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2 Have you read this week’s **GEM " Library? —

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Editor Regreis.

€6 ELL, of all the cheek !”
Dennis Carr, of the Greyfriars

Remove, uttered the words in

tenes of great indignation.
- He had just come in from ericket practice,
and the sight of a bulky envelope on his
study table arrcsted his attention.

Opening the envelope, Dennis saw that it
contained a manuseript—a boxing story
whieh he had written some weeks previousty
for she “Greyfriars Herald.”

Dennjs Carr was not & member of the
“Herald’s ” editorial staff. He came in the
category of “occasional eontributors.” But
he could write a readable, if not a brilliant
story, and he had all the makings of a ciever
Journalist.

Small wonder that the junfor was indig- |

pant. For his boxing story—into which he
had put much good work—had been returned
to him!

This was the first time that Denris had
ever had anything rejected by Harry
Wharton, the Editer of the * Herald.” He
could not understand it. And he peered into
the envelope for an explanation.

But the only thing he discovered, apart
from the manuscript, was a half-sheet of
&aper bearing the following curt communica-
Lion ¢

“The Editor of the °Greyfriars Herald’
regrets that he is unable to make -use of the
enclosed contribution, for the kind offer of
which he is much obliged.” -

That was all.

No reason was given for the rejeetion of
the manuscript. A typewritten message
eonveying the Editor’s regret—which was pro-
bably more d than real—was all the
thanks received for the time

and | ted to the writing of
his bt =

Usr lute limit!” growled
Denn

lear boy?” drawled Lord Maul-
was reclining i his favourite
e sofa. :

ejected that boxing yarn of
irned it down—chucked it out

1

“Shame!” said Sir Jimmy Vivian.

“You fellows will bear me out when T say
that it wae a rattling good yarn,” said Dennis
Carr, “That last chapter, where a fellow
Jought fthrough a dezen rounds with a
sprained wrist, was as good a piece of de-

_ scriptive writing as I've ever seen in the
‘Herald.’" I'm mot in the habit of blowing
my own trumpet, but I really am proud of
that boxing yarn. I took no end of trouble

with it. T revised ib, and re-revised it, and
the whole thing was hammered out three

times on Quelchy’s typewriter.
thanks I get is a common or garden rejec-
tion slip!”

“P'r'aps Wharton couldn’t find room for
the story?” suggested Mauly.

“Well, in that case, he should have sent
the manuseript back with a courteous letter.
‘T deeply regret that lack of space pre-
cludes me from using the enclosed story,
which is tophele.” That’s what he ought teo
have written, imstead of sending me the
usual rejection form which he sends out to
champion asses like Bunter and Alonzo
Todd!”

“Why not go an’ see Wharton abount it?”
said Jimmy Vivian. =

“T will!. I'll go and see him now !”

And Dennis Carr gathered up his precious
manuscript, and hurried away to Study No. 1,

which was the editorial office of the “Grey-

friars Herald.”

The youthful Editor and his sub-editors
were hard at work with paste and scissors
when Dennis entered. And the manner of
his entry was anything but gentle. He burst
into the study like a eycione, and the sudden
current of air caused by the door being
thrown open sent manusecripts whirling in all
directions.

*“Steady on, you clumsy ass!”
Harry Wharton, jumping to his feet.
what you've done!”

For answer, Denni§ Carr strode forward,
and flourished his rejected story under the
Editor's nose.

“ What's wrong with this?” he hooted.

“My dear fellow, it would take me hours
and hours to give you a detailed criticism -of
that trash!”

“Trash!” roared Dennis. “Why,
you—-" .

“Afraid you’ll never be a Martin Clifiord,
or an Owen Conguest, Carr,” said Bob
Cherry. “That boxing yarn of yours is
awfully feeble.™ :

“Feeble!” almost screamed Dennis.

Bob nodded.

‘‘ There’s not enough life and movement in
“it,”” he said.

“It’s as dry as a sun-scorched desert!”
chimed in Frank Nugenf. “ I was bored stiff
before I'd read the first chapfer. And I
couldn't have waded through the 'rest if
anybody had offered me a fiver! So I passed
the thing on to Wharton.”

“You—yop—" ‘

“And after giving the sfory my usual care-
ful consideration,” said the Editor. *“ I in-
structed our office-boy to retirn it te you,
with the usual rejection slip.”

shouted
“Look

you—

And all the |
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“If was a jolly good yarn!” said Dennis in-
dignantly. >

“Sorry I ecan’t sce eye to eye with you an
that point. I thought it was about the werst
pifiie I'd ever read!”

Dennis Carr clenched his hands.

“Would you mind telling me exactly what
was wrong with it?” he asked in ominous
tones.

““ Certainly I said Wharton. “ In the first
place, it had no plot. Secondly, it was
deadly dull. Thirdly, the grammar wss
faulty. Fourthly, the incidents were far too
tame.”

*“And fifthly, sixthly, and finally, it was a
complete wash-out!” said Beb Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Dennis Carr did nmot join in the laughter
which followed Bob’s remark. He was,
furious. S

“You'd mo right to return my story,
Wharton I”* he exelaimed. “ It's a jolly sight
more interesting and exciting than your
mouldy editorial chats—"

“QOrder, please—order!’ said Johmny Bull.

But Dennis Carr refused to be silenced.

“You're about the biggest set of duffers
who ever tried to run a paper!” he said
scathingly. *“ Not ene of you knows his job.
You've got no savvy nor discrimination. You
don’t' know what your readers wamt, ‘and
you're always giving ’em the wrong thing.
Now, that boxing yarn of mine would have
doubled, if not trebled, your circulation.”

“Rats!” : x

“Bosh 1™

“Go and eat coke?!”

Dennis Carr turned tor Harry Wharton.

“I’'ll give you one more chance to aceept
my story—-" he began.

““ Nothing doing!”” said the Editor promptly.
“We don't want to lose all our readers.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look -here—" = -

“Buzz off, Carr!” said Bob Cherry. “¥ou
ought to know by now that the Editer's
dacision is final.”

Instead of following Bob’s advice, Dennis
Carr hurled himself at Harry Wharton—evi-
dently with the intention of putting his
editorial nose' out of joint.

Wharton retaliated briskly; and there was
a roar from the onlookers as the table wen
over with a crash, and paste and ink and
manuscripts were scattered over the floor.

“Chuck i, you silly chumps!” shouted
Johnny Bull. -

But Wharton and Dennis Carr were grap-
pling fiercely with each other. They swayed
backwards and forwards, bowling Ver
articles of furniture in the process. Axd
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presently Dennis Carr put his boot through
the glass panel of the bookease.

jrash!

There was a shattering of glass, and a
howl of protest from Frank Nugent.

“You elumsy idiot! Youw'll have to pay for
that!”

But Dennis was intent upon deing still
further damage—to his opponent’s face. He
succeeded in landing a couple of powerful
blows, of the sort which are known to the
boxing profession as “pile-drivers.”

Wharton staggered; and his chums looked
very concerned,

But the captain of the Remove pulled him-
self together, and he soon turned the tables
completely,

Dennis Carr was driven back towards the
doorway. He hit out as he retreated, but
Wharton held the upper hand now.

“(@ood, Harry!” said Bob Cherry, with en-
thusiasm.  “Show the cheeky bounder the
way out!”

Send him forth on the neckful portion of
Lis anatomy !” encouraged Hurree Singh,

“Ha, ha, hat” :

Dennis Carr fought gamely, but he had met
his master. A powerful drive in the chest
sent him spinning through the doorway; and
his manner of leaving Study No. 1 was much
quicker than his manner of entering that
apartment.

Bump!

Dennis landed with great wiclence on the
floor of the pussage; and before he could
scramble to his feel the door of Study
No. 1 was slammed in his face.

Not only had Dennis Carr's boxing story
been “chucked- out,” but its author had
shared a similar fate!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Rival in the Field !
Lord

13 Y dear fellow,” drawled
Mauleverer, when Dennis Carr
A arrived back in his own study.

“what have you been doin’ to
your nose?” :

“My—my nose?”

“Yaas. Tt seéms to have got round to your
left ear, don/t you know!"

Dennis gave a grunt.

“I've been having a tiff with Wharton,"”
he said.

“ Well, if Wharton’s nasal organ looks any-
thing like yours, I should advise the pair of
you to enter for the next beauty contest
thab's launched by the newspapers!”

“'Ear, ‘ear!” said Sir Jimmy Vivian.

Dennis Carr {frowned.

“Don’t talk rot!” he said, throwing himself
into a chair.

“Has Wharton accepted your yarn, dear
boy?” inguired Mauly.

“No. »We had a few words ahout it.”

“They must have been pretty violent
words, begad!” said the schoolboy “earl, with
a chuckle.

*We had a tiff, as I said,” growled Dennis,
“and 1 got the worst of the argument 1
never was any good at serapping in a crowded
study. T like plenty of elbow room. If it
liad been in the gym, or behind the chapel,
there would have been a different sequel.
As it was, I., was slung out of Study No. 1

“An’ your story?”

“I beliecve Wharton rammed it into the
wastepaper-basket.”
“What are you goin’ to

Dennis?" asked Jimmy Vivian.

“L shall have to think® of a wheeze for
making Wharton and the others sit up. It
you fellows will stop jawing for a bit, T dare
say I shall get an inspiration.” ;

Mauly and Jimmy Vivian got out their

Yooks, and commenced their prep.

- Silence reigned in the study for the space
- of half an hour. Then Dennis Carr jumped
to his feet with an exclamation of triumph.

HT've-got-it1”
“Got what, dear boy?” asked Lord Maule-
verer. “An attack of St. Vitus' dance?”
“Ass! I've hit upon a wheeze—a
edged, eighteen-carat wheeze!”

“Get it off your chest!” said Jimmy Vivian.

Dennis Carr stepped to the door, and
opened it, to make sure that there was
a0 eavesdropper outside. = When he turned
back into the study his eyes were gleaming
with excitement.

“I'm goin’ to start a paper in opposition
to the © Greyfriars Herald,’ ” he said.

Dennis Carr’s study-mates groaned. They
had been expecting their chum to propound

2 really novel, up-to-date wheeze, not a

hackneyed idea of this sort,

do about it,

{

gilt-

“N. G,” sald Mauly, shaking hiz head.
“There hiave been rival papers before, an'
they've only fizzled out. Nothin’ can success-
fully compete with the * Herald.” ”

“But I mean to go right off the beaten
track,” said Dennis Carr. “Instead of run-
ning a rag on the same lines as the ‘ Herald,”
I shall make it a picture-paper, packed
with topical photographs of current events
at the school. What about the * Greyfriars
ictorial '27
yme to think of it, that's not half a
bad stunt,” said Jimmy Vivian. *Pictures
fastinate most fellows more than stories.”

“HEspecially yarns of the sort Wharton's
heen dishing up lately,” said Dennis Carr.
“It will be breaking new ground, and I'm
sure the paper would be a stunning suc-
cess.”

“But it would cost quids an’ quids, an’ still
meore quids, to produce!” protested Mauly.

“That’s true enough. But my Unele Dick
told me the last time I saw him that if
ever I thought about launching an amateur
magazine he’d fork out the capital.”

“ Rippin*!” 5

“What's more, T think we conld make it
a4 paying proposition, as soon as the paper
had got into its stride,” said Dennis. . “ Every-
body will buy it. Think of the interesting
photos we shall be able to get! ¢ Mr. Prout
taking his morning bath,” ¢ Billy Bunter win-
ning the tub-race,’ ‘ Coker of the Fifth
steering his motor-bike into a duck-pond,’
and so forth.”

“Ha ha, hal”

“Both you fellows have got cameras,” con-
tinued Dennis,” “and I think I'll make you
my right-hand men.” Y

Lord Mauleverer shifted uneasily in his
seat.

“But—but that means work!” he said, in
alarm.

“Of course it does, fathead! You don't
suppose a paper—especially a picture-paper—
can be produced without effort, do you?”

“My constitution won’t stand the strain

v

Ofs st

“Your constitution’s jolly well zot to stand
it !” retorted Dennis. “I'm not going to have
any slackers on the staff of the * Greyfriars
Pjetorial "1”

“But, my dear fellow, it would kill me—-2"

“Hard work never killed anybody. Now,
look here, Mauly, you've got to pull your-
self together, and back me up with all your
might. Will you promise?”

“ Oh, all serene!” said Mauly resignedly.
But the prospect of chasing round all day
with a camera didn’t appeal to him. s

“We'll set to work at once,” said Dennis
Carr, “and we'll keep our intentions abso-
tutely secret. I know a fellow at Courtfield
who will undertake the printing and pub-
lishing. Of course, we sha'n’t confine our-
selves absolutely to pictures. There will be
a page of snappy news paragraphs.”

“Who are you goin’ to get to write them?”
asked Jimmy Vivian doubtfully.

- “We'll do them between us.”

“I'm no journalist, dear boy!" murmured
Lord Mauleverer. “I can't write for toffee,
an" I can't spell.”

“Then you've got all the necessary qualifica-
tions!” said Dennis Carr.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Between the three of us,” Dennis went
on, “we’ll knock the ¢ Herald ’ into a cocked
hat! We’ll bag Wharton's readers by the
score, and he’ll have to shut up shop in the
long run. It’s his own fault. He shouldn't
have turned down my boxing yarn.”

Dennis Carr did not let the grass gzrow
under his feet. He wrote to his uncle that
evening, and by return of post a registered
letter arrived for Dennis. ,

Unfortunately, the letter fell into the hands
of Billy Bunter, who gave the postman a
receipt for it, and then took it along to Study
No. 7 and carefully steamed open the en-
velope.

“It's a remittance, for a cert!” murmured
Bunter. -

Very cautiously he pulled back the flap of
thie envelope, and investicated the contents.

Inside the envelope were five banknotes,
each for ten pounds.

“Fifty quid!” gasped Billy Bunter.
his little round eyes fairly glistened behind
his spectacles.

With the banknotes was a letter, which
Bunter had no scruples in reading.

’

:
“My dear Dennis,—I am very interested
in your mew venture, and I sincerely trust
that the ° Greyfriars Pictorial' will prove
an even bigger success thaw you anticipate.
“1 am cnclosing the sum of fifty pounds,

And |,
‘place. He saw that a letter and an envelops

If not, ask your Newsagent for it To~day! 3

_which will help you to meet publishing ex-

penses.

“One word of advice, dear boy. Do not
allow the launching of this new paper to
interfere with your progress in Form-room
and playing-field. Treat it simply and soles
as a hobby.

“I shall be glad to see a copy of No. 1
as soon as it is published :

“Your affectionate
¢ UNcLe DIek.”

“So that’s the little game, is it murmured
Bunter. “Carr’s going to run a new paper,
in opposition to the ‘ Herald '!  And his
uncle's sent him fifty quid towards the pub-
lishing expenses! My hat! Some fellows geb
all the luck!”

Billy Bunter regarded it as a sin and a
shame that a princely sum like fifty pounds
should he squandered on an amateur publica-
tion which would probably end in smoke. *

The fat junior thought of the unlimited
supplies of tuck which could be procured
with such a sum, and his mouth watered.

How easy it would be, Bunter refiected, to
tuck those banknotes into his pocket and
not breathe a word about them! =

It was a tremendous temptation, but Bunter
overcame it.

The Owl of the Remove, as a rule, Lad no
faith in the maxim that honesty is the best
policy. He had never been able to distingnish
the difference between meum and tuum, and
had the remittance in Dennis Carr's letter
been a smaller one—say, for a pound or two
—Bunter would have had no scruples in
annexing it for his.own use.

But fifty pounds!

The magnitude of the sum almost appalled
Billy Bunter. And although the voice of the
tempter continued to whisper, “Take it!
Take it!” the fat junior could not bring him-
self to do so.

All the same, Bunter intended, if possible,
to have a share of thav wealth; and after
breakfast he pinned the following sfartling
announcement on the mnotice-hoard in the

hall :
“FOUND!

BANKNOTES TO THE VALLUE OF FIFTY
KWIDS!

Owner may have same on applikashun to
E W. G. Bunter, Study N. 7.”

Harry Wharton & Co. ignored that notice.
They regarded it as nothing more or less
than a leg-pulling stunt on Bunter’s part.

But Definis Carr thought differently. And
as soon as he read the announcement, he
hurried along to Study No. 7.

Billy Bunter was at home. and he blinked
genially at his visitor.

“Hand over those notes, you fat burglar!”
shouted Dennis.

“Oh, really, Carr——"

“You've been tampering with my corres-
pondence, you worm!”

“T haven’t!” said Bunter indignantly, “I
should never dream of meddling with another
fellow’s letters. 1 found these notes in the
Close, and, being an honourable sort of chap,
I at once advertised for the owner of them.”

“B-rr! Hand them over!”

Billy Bunter clutched the notes tightly in
his grubby fingers.

“Half a jiffy!” he said.
get a reward?”

“Certainly !”

“You promise that?”

“Honour bright!”

“Here you are, then.”

. Billy Bunter handed over, the
expecting to be presente
for his honesty. ~

But Dennis Carr, afte
stowed them away in hi

“Now hand over m
said grimly. :

“There wasn't any letter—

“Oh, yes, there was! 2
it, even if I have to turn you
and shake you!”

“Oh crumbs!” 3

Dennis Carr's eyes wandered to the fire-

“Am I going

had been rammed into the grate, and he
pounced upon them at once. Then he s
round upon Billy Bunter. 2

“You fat villain! You've intercepted my
registered letter!” —

“Oh, really—— I didn't even know there '
was a letter, I found the notes by themselves
in—in Friardale Lane!”
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“You said juet now that you found them in |

the Close!”

Banter nodded.

“They were in the Close to hegin with, bhut
2 gust of wind carried them out into the
road,” he explained.

“You—you—-—"

“1 say, Carr, what about my reward?”

“You shall have it now!” said Denuis.

“0Oh, goed!”

But it was not nearly so good, in Bunter's
opinion, when he saw Dennis Carr pick up a
cricket-stump.

“What’s the _little
faltered, in alarm.

“I'm going to try my hand at carpet-
beating }”

So saying, Dennis seized the fat junior by
the seruff of the neck, and slung him across
the study table. It was a Samson-like feat
of strength; but, then, Dennis Carr was
much stronger than his slim frame sug-
gested. =

The cricket-stump was brought into play,
and it rose and fell with almost monotonous
regularity.

Whack, whack, whack!

*“ Yaroooooh !

The dust rose in a cloud from Billy
Bunter's tight-fitting trousers, and his yells
fairly awakened the echoes.

Quite a crowd of juniors came hurrying to
the spot., Foremost among them was Peter
Podd. -

“Here, hold on!” exclaimed Peter. “You've
ho right to lam Bunter like this, Carr!”

“I have every right!” panted Dennis.

“What’s he been doing?”

“He opened my registered letter, and
hagged the banknotes that were inside. And
then he tried to squeeze a reward out of me.
And he’s getting it!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Peter Todd understood.

“Let the merry castigation continue!’® he

game, Carr?’ he

said. “If you're tired, Carr, I'll take a
turn!”

The cricket-stump changed hands, and
Peter Todd did great execution.
“Yow-ow-ow!™ roared Bunter. “Chuckit!
Stoppit! This is what I get for being
honest !”

“Ha, ha; ha'¥

Encouraged by the onlcokers in the door-
way, Peter Todd administered half a dozen
telling strokes. Then the victim rolled off the
table, and collapsed in a groaning, squirming
heap on the fioor.

Bunter’s reward had heen adequate and
complete. But it had taken quite a different
form from that which he had anticipated!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Many Called, but Few are Chosen
= ENNIS CARR’S secret was a secret no
longer.
Within a few moments of the
scene in Study No. 7 all the Remove
knew of the scheme to publish the “Grey-
friars Pictorial.”

Nothing short of having lis tongue cut
out could keep Billy Bunter from chattering.
And Dennis Carr and his study-mates were
infuriated to find that their plans were
tommon knowledge.

There was an interval of half an hour be-
{ore morning lessons commenced: and Dennis
and his sub-editors assembled in their study.

“Here’s a pretty go!” growled Dennis,

“The cat's out of the bag, with- a ven-
geance !’ said Jimmy Viyian.

“l was hopin’ that the first number of

the * Pictorial * would be a regular surprise-
packet,” said Lord Mauleverer.
body wi

g “But every-
expecting it now—thanks +to

said Dennis Carr. “We'll
135

ap at the door, and before
ould say “Come in!” . the Famous
ered.
all this tommy-rot about a rival
1?” asked Harry Wharton,
tommy-rot.!”
going to try and out the
d what’s more, we shall succeed !”
“Rats!”

- “Where’s your circulaticn coming from?”
anquired Johnny Bull.
From Greyfriars, of course!
work up a big
Friardale, too!”
“Perhaps!” scoffed Nugent. e

“Look here, Carr,” said Wharton, “I should
advise you to chuck this idea!”
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3 ¢ And we shall
circulation in Courtfield and

A Real Treat———

Dennis grinned.
“Shivering in your shoes already at the
i he

prospect of losing all your readers?”
asked,

“Nothing of the sort!. But I think
fact, I'm positive—that the * Greyf
Pictorial > will be a hopeless failurei”

“Hear, hear!” said Johumy Bull. “The
‘ Herald’s * as firm as a roek, and no rival
paper will be able to affect it.”

“We shall see!” said Dennis Carr.

“But think of the work it will mean!” said
Bob Cherry. “You'll have to have crowds
of photos taken every week. And who are
you going to get to take them?”

Dennis  Carr waved his hand towards
Mauly and Jimmy Vivian.

““ These two,”” he explained, * are my first-
lieutenants!”

The Famous Five gasped. ¢

“You mean to say you're going to give

Mauly a place on the staff?” ejaculated
Wharton.

=¥eg”

“Ha, ha, ba

“Blessed if I can see what there is to

cackle at!” said Depnis Carr irritably.

