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A Magnilicent,
Long, Complete
Story of ;
- HARRY
WHARTORN
& CO.
of Greyfriars. -

w BY w

- FRANK
RICHARDS.

0\

dropped into a doze, and the doze dev
into*a sound slumber,

_When the captain of th
the rising-bell was clangir

Some weeks before the foolish and weak-
willed Hazeldene had broken bounds at night,
and had indulged in a “little flutter * with
Ponsenby & Co.. the cads of Higheliffe:

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Wharton Makes a Discovery.

14 HIS is too awful for words! ;
] - Harry Wharton sat up in his
ek,

Remove
out it

Y - Fortunately, the escapade bad not been { summons, Z
35 7y ¥ 3 % 3 P
. beg] u}l. ta]cnpléem?;eessa(ll)or}; wlrl}i]é brought to the notice of the authorities, or | “Out you get, Harry!”
Jral s Sans. N e Peter Hazeldene's school career would have § boisterously. “It's a

He had been awakened by a violent
attack of toothache—an ailment frora which 3 7
Wharton very seldom suffered—and the | On that occasion Harry Wharton had
pain was so intense that he kn he would | exacted a solema promise from Hazeldene

Bu{ the glory of th
interest Wharton at
glanced towards Hazelde
that Hazel was up and d

come to a sudden full-stop.

unable io o6t 10 oain “unles » | that e would not break bounds again.
be unable fo et thoslon meam yules bl “The fellow’s promises aren’t worth that
much!” growied the captain of the Remave,
with a contemptuous flick of his fingers.

1t waf not for Hazeldene's sake the Harry
Wharton kept this midnight vigii waiting for
the errant . junior to come in. 1t was for |
e of Hazel's sister Marjorie.

Wharton had promised Marjorie that he
would endeavour to check any acts of folly
and waywardness on her brother’s part.

It was a promise difficult of periormance,
for Wharton could scarcely be expected to
keep an eye on Hazeldene by right as well
as by day. X :

The junior for whom Wharton was wait-
ing was a curious character. He was neither
wholly black nor wholly white, hut a dingy
grey. He could scarcely be classed as an
utter cad, like Skinner; at the same time, it
would be a misnomer to call him a decent
tellow. His decency was spasmodic. He
would go straight for a time, only to hreak
out again just .as his school-fellows were be-
ginning to hope that his reformation was
complete. 5

Weak and easily led, Hazeldene had re-
peatedly got into the clutches of Ponsonby
& €o. He did not like Cecil Ponsonby, but
he was strangely fascinated by him. And
there could be little doubt that he was in
Ponszonby’s company at the present moment,
smoking or gambling, or perhaps both.

Harry Wharton told himself grimly that
Hazeldene must he foreibly dragged from the
path of dishonour, for Marjorie’s sake.

The Cliff House girl would be deeply grieved.
—hearthroken almost—if her brother was
expelied from Greyirviars ~

For upwards of an hour Wharton sat-.and
waited. But Hazeldene did not return.

The night air was very chilly, despite the
time of year; and at length, feeling cramped
in every limb, Wharton decided that he
would get back to bed and await Hazeldene's
return under more comfortable conditions.

But, although he propped himself up on |
the pillows and fried hard to banish all
thought of.sleep frem lis mind, Wharton

obtained relief of some sort.

“I'll make a point of going to the dentist
morrow,” muttered the ecaptain of the
- Remove.
this beastly molar from aching

Wharton then recollected that Johnny

I kept some toothache balm in his study.

1 nip down and get it,” murmured the
suilerer.

Boom!

1t was the first stroke of miduight sound-
ing from the 6ld clock-tower. |

An excursion to Study Ne. 9 in the Re-
move passage at dead of night was
anything but a pleasant prospect. But
desperate diseases require desperate remedies,
and it was quite probable that Johnny
Bull's tootbache balm would bring instant
2 Wharton had heard Johnny speak of
s wonderfully soothing properties.
Stepping out of bed, Wharton put on his
dressing-gown and slippers, and hurried from
the cormitery.

1t was a moonlight night, and the junior
had no difficulty in getting to his destination.
The tcothache balm was oa the mantel-
piece in  Johmny - Bull’'s study. Wharton
rubbed some of the stuff inte his eheek,
aeeording to the directions, and he was de-
lighted -to find that the pain was alleviated
at once, It had practically disappeared hy
the time. Wharton arrived back in the
Remove dormitory. ®

And now, as lie passed between the rows
of beds, the junior noticed that one of them
wasg unocecupied.. :
Wharton halted, and glanced at the empty
bed with a frowa. =

“Hazeldene’'s absent from. the dorm!” he
muttered. “The mad fool! This isn’t the
first time he’s broken bounds, but it's jolly
well going to De the last! FIF wait up for
kim and give him a piece of my mind when
he comes in!”

So saying, -Wharton
Hazeldere's bed.

The captain of the Remove was annoyed
and exasperated.

to

o

seated himself on

“Meanwhile, how am I to keep’
yos

fas]

manner.

said.

during the nigh
“My

haven’t, budged

Remove sternly,
indignantly.
it a first-class fibt”

inguired Dennis Carr,

toothache,”
and borrowed Johnny Ball’s balm: 2

noticed that Hazeldene’s bed was emp

Hazeldene warmly.
<dreaming, Wharten!”

captain of the Remove angrily.

There was nothing unusual in the junior’:
His colour was normal : 1Y,
and he certainly did not appear to have
en indulging in anything approaching dis-
ation. He was humming a merry tune as

he dressed. ®

Wharton frowned and stepped out of bed,
“Hazeldene!” he exclaimed. :
“Hallo?” :

“I want an explanation from you!”
Hazeldene looked genuinely astonished.
“You’re talking in riddles, Wharton
“What nave 1
“Where you

you did
dear.

“Don’t tell captain of the

Hazeldene flushed.
“You’ve no right hat,” he said
“1 stated a fact!”

“You might call it a faet. 1 prefer to call

“What's all the rumpus _‘ ut, Whart:

Wharton, explained.
“X woke up in the midd!

e of the night with
he said. I went downstairs

i;i‘zere was a growl of protest from Johnny

Bull.

“And when I got back to the dorm

“You noticed nothing of the 17 said
“You must have heen

“Dont try and brazen it out!” sald the
i “I saw vour

bed empty im fact—not in imagination! I

wonder yow've got the cheek to deny that
you were out of bounds!”

“Out of bounds!” repeated Hazeldene, in

bewilderment.
“Yes.™

“Bub I tell you I haven't hudged!”
“Might as well admit that you've heen on

(Copyriaht in the Un;'teci States of America.)
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the razzle, Hazel,” said- Frank Nugent.
“There's no sense in telling whoppers!”

“I'm not telling whoppers!” shouted Haze!-
‘dens  in exasperation. “If I ‘had broken
bounds I shouldn’t be afraid to admit it.
I can’t think why Wharton should trump up
this charge against me. It’s jolly unfair!”

“Rats!” g

“You know it's true, Hazeldene!”

“And it’s like your cheek to deny it!”

Hazeldene seemed to have no backing
amongst his Form-fellows. They appeared
to believe Wharton’s version absolutely.

“Who were you with last night?” chanted
Skinner. .

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I can make a jolly good guess whom he
was with,” said Johnny Bull. ““He had an
ap ointment with Ponsonby & Co., of High-
cliffe.”

Wharten nodded. -

“That's about it,” hé said. “He's heen
trying to paint the town red—or, rat}
the village.” - - <

Hazeldene was almost beside himself with
passion.

“It’s not true!” he exclaimed. “Wharton
must have seem another bed empty, and
Jumped to the conclusion that it was mine.”

“Considering I sat down for over an hour
¢n the bed in question,” said the captain of
the Remove, “I.ought to know whose it

was!” -

“I'm surprised and shocked at vou,
Hazel I” said Billy Bunter. “You should take
your cue from me, and always tell the plain,
uwnvarnished truth!”

“Ha, ha,- ha!” S

“Talk - about  the pot calling the kettle
black!” chuckled Boh Cherry. “I've only
beard you tell the truth once, Bunty, and that
was a pure fluke!”

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

Harry Wharton moved 2 step nearer to
Hazeldene. :

_“I shall take no action in the matter this

time,” he said. “But if you break bounds
again you'll know what to expect. You'il
be punished at the hands of the whole Form.
I promised Marjorie I'd keep an eye on you
and see that you didn't drift back into
caddish, low-down ways, and I mean to keep
my promise!” -

“Look here—"

“I've nothing more to say,” said Wharton.

“But I have!” cried Hazeldene wrathfully.
“You've no cause to bring this aceusation
against me. I've pot broken hounds. I've
not budged from the dorm——"

“Draw it mild, Hazel!” said Vernon-Smith.
“It's your word-against Wharton's, and I
think we know whose to take!”

“Yes, rather!” -

Hazeldene bit his lip, and was silent. And
the majority of the fellows turned their
backs upon him and continued to dress.
There was no shadow of doubt in their minds
as to Hazeldene's guilt.

>

and he was
" during - morning
school lessons. :
“Is anything ibter withr you, Hazel-
dene?” demant Quelch, who had
glanced curiously at the junior on several
occagions.

“Yes, sir.”

“What is it¥

“I'm fed-up!” grow zeldene,

“Boy! How dare you make use of such an

¢pprobrious expression!”
m sick to death of this show!” said
Hazeldene. And the class marvelled at his
audacity. “I wish my pater would take me
away!”

“Hazeldene!”
“A fellow’s never given a fair chance here,
sir!” ’

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“I do not know what your particular
grievance is, Hazeldene,” he said, “and I have
no wish to know. 1 am of the opinion that
it exists solely in your imagination. You
Liave the same chances and opportunities
vour schoolfellows, and you have absolutel
no cause to represent yourself as hard done
By =

)"I'm always being blamed for other fellows’
faults as well as my own, sir!”

“Be gilent, Hazeldzne! I refuse to listen
to such foolish talk. ~ Your behaviour this
morning has been most impertinent. You ate
no breakfast, and you have not been paying .
attention to the lesson.” -

“l___»

“If you 1
shall cans vou!l”

“Beastly tyrant!” muttered Hazeldens,

Mr. Qu gave a jump.

“What you say?” he demanded.

The juniors expected Hazeldene to evade
the question or to make a false reply. In-
stead of which he said:

“Iealled you a beastly tyrant, sir!”

" A muarmur of astonishment ran round the
class. :

Hazeldene was usually regarded as a hope-
less funk; but there waz nothing funky about
his present attitude. Not many fellows would
have dared to call Mr. Quelch a tyrant to
his face. >

The Remove-master's face grew very :
He took a cane from his degk and beckoned
to Hazeldene.

“8tand out before the class, sif!
tolerate such impertinence!” -

Hazeldene stepped out from his place.
‘Hold ouf your band!” snapped Mr, Quelch.
Swish, swish, swish!

Hazeldene uttered no sound as the cane
bit into his paim. And the class marvelled
more and more. This was a new Hazeldene!

The victim received three stinging cuts on
each hand, and was sent back to his place.

All through the morning Hazeldene was in
a state of deflance, and he was véry fortunate
to escape a further castigation,

When lessons were over, however, the fit
of defiance passed, and Hazeldene broke down
completely. He sat down on one of the old
benches under the elms, and huried his face

in his hands.

er another word, Ha

T will not

on his way to the tuckshop
for refreshment, caught sight of Hazeldene,
and huarried towards him,

Dennis had known what it was to be down
and out, and he could sympathise with 2
fellow-being who was in that vlight.

“What's the trouble, Hazel?” he asked
quietly.
Hazeldene looked up. There were tea

in his eyes, and he scemed genuinely dis-
tressed.

“Leave me alone, Carr!”
“There’s no need to taunt me
- “I'm not going to taunt  you,
duffer! I want to help vou, if I can!”

“You mean that?”

“Of course!” - 2

Hazeldene looked grateful.

“That's jolly decent of vou, Carr!” he said.
“But I don’t see what you can do to get me
out of this mess. I've got the whole Form
against me—"

“Over last night's affair, do you mean?”

¢ Yea

“ Well, I'll give you a piece of sound advice.
Make ‘a clean breast of the fact that you
broke bounds. 2

“But I didn’t!”

. Dennis frowned,

“You mean to persist in that lia9”

“It isn’t a lie. I didn’t budge from the
dorm last night. T swear it!”

Dennis Carr- was ifapressed by the earnest-
ness with which the denial was uttered.

“You give me your word of honour that
you didn’t break bounds?”

“I give you my word of honour!” said
Hezeldene solemnly. And he met Dennis
Carr's searching gaze unflinchingly.

“But. Wharton said that your bed w
empty; and he’'s not the sort of fellow to tell
a deliberate ‘whopper.”

“He must have made a mistaks.

Dennis shrugged his shoulders.

“I can hardly understand him
mistake of that sort,” he said.
assure mie positive
Ponsonby last night?”

Hazeldene promptly gave the ass

“You can go and ask Pon, if you like,
gaid.

“I think I will,” said Dennis. “It’s just
possible that a mist heen made. And
if that's the case, it fair that yon
should be put right in the eyes of the
Form.”

So saying, Dennis Carr nodded to Hazel- |

dene, and strolled away. A {few moments
later he set out on his yele for Higheliffe.
Before Dennis had proceeded far along the
road, he encountered the fellow he sought.
Ponsonby was sauntering along in company
with Gadsby, Vavasour, and Monson.
The Higheliffe Nuts halted in the
way, and made a mocking bow.
Denunis Carr jumped off his machine.
“] want to ask you a question, Ponsou-
by,” he said. “You needn't snigger. It's
a serlous matter. A fellow’s honour is at
stake.” 5 : .

road-

0
Jthe razzle with you.”

he muttered, |

few

3

- “Quite
Gadsby.
“Let’s have your question, Carr,”. said
Ponsonby, whose curiosity s roused.
“Was Hazeldene with you last night?”
“ N
“You didn't see a
“Not even his
fully. “Why d
<" Because he’s be

melodramatic, isn't he?” chuekled

a

f him 2
said Pon cheer-

(5K 7" ey
accused of going om

“My dear fellow,” said' Ponsonby, “we
haven’t been on the razzle for weeks! Turned
over a new leaf, haven’t we,, kidlets?”

“Absolutely!” said Vavasour.

“You didn't go out last night?” asked
Dennis, - :

“We were tucked up in our little beds at
ten o’clock,” said Ponsonby, “and we re-
gl:ﬁned there, blissfully sleepin’, until risin’-

ell,”

“Thanks!” said Dennis. all 1
wanted to know.” 3

And he remounted his machine and cyeled
back to Greyfriars, o=

Harry Wharton & Co. were standing igghe
zchool gateway when Dennis returned, &%

“Been for a spin, Carr?” asked Bob Cherry.

Dennis nodded. =5
. “I've been making inguiries,” he said, “and
it seems that yow've,made a mistake, Whar-
ton.  Hazeldene wasn't out of bounds last
night,” !

“Rats! He was keeping company with Pon.
sonby right enough.”

- “But I've just met Pon and  questioned
him, And he denied seeing anything of
Hazeldene.”

“Of course he wounld!” said Nugent. “Pon
and Hazel are hand-in-glove!”

“They've a mutual agreement to shield
each other if any awkward questions -are
asked,” said Johnny Bull.

“I've spoken to Hazel,” said Dennis Carr,
“and he gave me his word of honour that he
didn’t leave the dorm last night.”

“ What is his word of honour worth?” asked
Wharton contemptuously.

“Exactly nix!” said Bob Cherry.

“I believe Hazel was teiling the truth,”
said Dennis slowly.

“In other words,” said Wharton, with a
lﬂash of anger, “you believe I was telling a
e z

“Not at all. I simply think you made a
mistake.”

“But Hazel's bed was empty—"

“You probably mistéok somebody else’s bed
for his.”

“1 did nothing of the sort! Hazeldene was
out of bounds last night, and nothing will
convince me that he wasn't!” -

It was Dennis Carr’s turn to get.angry.

“You're doing the kid an injustice!” ha
exclaimed. *“You've got him into bad odour
with the Torm—you're making his life a
misery—and all the time he's innocent!”

“On_ his own showing, and on Ponsonby’s,
said Nugent.

“And both are telling lies!” said Johnny
Bull, in his blunt way. : :
“It may suit you to pose as a cliampion
of the oppressed, Carr,” said Harry- Whar-
ton, “but I should find a more deserving

case than Hazeldene, if I were you.”

“The guiltfulness of the unworthy Hazel is

terrific!” said Hurree Singh.
“And only a born idiot would dresm of
taking his part!” added Bob Cherry. :
prefer to be a bera idiot, then!” said
Dennis Carr.

“You're backing up Hazel?” exclaimed Bob
ineredulously.

“ Absolutely!
isn't a plaster saint
innocent on: this ocea
to stand by him, and sa
from further persecution.

And, having made his
Dennis Carr turned away. :

Hazeldene met Dennis outside the bieyele-
shed.

“Seen Po d.

“Yes. He
pany last night.”

“And you believe him?”

£} de;” =

“That's

Tair play's a jewel
by long chalks, b ]
And T'm going
e him, if possible,

intentions ¢lear,

he inquir

en't in his com-

Hazel’s face glowed. =
“I'm glad I've got semebody on my side,
he said. “It makes life mere bearable. A
minutes age I was thinking of bolt-

»

iﬂg Qi
?‘Rurming away from schosol, doyou mean?
“Yes” :

hought!” said Deanis Carr.
be the very worst thing you
do. It >
THE PENNY POPULAR.—No, 68: -

“Perish the
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would be regarded as -
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absolute proof of your guilt.

Hazel,  You must. keep a stiff upper lip

until this affair blows aqver. And you. mus

promise me that you won't break bounds at
night under any c deration.”
“1 promise;” ldene eagerly.
“Good! You e me to back you
up over this bu upport doesn’t
count for much, but 3 welcome to it.”

; ‘ﬁYou’re a brick, Carr!” said Hazel grafe-
ully. : :
And it wag with a mych lighter heart that

he contemplated the future. :

With Dennis Carr on his side, life would
be worth living, after alll -

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Convicted !

HE news that the Famous Pive had |
: E quarrelled with Dennis Carr spread

swiftly through the Remove.

= - Everyone was of the opinion that
Harry Wharton & Co. were in the right, and
tliat Dennis Carr was hopelessly in the wrong.

It was the universal conviction that Hazel-
dene had broken bounds for the purpose of
holding high revel with the cads of High-
cliffe. It was also-the universal conviction
‘that he had lied about,it, and attempted. to
zen it out. :

. Carr must be potty, to
part!” declared Squifl.

“Stark, staring mad!” - agreed - Bolsover
niajor. s =

“He's only doing it to put himseclf in the
limelight,” said Skinner. “That!s Carr all
over. He’s never happy unless he’s causing

sensation of some sort.”

Dennis Carr's ehampionship of Hazeldene
was not half hearted.” He backed him up
I all his might, and, in consequence, he
quite a number of fights on his hands.
Most of the scraps were minor ones, but a
really big affair took place in the Junior Com-
mon-reom that evening. .

When Dennis entered the’ room
Huazeldene squirming in the grip of
Brown.

The New Zealand junior was anything but
u bully, but on this occasion be was shaking

take the fellow’s

9,
1)

he fonnd
Tom

Hazeldene like a rat, and urging him to
oWn up.
“Chuck it!” panted Hazel, struggling

vainly to free himself from Tom Brown’s
gasp. “I’ve nothing to own up to, I tell
you! I didn’t break bounds—"
“Liar!” said Tom Brown, with more em-
phasis than politeness.
“Dennis Carr advanced swiftly toewards the
pair.
“Drop that, Brown!” he said sharply.
- Tom Brown spun round, still retaining his
grip on Hazeldene’s collar.
“Mind your own business,
growled.
“It's the business of every decent fellow
to put down bullying!”
“Bullying!” echoed Tom Brown

Carr!” he

in amaze-

ment.  “Are you suggesting that I'm =&
bully ?”

“You're certainly acting like one!”

"‘My. hat! I—-IIl—"

“Pulverise him, Browney!” said Squiff.

“'The fellow's going altogether too far, and

lie badly needs squashing!”

Tom Brown glared at Dennis Carr.

“I’'ll meet you in the gym——" he began.

“No, you won't. You’ll meet me here and
now!”

S0 saying, Dennis took off his coat.

A crowd collected at once, and there was
great excitement as Tom Brown, in turn,
removed his coat. - :

“Half a jiffy!” said Harry Wharton. “You
Ielloyg,s can’t scrap here! Come along to the
gym!

But for once in a way the captain of the
Remove was overruled. And before he could
enforce his remarks Tom Brown and Dennis
Carr were hammering fiercely at one another.

“Go it, Browney!”’ .

“On the ball!”.

“Kake mincemeat of the interfering cad!”

Only one voice said, “Go it, Carr!” That
voice was Hazeldene’s. ¥

Tom Brown and Dennis Carr were well
matched, and for some time there was
nothing to choose between them.

There was plenty of give and take, and
both combatants were soon looking the worse

for wear.
Bufft Thud! Bifit Thud! 2
Dennis Carr and his opponent tramped

{0 and fro, breathing hard, and each intent

- upon flooring the other.

Ten minutes elapsed, however, before any-
THE PENNY POPULAR.—NoO. 68,

Look here,

one was floored. And then Tom Brown went
down with a crash. A well-directed drive to
the jaw had knocked him clean off his feet.

It had been a powerful blow, and the
recipient of it was dazed and stunned. But
he was still game, and there was a cheer as
e scrambled to his feet.

“Hurrah!”

“You’re not licked yet, Browney !” said Bob
Cherry. ;

But it was only a matter of moments.

Tom Brown' lost his head, and hit out
wildly., * And Dennig Carr, who had fought
coolly and methodically from the outset, now
sailed in and finished the combat with a
swift upper-cut. Tom Brown went reeling
into the arms of Squiff.

“Going on?”’ inguired the latter.

“No. Afraid I'm done!”

The onlookers were silent.
victory was not popular.

“If anybody else has got -anything tc sa
against Hazel,” said Dennis, “I shall b
pleased to reply to him—with my fists!”

Rolsover major was about to accept the
challenge, but Harry Wharton intervened.

