OUR GRAND CINEMA
SER{AL?
(See page 8.)

Week Ending
June 5th, 19290.
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UP-ENDING THE ORATOR!

{Ar Amusing Incidert in the BMugnificent Long Compiete School Tale of the Chums of Greyfriars.)



THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Skinner's Little Joke!
13 OING to the mecting, Dennis?” asked
Bob Cherry.
Dennis. Carr stopped short in the
Remove passage.

“Bh? What! meeting?” he inquired.

“Haven’t you seen the notice-board?”

Dennis shook his head.

“Go and have a look, then,” said Boh,
“and if you can keep yourself from going inte
hysterics, you're a giddy marvel!”

Dennis Carr chuckled, and hurried away.

He found quite a crowd of fellows congre- ¢
‘the fat junior would deliver a lecture on

gated round the netiee-board in Hall, and
the air was full of ®xplosive chuckles.

“Ha, ha, Hal”

“Thig is the very latest!” =
. “Did you ever see such handwriting?” -

“ And the spelling! It’s enough to make the
angels weep !”

Dennis Carr elbowed his way through the
taughing throng, unti] he had a clear vision of
the latest announcement which adorned—or,
rather, 'disfigured—the notice-beard.

The announcement ran as follows:

“NOTISS!

“Their will be & Mass Meating of members |

o the Remove Form to-nite, at 8 o’clock, in
the jewnier kommen-room. William Geerge
Bunter, Eskwire, will take the chare.

“It is to be hoped that the'Remove will be
mugtard in fool forse. =

“William George Bunter, Eskwire, will
delliver a rowsing speach, and it is ferther to
be hopped that the aforesaid William George
Bunter, Eskwire, will be lissened to with
respeckfull attenshun.

“Toqite's the nite! Don’t forgett to tern
up, and bring all your friends! :

“(Sined),

“WILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER (ESKWIRE.)”

“Well, I'm jiggered!” gasped Dennis Carr.
“What awful nerve!”

“Pashed if I kmow which is worse—the
gerve or the spelling!” said Squiff.

“Ha; ha, ha!l’—

“Bunter believes in impressing his name on
the public!” said Dick Russell.
four times.”

“What’s he going to gas about, I wender?” |

asked Ogilvy.

“Grub, you bet!” said Morgan.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The question is,” said Tom Brown, “shall
we go along and listen to the fat idiot, er

BiB=02

“It appears |

3 moment of weakn

_referred to.

leave him to address anfempty Common-
ropm?”
“We'll go along,” said Dennis Carr. “We
shall get some fun out of if, if nothing else.”
Practically the whole of the Remove decided
to attend the meeting which Billy Bunter, in
s, had convened.

Harry Wharton & Co. announced their in-

 tention of going along, and, of course, where

the Famous Five led. others followed.

What Billy Bunter was going to talk about |

was a mystery. There were all sorts of con-
jectures on the subject. -
The majority ef the fellows concluded that

grub, that being the be-all and the end-ail of
his existence: Or, as Peter Todd suggested,

' Bunter might attempt to hold a cookery

class.

Curiogity was rife in the Remove, and the
interest in Billy Bunter’s meeting was con-
siderably heightened when, an hour later, the
following addition appeared to the announce-
ment on the unotice-board:

“Lite refrestiments will be provided {iree
of charje.”

It was not generally known that Skinner of

“the Remove had added that statement.

Skinner was a born copyist—forger ” was
perhaps too harsh a word to apply to him—
and, carefully imitating& Billy Bunter’s spider-
like serawl, he had subioined the statement

“Light refreshments!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry.. “My hat! That’s
departure for Bunter!™

“Y suppose the light refreshments will con-
sist of a quarter of a bun apiece!” growled
Johnny Bull.

“Ha. ba, ha!” -

Billy Bunter remained in Study No. 7 until
the time fixed for the meeting, and e was
therefore blissfully unconscious of the fact
that Skinner had tampered with his announce-
ment,

When eight began to chime from the old
cloek-tower the- junior Common-room was
packed to overflowing.

On the forms, on the window-sills, and even
on the coal-scuttle, the audience was perched.

When the last stroke of eight had died
away there was quite an uproar.

“Where’s Bunter?”

The Owl of the Remove #ailed to put in an |

appearance, and the: juniors began te enter-
tain the suspicion that the whole thing was a
jape on, Bunter’s part—that he had no serious
intention of addressing a ameeting.
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“'ma fay worm!” roared Peter Todd. “IE
this i3 a spoof, we'll flay him alive!”

“ Jear, hear!”

There was fury in the faces of the fellows
as they waited, with growing impatience, for
Willinm George Bunter, “Eskwire,” to tam
up. .

At five minutes past eight a pl
breathless: figure came dashing in at the

“Here he is!”

“Here’s the merry chairman!”

“What about it, Bunter?”

The Owl of the Remove clambered hreathe
lessly on to the table.

“Sorry I'm late, you fellows——" he heg
“Bless your sorrow!” growled Be

major. “You've wasted five precicus minutes
of our time!”

“1 supnose he's been round to the tuckshon
to see about the light refreshments!” said
Monty Newland.

But Newland’s supposition proved incorreet.

Billy Bunter’s poekets were bulging, cer-
tainly, but not with refreshments, either ef
the light or heavy variety.

“I'm late because I—¥ happen to be late,
you know !” explained Bunter vaguely.

“Has ba, hat”

“Phe fact is, T liad eccasien to reprimand
old Quelchy in the passage.”

“ What't”

There was a yell.of asfonishment from ths
amazed juniors.

“You—you reprimanded Quelchy?” gaspesd
Harry Wharton:

Bunter nodded.

_ “T told bim I wasn’t satisfied with the exist-
ing state of affairs at this schoel,” he said.

“My only aunt!”

“And what did @uelehy say?” ejaculated
Dennis- Carr.

“He refused: to listen to me—the beast!
Dragged me along te his study by the coliar,
and licked me!”

“Ha, ha; ha!”

“T’ll deal with Quelchy another time!” said
the fat juniar, whose little round eyes were
gleaming with excitement. “Meanwhile, I
will proceed to address the meeting——"

“You jolly well won’t!” growled Squiff,
“You'll proceed to feed the meeting, im
accordance with programme!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Prot out the light refreshments, Bunter!”

“Bring hither ‘the foaming jam-tarts and
the ecrisp ginger-pop!” said Bob Cherry,
getting rather mixed.

Billy Bunter blinked in astonishment at the
threatening crowd. :

(Copyright ir the United States of America.)
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ion of refreshments doesn™t
=!" he stammered.
“Oh, yes, it| does!” said Vernon-Smith.
“You made a definite promise, in writing,
that light refreshments would be provided
£ of clarge.”
“And we're waiting!” added Johnny Bull
grimly.
‘Oh crumh*"’
“No; we want something more substantial
tlmn un1nb=:"’ said Frank Nuvant
“Oh, really, Nugent! I don't know what
yen're Jlkuw about !” Billy Bunter’s
hewilderment was pititul to behold. “I—1
Ln‘n make any prn“mse——
lcs, you did!”
shments this way!” said Dennis Carr.
Sut Bunter had no refreshments to offer.
trom the outset the crowd had been out
of hand. But ¥ simply ran riot now.
Ahout a dozen fellows made a combined
at the table on which the would-be
or stood, and it was tilted over side-

“The —the ques

Billy Bunter took a sensational nose-dive
'mtr) the wastepaper-basket, which he suc-
eeded In squashing out of all recognition.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow!” he mozned.

But the avengers were not satisfied.

The total absence of anything in the shape
of licht nfres.}mcnts had goaded the crowd
to exasperation.

})ump the fat beast!” roared Johnny Rull.
nd th next moment an indignant body
ssod the rapid rlse and

,all of 1 Uy Bunter
The fat junior descended to the ficor of tie
Commmohi-room  with such violence that he
nei r]» shared the fate of the wastepaper-

Hdnnﬁ dealt with
factionh, Harry
*Not going ¢
inguired Skinn

“Ow——r Yeg!"'~

“But you're not fit—"

“I know. I’m expiring, as 2 matter of fact.
But with my last breath I'll tell you all about
my eampaicn

“Fa ha, ha P!

Skinner remained in the Common-room to
fisten to what Bunter had to say.

snoop and Stott lingered, too, and so did
Bolsover major and Trevor and Hazeldene,
soon as he had managed to sort himself
Billy Bunter again took up his position
(,n the table.

The fat jupior had something to say, and
hie was determined that neither things
present, nor things to come, nor principalities,
nor powers shonld prevent him from saying
it! ’

_Bunter
Wharton & Co. withdrew.
n with the meeting, Bunty?”

. 'THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter the Reformer!
6 I1LE in, Bunter!”
“On the balll”
Adjusting his spectacles on his
snub nose, Bmy Bunter surveyed his
tiy-diminished audience.
ehtlemen ” he, began.
Where?” asked Skiuner,
“I don't

glancing about
see any—barring

Lim in surprise.
myseli!”

4 repeated Bunter, glaring at
the humerous Skimner. “I have summoned
you together in order to give you—"
Light refxmhmentf-x’” inquired Hazeldene.
“’\mmo' Full details of my great cam-
paign—-" e
Oh!

campaign which T have evolved out of
my own brain—"

“Your what?” asked Bolsover major,
astonishment.

¥ brain!”?

“But you ean't evolve
nothing!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 wish you fellows wouldn't keep making

in

something out of

silly interruptions!” said Bunter peevishly.
“This is a jolly serious occasion! T am not

1

te be regarded in the light of a public enter-
tainer, but of a public reformer!”

“My. hat1?

“Who are you
Trevor.

“1 should advise you to starf on Bolsover!”
said Stott.

“In that case,
Skinner.

“Ha, ha, hat' =

going to reform?” asked

he'd never finishi!” chuckled

“Look here——=" began the bully of the
Remove wrathfully.
“Bilence for the prize porker!” said Sncop.

to their satis-

“If we don’t let him gef his great stunt off
his ehest we shall be here all night!”?

Billy Bunter was at. last able to get to

business.

“I've come to the conclusion, you fellows,”
he said, “that Greyfriars stands in urgent
need of reform. I'm not satisfied with the
present scheme of things. This place is more
like a reformatory than anything else. We
are slaves—slaves to every whim of the
masters and prefects. And that sort of
thing’s got to stop! The present state of
afiairs is—er—distolerable!”

“That's a good word!” said Skinner.
back it both ways!”

“Ha, bha, ha!”

“Dry up, Skinny! Now, you fellows must
agree that the present routine is the abso-
lute limit! No freedom, no pleasure, no
leisute—no nothing! ‘ Britens never shall be
slaves,” said the poet; and yet here we are,
tied and hound by the chains of slavery! If
we take an extra forty winks in the morning
it's a crime. If we cheek a master or a
prefect, we get it in the neek. If we do
badly at lessons—I never do badly myself, of
course, but I speak on behali of others—w
get lines and lickings ladled out to us.
whole system, my xrlcnds, is rotten to thc
core! And I mean to alter it!’

“How?” asked Hazeldene.

“Yes, * said Bolsever major,

“Iu

tell us how!”
whe was quite interested.

“There is one way, and one alone,” said
Bx]h Bunter eloquenﬂ\'
And Hnt i
“Open ance!  Defiance of authority—

deflance of rules and restrictions—defiance of
everything that interferes with the happiness
and well-being of the community!”

“I seem to have heard something like that

before,” said Skinner suspiciously. *“Where
did you get it from, Bunty?
4 khem' I—1 was guoting from a little

meanual I picked up, called ¢ A Short Cut to
Bolshevism.”

“You ass!” said Bolsover major, in alarm.
“If one of the beaks finds you reading trash
of that sort youwll get it where the chicken
got the chopper!”

“J don't agree that it's trash!” said
Bunter warmly. “It's perfectly true! And
that's why I'm about to form the Giraffes

“The—the what?” gasped Skinner.

“The Giraffes,” repeated Bunter. “That’s
what we're going to call curselves.”

“But why?”

“Oh, you're dense!” id the Owl of the
Remove. A C is a member of the

Greyfriars ITmmediate Reformation And Fair-
ness For Everyboedy Society.” *

“Oh, my hat! What a mouthful!”

Skinner & Co. looked curicusly
Bunter.

It seemed incredible that the fat junior
could be in earnest. ¥et it must be so.

From Bunter's pocket pmt.udul the Bol-
shevistic manual; and in Buntver’s little round
eyes there was a gleam of determinatiom

“Y appeal to you fellows te join 'the
Giraffes!” said the Owl of tie Remove.

We haven't neck enough for that!”
Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 appes i1 to you, as true sons of freedom
and lovers of liberty, to link hands swith me
against the tyrant and.the oppressor!”

“Help!” gasped Hazeldene, “Are you stifi
quoting {rom the manual?”

“Veg

at Billy

said

“I should advise you to get rid of that
manual,” said Trever, “or Greyfriars will be
getting rid of you!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Look here, you chaps,” said Billy Bunter
persuasively, “are you going to join the
Giraffes or not?”

Bolsover major was about to reply em-
phatlmﬂy in the negative, when he caught
Skinner’s eye, and stopped.

“0Oh, yes, we'll join!” said the cad of the
Remove. “I was only rotting just now when
I said we hadn’t enough neck for it.”

“@Good!” said Bunter. “And youwll a
elect me presment"

“ Unanimously I” said Stott.

“That's ripping! Now, I'll tell
i’ve got in my head—-"

“Sawdust 2’ suggested S Snpop.

“Don't be an ass! I suggest that we hurl
defiance at the masters and prefects, and at
Lhe stupid , rules and regulations by which
we 've been hound in thc pastl? ¢

“I'm not much good at hurling defiance,”

gree to

you what

3

said Bolsover major, “but T'm a pretty goca
slvot with a peaqhooter'

“Ha, ha, hal?

“We'll make this school a place fxt
heroes to live in!” said Buuter, ¢
recollections of a polmml addruss he bad
seen in the papers. “If we sta ot
in this, shoulder to shnu'der
bound to be a suceess!”

“Hear, hear!”

Skinner & Co. had no serious intention
backing up Bunter in his wild scheme. B
they proposed to ijoin the Giraffes . scl
for the fun of the thing. And there
likely to be a grout deal of fun for every-
body but Bunter!

“I put it to you fellows as one gentleman
to a number of the common herd,” qa!d Buni-
ter. “Why shouldn’t we lie in bed aff
ising-beil if we want to¥” >
“Yes, why shouldn't we?" said Sneop.  *

“And why shouldn't we clear out of the
Form-room i we get fed up with lessons?”

“Feho answers © W]ly? * said Stott.

“And- why shouldn’t the masters and pre-
fects be kept in their places? In a word,
why shouldn't we do everything possibie to
further our own comfort? Schoolboys never
shail be slaves——"

“Not while Bunter rules the waves!”
inner.

“Ha, ha, Ral”

The Owl of the Remove had warmed to
such a pi of eloquence by this time that
t,Lc perspiration stood out in beads on his
forehead. It was a pity, he reflected, that
the majority of the fellows had not stayed
to listen to him. He felt sure he could have
converted the lot. ’

Still, he had several likely recruits, so he
wouldn’t grumble. Skinner & Co. had agreed
to eurol undér his banner as members of

my

said

the Greyfriars Immediate ormation And
Fairness For Everybody Society. So far. so
cood. Doubtiess, as time went on, the mem-
bership would expand. Bunter hoped =0.
anyway. Whether his hopes would be
realised or not, remained to he secn.

“Are you fellows quite determined to back

me up?”® asked thp fat jundor.

“0h, quite!” said Bolsover major.

“You ppozt the - views— | —have
cxpounde

“Al)uolutelv" gaid Frevor.

“And you're willing to fight for our wertiiy
cause 7"

“Tooth and nail!” said Skinner. “Well

fight to the last ditch—and we 1l go on scrap-
ping after that, if necessary.

“Good!” said Bunter. stepping down from
the table d preodocing a notebook and
peneil. - D 1 want half-a-erown from cach
of you, please!”

Skinner & Co.
astonishment.

“Half-a-crown?”’ ejaculated Skinner.

“From each of us?”’ gasped Siott,

“Yes,” said Buiter. “Pay up!” 4

“But—but what have cot to fork aut
half-a-crown apiece for demanded” Hazol-
dene.

“Subseription of membership.”

SOR

gaped at their president

There was no great rush on the ypar
Skinner & Co. to accede to Biily Bu
impudent request.

Some of the fellows didn't p0~“e§a
crown; and those who boasted su
didn’t see the fun of parting =
order that Billy Bunter might enj
,stantial feed at the school tuckshop.

“Sorry, Bunty,” said Skinner. “I
stump vp at the m(\m(nh But I'm expecting
a postal-order——""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Trom a titled rclation

“Beast!” growled Bum,er

“And as soon as it comes to hand-in
about five years’ time, roughly—you. shall
have mv subseription !

A ar of langhter followed Sk
generous speech. He had played Bill
ter at his own game; and the fat ju
face was a study.

“What about you,

.

Bolsover?”

“Sorry,”  said . Bolsover briefly. “I'm
stony !”

“Saoop, old chanwA £

“Nothing doing,” said Spoop. “I don't

earry any pecket mouey about with me
as a protest against the high cost of living

“Ha; ha, ha'”

“Hazel—"

“I'm broke to ‘the wide!% said Haz \udem
dolorousiy. “This latest budget has hib
jolly hard. The prlce of cigars and wir
is almost prohmltwe'
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““Ha; (ha, ha % =
Billy Bunter grew desperate. He turncd
appealmgly to Stott. .

“No good appreaching .me,” said Stott.
ST weni, bankrupt a ecouple af terms ago.
My creditors are holding a meeting this
wfternoon in the wood- khcd Rz

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Trevor was Billy Bunter’s only hope. But
Prevor had, in the words of the parable,
fallen on stony ground. So he said, anyway
And Trevor's statement, like the editor’s
decision, was final.

Bunter replaced his note-boak in his pocket
with a scowl.

“Y've a good mind te make
resign!” he said,

*“Spare us!” said Skinner hescechingly.

And the rest of the fellows crouched before
their president in attitudes of supplication.

“All gerene !” said Bunter. “I'M let you off
this time. But I don’t know how I shall go
on without uxhﬂmpnons I was hoping o
I'ne a top-hole feed——

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"I——l ‘mean, I was hoping the society would
have a big fund from v hich we could draw
[in case .of emergency.”

“Never mind!” said Skinpner. “Tt can’t
be helped. What are our instructions,
Mighty Chief?”

“First of all,” said Bunter, “you're to stay
fn bed after rising-bell’'s gone to-morrow
tmorning. Will you promise me that?”
_“We promise!” said Skinner & <Co.
xHorus.

“Ripping!” said the president. *“That will
be one of the short cuts to Bolshevism—I
hican, to the reformation of Greyfriars. I'll
tell you all about the other short cuts later.
‘The meeting will now disperse.”

And Billy Bunter rolled out of the
¢ommon-room, feeling more than satisfled
with his first evening’s work. He felt that
e had opened his campaign in great style.

As for the rest of the Giraffes, they were
simost in hysterics.

“Oh dear!” sobbed Skinner. “This is the
funniest thing I've struck for ages! Bunter
the reformer! Bunter—the liberator of
Sumanity !”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“wWell pretend to humour Lim.” said Hazel-

* tlene, “‘but, of course, it won’t do to go
too far. We'll stand in with the fat duffer
up to a point, and then leave him to carry
ihrough his  precious campaign single-
Banded.”

“That’s the idea!”

“Poor old Bunter!” said Bolsover major.
*He'll he left absolutel; in the soup!”

“Ha, ha, ha!’

And the members of the Greyfriars Immedi-
ate Reformation, ete., Society staggered out
of the Common-room, laughing uproarlouﬂly
as they went. -

you fellows

in

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
In the Wars!

'3 UNTER, you chump——"
2 “Bunter, you imbecile——"
“det, to bed!”
These remarks were levelled at
Billy Bunter in the Remove derinitory that
avening.

Harry Wharton & Co. were in bed, waiting
for Wingate of the Sixth to come in and
(\tm'(lnsh the lights.

The rest of the Removites were in bed also
—with the exception of Bunter. That plump
and misguided youth was seated on his bed,
fully dressed, reading.*

“You mad fool!” said Dennis Carr.
gate will be along in a minute!”

Bunter looked up from his hook.

“Wingate !” he repeated. “Who's he??

“Our skipper, of course!”

“Bah! He's not fit to skipper a lunatie-
asylum, or a home for incurables! W ingate’s
@ fvy:mt and an. upstart, and a conceited
s

“Win-

A sudden hush fell upon the dormitory.
Unseen by Billy Bunter, who had his back
to the door, Wingate hun~eit had stepped
into the dormitory.

“I don't eare that much for Wingate”

said
Bunter,

‘Htll a cont‘mptuous flick of the
fingers. “ Why, there’s more wisdom in this
—the speaker held up a grimy finger for
inspection—*“than there is in Wingate's silly
noddle! Faney having to kpuckle under to
a elumsy- yokel like that! If T had ny own
way—and I méan to have it before long—
Wingate would he stripped of his authority.
e would be sacked—fired out-ﬁmshed' 2
'THE PENNY POPULAR.—NoO.
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There was a Lorrified gasp from the
Removites.

As for the captain of Greyfriars, he stood
paralysed on the threshold of the dormitory,
\mabk to move or speak.

“Down with the tyrant!” saxd Bunter, who
imagined, from the silence around him,
he had riveted the attention of his hcarers.
“Down with the oppressor! Down with the
beastly slave-drivers—I refer to the masters
and prefec-ts—v ho stand between u3 and our
rights! Down with the Hellup t”

Bxliv Bunter broke off suddenly, as a heavy
hand descended upon his shoulder.