“Oh dear!” gasped Béb Cherry. Mauly
on the staff of a paper! Mauly pushing a
pen and clicking a camera! It’s altogether
too rich! Ha, ha. ha!”

“When you've finished lettin' off steam,”
said Lord Mauleverer, “I’ll explain. I've
promised to help Carr in this venture, an’
I'm not goin’ back on my word. I know you
fellows regard me as a born-tired slacker—
an’ I suppose I am—but I mean to take off
my coat an’ pile in!”

“Bravo, Mauly!” said Jimmy Vivian.

There was no mistaking the enthusiasm
of Dennis Carr and his study-mates. They
were out to make a big success of the “Grey-
friars Pictorial.” And nothing would hold
them back. Harry Wharton saw this, and
he shrugged his shoulders.

“You're a set of champion asses!” he said.
“If you'’d had half the experience that I've
had in running an amateur rag, you’d think
twice before taking the plunge! You're
bound to come a cropper over this busi-
ness: 2

“And you can’t say we didn’t warn you!”
said Nugent.

The Famous Five retired, slamming the
door behind them. And Dennis Carr and Lis
study-mates settled down to discuss the pro-
duction of the first number.

The discussion had not been long in pro-
gress when there was another tap on the
door.

“Come in, fathead!” said Dennis Carr.

The “fathead ” proved to be Fisher T. Fish,
the Yankee junior. And three separate and
distinet glares were bestowed upon him as
he stepped into the study.

“Buzz off, Fishy!” growled Jimmy Vivian.
“We’re busy!”

“1 guess—-"

“Go and do your guesswork in the pas-
sage, old chap!” said Dennis Carr.

“I guess you're starting a ncw paper—-"

“Well 22

“And I sorter valculate that you'll want
a real, live, up-to-date advertisement
manager. 1'm willing to offer you my services
in that capacity—iree, gratis, and for ni

“Declined without thanks!” snapped Dennis
Carr. y

“Look- hyer—,

“If you're not out of this study in two
ticks, I'll set the dog on you!”

“Eh? What dog?”’ asked Fish, in alarm.

“Jimmy Vivian.” .

“Ha, ha, ha!” chuckled Lord Mauleverer.

“Go for him, Jimmy! See him offt”

_Sir Jimmy was not best pleased at being
referred to as a canine creature, but he did
what -was reguired of him. He made a spring
at Fisher T. Fish, and the prospective
advertisement — manager  went whizzing
through the doorway like a stone from a
catapult. He landed on all-fours in the pas-
sage, and Sir Jimmy followed up with his
boot. g

Fisher T. Fish fully realised at last that
there was nothing doing.

Within a couple of minutes of the Yankee
junior’s enforced retirement, Skinner and
Snoop and Stott arrived on the scene,

“1 say, Carr,” said Skinner, “we’ve come
to 7

“And now you can gp!” said Dennis briskly.

“We’ve come to make you a sporting offer.
All three of us are willing to work on the
staff- of your paper on condition that you
RSIEOM me editor and Snodp and Stott sub-
editors.”

“Well, of all the cheek—* gasped Dennis.
“We'll work like nigger: premised Snoop.
“We'll share all your labours 2

“The only thing you'd ever think of sharin’

would be the
Mauleverer, >

“Look here!” said Stott. “We're in sober
earnest: &

“So am 1! growled Dennis Carr.

And he crossed to the window and oy
it, at the same time signalling to Mauly
Sir Jimmy.

“ What’s the little game?” asked Skinner
in alarm.

“You're going out on your necks!”

Skinner & Co. scuttled to the door like
frightened rabhits, but Dennis Carr & Co.
were too quick for them.

The cads of the Remove were seized,
dragged to the open window. One by
they were heaved out into the Close,

Fortunately, it was not a drop; but it
was quite big enough for Skinmer and his
cronies, who landed on top of each other on
the flagstones.

“Now,” said Dennis Carr, turning back
into the study, “perhaps we shall be left
in peace for a bit!”

But, just as there is no rest for the wicked,
so thére was none for the editorial staff of
the “Greyriars Pictorial.”

There was a tramping of feet in the
passage, and Vernon-Smith, Monty Newland,
Bulstrode, and ‘]{icky Desmgnd marched into
the study. .

Dennis Carr was about to give his visitors
notice to quit, when he saw that their inten-
tions were friendly.

*Glad to see you're going to put the kybosh
on the ¢ Greyfriars Herald,” ~ said Vernon-

profits " murmured Lord

d

one,

Smith. *“It’s about tin we had a new
paper. The ‘ Herald’s® about played out!”’

“Hear, hear!” said Bulstrode. - “We've
come along to inquire if you want any help,
Carr.”

Dennis hesitated.

“Faith, an’ we’ll’ back ye up tooth an’
nail!” said Micky Desmond.

“We've all got cameras,” chimed in Monty
Newland, “and we shall be only too pleased
to nse ‘em in a good cause. Say but one
word, Carr, and we'll get busy!”

Dennis Carr realised that that an editorial
staff which consisted of only three members
was woefully inadequate. Seven would he a
much better number.

*All serene!” he said. “I'll enrol you four

fellows on the stafi of the *Greyfriars
Pictorial” But it will be jolly hard work,
mind! We're not doing this for fun, or for

the benefit of our heaith. We really mean
to sweep the ‘ Herald * out of existence, by
winning over all its readers.”

“You can rely on us to serve you like faith-
ful henchmen!” said Vernon-Smith.

“But you're -the Sports Editor of the
‘ Herald,” Smithy——" ~

"I've resigcned. I'm rather fed-up with
Wharton and his ways. I wrote a full-page
ericket article for him, and he cut it down
to about two paragraphs.”

“Shame!”

“What do you want us to do, Carr?” asked
Bulstrode.

“1 want you to take as many photographs
as you can, of topieal subjects—humorous
ones preferred. Send them in to me as seon
as they are developed.”

“Right you are!” =~

At that moment the hell rang for morr
lessons.

Sir Jimmy Vivian snatched up Lis camera,
and slipped it into his pocket.

“Going to take your camera into the Form-
room, Jimmy??' asked Dennis Carr, in
surprise. P =

“Veg!” =

“But you won’t be able to take any snaps
there! Quelchy wouldn’t allow i, for one
thing, and the light wouldn't be good eneough
for another.” ra

Sir Jimmy chuckled. -

“Just you wait!” he said.

And he went along to the Remove Form-
room with the others.

S

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
,Rough on Sir Jimmy.
£ IND your eye!”

It was Bob Cherry who whis-

pered the admonition.

Mr. Quelch had brought into
the Form-room with him a very formidable-
looking cane—and a very bad temper.

The cane was a new one: hut the temper
was nothing new. Mr. Quelch was invariably
bad-tempered in the mornings. Some of the
fellows maintained that it was due to in-
sufficient sleep; others held that the Removye-
master was a martyr to indigestion. Bub
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The study door opened, and a crowd of

juniors came in. ‘‘ Here, Carr,” said Peter Todd, ‘* why ars you iamming
Bunter 27  Because he opened my letter and bagged fifty pounds from it!’' answered Carr, and continued

to whack the squirming porpoise. (See page 4.)

whatever the cause, the fact remained that
Mr. Quelch, in the early stages of the day,
resembled a raging lion,

On this occasion the storm broke even
sooner than the fellows anticipated.

“Bunter!” rumbled Mr. Quelch.

“Yessir?”

“What have you got in your mouth?”

“My—my mouth, sir?”

“¥Yes! You are eating something!”

“Bating something, sir?”’

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“Do not repeat my words in that parrot-
like manner, Bunter! You have something
in your mouth. I demand to know what it
is!”

“My tongue, sir!” mumbled Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was an outburst of merriment from
the class. Mr. Quelch instantly suppressed
it by rapping on the desk with his cane.

ence!” he thundered. “ You are an
¥ stupid boy, Bunter! You are fast
dr me to distraction and despair! I
trongly suspect that you are in the act of
asticating some unwholesome sweetmeat!”
Billy :Bunter gave a sudden gulp. Then he
spluttered wildly, and would probahbly have
choked had not Bolsover major, who sat
next to him, given him a resounding thump
on the back.

“Bunter, you disgusting boy, come out
before the class!”” exclaimed Mr. Queleh.

Very reluctantly the fat junior obeyed.
And as he approached the Form-master’s
desk something fell with a thud to the floor.

Mr. Quelch pounced upon it with the swift-
ness of a hawk. Tt was a paper bag, and it
contained several chunks of walnut toftee.

“Ha! 1 thought so!” said the Remove-
master. “You have been consuming a por-
tion of this indigestible compound, and you
would doubtless bave made yourself ill had
I not intervened. I will confiseate this bag
snd its contents!”

And Mr. Quelch deposited the toffee in his
desk.

“May I have it back after lessons, sir?”
asked Bunter.

“No, you may not!” roared Mr. Quelch.

“Oh crumbs! You—you're not thinking of
eating it yourself, are you, sir?”

l_\ml there was another titter
class.

Mr. Quelch bestowed the glare of a basilisk
upon Bunter. 7

“You will take five
rapped out.

* Yessir!
was——""

“1f you utter another word, Bunter, T shall
cane you! Go to your place!”

Billy Bunter rolled dejectedly back to his
seat. Nothing could console the fat junior
for the loss of his toffee—not even the fact
that he had escaped a licking.

The lesson commenced. But before it had
been in_progress many minutes Mr. Quelch
was again on the war-path.

Skintier, who was seated in the back row,
and who therefore fancied he was safe, was
busily engaged in carving his name on the
desk with a penknife.

from the

hundred lines!” he

Certainly, sir! But that toffee

“Skinner!” rumbled Mr. Quelch. “What
are you doing?”
said the cad of the

““’Orkin%, sir,”
Remove calmly.

“Do not attempt to deceive me, hoy—-""

“I'm trying hard to make my mark, sic,”
said Skinner truthfully. He hoped that Mr.
Quelch would be satisfied with that state-
ment. But his hopes were ruthlessly shat-
tered when the Form-master strode towards
him. =

“Why, vou destructive boy, you have dis-
figured this desk!” ejaculated Mr. Quelch,
“Give me that penknife!”

Skinner handed over his knmife with great
trepidation. He imagined, from’ Mr. Queleh’s

fierce tone, that the Form-master contem-
plated stabbing him.

But Mr, Quelch had not yet developed
Bolshevistic tendencies.

“I shall confiscate this penknife, Skiuner,”
he said. “You may come to me for it at
the end of the term. For maliciously
damaging the school property you will take
a thousand lines!”

“0Oh ecrumbs!”

In spite of the sorry fate which had he-
fallen Bunter and Skinner, several fellows
allowed their minds to wander from the
lesson, whilst they amused themselves * in
divers ways. =

Mr. Quelch soon possessed quite a unique
collection of articles. He confiscated a copy
of the “Boys’ Friend ” from Bulstrode, he
relieved Bob Cherry of a silver watch, which
Boh had been endeavouring to put in work-
ing order, and he also collected an electric-
torech, a bag of caramels, and a compass.
All these things—with the eXception of the
caramels, which Mr. Quelch described as “a
hideous and messy concoction "~ were to he
returned to their owners later on. .

So far, Jimmy Vivian’s camera had not
been added to the spoil. -

Jimmy was very wary, and he did not
intend to bring the camera into play untit
he saw something well worth “snapping.”

The golden opportunity of getting an
amusing picture for the “Greylriars
Pictorial ” arrived at last.

Billy Bunter happened to be feeling
drowsy. The fat junior knew that it would
not do to go to sleep in the Form-room, ang
he made several attempts to pull himse
together, but in valn, His head nodded o
the desk, and presently, to the utter a;
ment of Mr. Quelch, a loud snore echoed
through the room,

“Bless my soul!” murmured the Remove-
master, ¢ [t would appear that there is a
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pig in the room!
grunt *”

“There’s certainly a prize porker here some-
where, sir!” said Bob Cherry.

Mr. Queleh’s eyes roved round the room
until they alighted upon Billy Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove was slumbering
placidly, with his flabby cheek resting on the
desk in front of him.

Mr. Queleh jumped as if he had rececived a
powerful electric shock.

SE Do I see aright?” he gasped.
he raised his voice to a roar.

I distinctly heard a loud

Then

“Bunter! How dare you compese yourself
to sleep in the middle of the lesson? How
dare you, I repeat?”

Snore! -

“Bolsoyer!” rumbled Mr. Queleh. “Pray

restore that §10thfui boy to an animated con-

on !

“Certainly, sir!” said the bully of the Re-
move. 3

And from the lapel of his coat he qxtmcted
a pin, which he jabbed into Bunter's plump
calf.

“Yaroooooh !"* =
The sleeper awoke with a yell of anguish.
Mrp. Quelch’s face was working convulsively.
“Bunter!” he stormed. §
“Ow! T—I'm iil, sir—dying, T think. I dis-

tinctly felt a shooting, stabbing pain——7"

“Yon will shortly experience a repetition
of that pain!” said Mr. Quelch grimly. “ Stand
out before the eclass, sir, that I may chas-
tise you as you deserve!”

“0Oh, crumbs! What have I done now,
sir?” faltered Bunter. °

“You have failed to differentiate between
the Form-room and the dormitory, Bunter.
You have hiad the unparalleled audacity to
2o to sleep during the lesson. Come here
immediately, and hold out your hand!”

“Now’'s my echance!” muttered Bir Jimmy
Vivian.

And he produced his vest-pocket camera,
and set it on the desk, carefully focusing the
scene in front of him.

Then, to the amazement of the fellows who
were seated on either side of him, Sir
Jimmy placed a small paper cylinder on the
desk, and proceeded to apply a match to it.

Mr. Quelch failed to observe these actions.
He was too much engrossed with Billy
Bunter.

“What have you got there, Jimmy?” whis-
pered Dennis €

2 Flﬂshy-puwder

SRRy

“I'm goin’ to take a flashlicht photograph
of Bunter bein’ licked.”

“You champion ass!”

“Put that stuff out of the way—quick!”
advised Harry Wharton, in an undertone.

“It’s too late now,” murmured Sir Jimmy.
“The room will be lit up in a jiffy.”

*Oh, help!”

Mr, Queich had raised the cane aloft, and
it was about to descend upon Billy Bunter's
fat palm, when——

Sizz-z-z-2.!

There was a loud hissing noise, as if an
explosion was imminent, and then a powerful
blaze of light illuminated the Form-room.

Sonie of the fellows sat blinking in the un-
expeeted glare; others ducked hastily beneath
the desks. A few of the craven spirits
uttered yelps of terror;

As for Mr. Quelch, the shock was so sudden
that he missed Billy Bunter’s hand com-
pletely, and brought the cane down aeross
his own leg. He then executed a sort of
war-dance, and his antics resembled those of
a cat on hot bricks. . !

Click! . -

Jimmy Vivian had photographed the inci-
dent; and the next moment the blinding glare

- of light was extinguished.
“Good!” murmured Sir Jimmy.
And he hastily slipped the camera back
mto his pocket.
Mr. Quelch, however, seemed to be par-
ticularly observant that morning. He
wheeled round suddenly, his gimlet eyes fixed
upon the unfortunate Jimmy.

“Vivian!”

Sir Jimmy did not answer. He seemed to
be hypnotised by Mr. Quelch’s piercing gaze.

“So it was you who caused this unseemly
commotion in the Form-room!” rumbled
e, Remove-master. “ You have had the
erity—the unheard-of audacity—to take a
ight photograph here, in this room!
almost incredible. Come out, sir—come
rom your piace at once!”
Now for the fireworks!” groaned Dennis
Cagr. “W’s your own fault, Jimmy. You
~ fairly asked for trouble!” :
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The next few moments were very painful
ones for Sir Jimmy.

Mr. Quelch was smarting from his sell-in-
flicted blow on the leg; and he meant to
make somehody else smart, too!

Swish, swish, swish!

- The cane bit into Sjr Jimmy's extended
palm, and Sir Jinmy, in turn, bit into his
lower lip in order to keep from yelpin

“Now, Vivian,” said Mr. Quelch, d &
at length, “hand me the camera which I saw
you slip by stealth into your pocketi”

Sir Jimmy began to jib.

“’Scuse me, sir,” he said, “but I'd prefer
that you didn’t take my camera.”

“You have no preference whatever in the
matter,” said Mr. Quelch sharply. “Do you
imagine for one moment that 1 should allow
you to develop a photograph of your Form-
master in the act of striking himseli with a
cane?”

Fhere was a chuckle from the ¢
a photograph would ‘certainly have
interest to prosterity.

“I—I'll promise not to
photo, sir,” said Sir Jimmy.
my camera back.”

“I regfet to inform you that your wants
cannot be realised, Vivian,” said Mr. Quelch.
“Since you appear to be in the habit of
using a camera in season and out of scason,
I will take steps to see that you do not use
one at all until the end of the term.”

“Oh, crumbs!”

With great reluctance, Sir Jimmy handed
over his camera, and it was added to the
collection of miscellaneons
Form-master's desk.

Meanwhile, Billy Bunter, blissfully thinking
that Mr. Quelch would have forgotten bhis
existence by now, moved stealthily back to
his place.

But the Remove-master’s
singled out the fat junior.

“Bunter! How dare you return to your
seat without permission? I have not yet
punished you for your base and slothful con-
duct. Come out here at once!”

With a deep groan, Billy Bunter rolled cut
before the class. He received three stinging
cuts on each hand, and his yells of anguish
were so piercing and penetrating that most
of the fellows were obliged to stop their ears.

“In future, Bunter.” panted Mr. Quelch,
“you will go to sleep in the proper place and
at the proper time!”

“Ow-ow-ow!” °

“ Cease making those ridiculous and unin-
telligible articulations, Bunter, and go to
your place!” - s

Billy Bunter obeyed; and after that morn-
ing lessons went without a hitch.

Sir Jimmy Vivian was considerably down in
the dumps when the class was dismissed.

“I sha'n’t be able to take snaps now
that Quelchry’s bagged my camera,” he
lamented.

“It’s your own silly fault!” growled Dennis
Carr. *“You ought to have known better than
to try your hand at flashlight photographs in
the Form-room.”

“I didn’t think—"

“You never do!” said Vernon-Smith scath-
ingly. “You haven’t the necessary ap-
paratus!”

“Ha, ha, hat” .

‘“I sha’n’t be able to help you with the
‘ Greyfriars Pictorial * now, Carr,” said Jimmy.

“0Oh, yes, you will. I'll make you Assistant
Art Editor,” said Dennis, rather vaguely.

The duties of an Assistant Art Editor were
a sealed book to"Sir Jimmy Vivian. - But he
consoled himself with the reflection that,
although he could not actually take photo-
graphs, he could play an active part in
Dennis Carr’s startling new venture.

5. Such
been of

deveiop the
“I only want

gimlet eyes

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Sweets of Success.

HE week that followed was a very
busy period for Dennis Carr and his
assistants.

The members of the-editorial staff
‘worked “untiringly. In several eases they
devoted their half-holiday to taking photo-
raphs; and the results were excellent—far
beyond the expectations of the Editor.

When sufficient contributions—pictorial and
otherwise-~had come to hand, Dennis Carr
cycled over to Couttfield and interviewed the
publisher. 7

“You can go full steam ahead now,” he
said. “I shall want five hundred copies of
the first issue.”

The publisher raised his eyebrows.

“Pardon me, sir,” he said, “but isn’t that
rather a risky experinient?’ I've had a pretty

l

articles in the

wide Aexperience; of scliool ‘magazines, and
sueP like, and without wishing for a moment
to throw .a,_da.mper on your efforts, I give it
23 my opinjon that you won’t sell a hundrcd
copies—especially at twopence each.”

- “But the fellows will be getting value for
their money!” .

“That’s true enough, sir. Bubt you mark
my words, you'll never be able to dispose of
five hundred copies.”

“We shall see!” said Dennis cheerfully.

“Then you're sticking to the five hundred
copies.”

“Certainly !

In a remarkably short space of time the
copies were ready. They were despatehed to
Greyfriars by carrier, in a tremendous pack-
lug-case; and the members of the editorial
staff eagerly erowded round when Dennis Carr
unpacked them. :

As soon as the 1lid of the packing-case

\»jrl‘cnched off, seven hands were plunge
side,

-
g It was as if the juniors were dipping
in a bran-tub. 3
“By Jove!” ejaculated Bulstrode.
first number looks a regular corker!”

“The

“It’s simply toppin’, begad!” said Lord
Mauleverer. see you've got two of my
photos on the front page.”

The photographs to which Mauly referred
were screamingly fumny ones. He had canght
Coker of the Fifth in the act of having his
first shave—and a totally unnecessary one—
at the barber's in Friardale. Coker's head
was lolling back over a chair. and his face
wag smothered with lather. Why this should
be so was a mystery, for Coker peossessed no
superfluoug hair on his face, though he had
su ed for a long time that a moustache
was sprouting on his upper lip.

This phiotograph bore the inscription :

“A CLOSE SHAVE FOR COKER!®

“And, indeed, it was a close shave in more
}‘espetc}ts than one; f(f)r the barber was wield-
mg the razor as if he intende
Coker’s blood. =

“Ha, ha, ha! 't

Laughter, loud and
Dennis Carr’s study.

The reproduction of the €ok
was perfect, and it would |
a cat laugh.

“Mauly,” said Dennis Carr,
better results than anyhody! Jist look ab
this snap of old Prout trying to play golf !”

Side by side with the view of Coker in the

barber's echair was a photograph of the
master of the Fifth making a frantie swipe
at an inofiensive-looking _golf-ball, and
hitting instead a huge lump of turf,
: Tt: Was a very realistie photograph, and the
juniors shricked when they saw it. Mr.
Prout wowld probably shriek, also—but in his
case it would not be a shrick of laughter !

The remainder of the phetographs were not
50 comical, but they were distinetly good.

There was one of Billy Bunter, emerging
from the tuekshop with “a rabbit-pie under
his arm. There was another showing Gesling,
the porter, in the act of raising a suspicious.
looking hottle to his lips. And there were
several fine sports -photographs taken by
Vernon-Smith. One showed a cricket-match
n progress; and another depicted the thrill-
ing finish of a eross-country rum.