Dennis Cs

“Stand back, Bclsover!” he said. “€arr’s
not fit!”
“I'm fit enough to account for that

precious lout!” retorted Dennis.

“My hat!” spluttered Bolsover. “Did you
hear what he called me, you fellows? I—I'il
pulverise him?!”’ :

But the pulverising of Dennis Carr had to

a0

Why have you got your coat off, Carr
“Ahem! It’s a warm night, Wingate.”
“Indeed! I suppose the warmth of the

atmosphere accounts for the fact that your

nose is swollen and your lip bleeding?” said
ngate, with crushing sarcasm.

T
“Jt doesn’t need the deductive powers of

a Scotland Yard ofiicial to see that you've

heen scrapping with Brown,” Wingate went

on. “You will each take a hundred lines.

And if there’s any renewal of hostilities 1

shall report the pair of you to your Form-

master!” . -

That threat had the desired effect. The
Removites went quietly up to their dormitory,
where the only confiict which teok place was
of a wordy nature.

Dennis Carr was glad to get to bed after
the strennous events of the day. Quite a
number -of fellows told him what they thought
of him for backing up Hazeldene. But Dennis
ignored them.. He was firmly convinced of
Hazel’s innocence, and he-had no intention
of retracting from his present attitude.

The buzz of voices died away shortly after
lights-out, and the occupants of the Remove
dormitory settled down to slumber.

At midnight Harry Wharton awoke, as he
had done the previous night. But -he was

not troubled with toothache on this oceasion.

The captain of the Remove sat up in bed
and consnlted his watch. Then he glanced in
the direction of Hazeldene's bed, and saw.
with a start, that it was empty!

‘Wharton looked grim.

“This is the absolute giddy limit!” he mur-
mured. “The fellow’s actually had the nerve
4o break bounds again!”

Wharton waited a few moments. Then he
decided to rouse his schoolfellows in order
that they might see for themselves that
Hazeldene was ahsent.

Before the captain of the Remove could put
his plan into operation, however, he heard
the stealthy shuffling of feet,

In the rays of the moonlight Wharton dis-
tinctly » discerned the figure of Hazeldene.
The junior was fully dressed, and it was oniy
too apparent that he was returning frem u
nocturnal excursion. ’

Hazeldene came to a halt beside his bed,
and started to undress. Harry Wharton
spoke to him.

“ Hazeldene!”

There was no reply.

“You're fairly bowled out this time, you
cad! What have you got to say for youi-
self?” 5

Hazeldene apparently had nothing to say,
for he remained silent. He continued to un-
dress, laying his garments across tiie bed-rail
in the usual way.

Nettled ab receiving no reply to his re-
marks, Harry Wharton jumped out of bed.

Weoooooooooooooo ol
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| be postponed indefinitely. ¥or at that
moment Wingate of the Sixth came i, ]
“Bed-time, you kids!” -he said, “Hallo!

9

‘added, as an afterthought, “some other

Friday.

Hazeldene was in hig pyjamas by this time,
and he got into bed as unconcernedly as if
nothing unusval had happened.

Wharton advanced towards the junior, and
shook him.

“You needn't’ pretend to be asleepi” he
exclaimed. “I saw you come in, and I've
watciied you undress. You're not geing to
zet off so lightly this time!” St

Hazeldene opened his eyes.

“@erraway!” he murmured
“'Tain’t rising-hell yet!”

Wharton frowned.

“You'll have to think of a hetter deidge
than that before you succeed in taking me
in!” he sald. *Where have you heen?”

bl 1 e :

“You've broken bounds again, and ¥ -mean
to find out where you went!”

Hazeldene sat up in bed. He seemed wide:
awake now, and he stared at Wharton in
nazement. “I don't knew what you're
talking about!” he exclaimed.

“Oh, ‘yes, you do! It's no use your trying
to pull the wool over my eyes. I'm going o
get to the bottom of this business!” ;

. “What's all this rumpus about, Harry
inquired the drowsy voice of Bob Cherry.

“Hazeidene's breken bounds again. 1
spotted him coming in!”

“My hat!” :
_ Bob Cherry lighted a candle, and otner
fellows were awakened by the sound of voices.

More candles were lighted, and there was
chorus of inguiry : ==
at’s up, Wharton?”
hat’s it all about?”’

: ow’ve spoilt our heauty sleep with vour
confounded chatter!”

Harry Wharton explained the situa
a few words And great was the ind
expressed at Hazeldene's conduct.

“The awful nerve!”

“Fancy breaking bounds again!”

“The pounder deserves to be lynched!”

Hazeldene’s voice rosé angrily ve the
others. =

“T haven't been out of bounds! Whart
talking through his hat, and he knov s

“Wharton’s made another mistake, I sup
1’3(){569"’ ._s’aid Johmny Bull sarcastically.

drowsily.

“He would hardly be likely to
same mistake two nights running,” said #rark
Linley. “Better make a clean breast ol if,
Hazel!”

.;Qexmis Carr hurried to Hazeldene's -bed-
i€,

ou

remerniber promise io e,
' he said.
s, And ['ve kept it! 1 haven't been
out of bed, let alone out of the dorm!”
“You swear that?”
“1 gwear it!” said Hazeldene fervently.
“That's all right!” said Dennis. “Y¥our
word’s quite good enough for me!”
“But it’s not good enough for us!” =aid
Bob Cherry. : =
“No, rather not!”
“There's no
out of bounds
his boots!”
All eyes wi
question. %
The boots were eak:
was regarded as con€l
that Hazeldene had B
“When we went to bed,” said Squiff, “thoze
boots were perfectly clean.” :
“That’s so!™ echoed half
“What have yo =
said Bob Cherry,
Dennis Carr stuck to his guns.
“1 can’t ‘account for Hazel's boot
plastered with mud,” he said. “T

your

1dene’s heen
1, “Loek at

R the articles in

h mud, and this
proof of the fact

went eut in them.”

“What rot!” -said Tom Brown.
shoutd
heots?”

“in order to get him into trouble!” said
Dennis Carr promptly.

“Afraid youw’ll have to think oubt a hetier
iheory than that, Carr!” said Hafry Wharton.
“You're doing your best to defend Hazel-
dene, but his guilt has been established vp to
the hilt!”?

“Hear, "hear!”

“We'll hold an emergency meeting at on
continued Wharton, “to decide what torm
punishment shall take.”

“That's the idea!”

And, with grim faces, the juniors—with the
exception of Billy Bunter and Lord HMaul-
everer, who still slept soundly—turned out of
bed in order to discuss ways and means of
dealing with Peter Hazeldene.

“YWhy
anybody want to wear Hazeldene's

irig

=
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Wharton’s fist shot out straight for his opponent’s jaw.
f‘ Wharton ! Carr !’ he thundered. ‘‘ How dare you braw! in this manner, beneath imy very window ! ¥ (See page 7.

Just at that moment the Head appeared at the wmdow.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Loyalty of Dennis.
N emergency meeting of Pemont?ﬂ
in the middle of the night was a
rare occurrence, and there was great
excitement as Harry Wharton
mounted his bed nd, addressed the Form.

“Gentlemen: gan the captain of the
Remove. =

“Hurrah!” =

“Pile in, Wharton!”

“A certain member of our Form—Peoter
Hazeldene, to wit—has brought discredit upon
himself, and upon all of us,
bounds two nights in succession.
lied about it, and he has behaved all '\lon-
like an out-and-out g¢ad!”
= “:hree groans for Hazeldene!” said some-

ody.

And the groans re‘.clbemtnd through the
dormitory.

“This meeting has been convened for the
purpose of teaching Hazeldene a sharp
lesson,” went on Wharton. “We can't have
the Remove Form disgraced—"

“No, no!” said Skinner, who had done more
td disgrace it than anybody.

“And the prisoner at the bar must be
severely punished!”

“Hear, hear!”

“8tow it, you silly asses,”
arr, “and get back to bed!
There was a howl of protest at once.

“Dry up, Carri”

“You’'re just as bad as Hazeldene!”

“You know ‘iolly well that the cad’s heen
out of bounds,” said Peter Todd, “and you're
backing him up out of sheer obstinacy!”

I'm backing him up,” retorted Dennis,
with heat, “beeause I know he’s innocent!
‘The more I think about it, the more con-
vinced I am that somebody else has been cut
of bounds, and wore Hazel's boots!”

“Rats!”

growled Dennis
b

Dennis Carr's deductions found no sympathy
with the indignant Removites.

Harry Wharton had actually scen Hazel-
dene returning from a midnight jaunt; and
Wharton’s word was quite good enough for
the majority of the fellows.

Feeling ran strongly against Hazeldene, and
when H'u‘rv Wharton asked the question,
“What form shall his punishment take?”
there was quite a shower of suggestions.

“Bump him!”

“Give him a Form-licking!”

“Make hiin run the rfaumlet"

“The fellow wbo sua,;ektud a hur‘pmr» 2
said Wharton, “evidently believes in *1‘
quality of merey. Hazeldene's conduct merits
a far more severe punishment than that!”

° “Yes, rather!”

“He deserves to he flayed alive!” declared
Bolsover major, who, if everyone got his
deserts in .this world, would have met with
that fate himself.

“Those in favour of a Form-licking show
their hands!” exclaimed Wharton.

A dozen hands went up.

“Now those in favour of Hazeldene run-
ning the gauntlet!”

Two dozen hands were shown this time.

“That settles it,” said the captain of the
Remove. ‘“Line up, you fellows!”

The juniors proceeded to arm themselves
with pillows and bolsters and slippers and
knotted towels. Then they lined up in two
TOWS.

Hazeldene's courage—of which he had not
a great store at the “best of times—oozed out
at his finger-tips. That double row of feilows
looked so grim and so menacing that Hazel's
heart sank.

The wretched junior fervently hoped that a
master or a prefect would arrive on {ie
scene, and nip the arrangement in the bud.
But a sentry had been posted outside on
the landing, and so far no alarmm had been
given.

.t through the mill.

; s on, Hazeldene !”* said Harry Whar-
ton sternly.

White-faced and bremi
I:xst desperate appeal,

“I'm innocent!” he exclaimed.
that it looks very black against
appeal to you fellows to give mz
of the doubt!”

Hazeldene might just as w
to a brick wall for all the
had upon the assembly. 3

“He’s in  a blue funk!” siaid Squiff
derisively. “He'd tell any a ount of 3
perq to wriggl 2 0 out of this—bhut he's not

iing, Hazel made a

“I'll admit

the benefit

ave appealed
t his words

‘\o joily fear!”

“Come on, Hazeldene!” repeated Harry
Wharton; and his tone mucgtud that he
refused to be kept waiting any longer.

Hazeldene turned, with a look of mute
inquiry, to Dennis Carrs

“I'd fight the whole Form if
would gét you off. But it wouldn't.
cads seem quite detqrnms‘" to put vou

i\eep a stiff 1 r-lip, and
give them an object-l w to take
punishment 3

Hazeldene shuddered.

It was all very weil for D
like that, he reflected.
had to pass through
grim-faced fellows.

Hazel g‘anced towards the
templating 4.

But the door was guard
and Monty \Iev'lmd
impossible.

Hazeldepe nerved h ;i
ordeal, After ali, it might m* be
he told himself. Most of the fel
pillows and bolsters, and not much ds image

could ‘w 'ﬁmtei ith thes

a5 PENNY PO
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and the slippers

ut the krpoited to
were a different propoesi

Jlazel shivered, and hesitated. Then he
pulled  himself  together, and advabeed
towards Harry -Wharton, who stood at the
end of the lines.

i1,

"Ge ready, yvou i»l}ﬁwe' said-the captain
i the Remove.

And he gave Hazeldene a sudden posh.
(he junior staggered along between the

two rows of avengers. : :
“Run!” panted a voice behind b
quicker you move, the socner it
over!”
Hazeldene lowered his head and plunged
d.

“The
will e

ended upon him as he ran, but
he blows were peither 5o
£0 heavy ag he had anticipated.

*sed, and to his unspea
hat he wag nearing the
imost laujhed aloud
y had hadly hurt bim

the lines stood Bolsever
sheet in his band. The
slicet was buiky. at one end, and Hazeldenc
guessed—correctly, as it happe'\cc —#hat a
boot had been tied into it.

Hazel quickened his pace. At all costs, he
reflected, he must avoid Bolsover major.
A blow on the head with that boob w ou.d
probably stan him.

And so, as he neared the end of the lines,
zeidene gave a sudden spring, and siuceess-
y doﬂged the biow whieh the bully of the
Remove aimed at him.  Then he paused,
panting and pracnczﬂly unhurt, and mar-

veiling at the faet that be had got through
£o casily.

Huzel turned round. And as he did so,
Dennis Carr came reeling into his arx

The blow which Bolsover
intended for Hazeldenc had descende
Dennis.

But at the cnd of
major, wio lield a

n

In o flash, Hazel realised what had
happencd. . -
Dennis Carr had been running close hehind

him, and he had taken t
Hazel’s punishment! He staved off g te
a number of blows which would uthe y
have found a billes on Hazelde

A queer lump rese in Hazel's

. Caryr had endured the blows a
:u ordeal and the pain, for

lion’s share of

This was icyalty indeed!
Dennis slipped from Hazeldene's ax‘ns ol
1o the floor. He was temporarily stunned.
Fierce anger surged up in Hazel's breas
With a4 courage he would never have
ph“yﬁd m normal times—w a fury that was
st —he d at Bolsover

And with the words be dashed b
into Bolsover's leering face.

That blow, coming as it did from a toh
unexpected quarter, “took Bolsover comple
Ly surprice. He threw up his hands,
went to the fioor with a erash,

White and furious, Hagcldene stood over
_ike bully of the Remove.

“(;ome on, you cad!” he cried p«ss'matm
“I haven't finished with you yet!”

With a roar like ‘that of an angry bull,
Bolsover scrambied to his feet. There was
an expression of feroeity on his faee which
Loded i1 for Hazeldene, who would probably
regeived a very rough handling had not

Wharten and Bob Cherry  seized
cver and swung him back.
*Lemme get at him!” muttered B
nd he struggled strongly bud unavai
¢ grasp of his capters. .

1 brute!” panted Wharton.
an unfair blow! What ha
; sheet?”
thing > snarled Rolsover
knotted at one end!”

1 don’t believe you! It would 1,:\!«: soRe-
bhing more than a kaot to stun Carr!”

With deft fingers, Frank M Xg,em: uittied the !

kuot at the end of the sheet, and one of
Boelsover's hefty boots was reveale
A roar of indignation went up

E

rites.
g he cad i

4 ’Haku hm TURN the, ;1

Bolsover quailed as these exclamati
out. He protested that he had mereiy g
Dennis Carr a gentle tap; hut his prote
tions went unheeded.
Whilst Hazeldene, with the

k Linley, attended to Denr
over was made to run between the lines,
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“It's simply

b
:
i

Whack, whack, whaek!

The bully of the Remeve staggered under
that fierce bombardment of blows. ‘But
there was nc escape for him. And when he
reached the end of the lines he ¢ollapsed,
squirming aund groaning, on to the floor.

“Serves you jolly well right!” growled
Johnny Bull.

‘Hear, hear!”

Bolsover major was an even more un-
popular person than. Hazeldene ‘at that
moment. Every decent-minded fellow in the
Form condemned his brutal action.

Quite a crowd congregated around Dennis
Carr, _who recovered at length, and rose
rather unsteadily to his feet.

“I'm sorry that this should have happened,
Carr!” said Harry Wharton; and he voiced
the feelings of the majority of his schoel-
fellows. “We didn't know that that cad had
anything t1ed in his sheet until’ we saw you
¢o down.”

“1t was a boot, wasn’t it?” said Dennis.

Wharton nodded.

“Well, it was jolly lucky that it was my
napper that gotv the benefit of it, and not
Hazel! It was a cowardly, low-down trick!”’

“We made Bolsover run the gauntle
said Bob Cherry. * He 1 think twice befor
he does that soxt of thing again! Are you
all right, Car

“Quite all rwht, thanks!” said Denr

But his looks belied the assertion. An
had to be assisted to his bed.

Dennis was not the only
required assmtance

Bolsover major had to be helped back to
bed by the Famous Five, who did their work
thordughly. They dumped‘the bully of the-
Remove on to his bed as if he had been a
sack of coals.

As for Hazeldene, he had emerged practi-
cally unsecathed from the proceedings—thanks
to Dennis Carr. And it was with a heart
overflowing with gratitude to Dennis that
Hazel retired for the xught or, rather, what
was left of it. -

“Bunter and Mauly are still asleep!” said
Peter Todd in wonder. “Did you ever?”

“They’d sleep through a blessed earth-
quake!” grunted Johnny Bull.

The candles were extinguished, and Harvy
Wharton & Co. returned to their beds. They

d he

person who

i were soon asieep; and when the early dawn

came creeping in at the high w ws only
two sounds disturbed the trang ty of the-
Remove dormitory—the booming. snore of
Billy Bunter, and the deep groans of
Bolsover majox‘.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Sent to Coventry.
ENNIS CARR lied to Mr. Queleh at
the breakfast-tabie next morning.
And it was extremely fortunate for
Bolsover major that Dennis departed
from the truth. —

“Qarr!” said the Remove-master.
came that bump on your forehecad?”

“Bump, sir?” said Dennis, trying to gain
time in order that he gngh‘ think of a
plausible excuse.

“Yes, You appear to have been struck by
something !

“That’s g0, siel”

“What was it that struck you?”

Bolsover major shuffled uneasily in his seat.
He was terribly afraid lest Dennis should give
him away. Bub his fears were allayed when
Dennis replied:

_“I was hit on the head with a cricket-ball,
sirs’
“Indeed!” said Mr. Quelch, looking hard at
the junior. “I regret to say that I cannot
au‘ort your explanation, Carr!”

“Oh crumbs!”

“Y saw you shortly befere bed-time last
night, Carr, and there was no bump on your
forehead then. You surely do not expeet
me to believe that you have been u‘du}dmw
in & game of cricket during the night?”

“‘&hem‘ I—I—the fact is, I fell out of bed,
sir

“If that is the case, you must have fallen

“How

with considerable foree!” said Mr. Quelch
drilya = <
“T did, sir! I came a terrific cropper!”

Mr. Quelch frowned.
“It is my firm belief, Carr, that one of your
schooliellows delxberate!y struck you, and

that you are lying to me in order to shield

him {” =
“Oh 1? &
“Y will not press for details,” continued
Mr. Queleh, noting Dennis Carr's confusion.
“But I trust that your assailant feels heartily
ashamed of himself !”
Bolsover major certainly looked remorseful.

" He's igmoeent, 1 tell you!”

—Every Friday.

To do him justice, he had not intended to
strike Dennis Carr at ail. The blow had béen
meant for Hazeldene, and at the time of its
delivery the hully of the Remove had under;
estimated his own strength.

Dennis Carr was relieved to eseups further
cross-examination. But his relief was nothing
by comparison with Bolsover’s.
~After breakf the tfollowing
nent appeare
junior Common-room:

: “NOTICE.

*“Whereas Hazeldene of the Remove lias
put himself outside the pale by behaving likc
an utter cad, he is hereby senteneced to be
ilmf to oncx,try for on¢ week from this
ate.

announce-

¢ (Signed) HARRY WHARTON,
“Captain of the Remove”

Dennis Yarr was among the first to read
that notice, and he waxed highly indignant.

“This is altogether too thick!” he excia aimed.
“Hazel’s already been punished—and wmfai
at that! He was made to run the gauntlet.
And it’s horribly unjust that he should be
sent te Coventry imio the ba.rgain!”

“Rats!” said Vernon-Smith, . “ Hazel didu’t
get his just deserts last night—thanks to
you! You warded off most of “the blows; and
he got off practically scot-free!”

“That's so,” said Bulstrode.
cires, I think Wharton's done the
thing in sending the cad to Coventry!”

“No punisinient is too stiff for a fellow
who breaks bounds night after night, and
lies about it!” said Tom Brown.

Dennis Carr cienched his hands.

“Youre a set of cadsi” he exelaimed.
“You haven't gigen the kid a fan' chance !

“Under the
right

Carr’'s voice was drowned in the uproar
whiiech: eﬂsued.

“Hallo, allo, hallo!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry, co.nmv on- the seeme with another
er of the Famous Five. “ What's the

troubie?”

Dennis Carr purned, and faccd Harry
Wharton. s

“This is your doing, you c¢ad!” he said
hotly.

*“What do you mean?”

“You've no right to send Hazeldene to
Coventry!”

“1 have-every right,” said Wharton quietly.
“Hazeldene’s disgraced himself, i he's not
fit for any decent fellow {o associnte with.”

“Hear, hear!”

Dennis Carr glared ain of the
Remove.

“If you think I'm going to comply with
that precious notice"’ he said, “ you're hope-
lessty off the wicket! T shall speak to Hazel
as much and as often ds I like.”

For answer, Harry Wharton stepped up to
the notice-board, and underneath his previous
announcement he wrote:

at the capt

.

“Any feilow found in cenyersation with
Hazeldene will get it in the neck.”

“That,” murmured ce ngh, “is the
stmf to p\eaenttully give them!
a, ha, ha!* :
ow that you've  added that rider,
Harry,” said Frank Nugeat, “Carr won't
dare to speak to Hazeldene!”
But Dennis did dare. He cncountered
Hazel in the Close after morning ]essons,
and he was quick to sympathise with him.

‘The cads have sent you to Loxe‘my,
Hazel,” he said- “But keep your pecker up!
It won’t last long !”’?

fiazeldene threw a nervous glance over his
o.‘oulder‘

‘Mind your eye,
“There_will be an
you jawing to me!”

“My dear old duffer, you doun't suppose I'm
coing to swim with the stream, do you?
it 1 thought you were guilty of breaking
hounds, and all the rest of it, it would be
another matter. But you happen to be
innocent.”

“You still believe that?”

¥erl!

Carr!” he muttered.
awful row if they find

“In spite of the fact that therec was mud on
my boots last night?”

“In spite of everything!”

Hazeldene’s face was working strangely.

“1 shall never be able.to repay you for
standing by me like this, Cars,” he said.

Dennis gave a snort.