Wingate had at last recovered the po“&
of speech—and of action!

“You—you cheeky worm!” he roared.
“Have you suddenly gone potty, or wlmt"
Do you realise what you've been saying?

“0“' Leggo! 1 never said a word——"

EWhat !l

“Not about you, m)»\\ ay.
such unimportant people 4

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

I never diseuss

There was a chuckle from the Removites,.

but it melted away before Wingate's {rown.
“You eheeky voung rascal! You know very
well you were talknn about me!”
“I wasn't. T was s )mff what a beastly
tyrant old Gwynne ' protested Bunter.

The remark was unfortunate.  Gwynne
happened to bhe Wingate's special chum,

and the captain of Greyfriars resented the
term tyrant when used in connection with
one of the best fellows hreathing.

“It was of me you wcere speaking, not
Gwynne,” he said, “And you’ll take a hun-
dred lines for impertinence. You will take
an additional hundred for not being in bed
at the proper time. Why aren't you un-
dressed?”

“I'll undress when I choose,” said Bunter,
determined to show the rest of the Giraffes
that he meant what he said about hurling
defiance in the teethi of authority.

Wingate looked grim.

“So that's the tone, is it?” he said.
“You'll report to me after breakfast in the

morning, Bunter, and I'l take you before
your Form master.”

“Rats!’

“What!” gasped Wingate, who could
scarcely credit the evidence of his ears,

“You dare to say
“More rats!”

The juniors fairly zasped.

This was open defiance, with a vengeance.

Even the most daring fellows in the Form
~fellows like Vernon-Smith and Dennis Carr
—would scarcely have ventured to say
“Rats!” to such a lofty and majestic person
as_George Wingate.

But Billy Bunter’s daring was of the sort
prompted by stupidity—plus the fact that
he liad heen absorbing  Bolshevistic
literature.

Wingate's brow was thunderous. He felt
sorely tempted to place Billy Bunterin a
convenient position across the bed and to
helabour him with a slipper. The ouly
reason why he refrained from doing so was
because he  could not have trusted himself
to moderate his blows. For Wingate was
very angry—angrier, perhaps, than the
juniors had ever seen him.

“You've altogether exceeded  the
Bunter, in cheeking me like this!” he
<P trouble you to come with me!”

“Sha'n’t!”

“Do you hecar me, Bunter?”

“I'm not deq,f But I refuse to go with
3ou~—unltss it’s to a frec feed.”

Ha, ha, ha!”

\huuate was at the end of his patience.
He rebuked the laughing Removites, and
then he proceeded to hdll drag, half-carry
Billy Bunter from the dormitory.

The fat junior turned the scale at scme-
thmg approaching thirteen stone, and Win-
gate’s task was no light ore. But his blood
was_up, and he succeeded in piloting the un-
willing Bunter to Mr. Quelch’s study.

The Remove-master was \torkmc at - his
typewriter when  Wingate dragged - the
struggling Owl of the Remove through the
doorway. :

*Rats!’ to me!”

limit,
said.

“Why—bless my soul! Wingate! What
does “this mean?” gasped Mr. Queleh, rising

to his feet.

“It means, sir, that Bunter has bHehaved
with unexampled insolence. T ecan’t think
what's come over him—unless it’s a fit of
insanity. He absolutely refuses to rccognise
1y 1uthonty and jto ohey my orders, and
I can do nothing’ with him. He has re-
peatediy insulted me t0 my face!”

“ Bunter!” thundered Mr. Queleh,

aghast,
*“Hallo !”

that |
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“How dare you say ‘Hallo!’ io me, boy!
Have you taken leave of your senses?”

Belore Bunter . could re;sh someth.ng feil
out of his pocket on to the carpet. Win-
cate stooped and pmked it up, and handed
it to Mr. Quelch.

The TForm-master’s eyes mnearly staried
from his head as uc beheld @ red-eovered
manual, entitled, “A Short Cut to Bol-
shevism.”

“Good—good gracious!” he gasped. “How
did ~you come into DOS: ion of this per~
nicious and banecful rubbish, Bunter?”

“It's jolly good stuft!” said_Bunter, com=

pletely rgetting the respeet due to a
Form-master. “I -agree with every word
.)1 it.”

T Queleh did not share

view was for he tore the
manual i ients, which
tered in into the
b.t‘kd

“You’ve no right to destroy my property?
said Bunter indignantly.

But before he could proceed any
Mr. Quelch picked up a canc and &
towards him.

“I won’t be licked!”
ruuv to be crushed

s

declared Bunt
bencath the &

S 1, swish, swish!

The ‘cane lashed across the fat
shoulders, and he executed a sort
ddn(m on the Form-master’s carpet.

“Yarocooooh !”
Swish, swish, swish!
Billy Bunter

junior's
of w3

round the

study, and Mr. Qunlch follo doing great
execution.

The Remove-master de Iength
almost breathless irom his 0

“Now go!” he panted. © d if there is

any further show of defance’o
1 ml! renew the castigation!”

“Yow-ow-ow !”

Billy Bunter
evening, at any rate. He
doned his camy igu—he w
as ever on reforming Gr
deemed it prudent not to transgress any
more just then. Me. Quelch was iu one of
his most aggressive moods.

“Wingate, would you be ¢
see that this wretched boy g
bed and gives no Turther trouble?”

*“Certainly, sir.

The Lapt‘xm of Greyfriars accompanied
Billy Bunter to the Remove dor mitory, and
he stood over him like a grim sentinel whilst
he undressed.

The Owl of the Remove was still uttering
Joud Jamentations, but he took good care
not to cheek Wingate.

1 your part,

had had enough—for
had not

i1l

one
aban-
‘keen
rs-— hut he

As soon as Buntel had- crawled limply
into bed Wingate extinguished the liglits,
and withdrew.

When « the senior’s footsteps had died
away on the stairs there was a chorus of
inauiry.

“What happened, Bunty?”

“Have you been licked?”

“Ow—yes!” moaned the fat jumnr.

“Serve you jolly well - right!” growled

Johnny Bull. “You fairly asked for trouble!”
“Quelchy’'s a brute and a tyrant!” groaned

Bunter.  “And he'll wish he’d never been

born by the time I’ve finished with him !

“Ha ha =hg =

“Look here, Bunter,” said Harry Wharton
seriouslty, “I ‘should advise you to chuck all
this rot about reforming Greyfriars.

“It isn't rot! It’s a noble and couragecus
movement !’ -

“Oh, my hat!”

Barry Wharton said no imore, and one
by one the occupants of the Remove dors
mitory dropped off to sleep.

But it was 2 long time before sleep visited
Billy Bunter's eyes that »

The president of the @iraffes was acking
from his recent eastigation, and deep groans
took the plice of his ~usual trumpeting
snore. He rolled from on de of the bed
to the other in his anguish, and the burden
of his plaint was: ‘

LOW-0W-0W-0v-0w 1*

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Traitors!

; LANG, dang!
‘ The harsh notes of the rising-helk
g X morning air. .

juniors in the Remove

dormitor dnl not seem teo- hecd the sum-
mons. The seven were Skinner, Snoop. and
Stott, Bolsover major, Hazcldene 2and

Trevor—and Billy Bunter!



fat junior.

“ You've no righ‘c to dessroy my property !’ protested Bunter.
‘1 won’t be licked !’ declared Bunter.
expostulations ended in a yell as Mr. Quelch started in with the cane!

Wir. Quelch picked up his cane and stepped towards the |
1 refuse to be crushed beneath the heel of a——"'

Bunter’s
{Ses chaptsr 3.)

No surprise was oceasioned ab first when
the juniors fatled to turn out. was
quite the wusual thing for some fellows to
i\ zﬁ\dm in bed for a few minutes after rising-
bell.

But as time went on, and the seven
showed no signs of rising, their slothiulness
was commented upon by the others.

“Time you fellows turned out!” - said
Dennis Carr.

“Ratg!”

“If you're late for brekker,” said Harry
Wharton, “Quelchy will come down like a

thousand of bricks!”

“Let him!” gaid Billy Bunter indiffereintly.

“You champion ass!” growled the captain
of the Remove. “You're going the right way
te be sacked from the school!”

The slackers seemed deaf to all warnings,
so the others left them to their own devices.

Those who were up hurriedly performed
their ablutions. They left the dormitory in
twos and threes, and sped downstairs.

Soon the room was empty, save for
seven who ling c!‘td in bed. oo

Bllh Bunter's eyes glistened with delight.

“It's awlully decent of you fellows te rally
round like this!® he said:

“Not at all!” said Skinner.

“We'll stay herc for another half hour or
s0,” said Bunter, “and then we' ‘Il go down
and have brekker at our leisure.”

“Oh, will we?™ murmmeﬂ Bolsover major,
under his breath.

the

Billy Bunter wug oveno)ed to think that:

Skinner & Co. were taking an active parb in
his campaign.

This was indeed open demnce for seven
fellows to linger in bed long after all the
others had gone down.

Bunter was touched by the ‘loyalty of his
followers. How decent of themi, he reflected,
to support him iike this.

Put the fat junior underwent a revuilsion of
feeling shortly afterwards.

The sound of the breakfast-gong hoomed
through the building, and, to the surprise
and dl\may of Billy Bunter, Skinner & Co.
leapt out of bed on the instant.

To the amazement of the Owl of the
Remove, his companions were fully dressed.

“What on earth—" began Bunter, in
bewilderment.

Skinner explained the situation in a few
words.

“We got up before rising-bell, washed and
dressed, and then slipped back into bhed
again,” he gaid. “Nobody noticed the fact
that we had our togs on.”

“But—hbut look heré—"

“Ta-ta!” said Bolsover major, with a mock
flourish of his hand.

“Don’t run away!” pleaded Bunter.

“Sorry to have to tear ourselves away
from such excellent company,” said Skinuner
blandly, ““ but we mustn't miss our brekker,
you know! Come along, you fellows!”

And the six juniors hurried from the dor-
mitory, leaving Billy Bunter alone with his
thougl which were the reverse of pleasaut!

Skin & Co. chuckled hugely as. they
clattered down the stairs.

“This is where our president gets Ieft“‘
panted Trevor. :

“Ha, ha, hal!?

“Tt'll take Bunter at least twenty minutes
to wash and dress!” said Bolsover major.

“One minute to wash,
to dress!” said Skinner.
,- ha, hat”

ix practical m}\e s reached the dining-

ist in time. Mr. Qyeleh, who presided
at the bead of uhe tabfe, frowned at the
lateat armals as they dropped into their

jnst saved yourselves from being
jons'” he said. “Where: is

Bunter?”

and nincteen minutes,

Quelehy.

“Taking
Skinner. S

The Form-master’s frown deepened.

“You will take a hundred lines, Skinuer,
for impertinence!”

“Oh crumbs!”

“When- I wequire fippant and jocular
replies to my questions, Skinner, I will not
fail to Iet you know!” continued Mr. Quelcli.
“Am I to understand that Bunter is still i»
bed?” -

£ ¥ees, v =

“Bless my soul! There seems to be no limit
to the impertinence of that wreteched boy!
Wharton, go and fetch Bunter here at onc

The captain of the Remove hurried eut of
the dining-hall. He went up the stairs three
steps at a time, and burst into the dormitory.

Biily Bunter was in the act of dressing.

“You—you born idiot!” exclaimed Wharton.
“You've fairly done it now! Buck up!

another forty winks, sir,” said

Quelchy’s waiting for you!” .
The fat junior donned his coat with such
a vicious movement that he burst the

shoulder-seams.
“Those beas

have let me down! " he said
savagely. “They d to st:ly in bed
with me, and . Aund they had
their togs on all the mm, ﬂ.h(l scooted as
soon as the gong went

“They were japing you, you fat (‘uﬁ‘er"
© “Oh - crumbs!”

“Are you regdy?”
“““Yes/ But I've a jolly good mind not to
go down——"

“You mad idiot! There's becn quite enongh
of this rot! Come on!”,

“And  Wharton gripped the. Owl of the
Remove by the f‘ollal, and marched him from
the dormitory.

“If you take my :\dncu,” hie said, as they
descended the stairs. “you won't eheel:
It he were to haul you up bheofore
_you'd get into serious trouble!”
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This warning scemcd to subdue Bunter, for
he returned quite respectful answers to Mr.
Queleh’s heated questions. Unfortunately,
however, they were inaccurate, as well as
respeetiul.

“ Bunter!” rumbled the Form-master, glar-
ing at the fat junior as he was escorted jnto
the dining-hall by Harry Wharton. * What
is the meaning of your belated appearance?”
“Ahem! I—I didn't hear the rising-bell go,
sir 2

“What !

_“The—the fact is, I've developed a severe
attack of deafness, sir, in both ears!”

*““Ha, ha,shal” . —

“Bilence!” thundered Mr. Quelch, smiting
the table. “Do not snigger at this wretched
hoy! His conduct is a subject for tears rather
than for boisterous hilarity! You say you are

deaf, Bunter?” .

-« “Yesgir. As deaf az a doorpost!”

“Then how is it that you are able to hear
my remarks?”

“I—1 ean’t hear them, sir!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” ===

Even Mr. Queleh, stern disciplinarian
though he was, could not check the laughter
on this occasion. =

“I ghall burst a boiler in a minute!”
murmured Bob Cherry. “Bunter's whoppers
are simply killing!” =

Mr. Quelch bestowed the glare of a basilisk

upon the fat junior. 2

“You are lying to me, Bunter!”
“Nunno, sir!” i
“The statement that you are afflicted with
deafness is ludicrous, on the face of it.”
“The—the attack has passed off now, sir,”
_sald Bunter. “But at the rising-bell this
morning it was simply awful! I couldn’t
lear a .sound, siF !
Mr. Quelch frowned.
“Even assuming that you are telling the
truth—though that is a very remote possi-
bijity—you surely saw your schoolfellows in
the act of rising?”
*No, sir.”?
“ Bup—"

“You see, T was asleep at the time, sir!”

There was a fresh burst of laughter from
siie Renmove.

Billy Bunter was so confused by this time
that he scarcely knew what he was saying.

Mr. Quelch spared the fat
trouble of inventing further falsehoods.

“You will write a thousand lines, Bunter,
and you will forfeit the next half-holiday.”

“Oh  crumbs!”

“And the very mext time you give offence
I shall report your conduct to Dr. Locke! Go
to your place!’

“My bacon’s cold, sir,” eaid Billy Bunter,
as he dropped heavily into his seat at the
Remove table. “May I take it along to the
kitchen and have it warmed up?”

“No, Bunter, you may not!” roared Mr.
Quelch. “It is entirely your own fault that
the rasher on your plate is eold and dry.”

*“If you please, sir—"'

“Not another word, Bunter!”

The Owl of the Remove followed the
cxample of his rasher, and dried up: The
almost ferocious expression on Mr. Queleh’s
face warned him avhat he might expect if
he spoke again.

In spite of his very belated arrival at the
breakfast-table, Billy Bunter finished his meal
hefore everybody else.

The president of the new society was feel-
ing far from happy. Punishments had been
showered upon him thick and fast since he
nad launched his campaign. But even now he
had no intention of knuckling under, and a
scheme was already working in his mind—
another of the “open defiance ” schemes by
which he hoped -to achieve the reformation of
Greyiriars.

But it was more than probable that, before
the reformation of Greyfriars came about,
Greyfriars would take in hand the reformation
of Bunter!

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Terrible Upheaval !

(3 BSAY, you fellows—" >

I Billy Bunter rolled up to Skinner &

Co. in the Close after breakfast.
“Well, porpoise?” said Bolsever

major. “What is it2” = - k

“It was jolly mean of you to let me down
like that!” said Bunter. “I had to face the
music all alone. Now, look here! As loyal
and faithful members of the Girafies, it's up
to you to rally round your president. I had
a brain-wave just now—s little wheeze for
impressing upon Quelchy that we're in deadly
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carnest! , Can I count on you fellows to help
me earry the thing through?”’

“All depends on the nature of the wheeze,”
sald Skinner. “Expound it, my massive
friend !” 0 :

Billy Bunter beckoned the Giraffes out of
earshot of the rest of the fellows,

“This is the stunt,” he said, in a low tone.
“We're fed-up with Quelchy and his high-
handed ways, and we’ll hurk open defiance
at him!”

“Open defiance seems to be your only sort
of ammunition,” said Hazeldene. “Can’t we
hurl inkpots and rulers, for a change?”

“Hg, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter blinked wrathiully at the
Giraffes.

“You fellows seem to regard this as a
priceless joke,” he said. “Well, it isn’t! It's
s serfous matter. We've got to stick up for
our rightse—we’ve got to squash and spifilicate
the tyrant and the oppressor! The present
system must go! A new and betier routine
must be drawn up by us. But before that
comes about oceans of blood may have to be
spilt—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!” !

“I’'m speaking diabolically, of course

“What?” gasped Skinner. :

“Ha, ha! He—he means metaphorically !’
spluttered Snoop.

And there was a fresh outburst of laughter
irom the Giraffes, who would have been more
rightly named the Hyenas.

0

Billy Bunter waited impatiently for the
laughter to subside. Then he plunged into his
subject.

“I'm firmly of the opinion, you {fellows,
that lessons ought to be abolished. What on
earth is the -sense of swotting up dumb
languages like Latin and Greek? Many a
Latin and Greek scholar is starving to-day in
the gutter. Can he pui his knowledge to any
practical use? Of course unot! If he applies
for a job is it anything in his favour that he
can spout yards of Latin? Not a bit! The
employer thinks he's potty! My. friends,
whilst we are swotting these dumb, deaf,
dead, and defunct languages, we are wantonly
wasting the golden hours of youth!”

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Skinner, amazsd at
Billy Bunter’s flow of eloguence.

“We're fed-up with Latin and Greek—at
least, I am!” declared the Owl of the Re-
move. “We're fed-up with lessons generally,
and we're fed-up with Quelchy. T therefore,
propose that we get up in the middle of
morning lessons, and walk out of the Form-
room.”

“Qht

“My only aunt!”?

There was a chorus of amazement Trom the
Giratfes.

“Mad!” murmured Bolsover major, tapping
his forehead significantly.

“Oh, absolutely!” said Trevor.
staring mad!”

It was amazing that Billy Bunter had not
yet learnt that open defiance did mot pay—
that it was an impossible task to attempt to
revise the Greyfriars routine. That routine
had stood the test of generations; and a
youth of Bunter’s intellect—or, rather, lack
of it—would never be able to bring about
such amendments as optional lessons and the
dethronement of those in authority.

“Listen carefully, you fellows!” .said the
president of the Girafies. “At a signal from
me—I shall smite the desk with my clenched
fist—you're to leave your places, march out
to the front of the class, bowl the black-
board and easel over, put your tongues out
at Quelchy, and then clear off.”

Skinner & Co. were simply thunderstrueck
at these amazing instructions. They began
to think that Billy Bunter was really suffer-
ing from mental derangement.

“You understand ?” said the fat junior.

“Pip-pip-perfectly, old chap!” stuttered
Skinner.

“And you'll carry out those instructions to
the letter?”

“0Of course!” 2

“That’s good! We'll give old Quelchy the
shock of his life!”

Skinner & Co. strolled away. They were foo
astonished to laugh.

“There isn’t a shadow of doubt,” said
Hazeldene, “that Bunter’s got bats in his
belfry 1

“The sooner he's put in a padded cell the
better!” said Snoop. “Pgor beggar! I dare
say there’s insanity in the family.”

“I can see myself putting my tongue out
at Quelchy—I don't think!” said Skinner.
o Why',”l wouldn't do it if T were offered fifty

“Stark,

quid!

“But Bunter will do it!” said Stotf.

Skinner shook his head.

“I fancy his nerve will fail him when he
comes to the push,” he said.

- “It’'ll come to the pueh all right,” said
Hazeldene—*the push from Greyfriars!”

It was generally agreed that if Billy Bunter
carried out his preconceived plan of cam-
paign he would be sacked from the school
The Head would not bhe likely to take a
lenient view of the situation, for Bunter was
an old offender. His record was besmirched
by numerous previous convictions.

Had Skimner & Co. possessed a spark of
decency, they would have dissuaded the fat.
junior from his rash purpose.

But the cads of the Remove intended to let
Bunter go ahead—though they had no inten-
tion of taking part in the wild escapade.

Shortly afterwards the bell rang for mern-
ing lessons, and the Removites streamed into
the Form-room. -

“Quelchy’s on the war-path this morning 7
mu{mnred Bob Cherry, as he dropped into his
seat. :

“There’s thunder on his manly brow,
And lightning in his eye;
And anyone who cheeks him now
Will rue it by-and-by!”

murmurcd Dick Penfold, the laureate of the
Remove.

“Penfotd!” There was thunder in XMr.
Quelcl's voice, as well as on his brow. * You
were muttering pleasantries to €Cherry!?

“Was I, sir?" =

“You cannot conceal your offence by assumi-
ing an expression of injured innocencet”
snapped the Form-master. “You will write
out fifty times, ' I must not mutter in the
Form-room ’{”

“Oh, help!’ gasped Pen.

“Why, you arc muttering again!” roared
Mr. Queleh. =

“I—1 can’t help it, sir!
of mine 25

“Then the sooner you hreak
a dangerous habit the be
tion is doubled!”

Dick Penfold set a seal on his lins after
that. He did not wish to devote the re-
mainder of hLis school career to writing out,
“I must not mutter in the Form-room.”

Mr. Quelch continued to be aggressive,

Lines and lickings were the order of the
day, and very few fellows escaped scot-free,

Billy Bunter, by a miracle, ma ed to
escape the vials of the Form-master's wrath,
but_only for a time.