“That publisher of ours,”” said Monty New-
tand, “is worth his weight in lump sugar!
He’s reproduced these photographs a treat!”

“I'm jolly proud of our first number,” sai
Dennis Carr, his face glowing. **
the ‘ Greyfriars Herald ' into fits!®

- ““ Absolutely!” v
 “There are five hundred copies |
tinued Dennis, “and we've got to get i
them. The publisher fellow said it coul
be done. But I faney we shall sell on
record time.” ' B

“Hear, hear!” said Micky Desmond. “Most
of the fellows. whose photos are in this issue
will buy half a dozen copies, to send home 1o
their people.”

“And there’s a newsagent in Courtfield
who’d take six dozen copies like a shot,” said
Verhon-Smith. “I was jawing to him about
it the other day, and he said that the local
people were awfully interested in the school,

long. rang through
er photograph
> nrade even

“you've got

and they’d be only too pleased to huy the

‘ Pictorial ' as soon as it came out.”

The members of the editorial staff were
very enthusiastic; and their enthusiasm was
speedily justified.

Dennis Carr caused the following anpounce-
ment to anvear on the school notice-haard:.




THE ¢ GREYFRIARS PICTORIAL ‘!
No. 1 NOW ON SALE!

ALL THE LATEST NEWS AND VIEWS!
THRILLING PICTURES OF COKER OF THE
FIFTH HAVING HIS FIRST SHAVE, AND
PROUT TRYING TO REMOVE THE FACE

OF THE EARTH]
DON'T DELAY—BUY TO-DAY!

THE ¢ GREYFRIARS PICTORIAL"'
RESEMBLES BILLY BUNTER AFTER

HE'S HAD A GOOD FEED. IT'S PACKED
INSIDE WITH GOOD THINGS!
COPIES MAY BE OBTAINED AT TWO-
PENCE EACH FROM THE EDITOR,
DENNIS CARR, STUDY No. i2.
DON'T WAIT UNTIL WE ARE SOLD OUT,
OR YOU WILL BE SOLD, T0OO!

BALLY ROUND, EVERYBODY, AND
SUPPORT THE_ ONLY REAL, LIVE

GRE¥FRIARS PERIODICAL:"

pf[fh%s announcement had a truly wonderful
efféct.

For the next hour Dennis Carr's study was

besieged with fellows.
Even the mighty men of the Sixth con-
descended to purchase copies of the *Grey-
friars Pictorial.” And they had to admit,
when they came to read it in the privacy of
their studies, that It was a very clever and
go-ahead production. 2

“It must have “cost a mint of rooney to
produce,” said Wingate of the Sixth.
*Where on earth did the funds come from?”

“I understand that young Carr's uncle sent
bim  fifty quid,” said - Gwynne. “And
Mauleverer and Vernon-Smith are on the
staff. Both are rolling in riches, and you
can bet your life they made handsome contri-
butions to the funds.”

“Well, it's certainly a top-hole paper,”
said Wingate. “A bit too personal, perhaps,
but the photographs are good. And the
news items are even better, in my opinion.
The fellow who wrote them—I expect it was
Carr—has all the makings of a firstrate
jonrnalist.”

When he ecame to read ti

news para-

graphs, Gwynne heartily agreed with his
chum.
Dennis Carr had written some splendid

descriptions of recent events at Greyfriars.
And he had even introduced a “Stop Press”
column, which contained brief reports of
cricket-matches, and so forth, which had only
just taken place.

The “Greyfriars Pictorial »* sold like the
proverbial hot cakes. But in certain
quarters it was hailed with anything but
approval.

Coker of the Fifth nearly tore his hair when
ie saw the photograph of himseli in the
barber’s chair.

“Of all the cheek!” roared Coker. “If I
get hold of that kid Carr I—I'll burst him!”
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Potter and Greene.

“What are you fellows ecackling at?”
demanded Coker wrathfully.

“The sight of your lathered chivyy!"
spluttered Potter. “It's too . fununy for
words! Ha, ha,"ha!”

“ Funny, is it?’ snorted Coker. It

won't be funny for that cheeky younz cub
Carr wherr I lay hands on him!”

And the irate Fifth-Former strode away to
Dennis Carr's study.

Dennis, however, was not at home. He had
been sent for by the Head. :

It was with a certain amount of trepida-
tion that the youthful Editor made his way
to Dr. Locke's study. Hé felt that « storm
was brewing; and his fears were confirmed
hen he stepped into the sacred apartment.
- Mr. Prout was standing at the Head’s
elbow. The master of the Fifth flourished in
his hand a copy of the “Greyfriars
Pictorial.”

“Do I understand, Carr,” said Dr. Locke
sternly., “that you are responsible for this
production?”

“I'm the Editor, sir,” said Dennis.
~ “Ha! I thought so!” snarled Mr. Prout.
“You impertinent young rascal! How dare
you portray me in this ludicrous pesition?
This photograph will make me the laughing-
stock of the school!”

“I'm sorry, sir—'""

“Your sorrow is not apparent to the naked
eye!” snapped Mr. Prout. “You appear to
me to be endeavouring to repress your
mirth!” :

“ Let me assure you, Carr,” said the Head,
“that this is not a subject for merriment.
It was very wrong of you to photograph Mr.
Prout in such a farcical pose—when he
was not looking !” -

JU1t wasn't I who took the photograph,
sir.”

~the half-dozen, with the inten

&

“Then who was it?”

Dennis was silent. He hadn’t the slightest
intention of betraying Lord Mauleverer to the
authorities.

“Very well, Carr! I will not press you to
reveal the name of the misguided hoy who
took this photograph. But you, as Editor,
are responsible for everything which appears
in this paper. And if .you publish any
further photographs of this kind I shall
instantly suppress the publication of this
periodical !”

"Oh crumbs!”’

Dennis Carr rcalised that he would have
to go warily in futuré. The “Greyfriars
Pictorial ” had opened its innings in fine
style; and he did not wish to see it meet
with an untimely end.

‘I trust you will not disregard my warn-
ing, Carr,” said the Head. “That is all.
You may go!”

Mr. Prout grew very excited. e waved
his arms abouf like a windmill in a hurri
eane.

“I insist upon this boy being chastised,
Dr. Locke!” he exclaimed. “He has com-
mitted an unpardonable outrage! It is
monstrous that he should be allowed to go
scob-free!”

The Head frowned.

“I have already admonished Carr,” he
said, “and I think that no further action is
necessary,” ~

“I consider—"'

“What you consider, Prout,” retorted the
Head, with some heat, “is of small accouut
at this juncture. You yourself are largely
to blame for what has occurred!”

*I, sir?” almost shouted Mr. Prout.

“Yes. If you cannot play golf without up-
rooting large lumps of turf, you should not
play at alll”

Mr. Prout tried to reply, but words failed
him. With a snort of rage, he turned, and
followed Dennis Carr from the study.

That was a red-letter day for Dennis; for
by nightfall the whole of the five hundred
copies of the “Greyfriars Pictorial " had been
disposed of. This was due to the fact that
a good many fellows had bought copies by

tion of distri-
buting them amongst their friends and
relations.

Harry Wharton & Co. were made to feel
quite out of it for the time being. They
had proved themselves to be false prophets.
They had predicted that the “Greyfriars
Pictorial 7 would be a hopeless failure,
instead of which it had proved an ungualified
suceess. .

The * Greyfriars Herald” was in grave
danger of being swept out of existence by
Dennis Carr’'s new and novel paper.

But Harry Wharton did not despair. He
resolved to model his own paper, to a certain
extent, on the lines of the *Pictorial,” and
he hoped that by so doing he would retain
his circulation.

Whether his hopes

would be realised

remained to be seen.
THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

The Chopper Comes Down !

e SAY, Carr, just look at this!”

- Bulstrode of the Remove burst into
Study No. 12 like a eyclone. His face
was flushed, and he was palpably

excited. In his hand was a copy of the
“Greyfriars Herald,”

“Anything wrong?” asked Dennis.

“L should jolly well say so! This is the
latest number of the * Herald,” and Wharton
has cribbed all our news items, word for
word ! :

“My hat!”

Dennis Capr glanced at the paper which
Bulstrode laid on the table.

Harry Wharton-—or somebody on his staff—
had certainly been guilty of an aet of piracy,
for the news in the “Stop Press ” column was
identical with the news in the “Greyfriars
Pictorial.”

Dennis Carr waxed very indignant, and so
did Sir Jimmy Vivian and Lord Mauleverer.

“This is the limit, begad!” said Mauly.
“They've lifted all our stuft!”

“An’ they’ll go on doin’ it every week!”
said Jimmy Vivian.

“They jolly well won't!” said Dennis Carr
grimly.

“What are you going to do about it, Carr?”
asked Bulstrode. *“I vote we go and wreck
Wharton's study!”

Dennis shook his head.

“Too clumsy!” was his comment. “I know
a trick worth two of that!”

“Get it offt your chest..dear boy!”
Mauly.

said

If not, ask your Newsasgent for it To~day! 3

“We'll have hali a dozen dummy copies of
our next issue printed, and we'll shove all
sorts of idiotic pifile in the ¢ Stop Press’
column. We'll see that one of the copies
fall into Wharton’s hands, and then he'll
go and lift all our spoof news, thinking it’s
genuine. And when it turns out te -be
tommy-rot, Wharton will have the shock of
his life!” -

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Rippin’, by gad!” said Mauly.

“Lll bike over to Courtfield right away,
and put the publisher up to the dodge,” said
Dennis Carr,

And he did so, with the result that in a
few days the six dummy copies of the “Grey-
friars Pictorial ” arrived in a registered
parcel. -

Dennis Carr opened the package in this
study. The members of his staff crowded
round him as he took out oue of the copies
and turned to the “Stop Press " column.

Some amazing items of news had been in-
serted in the column.

One of the paragraphs ran as follows:

“ACCIDENT TO SIR HILTON POPPER.

We learn, at the time of going to press,
that this flery baronet was thrown from his
horse last evening whilst ridinz along the
towing-path of the River Sark.

Sir Hilton was deposited headfirst in the
water, from which he was rescued with
extreme difficulty by an aged boatman.

Our only regret is that we are unable fo
give our readers a photograph of Sir Hilton
wallowing in five feet of water, with slimy
reeds clinging lovingly round his neck.”

Loud laughter followed the reading of this
announcement.

“Wharton’s hound to that !
chuckled Vernon-Smith.

“And he'll publish it, word for word, in
every single copy of the ‘ Herald’!” said
Monty Newland.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Another of the bogus news items ran thus:

“INDISPOSITION OF THE HEAD.

Our special correspondent reports that the
Head has been coufined to his hed with a
severe attack of whooping-cough.

A well-known London specialist has been
summoned, so we can hold out little hope of
the Head's immediate recovery.”

swallow

“I doubt if Wharton will believe that!”
said Micky Desmond.

“Oh, yes-he will!” said Dennis Carr. “ He'll
copy those paragraphs blindly, without stop-
ping to think whether the news happens to
be correct or not.”

There - were other startling announcements
in the “Stop Press” column of the dummy
copies of the “Greyiriars Pictorial.” But
when the real copies came out those
announcements would, of course, be missing.

Dennis Carr & Co. were still chuckling over
the faked photographs, when Harry Wharton
looked in.

“Hallo!” he ejaculated.
out already?”

Dennis Carr nodded.

“Can I have a copy?® asked Wharton.

“I'm not sure whether we ean spare one.
You see. we haven't got them all in yet
from the publishers.”

“Lend me=a copy. then!” said Wharton
eagerly. “I'll bring it back!”

“Mind you do!” said Dennis.

And he handed over ome of the dummy
copies, x=

‘Wharton was fairly staggered—and so were
his chums—when they read the announce-
ments in the “Stop Press” column of the
“Pictorial.”

“Fancy old Popper being chucked off his
horse !” ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“And only last night, too!” said Nugent.
“Those fellows get hold of their news jolly
quickly! They must have an awfully smart
reporting staff!”

“They’re * stealing & march on us every
time,” said Wharton. “Who would have
thought the Head was ill? This is the first
I've heard of it.”

“Come to think of it, Dr. Short's car
stopped outside the Head’; quarters this
morning,” said Bob Cherry.” “I expect one
of the * Pictorial ' representatives saw it, and
made inquiries.” -

‘“ The point is,”" said Wharton, ‘ are we
justilied in lifting the contents of this “Stop

(Continued on page 11.)
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Dick Rouses Up the House.
T was Mrs. Tulliver who woke up first.
Mr. Tulliver was sleeping the sleep of
the just, and if he heard the mysterious
noise upstairs, he ounly heard it in his
drearas. 3
“ Burglar-r-r-rs !

however, uttered in Mrs.

Tulliver’s hest blood-curdling tones, woke him_

with a start.

“Jasper, get up -at onee!” she hreathed.
“There is someone breaking into the house!
Do you hear, man? We are being robbed.
Dick will be murdered in his bed! Get up
at once, T say!™

Mr. Tulliver roiled his massive frame out
of bed, and groped about in the dark for his
dressing-gown. The thought of being robbed
aroused him to action far more than the
possibility of his nephew, Dick, ecoming to
any hurt. -

He got one arm in the dressing-gown, and
then, by this time being fully awake, it sud-
denly occurred to him that he had heard
nothing that bore out his wife's statement.

“You've been dreaming, Susan! There's
not a ghost of a sound——" he began.

An unmistakable bump from somewhere
upstairs proved to him that Mrs. Tulliver
had not heen dreaming.

“Oh-b-h!” gasped Mrs. Tulliver,
1er head under the clothies.

Mr. Tulliver thrust his feet into a pair of
carpet slippers, seized the poker, lit a
vandle, and, thus armed, sallied forth.

Outside, in the passage, he paused and
listened. All was perfectly quiet now, the
servants had apparently heard nothing.

In some cases quietitude is more nerve-
wracking than noise. So reflected Mr. Tulli-
ver, as he slowly climbed the stairs leading
to -his nephew’s bedroom, starting at every
creak the stairs made, and expecting every
moment to be suddenly sprung upon by some
upseen enemy.

Nothing of the sort happened.

Mr. Tulliver gained the upper-landing with-
out mishap, and. with renewed courage, he
boldly stepped to his nephew’s door, and
flung it open.

A swift current of air swept ouf, and
extinguished the candle in a second.

Mr. Tulliver stepped back hastily, and
flourished the poker. *

“1 give you fair warnihg!” he called out.
“I am armed!”

Mr. Tulliver listened intently.

The only answer returned to his challenge
were the snores issuing from the bed-room.
or, rather, issuing—presumably—from the
throat of his nephew.

“Dick’s all right, at all events,” was the
thought that flashed through his mind.

Mr.. Tulliver® struck a couple of matches,
relit the candle, and, shading it with ‘his
hand, erept gingerly into the rcom.

He peered suspiciously arcund.

Dick was there right enough—that is. if
that curled-up outline under the -clothes
was Dick—but what was curious was the fact
that the bottom part of the window was
wide open.

Mr. Tulliver scemed to grow more suspicious
than ever. MHe crossed over to the window,
shut it with a- bang, and then. turaing to
the bed where his neplew lay, he whisked
off the clothes.

Mr. Tulliver's jaw dropped, and his eyes
nearly bulged out of their sockets as he

- gazed at his nephew's face. It was ghastly
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white, thick rings of black encircled the eyes,
his mouth seemed to have developed strange
lines, and his nostrils were all drawn and
distorted.

No wonder that Mr. Tulliver instantly
jumped to the conclusion that Dick was suf-
fering from some species of fit or convul-
sion.

Mr. Tulliver was a man of action. He
rushed to the washstand, seized the jug of
water, and dashed the contents over Dick’s
hiead and shoulders.

The result was a spluttering yell from the
bed, and Dick Tulliver sat up, his strange
appearance unaltered, but otherwise obviously
very much alive. 4

“I say!” he protested. “Steady on, uncle;
you've half-drowned me——"

His unele recovered his faculties in a
second. He caught sight of scme black
smudges on the cuff of his nephew’s pyjamas,
with which he had been trying to dry his
face, and this clue gave Mr. Tulliver the
solution to the whole mystery.

“Richard,” said he bharshly, “I can see
what you've been doing! In spite of my
explicit commands you've been at that
abominable play-acting again! Now, don't
deny it!”

“I'm not denying it,
sullenly.

Thdeed, he couldn’t very well do so. There
he was, with the *“make-up’ on his face,
and scattered about the room were other
evidences that Dick Tulliver had been actively
engaged in rehearsing.

His uncle demanded the fullest particulars.

Whiereupon, Dick had to confess that he
had chosen the time when the house was deep
in slumber to get up and periorm a series
of action pictures in front of the large glass
in the wardrobe. Carried away by the part
he was enacting—that ef a film hero who was
strangling the villaim—he had upset a couple
of chairs and a small cabinet in his efforts to
reproduce what he had seen at the loecal
picture theatre the previous evening.

Hence the row that had aroused his uncle
and aunt.

But the reason of the open window Dick
kenpt to himself. &

unele!” said Dick

Luckily, Br. Tulliver did not question him’

on the subiect.

All the time he was engaged in this con-
fession Dick was endeavouring to remove the
results of his uncle’s drastic action with the
water-jug.

It was a case of an almost complete cliange,
nd as Diek stood there with very little
on Mr. Tulliver's hands itched for a certain
cane which he kept in his reading-room, down-
stairs. A year ago he would not have hesi-
tated. His motto with Dick had ever been,
“spare the rod and spoil the child,” hut Dick
had grown surprisingly during the last twelve
months, and Mr. Tulliver rather reluctantly
decided that the thrashing days were over.

But Mr. Tulliver put mno check on his
tongue.

“This has got to be put a stop to, once
and for all!” he said sternly. “I shall see
Mr.” Wibbleswick to-morrow, and arrange for
you to start in his firmy at once! You're close
on sixteen, and it’s high time you earned
yout own living!”

“That’s the very thing .I want to do!”
grumbled Dick. ¢ And I'm:sure I should do
all right on the fpictures® if—"

“Nonsense ! cut in his unele. “There’s no
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chance of earning a proper living at that sort
of thing!”

“Oh, but Ioek at Charlie Cha
the—-"

“I decline to look at any of- these people!
You're under my charge nutil you're twenty
one, and until then I'm determined you sl
embark on a proper and decent bhu
career. You want steadying, young
that's what yot want!”

Dick thought he” didn't want a

Look at

hing of

0.

“You’ve left school & monthk now, ang it
high time you turned your attention to sor
thing serious,” resumed his uncle.

*“ Serious, unele?”

“1 said serious,” retorted Mr. Tulliver,
“You don’t suppose I should advise you to
do anything that was not serious, do you?
However, erough of this for the presént.”
Mr. Tulliver was beginning to feel a decided
draught round his legs. “We will resune
this conversation to-morrow.” .

And so saying, Mr. Tulliver stalked ouf of
the room, and returned to his gquarters.

“Jaspér id his wife, when she had heard
of Diek’s latest escapade, “you must be hrm
with that boy. That paltry fifty pounds
year we get isn’t worth the trouble he car
It was a bad day for us when yonr hrother
died leaving you Dick’s cuardian. Not a
moment’s peace have we had sinee then.
Look at the ilinesses he’s had—measles,
mumps, whooping-cough, searlet fever

“Yes, yes, yes, Susan, F know ! ecut in Mr.
Tulliver irritahly. “But it was a sacred
trust, and—er—a nl—there is always the
chance ot Dick inheriting the Fulliver legacy
when he is twenty-cne. At any rate, I'm
going to have him under my eye. I shall
apprentice him to old Wibbleswick. Bind him
down for five years. I'm determined on
that.” 3

“You're buying a ‘ pig in a poke,” ” retorted
Mrs. Tulliver. “My advice is to turn him out
of doors, and let him fend for himself. He'd
be willing enough to leave us, and the lawyers
wouldn't be any the wiser.”

Not wishing to enter on an argument at
this early hour, Mr. Tulliver ventured on a
gentle snore, which in the course of a few
minutes developed inte a genuine one, and
S0 peace once more reigned in the Tulliver
househeld.

S
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Dick Starts on a Joy-Ride.
REAKFAST-TIME the Tullivers’ the
next morning was not a partiealurly
lively meal. Dick himself was all
, but his uncle and aunt. were
all wrong. At least, Dick thought so. -

The little conversation that did take place

/as conducted as if Diek was in some remote
cgion hundreds of wmiles away. 1In other
words, he was given to understand that
because of last night’s proceedings he was
to consider himself in disgrace.

This was no new experience for Disk.

Bver since he thiad cowre under Uncle
Jasper’s roof ten years ago Diek had lived
in a eonstant atmosphere of rows aund
punishments.

Under the influence of bacon, toast, and
two cups of tea, the frown, which Mr. Tulli-
ver had thought fit to bring down to break-
fast, gradually disappeared. Hali-way
through the meal he coughed once or twiee,
cleared his throat, looked at Lis wife, and
opened fire on Diek.

“Now look heré! he said.

=

“Yeou know

the sort, but considered it wiser not to say

A
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well enough by this time that I'm not one
to stand any nonsense!” 5

“8it up, Richard; don’t loll in your chair!”
added Aunt Susan. -

“No nonsense!” repeated Mr. Tulliver.
“You were as near a thrashing last night as
you've-ever been in all your born days.”

“You can give it to me now, if you like,”
retorted Diek. “You know the way. You've
done it before!”

“Very true! I do know the way!” said Mr.
;ll‘ulli\'or darkly. “And if your aunt wasn't

ere——" 5

Aunt Susan half-rose from her chair. ;

“If you'd like me to retire, Jasper—"
she hinted. ;

“No, no, Susan!” said Mr. Tulliver. “Stop
where you are! I am not going to be dic-
tated to by Dick as to what form his punish-
ment is to take. As a matter of fact, I'm
going to try what a little kindness will do!”

