuse me, sir,” said Lovell, “we don't
believe a word of Mornington’s yarn ahout
being ill—do we, you chaps?”

“Not a word,” said Jimmy Silver.

“Not a giddy syllable,” said Tommy Dodd
emphatically.

“It’s only some more of his lies, sir,” said
Rawson. a

“It’s a trick to stay at Rookwood,“ said
Oswald. “Morny thinks it will blow over.in
time, and his nobby relations will get round
the Head.” S

Mr. Bootles frowned. - - =

“The matter is not for you te decide,” he
said. “It is in Dr. Chiskolm’s hands, Now,
please leave my study.”

Mr. Bootles waved his hand to the door.
The deputation, with grim looks, filed out of
the room at last.

But outside in the passage there was =«
roar of angry voices. Mernington’s latest
trick roused deep anger in every breast.

“Rookwood won't stand it{” exclaimed
Lovell turiously. - “1 know the game, jusk
as if the cad had told me. He’s-going to put
on iliness for a week or two, while his titled
connections have time to talk the Head over.
He thinks he's going to stay when it’s ‘hlown
over.” 5

Jimmy Silver set his lips.

Jimmy had had a narrow escape from expul-
sion and -disgrate, owing to the machinations
of his old enemy. He did not mean to run
any mere risks of that sort.

“He’s got to go!” he said. “Gentlemen of
the Fourth, if the Head lets. this matter
slide I vote that we take it into our own
hands.” 2

“Hear, hear!”

“So long as Mornington is in $he sana-
torium we can’t touch him; there’s a bare
possibility that he’s really ill, and we can't
handle & chap who may be seedy. But the
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+ “minute he-comes out he goez out of Rook-

b 1)

wood.”

“Suppose the Head - began Higes.

Jimmy Silver interrupted.

“If the Head gives way, we sha'n't,” he
baid firmly. “We're all together in this, and
we're resolved that Mornington’s going. The
minute he shows up ountside sanny, we march
fiim out of the gates, and kick him out,
whether the masters like it or nob.”

“Qh, my hat

“And if he comes back, we'll tar and
feather him, and kick him out again!™ said
Jimmy Silver. “Rookwood's fed up with
Mornington, and he's got to go!”

“Hear, hear!”

“And while he’s here. nobody's going to
speak a word to him,” said Jimmy. “He's got

friends here—the me Nuts. They're going
to send him to Coventry, the same as we
do, and we’d betfer oo and tell them so.”
“food ega!™
And the exeite
towards Townscud
Nuts of the Fourti.

streamed away
study, to interview the

ed juniors

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
‘* The Nuts and the Nut-crackers.
OWNSEND & Co. were in tleir
quarters, “looking decidedly dispirited.
The exposure of Mornington's ras-
cality and his expulsion from the
Sehool  had come as a heavy blow to the
20ble socicty of the Giddy Goats of Rook-
wood. 3
Macnington, with hLis decided character and
his unlimited wealth, had been the chief of
fhe Nuts, and cver since he had been at
Rookwood Townsend & Co. had been his
homble followers. :
Hven Smythe of the Shell, the great Adol-
phus himself, had tuken a second place to
Mornington.
$'he Nutty Co. were dizcussing the matter
in Townsend's study, with the assistance of
some of Towny’s special cigarettes.
| Townsend and Topham and Peele and Gower
of the Fourth, and Smythe and Howard and
Tracy of the Shell, were there,
. And though they could not exactly uphold
the dastardly trick by ‘which Mornington had
sought to rid himself of his rival in the
Tourth, they agreed that it was thoroughly
rotten that old Moruy should have to 20.
Rookwood wouldn't be like itself without
Morny—they agreed on that.
“After all, that cad Silver is a meddlin®

rotler,” said Smyth through a cloud of
cigarctte smoke. © 5 always meddlin® with
somethin’.”

“He's shifted us out of the footer,” said
Howard, ~
. “He won't let a chap into the eleven if
he goes in for a smoke now and then.” said
{fopham indiguantly.

“And won’t give a chap a chance unless he
slogs ab practice, an’ makes regular dashed
work of it,” said Peele.

“An’ thinks nothin’ of knockin’ a fellow’s
hat off il a fellow turns up -his nose at
him,” remarked Tracy.

. “Of courSe, it was a bit thick, what Morny
aid,” said Townsend. “1 don't" say
approve of it. In fact, it was caddish—
awlfully. caddish. But, after all, he’s always
been at loggerheads with Jimmy Silver, and
u%l'gti:air in war. That’s how Morny looked -
b it

“Well, Morny whs always rather a cad,”
said Smythe. = » T'm sorry he's goin’,
L'd_rather Jimmy Silver went.” 2
| “¥es, rather!”
- s he ain't goin’, though,” said
Bnd, “With a grin. “He’s in sanny

" said Smythe.
“So he says.”
; Smythq turned his eyeglass upon Townsend
i surprise,
“By gad! Do you mean to
spoofin '2” he asked. .
Fownsend chuckled.
“Of course he’s spoofiin’! You never knew
Morny ill, did you? He's as hard ‘as nails.
As - for gettin® a had shoek through bein'
shown up an’ sacked,
do for the Head.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

say lhe's

“He's goin’ fo. be ill just long enough fop |
the row te blow over,” said _Townsend

sagely. “He's goin’ to give his people time
to get to work on the Head. He's got heaps

One of’
Thevr'll
T Yup

‘em is a Governor of Rookwood. |
all begin on the Head, an’ 1 don’t
PeNNy PoruLar.—Xo, 65,

that's all rot. It may |

a

see how the Head is fo stand it. Money
talks, you know, an’ influence counts.
Morny’s people have no end of influence.”
Smythe whistled. 5
“But the Head couldn’t let him off!” he

said.  “He simply couldn’t! The fellows
would never stand it!" 3
“Qh, things blow over in {ime. The

fellows will be thinkin’
in a few days.”

“Well, there's somethin’ in that.”

“It may be worked for Morny to leave at
the end of the term without bhein’ sacked.
Then they'll work it somehow for him to
come back next term. These things can be
wangled when you've got influential people.”

“Ha, ha haly =y

“Well, I ish him iack,”
“I don't helieve he ean work it, but I hope
he can. We shall all miss Morney, hut we
can't keep our end up against Jimmy Silver
without him."”

“I'm; _goin’* fo

about somethin’ else

said. Smythe.

sée him in sanny this
evenin’,” said Townsend, “ I'll jolly soon see
whether he's spoofin’, anyway! The medical
johnnie can’t tell; Morny's too iolly deep for
him. Medical johnnies don't know muech!”

Crash! s

The study door flew open, and the Nuts of
tookwood started to their feet in alarm.
Jimmy Silver & Co.. crowded in.

“What the dickens——" becan Towns

“What the thunder do you want?® de-
manded Topham.

- Just a word with you chaps!”
Silver grimly.

“You needn't trouble. Get ouf!”

“It’s about Mernington.”

“I don’t care to discuss Mornington with
you,” said -Townsend loftily.

“Never mind whether you care or not.
You're going to!” said Jimmy Silver.

“Look here

“Mornington’s sticking in the sanatorium,
pretending to be ill,” said Jimmy Silver.
“You know it as well ag I do.”

The Nuts exchanged startled glances.

“He is iil,” said Topham.

“He’s spoofing, and you know it! Well,
we can’t yank ®im out of sanny by his ears,
though we'd like to. We're going to kick him
out of Rookwood as soon as he comes out!”

“Perhaps the Head will have somethin' to
say about that!” sneered Peele.

“The Head won't be allowed to chip in if
he wants to!” said Jimmy Silyer coolly.

“Oh, by gad!”

“Morny’s going! But while he sticks in the
sehool lying about being ill he’s ¢ to be
cut by all Rookwood. You know what he's
done, and I suppose you don’t quite approve
of it, though you're not very particulac.”

*That's our bizney.”

“Morny’s our 9al,” remarked Peele. “We're
stickin’ to him!”

“Not goin’ to desert a chap who's down
on his luck,” remarked Adolphus Smythe
very loftily.

“ Well, that’s all right,” said Jimmy Silver.
“But being found out to he a criminal 't
exactly being down on his luck! Sticking
to a slanderer and liar is only proof that
you're as bad yoarself!”

