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A Magnificent, Long, Com-
plete Tale of Harry Wharton
& Co’s. Early Schooldays at

THE FIRST CHAp
A Question of ang‘i‘;i‘}-
i AG!”
F “ Pag -
: “Jag 1
The call came fron Sixi
Form passage, but it was quitclakl?dcibsllé‘;::
other quarters. Tellows in the Remove
ssage could hear it quite distinetly.
Tellows on the stairs, and in the low?:x.-
passages, heard it more plainly still,
There was really no need for Loder the
prefect, to call three times, so far as that
went. But he did; and even when he
had called thrice there was no response.
~J:uuiors‘ were not eager to fn
Loder. Fagging, indeed, was \-erg lfx?\r
popular at Greyiviars, any ¥ It was
arr old-fashioned custom that was I pt u
at the school, and the seniors—who ha
all been juniors and fags in their timoe—
did not see any reason why it should be

_ abolished. And there were some senjors

whom the Lower Form fellows did not
object to as fag-masters. Y ingate, the
captain of the school, for instance, was a
fellow any junior would have walked
miles for, and there was keen competition
among them to fag for Wingate. And
they were always glad to oblige good-
natured prefects like North. But with
Toder it was different. TLoder was a
bully, aud Loder was not good-tempered,
ncilgcr was he popular.” Wingate or
North would always help a junior with
his lessons in return for his services as a
fag; but Loder was more likely to repay
them with a rough word or a cuff. And
Loder, when he called for a fag, gener-
ally had to call a good many times before
one came, and one never came willingly.
And that did not make the unpopular
prefect ::gy better-tempered.
“Fag!”

Loder was standing at the door of his
study, calling. His face was growing red
with wrath, as no answer came to his
call. He heard a sound of scutiling
foolsteps at the end of the passage, and
he heard a sound of hwrried retreat on
the stairs. That was all. Such fags as
were within® hearing were making haste
io Fet out of it.

“TFag!”

Toder bawled out the word now with a
arimson face. On the stairs three juniors
hurried up to the Remove passage. They
were Bob Cherry, Frank Nugent, and
Russell, of the Remove. They grinned
as they gained the safety of their own
passage. '

“He sounds rather ratty,” TFrank
Nugent murmured. “It's toder, of
sourse. know his sweet, dulcet tones.”

“ITe won't get me to fog for him!™
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said Bob_Cherry.

Loder. Eihe

other daf' because I spilt some tea on his
h.

“I'm fed up with
He threw a saucer at me the
tablecloth.™
“TFa
“Better cut!” said Russell,
And the three juniors vanished into
ll)snr respective studies.

- “Fag!

19

Loder was tired of calling ont. He
turned back into his study, aud picked up
a cane. Carne, of the Sixth, was sitting
at the tea-table, and he grinned. Tea

‘was ready in Loder's study, but the toast

was not yet made, and Loder’s fag should
have made the toast by the time the
seniors came in.  Hazeldene had the
honour of being Loder’s fag, but he had
evidently forgotten to make the toast
after laying the table, or eclse he had
neglected his duties as a fag. Any other
fag would have served equally well, but
no other fag was forthcoming.

“You'll catch one in the passage,” said
Carne.

-“TlI skin them!” said the prefect,
between his teeth. ~“This is a regular
plot among those young cads. They come
fast enough for Wingate, but they never
hear me.”

And Loder strode from the study in
wrath, .
. Two or three Removites had just come
in from the Close. The autumn evening
was drawing in, and the juniors came in
early from the playing-fields. Harry
Wharton, John Bull, and Mark Linley,
of the Remove, came in together. The
three Removites were looking ruddy and
hc‘a:l(hy :,\’fkcr their exercise.

Harry Wharton and his comrades did
not look round. They made for the
stairs immediately.

But Loder was there first, and he
stopped them on their way. There was
a very unpleasant expression upon
Loder’s face, and his grip was very tight
upon the cane.

“Hold on!” he excluimed.

The three juniors looked at him warily.

“I've been calling for a fag for some
time,” said Loder. “I suppose you
didn’t hear me before—eh?”

“No,” said Wharton. “We've only
just come in from footer.”

“You lying young cad!”

“Liar  yowself!” said
promptly.

“Why, you—you—you—-">"

“You may be in the Sixth, and a pre-
fect, but you’ve no right to doubt my
word!” said Harry, with a flash in his

Wharton
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Loder! Tf you use it on me I shall use
my boots!” o .