Mre. Tulliver paused, and glanced up with
an air of great virtue. Aunt Susan snorted.

“A little kindness,” pursued Mr. Tulliver.
“1 am going to interview Mr. Wibbleswick
this morning to arrange for Dick to be
apprenticed at the Emporium. Not many
guardians would go to this trouble for an un-
grateful and rebellious nephew, who, instead
of employing his spare time in study, spends
his leisure in play-acting and attending
picture-palaces.” Mr. Tulliver was getting up
steam. “Five years under Mr. Wibbleswick,
however, wilt alter all that!”

Dick was of the same opinion.

“Therefore,” concluded Mr. Tulliver, “I
shall expeet you to be ready to accompany
me down town directly after dinner to-day,
Dick. No going off and bc missing for the
rest of the day.” £ 7

And so saying, Mr, Tulliver retired behind
his “Daily Mail,”’ Aunt Susan retired to her
household duties, and Dick retired to what-
ever seclusion offered itself where the hated
name of Wibbleswick would not be
mentioned.

Frankly, he considered old Wibbleswick a
beast. From the earliest time of his recol-
lection he seemed to have had the name of
Wibbleswick dinned in his ears. Joseph
Wibbleswick, who started life with twopence
in his pocket and now owned the local
Bmporium, consisting of twenty shops, with
a frontage whicls ran hali-way down Harrows-
field High Street. Joseph Wibbleswick, who
hy energy and industry had risen from shop-
agsistant to the proud position of Mayor of
Harrowsfield. Joseph Wibbleswicl, who never
had a day’s schooling in his life, yet could
held his own in the best circles; and so on,
and so forth.

Dick was sick of hearing about the man.
As for his beastly son, Herbert—well, Dick
felt if he had to join Wibbleswick & Co., and
be under the supervision of Herbert, life
would not be worth living. : :

Filled with these rather gloomy reflections,
Dick pagsed down the garden. He ‘was not
so absorbed, however, as to neglect giving a
keen glance at the garden on the right. He
was on the look-out for a certain blue-and-
black school-cap. Shoukd such a thing be on
view, it would mean that Michael O0'Flatherty
was also taking the air.

Out of earshot of the house, Dick popped
his head over the fence and gave a low
whistle. There was an answering whistle
front the direction of the back entrance to
the O 'Flatherty garden As the back entrance
to the Tulliver domain opened on to the
same lane, Dick lost no time in going
round.

He discovered Mike engaged in the interest-
ing occupation of aiming stones at a tin-
can, which he had erected on a heap of
bricks about twelve yards away.

= Well,” inquired Mike, “did he catch you?”

“Rather!” answered Dick gloomily. “He
came uph about two minutes after you'd
hopped through the window. I tried to get
up a good snore, but he whisked the clothes
off my face, and there was I, with all the
wretched make-up on! He thought I was
in a fit, and poured a jug of water over

O’Flatherty burst inte roars of laughter.

Dick unfolded the rest of the harrowing
details. .

“And now,” _he concluded, “I'm to be
apprenticed to old Wibbleswick. No more re-
liearsing for us, Mike. I'd give anything to
be going back with you to the old scheol.”

O’'Flatherty -nodded sympathetically. For
the past five years he and Dick Tulliver had
attended the hig grammar school down in
the town. But that was all over. Dick had
left now, ‘and their ways Ilay in different
directions.

The good times they had had together!

week’'s ““GEM " Library,

Dick had a decidedly wild strain in his
nature, but he was tameness itself com-
pared with Michael O’Flatherty, who was a
positive genius for getting into trouble. These
two had fought their way through the junior
school, got their cricket and football caps
the same season, and throughout their friend-
ship had shared their punishments as they
shared their pleasures.

Consequently, when, a year ago, Dick
Tulliver suddenly decided that he wag cut
out to be a film actor, O'Flatherty felt it
i_l)is duty to do all in his power to encourage

ick.

And really Dick did seem to have a bend
in that direction. He was a good-looking
chap, but he possessed the power of screwing
up his features into all sorts of curious ex-
pressions. Fellows at the grammar school
called him “Old Indiarubber Face,” and, in-
deed, the nickname was not a bad one. Then
he was a fine athlete, a capital swimmer and
gymnast, both useful accomplishments for
the making of “stunt ” films.

Accordingly, O'Flatherty, who bad no
talent in this direction himself, was always
willing to lend Dick a helping hand. This
had been the- case last night. O'Flatherty,
when his father and mother fondly imagined
he was in bed, had zot up and gone next
door to the Tullivers’ house to assist Dick
in his latest impersonation. How narrowly
lie escaped being collared by Dick’s uncle
we know. =

“And what are ye going to do?” inquired
O'Flatherty. “Run awa)

“I've thought of that
“But 1 don’'t think I shall.
tenpence,
shillings.”

“It’s myself that's stumped,” confessed
O’Flatherty, “or I'd lend you some, Dick.
T'm afraid you'll have to knuckle down to
old Wibbleswick.”

“I'm afraid so, too,” said Dick dismally.
“There’s only one chance, Mike, and that's
to get over to Dorminster this morning and
see Harry Trent.”

“Man, it’s twenty-five miles, if it's a yard!”
cried O’Flatherty. “Ye’d never do it and
get back by dinner-time—not even if youn
collared a bike.”

“I know,” answered Dick. “And then
there’s only an off-chance of Harry being
there. Still, if I did see him, I believe
he’'d put me on to the cinema company he
works for,”

O’Flatherty picked up a stone and aimed
it vigorously at the tin-can.

“It’s a beast of a fix you're in,” he said.

They were interrupted by the sudden hoot-
toot of a motor-horn, and then round the
bend in the lane came a brand-new two-

answered  Dick.
I find I have
and the fare to London is five

seater. The course steered was erratic in the
extreme. The car narrowly cscaped being

ditched three times before it pulled up with
a great grinding of brakes a few yards away
from where they stood.

They recognised the occupant of the ear
at once.

“Herbert Wibbleswick!” muttered Dick, in
disgust.

Wibbleswick junior was only a couple of
years older than Dick, but he had the assur-
ance of a man of forty. He was undersized
and over-dressed, spoke with a slight lisp,
affected an extreme boredom with every-
thing and everybody, and probably the only
useful purpose he served in life was a lesson
of what to avoid.

Herbert, bless his heart, was not aware

of this. He was thoroughly satisfied with
himself, and never more so than at the

present moment, when he was in the proud
position of driving his new car for the
benefit of all beholders.

The sight of Dick Tulliver and Michael
O’Flatherty, however, struck him as being
two. decided blots on the landscape, Then,
to make things worse, no sooner had he
spotted them than something went wrong
with the car. He would like to have dashed

by them. As it was, the car came to a
dead stop just where they stood. and

obstinately refused to move an inch.

“Hallo!” said Herbert Wibbleswick, not too
gracefully, however.

“I say,” cried Dick. with a. wink at
O'Flatherty, “that’s a jolly fine car you've
got there! Where did you borrow it from?”

“It’'s my own,” returned Herbert loftily.
“Cost a mint of money, too. The fellow
wf:xtnted eight hundred, bubt I beat him down
fifty.”

“Think of that, now!” said O'Flatherty.
They watched. while Herbert played about-
with the levers, in his efforts to ‘get the car

‘honnet of the car.
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to go. Nothing happened, except rumblings
of protest from the rear.

Herbert discovered there was nothing for .

it but to get out.

“Beastly nuisance!” he growled.
soon have it right.” '

Dick and O’Flatherty began to enjoy them-
selves. Neither were  exactly  expert
motorists, but knew something of mechanics.

Herbert Wibbleswick lifted up the bonnet
covering the engine and started fumbling
with screws and things. Dick and O’Flatherty
saw that his kpowledge was in a very
elementary state. They did not offer to help,
They were far too much entertained by Her.
bert’s obvious bhewilderment to give assiste
ance yet awhile.

“Can’t make it out!” grunted Herbert. “1
took the whole bag-of-tricks to pieces yester.
day, and thoroughly overhauled it.”

“Perhaps you put them back wrong?” sug.
gested O'Flatherty gravely.

“Now, don’t try to be funny!” snorted
Herbert. “Perhaps you know how to make
the thing go?” :

“It's very likely,” answered O'Flatherty.
“It's myself and Dick that would be pleased
to give you a hand!”

Herbert eyed them d({ubtfuily.
sudden desire to help? * Still, it was very
opportune. He really hadn’t the ghost of
a notion why the car wouldn't go.

“Thanks!” he said gruffiy. “I wish you
would. T've got to be in Derminster, and
get back by one o’clock.” =

“ But 'l

Why this

“Is it Dorminster you're off to?” cried
O'Flatherty. * That’s where Dick and I waug
to go. Can you give us a lift?”

“Sorry I can't!”- drawled Herbert. “I've
cot to call for some people on the way.”

“Mean bounder!” whispered Dick to

O’Flatherty, as they poked about beneath the
“That's just an exeunsc
hecause he doesn't want to take us!”

“Is that so?” grunted O'Flatherty, who in
a way was a simple soul. “Then we'll be
even with him.”

“Any luck?” asked Herbert.

“ Ay !” said O'Flatherty slowly. “ 1've some
illua" it’'ll start now! Tl get in and try

O'Flatherty hopped in. He started the car.
and this time it moved without the slightest
protest.

“Good men!” cried Herbert condescend-
ingly. ** U'm really awfully obliged !’

“1t's not quite right!” said O'Flatherty,
with some hesitation. “Dick, just you stand
near whilst I run her a few yards.”

The ear glided off. O'Flatherty bent over
the steering-wheel and whispered to Dick,
who was running beside him:

A“’Hop on, me bhoy—I'm going to make her
rip!

“That'll do!” called out Herbert. “She’s
all right now!”
“Ay! As

O'Flatherty.

He waited until Dick was on the footboard.

“Ye'll be able to get to Dorminster, after
all!” he chuckled. “Hold tight!”

Of course, from where Herbert Wibbles-
wick stood, he could not see what was hap-
pening ; but he saw the car suddenly spurt
ahead and disappear round tlie corner in a
cloud of dust.

“My hat!” he muttered. “The young idiots

have let it run away with them!”
13
I “Ah, now, don’t talk to the man at
the wheel!” returned O'Flatherty
sharply. _ =

He turned a corner with about an inch to
spare between the off-side front wheel and a
signpost, and darted into the main road.
For the next five hundred yards they easily
excceded the official speed-limit. Then
O’Flatherty seemed to get the hang of the
thing. The car slowed down appreeiably, and
turned from a wild, untamed chariot into a
soher and law-abiding vehicle.

“Herbert Wibbleswick will never forgive
us,” said Dick, with a chuekle. Then he sud-
denly grew serious. ¢ This won't improve wmy
chances in Wibbleswick & Co.’s,”” he added.

“ Pooh ! snorted O'Flatherty, sounding the
hooter viciously at an inoffensive duck that
was waddling by the side of the road. “If
we find Harry Trent at Dorminster you'll be
able to give Wibbleswick & Co. a miss. Some-
thing inside me tells me you'll never zo
there.”

“Not if you drive like yow're doing at
present,” said Dick. “You nearly had us
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right as rain!® muttered

Dick Gets Stranded.
SAY, Mike, you have done it now!
ejaculated Dick.
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in the diteh then.
up in the hospital {”

“I'm an excellent driver so long as the road
is perfeectly straight, about half a mile wide,
and there are no other vehieles about,”
returned O’Flatherty. “@therwise, I'm liable
to do funny things!”

Dick thought it wiser to stop all conversa-
tion so as O'Flatherty could devote his entire
attention to the steering-wheel.

As they drove along Dick turned over one
or two matters in his mind. He had had a
beastly time under Unele JYasper’s roof—but
then, after all, it was a roof. If he cut loose
and ran, there was a distinet chance of not
having any roof at all over his head.

Dick wasn't a boy to funk hardship, but it
was only natural he should hesitate before
taking the plunge. Of course, everything
depended on whether they ran across Harry
Trent.

They reached the outskirts of Dorminster

I ean see us finishing.

“Lunch!” returned O’Flatherty promptly. {

“I can run to buns and milk, Dick, and per-
haps a bar of chocolate. Over this gorgeous
feast we'll deliberate. We're not beaten yet.
There’s one thing—we’ve had a beautiful free
ride. Comeon! We'll find a tuckshop !’

Dick said he supposed this was the best
thing to do. ~Accordingly they drove back to
the High Street, aud presently O'Flatherty
spotted a large confectioner’s next door to
the old-fashioned King's Head, Dorminster’s
chief hotel.

O°Flatherty pronounced the confectioner’s
tohe “the goods.”

They left the motor standing by the kerb,
and, going inside, chose a seat near the win-
dow, where they could keep an eye on it
whilst they feasted.

Théy were hardly through the first bun,
when the loud hooting of a motor-horn out-
side caused them to look out of- the window.

“My hat!” breathed DBick. “It's old

Have you read this week’'s “GEM "’ Library 2——

Dick at once tumbled to the fact ihat
Herbert, realising how he had been tricked,
had pitehed this ver aof the motor dis-
appearing to save his €.

Still, it wouldn’t do for the Wibbleswicks to
find him and ¢'Tlatherty here.

O’Flatherty thought the same. He
ingly put some money on the table
second before Herbert and his father entered
the room Dick and O Flatherty slipped out by
the side door.

There was not a motnent to lose. They
darted down the passage—luckily the coast
was clear—and reached the yard which ran
between the confectioner's shop and the inn.
They doubled under the archway, worked
their way to the back of the King's Head, and
in a few minutes were out of the da

Buf, Harrowsfield was twenty mi W
and there was no motor to take them back!

“Look here, Mike,” said Dick suddenly. “I

The man on the opposite bank unceiled the rope as he ran, and flung it out to the girl.
horror, the canae heeled over on its side, and the girl toppled into the water and sank like a stone. (See page 11.)

it just missed! But, te Dick’s

about eleven-fifteen, and after various con-
sultations with the inhabitants, they hit on
the street where Harry Trent had lodgings.
It was called Church Row.- e

“It’s number ten,” said Dick. “You look
after the old gadget, MiKe, and I'll keep an
eye on the numbers. Steady! Here we are!
Pull up at that red gate!”

Dick hopped out, and, running up the steps,
piied the knocker vigorousty. .

In a few minutes the door was opened by
a4 sour-faced looking woman.

“Mr. Trent at home?” asked Dick.

“No—he’s left!” answered the
shortly. -

“Left!” Dick’s heart sank. “Can you tell
me where he’s gone to?”

“Somewhere t'other side of Porchester.”

* Porchester!” whistled Dick. “Why, that’s
a dozen miles from here!”
“ Shouldn’t wonder!” said the woman.
“You don’t know who he's gone with, I
suppose 2 insisted Diek. :

“No more than the dead!” she retorted.
“And now, if you’re quite finished, young
man, I'd like to get back to my washing!”’

And with this she closed the door with a
hang. L

Dick imparted these melancholy particulars
to O'Flatherty.

“What's to be donie now?” said Dick.
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woman

Wibbleswick and Herbert! Duck

Mike, before they spot us!”
“Why, bother it all, father, there it is!”

they heard Herhert Wibbleswick exclaim.
“1t ” was, of course, the two-seater.

“Someone evidently found it, and brought

down,

it along here!” ecame the deep, pompous
tones of Mr. Wibbleswick, senior. “Most

fortunate, I call it. Here, waiter—waiter!
Come here! Did you see who-breught this
motor here?”

“Two young gents, sir,” replied the waiter,
who belonged to the staff of the King’s Head.
“I saw ’em go into the confectioner’s next
door, sir!” :

“Ah!” said Mr. Wibbleswick.. - “The ecar
belongs to my son. It unfortunately ran
away when his back was turned, and we have
beenr searching for it all the morning. My
nanme is Wibhleswick. ¥ am the mayor of
Harrowsfield !”

“Yes, sir; ecertainly,
being served, sir!”

The word “mayor ” evidently associated it-
self with banquets in fhe waiter’s mind.

“We don’t want lubeh!” Dick heard Mr.
Wibbleswick retort. “All we want is a_word
with the young gentlemen. who found the
car!t” A :
“ Right, sir! You'll find ‘'em next door!”

sir! LEunch is now

may as well be killed for a sheep as a lamb!
I can’t get home until tea-time, and 1'm sug-
posed to be back hy one o'clock. A few
extra hours won't make much difference to
my uncle’s temper. It'Il be horrible in any
case. I'm going on to Porchester to see if
I can find Harry Trent.”

“I wish I could come with you!" sighed
O’Flatherty. “But I promised me mother
faithfully to be back in fime for tea. I
wouldu’t like to disappoint her,Dickie. You
don’t think I'm jibbing, do vou?”

“Oh, of course not!” said.Dick. “I‘ve got
you in enough trouble as it is. You cuf off,
and' get back to Harrowsfield as soon as you
eantic o

O’'Flatherty hesitated a minufe.

“It’s a decent stretch to Perchester,” he
ohserved. “Quite twelve miles by road. But
there’s a short cut that'll save three or four
miles.” e el e

“ You mean through tlhie Wildfcll Estate?”
said Dieck.

O’'Flatherty nodded. 3

“It’s day-time, you know,"” he added.

“Oh, yes!” smiled Dick. “Sir George doesu'g
‘walk’ in the afternoon, according to all
accounts’’ .

O’Flatherty looked scrious.

“Sure, I hope not!’ le said.

“I dow't



——1If not,

helieve in ghosts, as a rule, hut. for all that,
some moighty queer things have heen known
1o happen. An old aunt of mine, at Bally-
bindon, County Down—”

“Look here, old echap, I'll hear the yarn
next time we meet' - mtcrrup ed Dick. “The
sooner I get off the better! 1'll try the short
cut through the estate. If you're awake ahout
twelve to-night you ought to hear a rm\
after your own heart geing on at our plac
So-long! Take care of \uuxsclt and donL
get into any mischief while I'm av.eyl”

I\tepm" a grarp look-out to aveid running
into the Wibbleswicks, Dick quietly cleared
out of Dorminster, and, striking the main
Porchester road, proceeded merrily along as
if he hadn't a care in the world.

This, he reflected, was probably his la
day of liberty for a long time, and he de
mined to make the most of it.

He kept to the road for the first three
At the end of this distance the road
yore round sharply to the left in its winding
journey across the hills which lay to the nort}
of Porchester. On Dick's right the ground
stoped down into a sort of wocded enclosure.
Poking up among the trees he saw the
hattered turret ef Wildfell Grange. This was
the Wildfell estate, through which ran the
short cut to Porchester.

Dick left the road, and plunged down
a hollow of bracken. In a

5T

into

tew

and

minutes’ > ed-a straggling oak
fenee, in whieh there were nnm gaps, and

through one of these lie erept. The other
side was as wild a bit of land as could be
found anywhere.

The shade of the ftrees made the plaee
very gloomy. Dick began to remember un-
comfortable things—how Sir George Gaston
had been found dead by the heron-pond. He
would * have to. pass by that heron-pond.
Some said Sir Gaston had died of a fif,
that he bad committed suicide, others
that he had been murdered.

Anyway, although’ it had
hundred years ago, a mystery
to this day, and, of ceurse, hi
the heron-pond and the
Gr

The house itself had long since gone to rack
and ruin. Damp and mildew, wind and rain
had done their best to rot the timbers. Birds

happened a
it remained
ghost haunted
woods of Wildfeil

built their nests in the gutters, and bats
flew im and out of the broken windows. It

was a true picture of ruin.

Dick was not at all superstitious, but the
stories and the imaginations of thc people
around had invested the place with an un
canny reputation, and as he pressed forward
he felt what may be called a creepy sensa-
tion.

Over the bumpy ground he tramped, forcing
his way through hm,mbleu and briar, which
clung to his elothing, hecame entaugled with
s feet, and scratciied his face and hands.

Presently he saw, looming in the distance,
solemn and frowning, the desolate mansion.

But his attention was more directly centred
on the wide streteh of water that flowed
across his path. This was the heron-pond.

Dick pulled up, and gazed on its smooth
surface.

For the most part it was covered with ehick-
weed, with a few straggling water-lilies here
and there. Tall reeds grew round the banks.
and in most places the willows leant right

over until their boughs draggled in the
water, - L :
He was just wondering which was the

shortest way round to get to the other side,

ask your Newsagent for

when he was startled by seeing a canoce sud-
denly dart out from behind a elump of bushes,

In it was a girl, who was paddling as if
lier life depended on it.

A second later the figure of a man, dressed
in a rather quaint costnme, ecame runmning
along the opposite bank, uxdentlv in pursuit
As he ran he uncoiled a long rope he was
carrying, and flung it at the girl. It was a
lassoo ! :

1t just missed her! But, to Dick's herror,
the canoe heeled over on its side, and the
girl, losing her balance, toppled into the
water, and sank like a stone.

Dick hesitated just long enough to make
his mind that the people were real,
visitants from another world.

He threw off his jacket, and dived in after
her.

ANOTHER LONSG INSTALMENT OF
THIS MAGNIFICENT SERIAL STORY
OF THE CINEMA WILL APPEAR I
NEXT FRIDAY’S “ PENNY POPULAR.”

up
and not
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'DENNIS CARR'S |
VENTURE! |
(Continued from page 7.) l

l‘re,s’ column? Personally, I don't like

it. It seems rather mean, somehow.”
cant be blowed!” growled Johnny Bull.
“We've gob our circulation to consider! Be-
sides, all’s fair in love and war—and
,':umalxsm"

Lk we don't }\f'cp up to date with our
news,” ‘said N , “our eirculation il
come down with a giddy rush.. I think we're

guite justified, Harry, I purloining these
pam;:mpns ey
“ Al serene!” said Wharton. “1'H telephone
these items to the printers at onee.”
And he did so.

E&

wortly afterwards both the "Pic‘torml 4
and the “Herald” were on sale at Grey-
friars.