“Loock here—"

“And it’s not going to be allowed!” roared
Lovell.

Smythe shrugged his shoulders,

“Who's goin’ to stop it?” he inquired.

““We are.’’

“And how are you goin' to do it?” sneered
Adolphus.

“The order's gone forth that Mornington's
to be avoided while he stays in the school.

said Jimmy

»
"

| Nobody’s to visit him in sanny, and if he

“

sneaks out nobody’s to speak to him!”
S

“That's the order of the Fourth!”

“Hang the Fourth!”

.. “And anybody disobeying the order of the
Fourth will be given a Form ragging! ™ said
Jimmy Silver. “And as you seem inclined to
kick against the order, you measly collection
of smoky cads, you're going to have a rag-
ging now to bhegin with to show you what
to expect.”

“Hear, hear!” shouted the Fourth-Formers.

“Keep off, you cad!” yelled Smythe.

“Collar them!”

The Fourth-Formers swarmed in.

The fact that Smythe & Co. were “stick-
ing “ to Mornington after his confession of
guilt was more, than enough to exasperate
them to the ragging piteh. They were deter-

. mincd that Mornington should“have no help
) ge :  from his former friends in his attempt to
6f titled relations, awf'ly powerful people, |

rémain at the school.. =

The *Giddy Goats" had to receive .a
lesson, and Jimmy Silver meaut it to be a
severe one.
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The Nuts were collaréd on all sides,

Sone of them put up a fight, but they were
not great in the fighting line. As jndges of
neckties or of a brand of cigarette they hadl
no equals in the Lower School. But when it
came to fisticuffs their ability was not con-
spieuous.

Adolphus Smythe rolled on the floor in
Flyan's loving embrace, and his careiuliy
parted hair was rubbed vigorously in the
ashes of the grate. Townsend, in the grasp
of Lovell and Raby, was bumped energeti-
cally on the carpet. Topham sat on the floor
in the grip of Oswald and Jimmy Silver, while
Van Ryn poured the inkpot over his head.
And the rest of the Nuts sprawled ahout the
floor, being bumped, roiled over,
inked, and cindered.

There was a chorus of wild yells in Towny's
study,

After five minutes the study looked
a cyclone had struek it, and the Nuts lo
as if they had been throuch five or
cyclones.

By “the time the raggers had finished with
them they werc gasping on the fHeor in a
state of breathless dismay and dishevelment.

“1 think that will do,” grinned Jimmy
Silver. “Have you had enough, Smythey?”

“Grooogh!” gasped. Smythe,
clutching at the ashes in his hair,

“Have you had enough, Towny?”

“Yowcow-ow ! =

“What about you, Toppy?”

“Gurrrrrg!”

“Hay ha, hat”

“Here endeth tlie first lesson!” chortled
Lovell. “And if you ever want another,
there’s another ready.”

“Ha, ha ha!”

The Fourth-Formers streamed out of the
study roaring with laughter,

Towny & Co. sat up and blinked at
anothe

it was a sorry

“0Oh, by a1

frantically

ectaele.
yaned

Smythe.

young beasts! Ow! The rotten ho
Yow!"

“Look at me!” moaned Topham. “I'm all
ink! Look at me!”

“Yow-ow-ow !’
erroogh !”
Oh dear!”

“All the same, I suppose we're goin' to
stick to Morny!” mumbled Townsend.
With one voice the Giddy Goats re-

sponded :

“Hang Morny!”

And they drifted away disconsolately to
seek the bath-rcom. One 1 n had becn
enough for most of the merry Nuts of Rook-
wood, and they had made up their minds %4
leave Mornington severely alone. As Smythe
0f the Shell remarked doloroy he
tombed.ashes out of his hair, it was net good
enongh!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Mornington’s Games.

ORNINGTON of the Fourth l1ay i
bed in the ward.
He looked up as Townsend e:

up to the bedside. Morington w
a little pale, and his face was darkly lined.
But he did not strike Townsend as locking
like arm invalid.

He nodded to his visitor. :

“Well, how are you gettin’ on, old chap?”
asked Townsend.

Mornington griuned in a sneering way.

“I'm gettin® on all right. 1s that nurse
gone ?”

“Yes. She's comin® bagk in
to turn me out.”

“Then we can tall ¥ said Mornington. “T'n
all right! Of codvse there's nothin' the
matter with me.”

“I guessed that much.”

“Does anybody else guess?”

“I'm afraid so. Jimmy Silver said so.”

Mornington scowled.

“Hang Jimmy Silver! 1 suppose he would
guess! He’s no fool! Still, the Head thinks
I'm ill, and Jimmy Silver don't matter. The
doctor is a bhit puzzled; but I have spoofed
him+all right. T'm booked for a week in
sanny, at least.” :

“But after that?” said Townsend.

“I'm stayin' at Rookwood, I hope.
written. to  Sir Rupert Stacpoole,
guardian.” :

“You've told him the whole story?”

“I've had to. The Head’s told him, you
see, in a letter. I've softened it down as
much as possible. Made out that it was
Beaumont who was the head cook an’ hottle-
washer in the affair. I was under his thumb,
an' he was a bully, an’ all that. As he was
in the Sixth, that sounds reasonable,”

ten minutes

I've
my
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“You were always jolly deep, Morny,” said
Townsend admiringly, “Will your guardian
back you up, then?”

“I think he will. He don't want the dis-
grace of havin’ his nephew expelled from
school. It will make him awfully wild. Be-
sides, he don't want me at home,” grinned
Mornington. “P’m a bit of a handful at
home. As for sendin’ me to another school,
what decent school could I get into after
bein® expelled from Rookwood? ' It means
ne end of trouble for old Stacpoole, and he's
sure to do his level best to smooth the matter
over and keep me here.”

“But the Head?”

“That's a difficulty. The Head's fright-
Tully ratty about it,” said Mornington. “But
he' will calm down. I dare say he’ll take old
Stacpoole’s view that I was simply a tool
I Beaumont’s hands. And Beaumont’s
sacked!  So there’s ome vietim to satisty
justice, you know. He’s gone, hasn't he?”

“He went yesterday,” said Townsend.
“He looked a miserable hounder when he
went. Poor beast1>

“He owed me a good many quids, and 1
sitall never see them again!” growled ‘Morn-
“ington. “Hang Beaumont! After all, with
one party sacked, a floggin’ ought. to meet
the case for the other. Don't you think so?”

Mornington eyed Townsend anxiously. He
spoke in a confident manner, but it was easy
to see that his eonfidence was assumed.

“Well, T don’t!” said Townsend frankly.
“I'm afraid the game's up, Morny!
Head simply can’t let you stay. He can’t!
And—and ¥ don's see how your guardian
could have the cheek to ask him. He would
refuse, anyway!”
~ “Wall, you're a pretty Job's comforter!”
~snarled Mornington.

And there’s the fellows!”

It will blow over:
i time !’

“I'm afraid this won't!
cot up a deputation
already.”

“Hang them!”

“And—and they mean busines

“1 suppose my friends are st
growled Meornington.

Townsend hesitated.

“You see, it’s jolly difficult!”
“We'd have stuck to you, though what you
did was awfully thick, you must own that!
But—but Jimmy Silver & Co. won’t have it.
The rotters came and ragged us in our study.
ecked the dashed pla They won't

T They'll be Jookin’
for me when I go back, I helieve ”

“0Oh, by gad!”

“They’re talkin® about tarrin’ and featherin’
3 oon as you come out of sanny. The
ame’s up, old chap! Even if the Head could
¢ talked over, all Reokwood would cut up so
usty you'd have to go. And the Head
couldn’t be talked over, either. You think
your dashed money can huy everythin’; but
it can't!”

Mornington’s face looked scowlingly from
the pillow. He realised the trath of his
friend’s words. * His conduct had heen too
black, and there was no pardon for it. Yet
he clung to a straw of hope.

“Well, I'm not goin’ to give in!” he said
at last. “I'm not' goin’ to be kicked out an’
disgraced for life if I can help it. 1 shalt
play the game out to the finish!”

“I wish you iuck!”

“But you won’t help me!” sneered Morning-
ton. “You mean that, even if the Head lets
me stay, I should have all the school against
me, includin’ my old pals?’