Midway through the morning Mr. Quelch
pounced upon the Owl of tlie Remove.

“You are not paying attention, Bunter !

There was 1o response.

“Are you ill, boy?”

Silence. ¥ A

“Answer me, Bunter! It is inconceivable
that you have really been smitten with deaf-
ness! Do you not hear me addressing yvou?”

Bunter was still silent, and the class fairly
gasped.

Mr. Quelch picked up a pointer.

“This s studied insolence!” he exclaimed,
“Stand out before the class, Bunter, and X
will chastise you as you dgserve!”

Billy Bunter sprang suddenly to his feet.
He clenched his fist, and brought it down
with a sounding impact on the desk in frons
of him.

“Now ! he rapped out.

And he noted, with great satisfaction, thaf
Skinner & Co. had risen to their feet also.

Mr. Quelch stood petrified as Billy Bunter
came charging towards the blackboard and
easel like an infuriated bull.

The fat junior fondly imagined that the
rest of the Girafles were following behind.
But they weren’t. They had resumed their
seats, leaving Bunter to camy out his mise
cuided campaign single-handed.

Bang!

Crash !

Billy Bunter pitted his full weicht against
the blackhoard and easel.

An appalling scene of disaster followed."

Mr. Quelch, realising that he was standing
in* the danger-zone, skipped hastily to one
side. But he was not in time to avoig the
avalanche,

A corner of the blackboard descended upon
the Remove-master’s head, causing his mafara
hoard to he bashed down over his forehead,

“Oh! An! Ow!” =

Pointer in hand, Mr. Queleh danced to and
fro in _ angnish.- With his mortar-hoard
flattened and - his gown flapping aronnd
him, he Jooked like.a {reak at a fancy-dress

all, . = e

it's a little babit

yourself of such
tter! Your imposi-
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Harry Wharton & Co. looked on dazedly.

Nobody laughed. The situation was too
serious for that. It really seemed as il Billy
Bunter had become insane.

“He—he’s off his rocker!” gasped Bob
Cherry. e

“Absoclutely!” murmured Johony Bull
“Let’s collar him,” muttered Harry
Wharton, “before he does any " more
damagel”

Billy Bunter, having completed the first

part of his programme, rolled towards the
door.  Then he turned, with protruding
tongue, and glared at Mr. Queich. :
- How long Bunter would have remained
in that @isrespectful attitude it _was im-
possible to tell, for at that moment the
Famous Five left their seats and made a
combined rush at the fat junior.

* Yaroooooht” e :

Billy Bunter descended to the boards with
4 bump and a roar. His legs were wildly
tashing the air. One of his boots found a
billet on Johnny  Bull's chest, and Jchnny
went sprawiing.

The Remove Form-rcom was in a state of
the “wildest upheaval. The fellows had left
their seats, and Vernon-Smith asked Mr.

Quelch for permission to ring up the Colney.

Hatch authorities on the telephone.

With the—exception of the Form-master;
everybody voted Bunter mad. But Mr,
Quelch knew differently. = s

“Return to your places, all of you!” he
commanded 2

“But—but Bunter’'s not safe, sir!” pro-
tested Harry Wharton, who was seated
astride the fat junior’s chest.

- “He ought not to be at large, sir!" ex-
claimed Frark Nugent.
“Nonsense, Nugent !

boy at once!”

The Famous Five rose to their feet and
returned to their places.

Breathless and dishevelled, Billy Bunter
got up. Perhaps he realised for the first
time the enormity of his conduct. Anyway,
he did not care to face Mr. Quelch at that
moment.

With a terrified expression on his fat face,
the Owl of the Remove opened the door and
darted out into the passage.

Mr. Quelch followed. Throwing his per-
sonal dignity to the winds, he chased Billy
Bunter along the passage.

Fear lent the fat junior wings, and he fled
at top speed. But Bunter's top speed was
nothing brilliant. He was flabby and out
of condition, and before he had proceeded
many yards, the Torm-master’s hand
descended upon his shoulder.

“Bunter!” panted Mr. Quelch. “Your in-
subordination has exceeded all limits! You
appear to have been influenced by the per-
nicious trash which I found in vyour pos-
session last evening. I am not disposed to
give you another chance to redeem your
outrageous conduet. You will come with me
at once to Dr. Locke!”

Billy Bunter offered no resistance. He was
utterly cowed and humiliated. He had
counted upon Skinner & Co. to rally round
and back him up in his rash enterprise, and
they had sgain failed him. They were rank
traitors, he reflected. - They had never had
any serious intention of *supporting him.
They had, in fact, been pulling his leg.

“Come, Bunter!” said Mr. Qnelch.

The Owl of the Remove blinked appealingly
at the Form-master.

“Let me off, sir!” he pleaded, “I—I won't
do it again!” :

“You will probably be denied the chance!”
sald Mr. Quelch grimly.

And he proceeded to escort the misguided
Bunter in the direction of the Head’s study.

Release that wretched

THE SIXTH CHRAPTER.
The Triai of a Reformer!

(4 LESS my soul!”
Dr. Locke looked up in astonish-
ment as Mr. Quelch, stern of face

and tight.of lip, piloted Billy Bunter
into his study.

“I have a serious complaint to make re-
garding this boy, sir,” said the Remove
master. *“He has bebaved with unexampled
impertinence! He has caused a scene of the
wildest commotion in my Form-room! In
a word, he is incorrigible!”

Billy Bunter’s knees were fairly knocking
together, -He was quite unable to meet the
Head's stern gaze.

“His sequence of misdemeanours, ' sir,”
continued - Mr. Queleh, “commenced last
aight, ~when he insulted Wingate and re-
fused to obey his express commands.  Win:

‘Bunter.

ment, and I, too, was grossly fnsulted! 1
found in Bunter’s possession a pernicious
pamphlet, entitled: <A Short” Cut to
Bolshevism!’ ”

“Bless my soul!”

“The wretched boy has allowed his mind
to be influenced by that dangerous doctrine
to such an extent that he has committed
the most glaring acts of -defiance! This
morning he remained in bed long after the
rising-bell had sounded, and a few moments
ago he had the effrontery to run riot in the

orm-roonm. He knocked over the black-
board and easel, and I was fortunate to
escape serious injury.”

The Head looked very grave.

“Have you =any explanation
Bunter?” he sald sternly.

“You, ot

“You admit having committed the out-
rages raentioned by Mr. Quelch?”

“Certainly, sirt But I—I wasn't responsible
for my actions——"

“What?”

“You see, I—I'm subject to fits, sir!”

“Boy!”

“Terrible fits, sir!” said Bunter, drawing
desperately on his imagination. “I sometimes
get right ousr of hand, and nobody can do
anything with me. [ suppose I must have
had one of the fits just now, sir. Anyway,
I don’t remember knocking the blackboard
and easel over.”

“You are prevaricating,
thundered the Head.

“Nunno, sir!”

“If I thought that you were indeed sub-
ject to fits, I should make every allowance
‘or your conduct. But you are in good
health, and this is merely an endeéavour to
deceive me!”

“0Oh, crumbs!”

“Now, tell me the truth—if it is not
altogether beyond your powers!” sald the
Head scathingly. “What induced you to be-
have in such an abominable manner?”
_“Ahem! I-—I mean to reform Greyfriars,
sip—"

“What?”

“I've been giving serious thought to the
subject, sir, and I'm not at all satisfied with
the existing state of affairs.”

“Indeed!” said the Head drily.

“If I had my own way, sir, I'd abolish
masters and prefects. Everybody at Grey-
friars would stand on an equal footing.
Oceans of blood—"

“Bunter!” =

“Oceans of blood may have to be spilt
before we attain the consummation of our
desires!” said the fat junior. .

“That very phrase, sir, occurred in the
pamphlet which I mentioned to you just
now,” said Mr. Quelch. “There is no doubt
that Bunter’s mind has been inflamed by
what he has read. He has conceived this
ridiculous idea of reforming the school, and
he should be made to abandon such a ron-
sensical notion!”

The Head nodded.

“I am satisfied, Bunter,” he said, “that
you have behaved in a most disgraceful
manner. But for your ecrass stupidity, 1
should seriously consider the advisability of
expelling you from the school. As it is, you
will go to the punishment-room, and remain
there until you are sent for.”

Billy Bunter rolled out of the Head’s
study feeling much brighter in spirits. It
did not occur to his obtuse mind that he was
booked for a public flogging, otherwise, the
grin which now illuminated his features would
have been absent.

Mr. Quelch followed behind the fat junior
in order to make sure that he went direct
to the punishment-room.

It was a bleak and cheerless apartment,
and Bunter hoped, as he seated himself on
one of the hard chairs, that he would not
have to remain long in his place of
detention. :

His hopes were realised, for shortly after-
wards, when morning lessons were over,
Wingate of the Sixth arrived on the scene.

“Come along, Bunter!” he said grimly.

“Eh? Come along where?”

“To Big Hall.”

“Oh, crumbs!”

Bunter turned quite pale.

“I-I say, Wingate! I'm not going to bs
licked, am 1?”

“Yes, you are, and it serves you jolly well
right!”

Billy Bunter slipped ouf of his chair on to

io offer,

Bunter!”

‘the floor.

“Whut are you grovelling down there for?”
demanded the captain of Greyfriars.

“Ow! I-—I feel quite #1!” groaned
“I—I'm going along to the sanny

gate brought him to my study for punish-in——-o>

** Library. — =i

“Your mistake,” sald  Wingate drily.
“You're coming with me--at once!”

“Is—is the school assembled?”

Vs

“Well, you—you might tell the Head I
be aleng in a few minutes 2

For answer, Wingate seized the Owl af
the Remove by the scruff of the neck, a
tgiral%ged him away in the direction of i

atl,

Bunter protested loudly as he went, but his
protestations passed unheeded.

_All the Greyfriars fellows were in their
places. On the raised dais at the end of ihc
nall stood the Head, Jooking very stern.

The members of the Remove Form could
guess why the school had been assembled,
and Skinner & Co. looked very uneasy. They
were apprehensive Iest Billy Bunter should
implicate them in some way.

Wingate led the fat junior up the centre
gf.the hall, and halted him in front of the

ais. s

“I have called you together, my bhoys,”
began the Head, “in erder to make a public
cxample of Bunter major, who has behaved
outrageously I’

Billy Bunter’s knees were fairly knocking
together. / :

“This boy,” continued Dr. Locke, “has
allowed his mind to be swayed by Bolshevistic:
doctrines. He had the audacity to inform
me that he contemplated reforming Grey-
iriars. ~ Never, in my long career as head-
master, have I heard of such astounding
impudence! Bunter’s conduct during  the
past twenty-four hours has been unpardon-
able. It is impossible for me to take a lenient
view of it. will not expel Bunter—I have
already pointed out to him that only his
inherent stupidity has saved him from that
fate—-but it is my intention to administer a
severe flogging! Gosling!”

“Yessir?” said the school
lounging in the doorway.

“Come forward, and do your duty!”

Gosling’s duty was to hoist Billy Bunter on
to his broad shoulders. But as he steoped {o
receive the victim the fat junior turned {o
the Head. :

“I'm not the only fellow who's keen on
reforming Greyfriars, sir!” he said. * There
are seven of.us altogether. And I don’t seec
why I should have to face the music alone!”

The Head frowned. Y

“If, a8 you say, thcre are other misguided
boys who share your peculiar views, Bunter,*
I shall be glad to know their names!”

“There’s Skinner and Snoop and Stott, and
Bolsover major and Hazeldene and Trevor,
sir!” said Bunter. =

“Very well! The boys in question will
stand forward!”

Skinner & Co., looking decidedly sheepish,
left their places and advanced towards the

porter, who was

dais. The Head surveyed them sternly.

“Am I to understand that you boys are in
sympathy with Bunter's views?” he
demanded.

“Oh, no, sir!”

“Not at all, sir!”

“We shoutdn’t dream of associating our
selves with such a cad, sir!” said Skinner
piously.

Billy Bunter glared at the speaker through
his spectacles.

“You know jolly well that you all agreed
to join the Giraffes!” he exclaimed.

“The—the Giraffes!” stammered the Head.

“Yessir — the Greyfriars Immediate
Reformation And Fairness For Everybody
Society, sir!” explained Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!” g

The Head raised his hand, enjoining
silence._ : 3

“Have these boys expressed themselves as
being in favour of your absurd campaign,
Bunter?”

“Yessir! They agreed to back me up, but
at the critical moment they left me in the
lurch!”

“I rather think, sir,” interposed M.
Quelch, “that Bunter is speaking the truth.
remarkable though it may seem. I recollect
seeing these bhoys jump to their feet when
Bunter committed the recent outrage in the
Form-room; bhut they resumed their seats
almost immediately. They were pretending
to be loyal to Bunter. I have no doubt
that they promised him their support; and
it was this promise of support which led the
foolish boy to commit his unpardonable
actions's ;

The Head compressed his lips. He was
quite -satisfied’ tnav Sxinmer & Co. were

(Countinued on page 10.)
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8 The Great Wednesday Companion Paper—

START READING THIS GRAND CINEMA SERIAL TO-DAY!

e
RSEHNITHETL:

_ THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

.The. story opens with Me. Tuliiver and his
wife being abruptly awakened one night by
the extraordinary actions of their nephew,
Dick Tulliver, who, though very young, has
remarkable acting abilities.

It appears that he had been rehearsing a
thrilling cinema stunt scene in his bed-room:
with: Mike Flatherty, a friend of his, prior
to going to. the studios in Dorminster, where
he hopes to obtain a start in the eareer
Lie is mad to follow.

Jut his uncle has other ideas for the boy's
future. g

Much to his disgust, he arranges for him
to be apprenticed to Wibbleswick & Co., 2
Jocal drapery firm. On the last day of his
freedom Dick Zoes to Porminster. Passing
hy a lake in an eold park he unconsciously
takes a part in a film scene by acting as tue
hero in the place of Archie Deen, who has
niysteriously disappeared. =

The Western Super Film Co. are on loca-
tion in the Wildfell Estate, and the old ruined
country seat, the Grange, is used by the
actors. The place has-the reputation of being
haunted. =

Harry Tremt, Dick’s friend, belongs to the
company, and through his influence and per-
suasion he secures Dick a place in it. Later
the same day the missing actor’s favourite
dog is found dead. This startling news is com-
municated to Dick by Biglow, ome of the
members of the company.

: (Now read on.)

Enter the Dwarf. -
1IGLOW’S news caused a thrill of
excitemept to. pass down Dick
Tulliver’s spine. He instantly grasped
the significance of this announcement.
The dog, from all accounts, was the only one
in the whole company that possessed any
information concerning the mysterious dis-
appearance of the man Deen.
And now the dog was dead.
1t struck Dick that it was highly probable
that the two events were very clesely con-
nected. If Deen had met with foul play, it
would certainly be to the interests of those
responsible to remove the dog at all costs.
“Tt’s a queer business,” said Harry Trent—
“a jolly queer business! Do you knew what
the governor thinks about it?”
Biglow struck one of his “film ™ attitudes,
signifying huge contempt. ¥
“The guv'nor only thinks of one thing, and
that's his pocket!” he scoffed. “I haven't
seen him, but two to one hell try te make
out there's nothing in it. He's got this place
cheap, and he’ll hang on to it like grim
death! There’s not - the- siightest doubf in
my mind that poor old Deen has been kid-
napped, perhaps worse. The dog %new it.
and hecause the dog knew it they did him
in. Very well; who’s going to be the next
victim, Harry?” -
“Half a minute!” said Harry.
you mean by ‘they,” Biglow?”
Biglow sheok his head.
“I have no more idea than—than those
sausages!” he confessed.
“1 say,” blurted out Diek, “this-is a
precious awkward affair for met” 2
THE PENNY PopruLAR.—No. 72,

“Who do

“stances:: Tell - old Biglow what

he said.

T |
il |ﬂf'['

“How so, laddie?” inquired Biglow.

3iclow had been so intent om the news he
had broug t that it had mever occurred to
him -to ask who Dick was, or what he was
doing here. 2

“I don’t think youw've heen introeduced to
my friend, Dick Tulliver,” said Harr “He's
an old school-feliow of mine. He's joined the
crowd under rather extraordinary circum-
happened

f
Hip

dewn at the lake, Dick.”

Dick once more recounted the adventures
that had crowded his day.

“You see,” he concluded, “I seem to be the
only chap who has benefited by the dis-
appearance of this chap Deen. For instance,
if* a- detéctive was put on the job, the first
thing he’d de would be to find out all about
me.”

“But you can account for your movements
easily enough, since leaving home,” zaid
Harry.

- “Oh, eof course! As far as Deen’s dis-

appearance is ~coneerned, I can prove my
innocence all right. 1t’'s the people at home

I'm thinking abouf. As uncle’s my guardian,

1 believe he ean force me to return. I'm not
of age, you know. -As it is, they'll probably
advertise for me amongst the lost, stolen, or
strayed, If I have to tell people who I am
and where I eome {rom, the whole story will
come out, and back I'll have to go to
Harrowsfield.” .

“Jove, you're rvight!” cried Harry. “How-
ever, there’s no likelihood of anyone accus-
ing you of making-away with Deen, What 1
always say is: ‘Never trouble frouble till
trouble troubles you!” Now, then, Biglow,
what about the sausages? Young Dick, here,
ig a first-rate hand at cooking. Between you,
we ought to have a feast fit for the geds!”

“T don’t feel as though I could touch a
morsel I” said Biglow, with a sigh.

“All the more for wus!” laughed Harry.
“There’s six altogether. I vote we ccok the
lot, and have half for supper, and keep the
other half to have cold for breakfast.”

“Very well I sighed Biglow.

He got out the frying-pan, and held it
out at-arm’s length for Dick to inspeet. Dick
expressing approval, they took the sausages
out of the paper, and placed them rcverently
in the pan.

They had been on the stove about a minute,
and were beginning to sizzle, when suddenly
Diek’s brow was ocbserved to pucker up in
deep thought. He darted to the stove, and
snatched fhe frying-pan away.

¥ Hallo! What's up?”? asked Biglow.
“They can’t be done yet.”

““Done!” exclaimed Dick. “They were
nearly done for.. Funny thing I should forget.
We never greased the pan, and we never
pricked the sausages with a fork. If you
don’t grease the pan with buiter or mar-
garine they stick to it, and you haye to
knock them off with a hammer. 'Then, if you
don’t prick them, they’re liable to explode
like a bomb.”

“I told you Dick knew all about cooking,”
said Harry. :

Biglow was greatly impressed hy this un-
i?.o}ubted evidence .of Dieck’s culinary know-
edge. :

u'd better take over this department,”
“I can sec you're hot stuff !’

FAIRBANKS.

— e & OESN————

Dick said he was qnite agreeable; so Bigiow
stretehed -himsell in the ome armehair the
room possessed, and proceeded to ey
various theories of the probable fate that
had overtaken Deen. -

From this he quickly passed to his eerie
experience of last night, whens he declarcd,
he had seen the shadowy form of Sir George
Gaston pass by his bedside, and vanish into
space. - .

Biglow appeared to take a gloomy delight
in harping on the subject. He described
every detail with minute exactness, added one
or two facts which he had omitted to mention
previously—the spectre was now eight feed
high, and had a deep wound in its left
breast—and gave -Dick and Harry fo unde:-
stand that it was cntirely due to his intellec-
tual attainments that the ghost had honoured
him with a view of itself.

“At any rate,” chafied Harry, “you were in
a mortal funk this afterncon. How about
pegging out? I thought you said that always

‘happened when anyone saw a ghost!”

“T was wrong about that,” said Biglow. “I
remember now that it is only when the next-
of-kin sees the spook. So I'm all right. Now,
if Sir Gaston would only come out in the day-
time; T wouldn’t mind exchanging a few words
with him. The cold, keen light that shines
out of his eyes would not be so awiul thea.
It’s a most peculiar light——"

Diek interrupted these remarks by announc-
ing that he thought the sausages were doue.
Instantly everything else was forgotten in the
excitement of getting them out of the pan.
After some Tittle difficulty it was done, and
they were arranged in pieturesque precision
on the plate, and Dick, Harry, and Biglow
stood back to admire the effect.

Then they gathered round the table, and
proceeded to do justice to Dick's cogking.

“It would be just as well, Dick,” sa
presently, “if we told you somethin
the picture old Halibut's produecing.”

“T wish you weuld!” answered Bick eagerly,
“It's a bit of a thriller; isn't it?”

“Oh, yes. -We're on the move most
time,” said Harry. “First of all, th
the show is ‘ Glittering Gold.’
place somewhere in South Ameri
characters are two old m i
and both deadly enem
a Jovely daughter %

“That’s me,” cu
that I play the par
I mean, I play the father.
i 1y daughter.”

“That’s the girl T met in the lake, isn’t 1627
asked Dick. 5

Harry nodded.

“Her *father’s: nmame i3 - Mowhray—she's
Gwendoline Mowbray,” Harry econtinu
i'hey live in a very ancient manor house,
cy simiilar to this place. That’s why Mr.
Halibut. decided te come here.  Well, the
or old man, William Darrel, by name, owns
ge factory some tem miles away. ‘He
1 only son—that’s me! I am in love
1 the fair Gwendoline. © Our respective
heing, as I say, deadly <nem
never consent to our marriage. Cof
utly our attachment is seeret.”

D'“ gut-.youv, ¢et married in the end?” caid
ick. = ;

“0h, of course. Bub a tremendous Tot ¢f

The chief
very Tich,
hein has

mean

+
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things happen before that takes place.
Darrel’s workpeople are on strike, for one
thing. Then there is a fearful villain, in the
person of a dwarf, in the employ of old
Mowbray. He stirs up trouble all round.”

“Who takes that part?” inquired Dick.