“Don't go into heroies,”

he said. “Jf I'm

- convinced of your innocence—as I am—then
.it’s my duty io stand by you.

1 say, Hazel,
you're looking awfully queer!”

“Am I1?” said Hazeldene wearily. “I sup-

d - on thie notice-board in the
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five to one.
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pose this business is getting on my nerves. * somebody. moving

Aund I've been off-colour for a leng time.”
“Hadn't you better see the matron?”
“Great Scott, no! I'm not a case for the

sanny—not yet, at any rate. But T expect

that's where I shall finish up if this beastly
persecution goes on!”

“It's a rotten shame!” said Dennis warmly.
“1 only wish I could convince the fellows
that you were innocent. But they’re a set
of wooden-headed dummies. They won't see
reason. Because you happened to break
bounds. & month ago, they think you're still
doing it. Of course, it’s a great pity that
you ever broke bounds at ail. If you had
always played with a straight- bat you
wouldn't be under suspicion pow.”

“That’s true -enough!” said
remorsefully. =

It was at this juncture that Harry Whar-
ton & Co. appeared on the scene.

“Qarr,” exclaimed the captai
Remove, “you're disobeying erder

Dennis went on talking to H
seemed to ignore Wharton's e
en Y.

“You're doing your level best to defy me,”

continued Wharton, “bhut it's no use. You're

not merely up against uie, you're up against
the whole Form!”

“Hear, hear!” said Nugent. “We can't
have our skipper's comumand .ignored like
this.  Come away, Carr!”’ .

Dennis did not budge. He continued to
chat to Iazeldene, and the Famous Five
looked grim.

Then, at a signal from Barry Wharton. t}
juniors advanced towards Dennis Carr. The
laid violent hands upon kim, and dragged
him away from his companion.

“Hold on!” panted Dennis. “Do you call
this playing the game, you cads?  You're
1 don't mind tackling you one
at a time——"

“All serene!” said Wharton.
start with me!”

Deunis Carr took the captain of the Remove
at his word.

A space was immediately cleared, and the
next moment Harry Wharton and Denuis
Carr were fighting like tigers. *

Fellows came running up from all sides.

“ A serap, by Jove!” said Skinner excitediy.
“Three to one on Wharton!”

Hazeldene

n of the
o

He
stence

o

£V ou .. ool

“Youll have to lay bigger odds than
that, Skinney!” said Stott, with a grin.

“Wharton’s all over Carr!” -

Harry Wharton was certainly having the
better of the opening exchanges.

PDennis Carr had not yet fully recovered
from the effects of the blow he had received
from Bolsover major’s boot; consequently,
he fought less confidently than usual. At
the end of a minute he had received heavy
punishment ; at. the end of two minutes he
was down,

“Licked ! said Morgan dramatically.

But he spoke too scon.

Dennis Carr was still game, and he bounded
to his feet with the fixed intention of level-
ling matters up.

Before another biow was delivered, how-
ever, a window was thrown open close at
hand, and a stern voice exclaimed:

“Wharton! Carr! How darec you
in-this manner beneath my very window!”

The combatants dropped their bands to
their sides, and a hush fell upon the spec-
tators: - & 7

In the general excitement the
proximity of the Head’s study window had
escaped attention.

«This is disgraceful!” thundered Dr. Locke.
“1 am determined to put a stop fo such
bestial exhibitions! Wharton and Carr, you
will each takefive hundred lines, and will
forfeit the next half-holiday. And if there
is a renewal of this conduct I shall cane you
both!”

So saying, the Head closed his window with
a slam, and the erowd reluctantly dispersed.

The -all-too-brief fight was over, And
although Harry Wharton had bad the best
of it while it lasted, he was unable to pre-
vent Dennis Carr from indulging in further
conversation with Hazeldene. As a matter
of fact, Dennis remained in Hazel’s company
for the remainder of the day, and his cheer-
ing remarks went far towards brightening the
existence of the junior who Thad been sent
to Coventry.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Night of Peril!

§ ‘T HO'S that out of bed?” .
It was Beéb Cherry who asked
the question.

. Bob had awakened shortly

»efore midnight, and he was 'on the point

of dozing off again when he distinetly heard
A

rawl |

close.

about in the Remove
dormitory. -

“Whe's that?” repeated Bob.

There was no response.

* “Bet it’s that bounder Hazeldene!™ re-
flected Bob Cherry.

And he sat up in bhed in order to investi-
gate.

A strong shaft of moenlight illuminated the
room, and the watching junior could see at
& glance what was happening.

Hazeldene was out- of bed and was dress-
ing rapidly.

Bob Cherry fairly gasped.

After his ordeal of the previous night it
was amazing — incredible — that Hazeldene
should again contemplate breaking bounds. -

“Hazeldene!” rapped out Beb Cherry.

TLere was still no reply. Ifazeldene was
evidently feigning deafness. He put on his
boots, and, being now fully dressed, hurried
out of the dormitory.

“Well, I'm beat!” ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“Of all the nerve—" :

In a twinkling Bob was out of hed. He
put on his trousers and jacket over his
pyjamas, then he snateched up his slippers.

Bob was both eclumsy and noisy in his
movements, and two or three fellows stirred
restlessly in their beds and awoke. ‘

“What's the little game, Bob?” inquired
Harry Wharton, catching sight of his chumi.

“Hazeldene's breaking bounds again—this
is the  third running—and I'm going after
him 1

“My hat!”

“Wait. a jiffy,” said Peter Todd, “we’ll
come with you.”

“Can’t wait,” said Bob Cherry bricfly, “or
I shall lose track of the beggar. 1 shail
have to hurry as it is!” :

A moment later Bob was hastening down
the stairs in Hazeldene's wake,

Creak!

Bob Cherry knew what that sound was.
The box-room window was being opened.

The pursuing junior quickened his pace, and
he raced up to the window just in time
tpd see Hazeldene drop down on -the otier
side. -

“Conie back, you rotter!” panted Bob.

But Hazeldene did not heed. He hurried
across the moonlit Close.

Bob Cherry clambered through the window
in record time and gave chase. He antici-
pated littie difiiculty in catching his guarry,
who, curiously enough, was not running, but.
was going ahead with a swift stride.

But misfortune overtook Bob Cherry. His
eyes were fixed on the figure in front; conse-
quently, he failed to notice a hig stone which
lay in his path. He tipped over the stone
and pitched forward on his face.

Bob was not badly hurt, but he was dazed,
aad a couple of precious moments elapsed
before he was able to rise to his feet.

“Confound that beastly stone!” he rmut-
tered. “ Hazeldene’s got clear away by now!”

And so it proved.

Hazeldene had gone in the direction of the
gymnasium. Bob Cherry took the same
route, but he .saw no sign of the miduight
prowler, and after an intent search, which
proved futile, he made a reluctant return
to the Remove dormitory, consoling himself
with the reflection that Hazeldene would
have to come back sooner or later.

“And when he does show up he'll get the
wagmest reception he's ever had!™ growled
Bob.

On reaching the dormitory Bob Cherry
found hailf a dozen juniors ouf of bed. They
were congregated in a little group beneath
one of the windows, and they were gazing
upwards with alarm, if not actual terror,
written on their faces.

Bob Cherry halted in amazement.

“What are you fellows star-gazing for?” he
exclaimed. :

“There’s somebody on the
Wharton. “Look!”

“So there is, by Jove!”
following his chwia's gaze.
is it?”

“Ask me another,”
the Remove.

“Might be a
Todd.

But Dennis Carr, who was a member of the
party, shook his head.

“It wouldn't be necessary for a burglar
to perform acrobatic, stunts on the rcof,” he
said. “Why, the mad fool has aetuvally
started crawling along that ledge that runs
from the rooi of the gym to the roof of
Big Hallt”

“He'll be killed, as sure as Fate!” muttered
Frank Nugent, with chattering teeth.

Beb Cherry had forgotten all about Hazel-
dene by this time. And %o had the others.

roof!” " said

said _Bob Cherry,
*Who on earth
said the captain of

burglar,” suggested Peter

Friday. | : 4

Everybody's abttention was centred upon the
figure that was perched at such s dizzy
height. The ridge of masonry along which
the figure was crawling could not have 2sen
more than a couple of feet wide.

On each gide of the narrow ledge there was
a sheer drop of forty feet. And it was
obvious to all that the mysterious, goot-
climber was in peril of his life.

And, whilst the juniors watched with
startied eyes,a scream rang out from above,
and the figure pause? mid-way across the
ledge. -

The juniors turncd away their faces.

That scream, ringing so piercingly through
the night, had temporarily unnerved them.

It was Dennig Carr who broke the awtul
silenice which followed.

2 ‘.‘&S‘omething must be done, you fellows!” he
salq.

Harry Wharton wrung his hands helplessly.

“We can do nothing—mothing!" he said.
“There isn't a ladder on the premises that
will reach up to that ledge.”

“But we-can tie a couple of ladders to-
gether!” said Bob Cherry.

“That’s 20,” said Dennis C
afraid we shall be too late to sav
whoever ke is, but we'll do our
on!”

And Dennis Carr and Bob Cherry sped out
of the dormifory.

Meanwhile, Harry Wharton went to rouse
Mr. Quelely; and he instructed Frank Nugent
to go to- the mearcst telephone and ring ur
the Triardale Fire Brigade.

“A fireman’s ladder will do the triek,” hLe
said, ;

“Provided the fellow can hang on long
enough, which I doubt,” said Johnuy Buil.

And his companions shuddered.

Bob Cherry and Dennis Carr 1
getting to work. They re
second was of the ubmeost value—that
human was at stake—and they uttered no
word during their hurried operatiens.

Fortunately, there were two leng
ladders on fhe premises—one in the gyn
nasium and the other outside the gate-
porter’s lod Thess ladders were obtained
at once, and were bound securely together
with a coil of stout rope.

Then came the diffieulty of hoisting the
ladders; but this was soon surmounted when
reinforcemients arrived in the Close.

Half a dozen Removites hurried to the spof,
and the ladders were heaved o pesition,
so that the topmost one rested against the
ledge on which the figure was crouched.

Yet another penetrating seream rang out
from above.

1t seemed impossible that the figure on the
ledge could hold out mueh longer.

No soenrer had the ladders been placed in
position than Dennis Carr started to el

The rescue of the person up above s
a hopeless task, for Dennis would neve
able to convey him in safety to terra firma.
1t would - require a bigger and stronger
individual than the Removite to descend the
ladder beneath the burden of a human body

Realising this, several of the juniors urged
Dennis Carr to abandon the attempt.

yait1® cried ¥rank Nugent, “The fire-
brigade will be here soon! Thew've been
‘phoned for. Come down, Carr!” g

“Yes, come down!” echoed Pefer Todd.

But Dennis continued to climb, >

The lower ladder seemed gquite safe; hut
the upper one wobbled beneath the junjor’s
weight.

“It will give way!” panted Bob Cherry.

And even as he spoke the ladder lurc
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sideways. ' It came away from the ledge,
went crashing down, and the "paraly

juniors below expected to see Denniz come
craghing down with it.

But Denniz had managed to grip the ledge
just as the ladder collapsed. With a tr

mendous effort, which taxed his strengil
{0 the uttermost, he drew himself .up on the
ledge, and found himself face to face with

Hazeldene of the Remove!
Hazel's face was white as chalk. His nerve
had = deserted him utterly. He wo

stretched out a ready hand to support hi

Each moment that followed was a sepuars
nightmare, both to the two juniors above
and to the rapidly-growing crowd below.

Dennis Carr felt that the end must come.
He continued to support Hazeldene; but lus
own strength was failing fast.

Once—only once—~he glanced down into the
abyss below. And he knew that if he gave a
second glance his nerve would be gone. -

(Continued on
Tue PEnNy ¥

-)
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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.

Micky Denver, an crphan Jad. is an acrobat

proprietor of having stolen & gold watch, Micky
to the river-front and stows away on a tramp-ste

© *‘jump ¥ the ‘‘ Chicago Fiyer,” £
. Kansas City. Figg, known as Smart Alec, is one of

frustrates him
in the city he 1

great K. N. Broadworth’s cinema company. The

Circus. One night, in Liverpool, he is accused unjustly by the bullying

meets a rlim, red-headed American, Alec. P. Figg, and together they
i and by stages they beat their way to

men on the continent, and he attempis to crack the hotel safe.
and makes the rest of hig way to Los Angeles alone. Ot
og 10 time in trying to get taken on at the cinema studios,
but without success. One day he visits Santa Monica, on the coast, and
fhere he rescues Mary Maidstone from the surf. In consequence, Micky
is given a job as assistant to Buddy Gaylord, the property-man in the

THE OPENING
in Beauman’s Gigantic

CHAPTERS,

is arrested, but escapes

anter. In New York he pany.

the most expert cracks-
Micky
Once

duction.

Im company goes on

focation, where Fioyd Unwin, the Broadworth star. I8 to perform a death-

defying feat before the cameras, but the opium nabit, to which the star
is addicted, has undermined his nerve that he is unable to do the stunt.

\ th, and is ignominiously fired out of the com-
Seizing his opportunity, Micky leaps on the motor-cycle, and
performs the stunt himself by .dashing over the edge of the cliff into the
sea. Later he is given a contract by Mr. Broadworth to appear in one pro-

He insuits Mr. Broadwor

Unwin joins forces with Alec P. Figg, ard, learning that Micky
is te perform‘a daring film stunt among the Los Angeles’ sky-scrapers,
the two conceive a dastardly plot for his downfall. r
the part of Figg the plot fails. By arrangement Micky and Chappie,
accompanied hy Reggie Eton, the film dude, go to take part in a two-
reel comedy for Charlie Chap3 %

pet aversion arrives on the lot.in tha shape of Conge the Chimpanzee,
the great animal film actor!

Through hastiness on
in. Whilst at the Smiles Studios Reggie's

(Now read on.)

A Stunt by the Animal Actore.

§ Charlie Chaplin alighted from his
automobile t"xe attention of Mieky
and Reggie Eton was taken from
Congo for a few moments.

The great comedian smiled broadly as ke
noted the make-up of the English lad, for a
greater contrast than that presented by
Micky as he stood in bis tramp’s rig-out near
Reggie, the immaculate dude; wouid have
been hard to imagine.

“1 was passing here on my way to my
studio,” said the great film-star, as he shook
hands with the two Broadworth actors, “so
I thought F'd.look in to see how you were
getting on. You see, I'm dressed already for
work. My word, Chappie locks very spruce
to-day!”
‘haplin stoo

the

d patted his namesale
Jhappie denoted 4

on

pleasure with a few sharp, short w
stumpy tail. ‘ e
But of a sudden the wiry coat of the littie

tail sto

ierrier bristled, hig
his ears went straight up.

Charlie Chaplin sprang back, and all locked
round to discover the cause of Chappie’s ex-
eitement. It was not far to seek, for, coming
towards them, still smoking his fat cigar, and
with his Hombarg hat stuck at a rakish angle
on his head, was Congo. the chimpanzee.

Congo was used to the one or two dogs
which sometimes appearéd in the Smikes
productions, but Chappie was a stranger sto
him, and so he was-anxious to see this new-
comer at eloser quarters.

Whether the monkey was friendly inclined
or not, mattered not a jot to Chappie. The
dog, although brought up in-a eireus, had
never seen quite such an extraordinary figure
«s Congos presented in his life, and it was
vbvious that he was preparing to resent with
eil his power any further advance of the
¢himpanzee.

Micky stooy
collar,

d wagging, and

and grasped his dog's
bared his teeth and

cngage himself,
“Hi, you beat
director of the Sm
in this scene—see?
Congo st
CROTHIOUS cigar,
3 from Chappie,
human beings.
Reginald Clarence Eton

crdered the
. “You ain’t

on th
the party at once caught kis i t.
L he remembered the English dude,
e likely it wae Reggie’s immaculate g
ts, and his purple orehid button-hole, his
ling topper, patent-leather boots, and
35 momocle which arrested his eye.
gie was a brave man, bub he hastily
a few steps, at the same time
ng ‘his rimless monocle from his eye,

and dropping it in the fancy pocket of his
fancy vest, as though fearful th is last
experience of Con ight oo

be re
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“Weally, I must ask you to have the bwute
wemoved!” he informed the director. I
gweatly feah he is contemplating an attack
on my person, deah boy!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Micky, looking up
from his task of holding Chappie. “I expect
Congo’s only anxious to pick a few of those
flowers from your priceless vest, Reggie!”

“Where’s his keepah?” panted Reggie.
“It’s disgwaceful to allow such a vicious
bwute to woam at large!”

Congo’s attendant strode across to the
ape, but the animal film-actor had no inten-
tion of returning to his quarters withont a
closer acquaintance of the dude—that human
being who was even more gloriously arrayed
than Congo himgelf.

The keeper gave a sharp sprint, but he
was too late. = The human ape executed a
smart flanking movement, and got round the
group of men, and made a dead set for
Reggie. -

The film dude had iittle inclination to try
conclusions with a “wascally monkey,” and
turned to dodge to a position of greater
safety.

Then Congo made ‘a jmighty bound, and,
alighting on Reggie’s back, removed the
Dude’s shiny topper with one dexterous twist
of his paw. =

“Ow, my pwiceless toppah!” howled Reggie.

Chattering delightedly at securing the
prize, Congo made off, followed by the threats
of his attendant and the director, Chappie’s
loud barks, and the laughter of Charlie Chap-
lin, Micky, and the camera-men.

At a safe distance Congo removed his Hom-
burg hat, and, carefully taking out the green
feather with which it was adorned, stuck it
into the band of Reggie's immaculate topper.
He then set the silk hat at a rakish angle on
his head, and replaced the fat cigar he had
retained back into his mouth.

Even Reggie, angered as he was at losing
his lustrous headgear, could not refrain from
the general laughter at the bizarre appear-
ance of the monkey. %

But the trinmph of Congo was short-lived.
Chappie, who had been growing more im-
patient and restive every second, gave one
final desperate squirm, and freed himself from
Micky’'s grasp. With a loud war-whoop, in the
form of a lusty bark, he sprang for the
human monkey.

Congo, brave enough when he first arrived
on the lot, was not proof against- a charge
of this sort, and, pulling Reggies’ topper hard
over his ears,.he made off as fast as his legs
would carry him, his blue coat-tails flying

out behind him in the breeze.

“(all the dog off, Mr. Denver!” howled the
Smiles direetor, in agony lest the. prize ape
should be injured in the serap which: seemed
inevitable.

Micky dashed forward, shouting to Chappie
at the top ot his voice, but the littie dog was
too set on making a closer acquaintanceship
with his curious quatry to take heed.

In his excitement Micky .forgot he was

wearing the rig of a tramp, or
tripping on the end of his
trousers, he measured his length.

C
Two of the
studio hands who were joining in the chase

d

descended on top of him, and the three pi

in a squirming heap .on the ground.
Meanwhile, Chappie got his teeth in the

tails of Congo’s beautiful blue coat. It was

too much for the human ape, and he turned

round and fastened in
Chappie’s ear.

A loud how! of pain and astonishment went
up from the littie terrier, and he leaped
hackwards a full yard.

What would have happencd next it is im-
possible to say, bhut at that moment an
exciting diversion toek place. A large rat
came from under a heap of planks near at
hand, and made with all speed towards the
studios.

Chappie and Congo saw it at the sarae time,
and each forgot-the other at the sight of
the scurrying rodent. The terrier gave vent
to a resounding bark, Congo let out a wild,
unearthly shriek, and the two animals darted
after the rat.

The studio people roared with laughter, and
went in hot pursuit—Charlie Chaplin well to
the fore.

Apparently the rat had a home somewhere
beneath the wooden wall of the studio build-
ing, but he was headed off by Chappie.
Congo, clutching with one paw the dazzling
topper from which gaily streamed the green
feather, covered the ground at a remarkable
pace by means of a series of .agile bounds.

Seeing the impossibility of reaching the
hole in the woodwork which was the entrance
to his home, Mr. Rat made directly for a
water-pipe leading to -the roof. As he dis-
appeared into it Chappie and Congo reached
the entrance, and, stooping down with their
heads to the ground, strove to look up the
pipe for a sight of their quarry.

As they did so there was a squeal and a
swish, and out of the pipe there descended
the rat and a torrent of dirty water. The
rodent had apparently dislodged some e¢b-
struction which had bheen keeping >
collected water in the pipe.

The rat bowled the topper Congo was wear-
ing clean from his head, while poth the mon-
key and Chappie were drenched with the
discoloured. fluid.
°“ Before either of them .could recover from
their surprise, Mr. Rat dashed madly home
to 1}1is wife and family beneath the studic
wall.

Congo’s attendant, who was among tho first
of- the studio people to arrive on the scene,
secured the monkey actor, and led him away
irom further harm. Chappie, shaking the
water in all directions from his wiry coat,
allowed Micky to grasp his collar, this time
with a firm grip. : <

Amid the general laughter, Reginald
Clarence Eton rescued his battered topper
from a pool of dirty water on the ground, and
stood ruefully regarding it.

his yellow teeth
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Suddenly a large rai scampersd across

=
0 = = Chappis and the chimpanzee saw it at the same time, and
wers off in pursuit before the laughing actors could stop them.

viceless toppah,” he groaned— siik-
; eighted, worth a fivah in
Piccadilly—wuined—absolutely wuined!”

“Never mind, Reggie,” laughed Charlie
Chaplin, “there’s one consolation, you know.”

“Indeed?” snorted the injured dude. " And
what is it, may I ask, deah boy?”

“Why, one of those cubte camera-men
dashed to the handle of his machine and
registered the whole scene. It will make a
dandy film.”

“A -dandy film!> The dude's voice rose
to a howl of anguish. “1 absclutely wefuse
to be scweened in any of your beastly two-
weelers! 1 wefuse, I say, 10 be wepwesented
chasing a beastly monkey without a toppah
or a monocle! 1t’s outwageous!”

“Really, Reggie,” cried Chapiin, shaking
with laughter, “you should give up your
job as Dude of the Films with the Bread-
worth - outfit, and join instead cne of my
comedy companies. You'd be great!”

Reggie was far too good-natured to main-

t2in his somewhat natural annoyance for long

at the loss of his immaculate hat, and he
veadily joined in the general laughter at his
own expense.