Townsend was silent; but his answer could
be read in his face. The kind of fellows who
would stick to Mornington after his treachery
were not the kind of fellows to face a storm
for him. If he returned to his place in the
school, lie had no fricuds to reckon on. At
the best, he would be sent to Coventry, and
his old pals would pass him by lest worse
should befall them. It was not a happy
prospect.  But Morningten’s face hardened
mdomitably. By sheer determination he
would make his way, if only he were given a
chanee.

The nurse came in, and Townsend rose from
he bedside.

“Well, good-bye, old chap! Best of luek!”
said Townsend haif-heartedly.

Mornington did not answer, and he did not
glance at Townsend as he went. The bounder
of Rookwood was still determined. He meant
to fight it out to the very last: but deep
down in bis heart he knew that it was all in
vain, and that his career at Rookwood School
was closing in disgrace—for ever!

said Townsend.
Everythin’ blows over

The Fourth have
to Bootles about it

e

it to me?”

Lie

The'

said.:

was seen again.
singed by the flames.

There was a gasp of relief from the boys gathered below as Wornington

He was on the sill, clinging blindly, his ciocthes charred and

But Bulkeley was rushing to his aid. .

captain’s strong grasp closed upen him, even as his hold was relaxing.
(See page 17.)

The Rookwood

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Nice for Towny!
(43 AITING for you, dear boy!”
Rawson slipped off the gate as
Townsend came aeross the Head’s
garden. Townsend paused and
his lip in anger.
What do you want?” he growled.
“You!” said R&wson cheerfully.
“ Look here -

bit

“You've been to see Mornington.” said
Rawson coolly. “You know Mornington's
barred. Come on!”

The sight of Tom Rawson sitting on the
gate had drawn other fellows to the spot.

Quite a little army of the Fourth were
waiting for Townsend.
~The Nut of the Fourth
He remained where he was.

“Look here, I've only been to have a word
with Morny !” he argued.

“One word too many!” remarked Tovell.

“I've simply been tellin’ him that I can't
come to see him again,” said Townsend.

“You should have left him to guess it
intoirely,” said Patrick O'Donovan Flynn.
“Come on and be ragged, darling!”

“I'm not comin’ out, then!”

“Don’t make us come into the Head's
garden to mop you up!” said -Raby. “You're
going to be mopped up in any case.”

“Better get it over,” suggested Tommy

odd. :

looked alarmed.

Townsend breathed hard.
lined with Fourth-Formers—Modern
Classical—waiting for him.
couldn’t remain
garden, <

and
And certainly he
a fixturé in the Head's

The gate was|

Already Towny was repenting that he had
paid that last visit to the “spoofer ” in the
sanatorium. Certainly he was not likely to

pay another. But the Fourth were: rim
earnest. Mornington. could remain at $ho

school so long as he succeeded in spoofin
the Head and the school doctor. But while
he was there he was to understand that he
was an outcast, avoided as a thing unclean.
Townsend had failed to “toe the line * with
the rest of the Lower School, and he eculd 5
not say that he had not received a warning.

“Are you coming?” demanded Newecome
impatiently.

“No; I'm not!” growled Townsend.
stayin’ here, hang you!”

“Then we'll come for you!” -

“Mustn’t have a row in the Head's garden,”
said Higgs, 2

h, rats! We’ll chance that!” B

Newcome vaulted over the gate, dnd haif a
dozen juniors followed him without hesitation.

Towngend took to his heels, desperately
racing up the path among the shrubberies,

“After him!” shouted Tommy Dodd.

“Afther the spalpeen!” yelled Flynn.

Tramp, tramp, tramp tramp, tramp!

The shouting crowd of juniors rushed affer
Townsend. He dodged round the greerhonse,
and dodged again, and wuttered a yell of
terror as he was run down, and three or four
pairs of hands closed on him,

“Got. him!”

“Bump him!”

“Hurrah!”

Bump, hump!

“Yaroooh !” .
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“Give him another!”

Bump! -

Townsend made quite an impression on the
gravel path. He roared and wriggled in the
grasp of the avengers.

“Yow-ow-ow! Help! Yaroop!" he shricked.
“Leggo! Oh, my hat! Yah!”

“Ha,<ha, ha!” :

“Give him another!”

Bump, bump!

“Yow-ow! Help!”.

“Now, are you goin’ to spake to that

thafe of the wurruld again intoirely?” roared’

Fiynn.

“Ow-ow! Never! Yow-ow!

“Honour bright?” demanded Lovell.. .

“Yow! Ow! Yes!”

“Then we'll let you off with one more!
All together!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yoop! Help! Yowp!” = =

“Stop at once!” exclaimed a feminine. voice.

And Miss Dolly came out of the shrubberies,
frowning.

“Oh, Miss Dolly!” ejaculated Lovell.

The juniors dropped Townsend as if he had
suddenly become red-hot. They blinked
sheepishly at the imperious little lady. E

Afterwards Townsend told his chums his
lirm conviction that Miss Dolly had been lock-
fug: on from the shrubbery for some time
without caring to interfere. His opinion,
therefore, was that Miss Dolly was a_little
minx. But perhaps Miss Dolly considered
that Towny deserved some punishment. She
had interfered at last. -

“Go away at once!” said Miss Dolly loftily.

“Abem!”

“Only a lark, you know!” murmured Lovell.

“Only buinping a rotter, Miss Dolly!" said
Rawson.

“Go away!”

The juniors sheepishly withdrew. Townsend
staggered to his feet, breathless and gravel-
stained. He blinked at Miss Dolly, and gasped
tor breath.

“T-t-thank you!” he stuttered.

“Serve. you rignt!’ said Miss Dolly un-
expectedly. “You are a horrid boy—as horrid
as Mornington! I don't like you!”

“Oh, T say—-"

“Oh, go away!”

Miss Dolly turned her back, and Townsend
tramped away, gasping and feeling very badly
used. He had to dodge some of the Fourth in
the quadrangle, and he reached the School
House at a run. :

As luck would have it, he ran right into Mr.
Bootles as he dodged breathlessly into the
House. -

“Townsend!” rapped cut the Form-master.

Townsend halted, panting.

“You are in a disgraceful state!” said Mzr.
Bootles, eyeing him with great disfavour.
How dare you go about in such a dirty and
untidy state, Townsend?”

“I—I= ' stuttered the
Nut of the Fourth.

“That will do! Go and make yourself tidy
at once, and take a hundred lines for dirti-
ness!”

Townsend almost choked. Lines for dirti-
ness for one of the most elegant and fasti-
digus Nuts at Rookwood amounted to insult
added to injury.

“I—I—-" he

“Enough!” said Mr. Bootles majestically.
“Gio at once! You are a disgrace to your
Form, Townsend!”

And Townsend, with feelings that would
have done credit fo a Hun, went.

“Seen Morny?” asked Topham, meeting him
ou the stairs.

Townsend snorted.

“Blow Morny! Hang Morny!
Morny!?

And he tramped on savagely, feaving Top-
ham staring.

Townsend was done with Mornington.

unfortunate

Ty

asped.

Confound

—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
L33 Fi're ! 33

[ 73 "HAT the merry dickens ' mug-
mured Jimmy Silver.
The captain of the Fourth sat
= up in bed in the Fourth-Form
dormitory.

It was past midnight, and the dormitory
was in almost pitchy darkness.

Jimmy SiIver‘was'usuaHy n found sieeper,
and he wondered “what had awakened him
as he sat up and blinked about him in the
gioom. Then he noticed a
light reflected on the wall.

“Firel”

Rookwood was on fire!

Tae PENNY PoPULAR.—No. 65,
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‘ing; across to®Mr. Manders’ house on

flickering red ;

“Wake up,
“Hallo!”
“What's the row?"

“What’s that?”

“Fire!” said Jimmy Silver.

“Oh erumbs!” :

The word was enough. A group of fellows
in the dormitory were out of bhed in a
twinkling, and most of them rushing to the
window.

The door opened.

“Are you awake, my boys?” It was Mr.
Bootles’ voice, but the Fourth could only see
a_ dim shadow of their Form-master in the

vou chaps!” he shouted.

gloom, “Yes, I see you are! Do not be
alarmed!” :
“We're not alarmed, sir!" said Jimmy

Silver cheerfully.

“Dress yourselves quickly, and come down-
stairs,” said Mr. Bootles. “There is probably
no danger, but we must take reasonable pre-
cautions!”