“You cheeky young cadl” roarec
Loder. “You just heard me call, any-
way, and you were making for the stairs
instead of coming to my study.

“Quite so.”

“1 want a fag!”

“Tm not going to fag
Harry Wharton resolutely.

for you!" said
“1 don’t like

you. ~ Besides, I'm not your fag. Hazel-
dene is!? i
“He seems to have gone out.”
“Well, I'm not his substitute. "
Loder pointed to the Sixth Form
assage.
3 "G’i: into my study and make iho

toast,”~he said. 3 o

Wharton did not stir.  The prefect
took a tighter grip on the caue. »}In.
face was very dark as he came towards
Wharton.

“ Are you going?”

“No,” said Harry ficmly.

“I order you—as a prefect! A

“T'm not going to fag for you!

Wharton spoke calmly and delibera ly,
though he knew he was in a Tisky po
tion.  Loder was doubly in the right in
giving him orders—as a senior and as o
prefect as well. But Wharton was
Loder’s pet aversion, and Loder was 3
and he knew very well that if he went
into the prefect's study, he would not
escape without being bullied, and perhaps

roughly handled as well Ie knew
Loder ! ]
Loder did not waste any more words on

him. He grasped -the junior by the
shoulder with the left hand, and raised
tha cane with the right.

“Hands off!” said Harry Wharton
between his tecth.

Lash! -

The cane came slashing down across
Wharton’s shoulders. The Removite

uttered a ery of pain, and struc
fiercely with both fists. Loder stag
back. = Wharton faced him, with clenched
fists and blazing eyes. 3
“You cad ! ho exclaimed. ** You
He was interrupted. Loder leapt for-
ward, lashing savagely with the cane.
Wharton closed with him and struggled,
and in an instant John Bull and Mark
Linley rushed to his aid, and the threa
juniors closed upon the enior like
dogs upon a stag. . There w rash as
Loder went to the flpor, Wwith the three
youngsters clinging to him.
“Qw !” roared Loder. “Yow! Help!"”
“Bump him ! shouted John Bull.
“ Hurrah !

"

eyes. ‘“And keep that cane to yourseli,

The three juniors were too excited to
think of anything but punishing . their
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enomy. Bumping a prefect was a rather
serious matter, and they were in tho open
hall, where 2 master might have come
upon the scene at any moment. I}m
they did not think about thai.  They
bumped Loder, and he roared.

“You young rascals!” What are you
doing 7"

“Cave!”
Wingate!”

And the three juniors dropped the pre-
foct as the captain of Greyiriars sirode
upon the scene, his eyes gleaming with
anger.

muttered Wharion.” “It's

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
By Order!

INGATE, the captain of Grey-

‘}‘/ friars, stared angrily at the

juniors.  Loder staggered to

his feet, dusty and dishevelled.

Marcy Wharton & Co. looked rather

sheepishly at the captain of the school.

Wingate was evidently very angry.

“You young sweeps!” exclaimed tho
G
t

friars captain. *‘What are you up
Tow dare you lay hands on a pre-

(U

“ Ho laid hands on me,”

“That’s a different matter
gate sharply. Kind and good-
Wingate was, he was a great s
discipline, and he always insi
the high and mighty Sixth b
with the most profound respect by the
Lower School.  “But what is the
matter? Do you mean to say that Loder
has been bullying you?"” a

Loder's reputation as a bully was quite
o well.known to the Greyfriars captain
as to the juniors.

“] ordered Wharton to fag for me,”
«aid Loder, in a choking voice, *“and I'm
not going to stand any interference from
you, Wingate! I'm a prefect nd Y

“And I'm head prefi )
up while I'm spea
unceremoniously.
fag for Loder, W

“Yes," said Hs

“And wh

“T'm not

“Who is?

*Ilazeldene."

“ Hazeldene's buzzed off somewhere,”
said Loder.

“You know perfectly
that any member of th
the juniors, aud any
**said Wingate shar
supposed to keep to 1
fag is absent, he ha
call on any other junior. You
that's the rule.”