Shortly afterwards Mr. Chaplin fook his de.
parture, and, with Congo well out of the
way, Micky and Chappie were rchearsed in
their parts. Chappie was by no means 8o
spruce as he was when he first put in an
abpearance on the lot, but he loeked con-
siderably more comical, and the director
was perfectly satisfied with his “appearance.

The little dog performed his laughter-pro-
voking waggle-walk with great spirit, and
when the director was satisfied with the
result of his instructiens he handed Micky
a small bundle of clothes and a tiny bowler
uat. They were a miniature replica of the
world-famous garb of Charlie Chaplin, and
when  Chappie, greatly to his disgust, was
dressed in the loose trousers, the coat, and
the hat, a gale of laughter greeted his

&

appearance, 1

A delay took place until-the little dog had
got used to his strange habiliments, then
a few lengths of film for the new two-reeler
were “shot.” - :

At the close of the afternoon’s work the

director professed himseli as
satisfied with the progress made, and arrange-
ments were made with Micky to bring  his
four-footed friend to the Smiles studios on
the afternoon of the following day.

Between his own work at the Broadworth
studios, where some more interior scenes
for “The Mysterious * Pearl ” were being
filmed, and his visit to the Smiles Comedy
Company, Micky found his time fully occu-
pied. Rut he loved the work, and he was
beginning to ,“coin ” money, as his, ever-
swelling hanking account showed.

His struggling, penniless days were over,
and he began to find himself a power in
the sunny land of his adoption.

But, for all his success, it was to Micky's
credit that he remained loyal to the humble
home of the genial Buddy and Mrs. Gay-
lord, who had been so good to him. More-
over, he was quite unspoiled by all the
praise of which he found himself the re-
cipient.

A Dangerous Weeting !

UT while Micky was working bard in
Lie new Broadworth production there
were at least two persons in Los
Angeles who were living in unhealthy
jdleness and envying the success of the
young Buglish film star, Of these Alec P. Figg
was one, and Floyd Unwin, the ex-star of the

Broadworth outfit, the other.

From the time of their last stormy meet-
ing in the latter’s flat, when thcy had per-
fected—as they thought—iheir vicious scheme
for disposing of the lad they regarded. as
their enemy, they had neither met nor had
any communication passed between them.

The failure of their dastardly plot for send-
ing the young film star hurtling from °the
heights of the great Liberty building had
heen a bitter blow te both.

The arrest of Figg had preveated the érook
from collecting the four thousand dollars to
which he considered himself entitled, not-
withstanding hie- failure, and when he was
freed from -custody he was too closely
watched to dare risk a meeting with Unwin.
-If, he argued, the police found him hob-

heing highly-

nobbing with a man who had as much cause
for disliking the English lad as he had him-
self, it might again put them hot on his scent.
Like Brer Rabbit, he decided to “Lay low,
and say nuffing.” g

Unwin, for his part, was nursing consider-
able bitterness against the creok. He
rightly guessed that Figg had been in suci
a desperate hurry to finish his murderous
task that he had omitted to cut one of the
wires which stretched between the sky-
scrapers with the oxy-acetylene flame. In
consequence, Micky had escaped a terrible
death, and Unwin had paid out a thousand
dollars on account, a sum for which he had
received no value. VUnwin was not anxious
to-have any more truck with the unreliable
crook.

But if Unwin was not anxious to sec him.
Alec P. Figg was bursting with impaticn
to visit the ex-film star. He was hard u
the police were shadowing him persistentl
and he badly wanted those four thousan:
“bucks ”* he had fondly come to regard as
his own.

Smart Alec was far too. experienced a
criminal to make the mistake of trus
a letter to the post, knowing only too well
that such a course would prove fatal.

As the days flew by his impatience grew
until 'his nerves began to suffer in cons
quence. He devised all kinds of schemes for
meeting Unwin, even considering the highly
dangerous plan of visiting the ex-star at his
private address.

Each day he read the Society reports in
the Los Angeles papers, to keep in touen
with the movements of Unwin, and by this
means he learnt of a big dinner, given by o
of the fashionable folk of the city. at which
the ex-star was cxpected to attend as a
guesh.

That night Alec P. Figg left the low-class
lodging-house at’ which he was staying, and.
with his hands in his pockets and wea
a ragged cap pulled over his eyes, he strode
forth into the street. = : :

Without appearing to do so, he moticed
he was being shadowed as usual by an agent
of the police, who strolled in an innccent
fashion some distance behind him.
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The erook tock a tortucus path threugh the
eity, turning sharply first to the right and
then to the left, until a distance of two
or three miles had been covered.

Once he stooped to adjust a bootlace,
listening carefully the while. His shadower
was still on his trail, as hurrying footsteps
behind him amply testified. .

“Gee, I've a good mind to sandbag that
'tec!” muttered Smart Alec under his breath.
“It would sure serve him right, but I guess
1 kin get rid of the hoch easily enough.”

By this time Smart Alec had almost
reached the part of the town for which he
had heen heading, and he turned into a darky
and narrow street containing only one block
of houses. . .

Barely had he got round the .corner than
he whipped a slouch hat from his pocket.
Hastily removing his ragged cap and a rather
Wirty mufiler from his throat, he stuffed them
-in his coat. Then he donned the slouch hat.
and his final swift acts were to fix a lank,
black moustache already damp with spirit-
gum to his upper-lip, and adjust a pair
of spectacles over the bridge of his nose.

With leisurely steps Smart Alec retraced
- his path, and passed right under the very
nose of the sleuthhound whose duty it was
to keep the notorious crook in his sight. The
detective gave Figg but a cursory glance
as he passed him in the shadows of a high
wall, and gave ng more thought. to the
leisurely person in the high collar and spec-
tacles. Instead, he  discovered that his
quarry wag not in sight in the short street,
50 be hastened ¢un under the belief that the
creok had darted round the corner of the
block.

Once clear of the man, Alec P. Figg gave
a low chuckle, and made off with all speed.
He knew he was safe for an hour or two at
least, until the matter was reported to head-
quarters and his trail was pifked up again.
He determined to make the most of his
period of freedom from the eyes of the law
by meeting his friend. Floyd Unwin.

Not for many a day had Figg ‘felt-in such
high good humour, and he hoarded a trolley-
car for the suburb in which Unwin resided
as though setting out on some holiday jaunt.
The clocks in the city were striking ten
when he commenced his journey, and it must
have been nearly eleven. when he finally
reached the pretentious hlock of flats in
which Unwin resided.

Figg felt reasonably certain that Unwin
had not arrlved home yet. and so he deter-
mined to conceal himself for a time, in the
Lepe of accosting the ex-star on his way into
flat. For this purposc the crook selected
a clump of flowering-bushes in the beautiful
garden which stretclied before the mansion,
and behind this he ited patiently for the
appearance of his accomplice. :

Fortune favoured the cracksman, for the
first automobife to roll up to the entrance
of the block was FYloyd TUnwin's own
beautiful car,

With feline steps Figg glided from his
hiding-place, and reached the entrance j
as Unwin dismissed his chauffeur with a few
ders for the morning. The car glided
itly away. and Unwin turned to enger the
nilding. As be did so he came face to face
with the cracksman.

/ithout a word, Figeg removed the lank,
moustache irom his face, and made a
. sweeping bow.

nwin’ sprang back as though he had heen
siiot. He had heen “hitting * the opium-
pipe again, and his nerves were neot i a
condition to withstand shooks.

“Why, what she—what the blazes are you
doing here?” he spluttered, recovering him-
a little. “I—T thought you’d cleared ont
of town long age!”

Figg smiled sardonically.

“Ah, that was w you made a K1’ mis-
take, Mister Unwi he wmurmured.
guees other places would kinder suit my
health better, but I ain't got the necessary
grcenbacks to pay a fare to ‘'em, and I'm
too tionest by r to ‘jump’ trains, like
some of those hobo guys. Now, maybe, if
I had them four thousand ‘bucks’ what
somebody owes me, I’ i

b

o)

Ia—-7"

hissed Unwin, pointing
ve which led to the street.

Iy!” said the crock imperterbably.

jest what I'm going to do—when

I've got them four thousand bucks!™

“You'll get no mouney from me, you skeered

r!” breathed Unwin, “You've gobv a

\ w streak in you, that's clear from the

way you guyed before you finished the job

yon reed to 4 Phsaw!”
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Floyd Unwin swung round on his heel,
and started to enter the -mansion, but Figg
laid a detaining hand on his arm.

“No you don’t!” he muttered. *You listen
to what I've got to say first! If you like I'll
come up to your-flat to say it, if not, I'll
say it right here—loud enough for all your
wealthy pals in the block to hear, for all I
carel”

“See hyer, Figg,” snarled Unwin, “you're
not coming into my flat again, and if you've
cot anything on your chest you can get it
off right hyer! But let me tell you this, if
it's money you've come to . cadge, there’s
nothing doin D’you understand?”

“1 want nothing that ain't due to me!”
said Figg. “All I want is them four thousand
hucks you promised me for doing the job!“

*Waal, you didn’t do it!”

“That wasn't my fault,” whined the crook.
“I guess there was something wrong with Red
Herman’s oxy-acetylene  generator! Gee, I
wish 1'd bad .my own outfit, and then there
wouldn’t hev lLeen any hiteh!”
~“What you wanted was a little more
pluck!” sneered Unwin.

“Like what you had when you didn’t ride
that motor-bike over the eclifis, I suppose?”’
murmured Smart Alec.

Floyd Unwin flushed red under the electric
light_which shone in the entrance, and he
gave a furious snort, and strode away to-
wards the clevators.

With his face livid with rage Alec P.
Figg dashed after him, and grasped his over-
coat.

The touch of the crook’s hand lashed the
ex-star into an ungovernable fury. He swung
round, and, grasping Figg round the waist,
tirew him with all his force down the steps
to the motor-drive. Then he entered the self-
working elevator, and shot up to the fioor
on which his flat was situated.
he opium-smoking habit may

Tected Floyd Unwin's nerves in some w
but it had not apparently deteriorated
muscles to any great extent. judging from the
force that Figg struck the gravel of the
drive. The ear he landed on promised to be
a sight worth looking at for many a day to
come.

He sat up, and a string of foul oaths and
threats Ie his lips. Lucky it was for
UnWin that Figg had not his automatic-pistol
on him, otherwise it is certain there would
have been another *“gunuing ” sensation for
the morning papers.

The creook had given up the practice of
walking *“heeled ¥ about the streets of Los
Angeles, for he never knew when the police
might descend on him, and he had no wish
to be apprehended even for an offence like
carrying concealed weapons.

Figg made his way homewards in a very
ditferent frame of mind from that in which he
had set out for his visit. Owing to a pro-
nounced limp he had developed as one of
the resuits of his close acquaintanceship with
the gravel motlor-drive, lLe missed the last
trolley-car back to town, and had to hobble
all the way to his lodging-house. :

Time and agajin he mentally repeated to
himself that he would “get ” Floyd Unwin,
if he was sent to the cleetric chair for it!
T spectacle Figg had presented sliding

down the steps to the gravel drive
on his ear.

e guessed the crook would go ail out to
revenge himself for the assaunit. but Unwin
was in a don't-care-a-rap-for hing kind of
mood, and so the matter-didn’t worry him

Arriving in his flat, he dismissed his
Japanese butler to bed, and tock to pacing
up and dewn in the smoking-room, lighting
and consuining one gold-tipped cigarette after
another.

His thoughts turned from Alec P. Figg, and
dwelt upon the wrongs he cousidered he‘had
sustained at the hands of Mr. Broadworth,
Jeff Romery, and Micky Denv

So intense became his passion that he
oround his teeth together, and tore up two
freshiy-lighted cigarettes, as though destroy-
ing the objecte of his hatred by so doing.

“Hang the whole Broadworth outfit!” he
snarled. “I'd like to see their studjos blown
gky-high or burat'to the ground!”

With his vicious wish born of thé hatred to
which he had given so free a rein, the ex-
star threw himself into an armchair. Next

have sadly

Unwin the Firebrand!
WICE whilst going up in the lift Unwin
chuckled hoarsely to himself as the

moment ke sat bolt upright, the light of

Fridaif.

his

madness and fierce - desire burning
hollow eyes.

“Why not?” he muttered to himself. “Figg
has failed me, but I guess I can still zet
even with those Broadworth skunks!”

Slipping off ‘his shoes, he tiptoed out into
the hall, and listened. Having assured him-
self that the servants were all sleeping, he
made for the kitchen. There, from a cup-
board, he drew a can containing paraffin,
and, selecting a large sauce-bottle which had
been deposited among other refuse in a bin
in the scullery, he filled it with the oil.

Cautiously he replaced the can, and, grasping
the bottle of oil, made his way to his bed-
room. Without troubling to change from his
immaculate evening dress, he slipped on a
pair of heavy walking-boots. Finally, he
obtained a small hypodermic syringe, and,
puncturing his left arm, he injected a dose
of an insidious drug into his veins.

Prior to the United States going “dry,”
Unwin had liked his glass of spirits, but now,
as he was unable to satisfy a depraved liking
for alcohol, he resorted to opium, or some
other pernicious drug.

At the hallstand Unwin selected a light
fawn-coloured overcoat, which he donned
over his evening-dress, and a large-check
cap, which he pulled well down over bhis
eyes.

Thus garbed, and with the bhottle of
parafin-oil, wrapped in a newspaper, reclining
in his overcoat-pocket, he made his way out
of- the flat. Nobody was about, and he
reached the street without being seen.

.. Keyed up with the drug which he had

injected into his veins, and with the fierce
fire of vengeance burning in his heart, he
turned northward, and strode rapidly in the
direction of the Broadworth studios.

The moon was hidden behind a bank of
clouds, but tiie stars were shining brightly as
Fi Unwin reached the high fence which
bordered the Broadworth lot. Knowing every
inch of the ground now, he selected the
hest place for his effort, and quickly shinned
over the fence.

For a few moments he crouched in the
deep shadows before venturing farther. The
men who had charge of the animals in the
menagerie, and who slept ou the premises, he
did not fear, for it was not likely that they
would be awake,” hut there were always &
couple of night-watehmen on the prowl, and
he had no wish to run into one of these.

Gliding like a snake through the grass, he
made swiftly towards the store-sheds.

Only just in time, Unwin got behind the
building as he saw a swaying light coming
towards him. Almost immediately

after-
wards a light appeared coming from the eppa-
site direction in which lay the animal cages.

The lanterns were borne by the two night-
watchmen employed by the Broadworth Com-
pany, and the two men met at a point
within ten yards of where the ex-star pressed
against the weather-boards of the store-shed.

“Hallo, Bill!” said one, lighting up his
pipe—a- proceeding strictly against orders
“Is all serene round that part o’ the lo

“You bet!” was the reply. “But that new
grizzzly b’ar what K. N. bought for the big
production, is kinder restless in his strange
quarters.”

The man drew out his pipe also, with the
intention of joining his fellow-worker in a
quiet smoke. :

“That’s only nat’ral,” said the first night-
watchman., “Bars is like a good many
buman beings—they’ve gotter get used to a

new bed afore they kin sleep proper. Hark
at- him now!”
A low, rumbling erowl echoed over the

Broadworth lot as the big grizzly recorded
his protest against his new quarters. He
had  been- purchased for the company's
menagerie gome time before by Mr. Broad-
worth himself, but arrangements for his
reception had but recently been completed,
and he had arrived only that morning.

“I hev iest been lookin’ at that b’ar,” said
the night-watchman, who had strolled up
from the direction of the menagerie, “and it
struck me the bars o’ his cage ain’t none
too strong-lookin’!”

The first man lavghed.

“Gee!” he said. “You don’t think those
keeper guys would be sech pinheads as to
put him in a cage he could get out of, do
1 9%

! I ain’t sayin’ so, Ginger. But there
ain’t no man living, I opine, who knows the
real strength o’ a grizzly b’ar. When I was
stayin’ in China Valley, British Columbia,
tast fall, I saw my brother pump thirteen
‘forty-four’ bullets out o a Winchesier
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repeatin’.gun into one, and the brute kept on
Wis ping. We both had to beat it mighty
swift, I kin tell you. That b’ar only died o’
Jogs o' blood, and we examined him after-
wards, and found that every one o’ those
bullets had punctured him in a vital spot
like his heart or head!” 2

“Well, our grizzly b’ar don’t wanter get
out, anyway,” said Ginger, with a laugh.
“It’s years since he saw his home in the
Rockies, and I guess he likes his cushey job
o’ posin’ afore the film-cameras too much to
wantter go roamin’ around again. What was
that?”

Both night-watchmen swung round.

Tieyd Unwin, getting a trifie cramped, had
shifted the position of his feet, and in doing
<0 had cracked a dry twig. With his heart
pounding like a hammer against his ribs,
he pressed closer against the wall of the
store-shed, breathing a silent hope that the
iwo men would not investigate the cause of
he sound.

To his relief,
gave a laugh.

“That row?” he said. “Guess your nerves
must be kinder jumpy to-night. Y'oughter
Enow there're dozens o) rats round these
sheds and under that pile o' hay between
uyer and the animal-cages. Ain't you ever
seen that 1i dawg o’ Mister Denver’s layin’
'em out?”

Apparently the other was reassured, for
he did not refer to the subject again. In-

tfw night-watchman, Bill,

stead, he suggested that, as everything was.

quiet, they might adjourn to the little lodge
at the entrance to the studio premises for
another pipe.

To this proposal the other readily agreed,
and, to Unwin's intense relief, the two not
very conscientious employees of the film com-
pany strolled off together.

The lodge by the gateway suggested by the
night-watchman as being a convenient place
for another “smoko,” was situated several
hundred yards from the store-sheds,. and the
ex-star waited a sufficient length of time to
permit of the two men ensconcing themselves
comfortably within jts walls.

When ke moved it was with lightning
rapidity. He drew the bottle of parafiin
from his pocket, and flushed the oil against
the wall of the nearest shed.

Then he dropped the bottle on the ground. |

Stooping dewn, be struck a mateh, and,
shielding the flare with his hands, applied
it to the soaked woodwork.

Immediately a great hissing, yellow flame

leaped up, licking the wall of the store-
shed.
With a gloating chuckle of 'triumph,

Fioyd Unwin turned away. As he did so, he
noticed the hig pile of bay a few yards
- distant between ‘the store-sheds and the
animal-cages. :
With the mad lust for destruction in his

mind, he halted for one brief second to
strike another match and toss it into the dry
liny. »

Running strongly, e dashed towards the

fence over which he had climbed to gain
to the lot,
I guess that fire’ll sweep over the whole
of the buildings before the hoses ean be
igpged!” he breathed to himself. “Gee! T'd
te see the faces of Jeff, the Big Noise,
ind that young Britisher pup when they
next see their precious studios!”

The glow from the fire lighted up his path,
and he dashed madly onward, in fear of
heing seen in the ijlumination.

Distant shouts assailed his ears, and then
hie ~heard a louder yell away to his left.
From a shanty one of the men employed for
ng the animals came dashing at top-
»d. "He was garbed only in his pyjamas,
and was running along by the high wooden
fence. X
* With a gasp of dismay, the ex-star swerved
at right-angles from his course. To skirt
the animal-cages and scale the fence at a
spot farther along was now his object. -

Another loud yell rom the -keeper
rnounced to Unwin that he had been seen.
; fear lent the -ex-star wings, and the
chances of the man who had become his
pursuer were small of overtaking him or even
of getting near emough to recognise him.

By this time one of the store-sheds was
well alight, and the stack of hay was roar-
into. a fierce blaze. But, with a curse,
Unwin ncticed that the sparks and lighted
picces of hay. instead of being blown over
the other studio buildings, were drifting down
-towards the animal-cages.
ice records show that almost every
al makes one mistake, big or little,

in the commission of his crime, and it ig
this failibility of human nature which is
responsible for such a large propertion of
wrongdoers being brought to book.

Floyd Unwin recognised that he had been
no exception to the rule. Whilst waiting in
the shadow of the store-sheds for the night-
watchmen, to take their departure, he had
not taken into consideration the direction of
the mild breeze that was blowing.

Had the wind been laying in the opposite
direction, the store-sheds, the dressing-rooms,
and probably the main studio itself, would
have been ablaze.

But the breeie .which was holding up the
rapid spread of the fire from the rest of the
premises was causing no little consternation
among the four-footed residents of the
menagerie, as their grunts, howls, and roars
amply testified. g

Terrible to hear especially were the deep-
throated roars of ‘the lions as they rever-
berated through the night, but even they
had not the note of savagery possessed by
the rumbling growls of that new-comer to
the Broadworth menagerie, the grizzly-bear.

From pacing restlessly up and down in his
cage, he commenced at the outbreak of the
fire to run round and round at a ‘loping
trot. Then, with the first shower of sparks
which came fiying into his cage, he hurled
his massive frame at against the iron bars,
_The bar which received the bulk of his
weight, burst with a rending crash from the
floor of the cage. Even then the grizzly
could not get clear from his prison, but
another shower of sparks caused him to
wedge his great body through the aperture
with such mad fury that two other bars
bent slightly beneath the strain.

The fears of the night-watchman had been
well-grounded, for the next moment the
mighty grizzly dropped to the ground, and
made off across the lot away from the fire.

Unwin, running madly, saw a huge dark
shape loom up before him, and with a shriek
of terror he attempted to dodge. =

The grizzly aimed a blow at him which,
had it landed properly, would have broken
the man’s neck like a mateh-stick. As it was,
one of the animal's claws ripped his face
and shoulder open and sent him reeling to
the ground.

It was fortunate for the ex-star that fiight
was the -bear’s sole idea, and the beast
loped off with incredible swiftness to that
part of the lot farthest away from the con-
flagration. 3

Unwin staggered to his feet, the right side
of his face and his overcoat gleaming crimson
in the light of the fire, and made off just in
time to avoid the keeper. Never in his best
stunts hefore the film-cameras had he ever
performed such a fine athletic feat as he
did in his wounded condition that night.

Spurred by the fear of the drcad conmse-
quences if he was recognised, he fairly flew
over the intervening ground to the fence
which bordered the lot. - The bigh {fence
itself he vaulted by a superhuman effort,
and then ran at top speed across the fleld
he found- himself in, until he reached the
shelter of a hedgerow.