¥ oS, sir

Mr. Bootles moved away in the darknes
and the junicrs proceeded to dress .them-
selves, some of the clothes getting mixed
in the gloom. 3

“Who's got my jadket?" demanded Higas,
in a sulphurous voice. “What silly idiot has
got my jacket?

“The same silly idiot who's got my socks,
very likely!” said Townsend savagely.

“Where’s my blessed waisteoat?”

“What thumpin’ ass has collared my
trucks?” ’

“What the dickens does it matter?” said
Jimmy Silver. “We're not going to be pre-
sented at Court, are we? . Buek up, =nd
don’t jaw!”

Against the black sky danced a rvudde
gleam from a burning building. Sharp and
shrill a whistle rang out, the signal of the
school fire-brigade.

Jimmy Silver. half-dresced., rushed to the
door, and tore downstairs, with a crowd after
him. Below, there was already a -erowd—
juniors and seniors and masters mingled.

The word ran from mouti to month:

“It's the Head's house!"

“It's on fire!”

There was a rush out of deors. The Head's
house was in flames. And in that building
were Dr. Chisholm and his wife and child!
Little Miss Dolly—she was there!

Jimmy Silver's heart turned sick
thought.

A crowd rushed towards the House, tramp-
ling through the gardens. Bulkeley, the eap-
tain of Rookwood, was rapping out -orders
to the school firemen, Mr. Rootles tried in
vain to keep the- juniors indoors.

Lovell canght Jimmy Silver by the arm
in the quad.

“What about Morny?’ he mutbtered.

“Hang Morny!”

“He’s in the sanny, you know.

at  the

It may

“catech——"

Jimmy halted.

“Quiet, please!” It was Mr. Manders
voice. “Everyone is safe; all are out of
doors. Quiet, please!”

Jimmy drew a sobbing breath.

“Thank Heaven! Miss Dolly’s safe, then!
Tll get Morny out, Lovell; the cad may not
be able to get out, if he’s not spoofing.”

Jimmy Silver darted away to the sana-
torium. But when he reached the wards he
found the heds therc empty. Mornington was
already out.

Jimmy Silver shrugged his shoulders as he
saw the turned-back bed, and noted that
the invalid’s clothes were gone. The alarm
had been sufficient to cause the invslid to
recover all of a sudden, and Mornington
was probably one of the first up.

Jimmy-left the sanatorium again. Against
the sky there was a red glare: the fHames
were bursting from - the windows of the
Head's house, 2

THE SiXTH CHAPTER.
The Hero !~

46 IS8 DOLLY!”

“ Where’s Miss Dolly?”

It was a cry of alarm in the

crowd  of Rookwood fellows.

Mrs. Chisholm had been seen—the Head bad
been seen.

Dr. Chisholm had carriéd his wife, faint-

the
Modern side, cut of all danger. But where
was Miss Dolly?

Lovell rushed wup to Mr. Manders, and
caught him by the sleeve—hardly aware of
what he was doing in his excitement.

““You saidthey were all out, sir—where's
Miss Dolly?2”

THE PENNY POPULAR Every Friday.

Mr. Manders was very white.
I thought so—I certainly thought so,
But—but & %

“Is she in there?”

“I fear so.”

rL‘OVell, groaned,
mihe» Head's house was a raging furnace.
The school fire-brigade were at work, pumnip-
ing sheets of water upon the flames. But
the water sizzled into the fiery furnace with
little, effect. it was evident that the buid-
ing would be gutted.

Jimmy Silver came up breathlessly.

“Morny’s not there,” he said. *“He had
got out——  What's the matter, Lovell:”
He stared at -his chum’s ghastly face.

Lovgll pointed to the burning nouse.

“Miss Dolly!” he muttered,

Jimmy turned white.

“Manders said-—7

“He was mistaken.
Mrs. Chisholm out;

“Good heayens!”

Jimmy gaZed im horror at the fix
house. Miss Dolly was there—there, in
fierce furnace—overcome by the smoke, per-
haps, for not a cry had been heard.

. 1t seemed to Jimmy Silver that a hand of
ice gripped his heart. He pulled hi i to-
gether, and rushed towards the h

Bulkeley canght him by the sheutd
swung him back.

“Out of the way, yo

“She’s there!”

“ What—who—-"

“Miss Dolly!"

My daughter!” Tt was the Head's
“Let me pass, Mr, Bootles: let me

. The Head brouaht
Miss Dolly’s still there.”

a4 yeung fogll”

voice.
{

sa):! My child is there!”
“Let go, Bulkeley!” yelled Jimmy Silver
furiously. “I'm going in, I tell yéu! Let

me go, hang you!”

Thre Sixth-Former held him fast. -
_ “You're not going in! Stand back! This
i3 a job for me!”

“Bulkeley,” shouted Mr. Bootles
where you are! There is no hog
certain death!”

“I must try, sir!” panted Bulkeley.

“Dr. Chisholm—"

The Head groaned,

“Stay, Bulkeley! You shall not
your life, I order you to stay! The
hope. - Heaven have mercy!”

“I will try, sir!” X

“Step! 1 command you!"
Bulkeley hesitated. He still held Jim
Silver. The junior would have rushed

hiardly conscious of danger. It was true t}
there was no hope. The stairs had b
heard to fall with a fearful crash and «
myriad of rising sparks. It.was de
enter; and there was no chance of reac
the girl's room. Neville and Knowle

rushed away for a ladder.. .Dr. Chisholm
covered his face with his hands.
“You're sure she's there, sir?” muttersd

Bulkeley.

“I called her; she followed me,” said tha
Head, in a trembling voice. “My wife had
fainted; I was carrying her. I thought
Dolly was close behind me. The smoke must
have overcome her. Heaven be merciful!”

“The ladder!” yelled Lovell. “Buck up
with the ladder!” <

Jimmy Silver ground his teeth.

“You fool, Bulkeley! Let me go!
you I'm going in!"

Bulkeley shook his hcad, and held hin:.
It was death; and the sacrifice would hiive
been useless,

“Look!” yelled Oswaid suddenly.

He pointed to a window.

The glass, cracked by the heat, had fallen
out.  Behind the blackened framework of the
window a smoke-grinted face appearad
Blackened as it was, the juniors knew it.

“Mornington!”

“Mornington!”
he doing there?”

“He was in the sanatorium!” gasped AMr,

I teli

cried the Head. “What is

Bootles. “In Heaven's name, how did he
come in the Head's house?” = *

All.eyes were upon the window, fascinated.
It was almost the only spot in the e

where the flames were not rolling and biti
Mornington’s blackened face locked down
the sea of faces, »nd his hlackened
curved in the sneering, ironical smile
Rookwood juniors knew so well. Wha
he doing there? The Rookwood fellows
knew.

Neville: and Knewles rushed the ladder
towards the window. Whatever Mornington
was doing in the Head's house, he had to
be saved.

“Climb out on the sill!” shouted Bulkel
. Mornington did not climb out on the sill.
He was smashing out the sashes with des-
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-pemte hands, as if to make a larger passaga

Then he d:sappemed for a moment from
view.

The hearts below hardly beat.

There was a buzz, deepening to a roar, as
Mornington reappeared at the window. He
irad something in his arms—a bundle rolled
i & blanket. He pushed it through the win-

dow, and beld it while the ladder was
planted below. From the rolled blanket a
tress of goldem hair eseaped. Then they
hnew'

“Miss Dolly!”

Jimmy Silver breathed the words, Dr.

Chisholm gazed at the blackened faec of
the g\pelled junior,- and at the bundle he
held by main strength on the sill out of the
mllmg smoke and licking flame.

‘My daughter!”

The ladder crashed on the wall. Bulkeley
rushed wup it, his feet seeming secarcely to
teueh the rungs.

Mornington grinned down at him through
the smoke. In that fearful moment he was
the same Mornington as of old—cool, mock-
mg, reckless.

“Take her, Bulkeley!
fainted!”

Bulkeley, ‘without a word, took the in-
sensible girl in his strong arms. He descended
the ladder with her carefully.

Miss Dolly was passed into
a and his tears fell upon the calm, un-
scions face, smoke-grimed, but unhurt—
not a hair of her head had been harmed.
And it was Mornington, the cad of Rook-
wood, the blackﬂuard the expelled rasecal,
who had saved her!