Harry Trent glanced at Biglow for a
moment.

“Qld. Halibut .has got a little hunchback
chap to play the dwarf,” he said. “He’s
w, newcomer in the film worid. Name of
Berpard Grimshaw. We haven't seen much
of him so far, but the little we have seen
hasn't impressed us much”

“If you want my opinjon on-the subject,”
growled Biglow, “I think the little chap’s
w beast. Go on with the story, Harry.”

Harry proceeded to do so.

He confessed he could only give the bare
putlines of the plot, and he wasn't any
too confldent that he could give these cor-
yeetly. It appearcd that Mr. Halibut came

—1is The *GEM*’ Library.

“T wish it was fiddlesticks——" hc began.
Suddenly he broke off and listened.

“Hark! What was that?” he breathed.

“What was what?” ingquired Harry and
Dick in unison.

Biglow stiffened in every limb.
almost hear him listening.

“My Hhat!” he groaned presently. “This
is an awful show. I swear I heard a sound
in the passage outside. No, you stop where
you are! I must get used to this sort of
thing.”

“Dick,” said Harry, “just open that door,
and convince old Biglow that he’s making
a fool of himself.”

Before Dick could do so, the door kindly
obliged by opening itself, and they saw
a quaint little figure standing there,

It was that of a diminutive-looking fellow,
diminutive, that is to say, as far as height
went, but his shoulders were fairly broad
and square, and his arms were very long—

One could
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- Harry pushed the three sausages forward,
The dwarf sat down next to Dick, and on¢
of the sausages quickly disappeared -into hig
mouth in large-sized pieces. P

For some minutes silepce reigned. The
dwarf in the meanwhile made heavy inroads
on the plate of bread-and-butter. He also
starled on a second sausage.

“Had no dinner, I suppose?” said Biglow,
by way of pleasantly opening up a con
versation.

The dwarf reached out for another piece
of bread-and-butter.

“QOh, yes, I had some,” he replied thought-
fully. “But it’s rather important I should
feed up. I'm delicate, you know. I have to
be very careful of myself. I don't suppese
I shall live to a great age. Still, while
there's life there’s hope.”

Harry threw himself back in his chair.

“I don't want to cast a gloom over this
fearfully mirthful gathering,” he said, “bub

Mr. Halibut staggered into the arms of Dick.
and shapeless rushed by them.

Then before they could disongagé themselves, something biack
(See page-10.)

down with a fresh stunt every day, which
considerably complicated matters, so much
so that the company were getting utterly
Lbewildered as to what was going to happen.
“It’s always like that,” said Harry. “The
author thinks out a story, and everything is
plain and straightforward until they start
to produce it. Then they find that this
scene isn't strong enough, and that scene
wants altering, and then there’s not enough
for the comic man to do, and so on, until
the original story is altered out of all
recognition. I know they're flxed on the
water business, where the heroine falls out
of a canoe; and there’s an exciting chase
on horseback, and a big prairie fire, and a
house that collapses, and buries the villain.
I believe there’s a railroad accident, tool”
“No,” said Biglow; “that’s been altered to
a collision between three motor-cars. Old
Halibut told me so yesterday. Anyway,
I've still got to die somewhere towards the
.end; they haven’t altered that. Well, I
expect it’ll be a case of ¢ Coming events
casting their shadows before them,”” he
added gloomily. “First Deen, and then—"
“Tiddlesticks!” scoffed Harry Trent.
Biglow shook his head.

far too long to be in proportion to his
short, stumpy legs. He was pigeon-chested
in front, and carried a hump on his back.
As for his face, it was as twisted as his
body. His features at the moment were
contorted into what was meant for a smile,
and Dick could not help wondering what
degree of ugliness a frown would produce.

This person was evidently Bernard Grim-
shaw.

“I hope you chaps don’t mind me com-
ing in,” he began, in a deep, harsh voice.
“You see, 1 don’t know anyone in the com-
pany, and it’s a bit lomely here. Mr. Halibut
suggested I might look you up. He said
Trent and Biglow were your names——"

“That’s right. I'm Trent, and this is
Biglow.”

The dwarf nodded.

“My name is Grimshaw,” he said. ~He
sidled into the room, and sat dowa on
Biglow’s bed. They saw him eye the

sansages that were to bg reserved for break-
fast.

“Would you like something to cat?” in-
quired Harry, after a pause. -

“Well,” said the dwarf, “if you've got a

to spare, I wouldn't mind:”

that remark of yours about mot living sug-
gests to me that you and Biglow would do
rather well to chum up together.”

“How’s that?” asked the dwarf.

“Excuse me, Harry,” said Biglow sharply:
“my case i3 quite different to his.”

“Quite so,” murmured the* dwari.
cage i3 unique.” 5

There was a packet of cigarettes belonging
to Harry Trent lying on the table, and the
dwarf coolly appropriated one.

“Have any of you fellows noticed anything
queer about this place?” he asked.

“Depends what you mean by ‘queer,””
said Harry. “You're the  queerest thing
T’'ve seen so far,” he added to himself.

“Well, ghosts, for instance.”

“Biglow,” said Harry, “this is your depart-
ment. I’m sure you'd be delighted to have
a talk with Grimshaw on the subject of the
supernatural. Dick, you and I will clear
up and get your bed down.”

They glanced at the dwarf to sec if he
would take this hint and retire.

Nothing of the sort. Instead, he imme-
diately tackled Biglow, and soon had that
individual deep in conversation concerning
matters of the other world.

THE PENNY POPULAR.—NoO. 72

“My



“PDick,” whispered Harry, “that chap’s up
to some game or other. Ever since he's

joined us he’s been as sulky as a bear with
2 sore head, and kept himself to himself
without as mueh as a ‘ how-de-you-do ' to
5 Why is he so beastly friendly all

y turam‘ Dick couldn’t c\plam the inner
rkings of Bernard Grimshaw’s mind.

;\ quarter of an hour later, however, the

rivifn offered a possible explanation him-

SC

“I'm glad I've got to know you. fellows,”
he said. “My room’s on this floor, and if

g thms: happened in the night I could come
As I said before, I'm delicate,
swcitement is bad for me. Well,
- he toddling. Good-night!”

“He's in a mortal funk” announced Biglow,
when the dwart had retired. “He pretended
to be calm, but I could sce he was trembling
alx the tlm( 2

“Humph!” grunted Marry. “If you ask
me, Biglow, he pretends to be a lot of
thinf*s that he isn’t.”

“Gh, I don’t know—"

“Exactly!” cut in
know,”

began Riglow.

Harry. “You don't

Strange Happenings!

% HE trio retired to their beds—in Dick’s
ease it was an old mattress laid on
the floor, with a couple of blankets—
that mght in a not altogether ecalm

irame of mind. A week ago Dick would have
Liailed a ghostly experience of this sort with
huge delight, but now that he.was actually
pilunged mto the middle of one he felt there
were drawbacks.

Biglow's discovery that therc was no key
to their door did not improve matters.

“How abeut shifting one of the beds across
the door?” he suggested.

“Oh, dry up!” snapped Harry Trent. “I
want to get to sleep. Besides, irom your own
account it won't make the slml\te<t differ-
ence if the door’s locked or not. The thing
will simply glide through it.”

This theory was so alaunm" that Biglow
fiatly refused to go to hed at all.

“1 shall pass the night in the armchair,” he
said. “All the fellows 1've read about in
ghost stories do that. They always have a
loaded dog or a revolver—er—I mean the
other way round—and when the spectre
ajipears they talk poet!‘y to it.”

Just as you like,” returned Harry, yawn-
ing. “But you won’t enjoy it.”

“Beudes, added Dick, “the candle will only
last about an hour, and T don't faney 'l be
nice sitting there in the dark. If you use up
the whole candle we shall be in a hole. Sup-
pose there’s an alarm in the middle of the
night, and we have no light?”

Biglow acknowledged that this would be
ekawmd and as le was already getting
oeudedly chilly he followed the c\anmle ol
Dick and Harry, and undressed. Then in
double quick time he hopped into bed, blew
tlie candle out, and, drawing the clothes over
his head, tried to settle down to slumber.

Dick, on his part, now he was in bed, felt

~pecm1.v wide a\mkewso wide awake, in faet,
tlmt the slightest sound in the distance broke
upon his ears as loud as thunder. Qutside a
slight breeze had risen, and it moaned fitfully
ahout the house, whxsth,d dolefully down the
chimney, and caused mysterious rattles md
cther noises to arise.

Therefore, what with the fact that he was
sleeping—or, rather, not sleeping—in strange
quaxte"< quite an hour passed before his eye-
lids closed, and even then it was only in a
fitful doze, punctuated with dreams of a
singularly disturbing nature.

Tt must have been about two o'clock when
bi (n was roused by a terrible dig in the ribs.

“What's np?”” he grunted.

He opened his eyes, and saw the tall figure
of Biglow standing by his side. The eandle
was alight, and amongst other things it
showed that Harry Trent’s bed was empty.
Get up!” hreathed Biglow. “The house
might fall down before some of you fellows
wake! Didn’t you hear it?”

“1've heard nothing,” said Dick.
Harry gone to?”

“Gone to see what’s the matter,” answered
Biglow. *“The shouting woke him up first, so
it wasn't my imagination this time. You just
get up and keep me company.”

THE PEXNY POPULAR.—~No. 72.
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Dick was thoroughly awake by this time.
He snatched at his treusers, dived into them,
slipped on a pair of boots, and, without
troubling to lace them up, made for the door.

“Here, where are you off ta?” cried Biglow.

“1 den’t khow," answered Dick. “The same
place as Harry's gone to, I hope.”

The pext mmute he had vanished.

Qutside, Dick pansed to consider what he
should do. Tt w
unacguainted with his surroundings,
was no one ahout.

and there
But somewhere, not far
off, were voices. He made towards this direc-
tion. En a few seconds he discovered the stair-
case was close at hand. All at once hie saw a
faint light spring up. It rose abeve the level
of the floor from the direction of the stairs.
1t slid up the wall; inch by ineh.

As this patch of light approached, a blaek
,shadow cut into it—a vaguely defined shadow,
distorted out of all proportion, of a man’s
head. Slowly the head itself appeared, then
the shoulders, and then the complete figure
stood out for a brief instant on the landing.
He carried a dark lantern. Dick recog-

| nised him at once, it was Mr. Halibut.

Dick stood still. Mr. Halibut stood still.
The latter secmed uncertain what course to
pursue. Dick could see him peering to fhe
right and left as if looking for something. He
drew nearer to Dick, all unconscious of his
presence.

Suddenly from the far end of the passage
came the rapid patter of footsteps.

Mr. Halibut jumped, and staggered into the
arms of Dick!

It is rather difficult to deseribe what fol-
lowed. Mr. Halibut clutched at-Dick, Dick
clutched at Mr. Halibut. Before they could
disengage themselves something rushed by
them.

Mr. Halibut dropped the dark lantern with
a crash.

“It's all right, sir!” breathed Dick.
only me—Dick Tulliver!
engaged me to-day?
Trent's!”

Before the astonished and rather terrified
Mr. Halibut could reply they were suddenly
joined by Harry himself

“Is that you, Dic he inguired breath-
lessly. “I thought I recognised your voice.
Mr. Halibut, too! I say, did you sec him go
by here?”

“1°'ve seen nothing—that is, nothing that I
was able to recognise!” gasped Mr. Halibut.
“In the name of all that’s wonderful, Trent,
what does it mean? Five mmutes ago we
heard a noise up here—"

“1 know,” cut-in Harry. “It woke me up.
T've been investigating. It's the hunchback
fellow, Bernard Grimshaw. I found him in a
sort of convulsion outside his room. Before 1
could tackle him he made off. I chased him,
but I lost him in the maze of passages and
corridors, I think he came this way.”,

“He did,” said Dick. “That must have
been him, who flew by us just now, Mr.
Halibut.”

Mr. Halibut hurricdly picked up the dark
lantern.

“Was ever a man so plagued?” he groaned.
“First Deen disappears, and now my new star
starts having convulsions! Trent, we must
find him at once! Come on, both of you! Oh
dear, hark at those people downstairs! One of
you run down and tell them that it is—er—
all right, no cause for alarm! Tell them
anything !”

“If you walk to the end of the passage,”
said Harry, “you can tell them so yourself.
I expeet they're all assembled in the banquet-
ing-hall, and there’s a gallery just here that
looks down on to it.”

o Mr. Halibut requested to be taken there at
onee.

His sudden appesaranee in the gallery over
the banqueting-hall, where most of his com-
pany were assembled nearly caused a
stampede. For a moment they took him for a
visitant from the other world.

In a few brief words Mr. Hahbuf attempted

2 “It's
You remember You
Pm a friend of Harry

fo reassure them.
“There’s really wnothing to be alarmed
about, ladies and gentlemen"’ he, roared.

*One of the members of our company has
met with a slight mishap—that is all, I assure
you! Please all go back to your rooms !”
‘He waited until hef saw them slowly dis-
perse, and then turned to Harry.

“That’s that!” he said, mopping his fore-
head. “Now to find Grimshaw!”

They proceeded to search.

.pected apartments.

pitch-dark, he was totally
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What a queer oid@ house it was! The roocins
seemed numberless, and it had all sorts ot
out-of-the-way SndlrLaSCS, leading to wunex-
There were mysterious,
unsuspected cupboards on the Iaudi‘ngs.
Hardly a trace of their doors could he seen
in the dark oak wa ng, and when they
were opened they were, to all appearances,
dark chasms,-suggesting trap-doors and pit-
falls.

After twenty minutes of exploration Xr.
Halibut announced that he had had enough.

“He isn't anywhere about here,” he said.
“ﬁ&fg you sure, Trent, you didn't dream it
all? £

Harry said he was positive hie hadn't.

“Tt was the hunchiback, all right!”
declared. “No one could mistake his figu

he
“

“Perhaps he's gone back to his room,™ sug-
gested Dick.

“We'll look in on cur way back,” said
Mr. Halibut. =

They proceeded once more upstairs, and,
arriving outside the dwarf’s door, paused and
listened. AN was silent.

Taking his courage in beoth his hands, Mr.
Halibut gently turned the door handle, and
popped his head inside, flashing his lantern
across the room. For a second or so he re-
mained in this position. Then he turned
round and beckoned Dick und Harry to ap-
proach, too.

“There’s something tying on the floor,” he
whispered.

“Better go in and see what it is,”' said
Harry.

“Qh. yes, of course!” muttered Mr.
but. “I—D'm going to! Who said I wasn’'t?
He advanced cautiously, closely followed
by Dick and Harry.

There, stretched out on the floor, was the
dwart!

ANOTHER LONG INSTALMENT OF
THIS MAGNIFICENT SERIAL STORY
OF THE CINEMA WILL APPEAR IN
NEXT FRIDAY’S “ PENNY FOPULAR.”

BILLY BUNTER'S CAMPAIGN !

(Continued from page 7.)

largely responsible for Bunter’s conduet; and
he intended to deal with them according to

“their deserts.

But Billy Bunter, being the prime offender,
came first. fiead’s direction Le wis
hoisted on s shoulders, and he
received six tokling- with the birch.

The yelis of the im rang through Big
Hall, and, indeed, through the \»hmg build-

s for-
"e’mnrv lns grammar m lns mmm
5! &our conduct, though not co hein-
ous as Bunter’s, has left much to he duuu-,
and it is my mtemm to flog you!

Skinner and his companions each received
three strokes with the birch.

Although Lheu’ pun.shment \us
cent. 1 seve
they a

The ordeal was ove
laid-aside the birch.

I warn you, Bunter,” he said, addressing
the squirming Owl of the Remove, “that if
you persist in this sort ¢f conduct—ii you
attempt to defy th; in authority over y¢

4t last, and thc Head

1 shall not hesitate to expel you with
ignominy from the school!¥
Billy Bunter paid « ;:Ond ieal of liced

to this grave threat at the time that it was
uttered.

But the fat junior’s memory was proverb-
iaily short, and it was more than prohable
that the Head’s warning would soen be for-
gotten and he would break out again.

Skinnetr & Co., as they went squirming {o
their places, made up their minds {o have
nothing more to do with the President of
the Giraffes.

But the plump president himself was not

yet wholly subdued, as future events will
show !

= THE END.

(Another “grand, long story of Harry
Wharton & Co. mnext week, entitled:

‘““BANISHED FROM GREYFRIARS!® Ly
Frank Richerds. Make a point of ovdering
yous copy of the PENNY POPULAR early.)
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In Training!

- An Amusing C_omplete Story of the Chums of St. Jim’s,

Figgins and Kerr Dscide.

{3 FHAT yow ought to do, my lad, is
to go into training at once!” said
l“lf-;,ns.

“And the first thing to do is
to cut down your food Lonsu:nmmn by at
least half!” added Kerr severely.

Fatty Wynn, of the New H(m.,c at St
Jim’s, to whom these remarks ivere addressed,
gazed at his two chums with a woebe"one
expression on his plump face.

“Oh, I say!” he protested.
Wllv should I do that?” -

“Why, to get fit to bowl in the match
against Greylriars, of course, ass!” said
Figgins warmly. “You know we’re relying on
you to bowl Wharton & Co.’s wickets down
iike ninepins!”

“Ves-hub—" g

“TIt’s for the good of the team, you know.

Fatty,” said” Kerr impressively.
“But I can bowl all right withont going
into training, I tell you!” howled Fatty
Wynn, “I'll bowl ’em out. 1 can bowl all
day if yon want me to!”

“That won’t wash, Fatty!® said Figgins
chidingly. “You know your wind won’t last
out for a long zutcluoun bowling. You're
too fat.”

“I tell you

“It’s settled. You maust go into training,
Fatty,” said Kerr decisively. “You don't
want to.let the team down, I suppose, by
heing an over-ted porker!”

“I ain't an over-fed porker!” howled poor
Fatty.

“Well, you wili be if you don't start going
into training ! said Kerr firmaly. “It’s no use,
Fatty—it must be done! You'll have to start
to-morrow=" -

“But I don’t
Welshn dolefully

“Can®be helped, Fatty! It must be done,
and it’s up to us to ses that you do it!”
said Figgins cheerily. “We'll do the right
thing by you—woun't we, Xerr?”

"b-teady on!

want to!” exclamxd the stout

“What-ho!” said Kerr heartily. “Hallo!
It’s bed-time! W" 1 start your training to-
morrow morning, Fatty, first thing! Come

onl!”

Fatty Wypn groaned deeply, aad relled off
to bed with his two chums.

Fatty was the demon bowler of the 36
Jim’s juniors, and was a pericct terror to
the average schoolboy batsman. When in
zood form, he had frequently been known to
dislodge the bails of lordly Irsb Eleven
batsmen in practice at the nets. So he was
2 great man among the junior rmd\etcrs at
St. Jim'’s. But, as he was now discovering,
that enviable position possessed disadvantages
of its own, for Wynn was a comfortable
sort ef fellow, of 1 surely habits, and his
appetite was proverbial among the juniors.
The idea of going into strict training for
the Greyiriars match did not appeal to Fatty
Wynn one little bit. But his chums were
adamant ou that point, and, as he rolled
into bed, Fatty Wynn was thinking deeply.

Fatty Wynn Starts Work.

({3 AKE up, Kerr, you slack Time
to turn ount!”? =
Kerr, of the New House,

grunted, rolied over in bed, and
opened his eyes.
Fatty Wynan was standing over him, dressed
in shorts and sweater.

“What's up, Fatty?” mumbled Kerr
steepily.
“@errup, you lazy bounder, and come for

a run with me! My training begins to-day,
you know,” said Fatty, shaking him by the
shoulder.

Kerr gave a grunt.

“What'’s the time?”

“Half-past five!”

“What!” Xerr sat up in bed with a jerk.
“What’s the game, you ass?
to get up at half-past five!”

“Rats!” said Fatty promptly. “The earlier,

the bettér—you said 8o yourself last night.

Get up, and come for a run.”

You don’t want

-moment,

“But—but whal’s come over
the bewildered Xerr.

“Keenness, I suppo
training,” said Fatty V
1 be g -siacker, Kerr!”

Kerr groaned. There secme
it, after the way he and Figgix

.ltt) avernight with the necc
ing.

It went much agambt the grain to rise at
that unearthly hour, but he feclt bound to
do it. Grumbling, Le gob out of bed, and
hegan to don similar garments to those Fatty
was wearing.

Fatty Wynn
arouse Figgins, whom, with
large sponge, he persuaded ¢
up. Figeins had more to
Kerr upon the ~ub]oc* aof &

you?” asked

keenness to get into
nn solemnly. “Now,

2d no help for
had impressec
sity for train-

proceeded  to
the aid of &
at length to get
say even th’n.
ng up at such

immediately

an unearthly hour, but Fatty Wynn was
firm, and in ten minufes the 'Lhree were
ambling acress the silent quad at a jog-
trot. Under the influenec of the cheerful
sunny -morn 8 and Kerr soon
recovered their spiri . mu]L Faity Wynn's
were bu t. On and on they ram, across

Ryleom mmon, back through the village,
and past the Grammar Scheol. Fatty Wynn
pounded along at a gre: ce, the perspira-
tion streaming down hi:z fat faee, which bore
a look of grim defermination. Kerr and
Figgins exchanged gl They were both
good r"m\ e5pe the long-legged
Figgy, feit it was quite time to
cﬂl a

to have a rost?™

gasped

in apparent

\\ hat fe
11, we've ecome a good way, you know,”
Sald Figgins mildly.

Fatty grunted.

“Don’t be a blessed
on!”

“Qh, very wetl!” gaid
“I dou't mind, of course!”