The “Herald” contained many startling

and breathless announcements m its “Stop
Press ”  column; but the “Pictorial’s”
column u)nt.unul nothing- but the latest
ericket results!

Harry Wharton's face turned almost green
when he discovered the hoax—for he no
longer doubted that he had been japed utterly
aud (*ompletelv by the rival editor.

“We've got ourselves into a fine pickle
now, and ne mistake!” growled the captain
of the Remove. “It’s all-moonshine about
Popper.

Bob Cherry wrung his hands in despair.

“We can do nothing,” he said. - “It’s im-
possible to suppress the paper. The copies
have all been distributed.”

At this juncture, Trottér, the page, thrust
Lis- far from beautiful face into the door-
way of Study No 1.

“Which you're wanted, Master Wharton,
by the 'Ead!” he announced.

“Oh, help!”

It was in a state of great apprehension that
the Captain of the Remove made his way to
the Head’s study. He expected to be caled
over the coals in connection with that extra-

nrdxmrv “Stop Press” ecolumn in the
# And” his cxpectations were

it To~day! 11

Dr. Locke had a copy of the “Herald ¥ on
his desk when Wharton went in. And when
the Head looked up his brow was thunderons.

“Wharton!” he exclaimed. “What is the
meaning of these absurd paragraphs in yeur
aper, none of which have any foundation in
‘act?”

Wharton
t to say.
You bave had the audacity to inform your
readers that I am prostrated by an attack
of whooping-cough!” the Head went on. f
md\ ~'\v tl t I have never been afllicted with

was silent. He scarcely knew

ssing malady in my life! And the
pm‘u;:rup) coneerning Sir Hilton Peopper, onc
of the governors of this scheol, s also
entirely false. How dare you cause su

.‘.)sn d! civeulated ?”

inaccurate news to be
? stuttered Wharton.

55 o not regard that stuttering mxt'mlsh
as a satisfactory explanation, W hal’ukl' 2

the Head, with erushing sarcasn. tt

pussible for me to take a lenient vie

condu and T intend to cane you s 3
H: Wharton nerved himself for the

orded But' he was not called to

upon

undergo it,. aiter all, for at &
there was a knock at the door (u
and, in response to the Hmd
Denms Carr entered.

\\\h, Carr?® said Dr. Locke irritably.
“What is it3”

“%L be were about {o punish
W Imlton sir——"

“Your belief is correct, Carr!”

“Then I should like to say that Wi
isnf to blame, sir, for those paragy
btm Press’ cvlumz‘ They were written

‘w me.
“Bless mj
Dennis Ca

then proceeded to explain: hie
lape in detail. After which, he voluntarily
neld out his hand, confident that the Head
mtundul to punish him. :

A cane you, Carrs
ince you have couie |
this s ily way and confesscd
But I cannob risk a recurrence of

0 And in order to restrain your peeuliar
wmour I must inform you that the

of the °Greyfriars Pieterial”’
forthwith t”

s Carr’s heart sank. He had scareely
expected this; and he appealed to the Head
to punish him in some other way.

But Dr. Bocke was adamant. Dennis Car
new paper had already cansed & great dea
of trouble, and the Head decmed it prudent
to suppress it.

It was a bitter blow to Deunis.

your folly.
such stupid

But that

junior had the satisfaction of knowing that
dnring his brief career as an Editor he had
certainly succeeded  in  astonishing the

natives!
THE EXD.

| NEXT FRIDAY!

Another Grand, Tong, C¢ mph‘ie
Story of Hauy Wharton & Co.
at Greyiriars, entitled :

“THE REMOVE TO THE
RESCUE!".
By Frank Richards.

i

Order your copy in advance.

Price 114,

GRAND NEW PUZZLE-PICTURE COMPETITION.

1st PRIZE:

A MOTOR
SCOOTER

£50 casn.

them ?
solve.

In addition to this grand first prize there isa second
prize of £25, 25 prizes of £1 each, and hundreds
of other prizes.

Puzzle pictures are not so very difficult to
Al particulars appear ‘in this week's

The Ever-Popular Weekly Comie.

Why shouldn’t you win one of

=
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! Dealing With a Rascal!

! A SHORT ST. JIWS STORY.

#a»s!'susususnsusns«%
tramp variety, smoking a clay ‘.Vipef

“I
which gave off fumes of a distinetly

obnoxious odour, stood at the gates of St,
Jim's and demanded admittance. -

Taggles, the school porter, surveyed him
with a critical and disapproving glance and
barred his way.

“Which you can't see Master Merry,” he
said, “Tramps ain’t allowed in ‘ere!”

“But I must see him. [—I—" -

¥
!

R

WANT to see Mr. Merry!”
A frowsy-looking gentleman of the

“Which you can't!” bpellowed Taggles
obstinately. “Hout you go! D'you ’ear?”

*1 hears right enough, but I hain’t a-going
out!” replied the frowsy-looking =
*And don’t you call me a tramp, neither!
added threateningly.

“My heye!” exclaimed the
“My heye!”

The shabby-looking individual pushed open
the gate and jammed his foot between the
posts, Old Taggles’ eyes bulged from his
head when he saw the movement.

“Out you go, you scoundrel!” he bellowed.

For answer, the-visitor planted his grubby
fist full in the region of the porter’s ample
waisteoat, and Taggles, relinquishing his hold
of the gate, sat down with a bump.

“Ow—yow! Oh, lor’!” he gasped.

With a triumphant expression, the tramp
cutered the gates and planted his muddy
boot—out of which two or more toes pr
truded—on Taggles’ chest like the conquering
hero of old. :

** That comes of being disrespectful like,”
he said. “I don’t put up with no nonsense,
I don’t!”

“Ow-yow!” gasped the porter. =

A group of juniors who had watched this
little performance between Taggles and the
visitor hurried over- to the scene of action.

“He's a rough-looking customer!” said Tom
Merry to Monty Lowther as he trotted along.

“Looks as if he'd kill his own grandmother
for a bob!” grunted Lowther.

The juniors pulled up short as the tramp,
after delivering a few more uncomplimentary
remarks to the school porter, came over to
hen

“'Arternoon, young gents! Can you put me
wise for Mister Merry?” he asked amiably.
I'm Merry,” replied the leader of ‘the
Terrible Three. “But I've no business with
you! What do you want?”

“Ho, so you're Merry, are yer?” leered
the visitor. “Then you’d better stump up

porter in he-

that four quid afore I makes trouble for

yer!
“What!” exclaimed the junior captain.
“Four quid, I says!”
“You must be mad! Why, I've never seen
your handsome—ahem !—face before!” said
Tom Merry, with a grin.
*Oh, hain’t yer? I've got an I O U signed
by yerself, young shaver, for a matter of four
quids, and I'm a-going to ’ave ‘em!”
Monty Lowther and Manners looked at
their leader in astonishment. The tramp
spoke with conviction, yet they could not
believe that their chum had had dealings
with the rascal.
“You're mad!” said Tom Merry, becoming
serious. “I've never seerr you before, I tell
you! If you've an I O U of mine show it!”
A grin overspread the dirty and cunning
face of the tramp.
“Not so fast, young shaver! 1'm not a-goin’
to hn’ve that little note snatched out of my
Irand ! 5
Tom Merry’s. lip curled scornfully.
“1 assure you, my. man, that we will not
touch the beastly thing. I doubt its
existence, as a matter of fact!”
The tramp fumbled in his pocket, and after
a while brought into view a dirty and much-
creased piece of paper, which, on eclose
inspeetion, revealed Tom Merry's signature
to an I O U of four pounds.
“My hat!”

“Great Scott!”

“Now, perhaps, you'll stump up!” grinned
the visitor. N

Hildare- and Darrel, who were strolling
along the drive, stared in surprise at the
disreputable-looking gentleman . conversing
with- Tom Merry & Co.

“He's no husiness in here!” muttered Kil-
dare. “What's Taggles doing to let him in?"
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A Real Treat —

The porter, as a matter of fact, had beaten
a hasty retreat into his lodge; he didn't want
to try any more conclusions with the war-
like tramp. s

“Let’s see what he wants,” sald Darrel.

Kildare nedded. in assent, and the two
Sixth-Formers moved over to the juniors.

“*Arternoon, sir!” was the framp:
greeting, )

Kildare ignored the greeting, and looked
very disapprovingly at Tom Merry’s visitor.

“What does this man want with you,
Mérry?” he asked.

“He’s trying to stump me for four pounds!”
replied the leader of the Terrible Three.
“What !”

“The young gentleman owes me four quid!”

the tramp. “I have hisI O U!”

nsense !
onsense, is it? Well, what's this, then?”

And the grubby I O U was flourished in
Kildaré's face.

The captain of the school looked serious
as he read the inscription.

“ What does this mean,
demanded.

“I-can’'t understand it,” replied Tom Merry.
“It’s my writing sure enough, but I've never
had any dealings with this scoundrel. In
fact, i've pever seen him before!”

“Oh, come orf it!” broke in the tramp. I
want my money!”
There was a
Monty Lowther:

*Ah, I've got.it!”

“Got what, fathead?” asked Tom Merry.

“ He's a fraud!” roared Low ;- with the
air of one solving a great mys

“Go hon!”

Merry 2 he

sudden ejaculation * from

“But I can see it all now.” went on
Lowther excitedly. “You remember the
Junior Dramatic Socicty gave a play last

week—performed in the or

“Well, what about it2”
‘Idiot, don’t you see?” ch
You were playing the vill part, and
you had to give me an I O U. Like a silly
chump you put your ewn name to the i 6 U
—and here it is! This rotter must have
picked it up!”

iéd Lowther.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Tom Merry. “Of
course !”
A look of relief passed over Kildare's face;

and a look of concern overcame the ugly
features of the tramp.

* he roared.
money . I—I——

owes me

Yowp—

The tramp wriggled and yelled in the grasp*
of Kildare and Darrel, who rushed forward
and seized him. Tom Merry & Co. lent a
hand, and the scoundrel was propelled out of
the gates. Old Taggles came out of his lodge
and joined in the procession. He had not
forgotten that terrific punch in the wind, and
he saw a chance of getting his own back.

“Ow—yow—leggo!” howled the tramp. “1
ain't done nothing—— Ow—yowp!”

““ I'm going-to teach you a lesson, my man!”
said Kildare grimly. * It isn't safe to visit
a respectable school with a tale like yours,
you scoundrel! I've half a mind to hand you
over to the police!”

“No, don’t, guv'nor! I'm a ‘onest man, I
am!” yelled the tramp, now thoroughly
scared. “I never meant no ‘arm—only a

.j-joke !”

The procession halted in the roadway, and
Kildare selected a ditech brimful of rain-
water and weed.

“We’ll shy him in here!” he said grimly.

The captive made a determined effort to
wriggle free, but the heavy grasp of Kildare
held him as in a vice. Hc was hoisted and
thrown into the ditch, appearing above the
surface the next moment looking like a
drowned rat.

“Ow—o0ooch—groogh!” he spluttered.

The St. Jim’s juniors, together with Kildare
and Darrel, entered the gates, feeling that
they had taught the rascal a lesson, and if
either of them had turned their heads they
would have seen Taggles repeating the lesson
as the tramp squelched out of the diten.
Having thus squared accounts, as it were,
with his pugilistic adversary, the old porter
tramped back to his lodge, his self-esteem
once more fully established, Needless to say,
the double ducking had the effect of cooling
the tramp's ardour; and he never showed
anywhere near the presincts of St. Jim's
again. - >

THE ‘END,

“ That fellow :

T y—"

%’,nsususc|\usnsusum-r§

| The Photo that Failed ! /
A SHORT STORY OF ST. JiM'S.

;nsn‘ususnsnsnsusu-;&

st HAT'LL do!” exclaimed Manners.
“That'll do nicely! Just stay like
that, and I won't keep- you a

3 e

jiffy 17 .

“Well, hurry up, old man!" said Tom
Merry, good-naturedly.

Tom Merry and his chum.Monty Lowther,
of the Shell Form at St. Jim's, were sitting
on a bench in a corner of the old quad. They
had resigned expressions upon their fuces, for
they were fairly in the clutches of their pal
Manners—the most enthusiastic photograher
at St. Jim's.

Manners, as Lowther remarked, sotto voce,

to Tom Merry, was fairly on the warpath.
... The bright spring weather had given him
the idea that it was just the day ifor a
vhotograph, and, sallying out into the quad-
rangle with his camera, he had eome upon
his two chums sunning themselves on the
bench.

Immediately he had marked them down for
his prey.

“Now, you chaps,” he said briskly. “Don't
move! It'll make a topping photo—just as
you are, mind! Your positions are naturai,
you see!”

“Go hon!” murmured Lowther.

“Don't talk, Lowther, youre moving your
head!”

“Oh”

“And dou’t fidzet your feet a
—they are all right -as they a

** May we breathe, please?”

ically.
ertainly not—I mean, don't be an ass,
Monty!” said Manners, gazir e
finder with a concentrated expressio
backing slowly away from his chums,
that’s abont the distance. Ol, hother!”

Manners gazed with an expression of an-
hoyance up at the sun, which was just then
obscured by a big, black cloud.

“It’ll be bright again in a minute,” he ex
claimed hopefully. “Don’t move, there’s S5C
chaps!”

out, Toemmy

Tom Merry. . We can't stay here all the
;ittomopn, you know, fixed like dummies, and
not daring to move.”

“Oh, rot, Tommy! I sha'n’t keep you a

8o you said before—about ten
ago!” snorted Lowther,

“Rats! Den't you want to be taken,
then?” demanded Manners warmly. “ Blessed
if it isn’t a waste of a good film, really; bhut
I want to try this new lens I've lLad put in."”

“* Oh, fire away, then!” said Lowther re-
signedly.

*Yes, get on with it, old chap,” nrged Tom
Merry.

T can’t till the sun comes out; hut—
look out!” shouted Manners suddenly.

Tom Merry and Lowther turned their heads
in surprise.

“What’s up?”

“The sun, you dummies—the sun’s coming
out again!" said Manners excitedly. * There
—you've moved! Do keep still, for good-
ness’ sake!” .

minutes

“But—"
“S'hush!” Manners was gazing into the
view-finder again with a rapt expression.

“Now, are you ready?”

No answer.

Tom Merry and Lowther were gazing fixedly
into space, hardly daring,.to breathe, and
only waiting to hear the click of the shutter.

Manners looked up from his camera.

“You dummies!”

<“All over?” said Lowther, with a sigh of
relief. =

“Good!” said Tom Merry, stretching out a

cramped leg.

. “Keep stillt” shrieked Manners, *T

haven't taken it yet! Do you think I was

going to photo you with those faces on? You

were glaring into space like stufied owls !
Tom Merry and Lowther glared at their

excited chum exaspérated.

“Look here!” hooted Lowther. “If yom
think that I'm going to sit here all day——”
Tom Merry heaved a sigh of resignafion.
“Hold on, Monty! ZLet’s get it over, for
goodness’ sake—it’s no use arguing with him!

Now, Manners, will that do?”

Manners looked at them critically, and tlen
bent over the camera.

“Yes, that'll do fine—keep it up!” he said

(Continued on page 18.)

'd Lowther

“That’s all very well, Manners,” criumbled



“GEM '’ Library, price 1id.

——This week’s

FOR THE GOO
OF THE TEAM!

|

A Magnilicent,
Long, Complete Story of
JIMMY SILVER & Co.

i

|
|
|

} By OWEN CONQUEST.

%

at Rorkwood.

!

i‘ccl- very

and Newcome, his ¢hums,
So did Tommy Dodd
So did
mateh

Not Wanted.
ht May sun shone in abt the
ws of the Fourth Form-room at
Rookwood. Jimmy Silver, eaptain
sunny windows many times with an expres-
sion of great satisfaction.
a beautiful May day; the weather
perfect for ericket. Jimmy Silver was in high
1t was Wulnmdav, a hall-holiday, and that
afterncon 8t. Jim’s were coming over for the
mateh with Rookwood. Juniors.
Jimmy Silver had reason to-
23

His team, selected with trwat care from the

:ricketers on both sides of Rookwood, Classi-
cal and Modern, was in great form. ‘The St.
Jim's match was one of the hardest fights of
fought game.* And the weather was ideal.

Hence the cheery smile that dwelt on
Jimmy Silver’s pleasant face, even while Mr.
Bootles was waxing sarcastic over his con-

Lovell and Raby

shared his high spirits.
& Co., the licroes of the Modern side.
every fellow who was playing in the

And, curiously enougl, Mornington and his
friends, the slackers ul the Fourth, seemedd
xenmrhauly cheery, too, though as far as
lruket WAas concemcd they were hopelessly

Smiles were exchanged among Mornington,
Townsend, Topham & Co., and sometimes
they glanced at Jimmy Silver and winked at
one another.

“Nuts” of the Fourth, as Jimmy Silver might
have noticed had he been less oee upled with
his own affairs.

But J:mm_v had no eyes or thoughts for the
lie a thought te waste upon the sullen,arrogant
Mornington. Mornington was not loomng S0
sullen as usual now, but his smile had some-
thing sardonic in it.
ing that morning.

In such weather, and with such a prospect
for the afterncon, the Rookwood Fourth
found the elass-room intolerably stuify and
pensed with the valuable knowledge their
Form-master was imparting to them.

But everything comes to an end at last;
and so did morning lessons that day—to the
master as well.

The juniors streamed out of the Torm-
room in great spirits.

“That’s over, thank goodnesst” said
detaining some of us once or twice, But he’s
a brick! The way Meraington construed was
enough to make a hippotamus weep. et

“ What is the beggar fjrmumg ahout ?"”

“ Is he grinning 2’ said Jimmy carelessly.

“He's been’ grinning like a singed cat all
the morning,” said Raby. *“He's got some-
thing in his mind.”
head,” said Flynn. “I know that leok in lLis
chivvy.”

“Oh, blow Mornington!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Let’s have half an hour at the nets hefore
afternoon.”

“Good egg!”

“Hold on a minute. Sjlver!” exclaimed
Mornington, coming quickly towards the cap-

THE FJRST cHAPTEh._

T of the Fourth, glanced towards the
spiri

“ehipy
the season, and Jimmy Silver liked a well-
siruing.
that afternoon.

“out of it.”

Something seemed te be “on” ameng the
¢ Nuts” of Rookwood now. Least of all had

Mr., Bootles found his class somewhat try-
boresome, and they wounld gladiy have dis-
relief of the Fourth, and probably of their
Jimmy Silver. “I thought Bootles would be
asked Lovell.

“Sure, it's some dirthy {rick he's got in his
dinner. St. Jim's will De bere early this
tain of the Fourth. < \\ant a word with

\(!ll
“Buck up, then!”
“I've asked you to play me against St.
Jlmq this afternoon.” s
“My hat! You’re not beginning that

again, are you?” said Jimm)
of patient remonstrance.

Silver, in a tone

“Yes. I'm going to play.”

Jimmy grinned.

"\\ hat are you going fo play—the giddy
0\/

“I'm going to play cricket against St. Jim’s.
You can’t deny that I've heen stickin’ to?]
practice, and I'm in pretty good form.”

“You're improving, admitted Jimmy
Silver. "\*otbmo like form for the eleveu,
though.”

“I'm goin’ to play!” said Mornington coolly.

“Whether I like it or mot?” asked Jlmmy,
grinning.

Mommﬂton nodded.

“Yes, if you put it like that.”

“Weli I don’t quite see how vou’ll manage
¥ said Jimmy. “If you come on the field,

3 'l be kicked off,”
Mornington shrugged shoulders, as
Jimmy looked at him in a puzzled way.

Townsend and Topham were grinnir

“If you don’t choose to play me, you'll be
made to,” he explained.

“My hat! How will you work ths
hm!m, more gurprised than angr

You know my guardian, Sir Rupert Stac-
poole, is chairman of the governing body of
Rookwood——

Jir nn} \mu' yawned portentous

“Yes; r've told us often enoug
fed-up ith the noble baronet
the chin!”

“He has influence with the Head—"

“We've had that, too, lots of times.
o1 a new record.

\Iurxxznf*tun flushed angrily.

“Very well! You can play me of your own
choice, Or you can be ordered to do it, just as

” asked

We're
ed-up to

Put

you like.” he said.
Ouleud to do it?” exclaimed Jimmy.
“Neap

“By whom?”

“The Head.”

“Rats!”

“Look here, I've had enough of this ched\ 12
exclaimed Lovell wrathfully. *“Get out of the
way, Mornington!”

“T tell you——" .

Lovell did not wait to be told. He took
\To"mngtou by the collar and swung him out

the we

\Tommr*ton went reeling along the passage,
and collapsed against the wall, with a gasp,

The Fistical Four went out. grinning, into
the quadrangle.

“What the dickens do you stand that

cheeky rotter’s jaw for, Jxmm) 27 exclaimed
Lovell

“No law against jawing,”

said Jimmy Silver

cheerily. “He can jaw himseli purple in the
face 1f be likes. It won't make any differ-
ence.’

“I suppose that was only gas, all he was
saying?” remarked Newecome.

“I suppose so,™ said Jimmy, laughing.
“The Head isn’t likely to take a hand in
junior cricket arrangements. The silly ass is
so full of swank that he doesn’t know what
he’s talking about !”’

“Towny and Toppy seemed to think there
was something in it,” remarked Raby

mughtfuﬂy 1

“Pair of silly asses!”
down to the cricket.”

The ‘Fistical Four dismissed Mornington
from their minds. But they were destined
to be reminded shortly of him. There was a
surprise in stere for Jimmy Silver.

said Jimmy. “Let's get

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
By Ovrder.

113 ILVER!”
¢ Yes, siph?
2 Mr. Bootles, the master of the-

Fourth, called to Jimmy, as the
juniors were lanng du dmmn -room after
dinner.

“Step inte my study, please,” said Mr.
Bootles. ;
“Certainly, sir!” said Jix x.nnn , wondering

what was the matter.
He followed the Formi-master into his study,

Mr. Bootles sat down, and couglied his littlo
cough, and blinked ab the captain of the
Fourtu over his glasses.