Could he save himself?

As Bulkeley ascended the ladder again,
there came a crustly smoke and flame from
the window where Mornington steod, and for
an instant he was hidden from si ht

A groan went up. ~All vIommgtons fanlts,
all his rascality, all his treachery, were for-
gotten then. At that hour he was the hero
who had saved a child from a fearful death
in the fiery flames, and risked his own life
i1 doing it!

'l‘here was' a gasp of relief as he was seen
sz He was on the sill, clin®ng hlindly :
his clothes charred and singed by the flames;
blind with pain, with smoke—at the end of
his strengtih.

But Bulkeley was rushing to his aid. The
Rookwood captain’s strong grasp clesed upon
lim, even as his hold was relaxing. In
Bulkeley's strong arms he was brouglit down
thie ladder. And as Bulkeley landed on firm
earth there was a shout of warning:

“Stand clear!”

The crowd surged back. The wall was fall-
ing inwards—the ladder with it. The eseape
had been terribly narrow.

Bulkeley laid the junior on the ground,
flis eyes had closed, but they opened again,
and Mernington looked round him wildly.
His face was burned; his hands burnt; his

She's not hurt—only

her father's

hair  was almost gone his eyelashes Were
gone.” He was hurt—terribly hurt—and he
knew it.

“Morny!” panted Jimmy Silver, with tears
in his eyes. Jimmy had more than forgiven
his old enemy now.

Mornington grinned—
mm

“Hallo! You knew I was spoofin’ in the
sanatorinm. I sha’n’t be spoofin’ this time,
by gad—what! I wonder if this is the last
tap? Well, T shail be game to the finish,
you can bet on that! Is she safe?”

“My dear, dear lad!” 'Fhe Head bent over
the blackened dandy of the Fourth—not

—a twisted, hlackened

much of a dandy mow. “My brave, noble
tad! She is safe, and you have saved her
from a fearful death! Heaven bless you,
Mornington!” :

“All serene, sir!” said Mornington coolly.
And then Mornington, hard as he was,
fainted.

- . . = 2 .

Rookwood was in a huzz of excitement the
next day.

The Head’s house
But few heeded that.
lost. The grim tragedy
cast its gloom over the
averted.

And Mornington?

Miss Dolly had been saved.
hurt, apart from the shock.

Mornington had found lier overcome by
smoke, and, wth strange eoolness in the
hour of fearful peril, he had wrapped her
carefully in blankets before he moved her,
and then he had fought his way through
flame and smoke to the window.

He had entered the Lurning house even

was a blackened ruin.
No lives had been
that might have
school  had been

She was not

before the Head had emerged from it. No
one had noticed him then.

Perhaps some thought had been im his
mind of rendering prompt assistance, and

thus improving lw; chances of elndmg the
sentence of expulsion. He bad found her
and saved her, but the flames he had so
carefully protected her from had taken their
vengeance upon him. Maornington of the
Fourth lay in the sanatorigm, a “spoofer ”
no longer, but terribly ill, torn with pain,
and enduring his pain  with grim, cool
stoicism.

Th was no mention of expulsion for
Mornington.

Jimmy Silver, whom le had =o cruelly
wronged, was the first to ask the Head if

Mornington might be allowed to remain.
And the Head's answer that Mornington was
pardoned, more than pardoned, gave satisfac-
tion to all the sehool.

When Mornington  recovered he was to
take his old place in the Fourth Form at
Rookwood, and the Fourth were content to

know it.

It was long bhefore the dandy of the
Fourth was destined to rise from the bed
of iiln But as soon as he was able to
see visitors, the Fourth-Formers- were eager
to pay him visits, and Jimmy Silver was the
firs

rred face grinned at Jimmy from the
e hed.
“Dou’t T look a picture?” said Mornington.
“But the doetor it will go in time. By
gad, I shouldn’t like to ku']v a chivvy like
! And I'm not going teo be sacked!”
“And I'm jolly glad of it!” said Jimmy.

“I'm going to be a thorn in your side
still!” chuckled Mornington. “When I'm
back in the Formx I'm goin® to give you a
tugsie, Jimmy Silver. I'm goin' to be ecap-
tnin of the Fourth yet!”

“More power to your etbow!" said Jimmy.

“But there’s only one thing ['ll say,” said
Mornington, after a panse. “I've been doin’
a lot of thinkin’ while I've been lyin’ here.
I'm sorry I played that dirty trick on you

—real sorry, and there's my fist on it, if you
like to take it!”
And Jimmy Silver took it, with all his
heart, -
THE END.
(Another splendid long Hn:pu’tl‘ story of

in next Friday's

Rookwood School will uppwy
Morny's Minor.”
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SELF-DEFENCE.
Mamma: “6Good gracious, Tommy, what
have you been doing?”
mmmy (showing signs of a recent _confliet) :
‘- Keeping a boy from xzettmo whaeked, ma.”
Mamma: “What boy?’
Tommy: “Me, mal”

A NATURAL ANXIETY.

Teacher: “Why were you not in school
yesterday?”
Sammy : Please, miss,~ there was a

burglary in the West End, and nother sent
me round to see if father was thz one that
was caught.

CNE FOR THE LITTLE *UN.
The Little 'Un: “I would have you hnou,
sir, I've been well brought up!”
The Big "Un: “Perhaps so; but You w eren’t
bhrought up far enough, you see!

“What did you think of that cigar T gave
It was an Admiral, you l\rmw
“Well, well, how appropriate ! There's
somz.f:hmrr a,bout that cigar that's mggutm,
of an_admiral.”
“What’s that?”
“1t’s rank!”

Magistrate: “How came it thaf you dared
to break into this gentleman’s house in the
dead of m"ht 24

Prisoner: “ Why, your worship, the other
time you rcproach« d me for stealing in’ broad

daﬂmht Ain't I to be allowed to work at
al?
Willie: “Say, sis, is a dog a guadrupe
Sister: “Yes, Willie. An aunimal with four

Jegs is a quadruped i 2
Willie: “Well, Rover's (ru one of his legs
cut off. What's he now?

“Who signed Magna Charta?’ asked 2
school- mspector Thue Was 110 answer,

“Who signed the Magna Charta?” fumed
the mspuctor. walking up and down the ficor.

A very small, delicate bey raised his hand

timidly.
“Please, sir, I didn’t?”®

Young Mother: “Now, rold, whom do
you love most—papa or me?
Little Harold: “Papa.”
Young Mother: “But yesterday

you loved me most.”
Little Harold: “Yes; but I've thou,zht it
over, since, and dgudud that we men must

stick together!”

you said

“Now, gentlemen,” spoke the auctioneer,
as he leant over the rail of his perch, “what
can I say for this beautiful old master—a

genuine Raphael? Semebody give me #
start.”
“Five bob!" ecame frem a veoice in the
crowd.

“What ! yelled the indignant wielder of

the hammer.
“Ah,” spoke the veice 10.1111 “I theught

that wouid give you a start
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—Form Master

You will not find a more exciting, interesting, or
amusing story auywhere than this latest bril-
Tiant long complete tale of TOM MERRY & Co.
Do uot miss it ! You’ll find it on Wednesday in

: A Tale of
TOM MERRY & ce.
At St. Jim's ¢
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TWO SHORT STORIES OF ST. JIM'S,
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j :
j Kildare to the Rescue. :
3?'"-tisu%usust:sn‘ns:ak

85 ALLO; deah boy! Where are you

3 off to?”

Arthur Augustus D’Arey,
Swell of the Fourth Form at St.
Jim’s, had just turned into the High Street
at Rylcombe, with his chums Blake, Herries,
and Digby, when he ran into his young
brother, Wally D’Arcy of the Third.

“Hallo, Gus!” eried Wally cheerily.

S Whrere are you off to?" repeated Arthur
Augustus.

“I've just been, and I'm on my way back,
old top!” answered Wally cheekily.

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Blake, Herries, and
Dighy.

“1 don’t like being weferred to as
top ! snapped Gussy.

“Right-ho, Gussy, old son!” said Wally,
more seriously. “I'm just on my way back
to the school; I've had- Pongo out fo
run. By the way, where is the bounder?

Pongo was Wally's small, shaggy dog, a
mixture of every breed ever known—or so the
rest of the fellows said—and Wally looked
arounid him and then up the street.