Wharton was silent.  ITe knew (hat
that was the rule, but it was a rale he did
not like. He intended never to fag
youngster when he became a senior him-
Solf, and he did not mean to ba fagged
by the bully of the Sixth. Besides, the
I'ourth Form at Greyfriars were exempt
from fagging; they had won that liberty
for themselves. In the old days all
I'orms below the Fifth had been fagged.
Now the Upper Fourth was free from it.
The Remove was the Lower Fourth, and
they did not see why: they should not be
equally exempt. If it was a matter of
custom, !hcy were quite prcpm‘ml to start
a new custom on the subject, as Frank
Nugent had humorously remarked.

Wingate was_ frowning very darkly.
Tha refusal of the junicrs to fag touched
the honour and dignity of the Sixth. He
dirl not like Leder any more than they

id Wharton.
id Win-
ured as
kler for
d upon
ng treated

well, Wharton,
Sixth a right

ght to
Know

did, but he was prepared to back up any+

senior in claiming his accustomed rights.

“You hear me, Wharton ?"”

“Yes,” said Harry quietly.

“VYou have no right to refuse to fag
for Loder. My hat! You will be refus-
ing to fag for me next when I order
you!” Wingate exclaimed angrily.

“0h, no!” exchimed 2ll three of the
juniors at once. “We'd elways fag for
you, Wingate.” ,

The captain’s face softenod a_little.

“That's all very well,” ho said, “but
we can’t ailow the juniors to pick and
choose like thiz! Loder is quite within
his rights, and you had no right to
refuse, Wharton. ~Go and do as he tells
you at onca!™

Harry Wharton hesitated.

He could not disabey Wingate, because
ho was head prefect, captain of the
school, and the most popular felloyw at
Greyiriars. But it was a bitter pill to
, to fag for Loder, afier refusing
to do so.

“Da you hear me, Whartont"
out the Greyfriars captain.

“Ye.os

rapped

“1 suppose you are not going to dis-
obey me?”

““N-no,” said Wharton, with an effort.

“Then go with Loder al once!™

“Very woll.”

Loder strode away (owards his study,
and Iarry Wharton followed him, his
face pale with anger. 4

John Bull and Mark Linley went dis-
consolately upstairs.

“It's rotten!” said Bull. * Loder will
give Wharton a rotten timo when he gets
him into the study by himself, Wingate
doesn’t understand that.”

The Lancashire junior nodded.

“Yes,” he said; “*but I don't sce that
Wharton should go like a lamb to the
slaughter. Let somo of us get along to
the Sixth Form passage, and if thero is
!m':’lble in Loder’s study we can chip
i

John Bull chuckled.

“Ripping idea!” ho exclaimed.

Bull looked into Bob Cherry's study.
| Bob was boiling n kettle on a spirit-stove,
{and there was a very strong scent of
| methylated spirit in thoe room.  Bob
| was smolling of it, and the kettle was
smelling of it, and the grate, and the tea-
caddy; and it was extremely probable
that the tea, when Bob Cherry made it,
would smell of it, too, and would pro-
bably taste of it. Bob looked round with
a rather red and flurried face as the
Juniors came in.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" he exclaimed.

“Hands wanted ?” said Bull.

“What's the trouble?”

“Wharton's fagging for Loder, and weo
think he’s going to be ragged,” said
Mark Linley. “We're thinking of turn-
ing up in force in case he wants help.”

Bob Cherry burst into a chuckle at
once. 3

“Good egg!” he exclaimed. e blew
out the methylated spirit-stove and*
jammed on_the lid, and wiped his hands
absent-mindedly down his trousers. “I'm
ready!  We may as well take some
cricket-sturps with vz

“Good I"

Bull hurried along the Remove pas-
sage, calling out the juniors, They
responded nobly {o the call. Tom Brown,
and Bulstrode, and Fishér T. Fish, and
Russell and Leigh, and Smith minor and
Micky Desmond, and a dozen more fel-
lows came cheerfully on the warpath,

with bats or stumps in their hands. Bob
Cherry looked into Vernon-Smith's
study.  Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of

Grof’frigrs, was smoking a cigarette—one
of the little customs that had earned him
the title of the “Bounder.” Bob Cherry
sniffed. He had brought in a distinct
odour of methylated epirit-to mingle with
the scent of Vernon-Smith’s cigarette,
but he preferred his own scent of the
two.. |

“ Are you coming, Smithy ?” he called

out.

The Bounder fook the cigarctte from
his lips and stared at him.