“I understand, Sﬂ\'er that you are—ahem!
—playing a _ericket- llldtl‘h, or something of
the sort, this afternoon.”

“womethmv of the
Jimmy. “I mean, yes, sir.
visiting team from St. Jim’s.”

“Pr, Chisholm has spoken to me on this
swbject.”

“It’s very kind of the Head to take an
interest in our cricket matches, sir,” said
Jm;m v, m surpnse

“Ahem!” said Mr. Bootles. “Yes—exact
The fact is, the Head has received a c
munication from a governor of Reokwood—
in short, from Sir Rupert btacpoole, the
chairman of the governing hoard.”

Jimmy Silver started a little,

“ Yon may be aware, Silver, that Sir
Rupert is the eunardian of onc of your lwm-
fellows \‘omm"ton. in faet.”

‘s told us uo sir.
it is Sir Ruper s wish that his
fl—take up ericket, and -and
thall, and so on,” said Mr. Bootles rather
nely, Mr. Boutles knowledge of games
not extensive. “It appears that he has
ned complaints from hi wrd that—that,
rt. Mornington is not allowed to take
rt in the games.”

Jnmm s eyes allnted
Mor.].xwton is a duffer at eri

)

 said. “He can take part in the ie
uch as he likes, and if he would s nk to it,
hie could share in practice matches. i

good enough form to be put in the
fix tmeb >
“However, Sir

Rupert has made 2

spec w«mut to the Head,” said M
Bootles. “He regards anmrrton as being
passed over. The Head does not dictate to

you in this matter, Silver. He realises ihaf
juniors have ll“‘hts of their own, and that

cricket is not a suitable mat for . direct
interference by the headmaster. For this
reason, he does not eare to exert his

authority. M2 does not wish,
fuse Sir Rupert Stacpoole.
if you would
the mateh
request.”
Jimmy set his lips.
A request from hiz headmaster was tania
mount to a eommand.
a junior had his rights, and JFimmy
as cricket captain, had his duties as
s his rights to consider.
St. Jim’s mateh wounld be tonel

however, to re-
He would he glad
allow Mornington to play in
this afternoon, Sir Rupert's

ay

20, anyv Tom Merry & Co. st

were alv a_hard nut to ¢ Playing
even one “duffer ¥ in the Rookwood team
would be throwing away victor A single
wicket lost for uothmﬂ ‘would make all the

difference between wctory and defeat.

It was not easy for a er,m in the Fourth
Form to refuse a request from his hLead-
, conveyed throngh his Form-master,
my felt that he had no choice in the

.

L will oblice the Head in this little
matter,” added Mr. Bootles. “1 may add-—
er—that I am much oblx‘f«‘d to you, Silver.
You may go.”

Immv Kllvcr d:d not stir.

‘Excuse me, sir,” he said quietly and re-
lly, but very ﬁrmh 1 ean’t play
ton this mtemoon >

hat—what !’

“Mornington’s no good, sir. ¥ ecan’t take

my e!oun ont to be licked by £t. Jim’s be-

e that clumsy duffer wants to play.”
2 An Bootles looked hard at the junjor,

o am not an authority upon cricket,” ho
54 il § l\now little of the—er--game. But
I suppose that one boy is mueh the same as
amothm .

“Not quite; sir,” said Jimmy.
is an ass ab cricket, I think he would make
a preftty good bat if he stuck fo practice, but
he doesn’t. He w ould be only a passenger in
the feam. 1 eand the fellows and tcll
THp I’L Y POPULAR.—No. 0.
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them that I'm playing a duffer like that
agzalnst a strong team.”

Mr. Bootles coughed.

“1 trust, Silver, that you have no inten-
tion of refusing to accede to a special request
from your headmaster?’’

“I've got no choice, sir.”

There was a pause.

“You surprise me, Silver,” said Mr. Bootles,
at last.

“1'm sorry, sir.”

““The fact is, Silver, that a junior cannot
be allowed to refuse his headmaster's re-
quest,” said Mr, Bootles somewhat sharply.
~1 hoped to see you consent without demur.”

“I can't, sir.” -

“You must!”

Jimmy set his lips,

“I cannot go to Dr, Chisholm and tell him
that you have refused to meet his express
wishes, I therefore order you, Silver, to
play Mornington in the cricket-match this
atfternoon. I am sorry to have to do this,
but there is no alternative.”

Jimmy Silyer drew a deep breath.

“Nohody has a right to order me to do
that, sir,” he gaid quietly. 2

“ Silvert'*

“Any of the fellows would tell you so, sir.”

“Enough! I am sorry to have to give you
this order, but ¥ expect to see it carried out.
You may go, Silver.”

There was no more to be said.

dimmy Silver quitfed the study,
gleaming under hig knitted brows.
tor had scored after all, Jimmy Silver had
received his orders, It remained to he seen
‘Wwhether those orders would he obeyed.

his eyes
Morning-

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Mornington in Luck.
(i = OWLY Moses! What's the matther
intoirely 9
“What's the row, Jimmy?”
“Not  detained?” exclaimed
Lovell anxiously.

Jimmy Silver's look, as he came out into
the quad, drew his chums around him at
once. It was easy to see that something un-
toward had happened. Never had the eap-
1ain of the Fourth looked so furious.

“ What the dickens is it?” exclaimed Tommy
Dodd. “Give it a name, Jimmy.” - y
lmiIm ordered to play Mornington this after-
oon.” -

“Piffle t?
. Bootles has ordered me, from the Head!”
* Great Scott!”
. There was a howl of astonishment from the
Juniors,

For the headmaster to interfere in cricket

matches, which concerned only the fellows
iliemselves, was unheard of. The Rookwood
luniors stared at Jimmy Silver in blank
astonishment.

“Ordered to play Mornington!” gzasped
Lovell. “It’s impossible!” B

“So that’s what the cad was grinning at?”
exclaimed Raby. “That's what he's been
ping up his sleeve.”

Ordered!” said Tommy Dodd. “Ordered!
What right has the Head to give orders
about cricket?”

“Or Bootles either?”

“Shame {”

“Rotten!”

“We jolly well won't stand it!”

“The cad sha’'n't be played!
him instead!”

Voices were rising in wrath. Interference
with the sacred rights of the junior cricket
elub was simply intolerable.

Jimmy Silver smiled bitterly,

“The rotter has been complaining to his
guardian that he's left out of junior cricket,
1 suppose he hasn't mentioned that he's a
slacker and a cad. Old Stacpoole hag put it
to the Head.”

“Blow old Stacpoole !”

“ He's chairman of the
course, he has a lot of influence with the
‘Head,” said Jimmy. “I was asked to play
the cad, and refused. Then Bootles ordered
me to do it.”

' “Shame!”

“Like his cheek!”

“The Head has no right to interfere in our
huginess !” exclaimed Lovell passionately.

“We're not going to stand it! If you play
that cad, Jimmy Bilver, we'll scrag you!”

“1 Jeave it to the team,” said Jimmy. “I
wor’t play him of my own accord. But a
Form-master’'s order is an order, and if I
don’t do it, you know what it means.”

‘THE PENNY POPULAR.—No. 70.

We'll scrag

governors, and, of

i

“A flogging, perhaps!” said Tommy Dodd,
with a whistle.

“It's a rotten shame!”

“The Head don't understand much abont
our little games,” said Jimmy. “I dare say
he thinks it doesn’t matter much who's
played, and he may believe there’s a set made
against Mornington. I don’t suppose he
thinks it's of much consequence wherier we
beat 8t. Jim’s or not. Same with Bootles—
what he doesn't know about cricket would
fill books.”

“Silly asses!” said Lovell,

“It’s rotten!” said Tommy Dodd. “But
yow'll have to play him, Jimmmy. It will be
carrying a passenger in the team, that’s all.”

“Alll” exclaimed Lovell furiously, “It
means a licking for us. St. Jim’s don’t have
passengers in their feams.”

“I'd refuse fast enough,”
“only-—only x

“Only what?” growled Lovell,

“It isn’t only the licking -though that’s not
pleasant. But if Mornington is left out now,
he's cad enough to go straight to Bootles and
tell him.”

“ Let him 1"

- “But what would Bootles do?”

“Blow Bootles!”

“Fathead! He would come down fo the
ground, and order us to play Mornington
there. We should have to do it, or stop the
mateh.”

“Oh crumbs!”

“Pretty scene before the St. Jim’s chaps!”
grunted Rawson.

“We couldn’t stand that,” said Tommy
Dodd, with a shake of the head." “There’s no
way cut; you've got to play the cad, Jimmy !”

Lovell clenched his fis furiously.

“The rotter! I'll smash him for this!”

“Here he comes!” said Oswald.

Mornington walked up to the group, with
Townsend and Topham. The two latter were
grinning gleefully. The Nuts of the Fourth
were very pleased to see Jimmy Silver & Co.
“dished ” in this way.

Mornington wore an arrogant smile.

His view was that Jimmy Silver & Co. had
been brought to reason at last, and that they
had been made to knuckle under, which was
quite right and proper in his eyes.

The black looks east at him by the juniors
did not affect him in the least. He fixed his
eyes upon the captain of the ¥ourth with a
supercilions expression. =

“You've heard from Bootles?” he asked.

Sxes?

“You know you've got to play me?”

“Bootles says 50, said Jimmy very quietly.

“You might as well have made up your
mind to it, without givin® me the trouble
of puttin’ the screw on!” said Mornington
insolently.

“You cad!” shouted Lovell.

“Rotter!”

“Outsidert”

“8crag him!" <

“Sure, the thafe of the worrnld ought to
be scragged inteirely!” yelled Flynn. “(ollar
the baste!”

“Hold on!” said Jimmy Silver, “That’s no
good. And there's Bootl , his window !

But Patrick 0'Donovan ¥Flynn was not to be
denied.

He rushed at Mornington, hitting out right
and left.

Mornington was, fairly swept off his feet,
and he went to the ground with a crash.
Townsend and Topham backed away, but
Flynn was not finished yet. Townsend caught
his hard knuckles on his nose, and joined
Mornington on the ground, and Topham went
reeling from a terrific upper-cut on the chin.
- “Bravo, Paddy !” chuckled Tommy Dodd.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Look out! Cave!”

Flynn danced round his fallen foe, brandish-

said Jimmy,

ing his fists, careless of the fact that Mr-

Bootles had thrown up his window.

“Gerrup and have some more, ye thafe of
the worruld!" roared Flynn, “Gerrup and
be licked, ye spaipeen!”

“Flynn!”

Mr. Bootles’ voice was like thunder.
Patrick O’Donovan Flynn ceased suddenly his
excited war-dance.

“Yis, sorr?”

“How dare you, Flynn!?’ thundered Mr,
Bootles.
“0h, sorr——-" !

“@o into the House! You will remain in-
doors till tea-time, and take two hundred
lines !” s

“Howly Moses!”
may. “Sure, I was only
spalpeen, sorr—"

ejaculatéd Flynn, in dis-
lickin' a rotten

Have you read this week's “*GEM" Library?——

“Ohey me at once, Flynn!”

“Yis, sorr!” groaned Flynn.

And he went disconsclately into the house.

“Let there be no more of this!" exclaimed
Mr. Bootles, frowning at the juniors. “Any
further interference with Mornington will be
punished severely!”

Moraington picked himself up, gasping for
breath. Townsend and Tophanr rose, panting
and dusty.

“The beast!” groaned Townsend,

“Ow! My chin!’ murmured Topham.

Mornington laughed sardonically.

“I1t's nothin’! They’ve got to toe the line!”

Which was cold comfort, however, to the
Nuts of the Fourth, whose noses and chins
felt decidedly out of gear.

But there was no help.

Furious as they were, they felt that

they had to “toe the line.’
JTimmy Silver would have stood out at any
but there was no possibility of standing

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Rawson to the Rescus.

HERE was dismay and fury among the
Rookwood junior cricketers.

out,

Mornington, left out of the team, would
have gone to Mr. Bootles at once, and the
Form-master would have stepped in.

The juniors, naturally enough, shrank from
having a “scene” in the presence of the
visitors from St. Jim’s. Moréover, the game
would have been stopped, for if Jimmy had
still persisted in disobeying, he would have

been ordered into the House. ¥t was im-
possible to resist. -

With gloomy looks and gleaming eves, the
youthful cricketers made up their minds that

they had to “stand it.” ;

The keenness with which they had locked
forward to the match was genme now.

With such a “passenger ”* in the team,
had little hope of beating St. Jim’
was enough to turn the balance between the
two elevens, and Mornington was something
more than a straw in the scale.

Everybody agreed that it was “rotten,” but
everybody had to agree also that there was
no help for it.

The time was getting close, too, for the
arrival of Tom Merry & Co. from St, Jim’s.
The Fistical Four and the three Tommies
stood in a gloomy group on the cr
ground, waiting for the arrival of the Saints.
They were feeling inclined to “scrag ” Morn-
ington, but even that econsolation was denied
them. Rawson came up to the group, with

| a thoughtful look on his rugged face.

“You're leaving somebody out to put that
cad in, Jimmy 7" he said.

Jimmy nodded.

“Must leave out a Classical as you're put-
ting a Classical in,” remarked Tommy Dodd
casually.

“I'm leaving out Lacy,” said Jimmy Silver.

“ But he's a Modern.”

“Can’t be helped.”

“Now, look here, Jimmy Silver—"

“Oh, don't jaw!™ said Jimmy peevishly.
“Bad enough without jaw. Blessed if
ain't like Nero fiddling while Rome
burning. Don’t worry!”

as

“I've got_an idea,” said Rawson, in his
quiet, stolid way. “Leave me out.”

“That’s a good idea,” said the three
Tommies at once.

“We want Rawson,” said Jimmy. “Raw-

son’s a better bat than Lacy.”

“1 tell you—-"

“0Oh, cheese it!” .

“Look here 2

“You don’'t want to he leit out, T suppose,
Rawson?” said Jimmy Silver .crossly, “It’s
had enough without my own team turning
tail!” =

Rawson shook his head.

“I'd rather play,” he said; “but I've got
an idea. I think 1 eould persuade Morning-
ton not to be such a rotten cad.”

“Bow-wow !

“I think I could,” said Rawson. “1 needn't
go into particuls But I think { could
do it, if you leave me out of the team.”

Jimmy Silver stared at him.

“You think yom could persuade Mornington
not to shove himself into the team?” he
exclaimed. -

“I think so.”

“What utter rot!” said Tommy Dodd
“He’s simply bent on it. He's chortling with

glee over getting us into a fix.
“T know that. But I might be able to do
i

“I don't see how,” said Jimmy. “But it
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L TommyADodd! Good old Tommy ! Tommy Dodd was on the ball.
eyes fixed upon the ball as it came floating down gently,

He backed away with his hands raised, his
as it seemed, towards hivs outstretched hands.

you think you could make Mornington act
decently, youre welcome to try. But you
needn't stand out of the team to do that.”

“1 should bave to keep him company this
afternoon,”” said Rawson. ,

“Look here, what are you driving at?
You're not pally with Mornington?”

¢ No. He doesn't like scholarship kids!"
said Rawson, with a grin. “But I might get
pally with him for once, and he might prefer
my company to playing in the mateh.”

You're talking out of your hat!”

“Well, leave it to me,” said Rawson. “Fill
niy place, and if Mornington doesn't claim
his place, put another man in.”

“I'll do that fast enough. T ean’t play
Flynn; he’s detained. Jones minor would do
very well. But——"

“1I really think I could persuade Morning-
ton,” said Rawson. "Leave it to me. I can
be very eloquent sometimes.” -

“Well, if you can do' it you're a giddy
lewel!” said Tommy Dodd. “But I'll bet
ten to onegn doughnuts you ean’t!”

Rawson smiled, and walked away.
= = Bie if 1 understand Rawson,” said
Jimmny Silver peevishly. “He counld talk like
& minister at the Guildhall till -he was high
and - dry, but Mornington wouldn't take any
netice.”

“Well, I'wish him Juck,”
“Where is Mornington no

Jimmy’s lip curled.
. “They’re having“a smoke in their study,”
.he said “Ripping way of getting ready
for a cricket-match! Of course, the fool's
wicket will go down first hall! It will be like
playing a man short.”

“Against a team like St. Jim’s—rotten!”

“Brrrr!” growled Jimmy discontentedly.

There was a shout from the direction of
the gates.

‘ Here they come!’”

St. Jim’s had arrived.

id Tommy Dodd,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Looking Aiter Mornington.

AWSON looked into Flynn's study.

The Irish junior was seated dole-

fully at his table, writing lines.

He was ‘“gated ” for the after-
noon; and, worse than that, ordered to
remain indoors, which meant that he could
not go down to the cricket-ground to watch
the mateh. It was hard lines upon Patrick
O’'Donovan Flynn, and’ his chubby face was
very dismal. He gave Rawson a disconsolate
look. %

“St. Jim's come yet?” he sasked.

“Not yet. Are you busy?”

“I'm doing lines!” groaned Flynmn. “Two
hundred lines for punching that spalpeern !
Sure. it’s rotten !

“Will you come and help me 77

“Phwat’s the game?”

“I'm going to persuade Morningion not to
play.”

“Arrah, and ye can’'t do it intoirely!”

“I think I ean, it you'llslend a hand.”

Flynn jumped up.

“I'm your man! But ye can't do it!”

“Come along!” said Rawson.

He strode away to Townsend's study,
followed by the astonished F¥lynm. There
was a haze of smoke in the study when
Rawson threw open the docr.

Mornington and Townsend and Topham
were there, enjoying a smoke after luncl,
and in great good-humour.

Jimmy Silver had - heen - completely
“downed " this time, and great was the
satisfaction of the Nuts of the Fourth,

Meornington looked insolently at the twe
juniors in the doorway.

“Hallo! Is it time to geton the fieckd?” he
said lazily. “T’ll come when L've finished
my cigarette.”

“Dow’t hurry,” said Townsend, grinning.
“Let. Jimmy Silver

wait. He dare not
play without you.”
ThHE PENNY POPULAR.—No. 70.
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“I'm not goin® to hurry, dear boy,” said
Mornington. “Go and tell Silver I'm coming
along scon, Rawson.”

Rawson did not reply. He pushed Flynn
into the sbudy, and closed the door, and
locked it, Then he pui the key into his
pocket,

The three Nuts watched that proceeding
in zreat astenishment.

“What the dickens are you doin’ with our
key?" exclaimed Topham. “Open the door
at ouce, you outsider!”

“I'm an insider now,” said Rawson cheer-
fully. “This is my study, I believe, as well
as yours.”

Mornington rose, and threw the
of his cigarette into the grate.

“I'll be off now,” he said. *“You fellows
had better come down and see the mateh.”

“1 don’t know about the mateh; but Jimmy
Silver’s face will be worth watchin',”
chuckled Townsend.

* You're not going just yet,” said Rawson.
“I've got something to say to you, Morning-

stump

Y
“Keep it to yourself,” said Mornington,
shrugging his shoulders. “1 don't care to
chat ti beggarly seholarship bounders!”

= You've got to hear it, all the same

“Tet me pass!”

“You've shoved yourself into the team by
using your guardian's influence with the
Head,” continued Rawson. *“You know it's
i dirty trick.”

»Let me pass, confound you!”

“You may, or ought to know, that it may
ioze Rookwood the match.”

“Will you let me pass?” shouted Morn-
ington, clenching "his fists. His savage
temper was rising; but he hesitated to
attack the burly Rawson.

No,” said Rawson calmly. “I haven't
finishhed yet. I want you to promise me not
to shove yourself inte the team.”

Mornington laughed savagely. =
= Well, I’'m not goin’ to do anythin' of the
sort. Now let me pass, you cad!” 5

\

against it, and you may lose v
“Will you get out of the way?
“Hardly,” said Rawson. “I’ve given you a

ance of doing the decent thing. You've

refused.” -

“Sure, the baste hasn’t any dacency in
him?” said Flynn. “I could have told ye it
was 1o geod, Rawson darling!” .

“But it=is some good,” said Rawson. “As
AMornington refuses to do the decent thing,
lie’s going to stay here and keep me company
this afternoon!”

“What!” yelled Mornington.

“Getting deaf?” asked Rawson pleasantly.
“You're going to stay here and keep me
company this afternoon.”

“You utter fool!l I shall do nothin' of the
sort.” - :

“We shall seel”

“Wiil you let me pa
ington passionately.

S No ! < .

“Then U'll knock you flyin’{”

“Go ahead!” -

Flynn burst into a roar. Rawson's plan
dawuned upon him at last. He gave the
scholarship junior a terrific thump on the
shioulder.

“ Sure, it's a broth av a bhoy ye are!” yelled
flynu. “Hurray! We'll keep the spalpeens
here safe and sound! You look after that
cad, and I'll look after these two!”

“That's the game!” said Rawson.

Mornington clenched his hands convulsively.
This high-handed proceeding on the part of
the scholarship junior tock him completely
by surprise. He had expected Jimmy Silver to
try every means of getting out of the fix. But
he had not looked for this. -

“Look here, you can't do it!” exclaimed
Townsend. “Do you think you're goin' to
keep us shut up in this study all the after-

gn

s the match?”
993

s

shricked Morn-

“Exactly.” =

“We won't stay here!” shouted Topham,

“Good! (et out if you can! ”

“Faith, and ye're welcome to thry!”
ctiortled Flynn. “Are ye spoilin’ for a fight,
¥, dear boy?”

Keep off, you wild Irish idiot!” gasped

- Tewnseud, jumping up and dodging round the

table.

“ Do you want an up-and-a-downer, Toppy 2"

“Leave me alone, yQu heasti”

* Sure, it's as peaceable as lambs they are,
the dear boys!” e¢hortled Flynn. “They won't
give us any throuble.”
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“I'll yell out of the window if you don’t
open that door!” shouted Townsend
desparingly. >

“Will ye intoirely? said Fiyan, planting
himself at the window. “Come and thry!
Sure, I'll give ye something to yell for!”