The three juniors panted on. They reached
St. Jim’s at last, and gained the Fourth
Form dormitery in the New House. Figgins
and Kerr changed and bathed in silence,
wondering at the marvellous change that
had come over Fatty Wynn. It was true that
they had stiongly urged him to train him-
self for the big match, but they had mever
dreamed that he would take the matter up
so seriously and with so much energy. It
was amazing !

They got down to breakfast just in time,
feeling, as Figgins whispered to Kerr, “like
a wet rag.” The surprising thing was that
Fatty Wynn was, or, at any rate, pretended
to be, quite unaflected by his long run. He
ate his breakfast with hiz usual excellent
appetite, and rolled out into the quad after
with a broad smile on his fat face.

stacker, Figey? Come

Figgins, nettled.

“You're a giddy =marvel, Fatty!® said
Figgins, slapping him on the back. “Blest

if T thought you had so much energy!”

“Oh, 1 can do it, if I make up my mind to
it!” said Fatty airily. “It’s a bit of trouble,
but 1 don’t mind that, if it’s for the good
of the team, you know!

Figgins looked hard at his chum for a
moment, buf Fatty Wyna was looking quite
serious.

“No use over-doing it, of course,” he said.

“Gh, that’s .-il right—EP'm pretty strong,
you know. There's time for a run round the
qu'xd now hefore lessons! Come on!™”

“Havenr't you had enough running for one
day?” said Figgins.
Fatty Wynn glared at him.

“Look here, are you helping me to trainm
or not?” he demanded warmly. *“You were
keen enough on it yesterday!”

“Of course, Fatty! But——"

“Then eome on!”

Fatty Wynn started off round the quad at a
good round pece, and Figgins, with a Jook of
hov)el ss amazement on his face, followed him.

Round they went, and round again. The
fellows stared at them fa amazement.

They scrambled
panting

and breathless, HMr.

into lessons at the Tast.

¢
4
X
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Latham, the master of the Fourth, glanced
at them in mild surprise.

“You two boys are very much eut cf
breath,” he remarked.

“We’ve just had a run round the quad, sir
—we're training for the Greyiriars mateh, siy,
that’s all,” said Fatty Wynn premptly.

Mr. Latham nodded, and turned his atten-
tion to the lesson in hand.

Kerr, however, looked at his chums with a
puzzled frown.. What on earth they had
been running round the quad for, after their
terrific run before hreakfast, was more tifan
fie could fathom.

When the usual break in morning lessons
arrived, Kerr laid his hand on TFatty's
shoulder.

“* No cream-puffs to-day,
said warningly.

Fatty turned and reégarded him with a
lofty stare.

“I'm not likely to go and stuff myself with
eream-pufls when I'm in training, I suppose.
am 177 he said scornfully. :

“Nunno, I suppose not: that is,
not, Fatty!” said Kerr hastily.

As a matter of fact, it was Fatty's custom
to treat himself to those particular delicacies
with great regularity in the ordinary course
of events, but Kerr did not dare to mention
that fact.

“The next time I eat a cream-puff will be
when you or Figgy offer me some!” said
Fatty Wynn impressively. -

Kerr coughed.

“I'm sorry, Fatty!
eourse!” -

Fatty grunted, and the chums made their
way over to the New House, and entered
their study.

Figgins was alrcady in there, writing.
ve got fifty lines to do for Knox. I
shan’t be long!” he remarked. £

“Right-ho, old man!” said Kerr. '

Fatty Wynn went over to the cupboard,
and turned round with & pair of large dumb-
bells in his hands.

“You chaps don't mind it 1 practise with
these a bit?* he remarked casually.

Figgins looked up with an expression of
rm on. his rugged {face.

“YVou aren't going to swing those things
about in here, Fatty?”

“Certainly! Why not?”

“Bub I Look out!”

Crash! Crash!

There was a roar from Figgins as the end
of one of the dumb-bells crashed against the
table, and sent the inkpot fiving.

Figgins gave a hoot, and rushed to save
his imposition fmr"x instant destruction.

“You ass, Fatty!”

“Mind your eye" roared Kerr.

There was another crash as one of the
whirling dumb bells swept tlze teapot off the
mantelpiece, to break into a thousand piecces
on. the. fender.

Yatty Wynn, still whirling the dumb-bells
as if for a wager, locked over his shoulder,
and moved forward a couple of steps. This
move brought Figgins into the danger-zone.
He saw this, and sprang back, but too
late!

One of the whirling ’hells caught him a
territic crack on the point of his shoulder,
and literalty felled him to earth!

With a loud roar, Figgins was‘hurled with
great force against Kerr, and the two of
Lthem crashed to the floor of the study with
a heavy bump.

“Ow! Yow!”

“Yow! Yarooh!”

Fatty Wynn lowered his dumb-bells at
last, and gazed with an expression of sur-
prise at his two chums, who were rolling
on the floor, yelling.

“Sorry!” he exclaimed - apologetieally.
“What did you two chaps want to get in the
way for? Awfully sorry!”

“You frabjous ass!”

“You burbling chumip!"

(Contmued on next page.)
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Figgins and Kerr sat upon the floor, rub-
bing their heads and ﬁrm\lm"

“My dear chaps

“You—you maniae, , you're dangerous!
Take those murdering dumb-bells away!”

Fatty Wynn looked injured.

‘;But» I must get into training, you know,
and——"

“Not in the study, dummy!” hooted
Figgins.

“But where else can I go? I've got a pair
of Indian clubs, too——-"

“What!” roared Figgins and Kerr, in a
breath.

“I've borrowed Reilly's Indian clubs; and I
was just going to have a little practice—"

Figging and Kerr scrambled to their feet
as if actuated by the same spring.

“Not in- here, you aren’t!” said Tiggins
firmly.. “Not at any price!”

Fatty Wynn threw down the dumb-bells
- with a snort of disgust.

“Blest if I understand you chaps!” he
exclaimed. “Pirst you say I must go into
training, and then you kick up a row when
I start doing it! If I've got to diet myself
_and go without proper food, I must take a
lot of exercise. I've not had a thing to
eat since breakfast, and I must do dumb-
bells or Indian clubs or something to keep
myself up!”

Figgins tooked at Kerr, and Kerr looked at
Figgins.

“And what, may 1 ask, do you propose to
do after dinner?” Figgins said, in a restrained
voice. . =

Fatty Wynn reflected.

“Well, I thought we might have another
run round for half an hour, and then have a
bit of boxing. I could take you on, Figgy, for

twenty -minutes, say, and then Kerr for
twenty minutes.”
“And then?” queried TFiggins, with

dangerous calm.

“Oh, then I might have a little cricket
practice, if you two will ceme down to the
nets with me!” said Fatty.

“Anything else?”

“Then we might have a good, hard spin on
our hikes, 1f you and Kerr will pace me
alternately ” !

“That’s all, I suppose"’ gaid Kerr.

“Not at all! Another spin round the quad.
after tea, and then a good run down to Ryl-
combe in the evening, followed by a little
work in the gym before bed!”

“Well, my hat!” exclaimed Figgins feebly.

“Why, don’t you like my programme?”
asked Fatty Wynn warmly.

“Not quite!” said Kerr, with a faint smile.
® A bit too strenuous, isn't it, Fatty?)

“Not-at all. T'm:a strong chap, and I
like to do things properly. If I'm in train-
Ing,’ I'm in training! No half measures for
tne !”

Figgins took a deep breath.

“Now, listen here, Fatty!" he said, in
measured tones. “At this rate, whether you
ure in training or not by the date of the
Greyfriars match don’t matter a hit to Kerr
ot myself. We, shall be dead! You're as
trong as an ox, I know, but we aren't.
Uour idea of training——"

“1t was your idea, old man, not mine.”

“In any case, we're quite fed up with the
Wlea!” burst out Figgins. “Aren’t we, Kerr?”

“We are, we is!” said Kerr heartily.

A suspicion of a smile lurked for a moment
un Fatty Wynn’s fat face.

“Then you don’t think I really need go into
training, after all?” he asked innocently.

“We do not!” said Figgius emphatically.
“We did not know your ideas of training
were quite so—so violent!”

“Then—"

There was a glcam of triumph in Fatty
Wynn's eye.

“It's oft !’ said Figgins firmly. “You're to
fo out of training at once, Fatty! We shall
lave to rely on you to bowl the Greyfriars
wen out as you are!”

“Hear, hear!” said Kerr. .

“Just as you like, oif course,” said Fatty.
‘1f you really think it’s-not neecessary—-"

“We do, we does!”

“It was your iden, you know—-

“0Oh, give that a rest, Fatty, for goodness
sake!” said Figgins, taking his plump chum
by one arm. “Let’s go down to the tuck-
shop——"

“And have some cream- b'm"” added Kerr,
taking Fatty's other arm.

And Fatty Wyrm \vinked the other eye!

E END,
LHE PE\‘“ POI’DLAR —No. 72.
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4 ALLO, Gus! You're just the chap
1 want to see!”
. Thus Master Walter D’Arcy, of

the Third Form at 8t. Jim’s, to-

his elegant major, the noble Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, who was strolling down to the sehool
gates with his three chums, Blake, Herries,
and Digby, of the Fourth.

‘Arthur Augustus jammed his famous
-monocle into his eye, and looked his cheerful
minor up and down with a somewhat dis-
paraging air.

“Weally, Wally, I wish you would be more
careful of your personal appeawance!” he
said. “You are so gwubby and untiday that
I bhardly like to be seen speakin’ to you!”

“Oh, rats!” said Wally cheerfully. “Don’t
begin on that, for goodness’ sake!” 3
““Ashamed of his brother!” murmured

Jameson, who was there with Curly Gibson,
Wally’s two Third Form chums.
“Weally, Wally. You are a diswespectful

young wascal!”

“Oh, scat! What I want is some tin,
Gus!” said Wally. “ Now you've finished
cackling, perhaps youll shell out! I want
ten bob, please!”

Arthur Augustus turned
upon his hopeful minor,
grins became broader.

“Weally, Wally, I cannot possibly con-

sidahe—"

“Oh, yes you can, Gus!” said Wally
reassuringly. “You see, Curly and Jimmy
and I had planned to go over to Wayland to
tea this afternoon, as it's a hali-holiday.”

“I'm atwaid—"

“Curly had a remittance yesterday, but the
young ass has blued the lot on some white
mice and a guinea pig, so you're our only

a freezing look
while his chums’

hope! Shell out old b(au"
“I have no intention of shellin® out,
Wally,” he said severely. “I _gave you ten

shiliings only the othah day, and you have
an ample allowance for a Third Formah!
You are an extwavagant young wascal!”

Wally sniffed.

“Cheese it, Gus! What about yourseli?”

“1 wegard it as my dutay to check your
weckless expendituah, Wally!” he said loftily.
“I wegwet that I cannot oblige you with a
loan.”

“Oh, come on, Gus!" said Blake. “You've
been jawing here long enouvh' Let’s get
down to Rylcombe now that you've done the
heavy elder brother act on young Wally!”

Blake took Gussy by the arm, and marched
him through the gates, his chum> following.

Wally gazed wrathfully after the Fourth-
as they strolled, laughing, down
the road towards Rylcombe

“Blegsed if I know how we're to raise the
tin!” he growled. “I thought I should get
it from that duffer Gussy, but he got on to
the high horse!”

“We shall have to chuck the idea of tea at
Wayland, that’s all!” said Curly Gibson.

“QOh, rats!” said Wally impatiently *Hallo,
who's this old sportamam"

The “old sportsman” referred to was a
shabby gentleman, wearing an old bowler hat
and smoking a clay pipe, who pushed in front
of him a barrow, piled high with an extra-
ordinary collection of odds and ends. He
was proceeding along the dusty road in the
direction of Rylcombe, but at sight of the
three juniors at the gates he halted.

“Good afternoon, ~young gents!” he
remarked, removing his ancient bowler, and
wxpmg hls heated brow. “Hany old iron, old
clo’es, bones, bottles, or rags yer want ter
get rid on?”

The Third-Formers stared at him with great
interest and some surprise.

“'Praid not!” said Jameson, with a grin.
“Nothin’ doin’, old bean!”

“Werry well, sir,” said the man, preparing
to move along again. “No ’arm in askin’, 1

“None at all!” said Wally eagerly. “Look
here, mister, hold on a ‘minute, will you?”

“Suttmgly, sir!”
Jameson and Curly Gibson  looked
inquiringly at their chum.

Wally winked at them.

“What do you give for old clothes, old
son?” said Wally to the shabby gentleman.
.“That’s accordin‘," snid

‘| suppose!”

Paper—-

:guti‘)ously. “What manner of harticles are

“Well, top-hats. say, and—and fancy waist-
coats, and things!” said Wally, grinning.

Jameson and Curly gazed at Wally open-
mouthed. Then they burat into a roar. The
mention of those articles of attire showed
them at once what the young rascal was
driving af.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The man looked at thbm in surpn.e

“Not pullin’ my leg, are you, guv’'nor?” he
asked suspiciously.
“Not at all!® said Wally hastily. “The

fact is, there are a few old toppers and
fanecy waistcoats that want clearing out. Can
you take ’em?”

“Fetch ‘'em along!” said the old-clothes
man promptly. “I’'m your man!”

“Right-ho! Wait here half a jiffy!” said
Wally. “Come along, Curly! You walit here,
Jimmy, in case old Taggles tries to move our
friend along before we've done the deal!”

“Right-ho!” grinned Jameson.

Wally and Curly raced off across the quad,
and dashed in at the door of the School
House.

Five minutes later they appearad laden
with an assortment of articles of apparel of
the style affected by the elegant - -Arthur
Auﬂustus D'Arey!

Wally - was wearmg a - rather battered
topper, and carrying two more in his hand,
while a number of gor"eous, if shabby, fancy
waistcoats were slung over his arm. Curly
Gibson was burdened with an assortment of
ties and socks of startling hues. Both the
young rascals were grinning broadly.

“Here we are!” grinned Wally.
much for this lot, old top?”

The man grmmd, and scratched his head,
as he looked at that peculiar collection of
garments.

“Well, sir, this here stuff’s a mt out of the
ordinary for my line, you know.”

“Yes, but look at these three magnificent

“How

eoppurs" grinned Wally. “ They—they're
toppers, and Gussy's got eight more, all
better than this!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And these ties—Gussy's
fuls left still!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And these waistcoats—all the colours of
the rainbow! There's at least two dozen left
still, and Gussy has the nerve to tell me not
to be extravagant!” Y

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The man grinned as he surveyed the
miscellaneous collection of highly coloured
garments. He picked them over with &
practised hand. Most of them were some-
what the worse for wear, but quite service-
able, for all that. Arthur Augustus was
notoriously reluctant to part with his highly
coloured favourites, although he was always
buying new ones.

The shabby gentleman picked out four or
five of the qmete\t of the waistcoats, half a
dozen pairs of socks, and a dozen ties. Then
h_el added the three battered toppers to the
pile.

“1'11 give you twelve-and-six for that lot!”
he said. “The others ain't much good for my
line of business—a bit too gaudy, wmt”

“Ha, ha! Very well!” said Wally.
a bargain! Twelve-and-six will do us proud:”

“Then here you are, sir.”

The man fished & soiled ten-shilling note
from his pocket, and added a half-crown, and
handed the money to Wally.

““(ood egg!” grinned Wally.
tea at Wayland now, chaps?”

got three drawer-

“What price

“What-ho!"
“Which I'll wish you goed arterncon, sir,”
said the shabby gentleman, adding bis

purchases to the miscellaneous load on his
bnrrow.

“Cheerio, old bean, and thanks very much!
You're a friend in need!”

ThL fags, chuckling, watched the “friend m
need ” pushing his barrow off in the direction
of Rylcombe.

“Gussy’ll get a shock if he meets that
merchant!” said Wally. *Serve him right for
being so stingy! We’ll tell him about it when
we get back. As a matter of faet, he'll never
miss the thmgs unless we do tell him; he’s
got so many! He ought to be grateful to us
for getting rid of some of 'em!”

“Ha,ha, ha!”

“We'll buzz back with these,” continued
Wally, collecting up “the remainder of the
garments, “and then what-ho for Wayland,
and a jolly good tea!”

And Jameson and Curly Gibson chuekled,

that worthy :

and replied in chorus:
“What-ho!”
THE END.

“That's .
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GOOD-BYE TO DR. CHISHOLM.

- RULED

TYRANT!

By OWEN CONQUEST

A MAGNIFICENT
LONG COMPLETE
STORY DEALING
WITH THE
ADVENTURES OF .
JIMMY SILVER &
CO, THE CHUMS
OF ROOCKWOOD.

THE FiRST CHAPTER.
Startiing News!

UFEFIN of the Fourth burst into the
Common-room on the Classical side
at Rookwood breathless with
excitement.

“Have you heard the news, you chaps?”
gasped Muffin,

“An extra half-holiday?” yawned Jimmy
Silver. £ Z

“Holiday be blowed!” said Muflin warmly.
“Something rather more important than
that. The Head’s going!”

“What?” ¢

“The Head!”

“Going!”

Muftin of the Fourth
making a sensation.

The Classical juniors
on all sides.

“He's going!” repeated Mufiin. “I've just
Deard Mr. Bootles tell Bulkeley so. Bontles
looked awfully bothered, and old Bulkeley
.looked quite down in the mouth, you know.
‘The Head’s going!™

“Resigned?” asked Lovell.

“No; sacked!” 3

Muffin of the Fourth liked to cause 2 sensa-
tion. He looked round triumphantly as he
made that statement. There was no doubt
that it caused a sensation. The idea that
Dr. Chisholm, the revered Head of Rook-
wood, could possibly be “sacked ” had never
¢ntered the minds of the Rookwood fellows.
To them the Head had seemed a’ perma-
nent institution.

“Backed!” yelled Flynn.

“The Head sacked!” ejaculated Raby.

“Rats” g

“Spoof !”

“Bonnet him!" said Newcome.
icg our leg! Bonnet him!”

“Here, I say, hold on!” exclaimed Muffin,

had succeeded in

gathered round him

“ilc’s pull-

in alarm. “It’s true—honest Injun! Bootles
told Bulkeley so!”
“Did he use the word ¢sacked’?” grinned

Jimmy Silver.

“Well, not exactly that werd,” said Muilin
cautiously. “But that’s what he meant. He
said that the governing hoard had requested
the Head to resign, on acecunt of having
administered unjustifiably severe punishment
to a certain Rookwood boy. You kuow
Bootles puts in long words. But he meant
‘saeked.”>

“Gammon !” said Oswald.

“ Well, you’ll jolly soon see!” said Muffin.
“I'he Head’s going this evening—soon, I
think. Bootles i3 going to the station with
him. The new Head’s coming this evening,
too, and the school will be handed over to
him. Chap named Scroop, selected by the
governors to take the Head's place. I wonder
what he’ll be like? ~The Head’s rather a

beast in some things, but we might go farther
and fare worse.” 3 T
“We might,” agreed Jimmy Silver. ‘Th}s
is jolly bad news, if it’s true! The Head’s
a jolly good chap—for a headmaster!”
“But they wouldn’t sack the Head for lick-
ing a chap,” said Lovell. “It must be ali

rot! Besides, who’s the chap?” -
“Mornington! Mornington was flogged!
said Raby.

Jimmy Silver started a little.

“My hat!” he exclaimed. “You remember
Mornington’s gas when he was flogged. H’e
said the Head would have to go. His uncle’s
chairman of the governors. Mornington’s ha_d
2 hand in this!” ~ ;

“The uncle must be as big a cad as the
nephew. in that case!” growled Lovell.

“Yet’s go and sce Mornington. He may
know all about it,” said Oswald. “If he’s had
a hand in it, we’'ll scrag him!”

“Good egg!”

Mornington, the dandy of. the Fourth, was
not in the Common-room. There was a rush
to his study in the Fourth Form passage.

The juniors had little doubt that Morning-
ton knew something about the exciting event.
His uncle, Sir Rupert Stacpoole, was chairman
of the governing hoard, and the-dandy of the
Fourth had openly declared that the Head

would have to go for administering that
flogging. The juniors had grinned at the
threat, but it really locked now as if

Mornington had known what he was talking
about.

Jimmy Silver tapped at his door, and
opened it.

There was a haze of cigarette-smoke in the

study.

Hgm,v & Co. were enjoying themselves
after their own fashion. Townsend and
Topham of the Fourth, and Smythe and
Howard of the Shell, were in the study. The
Nuts of Rookwood- were all smoking. They

were also chatting and smiling, as if over
something very entertaining. Mornington
looked at the crowd of juniors in the deorway
with @n insolent smile.

“So you fellows have
Townsend.

And the Nuts chuckled in cborus. .This
example of the power of their pal “bucked ”
the Nuts very much. Mornington was a great
man in the eyes c¢f his pals that day.

“We’'ve heard,” said Jimmy Silver. “Muffin
says the Head’s going.”

Mornington nodded.,

“He’s goin’, right efiough !* :

“Po you kunow anything about it?”

“£¥gas.

“Well, -
Eovell.

“J know that Dr. Chisholm’s sacked,” said

heard?” grinned

what do you kpnow?” demanded

Mornington coolly. “I told you so days ago.
He's sacked for floggin’ me!” :

“You asked for that flogging,” said Jimmy
Silver.,

Mornington shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, I said I'd make him sorry for it,
and I have!” he retorted. “But you needn’t
mind ; the next Head will be a change for the
better. I know Scroep.”

“Oh, you know him?”

“Old friend of mine,” yawned Morninglon.

“What a rippin’ time we're goin’ to have!”
chortled Topham. “Morny’s old friend won't
come down heavy on Morny’s pals.”

“You can rely on that,” said Mornington.
“Some cads who have heen up against nie can
look out for squalls, though! I haven't
forgotten!”

Jimmy Silver looked steadily at the dandy
of the Fourth.