“Coming where?” he asked.

d
«“\We're going for L_odel_'.” .
“You can go for him,” said Vernon.
Smith. “It's rather too serious a bizney
going for a prefect, to my mind. X don't
want to get sacked from the school.™
“You've come jolly near it a good
many times,” retorted Bob Cherry, *and
if Dr. Locke caught {pu smoking that
cigarette, you'd very likely get sacked,
anyway.” )
The Bounder shrugged his shoulders,
“Te won't catch me,’”” he said.
o \'m!' won't come, then?”

“Rotter!” bawled Bob Cherry.

And he went out of the study and
slammed the door. The Bounder
laughed, shrugged his shoulders again,
and went on smoking serenely.  Boly
Cherry looked into_the end study in the
Remove passage. Lord Mauleverer, the
dandy of the Remove, was there, and ho
was reclining on his sofa, rveading, or,
rather, holding a book in his hand.. It
ecemed_tap much fog for his lordship to
rend. He gave Bob Cherry a lazy Jook,

“C'omo on!" said Bob.

“My dear fellow——"

“Como on!"”

“I'm rather tived,” said Lord Maul-
everer plaintively.  “I've walked
quarter ,of o mile this afternoon, and

m—'

“T'll_help you up,” eaid Bob cheer.
fully. He picked \IE the end of the sofa,
and shot the schoolboy earl off it on tha
floor with a heavy bump. ““Fecl gl
rigl!\L mm'?” =

“Come on! We're on the warpath ™
“Yoas, all serene,” said his lordship,
with a eigh. §

“DBring o cricket-stump !

“I can’t!"

“Can't!” roared Bob Cherry. ‘“Whe
can't you?' 3

“T can’t carry it!"

“Can’t carry it?"

“No,” said his lordship. “ITow can T
carry o cricket-stump when I've got my
hands in my pockots?’ b

Bob Cherry stared at him for n

botween the laziest follow in the Remove
and its most cnergetioc member.  Boly
Cherry did not argue. He seized Lord
Mauleverer by the collar, and propelled
him forcibly from the study with a rush
lhn(.o;oltzl‘c his brolnlh [n\\lny.

“Oh!"” gasped Mauleverer., “Qw!
Oh! Ahv* o

“Como_on, you blessed slacker !”

“Pegad !"

“This way!” shouted Bob Cherry
flourishing his cricket-stump, to {he
grctn't peril nfuTl.(}\‘r_d Mnul'a\'erer's aristo-
cratic nese.  ““This way! T
the Rlon;uvn!" y g4

And tho juniors crowded down t
Sixth Iorm passage. 1 ereo ‘(‘.l:lc;\
trouble for Harry Wharton in Loder's
study, there was certainly trouble for
Loder to follow.

THE THIRD CHAPTER
- Loder’s Fag!
ER marched Harry
I into his study. \\'h'nﬂ:lrlll:;:ocl;
was dark and grim. He had
: been forcad to fag for Loder, but
it_went very much against the ’nin
His services were not to he willingly
rendered.  But he had undertaken to
obey Wingate, and he meant to do so, if
Loder gave him a chance. But if the
prefect ~ bullied him, there would ba
trouble. Wharton was quite defermined
upéu that. 4 i
arne grinned as arton ca i
Wharton was the fellow in the Rl:;:;:..
the bullies of the Sixth disliked mest,

He was one of those whose epirif
knc\\’. they could never bl'enlv:..p“‘lt they

Tue Porrrar.—No,
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moment. There was a striking contrast




4

eio you've caught one?” grinned
Carn .4 the worst‘of the 1 ;
) : ! 49
;3{:5 7 And if he doesn’t bohﬁv’o
Lot gi\’nhlﬂ.m ‘“‘z‘ 2 lick
ot him here, as he won't got gvo,
g Gog's age, *You can bcnrg(t:hn%‘ ?l
ot looked at.} j
' v Wharton looked at hi i
W {V:;\': won't !” ho said. Ly
“iWhat do you mean?”
)

said
A him.
ng, now

You young

d? 1 ,

i ou lay your paws on
B trouble,” said Harry ’1\1\(,:1',“"
not Bunter or Snaop, and El(il.
won't, handle me as you do them, lh?\l";
Ak Now, what do you want dope?
Wingate u‘;,lqtrgc to fag for you, and T

there

o 3
"C?‘dj?ou‘ll do whatever T tell you,” gaiq
Loder, in his most bullying fones, d

wy'vo said that I'm ready to do it,”

« First Sf n}é, l:nuke_tthelz_onst, s o

sou don urn i1t, you ] 5 !