Mornington glared at his chums,

“Back me up!” he shouted. “Rush thal
low brute, and get the key!”

“Rush away!” said Rawson,

Mornington sprang at unim like a tiger. In
a second they had closed, and were struggling
fiercely.

Townsend and Topham made a movement
to back up their pal.

Flynn chipped in promptly.

The athletic Irish junior was
match for the two weedy, see

more than a
slackers ot

the Fourth. He fairly hurled himself upon
them, and gripped each of them by the
collar. =

Crack!

Townsend's head came.in contact with Top-
ham’s with a resounding conc

“Yaroooh!”

“Whooop!” S

“Leggo, you beast!” .

““Oh crumbs!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Rawson and Mornington were rolling on the

flocr. Mornington was fighti like tiger.
But he had no chance a t- the burly

Rawson.

He went over on his back, and Rawson's
knee was planted on his chest. Mornington
glared up at him with speechless fury in his
fa

“Kape him down!” grinned Flynn.
Inoking after these spalpe
to be peaceable, me bhoys?”

“Yarooh! Leggo!”

“You're tearing my collar!” shrieked Town-
send.

“Faith, and ye're lucky it's not yere neck!”

“I give in!"” roared Toplam. *Let go!™

Flynn swung the two unhappy Nuts into the
corner of the study, where they collapsed,
gasping for breath. e

“Kape there, thin,” said Flynn. “You can
sit on the floor, and, sure, if ye get up wan
instant, I'll knock ye down again!”

“O0Oh, you beast!” mumbled Townsend.

“Oh, you rotter!” groaned Topham.

But they did not get up. Flynn sat on
the table, ready to pounce upon them if
they did. The two slackers decided that
discretion was the better part of valour.
They remained where they were.

Mornington. who did not want for pluck,
whatever his other failings; was struggling
under Rawson's heavy knee. But he could
not displace that knee. He was pinned down
as helplessly as a moth on a pin.

“Will you let me go?” shrieked Mornington
breathlessly.

“No-fear!”

“I—I'll smash you!”

Rawson laughed.

¢ You beggarly workliouse hound, how dare
you touch me?”

“Faith, and it's civil and polite he is!”
grinned Flyan. “Rub hiz noble napper in the
carpet, me bhoy!"”

“Help!" shrieked Mornington.

Rawson jerked out Mornington’s handker-
chief, and jammed it into Mornington’s
mouth. Mornington’s yells died away in a
gurgle. .He tore at the handkerchief with
his hands; but his wrists were grasped, and
held tightly fogether.

“Are you going"to be quiet?” said Rawson
coolly.

“Gerrooh!”

“Then I'll tie your bandsz!”

“Yurrrggh!”

Rawson jerked off Mornington's necktic, In
spite of the junior's frantic struggles, he
bound it round his wrists, fastening them
together. :

“Will you keep quiét now?
if you mean yes.”

Mornington did_not
dently he did not mean yes.
at Rawson. :

“Throw me your necktie, Townsend,” said
Rawson.

“Look licre, you're not goin' to have my
necktie—"

“1 give you one second!”

Townsend, with a ifurious look, jerked off
his necktie, and hurled it to Rawson. Morn-
ington’s ankles were drazged together, and
bound with it. >

Then Rawson rose #o his feel,

“That settles Mornington,” he remarked,
“He won’t give us any more worry.”

“Jimmy Silver put you wp to this!” ex-
claimed Topham furiously.

Sny
Are you going

Nod your head

his head. EBvi:
His eyes Aamed

and claim his place in the team.

_“Jimmy Silver doesn’t know a word about
it,” said Rawson. “I told bhim I'd try to
persuade Morningbon to stand out. That's
all. T've persuaded him.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Flymn. “Ye hav&
intoirely !”

“We've got to waste an afternoon on them,
Flynn,” said Rawson. “You don’t mind?”
C“Divil a bit—it's ‘deloighted T am! Be-
sides, T can do my lines here. DIl horrow
some of yer impot paper, if yve don't mind,
Towny.”

Townsend only snorted by
“Kape in that corner,”
ye move, ye'll have me on ye

for the impot paper

“Look here—"

“Don’t jaw while I'm writin® me
bedad !

““ We're not going to stick here—""

“Well, get up, if you like. TYou know
what you'll.get it you do.”

Townsend and Topham
Now that Mornington w
struggle would have 1
and it was more hopeless than ey

ay of response.
id Flynu. ir
I s! Thanks

lines,

did not get wup.
83 tied wmp, fhe
. twe,

i1owny

and '{‘omry had to grin and he:n‘» it. Flynn
cheerfully proceeded to write his lines. Raw-

son sat down at the table to work at Greck.
On the floor Morningtor lay, writhing in lLis
honds, his face black with rage. But his
teeth had been drawn, and he was powerless
now. :

About ten minutes later hurried steps came
along the passage, and the door was tricd
irom the outside.

“You fellows comin’?" called out Peele of
the Fourth. it. Jim's are here, and they'l
be beginnin’ without you, Morny?! What the
dickens is the door locked for?”

Flynn gripped Townsend by the neck with
his left hand, and clenched his right under
Towny's terrified eyes.

“Tell him ye're not comin’,” he said: “and
if there's any throuble, sure I'll make mince-
meat of ye

Townsend gasped.

“We're not comin’, Peele!” he called out.

“My hat! Isn’t Mornington comin’?”

“No!" gasped Townsend,

“Why not? They'll be playin® without him?®
Why don’t you let me in?” called out the
mystified Peele,

Flynn's grip clo
and his big fist pr
liose

d tighter on Townsend.
ssed on Towny's unhappy

Can't let you in!" gasped wnsend,
“We're busy—a-—a little game! You cat
along and—and see the match.”

“Bridge?” asked Peele through the key-
hole.

£ ¥e-pa

“Then I'l make a Tourth.
for watchin® the mateh.”

Topham made a movement, hut Rawson's
eye was on him, and Rawson’s heavy fist
was ready. Topham remained silent.
Can’t let you in,” said Townsend.
along !”

“'%nok here, don't you want me?”

“No !

I don't care

“Cut

"A\\'éu, you pig," said Pecle, in disgust, “ zo -

and eabt coke!”

And he kicked the door, and stalked away
angrily,

“0Oh, you rotters!” mumbled Townszend.

Flynn chuckled.

“Sure, it's a broth av a bhoy ze are”
he said. “And if anybody else comes, Towny,
ye'll answer in the same way, or it's a wreck
ye'll be!”

“Hang you!”

Flynn sat down fo his lines again, and
Rawson to his Greek. Down at the cricket-
ground the match was goirg on merrily. But
it was not a merry afternoon to the Nuts
of the Fourth. *

————

THE 8iXTH CHAPTER.
The St. Jim’s Match.

OM MERRY & Co. had arrived, and
Jimmy Silver greeted them as cheer-
fully as he could.

“Jimmy had little faith in Rawson's
“persuasion,” and he did not believe for a
moment that Mornington would fail to appear
He was, of
course, unaware of the drastic measures
Rawson intended to use.

St. Jim's were in great form, as Jimmy
could tell at a glance. Ro@kwood would
have had their hands full, anyway. With a
duffer instead of a good man in the team,
the game was up, though Jimmy intended to
put up the hardest fight he eould.

But, to his surprise, Mornington did not
appear on the scene. =
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The two elévens were ready, and Jimmy
tossed for choice of innings with Tom Merry,
&nd won the toss.

Still \Iommgton was absent.

Jdimmy’s spirits began to rise.

Was it possible that Rawson kad suceccded,
after all—that Mornington had a rag of
decency left, and had forborne to “muck

up * the matech?

Lovell pressed Jimmy's arm.

“Buck up!” he said. “Mornington isn’'t
here. That's no, fault of yours. Begin with-
out the beast!”

Jimmy nodded.

“We bat first,” he 1. in the hope of
getting the innings over, at least, hefore
\Iommgton came on the scene.

The 8t. Jim’s fellows went into the field.

Mr. Bootles came down en the ericket-
ground, with a genial nod to the juniors.
HL, beckoned to the captain of the Fnurth

* You are—er—playing Mornington, Sitver?”
lie asked.

“I've put him in the team, sir,”
quietly, repressing his feelings.
turned up yet.

said Jimmy
I “He hasn’t
i suppose I'm net to go and

hunt for bhim, and bring him here by his
neck?”’
)h‘. Bootles coughed.

“Ahem! Certainly not, Silver.
to him to pla} if he comes =

“I% is,

“Then hc mush please Limself.
had better send bim word,
may not be awar e you a

*¢ Very well, 2

If it is open

Perhaps you

however, as he
Te bvgxnnmg.

Jimmy turned to Raby.

“Raby, cut oﬂ. and st you can see
Mornington, will you? Say we're begin-
ning.”

“ Certainly !’ said Raby.

*“ You fellows mind waiting a minute?”

asked Jimmy.
down yet.”

'All serene,” said Tom Merry.

aas, wathah, deah boy" said D’Arcy.
“Wait as long as you like.”

Raby ran to the School House, with a grin
on his face. He ran in, and put his head
into Mr. Bootles’ stuuy~\xhuh of course, was
e'nptyv‘md said :

“One of my men hasn’t come

“*GEM " Library,

the dickens did he manage to persuade the
beast to keep off the grass?”

Tommy Dodd chuc.d d.

“He’s done it,” he said. “Perhaps he did
more than pelsmde him—may have taken him
by the neck.”

Jimmy Silver burst into a laugh.

“I never thought of ‘lmt 2

“I shouldn’t wonder,” said Tcmmy Doyle.

“More power to his elbow, bedad!”

“Ha, ha, hat?

< Weﬂl, he can’t bat now!”
Dodd. “Rawson ought to has
anyway. Good luck to him!

St. Jim’s opened their inning

Tom Merry & Co. were good bs
Jimmy Silver had been hard af pract
late, and his bowling had been brought really
to a piteh of perfection.

Tom Merry was dismissed with 8&; and
D’Arcy, mueh to his sarprise, was sent boot-
less away with a duek’s egg to his eredit.

The innings was fast, and the last wicket
fell with the score at 60.

The afternoon was not half over yet. On
the first innings Rookwood was an casy
winner; but there was plenty of time to
finish. And still Mornington was conspicuous
by his absence.

That he was ecither staying away
owit aecord, or was being kept away some-
how by Tem Rawsen, was by this time
abundantly clear, and Jimmy Silver ceased to
think about him at all. He dismissed him
from his mind, and devoted all his thoughts
to the game.

In the second Rookwood innings the luck
was not so good.

Fatty Wynn was in tremendous form. and
he performed the hat trick amid cheers from
the erowd. Jack Blake also put in some
good bhowling.

The last wicket went down at 50.

The Rookwood total was 128 for the two
innings. St. Jim’s had 60 in hand. They
looked quite confident when they commenced
their second innings.

And their confidence seemed well founded.

Tom Merry seemed to have “got on ™ to

grinned Fommy
a prize medal

of his

Price 1ld. : 17

The ball whizzed away,
ran.

‘ Licked ! muttered the Rookweod fellows,

Then there was a yell:

“Tommy Dedd! Good old Tomm

Tomamy Dodd was on the ball,

He was backing away now, his hands raised,
his eyes fixed upon the ball as it came
floating down gently, as it secemed, into his
(mtupwa(’ pa .

Click !
Then all Rookwood roared.
janght!  Oh, well caught,

“Good mant”

“Bravo, Tommy Dodd!”

Tommy Dodd gxinned and tossed up the
Ieathex‘. hnd (,uught it again as it came down
zht

and the batsmen

sinh”

“ Rookwood wins! Hl;!‘r;zlx!"
Rookwood had won! And, as
marked very humorously, it was
who bhad w n the match for

,\u.l‘\ Ul;l' aw

Jimmy re-
Morningtan
Rookwood—by

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Aiter the Match.

OUD cheers ringing from the eric
field reached the School House @
feated in at the window of Rawse
study. The sun was sinking belind

the old beeches.

“That’s the finish!” said Rawson.

He rose and stepped to the window.

A merry crowd was in the quadrangle
below. p

Rawson shouted down :

“Game over, Oswald?”’

Oswald looked up, grinning.

“Yes, over and won! Wonyhy a run!

“Hurrah!”

“Mornington didn’t turn up!
Os}»"ald. “That’s what won the
ns!

Rawson grinned.

“ Lucky \Iormngtou didn't turn

“Yes, rather. Hurrah!”

1ee

1

called out
match for

up, then.”
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NOTE—A specla! long complete siery of Jimmy Silver & Ce., at Rookwood School, appears mnext Monday

in “ The Boys' Friend,” entitled: “A STOLEN NAME!” by Owen Conqguest.
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“Are you here, Mornington?”

Naturally, there was no reply.

Raby looked round the study
north, south, east, and west.
pdrted and hurried back to the ericket-field.

‘Seen him?” asked Jimmy.

“No. I looked on every side,” said Rahy.

“Then we must begin without him.”

*“ Dear me,” said Mr. Bootles, ‘“ this is very,
very careless of Mornington, after—— Ahem!
However, it is his own affair!”

Apd the Form-master, feeling that he had
done quite enough, walked back to the House

“Where did yeu look for him?” asked
Jimmy Silver. meeting Raby's eyes.

“In Bootles’ stady,” said Raby demurely.

*Ha, ha, ha!”

Jimmy Silver felt much more cheerfu! now.
He went on to open the innings with Tommy
- Dodd. Fatty Wynn of St. Jim's bowled the
first over.

Fatty Wynn was in great form, hut so was
Jimmy Silver. The match started well, with
10 for the first over.

Rookwood fellows were erowded round the
ayound, some of them wondering why Morn-
ington was not there. As Mornington was
ain to be last man in, he was not wanted

Only Peele took the tronble to give him
a call, with the result that Peele came back
ina md temper. after his rehnff at the study
door.

Jimmy Silver’s spirits were risine all
ihrough the innings.. Twenty-five runs came
ofl his own bat before he was caught out hy
Figgins of St. Jim’s.

Tommy Dodd added 10, and Lovell 11, and
Tommy Cook 10. Wickets fell at a good rate,
but there was‘'not a single duck’s egg. Every
batsman knocked up a good average of runs.
and the score stood at 70 when the word was
;n.aced “Last man m"’

Last man in should have heen Mornington.

But- Mornington was conspicuous b\ his
absence.

Jones minor went in to bat.

Fatty Wynn knoeked away his wicket for
8, and the mnings came to an end, 78 all down.

“Not so bad!” said Jimmy hlher. “What
a ripping stroke of luck that Mornington
wasn’t here! Rawson's not here either. How

solemnly, to

Then he de-,

Jimmy Silver's bowling, and Jimmy did not
succeed in touching. his wicket.

Before Tom Merry was eaught out by
Tommy Dodd he had knocked up 40 for his
side, and the Saints looked jubilant.

For, meanwhile, 20 more had been piled up
for three wickets, so that St. jim’s wanted
only 8 teo tie, 9 to win, with seven wickets ir
hand.

“For goodness’ sake, pile in, Jimmy!” saic
Raby. “They’ll mop us off the earth at thi
rate, with wickets to spare!”

Jimmy Silver nodded, and went on to bow
again, with the expression of a fellow whe
was prepared to do or die.

What followed elicited loud cheers from the
Rookwoeod crowd.

Wynn of St. Jim’'s was dismissed with a
duck’s egg, and Iferries followed him, and
then Lowther and Kerr. Four wickets for four
balls made the Rookwooders yell, and changed
the aspect of the game once more. Talbot

of St. Jim's was keeping his end up well, but
in the mnext over' he was caught out by
Newcome,

“Last man in!”

Figgins and Noble were last at the wickets.
Eight to tie and 9 to win, with Jimmy Silver
bowling again!

But thie mighty Figgins lifted the ball away
for 4, and eént aw’xy the next for 2, and 8t}
Jim’s hopes rose again.

“Bai Jove, 3 to win!” said D’Arey, looking
on from the pavilion. “Figgay will do it all
wight, vou know!”

“Right as rain!” said Tom Merry. But he
watched. anxiously, all the same.

The match was touch-and-go now.

Figzins had no chance with the rest of thn

aver. The field crossed, and the howling
came to Noble from Tommy Dodd. Tommy

Dodd was doing his level best, and so was
the batsman. A single run was the result
of the over.

“Only 2 to win!” saul Jxmmy Silver, as the
field crossed for the last over—they all knew
it would he the last over. “Look out for

catches!”

Jimmy delivered his next ball to Noble,
who had the batting again after the single.

The Cornstalk junior let himself go at it.

“ Faith, and it's a win for us—and, sure,
it's us that have dom it intoirely!” sui
Flynn. “The afthernoon hasu't been wasted,
bedad! And I've done me lines, too.
Hurrah !’

“Now let us go,
Townsend,

Rawson unlocked the study door.

“You can go as fast as you like,”

Buzz off !”

Townsend and Topham were glad to go.

‘hey were quite fed up with sitting on the
tudy carpet. They hurried away, to pour
cheir tale of woe and wrong into the syni-
pathetic ears of their nutty friends.

Rawson stooped over Mornington, and
released him. Mornington, cramped, furicus,
panting with rage, stageered to his fe
He shook his fist at the “scholarship ju

“T'll make you uuﬂer for this!” he said,
between his teeth, striding from the study.

Rawson and Fl\nn went to see Tom Merry
& Co. off. The St. Jim’s party had a train to
cateh, but they had time for a hurried
refreshment. The brake rolled away with
St. Jim’s on board, and Jimmy S Iver & Co.
came back into the quadrangle in high goad-
humour.

Jimmy clapped Rawson on the shoulder.

“How did you do it?” he demanded.

Before Rawson could reply, Bulkeley
the Sixth came out, and becl\m‘ed to him.

“Mr. Bootles wants you,” he said.
“Flynn, too!”

“Right-ho !’ said Rawson. -

The two delinquents proceeded to Hir.
Bootles’ study, where they found the Fermi-
master Iookmc astounded, and Mornington
white with rage. He had duly reported the
whole occurrence to the. master of the
Fourth. Mr. Bootles had his cane in his
hand. =

“1 have received a most astounding com-
p laint from Mornington, Rawson,” he i

‘He declares you kept him by force in
study, and prevented him flom playing in
the cricket- match =

“Yes, sir,”. said Rawson quietly.

“Ahem! Why did you édo this, R

4 keep Mormn"ton from
mateh for us, sir.

( Continued on page 18.)
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you rotters!” mumblcd

he said.
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FOR THE GOOD OF THE TEAM!

(Continued from page 17.)

!i
g;

“It was Silver put him up to it, Mr.
Bootles!” hissed Mornington.

“Did you aet upon Bilver's instructions,
Rawgon?”

“No, sir!”

“It’s a lie!” yelled Mornington.

Mr. Bootles frowned.

“Mornington, you must not use sﬂnch
expressions in my presence! Take iifty
lines "

Wy »

“Rawson’s assurance is quite enough for
me. Silver had nothing to do with it.”

“I—I tell you—-"

“Silence! Rawson, I shall cane you, and
you also, Flynn. Mornington, you may go!”

“But I—I ”

“Leave my study!” thundered Mr. Bootles.

And Mornington left it.

Mr. Bootles’ manner was a sufficient
indication what he thought of the sncak, but
he could not pass over the matter. Rawson
and Flynn were duly caned.

In the passage they exchanged a grin.

Jimmy Silver & Co. -swooped down upon
them, eager for an explanation. There was

. a roar of laughter as Rawson explained the
methods of *“persuasion ” he had used with

Mornington.

Jimmy thumped him on the back
ecstatically.

“Good man! Who'd have thought it!
You've saved the match for us! But you've
been licked !’

“That’s nothing—it wasu't very bad,”

grinned Rawson. “Bootles doesn’t think
much more of that cad than we do, and he
1aid it on softly.”

“Good man!”

There was a feed in the end study after
that in celebration of the victory over St.
Jim's and of the defeat of Mornington. His
knavish tricks had been frustrated, and he
suffered a ragging at the hands of the
Classicals for having sneaked to the Form-
master. At the celebration in Jimmy Silver’s
study Rawson and Flynn had the place of
honour. They had not played in the match,
but it was agreed on all hands that they had
won the mateh with St. Jim’s by sacrificing
themselves—and Mornington—for the Good of
the Team!

. THE END.
(CAnother grand story of Jimmy Silver & Co.
wext Friday.)

THE PHOTO THAT FAILED !

(Continued from page 12.)

quickly. “This’ll be a fine photo—a snorter—
a regular buster! Now—-"

Manners’ fingers were'upon tlic rubber bulb
that worked the shutter. He held his breath,
and so did Tem Merry and Lowther.

At that critical moment there was a sudden
rush of feet, and a burly figure came flying
round the corner, crashing into Manners from
_behind, with a devastating crash! -

There was a terrific howl from Manners, as
hie was preeipitated through the air. and a
vell from Tom Merry and Lowther together,
as ~ Manners landed wupon them headfirst,
camera and all.

Fatty Wynn, of the New House, sat upon
the ground, and gasped. It was he who,
pursued by his chums Figgins and Kerr, had
suddenly dashed round the corner, and caused
all this devastation.

It was an accident, and Fatty Wynn felt
quite sorry for what he had done. But he
did not stay to make his apologies. While
the groaning chums of the Shell were still
sorting themselves out, Fatty Wynn jumped
up with surprising agility.” He stood not
upon the order of his going—but he went.

Gasping, he fled to the New House, whers
hie was safe from the vengeance of Tom Merry
& Co., for a time at least.

Tom Merry, and Lowther, and Manners
were left to vent their groans and threats
upon fhe desert air—espésially Manners. His
photo, after all the # he had taken,
had failed. There is no t, however, that
it had been, to use his own words, a regular
buster!

THE END,
THE PENNY POPULAR.—NoO. 70.