“I don’t know whether you're gassing, or
whether you're telling the truth for once,” he
said. “But you're brazging of having got the
Head sacked, and that’s enough. Gentle-
men, chaps, and fellows, I suggest showing
these rotters what we think of them!”

“Hear, bhear!”

“Collar the smoky beasts!” shouted Lovell.

“Hands off ” yelled Mornington, starting to
his feet. “Mind, I'll have “you flogged when
Scroop comes! I'll have you sacked—
yarcoooh !”

He had no time for more.

The indignant juniors swarmed into the
study, and the Giddy Goats of Rockwood were
collared without ceremony. Townsend gave a
dreadful gurgle as his cigarette went into his

mouth. Mornington descended upon his
cxpensive study carpet with a resounding
bump. _Smythe made a spring for the door,

and tripped over Raby's foqt and rolled over.
The next few minutes seemed to the un-
fortunate Nuts
rolled into one.
When Jimmy Silver & Co. streamed out of

like a dozen earthquakes

the study they left five gasping and
dishevelied fellows sprawling on the fioor,
amid overturned furniture and scattered
cigarettes.

Morningten sat up and panted.

He had been looking forward to a great
time under the reign of his old friend, the
new Head of Rookwood. This was not a very
promising beginning.

“Oh, gad!” groaned Adoiphus Smythe,
sitting up feebly. “Oh, gad! Yow-cw-ow!"
- “Groogh!” moaned Townsend.

“Never mind!” said Mornington, between
his teeth. “Wait till Seroop comes! They'il
change their tune then! ‘Let 'em wait!” |

But the Nuts only groaned. Even the
prospect of dire vengeance in the near future
could not quité console them.
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THE SECOND CHAPTER,
: Under a Cloud !
B. BOOTLES, the master of the
Fourth, wore a worried look as
1 Jimmy Silver -entered his study. a
little later. ' Jimmy noted it at
once. The Form-master passed his hand over
his. brow, and looked inquiringly at the
captain of the Fourth.

“Yes, yes, what is it, Silver—what, what?”
_said Mr. Bootles.

“It you please, sir, we've heard some very
surprising news,” said Jimmy Silver respect-
fully. “Is it true that the Head is going?”

*Yes, Silver. ~The- whole school will know
it shortly,” said Mr. Bootles, with a sigh,
“You must not suppose, however, that any
pblame attaches to Dr. Chisholm. Neither is
his resignation permanent, I trust and
believe. The fact is, there<s a misapprehen-
sion on the part of the governors.”

“Is that all, sir?” asked Jimmy, relieved.

“It is, however, of a somewhat serious
‘uature,” said Mr. Bootles. “It appears that
Mornington, who was flogged recently, com-
plained to his guardian, and paid him a visit
shortly afterwards to repeat his complaints.
Sir Robert Stacpoole took a serious view of
the matter, and called a meeting of the
governors. I understand that there was a
prolonged «discussien, and the result was that
the Head was called upon to resign his post
here while an inquiry is held. Meanwhile, a
temporary headmaster will take his place. I
hope and believe that the matter will be
settled in a satisfactory way. Meanwhile,
the Head is leaving.” s

“To-day, sir?”

“Yes; very shortly. The new headmaster
arrives to-day,” said Mr. Bootles. ““You may
aeqiaint your Form-fellows with these details,
Stiver? =— * = <

And Mr. Bootles mads a gesture of dis-
missal, 3 =

Jimmy Sltver left the study, with knitted
brows.

It was clear now that the departure of the
Head was Mornington’s work; that he had
been suceessful in carrying out his threat.

Jimmy knew that several members of the
governing board were absent. It was prob-
able that the few who remained, and who had
constituted the meeting, were friends of the
chalrman, and under his influence. Doubtless
the most had. been made of Mornington’s
flogging; which had certainly heen severe,
though not a whit more severe than he had
deserved. >

Jimmy could understand the pain and
tumiliation the governors’ decision must have
caused to the Head. Trus, his resignation
was only temporagy,” and the chances were
that he would be reinstated: in all honour.
Bub he was going now, under a cloud, after
many years of good service at the old school.

The juniors, naturally, did not come much
in contact with the Head, and he was a some-
what awful personage in their eyes. They
knew him as a just, if somewhat severe,
master. The bare idea of his being “sacked ”
by the influence of the cad of Rockwood made
them boil with indignation.

A crowd of fellows were awaiting Jimmy at
the end of the passage, eager for news.

“Well, what does Bootles say?” asked a

- dezen voices.

“It’s-true,” said Jimmy. And he explained
what the Fourth-Form master had told him.

“It's rotten!” said Loveil. “So it was that
;}ad %l}at's done it! We'll make him sit up
or it!”

“He's more likely to make us sit up, if a
friend of his is going to be headmaster,” said
lawson.

“That’s swank, most likely.”

“More likely true. His unecle's appointed
the man, most likely. And it's clear that
Mornington knows him.”

“1t's a rotten shame!”

“Who's coming to the station to see the
Head off?” asked Jimmy Silver. “I think
it’s up to us to let him know we're sorry
hie’s going.”

“Hear, hear!” -

“We'll give him three cheers on the plat-
form,” satd Jimmy. “Then he'll know that
we're sorry to lose him.”

“Good egg!”

Jimmy’s idea was acted upon at once.
Jimmy cut over to the Modern side to apprise
Tommy Dodd & Co. of the idea. The Modern
juniors entered into it heartily.

Quite an army of Rookwood juniors
marched out of the gates. The car had come
round to the Head’s house to take him to
the station, and it was clear that his depar-
ture would not be long delayed.
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There were fifty or sixby juniors in the
crowd that marched into Coombe, and took
up a position outside the little station.

The Nuts of Rookwood were not among
them. But Mornington and his friends were
in a very small minority.

The buzz of a motor-car was heard in the
old village street. »

“Here he comes!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Now, you cheer when I raise my hand. All
together, mind!”

“Right-ho !” -

The car stopped: outside the station.
Jimmy Silver ran forward to open the door,
and the Head stepped out.

Dr. Chisholm was looking a little pale and
harassed. He seemed surprised at the sight
of the crowd of Rookwood juniors.

“What does this mean?” he said. Mr.
Bootles, who followed him from the car,
blinked at the juniors in astonishment.

“Tt’s a—a send-off, sir,” said Jimmy Silver,
hesitating a little. “We're all sorry you're
going, sir. We hope yowll soon eome back.”

The Head smiled slightly. -

“Thank you, Silver! Thank you all, my
boys !

He passed Mr.
Bootles.

Jimmy raised his haud. 4

A thunderous cheer broke forth, awaking

every echo of the old street. !
_ Dr. Chisholm started, and . frowned a
little. Then he smiled, and raised his hat to
the Rookwood crowd, and disappeared into
the station. And another tremendous cheer
followed him in.

into the station with

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The New Head.

6 HAT is all this?”
A man bad stepped from. the
: station entrance as the Rook-

wood juniors delivered their last
salvo of cheering.

The Rookwooders
until he spoke.

He was a tall, thin man, with a eilk hat
and a buttoned black coat that made him
look taller and thinner. His face was hard
and cold, with small eyes like points of
steel, and a very square jaw. :

He looked over the Rookwood crowd with
a frowning brow. :

Jimmy Silver stared at him.

The question, from a perfect stranger,
seemed to savour of impertinence.

“Did you speak to me?” he asked.

“To all of you. You are Rookwood boys,
I presume?”

“Oh; yeg!» .

“Then what does this unseemly crowd and
disturbance mean?”

“I don't quite see what it matters to you,
sir,” said Jimmy Silver, puzzied and annoyed.

“What!”

“What the dickens business is it of yvours?”
demanded Lovell, more bluntly.

“] am your headmaster!” thundered the
stranger.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Jimmy.

“Great Seott!”

“You—you are Mr.
Raby.

“1 am Mr. Scroop!”

“I—I beg your pardon, sir!” stammered
Jimmy. “Of course, I didn’t know you.”

Jimmy was dismayed.

The hard, cold face and metallic eyes ol
the new headmaster were not reassuring.
Mr. Scroop looked as if he would have made
a first-rate slave-driver. But he was not
very prepossessing as a headmaster for
Rookwood.

Evidently he had arrvived in the train which
was to bear away the former headmaster.

The two gentlemen had not encountered,
however. Dr. Chisholm had not cared to re-
main to hand over the school to his successor.
He had left that task to Mr. Manders, the
senior master.

Mr. Bootles came out of the statien, leoking
decidedly glum.

He, too, was unaware so far of the arrivat
of the new Head. He did not glance at Mr.
Seroop till that gentleman’s loud and dis-
agreeable voice drew his attention.

“If this is an cxample of the manners of
Rookwood, I can see that I shall have much
to alter there,” said Mr. Scroop. * What do
you tmean by gathering in a disorderly erowd
in the street, and making that disturbance?”

“We weren’t making a disturbance, sir,”
satd Jimmy Silver.

~“Then what were you deing?”

“Seeing our beadmaster off, sir.”

“Indeed!” That is mo excuse for disorderly

had not noticed him

"

Seroep!” exclaimed
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“Excnse me, sir,” said Mr. Bootles,
approaching the stranger. “Am I to under-
stand——" _

Mr. Seroop looked at him sharply.

“Are you a Rookwood master?”

“I am master of the Fourth Form."”
“I am your new headmaster. Are any of

the boys of your Forin in this diserderly
crowd?” ~
Mr. Booties seemed almost “floored " B¥

the grim and uncompromising manner of the
new Head.

“Ye-es,” he said feebly. **A large number
of my Form are here, Mr. Scroop.”

“Then I cannot compliment you on the
state of discipline in your Form.”

“Indeed!”

“No, sit. Your name—-"

“I am Mr. Bootles.”

“Very well, Mr. Bootles, I shall expset a
change in the behaviour of the Fourth
Form.” =

“Indeed!” said Mr. Bootles again, mote
drily than before. =

“Yes, indeed.- I understand that De.
Chisholm has gone?”

“He has just left by train.”

“A  most  extraordinary  proceeding!”
snapped Mr. Scroop. “I should have ex-
pected him to remain at the school until 1
arrived!”

“Indeed!”

“Mr. Bootles, kindly see that these boys
return to the school at once, and that th
perform the tasks I have already set them!’

“Very well, sir.”

Mr. Scroop turned away, and a deep groan
from the crowd of juniors followed him. He
swung back with a frowning brow.

“What—what i3 this? Who made that
sound?”

Bilence.

“8o this is how the boys of your Form
are instructed to treat their headmaster, Mr.
Bootlea?”

*“Really, sir—

“I shall make a change,” said the new
Head grimly. “Every boy here - has his
imposition doubled. Now go!”

The juniors went. g

They marched home to Rookwoed im a
Hunnish frame of mind.

They had not expected fthe new Head to
equal their old headmaster, but he had come
as a most unpleasant surprise to them.

Jimmy Silver & Co. had certainly done
no harm in seeing their headmaster off at
the station, but they returned to Rookwood
the richer by two hundred lines each.

No wonder there were dark locks among
them, and a considerable amount f growling.

Mr. Bootles walked with the juniors, with
a very unhappy expression con his face.

The Fourth Form-master had been on
agreeable terms of friendship with the Head
of Rookwood. That pleasant relationship was
evidently at an end.

There was not likely to be anything agree-
able in his connection with the new head-
master.

The party arrived at Rookwood, and Mr.
Bootles went at once into his study. The
juniors gathered in groups to discuss the
new situation.

Mornington and his friends were lounging
in the doorway of the School House. In
spite of the recent ragging, Morpington
scemed to be in great spirits.

Jimmy - Silver Tooked at him darkly.

Mornington was there to await the arrivai
of the new headmaster. The story of what
had happened at the station soon spread
through the school, and fellows gathered
round to see the new Head when he came
in.

Mr. Scroop came in the car which
taken Dr. Chisholm to the station.

The ear stopped outside the School House
and all eyes were fixed upon the tall, thin
fisure of the new Head as he alighted.

“Oh, my hatt What a chivvy!” murmured
Dickinson minor. =

“Blessed gargoyle!” muttered Hooker.

Those remarks were not loud enough for
the new Head to hear, however. The juniors
“capped " him very respectfully as he came
up ‘the steps.

The frown thab seemed habitual to Mr.
Scroop’s hrow was still lingering there.

It cleared a little, however, at the sight
of Mornington. .

Mornington approached the new Head with
a confident smile. ; :

“Ah, it is you, Mornington!” said
Scroon. suaking hands with the junior.
am glad to see you!”

bad

Mr,
i |



He passed on into the house without so
siuch as a nod to anyone else.

Mornington looked triumphantly
s.
hat was I tellin’ you?” he remarked.

“Hooray for us!” grinned Smythe of the
Shell.

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked disgusted.

Mornington’s boast that the new Head was
his old friend was evidently not “swank,”
after all. y

The dandy of the Fourth was looking for-
ward to a ‘““‘good time.” Doubtless his
expectation was well founded.

“We’re goin’' to celebrate this!” grinned
Mornington. “Nothin’ to be afraid of now,
my infants!”

The Fistical Four went to the end study
to write their lines in a mood of dismay.
They could forsee that a echange was to
come over the old school under the rule of

at his

Mornington’s old friend; Mr. Seroop. And
they were right.
THE FOURTH CHAPTER. -

Caught. in the Act!

EFORE the new headmaster had been
a couple of days at Rookwood the
chums of the Fourth found all their
forebodings fulfilled. -

Matters had changed under the new Head
with a vengeance.

Lovell remarked that Mr. Seroop ought to
have been born a Prussian, and that he mus
have been born in England by mistake.

Nothing, certainly, could have been more
_ Prussian than the methods of the new Head.

The Rookwooders were not long in dis-
covering that Mr. Scroop was a tyrant, who
delighted in the exercise of tyranny.

He had his own ideas ahout _schoo! disci-
pline, and  his ideas were worthy of a
Prussian pedagogue.

At Rookwood ecanings were not common, |

and floggings were of a very rare oceurrence ;
but My, Seroop had changed all that.

On his second day at the school there was
a flogging, the vietim being Flynn of the

Fourth, who had unfortunately landed a
ericket-ball  through the Head's study
window. -

Certainly,  Dr. ~ Chisholm would have

administered punishment in such a case, bus
?. ﬁl%ggmg was out of all proportion to the
ant, =

The Rockwood fellows realised that it ne-
Lioved them to be very careful indeed, and
to give no excuse to the tyrant, wh’ was
evidently on . the look-out for excuses to
administer severe punishment.

On more than one occasion the new Head

stepped inte the Form-rooms and took thc.

management of the class out of the hands of
the Form-masters. On such occasions fanlts
were cerbain to be found, and punishments to
be administered.

The masters chafed under this interference
43 much as the pupils did.

Mr. Manders, of the Modern side, was the
only master who appeared to pull well with
the new Head. He was a man after Mr.
Scroop’s own heart.

While Jimmy Silver & Co. were “minding
their p's and ¢’s 7 with unusual ecare, it was
curiovs that Mornington was more reckless
than ever. 3

The cad of the Fourth had always been
reckless, and under Dr. Chishobm’s rule his
s had brought him some severe
shments.  But whatever traint the
fear of punishment had exercised was gone
How,.

The little smoking-parties in his study
had been held “under the rose ”: but now
the dandy of the Fourth seemed quite care-
less of discovery.

His friends, relying upon his mfluence with
tl\lc_ Head, became almost as reckless as him-
self. =

Jimmy Silver & Co. obs
dered what would come o

Although Morning:

ed it, and won-
it

N was  the Head's
favourite, it hardly zed possible that Afr.
Seroop could allow him to defy the rules
of the school with fmpunity.

It was on the third day after the new
Head’s arrival that the matter was put to
the test.

A select party of the Giddy Goats were
eelebrating in Mornington’s study. They
were “keeping it up ” in unusual style, and
the smell of tobacco penetrated from the
study into the passage.
heard from the study, making such remarks
as “Your deal!” or “Nap!” :

“Those silly asses will find themselves in
trouble if a prefect happens to come along!”

Voices counld be |
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grunted Lovell,

48 lie pasied the door with
Jimmy Silyer. : ;

’ said Jimmy.

; came up—-
he might,” said Jimmy
S r. ‘‘He's counting on the Head protect-
ing him!”

“Seroop eouldn't

“I don’t know.”

“My bat!”> murmured Lovell, looking back
as they reached the end study. “Blessed if
Buikeley isn’t there!”

*Pliew |

The captain of

5

fornington know

be such a rotter!”

Rookwood was coming
along the passage. He stopped as he was
passing the door of Mornington's study.
Mornington’s  voice came floating from
within :

“Let's make it poker!
a kid’s game!”

Bulkeley seemed rooted to the floor.

He sniffed

“By jingo!” he exclaimed.

“Now look out for the fireworks,”
mured Lovell.

Bulkeley seized the door-handle and flung

I'm tired of nap-

mur-

15

Meomington stiuggled fiercely in the door-
way and the passage. Bulkeley uttered a

sharp exclamation as a heel hacked his
shin.

“By Jove!®

He shook the junior like a rat, till his
teeth almost rattled. Then, with a arip-
like iron - on his collar, he marched him

forcibly away
by Towns

fr. Bo

¥ tc study, followed
d and Topk

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Before the Head!
R. BOOTLES started to his feet as
i the breathless, furious junior wae
l bundled into his study. Bulkeley:
released him there, and Morning-
ton stood panting.

“Bless my soul! What is the matter?” ex-
claimed Mr. Bootles.

“T thought X had better-bring this young
rascal to you. sir,” said the prefect. “I have
found him gambling and smoking in his
study.”

“Goodness gracions!’?

plussed for the mioment.

The whole teans walked off the field in a body.
Not a single member of the Classical Team was
willing to play under his lead!

Mornington looked non-

(See Chapter 6.)

the door open, and strode into the study.
The room was hazy with smoke,

Mornington and Townsend and Topham
were seated round the table, with cigar-
cttes in their lips and cards in their hands.

Townsend and Topham dropped the cards
as if they had become suddenly red-hot
at the sight of the captain of the school.

Mornington went on dealing with perfect
calmness. >
1 as he was, the dandy of the Fourth
had an iron nerve.

Bulkeley stared grimly at the three
iuniors: z - :
“Card-playing,” he ejaculated, “and smok-
ing! Wel

“Take a hand?” asked Mornington affably.
*What i
Buikeley a chai
Townsend did not meo
Bulkeley’s face beeame crimsen with anger.
He strode towards Mornington, grasped him
by the cellar, and whipped him out of his
chair.
“ Hands off " shouted Mornington.
“You'll cenme. with me,” said Bulkeley.
“I'll take you to your Form-master. You
young- rascals follow me.”
“Yes, Bulkeley!” gasped Topham.
“Let go!” yelled Mognington. “I'll
your shins, Bulkeley!”
“Will you?” said the Rookwood captain
erimly. = =
He jerked the Fourth-Fornfer out of the

ngdy.

Towny.”

kick

“If—if you please, sir—it—it was only a
lark!” stammered T snid.

“We—we're sorry, sit!” mumbled Topham.

Towny and Toppy fo that they lacked
thie nerve to go through ordeal now that
the test had come. But Mornington was not
troubled with want of ne He et Mr,
Bootles' horrified eyes coolly.

“Mornington !” gasped Mr. Bootles. “This
is—is—is outre nfamous!  What have
you to say, you v hed boy§”

“I appeal to the Head!®

“What !’

“I appeal to the Head!”

Mr. Bootles blinked at him.

Any fellow had a right te appeal to the
Head if he d, though, as it generally
meant a se punishment, it was a ri
not often sed. Buv Mornington knew
what he was doing.

“You appeal to.the Head!" repeated Mr.
Bootles. “Very well! Bulkeley, will yon

take this wretehed hoy: te Mr. Scroop’s
study?” .
“Certainly, ? said Bulkeley. “Come

on!” =
1 Mornington coolly. “Bnt
yBr paws oft me. won't

with me, Morni

“I'll come
you can - ke
staind that!”

The captain of Rookwood did not reply,
but he fastened a-grip-en Mornington’s collar
again. - ;

“Come !” he said briefly.

Mornington was marched out of the study,
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and Townsend and Topham brought up the
rear again. A hundred pairs of eyes watched
them on the way to the Head’s study.

“They’ve done it~ this time!” remarked
Rawson.

“Fairly done it!” said Flynn. “Sure, the
baste flogged wme for breakin’ his window!
They're booked!”

“ Another flogeing!” grunted Oswald. “We
shall be every day at this rate.”

S Sure, s asked for it!” ;

“They vi ed for ib, but they won't
get it,” sai immy Silver. . “Mornington
knew what he was about. when he appealed

to the Head.!

“But t Head can’t let him off I
claimed Oswald,

Jimmy Siiver shrugged his shoulders.

“We shall see what we shall gee!” he re:
marked oracularly.

Bulkeley arrived at the Head's study,
watehed from a distance by an interested
erowd.

“Wait here!" he said. :

He tapped at the door and eatered, leaving
the three delinquents waiting in the passage.
Townsend and Topham were pale with
iright.

“We're in for it!” groaned Townsend.

“Flogged, by gad!” groaned Topham:
“You've got us into this, Mornington, you
fool!”

Mornington iaughed contémptuously.

“It will be all serene,” he said. “You’ve
simply got to deny everything.”

“The Head won’t take our word against a
prefeet’s.” . :

“Ten to one he dees, in guids!”
ington.

“ But—but he ean’t!”

“But he will!” said Morningicn
“Keep a stif upper lp, and lie
Prussian, and you're all right.”

Bulkeley had entered the study, and the
Head greeted him with a cold look. There
was no love lost between the tyrant of Rook-
wood and the captain of the school.