At the other side of the hedge he stopped,
panting for breath. The keeper had appa-
rently abandoned the chase, for, although
Unwin peered through the bushes, he could
see nobody in the field he had just traversed.
This was a relief, but he found no source of
satisfaction in the appearance of the fire.

The flames were lighting the countryside,
but the showers of sparks which ascended
heavenward in sudden bursts showed that it
was the stack of hay which was sulfering
chiefly and providing the bulk of the illu-
mination. Moreover, a loud hissing sound
revealed that the night-watchman or others
had rigged the fire-hoses and were busily
playing water on to the outhreak.

Cursing under his breath, the ex-star turned
away. He had a long way to go home, and
his torn face and shoulder pained abomin-
ably. Keeping in the shadow of the hedges,
he set off at a steady trot.

. . . . . . v

Micky Denver in his dreams was just in
the ach of refusing an offer of five million
dellars for one appearance before a film-
camera operated by Floyd Unwin and Smart
Alec, when a loud knocking rudely awakened
him from his slumbers. Next moment the
voiee of Ah Mee, the old Chinese servant,
sounded from outside: his bedroom ‘door.

“Hi, hi, hi!” it squeaked. “Heap big file
burnee !”:

Firet”

FridaYQ 11

Micky sprang out of bed W 2
threw open-the door of his room.

“Fire!” he repeated. *Where's the fire,
Ah Mee? Downstairs?”

The old Chinaman, trembling with exeite-
ment, waved his hand towards the back of
the house. '

“No, here! No here!”. he cried. “Me
]t_inkee somebody’s filmee studios catchee
ight.” =
“Film studio?” 3

With sudden apprehension fugging at his
heart-strings, Micky dashed back into hig
room, and, drawing the blind aside, gazed
out of the window. Ah Mee was right. There
was a fire somewhere, as a dull red glow
testified.

“My aunt!” muttered Micky.
the direction of the
too!” &

He hastily threw on some clothes, €nd
while he was doing so be heard the voice
of Buddy demanding of Ah Mce what the
trouble was about. :

When he was dressed, Micky went along
to the door of Buddy’s room, and told the
little property man that he proposed going
cut to discover the actual site of the fire.

“Wait a moment,” replied the voice of
Buddy, “and I'll come along with you.” i

In less than two minutes the young film
star and the little property man were aute
side the house and on their way to the scene
of the conflagration.

“Let’s take the short cut across the fields,”
suggested Buddy, “and make straight for the
Broadworth lot. It sartinly looks as though
the fire was in that direction. Gee, but I'm
right glad to see it’s beginning to die dewn
quite a hit!”
~With that remark Buddy lapsed into
silence. He found he needed all {zis breath
for keeping up with Micky’s athletic stride. .

Walking at a great pace with the little
Props punting aleng at his side, Micky turned
off the road and took the short cut across
the fields.

Suddenly the shriek of a siren woke the
cchoes of the night, and this was followed
a few moments later by the whirring roaf
of automgbiles travelling at high speed.
Cinema City was rousing itself, and motor-
engines were hastening to the scene of the
outbreak.

Micky increased his pace, and Buddy
responded gallantly for a time. His one
desire was to reach ths Broadworth premises
a3 soon as possible and satisfy himself the
no harm had come to his beloved properties.

But Buddy’s round little body . was no¥
built for speed, and the property-man scon
had “bellows to mend.” The two had jus
entered a gate into another ficld when Buddy
stopped dead.

flasn, and

“And it's in
Broadworth studiosy

“Phew!” he puffed. “I'm threugh! You—
phew !=—beat it alone, Micky!” _
“That’'s all right, Buddy,” csaid Mic

“You'll be fit again after a shiort breath
and then—-"

He broke off shoet and gripped Buddy's
arm., :

“What's that?” he muttered.

His eyes strove to pierce the da
he faintly discerned a vague shape approachs
ing swiftly towards them in the shadows of
the long hedgerow that bordered the field.
Remaining perfectly motionless, he was soon
able to see that it was a man—a man
approaching from the direction of the fire in
so furtive a fashion that Micky's suspicions
were thoroughly aroused.

. To get out of the fleld the mysterious
individual would have to approach within a
few feet of where he and Buddy were stand-
ing, and so he waited until the man had
almost reached the gate béfore pouncing cut.

“Who goes there?”

The man let out a fierce snarl like a
irightened beast, and swerved from his path.
Like a flash Micky’s foot shot eub and
tripped him-up. With commendable pr e
of mind Buddy whipped out a pocket eleciric
terch and switched it on.

The white ray lighted up the face ef the
mysterious stranger as he sprawled on the
ground. The face was disfigured, with »
terrible wound on the right cheek, but with
both - Micky and Buddy - recogniiion wag
instantaneous.

“Floyd Unwin!”

ANOTHER LONG INSTALMENT  CF
THIS MAGNIFICENT SERIAL STORY
OF THE CINEMA WILL APPEAR IN
NEXT FRIDAY’S ¢ PENNY POPULAR.Y
THE PENNY POPULAR.-—XNo. €&
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% HAZELDENE’S HONOUR ! [

(Continued from page 7.) 3
$ nﬁ%sa%s;mn‘u:‘ﬂ%llwns‘b‘k

\ And so Le hung on, bidding Hazeldene be
of good cheer, and assuring him that help
would come soon.

Bt it seemed that a slow-moving cycle of
Years had passed before help did come. Then
a clanging of bells, accompanied by a cheer
from below, arnounced that the fire-brigade
had arrived. >

The rest was simple. The top of a fire-
man's ladder became visible to the two
juniors seated astride the ledge. Then fol-
lowed the helmet, and then the head and
shoulders of "a stalwart fireman.

“Thank Heaven!” muttered Dennis
ferventiy.

Hazeldene fainted at this juncture, thus
rendering the fireman’s task far more simple
than it would otherwise have been.

The man slung Hazel across his shoulder
as if the junior had been a2 baby. Then he
descended the ladder, returning a moment
later for Dennis Carr.

And when Dennis was safe and sound on
terra firma, and the crisis was past, cheer
after cheer rang out from the assembled
throng. Cheer after cheer—and they rang
like music in the ears of the junior who had
risked his life for another! X
. The fireman was loudly applauded, too.
‘He had played his part well.

But it was to Dennis Carr that Hazeldene
owed his life. For if Dennis had not sup-
ported him ‘during those vitally anxious
moments on the ledge he would undoubtedly
have come crashing down to destruction.

The Head and the masters had been wit-
‘nesses of the final scene, and they were quick
to show their appreciation of Dennis Carr’s
gallantry. i ;

As for the Removites, they seemed to have
gone mad; and their enthusiasm and excite-
ment rose to such a pitch that Dennis Carr
fvasbfortunate to escape being torn limb from
1iNno.

Hazeldene soon came round; but he was
still in & weak and exhausted condition. He
was - conveyed to the sanatorium, and the
doetor was summoned.

Meanwhile, - Dennis Tarr was borne in
triumph to the Remove dormitory on the
shoulders of Harry Whartonh and Bob Cherry.
And a cheering, clamorous crowd followed
behind.

The Head and the masters made no attempt
to check the demonstration. And they smiled
as the time-honoured refrain was borne to
them on the night air: -

“For he's a jolly good fellow!”

Carr

° e » . N ®

The morning brought important revelations.

According to the medical man who attended
Huzeldene, that junigr had been in the habit
of walking in his sleep for some time past.
His nerves had been in an overwrought condi-
tion; and this fact accounted for bis extra.
ordinary actions. The Heaé decided that the
iunior should go home for a month in order
he might' obtain complete rest and
1ge.

ry Wharton & Co. were amazed when
hey heard this information; and they felt
ry sick with themselves for their harsh
catment of Hazeldene and Dennis Carr.
Before Hagzel left Greyfriars they tendered
him & handsome apology, and they resolved
to be exceptionally decent to him on his
return.  They scarcely dared to expeect
Hazel's fovgiveness—or Dennis Carr's either,
for that matter. But both Hazel and Dennis
readily decided to let bygones be bygones.
They were only too happy to think that
‘events had terminated so satisfactorily. ;
. But none of the Greyfriars fellows will ever
forget that night of terror, which terminated
in thé complete vindication of Hazeldene's
Honou

THE END. .

(Another grand long story of Harry
[Wharton & Ce, next week, entitled: “ THE
BEST MAN WINS!” by Frank Richards.
Avo isappointment by ordering your PINNY
POPULAR early.)
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THE CORRESPONDENCE COLUMN.

After much consideration I have come to
the conelusion that a small charge must for
the future be made for inserting notices in
the Correspondence Column. The feature has
been very popular, and has done good service
in the past. It will, I feel sure, do even
better in.the future, and the decision to make
a charge of sixpence for the insertiomr of a
notice so as to cover some part of the ex-
pense entailed by printing these advertise-
ments will, I am convinced, meet with the
approval of all who have the welfare of the
Companion Papers at heart.

“THE BEST MAN WINS.®’
By Frank Richards.

is the title of the next Greyfriars story,
which provides fine reading for all my readers
who are fond of school sport.

Mauleverer’s uncle presents a fine silver
cup to be competed for by the juniors of the
four great schools—Greyiriars, St.- Jim’s,
Rookwood, and Higheliffe. 2

Dennis Carr holds a very prominent place
in the Greyfriars team, and it falls on him to
uphold the banner for his school.

I am sure that when you read

“THE BEST MAN WINS.”

you will vote it as being one of Mr. Frank
Richards’ best yarns.

“MICK OF THE MOVIES.”
By Stanton Hope.

This is another instalment of the powerful
fitm serial of Mr. Hope's. Announcements
will be made in the Editor’s Chat about the
new serial which is starting soon. See that
you do not miss it.

“ MORNINQTON'S CHALLENGE!”
By Owsn Conguest.

Although Smythe has failed to beat Jimmy
Silver’s cricket team in “Tricking the
Tricksters,” it does not stop Mernington
nhaving a try at doing so. But whether he
succeeds in this venture will be told in

“HMORNINGTON'S CHALLENQGE!"”

INVENTORS.

Readers of the PENNY POPULAR also as
a rule read the “Gem,” and they know all
about Bernard Glyn and his many sand
wonderful inventions. There was a story
appeared some couple of months since about
Glyn’s marvellous specific for making hair
grow on bald heads, and you remember how
the doughty fellow tried it on Herr
Schneider, the German master, with results
which were positively disastrous.

That does not mabter., Of course Bagg
Trimble chipped in, and just as mueh, of
course, the fat chap made matters far worse,
for the moustache that grew on the Trimble
upper-lip was put there by Baggy—a borrowed
moustache from Tom Merry's make-up box.

But Glyn played trumps, and his imitation
of a French barber was really great—French
included. One is inclined to think there is
not very much Glyn does not happen to
know, and, after all, his mix-up of smelly
ingredients might have stirred the- reluctant
halr roots of Herr Schuneider. You never can
tell.

. Come to think of it, though—and this is
my point—an inventor has as a rule a
Nobody believes in him.
On the other hand, everybody laughs at him.
He gets in trouble for making what is called
a mess. We all know that. Now, no in-
ventor worth his salt ever invented anything
without causing some amount of trouble. He
{s bound to.upsct things and spill concoc-
tions on the furniture. If folks grumble
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that i8 ‘their fault really, for they should
see to it that the clever, brainy fellow has
a nice comfortable room in which he can
invent at will without being plagued by
complaints from people who always want to
dust the furniture, and who get cross and
over-anxious when white paint or paraffin or
turps are dropped on the floor. If this were
done all would be well,

All my life I have felt a deep sympathy
for the patient, long-suffering inventor whoe
always got interfered witn. He is out to
do good to his fellow-creatures, just like
Bernard Glyn.. He likes to potter. Most
individuals hate chaps who potter. But
pottering has brought about most of the big
things. A scientist is out searching for some-
thing, and he potters along down the stony
road of learning, and then quite accidentally
comes upon the elucidation of some other
mystery which he was not in the least expect-
ing to find. So long life to the potterer, and
few worries and mueh success!

s BEINQ SENSITIVE.

It js not easy to suggest a cure for
sensitiveness; and this <is what a chum of
mine wants. He says he is nervous in com-
pany and touchy in speech. He also feels
dissatisfied with everything, fed up with life
in general, although he is only young. Now,
there are remedies for this kind of thing, and
the complaint is far commoner than many
Suppose.

But being fed up generally, usually shows
there has been a lot too much thought of
self. You do need to keep your own self in
its proper place. You need to make it do
a lot of work and to watch it carefully,
seeing to it that it does not get out of hand
and become either morbhid and depressed or
unpleasant and swanky. There is nothing
80 difficult as the business of looking after
this self. It is always trying to go wrong,
to take some path which would not suit it,
or to make itself disagreeable.

Sensitiveness and nervousness are just in-
evitable ‘with heaps of people. The féllow
who feels he is sensitive is hardly to he
pitied. He has a temperament which is
receptive to all the best, and for that reason
he might well be congratulated. But he has
to fight with the quality, or else it will get
exaggerated.

He starts by imaginig .that some friend
has slighted him. In most cases the friend
in question has never dreamed of doing so,
and he is at a dead loss next time the two
meet, for he sees something is wrong, and
cannot for the life of him think what it is.

The fellow whe is on the qui vive for
snubs will have a bad time. He is always
passing through spells of fear—dread lest he
has said something he should not, or lest
some action of his has been misinterpreted.
This is a case where the reform must come
from the vietim. He must wrestle with the
defect, and thereby save -himself no end of
misery. 5 ]

Some chaps cannot stand a joke. They ars
too much engrossed with the deadly serious
side of life. This is a huge mistake. But the
shrinking, sensitive phase can be conquered.
Behind it is a brain which will stand the
owner in real good stead and bring him to
the top. You want to take each day as
something which is full of splendour—chock-

_full of chances-to do good work and help

That is the only way. Do you know.
I rather envy the sensitive fellow. He is
a‘thinker, and he is naturally modest. He
makes better company than the over-confi-
dent, conceited chap who fancies he knows
all about everything, and who starts telling
his seniors what they should do, and so forth,

others.

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

By OWEN CONQUEST.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Sporting Offer!

and paper when Adolphus Smythe of
the Shell lounged into the end study.

j Jimmy’s youthful brow was corrugated
with thought, and he was jotting down names
on the paper. He did not take the trouble
to look up as Smythe’s elegant form paused
in the doorway. He was busy.

“Silver, deah boy!”

“Tommy Dodd,” murmured Jimmy Silver,
“and Cook, and Doyle. Must put those
three Modern bounders in.”

“Jimmy Silver!”

“Lovell, and Raby, and Newcome—that
makes six.”

“I'm talkin’ to you, Silver!”

“And Flynn—Flynn can bowl. That's seven
—eight with me,” murmured Jimmy Silver,
apparently oblivious of the elegant Adolphus.
“Rawson can bat—he goes in. That’s nine.”

“Do you hear me, Silver?”

“Oswald ought to go in,” pursued Jimmy

JIMMY SILVER was busy with a pencil

meditatively.  “That’s ten. I suppose the
other one had better be a Modern. Lemme
see! Yes—young Towle. That’s four

Moderns in the eleven. Too many really, but
" a skipper must do the fair thing.”

“Jimmy Silver!” bawled Smythe, growing
red in the face.

: I;he captain of the Fourth locked up at
ast.

“Hallo!
affably.

“You clieeky young rotter!" snapped Adol-
phus. “You know jolly well I've been here
five minutes!” .

“Don’t make it six, then. Good-bye!”

“I've come to speak to you about the
cricket.”

“Cricket!” said Jimmy Silver, with an air
of astonishment. “What do you know about
ericket?” =

“You cheeky young sweep! I was captain
of the Junior Eleven before you wedged into
the school!” howled Adolphus indignantly.

“There were gia in those days, weren’t
there?” smiled Jimfy Silver. i

“You're making up the eleven for the first
mateh, -I understand?”

“Just so!” -

“Are you putting me in?”

“Ha:-ha, hat"”

“What are you cackling at, you cheeky
fag?”

“Ha, ha! You're such a humorous chap.
Smythey!” said Jimmy Silver. “No, dear
boy; I'm not pufting you in. I'm going to
put you in the hop-seotch eleven.”’

“How many of the Shell are you puttin’
in?” 2

“None.”

“Do you think we're going to let the Junior
Fleven become a wholly Fourth-Form team?”
demanded Adolphus.

“You’'ll have to, unless you Shell-fish buck
up and stop slacking,” said Jimmy Silver
coolly. “I'm not putting slackers mto the
Junior Eleven. You got us a record of
ickings when you were sT(ipper. History isn't
going to repeat itself if I can help it. No
chap gets his cap for the Junior Eleven while
I'm skipper unless he can play cricket—with

Is that you, Smythey?” he said

Jimmy Silver.

the accent on the play. Swanking with an eye-
glass isn’t quite sufficient to win matches.”

“Well, we’re not standin’ it, and I've come
to tell you so,” said Adolphus. “If we doun’t
get fair play we shall break off with the
club and form a new club on our own and
set up a rival eleven.”

“Go ahead!” said Jimmy Silver cheerily.
“You're welcome, my son! I1'li come down
and watch you playing instead of taking
‘ Chuckles.” It will be just as funny, and
save three-halfpence!”

Smythe of the Shell breathed hard through
his nose. It was very exasperating to the
dandy of the Shell, the great chief of the
Giddy Goats of Rookwood, to be talked to
like this—very exasperating indeed. He felt
a great inclination to seize Jimmy Silver by
the seruff of the meck and “mop up® the
study with him. Only one consideration re-
strained him—the unfortunate certainty that
it would be himself—Adolphus Smythe—who
would in that case get the “mopping.”

“So we'réd all left out,” said Smytke.
“You're beginning the cricket season with a
Fourth Form team, leavin’ only their elders.
You can’t expect the Shell {o put up with
it. There'll be trouble.” * -

“My dear kid, this study thrives on
trouble,” said Jimmy Silver.

“Well, I’'m goin’ to make you a
offer!” said Smythe.

“Pile in! Jolly glad to see you do any-
thing sporting!” said the captain of the
Fourth cordially. “The change may do you

sportin’

good !”

“I'm going to make up an eleven in the
Shell, and play your precious fag team,”. said
Smythe.

“We’ll play you,” said Jimmy. “The
matches doun't begin just yet, and we'll play
your team of slackers and duffers for
praetice.”

“And we’re goin’ to lick you.”

““Hag, ha, hat? 3

“Well, here’'s my offer,” said Smythe,
“We're goin’ to play you, and if we lick you
we demand to have a certain number of us
played in the Junior Eleven.”

“You’d be entitled to if you licked us,” said
“You wouldn’t have to ask.
I'd put in any chap who was better than a
chap whose name I've got down, and you
know it—if it were my own name, too. But
as your team couldn’t beat the fags of the
Third, what’s the good of talking rot,
Smythey?” -

“Is it a go?” said Smythe. “We’ve talked
it over in my study, an’ we're willin™ {o muke
a sportin’ offer, as I said. I make up an
eleven and play you. If we beat you we
claim half the places in the Junior Eleven for
the Shell.”

“That’'ll be five and a half chaps for you
to play,” remarked Jimmy Silver. “I don’t
know how you'll work it.”

“QOh, don’t be funny! We'll {oss up for
the odd man,” said Smythe.

“If you beat us!” grinned Jimmy Silver.

“Yes; that’s understood.”

“Well, if that merry prospect will make
you buck up and stop slacking, I agree,” said
Jimrmay. “You couldn’t beat balf of us, but

you're welecome to try—and more power to
your elbow, as old Fiynn says

“Let’s have jt plain,” said” Smythe. with a
glitter in his somewhat shifty eyes.- “1 don’t
want any crawlin’ out of the agreement
afterwards.”

“Do you want to go out of this study on
your neck?” asked Jimmy Silver pleasantly.
“If you do, you've only got to repeat that
remark.” £ :

“Let’s hav€ it in black and white,” said
Emythe, unheeding. *“I can take your word.
But if you mean business, there's no harm in
putting it down plain.”

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“1 don’t mind.”

“Another point. I mayn’t be able to make
up a whole cleven in the Shell-some of the
chaps don’t play cricket. I suppose there’d
b‘? 1o chjection to my playing a Coombe
chap?”

“None at all! The village team can play.
and they’d lend you a man better than any
you could find among your own slackers,”
said Jimmy BSilver, with a nod. “You can
borrow two or three from them if you like.”

“I don’t want two or three; but I was
thinkin’ I might have to fill one place.”
Smythe. “Of course, I sha’n’t be abl
pick an’ choose. I suppose any chap from
the village would he allowed?”

“Certainly t”

“Even if he were a bit older—they're mostly
older?”

_“Oh, that wouldn’t matter!” said Jimmy
Silver. “If you mean business, Smythey,
and you're really going to take up cricket,
you can depend on me to give you fair play

-all round.”

“Thanks!
said Smythe. :
Jimmy Silver, with a smiling face. drew a

Put it down in writin®, then,”

stieet of impot paper towards him, and
dipped hig pen in the ink.
“I'l write it, and you can sign it,” said

Smythe,
“All serene!” >
And Adolphus wrote:

“It is agreed between J. Silver of
Fourth Form on one hand, and A. Smyth
of the Shell on the other, that a match
shall be played on Saturday afternoon be-
tween the Rookwood Junior Eleven and
Smythe's Eleven. The said Smythe shall be
entitled to play at least one outside player.,
selected at his own will from the erickete
of Coombe. In the event of the
being won hy Smythe’s Eleven A.
shall he entitled to claim five places
Junigr Eleven for tnembers of -his tea
shall toss up with J. Silver for the
place.

“(Signed) A. SMYTHE.”

“XNow, put r fist there,” said Adolpl
Jimmy Siiver read through the agree
langhed, -and signed his name. Smythe
the Shell carefuily blotted the paper, foid
it, and placed it in his pocket.
“That's settled!” he said. “Now-lack out
for a lickin’, Jimmy Silver!”
“And when you've licked us yeu can usé
THE PENNY POPULAR.—No. €8,
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wy head for a football!” smiled Jimmy
Silver.