Have you read this week's *GEM ' Library -

Our splendid new serial, the first instal-
ment of which appears in this igsue, is one
which 1 am confident will have a great re-
ception from my readers. Nat Fairbanks, the
author, is my latest *discovery,” and
freely predict that he will take a high place
among present-day writers of thrilling
“ mystery " stories. Next week he relates
how Dick Tulliver gains a footing in the
Western Super Film Company, and how the
new inhabitants of the old Grange became
aware that very mysterious happenings are
going on around them. ‘You must tell all
your friends to be sure and read

“THE MYSTERY MAKERS !
By Nat Fairbanks.

In our next long complete story of Harry
Wharton & Co. a curious situation arises,
owing to strained relations between Wingate,
the school captain, and the majority of the
members of the Sixth Form. Wingate
appears to be in a nasty hole, but, as Mr.
Frank Richards’ story will show, it is a ease
of

““THE REMOVE TO THE RESCUE!”

The next splendid complete story of the
chums of Rookwood deals with an amazing
development of the campaign conducted by
Mornington against Jimmy Silver, the junior
captain. Tt is a case of “Where is Jimmy
Silver?” Don't miss

“THE MISSING CAPTAIN!®
By Owen Conquest.

A SENSE OF HUMOUR.

Should we have another deaf character in
the tales? Yes, says a correspondent at
Lincoln. He tells me he is deaf, and he has
a good deal of humour in his composition,
on which I beg to congratulate him, for it
shows a fine sporting spirit to make light
of what is. all said and done, a somewhat
serious handicap in the race.

He points out that many deaf folks provide
entertainment without knowing it. He does
so himself, but he joins in the laugh. Dutton
is the same. ‘He jumps at things he fancies
Mr. Quelch has said, and—well, we all know
what happens with Tom Dutton imagining
Mr. Quelchy is asking kindly about mutton.
Dutton has often proved a good friend to
Bunter in this way. though one darkly sup-
poses that the deaf fellow knows more than
he admits. All this is harmless enough, but,
candidly, I dislike much fun-making at the
expense of an infirmity.

>

BUNTER IN BUCKS.

One of these days we must have a rollick-
ing yarn dealing with Bunter lost in the
country, appealing for aid from the fair folk,
being recruited in a troupe, getting in the
cart, tumbling out on his own again, and
becoming thinner in the process, I feel there
is an excellent story in such happenings.

Bunter was never intended by Nature to be
alone in the wide, wide world. He is too
artless and childlike, too innocent altogether,
Perhaps it would be somewhat uncharitable
to give the porpoise a fortnight on the road —
a bout of tramping, and with folks getting
disgusted with him-—buf such a narrative in
the capable bhands of Frank Richards would
be full of fascination.
vinced of the soundness of the idea by a
letter from R. Pateheit, of Blackburn, who
speaks of the steady improvement in the
2 PP yarns,

s

THE BLARNEY STONE.
Miss Ida A, Jobson i3 unkind. She wrote
me a splendid letter, and then kept it back
for a week, not liking to send it! Think of

YOUR EDITOR IS ALWAY:S PLEASED T0 HEAR FROM
HIS READERS, QR,
YLPULAK,” THE FLEETWAY HOUSE,

I was pretty well con--

Address: EDITQR, THE “ PENNY

FARRINGDON
STREET, LONDON, E.C.4

that, now! Go to—gp three and four! To
this moment I do not understand why, unless
it was that her brother had mentioned the
Blarney Stone; but folks speak of that in-
stitution without meaning anything by it, as
we all know,

It is all very interesting. Come to think
of it, what a lot is to be learned from a
correspondence-bag, You find quaint little
charactetistics lurking béneath the pestmarks,
As the late Mr. Charles Dunphie wrote:

““ One impulse from a chimney-pot
Will teach you more of man—
Of what you've learned, and what forgot,
Than all that Wordsworth cap.”

This is all very well in its way, but the
letters people write teach you more still,
F'rinstance, 1 am thinking of a very weighty
and serious-minded communication which
comes from Barrow, and the writer says hea is
s0 glad to find that I am a real live persen,
not a myth.

Oh, there is nothing of the myth abont me,
I can assure him. He is d enough to say
that a note I sent him, a: ing a few gues-
tions, was full of encouragement, and makes
him want to do better every time.

Now, that is just my ehum’s generons style.

We will not take much notice of that point. -

But what one does want to bear in mind is
the need for encouragement, for enthusiasm,
for all the uplifting things.on the part of
writers of letters as well as everybody else
There i3 a lot of trouble always knocking
round, and surely it is the work of those who
are free from this special Yrouble to try and
cheer up the rest.

Have you nioticed the way some fellows have
of waiting to see wliai happens nexi before
acting? What a mistake! They may not have
the chance in five minutes’ time. They only
pass through the flying hour once. The world
is changing. They are chanzing with it. Next
day or to-morrow week won't do. Do it now!
Say. the useful thing now! It is the preseng
moment that matters! Knowing this—and
they do know it!—the marvel is that some
individuals ean consent to be parties ‘o wry
words, unpleasant actions, bad tarns, and so
forth. But, there, I won't bother you!

THANKS, ““ CORNSTALK.”

What is the price of a ventriloguial outfit?

The figure varies just as the size and elabora-
tion of the dummies vary. Messrs. Gamage,
of Holborn, London, supply the equipment.

This answer is intended for o New South
Wales friend, who asks me to reply in the
paper if T think his note worth answering.
It is the only thing I can do—no other way!
A letter addressed to “ Cornstalk, New South
Wales,” would be promptly turned down by
the Post Office. You know what the Depart-

ment is. It simply will not deliver lctters
iqd{issed to “Dear John Smith—Friday
ight.”

Sheer laziness, I take it. My Australian
correspondent feels sorry, hecause he feels
that any comments he may make on the
stories will be behindhand when his note
reaches me. He ljkes things up to date. But
with a few thousand miles of sea hetween, how
is it to be managed? The useful reflection
comes, however, that cheery words such as
his are never out of date, but always welcoma
as the flowers in May. ,

EARLY RISING.

It is gopd in its way. Of course, early
risers are disposed to be & nuisanee.” They
amble round the world afterwards, and talk
like this: “ Why, I was in my tub at 4 a.m.!
You ought to be up with the sun!”

- Ought we, really! I am not so sure. It is

all very well for the poet to trot out things

like this:
* Rige before the sun,
And make a breakfast of the morning dew.
Served up by Nature on some grassy hill,
You'll find it neetar v

R
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—— If not, ask your Newsagent for

Very pretty indeed! But porridge and
kidneys and bacon for me, please! If being
up with the lark means being unfitted fo
the work to be carried on far into the night
then this coquetting with the dawn is sur
a mistake. But that is not the poins. What
made me refer to the matter at all was the
fact that I should have to get up much earlier
than I do to be level with all the myriad
requirements of readers who want this or that
character ‘‘ brought into the limelight.”

| A. R. Francis, of Wells, Somerget, is asking
for Kipps. I will ceriainly see what can be
done,

THE LAND OF TRELAWNEY.
It was cheering to note what a girl sup-

porter at 8t. Mabyn, in Cornwall, has to
say about the Companion Papers. Anyone

living in the rush of a big city where there
is barely room to move will feel disposed
to envy this correspondent because she looks
on at the world from a delightful spot where

, the carrier calls -occasionally and life jogs
on pleasantly and without toe much stir and
roise.

| But to speak of looking on is hardly cor-
rect. She is always busy, and she writes a
racy letter, full of good-humour and bright
thought. 4
“I did try once to get my photograph
taken,” she says. And herc we read the
result:

“Extract from local paper (not official) :—
Widespread econsternation was caused a few
days ago by the sound of an explosion in
the region of Lane End, St. Mabyn. Invesii-

gation, however, showed that the matter was:

not so serious as was at first supposed. The
report due to the bursting of a camera
with which a young woman was trying to
take a snapshot. The camera could not stand
the strain!”

There you have it! But there is pot the
least reason why ‘this account should be be-
lieved. T expect the camera artist merely
resigned the job, feeling that her machine
was not equal to the honour. Something
like that.

THE CINEMA.
| A few days since 1 was travelling in a
remote part of the country, and chaneed to
fall in with a rather learned man from
London, who told me that he was convinced

m

that the cinema was had. He did not mince
matters at all. I thought at the time that
he was taking an unreasomable and extreme
view. Extreme views are offen faulty.
It is easy to say the picture-show is bad.
It is far easier and more truthful to say it is
good. Of course, some film plays are off
the lire. So is some butter. It is thesame
with everything else. You might almost as
well declare that books are bad hbecauvse
some stories deseribe things in the wrong Way,
and deal with subjects far hetter left alone.
The cinema is an amusement and education.
You see things at the pictures which you
remember—seenes taken in foreign countries,
or the results of seientific exploration. Such
films are goed all the way along, z
Then how about the amusing knockabout
stories given at the picture-house? I went
into a film theatre the other evening, and it
was chieery enough to hear a crowd of young-
sters laughing at what Charlie Chaplin was
doing. It is just as good to see Miss Mary
Pickford acting in one of these plays where
she figures so well, showing what a brave-
bearted girl can do to help others and carry
on @ home. No, I am much inclined to think
that my friend who ran down the films
wholesale was taking a jaundiced view.

. FISHING.

Do we hear as much about fishing these
days as formerly? 1 was turning over this
matter the other day, and it seemed to me
there was, perbaps, less interest in the famous
sport than in the old days. I hope it fs not
so. Fishing is a wonderful hobby—even if
you do not catch mueh. It is not a bit as
the eritic described it—mamely, a rod and
line with a worm at one end and a fool at
the other.

Angling means such 2 lot hesides any
question of the bag you make. The sport

takes a fellow out imto the eountry, which is
2 good thing to start with, and, while he sits
in a punt, squats en the river bank, or walks

down the overgrown path, his eyes on his |

line, he sees beaps of other things as well.

I like fishing, but there is mot much time
these days. T know of a small stream not so
far from London where a little company of
fishermen eateh trout. The river is worth
visiting just for itself. TIts banks are thick
with lilac and elder and hawthorn one side.
On the other there is a little-used patliway,
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and beyond the path lie fielas and woods,
which resch away to Surrey.

It is rather humorous to sce what much
hetter sport some of the young fellows who
fish here obtain than their seniors, although
the latter bring the latest in fishing-tackle.
It is not, after all, the tackle that counts, so
much as the knack. A youngster I know, who
puts in an hour with his home-made rod,
geg{:rally manages to supply his breakfast-
able.

IGNORANCE.

An amusing writer says that there is
nothing Iike ignorance. There is not. This
personace points out that ignorance is the
latchkey to happiness. He puts it this wise:
If you don't know a lot of things you do not
get worrying about them, and, what is more,
you arc satisfied with the world. ©f course,
this is a joke. Ignorance is just about the
worst, thing possible. It is not folly to be
wise. Far better be occasionally *“ humpish,”
and know a bit. But the real fact is that
wisdom does not bring discontent, but just
the reverse, so we had better go on learning
as much as we can.

THE NAVY,

A. G. H. says that the remarks about the
Navy in a recent issue were IT. He is in the
Service, and has never regretted the day that
he joined.  When I had finished reading your
article I looked out of the window, and away
acress Plymouth Harbouf were two boats’
crews practising for the coming regatta. It
seemed as if it happened as a proof of your
words. T would like to let you know,” my
correspondent continues, ““ that I am a con-
stant reader of the Companion Papers. I
must close now, as the bugle will socon go
for supper.”

The writer says he hopes other fellows will
join up. Well, there is the Navy, all ready and
willing to welcome the right sort of applicant!

MEIGHT INCREASED 5
IN 30 DAYS /"

No Appliances No Drogs.
‘Eyetem NEVER FAILS.u%ull

Gompﬁete

Course.
No Dieting. The Melvin Strong

ER particulars and Testimonials 1d.
| stamp.~—-Melvin “trong, Ltd. (Dept. 8.), 24, Soutbwark 8t., 8.1

STRENCTHEN YOUR NERVES, Seponyuers, dopcivee yon of empior

|in Hfe. If you wish to prosper and enjoy life,
ment.
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(regain confidence in yourseif by wsing the Mento-Rerve Stregthening Treas:
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Gent's full-size Railway timckeeping Keyles
Lever Watch; Stout Nickel Silver or Oxydised §
Damp and Dust Proof Cases, plain dial, per
fectly balanced superior Lever Movement.
splendid timekeeper. Price for either pocket
or wrist, 15/- each. Lumincus dial (see time
infdark), 2/~ extra. Ladies’ Chain or Wrist, 2/-
extra. :
We will send either of these watches on receipt
: of P.O. for 2/.. After receiving wafch yon send
us a further 2/-, and promise to pay the remaining 11/- by weekly
B or monthly instalments. For cash with order enclose 147- only.
Five years’ warranty given with every watch.
§ To avoid disappointment, send 2/- and 6d. extra postage at
‘B once, No unpleasant inguiriés. All orders executed in rotstion.

{ The LEVER WATCH Co. (M Dept.),
9

420, Stockwelf Green, London, S.W,!

Make a definite start on that BUSINESS CAREER ¢ Yeurs
TO-DAY. We can offer you that Chance IN A THOUSAND. Over
1,500 Agents regaired throughout the British Isles; exceptional terms
offered. Post your application, togetlier with stamped -envelope, for
full particulars to DEPT. C,c/0 HODGSON’S, CHOCOLATE FACTORS,
Roscoe Street, Sheepscar, Leeds, Eng. , SPECIAL AGENCIES offersd
to those resident in the Colonies and Foreign Countries. Applicants
should give full particulars, occupation, ete. Enelose remittencs
value 1/-, and address to Fo;-‘eign and Colonial Dept.”

PHOTO POSTCARDS, 1/3 &OZ., 12 by 10 ENLARGEMENTS, &d
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‘A BEAUTY
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GIFT FOR YOUR HAIR

+350 44

“Harlene Hair-Drill” Ensures Real Hair Health and Beauty.

1,000,000 “EXAIR-DRILIL” OUTEITS EIRENEL

No woman in the world po 3 83
- her natural birthright such exquisitely. 1
fine hair a3 the Britich woman.  With
proper. care it becomes, indeed, the.
very crown of her charm and beauty.
Under the treatment of “ Harlene
Hair-Drill ” everyone can possess this
crowning beauty, and can agsure
herself of the truth of this declaration
by self-demonstration free of expense.
A Free Trial Outfit is now ready for
your acceptance,

No longer, therefore, i3 there any
necessity or excuse for anyone not to
.prove. by personal experience ~how

‘ Harlene Hair-Drill ” causes the hair
to grow in health and beauty.

~ IF YOU VALUE YOUR HAIR—WRITE
= " Now. '

If by the expenditure of a little time
. —just about two minutes daily—it is
possible to acquire real hair health and
beauty, surely it is folly to refuse or
even to_ hesitate a single moment in
teking the first step to secure it.
So many women are now engaged in
~“valuable® but - hair-injurious work
that the proprietors of Edwards’
“ Harlene-for-the-Hair ” have decided
to make yeb amnother great 1,000,000
“Gitt distribution of *“ Harlene ' Qutfits.
This is really a * Four-in-One” Gift,
for §t includes— -

day.”

Jresk, and

dress,”

of ** H

it free for one week. -

-« I have been struggling with my ,
hairall thiziime, and ¢f seems to
gel more dull and lifeless every

«Ihad the same difeuliy, but
a fler a courseof “Harlene Haiy
Drell” you see the result: brilam,
TEIN
rout and easy to

It is wonderful what only 2 minutes a day practice
arlene Hair-Drill ** will achieve in the cultiva-
tion and preservation of a glorious head of hair.
Accept one of the 1,000,000
free 4-in-1 Gift Outfits. (See Coupon on right.}

5 1. A bottle of °‘ Harlens,’’ the trug'
liguid food and natural tonic for the hair.-

2. A packet of ths marvellous hair
and scalp-eleansing ‘“ Cremex *’ Sham-
poo Powder, which propares the head
for ¢ Hair-Drill.”’

8. A bottle of “ Uzon ** Brilliantina,
which gives a final touch of beauty to the
hair, and is especially beneficial to thoss
whose sealp is inclined to be ** dry.”*

4. A copy of ths new edition of the
seeret °*‘ Hair-Drill ” Manpal of in=
struetion.

After a Free Trial you will be able to
obtain further supplies of * Hariens ' at
1s. 11d., 2s. 9d., and 4s. ¢d. per bottle.
“Uzon" Brilliantine at 1s, 13d. and
28. -9d. per wottic, and “ Cremex"
Shampoo Powders at 1s. 13d. per box of
s¢ven shampoos (single packets 2d. each),
from all Chemists and Stores, or direct
from Edwards' Harlene, Limited, 20, 22,
24, an;i 26, Lamb’s Conduit Street, London,

if
HARLENE ” FREE GIFT.FORM
Detach and post o EDWARDS' HARLENE,
L., 20, 22, 24, and 26, Lamb’s Conduit St..
= don, W.C.L
Dear Sirs,—Please send me your free  Har- L

lene” Four-Fold Hair-Growing Outfit as

déseribed above, f enclose 4d. in stawmps for

postage and packing to my address.
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“Write your 1yll nauie and aderess cleariy on
a plain piece of papsr, pin this coupon to it,
and post as directed above, (Mark envelope |

Try - “* Sample-Dept.''}

~ .MOUTH ORGANS BEATEN

11f the latest tunes can be played

on the Chella-phone. * The only

cunes can be correctly played in
any key. Soldiers and Sailors
.- love ib. Knocks the German
mouth organ into a cocked hat.” Post fres,
1/8 sach; bebter guality, 2/8, from the maker.

Hall Avenue, HUDDERSFIELD-

" R. FIELD (Dept. 33),

GRIGKET BATS, 13/6
b ; 4
Fitted with cane-and.rubber handle and weli-compressed willow blade,
this 83-in. Bat merits its nickname, * THE SLOGGER ” (men’s match size
18/9). * THE COLIMAX;"”7All.Cane handie, 10/6 (33 in.) and 16/- (matok).
Gompo Match Balls, 1/1 and.1/6 (youths’),1/8 and 2/- (men’s). BOXIN
GLOVES, as usual, B/6, 13/6, and 16/6. -Postage 6d. on all. Evex:_ythlng
stocked for CRIOKET, TENNIS, SWIMMING, and © ALL SPORTS."” Send
for list. Terms to club members. Money retarned if not satisfed —TOM
CARPENTER, Recognised -Authority on Sports Goods, 69, Morecambe
Street, Walworth, 5.E. 17.

¥ Pocket -instrument . on which®

r Boys, be Your Own Printers 5
‘and make extra pocket-moneyby using

THE PETIT “PLEX” DUPLICATOR.
- e Makes: pleasing numerons copies of NOTE-
; PAPER HEADINGS, BUSINESS CARDS,
SPORTS FIXTURE  CARDS, SCORING
CARDS, PLAKS, SCHOOL PUBLICATIUNS,
DRAWINGS, - MAPS, - MUSIC, SHORT-
HAND, PROGRAMMES,; NOTICES, etc., in
a variety of prefty colours.” Send for one
TO-DAY. Price 8/6 complete with all sup-
plies, Foreign orders, 1/6 extra.—

R. PODMORE & Co., Desk P.P., Southport.
And at 6769, Ch:meer; Lane, 'Londoa, w.C.2.
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'NERVOUSNESS

.Cure it, and make Life a Success.

You can do it in a week by My System of Treatment—and do it gulte
privately at home. Just a week, and what a difference in your life. No mors
Nervousness, Blushing in company, no more missing of opportunities
through Bashfulness but instead—that fine confidence and-ease of manner
that ‘makes one popular everywhere, and that quick, sure Alertness thaf
enables you to grasp the chance that comes your way.
your Will Power and N
gives you a key to unlock every door that opens on Success. Lét us send you
full particulars free in plain, sealed envelope. Don’t Delay. Write to-day—

now—mentioning’ PENKY POPULAR.—Specialist, 12, -All Saints Road, =

-St. Anne’s-on-Sea.

Y System develops
Mental energy, strengihens your Nerve Control,

PARE YOU SHORT ?

If s0.iet the Girvan System help you to inorease
Jour heigh$. Mr. Briggs reports an increase of
5 inches; Driver E. F. 3 inches; Mr. Batoliffe 4
inches; Miss Daviss 34 inched; Mr. Lindon 3
inches; Mr. Ketley 4 inches; Miss Leedell 4
inches. This system requires only ten minutes
morning and-evening; and greatly imparoves the
health, physique, and carriage. No appliances
or drugs. nd 5 jenny stamps for furtber par-
ticulars and £100 Guarantse to Enquiry Dept.
AM P.. 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N. 4,

MAGIC TRICKS, L35y, <otuels 2o b6,
T W. HARRISON, 239, Pentonville Road. London, N. 1.

~ CUT THIS OUT
“Penny Popular.”  PEN COUPON S Valas 2,

Send this coupon with P.0. for only 5/- direct to the Flee: Pen Co.,
119, Fleet St., London, E.C. 4~ In return you will receive {pcst free) a
spiendid British Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbed Fleot Fountain Pen, value 10/6. If
‘you save 12 further coupons, each will count as 2d. off the price; so you mi
send 13 coupons and only 3/-. 3
£ib,~ This great offer is made t¢ introduce the famous Ficet Pen to the
PENNY POPULAR readers. ‘(Forelgn postage extra.) Satisfaction guaranteed or
cash returned. Special Safety Model, 2/- extra. =

Say whether you want a fine, medium, or broad

. @ Raincoats, Trenchcoats, Boots,
opplng,Shoe s, Cutlery, Costumes,

: 3 Rings, Watches, . etc, on
; easy terms. 30/~ worth, 5/- monthly ; 6o/
ma e worth, 10/- monthly, etc. © Write for Free
: Catalogue and Order Form. Foereign
Eas orders cash only. - MASTERS, Ltd.,
& - yo 8, Hope Stores, RYE, (Estd. 1869).
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