“My hat!” he exclaimed, in a startled
voice.

His alarm was due to the fact that he
had just caught a fleeting glimpse of a dog
disappearing round the corner of the street,
a-large piece of raw meat in his mouth.

“Bai  Jove!” cried Arthur Augustus.
“There's a nice thing! That beastlay mon-
gwel has stolen a joint of meat!”

As though to confirm his statement, there
was a sudden commotion from s shop a few
yards away, and a butcher came running up
the street—or, rather, limping, for he kept
clutching one leg as he hurried along.

“old

“I say, I shall have to go after him!” eried
Wally.

“Hi!" shouted the butcher, as Wally began
to run. “Was that your dog that just went

round the corner with a lump o’ meat?”

“Yes,” answered Wally promptly, who was
nothing if not honest.

“Well, you'll ’ear more about this, I can
tell you!” roared the butcher angrily. “He's
bit me, too!” He added the last item of in-
formation as though he had just thought cf
it, and at the same time grasped his leg

“1 sincerelay hopeé it's not sewions,” put in
‘Arthur Augustus concernedly. “Shall T take
you to a doctah?”

“Doctor, be blowed!” yelled the butcher.
“I'm after that fhere dog, and then I'm
a-coming up to the school to report this to
‘the ’eadmaster!”

“Oh- erumbs!” groaned Wally D'Arcy as
he set off at top speed towards the end of
the road round which he had seen the dog
disappear. . =

Arthur  Augustus D’Arey, who always
claimed to be a fellow of tact and judgment,
certainly showed something of those qualities
on this occasion, for he detained the butcher
while Wally got a good start.

In fact, by the time the angry fellow cc:n-.

tinued the chase, Wally had -come upcn
Pongo, who was fighting fiercely with another
shagey terrier, and the joint of stolen meat
was lying between them, though Pongo ap
peared to have held it last, for he w
standing over it.

“You young scamp!” yelled Wally frantie-
ally, as he dashed up to the two
And, shoving Pongo on one side, he zr
the piece -of meat and huarled it away
far as he could. 3

Pongo’s enemy immediately raced after it,

and Pongo himself turned upon his :
with an angry growl.
- =“I've a good mind to give you a wallop-
ing!” exclaimed Wally, breathless through
running so far. “You've let me in for some-
thing now!”

Wally always talked to Pongo as though
he were human and quite able to under-
stand every word that was said; “but he
quickly - remembered that he was not yet
out of danger of another encounter with the
buteher, and he hardly dared think of what
would. bappen to Pongo if the irate man
got within easy distance of him, Se, giving
a short, sharp whistle, he hurried along the
road, with Pongo following behind.

He was obliged to continue the road in
which he had found the dogs fighting, as he
, THE PENNY POPULAR.—No, 65. 5

the,

. satisfy me.

dare not go back the way he had -come.
Censequently, he had to take a very much
longer route back to St. Jim’s, and it was
nearly an hour later that fe reached the
schocl.

He was greeted by Jack Blake & Co. and
a crowd of Third-Formers, all with longfaces

“Oh, heah you are at last!” said Arthur
Augustus, with a sigh which sounded as
though it was partly relief and partly anxiety.
“I'm afwaid there’s goin’ to be an awful
wow, deah boy!” i

“Well, you needn’t look so jolly worried
ahout it,” Wally replied. 5 :

“But that fwightful butchah chap is here!”
went on Gussy gravely. “Old Taggles has
taken him up to the Head!” 2

At that moment Taggles reappeared, with
the information that Wally was to go up to
Dr. Holmes' study immediately on his return.

“Right-ho, Taggy, old sport!” cried Wally.
“Here goes!”

*Wot I ses is this "ere—"

But what Taggles was about to say Wally
did not stop to hear; he hurried through
the quad and up to the Head’s study.

It ‘was a stern “Come in!” which answered
his tap upon the door, and a stern head-
master who looked at him with a penetra-
ting look ag he entered the study.

“That’s the little ’ound!” exclaimed the
butcher, who had been giving an elaborate

.account of what had happened that after-

noon.

“Kindly leave the matter in my hands
now!” said Dr. Holmes coldly, with a quick
glance at the butcher.

Then he turned to Wally.

“A most disgraceful disturbance has been
caused in the village this afternoon through
the fact that your dog was not under con-
trot,” said the Head to Wally. “This gentle-
man has complained to me that he has been
bitten by the animal, and also has had a
large joint of meat stolen.” g

“Yes, si—" began Wally very meekly.

“Silence!” barked the Head. “It is only
through an act of grace on my part that
you have been allowed to keep the dog
here, and this complaint convinces me that it
i3 a privilege which must
will ‘have to be sent awa

Wally could hardly realize what the Head
was saying. Hle would rather have been
flogged every day for a’ week than that Pongo
should be sent away. Then he burst into
an - explanation of the case from his own
point of view.

The butcher immediately interrupted him.

“That dog'll "ave to go away!” he ex-
claimed. “Nothing less than  that will

“There is no need to say any more about
the matter!” snapped the Head.

Meanwhile, Eric Kildare, the popular cap-
tain of St. Jim’s, had entered the gates and
come wupon the group of solemn-looking
iuniors. In answer to his question, they at
onee explained what had happened. When
they had finished a smile spread over his
face, and he at once hurried into the school
without a word to them.

Straight up to the Head's study he went,
and reached there just as Wally was coming
out, with a face as long as a fiddle.

“Wait out here a moment,” said Kildare.
and, tapping at the door of the study, he
entered in response to the Head’s call.

Wally waited outside, wondering what was
going to happen.

“Ah, Kildare!” said Dr. Holmes.

“I should just like to say a word about
this affair of young D’Arcy’s dog, sir,” said
Kildare at once. “I witnessed the stealing
of the meat from the shop this afternoon,
and it was not D’Arey’s dog that did it, bub
another animal rather like him.”

“Indeed!" said the Head, in surprige.

“Yes, sir,"™ went on the eaptain. “T was in
the tailor's shop opposite, and saw exactly
what happened, but I could not get out at
the time, as I was being fitted for a new
coat.”

Dr. Holmes accepted Kildare's word at once.
and ‘sent for Wally again. The order akout
Pongo  was thereupon rescinded, and the
Third-Former took his departure again—this
time with joy.

As for the butcher, he was thoroughiy
angry, and -quite plainly accused Kildare of
inventing the story to shield Wally. But the
Head signified that he was not prepared to
argue further aboptt the matter, and he took
his departure growling and scowling.

“That’s the narrowest escape you've ever
had, my boy!” said Wally to Pongo, five
migutes later.. And he’was right!

THE END.

cease. - Your dog
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burnine

Tom Merry made the exclamation

: as he entered the ‘Schiool House

with his chums, Manners and Monty Lowther.

Behind the Terrible Three were Jack Blake &

Co., and several other Shell and Fourth Form

juniors; who ‘were just going in to prepare
for tea.

“What the dickens can it he?”
Lowther.

“0Oh, somebody's thrown some
the fire, or- something of that
Blake casually.

“But there aren't any study-fires
week, remember,” put in Tom Merry

“My hat, no; I'd forgotten that!" said
Jack Blake. ¥

'he weather was particularly warm, and
the study-fires had ceased a few days hefore.

“Supposing the blessed school's on fire?"
suggested Herries dramatically.

“It's quite possible, deah boys!" put in
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “I think we'd
bettah investigate at once!”

The juniors hurried up the stairs, the burn-
ing smell growing stronger as they went
They turned into the first corridor, and -
tened from one study to another, throw
open the doors to see if a confiagration
commencing in any of them.

Everything was quite normal in the first
corridor, however, the grates bei empty.

“It's not along here., anyway! Tom
Merry.

The juniors hurried further up the Stairs,
other juniors adding themselves to
en route, and then they turned
Fourth Formepassage.