:,mtn}thicl'c ear.” do, youlll
“Rats!’ 3
u%’hnt?" said Loder,

«Rats!” said \Vh‘nrlon.

ho prp(ect made a motion tow:

hi'rf‘l. Wharton had picked “?"‘n:{}:
tonsting-fork, and he grasped it in his
pand Jike a weapon, and faced the bully

of the Sixth. Loder stopped.
«“Yau

More Stories of Harry Rt Co.in the

"var{ well.”
arton went on brushing. Loder
"‘;‘r‘:hed. out with his foot, aﬁd kicked
grat' pilching him forward into the
B ©.  Wharton uttered a cry. He
L cew out his hands to save himself, and
undylc‘nmo'm contact with the hot kettle,
B r"!t skin was blistered. He sprang to
- \oc?l . The two seniors had burst into
(‘h\‘("l‘:l chuckle. But Loder did not
jun‘in lo for long. He had taxed the
Fe patience too far. Wharton
jum‘l: round the hearth-broom, and
1 mle(] it, heavy with dust and soot,
I‘?G( he face of the bully of the Sixth.
LodC:.Ommrorcoodxool\h i spluttered
nnIdI?\ \l:‘as choked and blinded with dust
i 'ls' es. He plunged back in his chair,
B3 "LUI"IL; it over backwards, and leaped
hﬁ;l 18 knees knocked hard on the
© as he did so, and he set the table

dancing, and there
: 1, was a rattle of
::‘mkm‘}’- Carne gave a yell. Malf his

a had swooped o is

swamped overl R 10;540( his cup, and

+Ow! Look out!” he yeiled.

G Groo-hooh 1 '

gn\{lmrton tossed the broom into the

w_:s‘) "‘;‘d sprang towards the door. It

4 u\no L‘”‘“Clly safe for him to remain

aft ‘;.5 udy after that; but Carne was
er him in a flash, and his heavy hand

ch,ecky young cad! Get on with
the tonst!”

“Very \ye“.

Harry \\/Imrtor}_mudo the toast, and he
made it well.  Wingate told him that he
s to fag fo\'t tlhe bullyl of the Sixth
d it was not his way to do' even an
:,r:forc'?d taske badly. Loder was p:-loli
bably 1ooking for an excuse to complain ;
but the toast was made perfectly, and
he could find no cause for grumbling.

«“ Now m:tlm.tho tea!l” he growled

« And be quick about it,” said Carno.
wWe've been waiting long enough.” 3

Wharton put the kettle on the fire, and
stirred the coals. Loder uttered an angry
exclamation.

% Not so much dust, you young fool !”

«T made no dust,” said Harry

#Don’t answer me!”

\Wharton was silent. Ho was trying his
pardest to keep his temper. rouble
with oder might mean trouble with
Wingate, and the junior did not want

that. 5

The kettle boiled, and he made the tea.
TLoder Jooked round for some other task
for him to do. He really required nothing
¢lsc done, but he was not inclined to
allow Harry to escape so cheaply. Harry
Wharton waited. e knew perfectly
well what was in Loder's mind. It was
a case of the wolf and the lamb over
again; the wolf was nover at a loss for
a rcuson to quarrel with the lamb when
the latter was in his power. Wharton
had felt all the time that the two bullies
of the Sixth Form did not intend to
allow him to leave the study iithout
rough usage. 1t was only in case of inter-
ference from Wingate that Loder wished
to havo some excuso for ragging him.

«You can brush up the grate now,”
said Loder, “and don't make a dust.
You'll find a broom in the bottom of the
cupboard.”

‘Very well.” : g

« And don’t answer me in that cheeky
way.” o R

\%hnrlan bit his lip and held his
tongue. He found the hearth-broom in
the cupboard and began to brush up the
grato carefully. Loder uttered a shout.

“Don’t make that dust!”

oY cannot help making a little.”

«Tf you make any at all it will be
the worse for you.”

Wharton looked round at him.

#Shall 1 leaye off brushing the grato?”

“Got-on with it_at once.”
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fnftened upon the junior's shoulder, and
swung him back.*

\\'II\O' you don't!” he said grimly.