And Adolphus

Jimmy Silver chuckled. §
not the remotest chance of heating the junior
eleven, th were certain to have half a
dozen wickets in hand at the finish. But
Jimmy was quite willing to encourage the
slackers of Rookweod to “buck up,” and
take outdoor games a little more seriously.
It was a standing humiliation to the Classical
side at Rookwood that it included so many
slackers in its rapks. On the terms laid
dewn in that agreement Smythe had no more
chance of g tmg into the Junior Eleven than
of getting into the Life Guards!

But Smythe v grinning gleeful]y as he
came back into his own stu Howard and
Tracy of the Shell were waiting for him
there.

SWen?r they asked simultaneously.

sniffed ond withdrew,

'Qu"tc a suceess, dear boys!” drawled Ad
puua “1 faney F've spocfed the cheeky
- cad, and I've got it in black and

Look at that!”
Nuts of the Shell
signed agreement, and
of laughter.

at ~ the
a Tear

ked
into

The

“That rather settles it, t 12" grinned
Smythe. “Jimmy cer have io keep
his weitten word!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“And now,” smiled Adolphus, “we'll take
a little trot down to C he, and intervie
Bobby Box. He'lh play for us for a guid,

T know that—and it’s worth a quid to get an
old county player in the eleven—what! I
fancy there’s a surprise in store for Jimmy

Silveri”
And the plotters eh
Jimmy Silver grinning when they
] came in to tea. They grinned, too,
when he told them .of Smythe's
to think of beating ns!”
“It may encourage them to buck up.” re,
marked Raby. “But they'd have to buck

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Tommy Dodd is Shown Oui!
OVELL and Raby and Newcome found

sporting offer and of the agreement.

“The cilly ass!” commented Lovell. “Why
these slackers couldn’t beat the Third!

up a long time before ti:cy got anywhere
near our form!”
“Blessed if I quite understand it!"™ said

Newcome. ~ “Smythe kanows very well that
he ean’t touch us at ericket, and there isn't
much tithe hefore Saturday for him to get
tils slackers into form!”

Jimmy thook his head.

“It's only somie more of Smythe's swank,”
he said. “He never will understand that he
can't play cricket. But if he thinks he has
a chance of getting back into the Junior
¥leven, it may make Lim buck up.. It's
sickening to have such a gang of slackers
on the Olassical side! The Moderns chip
us to death about them! 1'd like to ses
them chuck smoking and rotting, and play
up !

“Catch them!” said Lovell, with
“Still, it won't hurt us to mop
pitm. with them on Saturday. We were
going to fix up a practice match, anyway!”

“And we'll give them some kather hunt-
and make ‘em wish they’'d goune a little
ier on the cigarettes,” chuckled Raby.
Ha, ha, hat”

“Hallo! What’s the merry joke?”
a cheery voice at the door, as Tomrm dd
of the Modern side looked in. “No, I haven't
come to tea.
7, Jimmy Silyer? XMay as well make
Modern and Classical team!”
“That's settled already.” said Jimmy,

2 snifl.
up the

What about pra ctice on ‘i‘atur

up

&G

o grin.  “There’s a new eleven come to
and we're going to play it, and put
\xtmgmsher on it !

“A mnew eleven!” said Tommy Dodd
puzzled.

“Yes; Smythe's raising a new eleven to |

Leat us bald-headed!”

“T've signed this giddy agreement. te en-
ummge him,” said Jimmy, pushing a sheot
of impot paper across the tea-table.

It was a copy of the agreement with
Smythe.

‘fommy Dodd read it through, smiling ; but
he ceased to smile as he finished it, and

icoked very thoughtful.
2 You've agreed to all that?” he asked.
“Yes; no harm in agreeing to it,”
Jimimy.
T‘But suppose these duffers ﬂxomd pull it
%
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sakd

Smythe & Co. had.

asked

“They can’t.” -

“But suppose they dnd"” persisted Tommy
Dodd.

“No good supposing !mpesq bilities. But
if they d'd, it would show that they were
better players, and they'd be entitled to
places in the eleven.  If they're better than
us, they're going to have justice, of course!”

Tommy Dodd wrinkled his brows in deep
thought. :

“I don't trust Smythe,” he said. “He's
a downy bird. It looks fo me as i there's
some trick in this!”

“What rot!”

“Well, Smythe is a fumbling ass at ericket,
and go are all his friends. They all know
they can’t touch the Junier Kleven. [t
looks to me as if there's some trick intended.
Vihe's this extra player they're getting from
Coombe?”

“One of the village eleven.”

“What's his name?” s
“Oh, anybody !’ said Jimmy Silver. “8re
of the vmaﬁe team, 1 take it, I suppu~

Smythe Won't be plavm@: the village groge!
or the landlord of the Cwmh Arms!

I suppose he won't, fathead; but 1'd
rather know who his wlddv recruit is! It
iooks to me as if be's got his eye on some-
bady special-—some crack player!”

“Bosh! — We've beaten the village team
easily enough; they can’t hold a candle to
us. Snnﬂ\e can pick out their best man if
hre likes.

“This agreement doesn’t say one of th
village ‘toam it says one of the cricket:
of C(‘;ombe," said Temmy Dodd, with a s
of the head.

“Well, that's the

same thing, isn't

demanded Lovelt

May be—and may be not. It locks to
me like a trick.”

“Oh, rats!”

“You Classical duffers have been taken

in—that's my opinion,” said Tommy Dodd.
“There may be some whacking cricketer in
Coombe that you've never heard of, and
Smythe’s ‘going to sprmfr him cn you!”

“Piffle!”

“The fact la, you ‘Classical duffers aren't
up to dealing with Smythe; hes too deep
for you. Xou innocent lambs

“Look here, you Modern ass—-"

“You'd better cancel that agreemernt with
Smythe !

“Can’t be did.

I'm not ‘geing back en my

word.  Besides, yvou're talking silly rotf,
Tommy Dodd, and you know i srowled
Jimamy Silver. “Smyfhe’s rather a avorm. but

he’s a classical.
tricks!”
“We leave that

Clagsieals don't play mean

to the M’oderns," said New-

eormae.
“You silly, frabjous duffers!” shouted
Tommy Dodd. “T tcll You vyou've been
taken in, because you're.~CE al  dum-
mies, and Smythe is a Classical rotter——*

Tommy Dodd got no further. The Fistical
Four jumped up from the tea-table, and
tald violent hands on him.

The Modern junior was swept off his feet,
in the grasp of four pairs of hands.

“Yarocoh! Leggo!"™ roared Tommy Dodd.

“Modern duffers mustn’t come here and

cheek their superiors,” said Jimmy Silver
severely. “Give him the frog’s-march to the
:t;au*"

Hear, hear!”

Tommy Dodd went out of the end study
with a rush, in the grasp of the Fistical
Four, his arms and legs flying wildly in the
air.

Bump, bump. bump!

Down the passage to the stairs went
Tommy Dodd, bumping on the floor at every

step, and rearing like an enraged bhull

“Yow-ow! Leggo! You Cla al rotiers?
Yahoooh!” .

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bump, bump, bump!

“Yooop! Help! Rescue, Moderns!  Yar-
oooh!”

“What’s all this thund

a deep voice, as Bulkeley of the Sixth, “the
eaptain of Rookwood, came on the scene.
Bulkeley had a cane in his hand, and a

frown on .his face.

“Hook it!" gasped Jimmy Silver..

Tommy Dodd was dropped as if he had
hecome suddenly red-hot, and the Iistieal
Four bolted for their study like rabhits for
their burrows.

The Modern junior rolled on the floor,
mtspm . at Bulkeley’s feet. The eaptain of
Rockwood looked down grimly on him.

“Well?” he said.
“Grooooogh " gasped Tommy Dodd.
“Wall?”
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Toramy Dodd staggered up.

“All—all right, Bulkeley!
Grooogh!”

“C‘u!’: off, you young ass!” growled Bulkeley.

And Tommy Dodd, panting, cut off willingly
enough,

The Fistical Four, safely back
study, sat down.to tea. There
there for some minutes, which was
!ast by ’\Iewcome.

1»41 =ay * said Newcome.

Q)

No harm dongl

in their
a silence
s broken at

mmm)w there wasn't
what Doddy was suggesti
puiled the wool over your e

‘IA; anything in
If Smythe’s

es, Jimmy——"

dimmy Silyver gave his chum a freezing
look.
“Do you think a dummy like Smythe could

1 the wool ever the eves

mes?” he demanded.

Well, vou see =
“Yes, I see a silly

“ Pass the ten-c:‘,ke,

vour Uncle

*said Jimmy Silver.
nd le up, old chap!”

Newcombe passed ‘hﬂ tea-cake and dried
up; but inwardiy he hiac doubts.  And.
as a matter of abso . Jimmy BSilver

himself was beginning his doubts.

THE THIRD CHAPT
“The Dark Horse.
% HE next day Jimmy Silver
é_ usually thoughtful.
It was I*nda'y and on the morrow
the mateh was to be played between
the Junior Eleven, representing Raokwo
Sni the new cleven, representing Smythe

o

Axfter school that day Smythe & Co. came
down to the nets for some practice, and
Jimmy Silver looked on. Smythe's eleven
was composed of his friends and followers,
such as had at one time represented Rook-
wood as the Junior Eleven in the days wheh
Smythe had been captain of the junior club.
There were Tracy and Howard and Selwyn
and Cresney of the Shell, and Townsend and
Topliam and Peele of the Fourth, and Smythe
himself, and a couple more—ten in all. The
eleventh man was not visible, and Jimmy
guessed that the eleventh place would be
filled hy Smythe’s unknown recruit from the
village.

Smythe at the wicket was, as Jimmy Silver
remarked to Lovell, a sight for gods and men
and little fishes. But as enly Townsend of the
Fourth was bowling to him, his wicket did not

E8.

was

fall, Townsend's bowling bemg just a tittle
worse than Adolphus’ batting.
“Like me to zend you down a few,

Smythey?” Jimmy Silver called out.

“Oh, you can try, it you like!”
Adolphus,

Jimmy Silver took the ball.. Jimmy was the
champion bowler of the Lower School. and
was often called upon to fag at bowling for
Rulkeley and the mighty men of the Sixth
when they- were at practice.

The Co. grinned as Jimmy bowled to
Adolphus. Smythe’s bat swept about a yard
from the ball, and thes middle-stump was
whipped out of the groum?.

“Queer fluke, that!’ said Smythe cﬂmlv

v\ hat a fellow vou are for ﬂuhq Silveri”

“Ain't I?” gnmed Jimmy. “Tield that
hall, somebody, and let me give Smithey
another fluke.” z

Lovell fielded the ball,- and there was
another fluke—thé leg-stump this time. Then
Smythe came off the pitch, yawning, not in
the least disconcerted.

drawled

“Looks rippinﬂ for y , Smythey,
don’t it?” grinned Lovell®
krmthe shrugged his shmﬂdua
“Oh, we shall beat you to-morrow " hie said.

“I'm open to give you two to one on it in
quidst”

“You
Silver.
vou'll beat

can keep yvour quids!” said Jimmy
“But what do You mean by saying
e Junior Tleven with that team

‘and that batting?”

“Well, we ghall see what we shall see!”
“Who's your recruit from the village?”
“You'll see him to-morrow."”
+ “He will have to be a tremendous player,
if he's gomtT to make your team .xm goud
against ours,” said Jlmmv suspi
Adolphus smiled.

sly,

“Well, he is rather a good player, you
o

“fs he m the village eleven?”

“Oh, no!

“Then who is he?"

“Lemme see—who is he?” said Smythe re-
flectively. “Oh, a cricketer I've picked up in
{oombe, you kmow. It’s in our agreement.
I'm open to play any cricketer of Coombe.”

un- .
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whipped out of the ground.

The ball came down, and Smythe’s bat missed it by a foot, and there was a crash as the middie stump was
‘“ What price ducks® sggs ? %’ yelled a doxen voices.

(See page 17).

“1 understood you meant ene of thé village
eleven.”

“Did you, really?” said
air of polite interest.

“Yes, I did,” said Jimmy Sil\‘@f(\’;arm!y;

Smythe, with an

“and 1'd like to know who it is you're
going to spring on us.’
Oh, a Coombe chap, you know!”
“There’s some rotten trick on!” growled

Lovell. “Tommy Dodd was right, after all.
fook here, Smythg, we want to know who
your man is.”
Smythe yawned.
Otherwise, Jimmy
mateh off,” said Raby.

“Can’t be did!” said Smythe
“Silver can’t break his word, after putti
it down in black and white. Of course,
you fellows admit that you were only
swankin’ in agreein’ to play my team, and
want to crawl out of the wnatch, you're open
to do it.”

“Why, you silly fathead—~" began Lovell
wrathfully. :
“0Oh, cheese growled Jimmy
“We're in for it now, trick or mo trick.
We're going to meet Smythe’s team, and beat
them,” :

“You're welecome to beat us, if you've got
it in you!” yawned Adolphus.

And he walked away, smiling.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome lovked ox-
pressively at their chief. They had no further
doubt that Smythe of the Shell had trapped
Jimmy Silver—that he had some tremendous
player to “spring ” on the Rookwood Junior

the

had better ecall

it

=

s

Eleven. For once their Uncle James had-heen
caught napping. .
“Well,” said Lovell omino
the wool pulled over your
as Tommy told you!”
“Qh, go and eab
crossly.
He was realising it himself nosw.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Adolphus’ Recruit!

13 TUMPS pitched at hali-past two. [
% think, dear hoy?” i 2

ythe re ked
to Jimmy Silver, affer dinner on
Saturday.

Jimmy nodded shorily.

“Right-ho !” said Adolphu
down to Coombe now to fetch my man.”

“You'll see him seon, and be put out of
your misery!” grinned Tracy.

“What rotten trick are you
growled Jimmy Silver.

Adolphus raised his eyebrows

“Trickl” he repeated, in a tone of pained
surprise.

“Yes, you spoofer!”

“I.don’t quite understand you, Silver.
it in the agreement for me to pk ¥
cricketer of Coombe that I care to select?”

“Yes. But—*

v, “you've had
zs, Jimmy, )

coke!” said Jimmy

playin

fen’t

“Pm stickin® to the agreement,” said
Smythe. “If I depart from the asreement,

don't fail to remind me, dear hoy. ©On your
side, don’t you depart from it. In fact, we're

holdin’ you to that agreement,™
“We are—we is!” chuckled Tracy. *®

“I shail stick to-it,” said Jimmy quictly.
“But I can’t help thinking that you've
swindled me.”

“In what way, my dear fellow?” Smythé
iocked puzzled. “If my man isn't a Coowhe
cricketer, you can object to his pl A ¢
me, can't you? If he is a4 Coombe ecri
you can’t object, on your own showin’

Apd the Nuts strolled away, c
leaving the junior captain of Rookwoed in
unenviable frame of mind. Bulkeley of the
Sixth came out with his bat under his av,
and paused, and > tapped Jimmy on the
shoulder, with a smile. -

“What’s the matter with you, young ‘un.
You're looking down in the mouth.”

Jimmy smiled ruefully.

“1 believe I've been -spoofed, Bulke
I've landed my eleven in a blessed fix,
I don’t quite see how to get them out of
it. They'll be ready to scalp me, and it will
serve me right.”

Bulkeley laughed.

“Perhaps I can give you some adviee,” he
remarked. “What's the trouble?”

Of. course, T don’t want you to interfere,”
said Jimmy hastily. “If you won’t interfere
as a prefect, Bulkeley, I"d be jolly glad ic
tell you and ask your advice.”

“That’s understood. Go ahead!”

Jimmy Silver explained.

The captain of Rookwood listened curiousty.

“From what I've seen of Smyith’s Eleven
you'll walk over them,” he said. “But if
they turn out some good players, youw'll
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want them in the junior team. I don’t guite
see the trouble.” =

“It's about that fellow Smythe's fefching

from Coombe. My agreement with him le
bim play any fellow he likes from Coombe,
you see. I thought he meant one of the
vitlage team, but—but——" s
i “Surely 8mythe weuldn't play a trick by
springing some grown-up player on you!l”
said Bulkeley, frowning.
1 “I hope he won’t,” said Jimmy. “But—but
that's what I'm afraid of, Bulkeley. I can't
refuse to play, either, so long as he keeps
to the terms of our agrecement. I was an
ass to be taken in, but there you are!”

“You don't want me to interfere?’

“Oh, no! Smythe would crow no end!”
said Jimmy hastily. “It would look You
knew how that would look, Bulkeley.”

_ The Rookwood captain nodded.

i “I know; and I shall not chip in, Perhaps
Smytbe isn’t thinking of tricking you, after
all; I hope not. I was going to ask you .to
bow! to me at the nets, but if you've got
a mateh on—"

“Thay all right; we don't begin yet,” said
Jimmy. “I'll be glad to, to get my hand in."”

“I'll keep an eye open,” said Bulkeiey.
“If 8mythe is really springing some first-rate
cricketer on you, I may be able to help you
out. We’'ll see.” 2

Jimmy followed Bulkeley to Big Side, and
did somte bowling. His bowling was very
good, and even the great Bulkeley had plenty
to do to deal with it. Jimmy was in great
form: quite up to performing the double
hat-trick on Smythe’s team of slackers, if
it came to that. When he had finished bowi-
ing to Bulkeley, he strolled away to Little
Side, where the Junior Eleven were already
gatherin

“ESmythe’s not here yet,” said Tommy Dodd.

“I hear he’s gone down to Coombe for his
extra man.” 3
“Tha £0,” said Jimmy.

“Found out yet who it is?”
“Not vet.”

“1t’s a trick, or Smythe wouldn’t be keep-
i it dark like this,” said Tommy Coock.
“You've landed yourself this time, Jimmy
Silver, and us, t00.” y
“Sure, and you have,” Tommy Doyle
remarked. “And sure, if Smythe claims bh&lf
the places in the eleven afther bating us by
a trick, he won't get them!”

“I've promised!” growled Jimmy Silver.

“You ought to have had more sense, then.
You're not going to muck up the Junior
Eleven hecause you've made a fool promise.”

“No jolly fear!” said Lovell, in full conecord
with the Moderns for once.

Jimmy Silver knitted his brows.

“You're right,” he said. “If Smyt
Eleven win on their merits it would be ail
right. If they win on a trick I shall have
to resign the captaincy.”

“Resign?” ejaculated Lovell.

“Yes,” grunted Jimmy. “I've given my
word, and I've got to keep it. If Smythe &
Co. win the match I shall put them in the

Junior Elegen. Then the sooner the club
Elag;s ng\e ‘out, and Smythe & Co. after me, the
hbetter!”

Lovell drew a deep breath.
“Oh, the deep rotter!” he exclaimed.
“Smythe must have had that in his mind all

the time. Either he gets the places in the
elaven, or you get the order of the bhoot,

Jimmmy. He scores either way. He'd be as
pleased at seeing you booted out of the cap-
v as at getting the places in the team.”
‘ell, a cricket-captain who's taken in like
a baby isn’t much geod!” commented Tommy
Dodd. “The eleven will do better with a
2lodern skipper.”

“Oh, cheese it, you Modern ass!”

Oswald of the Fourth came seudding
the gates.

“They're. coming!” he called out.

“Smythe?”

“Yes,” gasped Oswald: “and a chap with
him-—a chap from Coombe—a chap you know
—the chap who's going te play for him, [

suppose !

“Who is it?” shouted
together:

Oswald made a grimace.

“Bobby Box!” -

“Oh, my hat!” Jimmy Silver fairly gasped.
“Bobby Box, the pro! That puts the giddy

jid on!”
S midst.
Robert Box was not unknown to the
Rookwood juniors.
T'HE PENNY POPULAR.—No. 65.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Smythe’s Little Qame !
MYTHE & CO. came sauntering dowa to
Little Bide, with Bobby Beox in their

He was a native of Coombe, and had been
a cricketer all his life. He had played for
the county as a professional cricketer, and
was now about twenty-six. He kept a little
shop in Coombe, and sold sporting parapher-
nalia—foothalls, rods, bats, and so on—and
aiso coached the village players.” Probably
be had been glad enough to earn a “quid ”
by an afternoon’s cricket at Rookwood, and,
oi course, he knew nothing of the trickery
on the part of Adolphus Smythe, which had
caused him to be engaged for the match.

He came along to Little Side, towering
over the heads of the smiling Nuts of Rook-
wood.

Jimmy Silver & Co. locked at him blankly.

“80 that's your man, Smythe?” said
Jinmy.

Adolphus nodded, and smiled affably.

“Yaas—a Coombe cricketer, you know."

The Nuts chuckled joyously. Mr. Box
inoked a little puzzled. ~
“It’s a rotten trick!” exclaimed Lovell

hotly. “You've no right to play a county
player in a Junior School match, and you
know it!” s

* I think it's provided for in my agreement
with Silver,” said Adolphus calmly. “I sup-
pose Silver is not goin’ back on his word?”

“It’s a rotten spoof!”

“Can’t be helped,” gaid Jimmy Silver. “It’s
a dirty trick, Smythe—you were taking me
in. But I shall keep my word.” 5
“I don’t see that 1 was takin' you im,”
said Adolphus. “I told you I'd play a
Coombe cricketer, and here he is. I warned
you specially he would be older than the rest
of the team. So he is!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“if you can raise any reasonable objection
to my man, under the agreement, Silver,
you’re open to do it.”

Jimmy Silver did not answer. Under that
precious agreement he couldn’t. He had heen
taken in; but the letter of the compact,- if
not its spirit, was on Smythe's side.

Mr. Box was looking somewhat uncomfort-
able. He began to understand the “true
inwardness” of his engagement by the
elegant Adolphus.

But he had engaged himself for the mateh,
and had been paid his money in advance, and
it was too late for retreat so far as he was

_concerned.

“Well, we're ready!” remarked Tracy.

Jimmy did not move.

*He was wondering how he was to extricate
himself and his eleven from this awful fix.

He had heen caught, there was no doubt
about that. Jimmy's wits were generally
cqual to any emergency. But he could not
see how he was to turn the tables upon the
cunning Adolphus.

Good players as the Rookwood Juniors were,
they knew they had no chance against a
team that included the professional cricketer.