“What is it, Bulkeley?” asked Mr. Scroop
icily.

B{erley bad not handed in sufficient
reports for punishment to please j:he new
Head. The Sixth-Former had no intention
whatever of len his aid to the tyrant in
ibiat way. On iiis.occasion, however, he had
no choice about the matter; he was bound
to make his report when the matfer was
serious. 3

“J have a report to make, sir,” said Bulke-
fey. juniors smoking and gambling
in a study. My. Bootles has referred the mat-
ter to you.” -

Mr. Seroop’s hard face relaxed a little.

“Quite right, Bulkeley—quite right. I have
thought you were somewhat lax in these
matters, but I am glad to see that I was
mistaken. Undoubtedly this is a matter for
nme to deal with. Call them in!” :

The new Head selected a -cane.

Bulkeley stepped to the door.

“You may egime in,” he said.

The three juniors entercd—Mornington cool
and self- ss¢d, and Townsend and Top-
ltam with their knecs knoeking together.

Mr. Sercep rted a little at the sight of
Morningtou, aud laid the cane on the desk.

ex-

said Morn-

cooily.
like a

S¢

“ Are these the shoys, Bulkeley?” bhe
exelaimed. - =

“Yes, sir — Mornington, Townsend, and
Topham 3

“What have you to say, Mornington?”
sled Mr. Scroop, in his kindest tone.
Rulkeley is mistaken, sir,” said Morning-
ton ecalmly.

“Mistaken!” exclaimed Bulkeley. * “Why,
+ou impudent young raseal, I found you with
the cards in your hand % 3

“Kindly ailow Mornington - to
Bulkeléy.” e Rl :

The prefect' bit hig lip. :

“Now, Morpingtomn

“As a matler.of fact, sir,* saidi Morning-
ton calmiy, “we were playing a’game for—
for ' nats. Sory ..of - Christmas  game, - sir,
Towny and Toppy Wwill bear me out.” .- -

Townsend and Topham .gasped. ...:0n the
table in Morny's.study, the money they had
been playing for was still lying., e

A falsehood that could immediately be. dis- |

_covered did not; seem: much use-to. the two !
“Suniors. But they followed: Mornington's
tead.

* Yes, sir,”’ said Topham.

“Just <o, sir,” faltered Townsend.

finish,

Mr. Secroop frowned, but his frown was
directed towards the astonished capfain of
Rookwood. |
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“You appear to have made a very serious
mistake, Bulkeley,” he said coldly.

“I, sir!” -exclaimed = Bulkeley. “These
juniors were gambling and smoking.

“They deny i

“Is their denial to be taken against-my
word, sir?” exclaimed Bulkeley.

»

“I intend. to be perfectly just, if that is
what ¥ mean. There jis no harm in a

game ifor nuts.”
“They were p
is still there,
far as their study, sir.”" "
SIEse to me hardly worth
have great faith in Mornington.”
“They were smoking, too!” said Bulkeley.
“Is that the ecase, Mornington?”
“Not at all, sir. Bulkeley is mistaken.”
“Really, Bulkeley >

ying for meney. The money
you would care to step as

while. 1

“How could I be mistaken in such a
matter?” exclaimed the amazed prefect

“Besides, they smell of tobacco now, and
their fingers are stained.” =

“We’'ve been doing some chemistry, sir,”
said Mornington calmly. “That’s where the
stains came from.”

. Towny and Toppy blinked at one another.
What use there was in a palpable falsehood
of that kind, they could not see. But they
saw soon. Mr. Seroop was determined to
believe what he had already intended to be-
lieve. It was evident that Mornington’s in-
fluence with the new Head was unhounded.

“1 accept your assuraznce, Mornington,”
said Mr. Seroop. “You may go. Bulkeley,
I trust you will be more careful on another
occasgion.”

Bulkeley gasped.

J“If you do not choose to punmish them,
sir, I hiave no more to say,” hie stuttered.
“1t is im your hands, of course.”

“Exaetly. ¥eu may go.”

Bulkeley went witheut another word., The
three nuts grinned as he strode away down
the passage with knitted brows.

_ “Well, what did I tell you?" smiled Morn-
ington,

Townsend and Topham, completely re-
assured now, chuckled gleefully. Morning-

ton looked vauntingly at Jimmy Silver & Co.
as he passed them.

“Not licked, you see,” he remarked. -

“I see,” said Jimmy grimly.

The three nuts went on their way rejoicing.
Jitamy Silver & Co. icoked at one another.

“Well, my hat!” said Lovell. “Looks to me
as if we’'d better all pal on with Mornv, and
then we can do as we like! My word!”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Mornington Has His Way.
14 HE Head, by Jove!”
Lovell made the remark in tones
of surprise.

It was Wednesday afterncer, and
the Rookwood juniors were crowding Little
Side. The Classicals and Moderns were to
meet on the ecricket-field, and stumps were
already pitehed. Mornington and his friends
were standing in a group before the pavilion,
teoking on.

The Nuts of Rookwood were not represented
in either team. There was no rocm for
slackers in- either the Classical or Modern
Hleven.

The juniors were surprised to see the new
Head coming down to the cricket-field. Mr.
Seroop had shown no sign, so far, of being
interested in the great game.

“My hat!” said Jimmy Silver. “Coming
to wateh the match! Bore sense than I gave
him eredit for, by George!”

“Well, it’s rather a compliment to junior
teains,” remarked Oswald. “Dr. Chisholm
didn’t often honour our matches.”

“Faith, and "ye're .right!” 'said Flynn.
“More likely he’s going to chip in, though,
and worry us. More like him intoirely!’

“Well, our consciences are clear for once!”
sald Jimmy, laughing. “Even the Head can’t
have anything against us this afterncon.

Ready, Tommy?”

“Ouite I* sald Tommy Dodd, producing a
penny.

The juniors “eapped * the new Head as
he arrived on the scene. Ti was necessary to
show respect, even if they did not . feel very
much. They could see that Mr. S¢roop had
something to say to them, and they wondered
what it was. Mornington and the Nuts were
exchanging glances and smiles.

“Ah, vou are playjng cricket this after-
nooni” said the Head, in a more genial tone
than the juniors were accustomed to hear
from him. : 2

“¥es, sir,” said Jimmy Silver.

“You arg playing, Morninglon?”

The Great Wednesday Ccn(ﬁzanion Paper——

“No, sir,” said Mornington.
the team.”

The Head frowned.

“ Really, Mornington, I am surprised at thiz!
Your guardian is specially desirous that you
should take a share in outdoor sportz.

“It isn’t my.fault, sir. I'm not allowed in

“I'm not ia

the team.”
“Nonsense! Who is eaptain here?”
“1 am, sir,” said Jimmy Silver, very

JPut Morningten into the team.
left him out?”

‘He is no-good, sir,” said Jimmy. “Chap
can’t play for the side unless he keeps to

Why have

practice and gets into form.’
“Don't be imperti b, Silver!
Mornington, my- orderi”

You will
said the

by

This was a barefaced S
and Jimmy was not dispo;
his rights to anyone, even the headmaster
himself.

The favouritism the new Head had show
to Mornington eould not have been carried
further. It seemed to Jimmy Silver that
the limit had been reached.

“You hear me, Silver?” said 3Mr.
as the captain of the Fourth did no

EVea sty o

“Very well, do as T fell you.”

“ Excuse me, sir, 1 can’t play Mornington.”

“What!”

“It's impossible, sir! He’s a rotten
cricketer, and I e¢an't throw the match
away.”

Jimmy’s tone was very quiet and very
determined, The~ cricketers looked on ia

silence.

Mr. Scroop fiushed deeply.
Do you mean that you
Silver?”

“Nunno, sir.
the right to select h
Morningten in if he were any
no good at all.”

Mr. Scroop pointed to the School House.

“Go indoors at once, Silver! You will
take five hundred lines of Virgil, and write
m out hefore tea.”
my did not move for a moment. But
resistance was hopeless, and he turned on
his heel and walked away towards the House,

Lovell & Co. exchanged iurious looks.

The Moderns looked on in grim s
Seroop gave the juniors a sour g
spoke to Mornington again:

“Mornington, you will take Silver's place
in the eleven, and act as captain.”

“Yes, sir,”” said Mornington.

“Then I jolly well won’t play, for cne!”
broke out Lovell hotly.

“1 shall make a few changes in the team,”
grinned Mornington, as the Head moved aw
and sat down in a canc chair before the
pavilion. “Lovell and Raby and Newcoms
can clear off. They won’t be wanted. You,
too, Oswald.” =
We should,
dainfully.

“Yes, rather!” said Oswald emphatically.

“You've got no choice about it,”’ sneerad
Morpington. “Towny, I shall want you, and
Toppy and Peele and Smythe and Howard.
The rest of the team will do.” . °

“Sure, and ye can make another change!”
crowled Flynn. “I'm not playin’ for ye, 3e
swankin’ spalpeen!”

“Same here!” said Jones minor. “Put ia
another silly idiot like yourself, Mornington.
I'm sticking to- Jimmy Silver!”

“And I?

“Me;- too!”

“Come on, all of you!” exclaimed Lovell.

And the whole team walked off the field in

disobey me,
Only a cricket eaptain has
is own eleven. I'd put
good. But he's

anyway ! said Raby dis-

a hody. <
Mornington looked nonplussed for a
moment., Not a single member of i

Classical Eleven was willing to play under
his lead. But he shrugged his shoulders.
Let them go,” said Townsend. “You can
easily make up a team from your own friends,
Morny.” e

“You bet!” said Mornington. “T'l do it,

too! Traty and Selwyn and Chesuey and
Beaufort and Muffin.”

“We're on!” grinned Traey..

“Now we’ll toss, Dodd,” said Mornington.
Tommy DPodd put the penny bhack into his
pocket, looking the junior up and down with a
glance of contempt that made even Morning-
ton flush a little. 5

“Po you think we’re going to waste an
afternoon playing such a team of fumbiing
duffers?” said Tommy Dodd. “Not much!”

“The game’s off,” said Tommy Cook.
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“Come onl” said Tommy Doyle. “Let's get
out on the river. We'll play Jimmy Silver’s
team another time.” 2

The Modern Eleven walked off.

Mornington stood rooted to the ground,
his face crimson with anger.

The Head’s interference had effectually
“quashed ” Jimmy Silver & Co. But that was
not of mueh henefit if there was to be no
tnateh at all.
= Buit Tommy Dodd had counted without the

caa.

Mr. Seroop had not heard all that had
ed, but he could see, and he rose to his

t 3s the Moderns walked away.

Dodd!” he called out.

The Modern captain halted, and turned
round. :

“¥es, sir?”

“Where ave you going?”’

“We're going on the river this alterncon,

ou came here to play cricket?”
i

“Ves; but——"
“You will play the match as arranged,
Dodd. Not a word! I think I have made

you uaderstand that I brook no impertin-

ehee.2

Mornington smiled.

The Moderns came hack slowly. There
was fierce rebellion in their breasts, but direct
disobedience to the Head’s commands was not
to be thought of—mot yet, at all events.
The habit of discipline was, strong, and the
Rookwood fellows- had not yet reached the
hreaking-point. 2 :

In silence, but with bitter anger in his
face, Tommy Dodd tossed for innings with
Mornington. Only the presence of the Head
prevented him from planting his fist full in
the mocking face of the cad of the Fourth.

“You bat first, said "Mornington.

Tommy Dodd nodded without speaking.
Mornington and his precious eleven went
into the field. Tommy Dodd’s face cleared
as he exchanged a few whispered words with
his men. :

Then there was an outbreak of grinning
among the Modern cricketers.

The Moderns were foreed to play in the
mateh. But there is an old proverb that it
is possible to take a horse to water, but not
to make him drink,

The mateh had to he played, but Tomm;
Dodd had his ewn ideas as to how it was
to be played.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
z Very Entertaining Cricket!
OMMY DODD opened the innings with
Doyle. .
The Head remained in his seat be-
fore the pavilion. Apparently he in-
tended to wateh the cricket. Tommy Dodd
& (Co. were inwardly resolved that he should
spe some cricket worth watching.

Mornington went on to how! the first
over. The fellows round the ficld, wondering

how that curious match would turn out,
looked on with keen interest. There was not
a2 bowler in Mornington’s team capable of
ioking Tonuny Dodd’s wicket, and the two
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Tommies could have remained at the wickets

all the afternoon if they had so chosen. As

it happened, they did not' choose.
Mornington sent down the ball, and it

missed Tommy's wicket by a foot. But. the

2»)vkt:ket went down—floored by Tommy Dodd's
at.

“Hit wicket!” ejaculated Jobson of the
Fifth. . *Clumsy young ass! Out}”

Jobson was wump're at the other end.
Tommy Dodd smiled at him, and went to
the pavilion. Tommy Cook took his place,
exchanging a grin with him as he came in.

Townsend fielded the ball, aud Mornington
bowled again.

This time. the ball came nearer the mark,
and knocked out the leg stump. Tommy Cook
watched it do so with an air of polite in-
terest. He did not make a movement with
the bat. :

“How's that?” called out Mornington.

“QOut!” said Jobson.

“Yes, isn't it?” said Tommy Cook. Tommy
Doyle, at the other end of the pitch, gave
a chortle.

Cook took away his bat, and Lacy came in.

Mornington sent the ball whizzing down
again. 1t was a ball” that a fag in the
Second Form could have played with ease.
But Lacy did not play it. He held his bat
well out of the way, and watched his wicket
go down with a cheery smile.

“Out!” :

“My hat!” said Lacy, laughing.

He returned to the pavilion. Towle of the
Fourth yawned, and came in next.

Mornington’s eyes were glittering now.

He had been delighted at taking Tommy
Dodd’s wicket so easily. His pleasure had
been mixed with doubt when Cook's wicket
fell.  But there was no more doubt in tle
case of Lacy's wicket. He understood that
the Moderns were simply pulling his leg. He
had insisted upon playing the match against
their will. The Head's authority compelled
them to play. But nothing could compel
them to play seriously.

Mornington gritted his teeth, and bowled to
Towle. He had already performed the hat-
trick; but he was not pleased with it, and
the crowd were laughing instead of cheer-
ing. All the Rookwood fellows understood
the Moderns’ little game by this time.

Crash! Towle’s wicket went down, with-
out Towle making the slightest effort to
defend it. Towile blinked at Jobson.

“Is that out, Jobby?” he asked.

“Ha, ha! Yes!” chortled Johson.

Towle walked off the pitch.

Four wickets had fallen in five minutes,
and the bowler ought to have been distinetly
pleased. But he wasn’t! His face was crim-
son with rage. The shouts of laughter from
the onlookers added to his (ury.

Price of the Fourth came in next, grinning.
Mornington shouted to him along the pitch:

“Keep your wicket up! Don’t play the
giddy goat, Price!”

Price looked at him coolly.

“Are you hatting or bowling?” he asked.

“Bowling, you fathead!”

“Well, keep to your bowling, and leave
me to bat my own way!” said Price, and he
clumped down his bat a yard off the crease.

“You're not looking after your wicket!”
shouted Mornington, almost beside himself
with anger and chagrin.

“Whose wicket is it?” demanded Price. “I
suppose I can do as 1 like with my own
wicket, can't 1?7

“Ha, ha, ba!”

Mornington- bowled, with a scowl. As
Price’s bat was nowhere in the way, the
wicket went down, the hails scattered.

“Qut!” chortled Jobson. “Ha, ha!”

“Awful luck—what!” said Price, with a
grin. “That bowler’s a terror, isn’t he? Did
you ever see wickets go down like that
before? They ought to put Morny in the
First Eleven, they ought really.”

Another batsman came in, and Morning-
ton’s lagt ball knocked his bails off. The
bowler had taken six wickets for the over.
But he did not look pleased. The field did not
look pleased, either. As the mateh was
reduced to a farce, there was not much satis-
faction in playing it out.

The field crossed over, however, and
Townsend took up the bowling from the
other end. At the first hall, Tommy Doyle’s
wicket went into pieces, and Tommy came off
with a proad grin,

“Sure, it’s a terror ye are intoirely,” he
called to Townsend, as he passed. “Ye're as
deadly a bowler as Merny, bedad!”

“Ha,-ha, hal?

“Man in!” chortled Tommy Dodd.

The Head was looking on, puzzled. He did
not know much about cricket, but he knew
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that this was a yery odd cricket-match. The
shouts of laughter ifrom the crowd round the
field would have told him as-much. =

Man after man went in, each of them going
out in turn to the first ball. The Modern
Eleven were all down for nothing in the space
of fifteen minutes. As it was a single-innings
match, the rival team had not much to do
to secure a victory. But they were not
looking happy about it. ‘It was no great
pleasure to be “gayed ” in this manner by
the merry Moderns.

“Come on,” gaid Tommy Dodd. “We field
now. We shall have to buck np awfully hard
if we're not going to he beaten hollow.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Moderns went into the field.

“Dash it all, it's no good battin’,”’ growled
Aownsend. “They're only foolin’ us, and the
whole school’s cacklin’!”

Mornington ground his teeth.

“I’ll make them sorry for it, somechow!”
he muttered. :

“Field's waiting, Mornington!” called ous
Jobson of the Fifth.

Mornington grunted, and came in with
Smythe. Mornington took the bowling from

the pavilion end. Tommy Dodd went on to
bowl, and trundled the balli down under-arm
in the easiest possible manner. Mornington
sulkily cut it away, and the batsmen ran.

The ball had been knocked fairly to Tommy
Cook’s feet at mid-wicket. He picked it up
in a leisurely way. 'The batemen were cross-
ing the pitch, and either wicket was at
Cook’s mercy. He caleulated earefully, and
threw in the ball, missing the batsman’s
wicket by a couple of yards. The batsmen
made good, and the run was secured amid a
howl of laughter. =

“Congratulations, Morny!" yawned Tommy,
Dodd. “You've beaten ug to the wide. All
in twenty minutes, too! Wonderful perforni-
ance!” :

“Marvellous!” said Tommy Cook solemnly.
“Winning a match with all the wickets in
hand like that—marveelyous!”

“You spoofin’ cads!” hissed Mornington.

Tommy Dodd looked surprised and pained.

“My dear chap. what do you want? You've
beaten us at cricket, and you've still got the
afternoon before you to smoke and play nap.
What more do you want?”

“Ha; ha,-ha!”

Mornington snapped his teeth, and stepped
suddenly towards Tommy Dodd, and struck
him full in the face. =

Tommy staggered back for a moment.

But it was only for a moment. The next,
his right hand shot out straight from the
shoulder, and Mornington, with a yell, rolied
over in the grass.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Roland for an Oliver!

€@ obD!”
Tommy Dodd had forgotten the
Head. e remembered him as the

harsh, angry voice thundered out:

“Dodd! How dare you?”

Moruington sat up stupidly, blinking and
rubbing his nose. Tommy Dodd faced the
new Head coolly.

“You saw what he did, sir,” he said quietly.
_“Don’'t bandy words with me!” said Mr.
Scroop harshly. “Follow me at once!”

He strode away towards the School House.

Tommy Dodd hesitated.

He understood that lie was going ta be
caned severely, - If Mornington had been
caned also, Tommy would have had nothing
to complain of. But Mormington evidently
was to go unpunished. Tommy was to take
the punishment for the two. He clenched his
hands, and stood where heswas.

“Better go,” whispered Cook, with rather a
seared look.. £ -

Tommy Dodd paused a long pause. Then,
with slow and reluctant steps, he followed
Mr. Scroop to the House. :

The juniors watched him go,. with grim
faces. Mornington staggered to his feet,
dabbing his nose :with his handkerchief. Hig
nose was streaming red.

Tommy Dodd’s friends waited for him fo
emerge from the Head's study. They heard
the swishing of a cane from that dreaded
apartment, but no sound from Tommy. When
the junior came oubt at last his face was
pale and his lips tightly set. : =

“Had it bad?” said To.my Doyle syms«
pathetically. -

Dodd nodded without speaking.

He went away to his study; he wanted {o
be alone after that licking, Tough as Tommy

THE PENNY POPULAR.—NO, 72
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Dodd was, he had had as much as he could
stand,

There were black looks among the juniors
that afternoon. Tommy Dodd was shut up
in his study, and Jimmy Silver was grinding
out lines in the Fourth Form-room. Morning:
ton was in his study with his friends, and
with a swollen nose. The Nuts of Rookwood

were enjoying -themselves in their own
peculiar way, and the ﬁtmosphere of the
study resembled that of tap-room.

Jimmy Silver came into the end study at

tea-time, looking tired and gloomy. - His
chums had tea ready for him.

“Nice afternoon!” groaned Jimmy.

“Oh, ripping!” said Lovell dismally. “1

say, we shan't be able to stand this, you
know!”

“How did the match go?”

Lovell & Co. grumed and * Jimmy- Silver
laughed when he heard the story of the
cricket-mateh. Tommy Dodd came into the
study while the Fistical Four were having
their tea. He was still looking pale.

“Hallo, you Modern hounder!” said Jimmy
Silver.

“I want to speak to you fellows,” said
Tommy Dodd. * We’'re not going to stand this
much longer! The ericket’'s mucked up fo
the season if that brute is going to interferc
with the matches!”

“Looks like it!” growled Raby.

“I've heen licked for knocking Meraingto:
down, though he “punched me first! I’
rotten favouritism, of course! If this goe
on, something will have to go!”

*Can't back up against the Head,” sai:
Newcome d%)tfun\

“We backed up against Manders once,” said
Jimmy Silver. “And the Head is worse than
Manders——t-en times worse! Mornington’s got
influence with him, and he’s using it like a
md' But we can put a stop to tlmt"’

“How?'

“By making an exawple of ’V[ormmrton >

“The Head may chip in again.’