Here the smell was much stre
smoke was rolling along the pas:

Meliish, who was in the crowd, turned pale.
The smoke was drifting from the study which

_What an awful smell of

saidd Monty

M;i;»h

rt,’

this

he shared with Baggy Trimble, the fat
junior of the Fourth.
“Come on!" shouted Jack Blake. *“It’s a

fire!”
The crowd rushed along the corrider fran-
tically, for they could now se¢ the s
coming from under the door of Ba
study; and it was almost suffocating.
Tom Merry fairly threw himself at the
door, and as it flew open a cloud of thick,
stifling smoke poured out into the pas

“Oh crumbs!” came the alarmed voice of
Baggy Trimble. And when the smoke had
cleared a little they saw the fat junior
bending over the fireplace, a large ju
water in his hand. He had poured a
deal of the water into the fire to extin
it, explaining that he had been cooking a
kipper when the fish had fallen into the fire,
causing the suffocating smoke which filled the
rooni.

But the biggest shock came a moment
later.

“My hat!” cried Jack Blake. “There are
the remains of my old sports-coat!™ Hs
pointed execitedly to one or two shreds of
cloth whichh were hanging over the bars of
the grate. ; g

“And  my old crieketing-pads!” ye
Lowther.

During the next two or three minut
a dozen juniors discovered the remair
some old relic among the now smouldering
embers.

It then transpired that the fires not bein
laid, Bagey had made a tour of the studies,
collecting up all old articles that would burn,
for the purpose of making a fire to ccok his
Kipper.

“NoWw you've cooked yeur kipper we’ll cook
your goose!” exclaimed Monty Lowther.
“Bump him, chaps!”

A moment later Bagey's yells were ringing
out in the Fourth Form corridor, as he
received his just punishment. :

“Thank your lucky stars that old Lathom
didn’t cateh you!” said Tom Merry, as B g
received his final bump. ;

“Yarooogh!” was Baggy’s only reply.

THE END,
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COMIC RELIEF.

v Well-Wisher from Capada” likes the
on Papers immensely, but he hates
He wauts to know whether I could

t ¢ some steps to remove the porpoise,
*i loast, that is what my correspondent
Iy means, and I am afraid T do not'sec my
act as he suggests.
ter is s0 much comic relief. He is not
by .the majority of readers. They
» have a laggh when they pick up a
amd in ope way and another Bunter
them with the means. If Bunter has
s share of the limelight it is just
s¢ my chums will have it so, and that's

cre is te it
A o"ﬂALL WANT.
wbert D. Gilmour ang David Watson
. to obtain some of the older editions m 1

s' Friend Library.” T am bound t
m that most of these hooks are om
. bmt as a rule copies issued within
1hw~ months may be had from the
T, at these offices, at the usual rates.
ST. FRANK’S.
iin Ivmvh " wants to know why Nipper &
. Frauk’s are not mentioned in the
mn Papers. The reason is gquite
They do not come into the stories
ther x: practically no association
s, St. Jim's, and Rookwood
3. Framk sorry, but there it i
wtters are, |1 see po prospect of a
iu this respeet, seeing that there is
st enough room to do justice to the
hools. will see if there cannot be
inter-school matches next season.

WELL DONE, “HARRY"!
e IS 1o other name, and no address
«l to a fine account of pit-life which
st received. My chum gets ready
at haif-past five in the morning.
E e ast is over he starts for
ng other bhoys on his way.
ty- l.nnp~ are tried and tested hy the
and then (hey descend the shaft.

like a well with damp walls.
sides uf the shaft shoot up with the
“o speed of the cage. At the hottom the
s start off in a maze of different direc-
soon swallowed up in the net-
els.
vorking elothes are taken off;
to the waist, or with a
weater. A map and a boy work
he haulier arrives with a tram
pony, which kicks up an awful
ring its- size.  The tram is
When hLalf the shift is done
p for food.
there is the dull rumble of
or engine; the roof eracks
a pistol-shot, which nearly
3 in; there is a
pase

ay, and a
it is safe to returnp.
« some of the timber supports have
der the enormous weight. Now and
ssaze-way is blocked up with debris.
orted to the fireman ;. then
dl]d sunshine again.
and as black as
t home we have to
sthers the cause of the cuts,
clothes. We never tell the
the affair, as those at home
es over nothing.”
ged to my eorres
This is the only

£, “is that I
field. T don'i
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AN INTERESTING EXPER!MENT

D. Landon sends me a capital
a little experiment he tried. [
rcading the Companion P
vears, and refuses to feel
stories.

Quite right, too!
described in the ‘.Iamet > recently.
the one in which you “had to take
and put it in front of a lookin
a light was thrown on t

He tried the exper

ntly

ent: it shord, your had te appear on
the wall.

“Well, I collected two of my fr , and
told them to he seated. Putting s en in
front of them, I just 1tel the

light on the wall.
what 1 wa

Y could not
(‘rnt‘ m mv

friends, Frank

the wall, and from lxis el

backed to the door. Dut when 1 SW

on the light he saw the trick, and he rushed
at me, and "—well, the report stops there.

My correspondent lmd to make h
Some fellows cap never see a loke,
FIRST CLASS.

loyal ‘supporter, Victor M de Limg e
S » of Laurel Bank House, Par
Glasgow, tells me he has just started s

amatenr magazine called the “5A Magazine”
for it is written h 5 af s

Qualifying Class. [t a ser
four sh stories,

if searee.
you know !

composed of
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bitter

y \Par\, never
a face at tb

somcthin
most lik
Wetl,

now and then. It

b aunt. But

rybody gets hurt and trampled
is practics

SED TO HEAR FROM
‘ PENNY
NGDON

there

saw if & mp. v
a sad individua!
n Sussex

ng out, hardly even
window.
which happened in the back ageL,

Hurt about

imposs

et

to avoid wmishaps, but see what it would be if

the miserable
we
We

Some of

experience

these

re allowed tao

igh down the victim.for the rest of his life!
“all have to be up and doings.
melancholy

people shonld

take a lesson from some of the active workers

—the lad who sits on the tailboard of a
delivering-van, springs down, lugs out =
parccl, hands it in a house, dashe
shuts the g aud is k on his pereh with
the var oftf like Billyo before you can
say “K 2

There is the busy chap on kis motor-crvcle
out with merchand and a fair } teo

foothally 4 joke-

column, to nothing
of big colourcd plates.
cartoons., i« it as
typed on fc ), and 13
et out at i
night —

for the week-end.

This seems to me =
nedel  amateur m -
zine. By -the w
am. sure my chum will
alow e to give the
clever verse he semds.
The first latter of each
line spells the nzme. of
the gentleman con-
cerned @

“Where is there a finer

man?

Ask and find him if

You ean!

The whole success, of
Hyndland Sehool
Seems most dependent

on his rule.

Qver the * Qualy * he'll

preside,

Not a failure-or woe

betide [

Good! 1 hope to liar
fromt Partick again.

REAL LIVE
PEOPLE !

A letter I was very
proud to get comes from
. Garside,  of - Roose

oW, and  in the
course of a good wmany
illuminating - remarks
the writer speaks of real
Jve people. He is good

enough to think that I

(Dept.3%2),

New Editions Hlusirated Art Catalogue and “Beook of the

icycle "’ post jree from :

RudgeWhitworth, Ltd.
COVENTRY

am real and alive:
Well, well, it is not

much use being ovt un-

less you are alive. Yon

- e chipping my head off."

the old cateh-
phrase, “He don't know
he's Salive!? It is a

Rudge-Whitworth

Britains Best Bicycle

it you are the happy
possessor of an Aero-Special.

,,u;d on Depot -
ham Court Raud
Oxford Sireet endl, Wi




He covers leagues in a morning, and theéads
Lis way through the traflic as if he knew
where there would be room long hefore he got
to the spot. g 8

Action is best. = You ecannot have much
patience with disappointed wights who retire
irom the business and say they really don't
care to play any more.
THE GIANT FLAQGSTAFF AT KEW.
- Xou ought to make sure of having a good
look at this giant post when you visit Kew
these fine spring days. The staff is worth
seeing. It has quite a history, and the task
of setting it up was a tough one, taking a
company of men skilled in the work several
weeks

¢ is another wonderful sight at Kew—

= L 3
described the other day. Start down the
western road, .passing. Hammersmith, Brent-
ford, Hounslow, and Bedfont, then going via
Staines and “Woking to Guildford, where the
night can be spent,

The second day you go to Odiham, a cheery
little town of the quietest kind, far from a
railway or a einema-show—but you ecan do

sithout pietures this journey. The next
point is Reading, then High Wyecombe, from
which the track leads dewn through Uxbridge
back to town.