Even Jimmy Silver’s bowling was not likely
to touch his wicket.

He would be the first man in, and not ocut
at the finish, and the Nuts would be careful
to give him all the running possible before
all their wickets fell. On those terms,
Smythe’s innings was certain to total up a
goodly number of runs, withont any good
cricket from the Nuts themselves. They had
simply to devote themselves to stonewailing,
and leave the game to Bobby Box.

And Bobby Box, too, was a terrible bowler
—the best bats®of the Rookwood eleven were
not likely to stand up long against him. They
would be bowled mercilessly. The Rockwood
First -could have dealt with him doubtless;
but the Rookwood Juniors would he like so
many skittles set up for him to bowl down.

Adolphus had scored with a vengeance. The
match was as good as a walk-over for the
Nuts of Rookwood.

Jimmy  Silver’s followers gave him
expressive looks. But Jimmy did not need
their looks to make him inclined to kick
himself.

He knew that he ought to have been more
on his guard—that he ought to have known
Adolphus of thie Shell better.

It was too late to think of that now!
Jimmy cast about desperately in his mind for

some way out of the fix.

There seemed no way.

“Well, the stumps are pitehed.” growled
Lovell. “We may as well get on with the
washing. Precious ass, ain't you, Jimmy to
iand us into this?” .

“PDon’t hurry yourselves,’”” said Smythe
satirically. “I admit I had a feelin’ all
along that you fags wouldn't really come up
to the seratch. You’re rather given to
bragein' more than to doin’, in my opinion.”

“Oh, shut up, you worm!” growled Loveil.

“Nice manners they have in the Fourth,
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haven't they?” murmured Adolphus, guits
imperturbable.

Jimmy Silver gave a sudden start.
idea had flashed into his mind.
lighted up. .

Bulkeley had said he would help him out
if he could. Bulkeley was over on Big Side,
knocking about some bowling from Jobson
of the Fifth.

“Bureka!” ejaculated Jimmy.

“Are you ready?’’ chortled Howard,

“Wait a minate, you chaps!” 5

“Where are you off t0?” exclaimed Lovell,
as_Jimmy. Silver darted away.

Jiramy did not reply. Leaving the group of
cricketers starinf, he bolted away to Big
Side. His active brain had evolved an ides,
and if it worked—he grinned at the thought—
if it worked, Adolphus Smythe, with all his
cunning, would be foiled at the finish!

Bulkeley of the Sixth haq just

“B
cut the ball away, when Jimmy

Silver had arrived. He nodded quite good-
humouredly to the junior.

“Well, Silver?”

“You said you'd help me out, Bulke

“8o I will!” caid Bulkeley. *
happened 2’

“Smythe’s brought Bobby Box to play us—
you know Box, the professional and cricket
coach.”

Bulkeley frowned.

“You're entitled to refuse to play, Silver!”
he said.

“I—I know; but I can’t. It wouldn't do.
Bulkeley. Smythe’s got me in a cleft stick.”
~“Well, you've got no chance,” said
Bulkeley. “The eleven of you all together
couldn’t touch Box.”

“I know! But if you—you——-"

Jimmy hesitated. It was a terrific cheek
what he was going to ask of the captain of
Rookwood ; in spite of his nerve, of which he
generally had plenty, his courage failed.

“If I what?” said Bulkeley. “Can I help
you in any way?’’

“Yes, yes, if you would, Bulkeley.”

“Well?”

“If—if you'd play for us!” gasped Jimmy.

It was out at last.

Bulkeley stared, as well he might!

“Play for you!” he ejaculated.
for the Fourth Form!” ke

Jimmy Silver crimsoned.

“I—I know it’s an awful cheek!” he mur-

An
His eyes

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Jimmy Silver’s Recruit!
ULKELEY !”

Jimmy Silver eame up panting.

“Play

mured. :
“By Jove! I should say it is!” said
Bulkeley. “I always noticed you were a

cheeky young raseal, Silver,. but I never
thought you had so much nerve as that.”

Jimmy Silver looked rueful.

“0Of course you won't do it!” he said.
—but I thought I'd ask you!
lid on Smythe. You could stand up to Bobby
Box. You could-knock his bowling sky-high !

Bulkeley burst into a laugh.

“Well, you're a cheeky young rascal!” he
said, good-humouredly. “You ought never to
have got into such a fix. But I'll help you
out of it if I can.”

The captain of the Fourth brightened up.

“0h, Bulkeley! You—youwll—

Bulkeley nodded.

“Yes, I'll play for you, you young sweep!”

“Hurrah!” yelled Jimmy, in delight.
“Come on, Bulkeley! Of course, youll cap-
tain_the team. I'll-stand down!”

“Not at all,” said Bulkeley. “I play as
a recrnit—if a chap will stand out of the
eleven to make room for me.”

“1 say, Bulkeley, it’s awfully good of you!”
gasped Jimmy. “I know it’s a fearful cheek
t0 ask you.”
~"We11, I'm glad you realise that.
on!”

_ “Oh, what a facer for Adolphus!” chortled
Jimmy. “Come on, Bulkeley! I want to see
Smythe’s face!”

Bulkeley grinned as he followed Jimmy
Silver to Little Side.

“Bulkeley goin’ to umpire?” asked Smythe,
» “0h, no!” said jJimmy calmly. *“Bulkeley’a
going to play!”

“Wha-a-at !”

“Flynn, old chap, you'll have to stand
down. Bulkeley’s playing for us this after-
noon.”

“Sure, and it’s deloighted I am!”’ grinned
Flynn. “Ye're as welcome as the flowers in
May, Bulkeley darling !”

“Hurrah!” yelled Lovell, almost capering
with delight.

“Hurroo!” roared Tommy Doyle. :

Adolphus Smythe’s face was a study.

“But
That’d put the

Come
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is
Sepiors don’t play

“1—1 say,” he stammercd, “this—this
2 junior mateh, you know.
in junior matehes.”

“What about your Box?” chortled Loyell.
“He’s about ten or twelve ycars older than
our giddy recruit.”

“Oh, by gad!” muttered Tracy. ~“Done!
We're done, Smythey! Fancy Bulkeley play-
in’ for those fags!
that.”

“Might have foreseen anythin’ dealin’ with
that beast Silver!® mumbled Townsend.

The Nuts were dismayed.

Good as thelr Coombe recruit undoubtediy
was, he was no better than Bulkeley, of
Rookwood, the best cricketer the old school
had ever produced. Certainly not better, per-
baps even not quite so good. >

But even if he were as good, then two
niighty players would, so to speak, cancel
one another, and the two juniors elevens
would be on equal terms agaiu—Smythe’s
slackers against Jimmy Silver & Co,

The junior cricketers were delighted at the
prospect. -

With Bulkeley to take Bobby Box off their
hands, they had no doubt about the way
they would deal with Smythe & Co. Simythe
& Co. hadn’t much doubt about it either;
hence théir dismay.

But, there was no hely for it.

If Smythe had a right to play Bobby Box,

Jimmy Silver had a right to play Bulkeley; §

there was fiothing in the precious agreement
to prevent that. There was no help for it;
and Adolphus’ only consolation was a linger-
ing hope that perhaps, after all, the old pro-
fessional might prove better than even
Bulkeley of the Sixth.. With that faint hope
to encourage him, the dismayed Adoiphus
tossed for innings, and the cricketers pro-
ceeded to the feld.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Foiled at the Finish!

DOLPHUS SMYTHE won the tossy and
Z% elected to bat first. ¥t was a single-

inpnings match; that had been
arranged. Smythe of the Shell
opened the innings himself with Box. It was

vpon the athletic Bobby that he pinned his
faith. Bobby was to have piled up heaps of
yuns, while the Nuts stonewalled at the other
end; +that was the programme. Bub
Adolphus had not counted upon a bowler
like old Bulkeley entering the liats against
the redoubtable Bobby. Smythe’s “dead
cert * had developed into a deadly un-
cerbainty.

Jimmy Silver pui his men into the field,
and gave Bulkeley the ball to bowl the first
‘over to Bobby Box. Bulkeley took it with a
grin. It was Bulkeley’s first cxperience at
ii}a‘ying gricket under a captain in the Fourth
Form. :

The news of that remarkable mateh had
spread like wildfire, and nearly all Rookwood
had come to look on. They stared at the
sight of the mighty Bulkeley in the ranks
of the Fourth. Knowles, of the Sixth, the
Modern prefect, sneered aside to Catesby,
and remarked that Bulkeley had no idea of
the dignity of the Sixth Form, and Catesby
nodded assent. But the general opinion was
that Bulkeley was doing a good-natured
thing, and he was cheered loudly by the
whole crowd.as he went on to bowl.

Smythe’s little seheme, though eminently
satisfactory to himself, was regarded by the
Rookwood fellows as a mean trick, as indeed
it was. The trick was now, of course, palp-
able to everyone; and the remarks that were
made about it might have caused Adolphus
to blush, if he had been given to blushing—

Couldn’t have foreseen

which was not the case. The way Jimmy
Silver had “nobbled ” the trickster by getting
old Bulkeley to play for him made the juniors
chortie. It was just like Jimmy!

Jimmy Silver & Co. stood grinuing in the
field, quite satisfied now with their prospects
in the mateh. J

Bulkeley delivered the first over to Bobby
Box. Somewhat to the disappointment of
the Co., he did not “down ” Box in the first
over. Even Bulkeley could not perform
miracles. The over gave Bobby Box eight
runs, and then the bowling came to Adolphus
Smythe; and Jimmy Silver took the ball,
the. smiling Bulkeley dropping back into
Jimmy’s place in the field.

Jimmy Silver went on to bowl with a-deter-
mined brow.

Smythe faced the bowling without wmuch
hope. He was still “swanking,” but deep
down in his heart he knew how much his
batting was worth against Jimmy Silver’s
bowling.

The ball came down, and Smythe’s bat
missed by a foot. There was a crash, and
a chuckle from the crowd.

“What price ducks’ eggs, Smythey?” yelled
a dozen voices.

“Ha, ha,~hat?

Adolphus Smythe earried out his hat, with
a brow of thunder. He sent Selwyn in in
his place.

Selwyn was a better bat than Smiythe, and

Lis was very much on his gnard. He stopped |-

the next ball, and then by luck stele a single.

‘That brought Bobby Box to the baiting end

for the rest-of the over.

prby Box smiled.

Jimmy did his best, but the county player
was miles above junior form. There were
three balls left for the over, and they gave
Bobby Box four, and four again, and then
three, and the odd run at the finish brought
him to the batting end for the next over.

Jimmy Silver tossed the ball to Bulkeley.

Bulkeley was the only man who could be
expected to touch the ,county player. He
went on to bow! again.

The fieldsmen looked on keenly, anxious for

chances. Bulkeley sent down a slow ball,
and Bobby Box drove it away for two.
Another slow, and four -came off it. Still

another, and two more runs. Then a fast
ball, as quick as lightning, and Bobby Box
was caught napping. ‘There was a clatter of

falling bails, and Rookwood yelled itself
almost hoarse. T

“Well bowied!”

“Hurrah!”

“Bravo, Bulkeley!”

Bulkeley of the Sixth had bowled the

county man!
Rookwood.

Jimmy Silver & Co. fairly chortled with
delight. The faces of Adolphus and Com-
pany were correspondingly elongated. Their
champion gone—and they could guess how
the remainder of the mateh would go!

The score at twenty-eight for Smythe & Co.
—twenty-seven of them taken by the re-
doubtable Bobby. Jimmy Silver registered
an inward vow that the score of the Giddy
Goats should remain wherg it was.

Howard came in in the County man’s place,
but Bulkeley had mercy on him. It was
understood that Bulkeley was playing Bobby
Box; Jimmy Silver & €o. were quite equal

Bulkeley was doukly a hero to

to dealing with the Nuts themselves. The
rest of the over was drawn blank. Then

Jimmy Silver took the ball against Selwymn.

Selwyn was very wary, but his wariness
did not save him. His wicket went down to
the first ball. Townsend took his place, and
succeeded in swiping away the next ball, but,

unfortunately for him, swiped it faitly o
Tommy Dodd’s hand, and the Modern junior
caught' it and held it.
. Chesney was the next man in. He stayed
in for one ball, and left his wicket spread-
eagled when he departed, the richer by a
duek’s egg. e

“Well  bowled!” shrieked the = juniore.,
“Good old Jimmy! Ducks’ eggs are cheuap,
to-day! Make it the double Arick
Topham was the next vietim. He sarvived
one ball, but the fifth of the over knocked
his off-stump down, and Topham departed
sadly. Then came Peele, who stopped the
last ball. : =

The Rookwooders were grinning joyously
now. s
How much ¢hance the Nuts had againss
Jimmy Silver & Co. was only toe apparent
now that Bulkeley had put the extinguisher
on their champion. :
_Bulkeley, however, did no more bowling.
Jimmy Silver wanted it to be quitp clear
that his team was beating the Nuts, and
that Bulkeley was only beating Bobby Box.

1

‘Temmy Dodd and Oswaid divided the rest of

the bowling.

Wickets did not survive lomg, and not a
single run came to solace the unhappy Nuis
during the sad procession to and from the
pavilion. =

Jimmy Silver chuckled when
wicket went down.

Beaumont was “not out,” for the excelieny
reason that he had nob received & bail

“All down for twenty-eight!” chuckled
Jimmy Silver, “One - for
twenty-seven for the chap from
And those fellows think they
ericket!”

“What price ducks’ eggs, Smythey
Tommy Dodd.

And Adolphus only seowled
stead of replying fo that guestion.
Bobby Box aside, and spoke to 1
low, furious voice.

“I want you to take Bulkeley's
their innings, Box,” he muttered
RBulkeley out, and we’ll walk over thei
You can easily take the rest: onty
can get runs against your howling.” .

“If his batting’s anything like his bo
sir, I can’t answer for it,” said Mr. Be
dubiously. “He's a cough-drep, he is

“Take his wicket, and I'll
quid,” said Smythe. :

Myr. Box grunted. ¢

“T've been paid aiready for my
sir, and I don’t want paying over again,”
said. “I'm going to do my best, and ne man
can do more than that.”

And Adolphus Smythe grunted diseentent-
edly. Mr. Box was going to do his , bub
Adolphus had his doubts as to wihs
Box’s best would be worth. Bulie
Rookwood was a mighty batsmen.

Jimmy Silver & Co. -were in
but they realised that they were
out of the wood.

They wanted twenty-nine to win, but
Bulkeley’s. wicket should fall early in i
innings, they knew it was extremely doubt-
ful whether they would get twenty-nine, with
Mr. Box bowling. .The fate of the remark-
able match still depended on Bulkeley.

“I'm opening the innings with you, Bulke-
ley,” said Jimmy. “You'll take the first ever,
if you don’t mind.”

RBulkeley nodded and smiled.

Bobby Box went on to bowl against ilie
captain of Rookwoosl, Smythe placing bhis
men deep in the field. The Rookwoocd erowd
loocked on with breathless interest, They
knew what a batsman Bulkeley was, but they
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knew, teo, that Bobby Box had bowled for
kia county the previous season, and that his
bhand had not lost its cunning. It was a con-
test of the giants, and tensely interesting
to the watching crowd.

Bulkeley stopped the first ball dead, and
then the second, and then the third. He
was feeling his way. But the fourth ball he
knocked away for two, and the fifth for
three. Five runs for Rookwood, and Silver
facing the Coombe bowler for the last ball!

Smythe gritted his teeth as he looked on.

“That rotter’s wicket will go down, at any
rate!” he muttered. *

But he was mistaken. Jimmy did not seck
to score off the county man’s bowling; he
was content to save his wicket—and be
savel it. The ball dropped on the creage.

Smythe breathed hard through his nose.
Bulkeley was at the batting end for the next
over, aid Smythe knew how he could treat
tha bowling if he liked. 2 3

He put Tracy on to bowl, anathematising
the laws of cricket, which did not allow him
to put Box ofi again.

To his amazement and relief, Bulkeley did
not pile up runs on the bowling. He was
not there to play the Nuts.

Adolphus breathed again. That tacit
agreement on the part of Jimmy Silver and
Bulkeley gave him a .chance -again. Bobby
?ox was put on for the third over against
immy Silver's wicket.

Jimmy._ stood up manfully to the bowling.
He stopped the first ball and the seeond, but
the third knocked his bails flying. Lovell
came in to take his place, and was sent out
with a duck’s egg. Tommy Dodd was next
man in. He played onc ball very cautiously,
but the last of the over he ventured to cut
away through the slips. Tommy Dodd and
Bulkeley ran, and the ball came in seconds
too late. -

And now Tommy Dodd was at the batting
ead, and Box had to retire for the next over.
Smythe put Townsend on.

Tommy Dodd grinned joyously.

Townsend did his best. Tommy Dodd
waited for the ball, and swiped it away,
taking care to give Bobby Box's part of the
field a wide berth.

« He did not run, however; there was no
need to run. It was a boundary hit. . 3
. Chesney fagged in with the ball, and Towns-
end bowled again. This time the batsman
ran—twice, three, four times. And the ball
came in too late. Smythe made a hurried
rearrangement of his field in the hope that
Bobby Box would get a catch, But Tommy
Dodd had hig eye on the field. The next ball
salled over Smythe’s own head, and sped on

to the boundary.

“Twelve for Tommy Dodd!” -chuckled
Jimmy Silver. “Qood old Modern worm!
At this rate, we shall finish in this over!”

“There goes the ball again! Another giddy
boundary!” s

A boundary it was. And it was followed
by another. Jimmy Silver grinned as the
figures. went up. 'wenty runs for Tommy
Dodd—a total of twenty-six for the side.
Two more wanted to tie, and three to win.

Smythe tossed the ball to Bobby Box for
he next over.

“Get Bulkeley out, and there’s a chance
yetl” he said, almost tearfully.

Bobby. Box went on to bowl.

The captain of Rookwood stopped the first
ball, but he let out at the second, and it
fairly flew. - =

The batsmen raced across the pitch, while
the panting Nuts fagged after the ball—
once, twice, thrice! Then there was a roar!

“Hurrah!” :

Jimmy Silver executed 2
h‘qnt of the pavilion,

Smythe of the Shell clenched his hands
hard. Jimmy Silver’s eleven had won by a
run and nearly all their wickets.

_ Buikeley came off the piteh grinning. The
juniors gave him an enthusiastic cheer.

“Good old Bulkeley! Bravo!”

Bulkley layghed and walked away. Bobby
Box was grinning as he took his departure.
He had done his best for Smythe, as in duty
bound; but he was not sorry for the way the
mateh had ended now that he fully under-
stood the motives of the superb Adolphus.

the & Co. retired frora the fleld with

8, followed by loud laughter, which

3 asperating to such superb persons.

And in the end study a joyful party merrily

celebrated tlie victory which had.extricated

Uncle James from his scrape and and “put
the 1id ” on Smythe’s scheme.

(Next Friday's grand story of Jipuny Silver
& Co. is entitled *“ Mornington’s Challenge,”
by Owen Conquest. Order your PENNY POPULAR
in advance.)
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Bussy’s Escapade! !
A S_HOBT STORY OF 8T. JIM’S. é
P e e e o 1L ST SETE

'{ AI Jove! 1 wegard that as a jollay
good wheeze!”
Thus Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
the swell of the Fourth Form at St.
Jim’s College.

Arthur Augustus was seated in Study No. 6,
in the Fourth Form passage, with his
elegantly-booted feet resting on the table.
He was studying a newspaper several weeks
old with great interest. His three chums
were variously occupied. Blake was deeply

-immersed in a book, and Herries and Digby

were concentrating on a game of chess. An
unusual air of quietude pervaded the study.

“A jollay good wheeze!” repeated Arthur
Augustus. “A  weally wippin’ wag, deah
boys, don’t you think so?”

“Shurrup!” grunted Blake.

“Weally, Blake! I wegard this as a weally
sportin’ effort, you know {”’

Blake looked up from his book with a glare,

“What, the dickens are you
about, dummy? Why can’t you bhe quiet,
fathead?” ® :

“I wefuse to be called a fathead!”

“Oh, scat!” :

Blake resumed his book impatiently, and
Arthur Augustus complacently continued bhis
remarks:

“I weally think it's up to us, you know,
to show them that a St. Jim’s boy ecan do
gomethin’ of the sort, toc—don't you, Blake?”

“Grrr”—from Blake. :

“This school—I've heard of it befoah, of
course: ”

Blake slammed down hiz book.

“What school?” he hooted.
earth are you babbling about?”

“] object to my wemarks bein’ charac-
tewised as babblin’!”

“0Oh. you—you—-"

“Please don't get excited, Blake! I was
just weading about a boy at a school called
Eton. I've heard -of that school befoah, you
know !”

“Go hon!”

“Yaas, wathah! Quite a good school, too,
1 believe; but not a patch on St. Jim’'s, of
course !” : :

“Oh, get on with thé washing, do!”

“Well, one of the fellahs there climbed up
the towah of one of the buildin's, and fast-
ened an umbrella to the weathah-cock!”

Blake grinned.

“Yes; I remember reading about that at
the time—a jolly risky thing to do!”

“Yaas, wathah, but vewy sportin’,” said
Arthur Augustus. “It gave pictures of the
umbwella fastened to the spiah, too, in some
of.the illustwated papahs.”

“Well, what about it?".

“I was just thinkin',” said Arthur Augustus
calmly, laying down the paper and polishing
his eyeglass with his handkerchief, “that it
would be a good wheeze to do somethin’ like
that at St. Jim’s.”

“What!”

Blake was evidently startled.

“1 wegard it as bein’ up to St. Jim’'s, you
sece, I am thinkin’ of climbin' up the old
tower and puttin’ something on the top of
the flagstaff.”

Blake sat up with a jerk.

“You—you ass! Don’'t let me cateh you
trying anything of the sort!”

“Weally, Blake—"

“You'd break your silly neck Iong before
you got to the top of the tower, you dummy!
You can cub your precious idea right out!”

“Certainly not!” said Gussy firmly. “I we-
gard you as an ass, Blake! It will have to
be done at night, of course—"’

“At night? My hat, you're potty!”

“Not at all, deah boy! T should have to

“What on

do it at night, like the fellah at Eton did, to

prevent any silly ass interfewin’ with me!”