“Let bim! Tommy had a licking on Morn-
ington’s account. That's got to be squared.
Mornington’s going to have a licking for
every one he "itb for other chaps!”

“Hear, hear!”

“That may stop him,” said Jimmy Silver
“Tf it doesn’t, we'll tr:, something else. If

{4

you fellows have finished tea we'll go and
sec him. Bring a stump.”
"Good egg!t said Tommy Dodd.
on.”
Most of the Fourth Form werec on when
they heard what was toward.
After tea nearly all the Fourth Form
prescnted themselves at Mornington's study

“1'm

door. Jimmy Silver kicked the door open
and marched in.

“Dodd’s been licked, ‘\Iormn"ton," he said
abrupily.

Mornington smiled.

“He'll get licked again if he's cheeky!” he
“And so will the rest cf you.

sooner you understand that you've got
to toe the line the better it will be for
}ou'

Tes, ratlier!” chortled Townsend.
yodd’s licking is going to he passed on

to you, Mornington,” said Jimmy. “That’s
"omﬂ to happen every tnm See?”

“11 you touel: me——"

“(ollar him!”

Mornington jumped up, and was imme-

diately collared and flung across the table.
Fhere was a crash of crockeryware, and
oud exclamations from Townsend and Top-
hqam and Peele as they crowded back out
sf the way.

% qup'

yelled Mornington. “Rescue!”
here > began Townsend.
those rotters out!” said Jimmy

— = Kick

silver.

The thres Nuts: were promptly bundled
‘nto the passage, and kicked aleng to the
tairs, where they were glad to take to
their—heels.

Mornington did not escape so easily.

Half a dozen pairs of hands pmmd him
down, face downwards, across the table,
and Jimmy Silver grasped the cricket-stump.

“How many did t«Le Head give 7you,
Doddy?” he asked.

“ Bight 1

“Then there's eight for Mor

“Let me go!” shrieked Mornington T

you dare
Whack!
“Yow-ow! Help!”
Whack, \\1‘¢\Lk whaek!
Mornington xt‘ug:lul and kie ‘\ul I
But he was held fast, and the cr

rose and fell with mnthcmatiral precision.

The Great ‘Wednesaay Compénion Paper——

a

Whack, whack, whack, whack! »

The strokes were well laid on. A flogging
would not have heen much more severe than
the strokes of the cricket-stump wielded by
Jimmy Silver's powerful arm.

“That’s the lot,” said Jimmy cheerily.
“Now, Mornington, you've had a licking for
Tommy Dodd’s. Now you’re goinz to have
five hundred lines, to make up for mine.

See?”

“Hear, hear!” chorused the delighted
juniors.

Mornington rolled off the table, white
with rage.

“1 won't!” he shrieked.

Jimmy shrugged his shoulders.

“You'll be given two hours,” he said.

“We'll come back then, and if the iines ar
not written you'll have a flogging—same :
would have happened to me if I hadn’t donc
my lines. I give you my word on that!
Come on, you fellows!”

The juniors left the study, Jimmy lock-
ing the door on the outside and taking away
the key.

For two hours the dandy of the Founrth
remained locked in his study. When that
space of time had elapsed the Fistical Four
returned. Whether Morningtow had written
his imposition—imposed by Jimmy Silver
they did not know, but they knew what
would get if he hadn’t!

He knew it, too!

On the table lay sheets and sheets of
impot-paper. covered with serawling lines,

Mornington gave Jimmy Silver & Co. a
look of bitter hatred.

Jimmy counted the pag

“Not quite done.” he i—“twenty more
lines, Mornington! You must finish them!™

“Hang you!”

And finish them Mornington did.

“Good!” said Jimmy Silver, taking up
the pages. “This will do to light the studs

=>

fire with. And remember, my pippin. t
every time you spneak to the Head ¥
going to ,,J: as as you give
for impot, U cking !

And \Imx‘mutnu was left to himself

THE END.
(Another grand story of Jiummy Silver &
Co. next week, entitled: ** IN REVOLT!"

Avoid disappointment by ordering your copy
early.)

P S S S D e i e e

NEXT FRIDAY'S PROGRANMME.

Our next long, complete story of the famous
chums of Greyfriars is one that will strongly
appeal fo all my chums. It is entitled:

“ BANISHED FROM GREYFRIARS.”
By Frank Richards,

and will afford you a half-hour of solid en-

oyment. The next grand instalment of our

splendid new serial, =

“THE MYSTERY MAKERS!"
By MNat Fairbanks,

deepens the mystery which surrounds the
ill-conditioned dwarf, Grimshaw, and also
affords Dick Tulliver an epportunity of show-
ing the stuff he is made of. Our other
splendid long complete school story deals,
of eourse, with the exploits of Jimmy Silver
& Co., at Rookwood School. It is a story of
sensational aetion, as will he gathered from
the title, which is:

“IN REVOLT!?
By Owen Congqusst.

PLENTY OF FRESH AIR.

A chum in Newport, Mon., tells me he
suffers from nervousness and deafness, and
he must have plenty of fresh air, and no
reading. The frésh air part of the cure is
sound enough, but I own to feeling sceptical
ebout the rest. The fellow who cuts himselt
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off altogether from his amusements will very
likely find his health failing him just the
same. The mind must have occupation. My
correspondent has been overdoing study. He
wants to break away from his books for a

part of the day and take up some light

exercise. Luckily fresh air is cheap, and, as
airule, easily obtainable. A fit of nerves is
often cured by a tramp across country.

FROM N. Y. C.

A cheery communication from New York,
all about the Companion Papers, shows once
again what a word in season will accomplish.
06f course, you have to be sure you have the
right season. “I have always been a staunch
and faithful teader of the stories,” writes my
correspondent, *and have always done my
best to further the sale of the Companion
Papers. I have alse tried to convince people
who judge books by their covers that your
books are not trash., I have made readers
of people who laugh at your books at first
until 1 give them one to read, and then they
sing a different tune.” This is just the way
of the world all the time. You have to eon-
vince some folks. It is all right afterwards,
of course, though you would have thlought
it might have occurred to anybody that it is
not the cover that makes the hook.

NAMES OF VILLAQES.
A ecapital suggestion ‘was offered by W.R.H
Prince Albert the other day. The notion
concerned village signs. . The careless,

jumbled-up world kno“s little of the small
towns and villages. Folks who travel abomt

the country pass through hamlets without
having the remotest idea of what the nam
ol such plaees may bhe. Why should not the
designation be painted up so that everybody
can see i%? Of course, Sloshton-on-the- \Iu!
thinks that the world ought to know
name, but the world does not. It is

ITEMS OF NEWS..

Gussy has bought an overall, and infends
to wear it. (N.B.—This intelligence has not
vet been verified). Bunter has a new pair of
specs, and can tell the difference between a
bun and a cheesecake at half a mile range.
Bulkeley is recovering. Alonzo Todd has dis-
covered a teacup which bears -the initial
“W,” and Todd says it was part of the tea-
basket belonging to William the Congueror,

MANCHESTER CAN GIVE UP.

There —are heavier rainfalls than those
credited to dear old Cottonopolis. My corre-
spondent, Tom J. Ellison, of Zeehan, Tas-
mania, teils me that his district would be
hard to beat for rain. It is a first-rate place
to live in, none the less. The Zeehanites are
well ahead with things, and they have a
system of cadet training which will give
points to mest countries. The Companion
Papers are tremendously popular in this part
of the world, and the writer of the letter I
have received spcaks in terms of highest
praise of all the tales.

CHEERFULNESS.

There are people with faces like V-shaped
depressions, as the weather experts would
say. It is terrible to see them. If they only
knew the hideous and devastating effect they
had on others who have to look at them,
these wearers of Iugubrious countenances
would smile—and smile..
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TOM MERRY’S WINDFALL!

A SHORT STORY OF ST. JIM’'S.

3

114 ALK up, ladies and gents!”
Tom Merry & €Co. turned and
confronted the speaker, who was
= mounted on a soap-box outside
the giant circus which had takem up its
position on Wayland Heath.

“Walk in, young gents, and sec Hawkes’
famous circus! Finest show in Emgland!
Only a shilling!” bawled the showman.

“Shall we have a hob’s-worth?” asked Tom
Merry. “I've just got three shillings left!”

Monty Lowther and Manners nodded cheer-
fully in agreement. It was a half-holiday,
and the Terrible Three were in a state com-
monly known as stomy. Manners and Low-
ther’s sole wealth amounted to a French
halfpenny and a threepenny-piece with a
hole in it! Tom Merry was the richest of
the party with three shillings in his pocket.

The circus looked very. attractive from the
outside as the juniors halted, undecided

whether to pass it by or to spend their last |

“bean,” and join the happy throng under the
huge marquee.

“Don’t hesitate, young gents!” broke in
the showman. “Youll get your momey’s-
worth !

That decided the -juniors, and Tom Merry
exchanged his three shillings for three tickets,
which entitled the bearers to ‘enter the
marquee.

“Well, it’s done now, chaps,” said Tom
Merry. “We’re broke to the wide!” =

“Never mind!” grinned Lowther. “Some-
thing’s sure to turn up sooner or later!”
~Faterl No doubt!”’ replied the junior
captain laconically.

They were ushered into their seats by an
attendant, and were very soon laughing wup-
roariously at the antics of a clown. One
hour and a half passed very swiftly.

“Jolly good show!” exclaimed Lowther, as-
“7a couple eof trapeze performers concluded

their daring turn. =
An impressive figure, wearing a top-hat
and long circus coat, made his appearance in
the centre of the rmg, and held up his hana
for silence. -
“Ladies and gentlemen!” he began. “T
have now a sporting offer to make you! The

celebrated mule, Springbaek, is considered to
be a bundle of springs, and I will be pleased
te award any person present the sum of five
pounds who can ride this animal for five
minutes!”

A hush fell upon the assembly as a
wicked-looking mule was driven into the ring.
With its back rippling with muscle, it cer-
tainly earned its mame. Teeth bared and
ears laid back, it looked a perfect “savage.”

“Wicked-looking brute!” muttered Man-
ners. “I shouldn’t like to try to ride it for
five seconds, let alone five minutes!” =

“H’'m!” ejaculated Tom Merry. A plan
had fermmlated in his mind whereby his
pockets might be filled with a five-pound
note. There was a strange light in his eyes
as he torned te his chums.

“Fm going to try it!” he exclaimed.

“What!” roared Manners and Lowther, in
L unison.

I “P'mr going after that fver!”
Junior, with fimality in his tones.
“But it’s. a savage! Look!”

Merry and Manners followed the gaze of
Lowther in time to see one of the village
‘lads, who had been tempted by the fiver,
throwa over the head of the nmle the
moment, the three attendants had taken off
the ropes which held it.

The lad serambled to his feet, feeling him-
seli” over gingerly, and, with a sheepish grin
| disappeared imto the thick of the audience.
Another aspirant to wealth took his place,
'orr%y o meet with the same fate.

‘o

said the

ing off the detaining grasp of his chums,
leaped the rail, and walked over te the ring-
master.

“I want te try my luck!” he said.

The ringmaster laughed genially, as a
series of hand-elapping greeted the St. Jim's
junior’s appearance as a competitor.

The attendants eaught the mule, which
kicked out viciously, and finally brought it
alongside Tom Merry.

Waiting a favourable opportunity, the
junior captain leaped upon its back, to be
shaken up the next moment like a cork in a
bottle.

m Merry started to his feet, and, throw |

With tight, set lips and firm hold, Tom
Merry careered round the ring; The mule

. was bucking and rearing alternately, but the

junior clung on like grim death, although
every bone in his body began to ache. Round
and round again the mule galloped, resorting
to every eunning trick of its wild nature to
upset its rider. Three minutes went by, and
the audience, now thoroughly interested, were
on their feet and shouting encouragement.
A shrill squeal of rage, and Springback
dashed against the barrier, intending to crush
the junier’s leg against the wall.
om Merry saw- his peril even as the crowd
shouted a warning cfy. Judging the time to
a nicety, the junior teok his left from the
stirrup, and rode past the danger with a white
face. The dangerous barrier passed, he
dropped his foot back inte the stirrup. A
bad gash was revealed on the flank of the
mule where it had crushed against the

- barrier.

It wanted but half a minute to the stipu-

lated time, and the jumier’s heart gave a

bound as a vision of victory dangled before
his eyes.

The mule had exhausted itself, and, with
‘drooping head, obeyed every movement Tom
Merry called upon it to perform by pressure
of bridle and kuee,

“Five minutes is up!” yelled Monty Low-
ther excitedly. “Good old Tommy I*

“Hurrah, good youngster!”

The appreciative crowd yelled themselves
hoarse as the junior dismounted in frent of
the ringmaster, leading the mule like a dog.

“T congratulate you, sir,” hegan the show-
man, “on_@& very creditable performance!
‘Tis the first time anyene out of the aum
has ridden that animal for five yea

S0 saying, he drew a wallet from his
pocket, and, extracting five erisp pound-
notes, handed them to the junior.

“Thank you!” said Tom Merry, pocketing
tiis motes.

And. with crimson face, he: made his way
over to his chums, whilst the audience cheered
again and again.

“Simply topping!” exclaimed Manners

“Don’t be an ass!” replied Pom- Merry.
“Let’s get out!”

And the Terrible Three made their exit
as quietly as they could, Tom Merry the
richer by five pounds.

It was the talk of the town for many a
long day the mammer in which the St. Jim’s
junior had ridden the untamed mule, and the
junior captain celebrated his aehievement by
a spread in the study on the strength of the
five pounds.

TBE END,
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THE £ s. d. VALUE OF YOUR HAIR.

HEALTHY AND BEAUTIFUL HAIR MAY BE YOURS FREE!

WRITE FOR FREE “HARLENE HAIR-DRILL” OUTFIT.

NOT everyone would barter their hair during life for money as do
the poor fisher-maids of Brittany. For, aiter all, a really good
head of hair has a higher value to ifs possessor than it. would ever
realise if offered for sale.
Tvery man and womsan can have this priceless wealth of beautiful
hair, if he or she will only devote two minutes & day to the practice
of the wonderfully successful “ Harlene Hair-Drill.” To-day, too,

you can prove the truth of that statement without fee or obligation.
3 THE FOUR-FOLD GIFT. s
1. A free bottle of ¢ Harlene,”” the most invigorating food and tonic

for hair and scalp. -

2. A free packet of ‘¢ Cremex > Shampoo
refreshing and cleansing preparation
%”’-fl _prepares the hair for ‘* Hair-

rill.”

Pow:ra'gt, a3 delightiully

Do You
Value Your
Hair ?

8. A free hotile of * Uzon ** Bril-
liantine that zives a final polish and
lustre to the ¢ Harlene * drilled hair.

4. A Free Copy of the new ‘¢ Har-
lene Hair-Drill ’ Manual, giving com=
plete instruetions.

This Trial Outfit does not cost you

a single penny——the only small ex-
pense to which you are put being the
outlay of 4d. in stamps fo defray cost
£ age and packing. =

HAIR THAT IS WORTH ITS
WEIGHT IN GOLD.

No man or woman to-day can afford
to neglect, his or her hair. Thick,
lustrous and beautiful hair has a
definite cash value to everyone. It® i
adds to yeour personal appearance, .
and “a good ~appearance Opens all It costs you nothing to ac
doors - to you. -

radiant fresses of beautiful hair, the minutes a day *’? toilet exercise.

~ kind of hair trouble, no matter from what cause it springs.

lon
11 ular ¢ Hi meﬁi'unnrin s
A woman has no universally popular arlene Hair- 3Y )
charms to equal long, silken and surprised with the resuls ofevena short course of this delightiul *“‘two
(Send the Free Coupon fo-day.)

inspiration of a thousand poems,
conditioned hair gives dignity and crispness.

ENRICH YOUR HAIR TO-DAY.

There is no excuse to-day for any man or woman having thin,
brittle, weak, or falling hair. “ Harlene Hair-Drill * overcomesI éavery
pre-

serves the hair in health and it restores sickly hair back to health
and beauty once more. Let * Harlene Hair-Drill * enrich your hair
and increase its value to you. Simply send 4d. stamps for postage,
and a Free Harlene Outfit will be sent to your address.

After a Free Trial you will be able tg obtain further supplies of-

 Harlene ” at 1s, 14d., 23, 6d., and 4s, 9d. per bottle; ** Tzon”
Brilliantine at 1s. 14d. and 2s. 9d. per
bottle; and “ Cremex ” Shampoo
Powders at 1s. 13d. per box of seven
shampoos (single packets 2d. each),
from all Chemists and Stores,or direct
from Edwards’ Harlene, Ltd., 20, 22,
24 and 26, Lamb’s Conduit Street,
London, W.C, 1,

£6 pral i ”
HARLENE HAIR-DRILL

QIFT OUTFIT COUPON.
PDetach and post to EDWARDS’ HAR-
LENE, Ltd., 20, 22, 24, and 26, Lamb’s
Conduit 8t,, London, W.C.1.

Dear Sirs,—Please send me your Free
“Harlene” Four-Fold Hair-Growing
Outfit as deseribed. I enclose 4d. in
stamps for postage and packing of
parcel to my &ddrcs. &

PENNY PORPULAE, 5/6/20.
NOTE TO READER.
Write your full name and address

2 > 1 clearly cn a plain piece of pag;sr, Sy
Seven Days’® Trial Outfit of the this coupon to it, and post as directed
et bove. Mark envel ¢ Sampl
You will be pleasantly | 3%, (Merk cnvelops “Sample

: 8. = Raincoats, Trenchcoats, Boots,
Opplng Shoes, Cutlery, Costumes,
: Rings, Watches, etc, on

3 easy terms.  30/- worth, 5/- monthly ; 60o/-
ma eworth, 10/- monthly, etc. ~Write lor Free
Catalogue and Order Form. Foreign

E as orders cash only. MASTERS, Lid.,
‘ yO 6, Hope Stores, RYE. (Estd. 1860.)

rARE YOU SHORT ?

1 so, let the Girvan System belp you to increase
your height. Mr, Briggs reports an increase of
5 inches; Driver E. F. 3 inches; Mr. Ratcliffe &
inches; Miss Davies 3% inches; Mr. Lindon 3
inrhes; Mr, Ketley 4 inches; Miss Lvedell 4
inches. This system requires only ten minutes
morning and evening, and greatly improves the
‘health, physique, and carriage ~No appliances
.1 drugs. Send 3 penny stamps for further par-
ticulars and £100 Guaraniee to Eunquiry Degt..
AM.P., 17, Btroud Green Road, London, N. 4. ~
R

NERVOUSNESS

Cure It, and Get Self-Confidence.

Self-confidence is the first step to success, whether in business or
social aflairs. You cannot succeed without it, and you cannef have it 1f you
are mervous, if you blush when anybody speaks to you, and keep in the
background through Bashfulness while others push ahead and take all the
prizes of life. Cure your Nervousness, Blushing, and give yourself a chancs
t0 geb on; you can do it in a week by My System quite privately at home as
thousands like you have done. Tn that short space of time My System cures
Nervousness, Bashfulness, Blushing, Timidity, and cures them for good.
‘Write to me now at once, mentioning FENNY POPULAR, and let me send
full particulars free in plain, sealed envelope. Address: Specialist, 12,
All Saints Road, St. Anne’s-on-Sea. :

\BOYS, BE YOUR OWN PRINTERS

and make extra pocket-money by using The
Petit ‘ Plex’” Duplicator. Makes pleasing
numerous copies of Notepaper Headings, Business Cards,
Sports Fixture Cards, Scoring Cards, Plans, School
Publications, Drawings, Maps, Music, Shorthand, Pro-
grammes, Notices, eto., in a variety of pretty colours.
SEND FoR ONE TO-DAY. Price 6/6, complete with all
supplies. Foreign orders, 1/6 extra.—B, PODMORE
& Co., Desk P.P., Southport. And at 67-69,
Chancery Lane, Lonaon, W.0. 2.

CUT THIS OUT

* The Penny Popular,” PEN COFPON Value 2d,

Send this coupon_with P.O. for only 5/- direct to the Fleet Pen Co.
119, Fleet St., London, B.0. 4. Iyn return you will receive (post free) 2
splendid British Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6. If
you save 12 further coupons, each will count as 2d. off the price; so you may
send 13 coupons and only 3/-. Say whether you want a fine, medium, or broad
nib. This great offer is made to introduce the famons Fleet Pen to the
PENNY POPULAR readers. (Foreign postage extra.) Satisfation guaranteed
or cash returned. Special Safety Model, 2/ extra.

T. W. HARRISON, 239, Pentonyville Road, London, N. 1.

NICKEL

SILVER WATCHES

@% DELIVERED ON FIRST PAYMENT OF

2/_ ONLY. YOU

~ HAVE WATCH
WHILST PAYING FORIT.

Gent’s full-size Railway-timekeeping Keyless
Lever Watch. Stout Nickel Silvé)r Dampyand
Dustproof cases, plain- dial, -perfectly balanced
superior Lever movement, splendid timekeeper.
Price‘ 15/- each. Luminous dial (see time in
the dark), 2/- extra. Wrist, 2/- extra, Ladies’
or Gent’s, :
WE will send either _of these watches on reeceipt of P.O. for
2/-. After receiving watch you send us a further 2/- and

promise to pay the remaining balance by weskly or monthly
instalments. For cash with order enclose 14/- only. Five years'
warranty given with every watch.

To avoid disappointment send 2/- and 6d. extra postage at once.
No unpleasant inquiries. All orders executed in rotation. -

C. KAVANAGH & CO. (Dept. 20),

68, BISHOPSGATE, LONDON, E.C.2.

To 2 man healthy and welle

MAGIC TRICKS, livwem, ooy, e o0
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