E CARAVANNING.
1 am constantly being asked for stories

about caravanning, and I shall try to have
something in this line. There will be no

sl THE PENNY POPULAR Every Friday.

rooms all divided up, and all that 1s needed
L1s some bright wall-paper.  Ther a few
flowers for the windows will not come amiss.
But a travelling van cnables the experi-
menter to sce the country. He can sit at
his ease of an evening after he has done
the washing-up and given the horse its oats.
He lias change of scene every day, and if
hie strikes a place where the neighbours seem
short-tempered he can move on in the morn-
ing to pleasanter surroundings.
__Caravanning has Jieaps of advantages, and
5f1_\‘01l see that the provisions do not get
joited into a general mix-up, and that
the horse does not run off with the whote
business, there may be many happy days.

- T
namely, the Ginkgo, a tree which has heen
at the Gardens since the year 1760, and
has only now borne fruif. Waiting for the
crop in-a case of this sort is apt to get
tedious. For long-drawn-out methods the
(Giinkgo, with its funny name, heads the list
easily. Gardeners are proverbially patient
neople, otherwise some of them long ere this
would have grown weary of the old Ginkgo
with-its habits of procrastinatien and turned
it out of the place.

as a living place.

to prove unsteady

for your boots.

A SUNMMER TRIP.

A couple of fellows who want to s
bit of the country within fairly easy
of Lordon should try a4 route 1

good
reach
hieard

being used like this.

seeing the shortage of houses.

Oh, there is a lot to be said for a van
It is far more comfortable
than a bathing-machine.
a bathing-machine is dra

morning and start prow

A good van is even equal to
carriage, though there is something to be
= said in favour of an old saloon
has settled down after many journeyings
and let itself out as a living place.

There are plenty of such railway-coaches

rocm for surprise if there is far more | PRINCE OF WALES BOXING TROPHY.
caravanning this season than ever before, His Roya! Highness the Prince of Wales,

Colonel-in-Chicf of the Cadets of the Terri-
torial Army, has presented a handsome
shield for -competition, with the view of en-
couraging texing' among (he Cadets. The
shield will he fought for annually, and will
be held by the unit to which the winner

beiongs.
i
ERETEESERIID

Say what you like,
¥ and it is apt
you get up in the
lme 1cund seeking

a railway-

car which

You have the various

¢ARE YOU SHORT ?

If 80, let the Girvan System helg vou to inorease
your height. Mr. Briggs reports an-increase ot
§ inches; Driver E. F. 3 inches; Mr. Ratcliffe 4
inches; Miss Davies 3% inches; Mr. Lindon 3
inches; Mr. Ketley 4 inches; Miss Leedell 4
incheg. This system requires only ten minutes
morning and evening, and greatly {mproves the
heaith, physique, and carriage. No appilances
or drugs. Send 3 penny stamps for further gar-
ticulars and £100 Guarantee to Enqguiry Dept,
A.M.P, 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N. 4.

from nervous, worriea Ive
IF YOU SUFFER of energy, self-confidence, v

mind concentration, or feel awkward
in the presence of others, send at onece 2 penny stamps for particulars of ths ifento-
Nerve Ftrengihening Treatment.—GODFRY ELLIOTT -SMITH, Lid., 527, Lioperial
Buildings, Ludgate Cireus, London, E.C.4.

PHOTO POSTCARDS, 1/3 doz., 12 by 10 ENLARGEMENTS; 8d.
ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. CATALOGUE AND SAMPLES
FREE. HACKETT'S, JULY ROAD, L1VERPOOL.

“GURLY HAIR1”

‘““ My bristles were made curly in a few days,”

= writes R. Welch. “ QURLIT" curls straightest

bhair.  1/3, 2/8. (i¥d. stamps accepted.)-SUMMERS (Dept. A. P.), 81,
UPPER RUSSELL STREET, BRIGHTON.

s Boys, be Your Own Printers <

and make extra pocket-moneyby using
THE PETIT “PLEX” DUPLICATOR.

Makes pleasing numerous copies of NOTE-
PAPER HEADINGS, BUSINESS CARDS,
SPORTS FIXTURE CARDS, SCORING

. CARDS, PLANS, SCHOOL PUBLICATIONS,
DRAWINGS, MAPS, MUSIC, SHORT-.
HAND, PROGRAMMES, NOTICES, ete., in
a variety of pretty colours. Send jor ons
20-DAY. Price 6/6 complete with all sup-
plies. Toreign orders, 1/6 extra.—

B, PODMORE & Co., Desk P.P., Southport.
And at 67-69, Chancery Lane, London, W.C. 2.

INCREASE YOUR HEIGHT

BSEVERAL - INCHES 'WITHOUT APPLIANCES.

ROSS SYSTEM NEVER FAILS. B
Price 7/6 complete. Particulars 13d. stamp. -

P. ROSS, 16, Langdale Road, SCARBOROUGH. (L

CUT THIS OUT

Send this coupon with P.O. for only 5/- direct to the Fleet Pen Co.
119, Fleet St., London, EQ. 4. In return you will receive (post free} a
splendid British Made 14.ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10,6. 1f
you save 12 further coupons, each will count as 2d. off the price; so you may
send 13 coupons and only 3/-. Say whether you want a fine, medium, or broad
nib. This great offer is made to introduce the famous Fleet Pén to the
PENNY POPULAR readers. (Foreign postage extra.) Batisfaction guaranteef
or cash returned. Special Safety Model, 2/- extra.

Gl

* Penny Popular.” VYalue 24,

W Packed Fres. Carriage Paid. Fiffeen Days' Free Trial,
LOWEST CASH PRICES. EASY PAYMENT TERMS.
§iPrompt delivery. Save Dealers’ Profits. Big B isin
iShop Soiled and Second-hand Cycles, S
1aranteed or Money Refunded. "Write for
ze Froo Kists aud Special Ofer of Sample

MEAD CYCLE COMPANY, Incorn;.

Dept. B 507, BIRMINGHAM.
NS DS bl g
Ly« 1200LS—
coats. Shoes, Suits, Raincoats, Trench Coats, Costumes. and
r Coats, Silver & Gold Pocket and Wrist Watches, Rings, Jew-

Overs
W

eliery 30/- worth 5/- monthly ; 60~ worth 10/-
mont UE FREE. Foreign applications invited.

MASTERS, Ltd., 6, Hope Stores, RYE. Estd. 1369.

SHORT MEN AND WOMEN

are often ignored and looked down upon. Tall peopla
receive favourable consideration. and attention in
every walk of life. By my easy, scientific, and safa
method you can grow several inches taller. Many
peopl‘e have added lin. to din. to their height by
My System. Write at once for FREE particulars,
mentioning Penny Popular.

Address : Inguiry “N” Dept., 51, Church St
2 South Shore, Blacknool. e e

VENTRILOQUISM, lcarn (nis 1

ek 1- _bm\['}a:‘s i \SuTh.uur(bqolli of teasy imstructions and
amusing dialogues; also 50 Magic Card Tricks (with instructions). kS
(post free).—IDEAL PURLISHIXG CO., Cle n. - e

Is laughable and wonderful art. Failure

Tlusions, ete., wi i
80 MAGIC TRICKS, )i, cte, with Tliustra ot

free, 1/-.—T. W. HARRISON, 233, Pentonville Road, London, N.1,

NERVOUSNESS

I Cure It, and Give You Seli-Conﬁdencev

In one week I can cure you of MNervousness, Bashfulness, Blushing
a’.n‘} Timidity by My System of Trcatment, Thousands have won their
way in the world by help of My System, and you can do the same, My
System cures Nerve Weakness and Blushing because it sirengthens and de-
Yelops px‘?per nerve control. 1t is quite simple, harmiess, and private. You
Gure yoursclf at home; no one else need know, and it only takes one week.
Ip that time you acquire Confidence and nerve control, and you will feel at
ease In.any company. Write to me now, mentioning PENNY POPULAR, that
gﬁl?!z‘l_yifée’n!daer'(;luefullhgartheulvurs fmetin plain sealed envelope. Don’t miss this

er; ib u 1ean the turniug-point in your life. Address: Specialist, 12
All Saints’ Road, S$t. Annes-on-Sea,. L &4 2

6d.—Siam, Porto-Rico, Panama, Tunis View, and

55 STAMPS Unused Mexico, 10-c., ete. 100 British Colonials,
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