“Well, I'm jiggered!”

Blake seemed quite flabbergasted by the
latest idea of his elegant chum.

“It will surprise the fellahs to see my
toppah restin® on top of the Hagstaff on
the old towah one fine mornin’!” said Arthur
Augustus, with a chuckle. “I wegard it as a
wippin’ wheeze!”

“Oh, ripping!” said Blake sarcastically. “It
would be a rippin’. wheeze to have a funeral
at St. Jim’s, too, wouldn’t it-——your funeral,
I mean? We should probably get a half-

mumbling |

holiday for it, anyway—so that’s sometiing
to look forward to!

Azthur Augustus
elegantly to the door.

“Wats!” he replied tersely, and left tha
study. :

He left Jack Blake pondering. Herries and
Digby were still engrossed in their game of
chess. It was doubtful if they had heard =
word of what had passed between Blake and
D’Arcy, and Blake felt that it was useless to
try to explain the matter-to them until they
had finished their game.

So Blake wrinkled his brows in thought.
He knew his chum D’Arcy, and he knew that
he would be almost certain to make an
attempt to carry out his precious scheme,
dangerous and foolish though it was. Arthur
Augustus, in spite of his dandified ways, was
full of pluck, and, if he regarded the matter
as- being “up to St. Jim’s,” he would un-
doubtedly carry ft through if it were at aill
possible.

The old-tower at 8t. Jim’s had a rain-water
pipe running up its side to the battlemented
roof, and Blake had no doubt that Arthue
Augustus was relying on this to help him
climb the tower to the flagstaff on the top.

Blake chuckled for an dnstant as he re-
flected that there was an old store staic-
cage in the interior of the tower, leading to
the leads, otherwise, of course, the flagstat’
would be ungetatable. Arthur Augustus had
evidently forgotten that fact in his enthu-
slasm to emulate the Eton boy’s feat by
climbing laboriously up the outside of the
tower! =2

After a little more thouzht, Jack Blake
evidently had an idea, for he chuckled severa:
times.

Then he left the study and went to iater-
view Taggles, the school porter.

Taggles received him rather rus
listened with some impaticnce whil
Blake, in persuasive accents, explained wi
he wanted.

“Wot! A ladder and paiiful of tar? My
heye, Master Blake, wot are you up to now?”

“Never you mind, Taggy! If you will lend
’em to me this evening for half an hour 4

Taggles snorted.

“Not, if I knows it,
Tips, ihat's wot you boys are!
=

got up, and stroiied

y, and

Master Blake! Young
Wot I says

&«

I was going to offer you half-a-crown.
Taggy, but, of course, if it's no go -
Blake paused, and Ta%’:gles softened visibly
“Of course, Master Blake, if you're not up
to no 'arm I might per’aps 22

“Good! Here’s the - half-crown!”
Blake. “That’s a do then, Taggy!”

And, thrusting the coin into the portzr'a
hand, Blake walked off.

“Wot I says is this ’ere——" said Taggles.

But Blake was too far away to hear exaetiy
what it was that Taggles said.

Before bed-time that evening Blake,
Herries, and Dighy—for by now Blake had
confided his plan to his two chums—might
have been seen very busy in the dusk, with
a ladder propped up against the old tower.
After half an hour’s work, they ra:
the ladder, and sundry other articles thev
had been using, round to Taggles’ shed, snd
then returned to the study.

Streaming into the Fourth Form dormitory
with the crowd at bed-time, Jack Blake
tapped Arthur Augustus on the shoulder.

“To-night's the niiht, Gus!” he whispered.

D’'Arey stared at him.

“Shush! Not a word!” sai ike,
thrilling whisper. “When the clock stri
eleven we will go forth—"

“Weally, Blake!”

“Well, ain’t you going to do the
stunt, then?” said Blake, dropping
ordinary tones. ' “Oh, Gus!
heroic. words this afternoon, Dig and
and I were prepared to escort you to the
old tower at eleven o'clock to-night
witness the noble deed!”

“Bai Jove!”

“Are you going to disappoint us—io let
Eton .crow cover 8t. Jim’s?” said Blake
solemnly. .

Arthur Augustus, only foo pleased to find
that Blake, for some reason, was pr
te back him up in his risky escapade,
expansively.

“Certainly not, deah hoy!

“At eleven o'clock, then?”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Good !”

Blake grinned, and

said

Wely on

bed.
All the four members of the Co. uz
only partially, and when._the clo stro
eleven, and the rest of the dormitory v
sound asleep, they got up quietly.

“Are you ready, (us?® whispered Blak

»

<
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“In a minute, deah boy!”

setf up off the ground. He climbed a couple j candle, and surveyed him by the dir ght
“What on earth are you doing?” e L(t—-and then stopped. with exel rmmt'c«ns:v of hormxy e
“1 find it difficult to tie my, tu. pwoperlay lhv waiti nff Co. heard an exclamation: “Bai Jove, how disgustin’! This is wea iy
in the dark, Blake! Pway don’t huwwy me!” ai Jove I~ watten ¥?
Blake snorted. i Wnut 8 now?” ealled Blake, g Blake & Co. looked at him, and roared!
“You ass! What on earth 4 “Bai Jo gasped D’Arey, in utter | _They couldn’t help it.
matter” - ; : is 3 :'The mpe all - stickay—it's His hands were smothered with tar, and
“I should wefuse to climb up the towah with some feahful stuft!” there were tarry patches on his elegant
weawin” a wottenly-tied tie!” i perhaps—or paint?” suggested Blake | Ktons and his beautifully-creaged trousers.
_Blake suppressed his feelings, and in due e lh. Bven his noble countenance was decorated
time  Arthur Augustus announced himself {‘00'1 gwacious, how feakful! My | with a large smear of the same sticky -sub-
wady for the great udwsnture‘ elohbah—" stance.
1\0' the %or)pel” Gus?”? _asked Blake “What!” gasped Blake. “1 shall nevali get the feahful stuft off, and
Aaas, wathah !t “My hest bags! Theyll he wuined'” my twousahs are wuined!” groaned the un-
x??rfxrll‘np%%de% Obnv' Herries and Di they “You don’t mean to say you've got your | 1% L g ok 'Pm
Ac anied ST ig B 2 el o 5
left the dormitory, and, dropping one aftcr { Pest togs on for this job?” almost shricked T e oo b 1o sl

it off you!” ﬂasped Blake. “Your bags will

+ - + ¢ v, -3 2 at B 1 ]";L
the other out of the passage window, gained 2 deah | do for second-best when they're cleaned, so

the quadrangle. ““Yaas, i 1, ) )

Thife was a faint moon, and the four | boyst I i'm smothahed doz}&a?grryl' e e e
juniors kepb in the shadows as they hurried | With tah!” : 7 . . i e gdl' mally. “T wegard
to the foot of the old tower. They did nob And Arthur Augustus promptly slipped to | < L n e stus tIs : B’II‘ L weg mEt e
want 0 be spotted by a late-sitting master | the ground. Mooie thills asuwobuon! hat chap at Eton
or an extia alerh prefect. The Co. ];e;;e almost mff’mﬂailﬁv% ;«vith %H(égrmgearl"

-Arthur Augustus walked straight up the | laughter. ake’s littie scheme had been e 4
-water pipe, and Blake gave Di Jrhy a | entirely successful.- He knew his fastidious th it wtaq m;ttetn h“dl‘, findin’ thn&“{im-
hted nudge. chum like a book. No thought of danger wa"ex tplle weshly tarre ;vent on Arthur
‘My ideah is to climb up this wai : would deter the noble Gussy from his hare- ‘I“t “S] “%: }slcrubt;\mg ﬂ(‘;f\) ‘:Gt (lilsyt"rvry I{.‘Km‘,“.
_pipe, deah boys!” said Gussy, rained scheme for a moment, but a little § o tn “If ‘“fl? Tfl‘m Ione DAl O SO
satisfaction. “When I get to the tar on the pipe—that was quite ansther mat- hat chump lTaggles, 1. suppose:

thah!  I’m oot
*t stand this!

Bai Jove!” ter! The idea of climbing the tower was BI ga"ﬂles "I‘V“YS was a chump!” murmured
iddenly, wi 1ay in hi ow off—quite off for him! 2Ke = =
Hb_bmlp off suddenly, with dismay in his | » ‘Yi’m ;f%in’ Rach Aeal borl heowaid “Yaas, wathalt That will do now, T think,
What's up now?” said Blake. firmly. “I'm fed up! 1t will fake me hours | deah '203’35 Pm going to turn in. Good
How am I to climb up the pipe with this [ and fours to get this howwid tah off! Let’s lllghﬁ_- = o =
in my hand?”’ exclaimed D'Arey | et back!” Night-night, Gussy! : .
p 3 And the Co., suppressing their laughter And the chums of the Fourth, still chuckling
“Shove it on your head, chump!” as weil as they could, followed Arthur | under-their breath, turned in, —
“Oh, good!. I nevah thought of tha.t, vou | Aucustus baek to the dormitory the way they ,And that was the inglorious finish to
know {” = came. Gussy’s Escapade!

D'Arcy grasped the pipe, and hauled him- ived there, the agitated Gussy lit a THE END.

NICKEL

SiLVER WATCHES

DELIVERED ON FIRST PAYMENT OF

ORNLY. YOU
‘HAVE WATCH
WHILST PAYiNG FOR IT.

Gent’s full-size Railway-timekeeping Keyless
Lever Watch. Stout Nickel Silver Damp and

Smoothly and

Dustproof cases, plain. dial, perfectly balanced oy et .?.’lggig’spgc?a'i’,‘f

superior Lever movement, splendid timekeeper. : y FAS z‘l S it

Price 15/- each. Luminous dial (see time in R = ; The Patont fork

the dark), 2/- extra. Wrist, 2/- extra, Ladies’ W R hd

= or Gent’s, L , =% y tapering ‘forks

E will send either of these watches on receipt of P.O. for 7R o7 minimise vibra.
2/-. After receiving watch you send us a further 2/- and ¥ Appl. RN tion. The steel
promise to pay the remaining balance by weekly or monthly $ i flush joint frame
instalments. For cash with order enclose 14/- only. Five years’ \ is the acme of
warranty given with every watch. e = : rigidity, whilst
To avoid disappointment send 2/- and 6d. extra postage at onee. /) S the powerful

No unpleasant inquiries. All orders executed in rotation. ; ! — > ¥ brakes always
/ keep your“Aero-

C. KAVANAGH & €O. (Dept. 20), D Special* nder

control.
68, BISHOPSGATE, LONDON, E.C. 2,

w Edition Ilustreted Art Catalogue and * Book of the
* Bicycle ” post free from :

HENGHT INGREASED Complete
IN 30 DAYS 5 " Course. Rudge-Whitworth, Lid. (Dept: 392)’
N6 Appliances Ko Drugs. _No Dieting. The Melvin Strong COVENTRY.

System NEVER AILS Fall particulars and ’I‘extlmomals Id
gtamp ~~Melvin €trong, Ltd. (Dept. 8.), 24, Southwark St.,

» Boys, be Your Own Printers »

and make extra pocket-moneyby using | Ruﬂge Whitworth
THE PETIT “PLEX"” DUPLICATOR. Britains Best~ Bicycle

’vIakes pleasing numerous copies of NOTE-
PAPER HEADINGS, BUSINESS CARDS,
SPORTS FIXTURE CARDS, SCORING
CARDS, PLANS, SCHOOL PUBLICATIONS,
DRAWINGS, MAPS, MUSIC, SHORT-.
HAND, PROGRAMMES. NOTICES, ete., in
a variety of pretty colours. Send for one
TO-DAY. Price 6/6 complete with all sup-
plics. Foreign orders, 1/6 extra.—

R. PODMORE & Co., Desk P.P., Scuthport.
And at 67-69, Chancery Lane, London, W.C. 2,

London Depot: 230, Tottenham Court Road
(Oxford Street end), 1

All thelatest bunes can be played
7 on the Chella-phone. The only
Pocket instrument on which
tunes can be correctly played in
any key Soldiers and Sailors

love it. “ Knocks the German
mouth organ imo 2 cocked hat.” Post free;
1/6 each; better quality, 2/8, from the maker,

n FIELD (Dept. 33), Hall Avenue, HUDDERSFIELD
‘THE PENNY POPULAR.—No0. (8,
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TAKE CARE OF YOUR HAIR.

.L.LALL

Adcpt the Popular and Beneficial Harlene Hair-Drill.”

1,000,000 COMPLETE *“ HAIR-DRILL” Qutfits FREE TO READERS.

IF you are worried about the condition of your hair, if it

is weak, impoverished, falling out, or a"fected Wxth
scurf, Srvneqs, or over-greasiness, do
as millions of others (both men and
women) have done, and try ““ Harlene
Hair - Drill,” the delightful toilet
exercise - and unfailing remedy for
all hair defects.

A short course of Hair-Drill will
quickly eonvines you of the wonderful
kenefits to be derived from its daily
practice, and the opportunity is freely
offered to you in the unique Four-
Fold Gift Outfit deseribed below.

HERE.IS THE 4-FGLD GIFT.

1. A Bottle of ‘‘Harlene,’’ the true
liguid food and tonic for the hair,
which stimulates it to new growth.

2. A Packet of *° Cremex ** Sham-
poo Powder, which prepares the head
!ot ‘* Hair-Drill.””

8. A Bottle of “Uzon ** Bnlliantine
which gives a final touch of bnanty to
the hair.

4. A copy of the new edition of the
L Hair-Drill ” Manual of 'instruetion.

Write in the first place for one of the 1,000,000 * Harleno
Hair-Drill ” Outfits, and prove 1bs efficacy for yom‘self fres of
persorial expense.

© ~ MILLIONS PRACTISE ‘‘ HAIR-DRJLL.”

Millions ot men and women now practize ** Harlene Hair-
Drill 7 dazly. They have tested and proved that this unique
preparation, “Harlene,” and its sgreeable method of “applica-

Reflect on tne condition of your hair.
sourf, dryness, over-greasiness, and hegins to fail out and
becomes hrittle, thin and weak, it nceds the beneficial treat«

ment of Harlene Hair-Drill to give new health and strength to
the impoverished hailr roots. 8end for a free trial outfitto-tay.

tion, *‘Hair-Drill,” is the surest way to overcome all halr
defects, and that it is also the easiest way to ensure the
perfect growth of long, silky, beau-
tiful hair in abundance, glossy and
bright.

“ HARLENE ** FOR MEN ALSO.

Men, too, find that “Harleno"
prevents Scalp Irritation, Dryness,
and a tendency to Baldness. It is
no exaggeration to say thet millions
of men and women in ail walks of -
life -practise the rvefreshing end
beneficial ““ Hair-Drill ” daily,” and
2o preserve hair-health and beauty.

After a free trial you can slwaw
obtain further supplies of *“ Harlens "’
ab 1s. L;;d., 2. 6d., and 4s. 9d. per
hottle ; ““Cremex ” Shampoo Pow-
ders at 1¢. 13d. per box of reven
-thampoos (singlo packebs 2d. each):

Uzon » Brilliantine &b ls. 13d. and

. 9d. per -bottle, from all Cheraists
and Stores, or direct from Edwards’
Harlene, Ltd., 20, 22, 24, and 26,
Tamb's Conduit St meb W.C.1.

CEEAIRIENE GXETE OOUPQI\T

| Detach and post to EDWAEDS'. HARLENE, Ltd., 20, 22, 2§, and 25, Lamb's
! Conduit 8t., London, W.C.L.

Dear Sirs,—Please send me your Free * Harlena” Four-Fold Hair Gxowin:
Outfit as announced. I encloze 4d. m stamps. for postage and packing to v
-address, = PENNY POPUTLAR; 8/5/20.

NOTE 'I'Q READER.

Write your full nameand addrens clenily on a plain piece of paper, pin this
coupon to it, and post as direeted above. (Mark euvelope **8ample Dept.”’}

When it is attacked by

rARE YOU SHORT?
If so. let the Girvan System belp you to increase
ycm.r beight. Mr, Briggs reports an increasoe of
5 inches; Driver B. E. 3 inches; Mr. Ratcliffe §
inches; Miss Davies 35 inches; Mr. Lindon 3
inches; Mr, Ketloy 4 inches; Miss Leedell 4
inckes. This system requires only ten minutes
merning and evening, and zreauy improves the
health, physique, and carriage. No appliances
or drﬂgs Send 3 penny stamps for further. par-
tmnl&rs .and £100 Guarantee to Euquiry Dept.,
AM.P, 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N. ¢.

—Byy- Bools—

Overcoats, Shoes, Suits, Raincoats, Trench Coats, Costumes, and
Winter Coats, silver & Gold Pocket and Wrigt Watches Rings, Few-
ellery, &c., on easy terms. 30/- worth 6/- monthly ; 60/- worth 10:-
monthly ; &c. CATALOGUE FREE. Foreign npphcations invited.
MA STERS Lid,, 6, Hope Stores, RYE. Estd. 1869,

AR

CRICKET M™% niis borviat Sicee o

RUNNING, SWIMM!NG

Include €d. for postage on all,

‘ QUALIAY (/!OUNTS i

The “SLOGGER ' merits its nickname, for fitted with Canc and ! i
BATS’ Rub};::r lmr\dlebaad well c;mp;ewed Willow Blade, it will compare ‘1‘5?{? DRILL with leather palm, most substantial: 13/6. per seb of fouz,
anything now being offered at 25/-. (Men's Match Bize, 18/9.)-83 ins., Best, the usual choice: 16/6. Professional's pattern,
The ¢ CLIMAX,” all canc h&rd!e 16/- and 10/6. .51 ins,, 12/- auds es & =
vespectively. Lower sizes lower prices. ! ( | TA" cAPE perfection, 22/6. Pairs can be supphc(‘ at half the above wte
% i For ceiling and ficor, 15/6, 17/6.
ST“MPSI ;‘Sllxs.}xgi' GPr czé In%lir‘}lf:ﬁ: sR st S0 = PUNGHBALI'S Luoy gm’ 16/ Blfe_ Dlatiormis dy)- ontys
: o [P PRACTICAL | Rackets, 12/6, 16/6. 21/-, 25/6 (Best).
BAus Compo, - Youth’s Mntch 1/3 ard1/6. Men's, 1 6 and 2/ EX PERIENCE TE“NIS Balls, 8d., 1/2, 1/8, 2/~ (Tourr.a.ment;
'§ Leather, do. 12/~ do. TELLS.

AND ALL SPORTS GOODS IN STOCK‘ SEND FOR FULL LIST, STATING REQUIREMENTS-
SPECIAL TERMS TO CLUB MENBERS.
- TOM CARPENTER, RECOGNISED AUTHORITY 0Y SPORTS GoODS, 69, MORECAMBE STREET, LONDON, S.E. 17.

FLL FITTING BOXING GLOVE It =
A PORECTATED BY ALL & AT ANY TIME. BOXIN G

of superior texture, thousands scld, 8/6..

Money returned if not satisfied.

5/6,

ete.—Parcels 2/6,
1/-—

MAGIC TRICKS, lluions i
¢ and 16/6. Sample Trick,
T. W. HARRISON, 239, Pentonyille Road, London, N, 1.
NEBV““SNESS is the greatest drawback in life to any mancr woman. 1
you are nervous, timid, low.spirited, lack ssif-confidenscs,
wiil-power, mind concentration. biush, or feel awkward in the presenceof obthers,
gend '3 penny stamps for particulars of the Mentc-Norve B8trengthening Treas-
mient, used in the Nuy, from Yk:e A(’mlral to Seamsn. and in the Army from

. Oolonel to Private, D.8.0.'8, and GODFRY ELLIOTT-
SMITH, Ltd., 527, I*nperlal Bu ldings Ludgam Glrcua. “London, E0. 4

CUT THES OUT

PEN COUPON

“ Penny Popular,” Value 2d,
Send this cotipon with P.O. for only 5/ direct to the Fleet Pen Co

119, Fleet St., London, L.C. 4 In return you will receive (post free) a
splendid British M'v'le 14-ct. Gold Nibhed Fleet Emmta.zn Pen, valus 10/6. If

wou save 12 further coupam each wiil count as 2d. off the price; so you may

send 13 coupons and only 3 Say whether you wanb a fine, medinm, or broad
nib, This great offer is made to introduce the famous Fleet Pen to the
PENNY PorRTLAR readers. (Foreign postags extra,) Satxsfactxon guaranteed cr

cash 1etum‘gd Special Safety Model, 2/- extra

Direct from Works,
HSY PAYMENT TERMS,
85% argains in Shop Seiled and

yres and Accessories at pop-
Hular Prices, Satisfaction guananteed or Money Refunded

) Packed FREE Cmage PA!D‘
RLOWEST CASH PRICES.

#Immediate delivery.
iSecond-hand Cycles.

Write for Monster Size Ere@
Sample Bicycle

N Dept. B 807, RIRMINGHAN.

113 ¥ My biistles were made curly in £ a. 22
GURLY HAlR! writes R. Welch. ‘' CQURLIT” curlas aec?ni ﬁ:st
hair. 1/3, (13d. stamps accepbed }—SUMMERS (Dept. %
UPPER RUSSELL STREET, BRIGRTO:.

INGREASE YOUR HEIGHT

SEVERAL INCHES WITHOUT APPLIANOES.
gE

ROSS SYSTEM NEVER FAILS.
P. ROSS, 16, Langdale Road. SUABBOROUGH‘

HOld (,é.cles Exchanged,

Price 7/6 complete. Particulars 1id. stam

Printed and published eu,ry Friday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamawd Presﬁ.

Advertisement pffis he Fleetway House, Fazrmgdon Street, London,
Abread, 8s. 16d. per annum, 4s, 5d. for six months.
Y Zealand: Messrs. Gordon & Gotch, Ltd.; and for Capada,

Sole agents for South Africa:
The Imperial News Jo, Ltd.

Limited, The Fieetway House,” Farringdon Street, London, T Q. 4,
C. 4. Sub,scnptlon rates: Inland, 1is. per annum; B5s. 6d. for six menths,
The Central News Agenoy. Lid. Sole agents for Australia and Mw
Saturday, May Bth, 1926, n