3 harton struggled fiercely. He knew
lmt it would go hard with him unless
ho could get away before Loder came to
tho aid of Carne. Loder was gouging
the dust and ashes out of his eyes dnd
nose, and spluttering wildly. But Carne
held fast to the junior, and shouted to
the prefect: :

."(S\Iick, Loder !
will get away !

Loder dashed towards them.
grasp fell upon Harry Wharton, and the
Removito was swung back into the
middle of the study. Loder seized a cane
from the wall.

_“Hold him!” he ground out. “Hold
him faco down over the sofa, and I'll
lather him! By George, I'll make him
wriggle for this!”

Lash, lash!

Harry Wharton, struggling furiously,
shouted as tho cane descended.  His
shout rang out of the study and along tho
Sixth Form passage.

“Ielp! Rescue, Remove! Rescue!”

He hardly hoped that his shout would
reach the ears of his friends. But it did.
Bob Cherry & Co. were already in. the
Sixth Form passage, waiting for_some
soy\md of ragging from within. As Harry
Wharton shouted, the Removites camo
swarming along to Loder’s study, and the
door was flung open.

‘“Rescue, Remove !” yelled Wharton.

“Pile in!” yelled Bob Cherry.

And in a twinkling Loder's study “was
flooded with excited juniors, flourishing
cricket-stumps and yelling like demons.

The young beggar

His

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Remove to the Rescue!

OB CHERRY was first in the
study, brandishing his cricket-

stump in the most reckless way.

The globe on the gas-bracket
crashed down in picces as Bob Cherry’s
weapon came in contact with it, and was
scattered in fragments over the tea-table.
Ono moro sweep of the stump, and tho
tea-things were in the same condition as
the gas-globe.

Toder and Carne veleased Marry
Wharton, in sheer astonishment, as the
juniors rushed in.

. They had, seen somo reckless proceed:
ings on the part of tho Greyfriars
Remove in their time, but never any-

¢ Magnet®’ Library!

thing quite like this before. The rush of
the juniors drove them back across the
study, and Wharton, crimson with rage,
sprang up.

“Come on, you chaps!” he shouted.
“Wreclk the study!”

* Hurrah 17

*Good egg!”

“Pile in!”

“Faith, and well  wreck thim
intirely 1"
“1 guess that’s so! Go it!”?

“IHurrah!” $

Loder glared furiously at the juniors.

“Get out!” ho shrieked, * Ilow dare
you come into my study like this! Get
out! I—I—TI smash you! Get outl”

“Rats1”

“Go and eat coke!”

“Vah!”

Loder brandished the cane, and ran ab
the juniors, hitting out furiously. 'They
yelled and roared as they canght tho
lashes across faces and shoulders. Bub
Loder did not do much execution; he
had no time. Harry Wharton and Bob
Cherry and John Bull fastened upon
him, and he was brought with a crash to
the floor.

“Hold him!” panted ITarry.

“Got him!”

“@Got the cad!”

Carne was making for the door. But
the doorway was blocked with excited
juniors.

Tom Brown and Bulstrode and Bol-
sover seized Carne, and he was whirled
back into the study, and shoved over,
three or four of the Removites sitling
on himr to keep him down.

“Telp!” shrieked Loder.

“Help !” roared Carne. %

“Lock the door!™ said Harry Whar-
ton quickly. ** Wingate will be along n
a minute, when he hears the row, and
we don’t want him in this.”

“J—I say, we can’t defy Wingate, you
know,” muttered Bulstrode.

“ Lock the door !”

Bob Cherry locked the door. Bul-
strode was captain of the Remove, but
it was certainly Harry Wharton who was
giving the orders now. Toder and Carne
were struggling to rise, but they were
pinned down by sheer weight. There
came a sharp rap at the locked door.

“What's the row here?”

Tt was Wingate’s voice. g

“Don't answer !” said Wharton. “We
don’t want to check Wingate, but we're
goi{\g to make these bullying rotters sit
up.”

“[Tear, hear!”
“Loder,” shouted Wingate from tho
passage, ‘‘what's the matter?” "
Loder opened his mouth to roply, but
Micky Desmond jammed a pat of butter
into it, and the Sixth Form bully splut-
tered and stuttered instead of replying.
Ogilvy had a lump of butter ready for
Carne; but Carne was wiser, he did not
open his mouth. The captain of Grey-
friars rapped sharply on the door again.

“What's the row here? Will you
answer me?”’ 3
“Taith, and wc're not going to

answer you, Wingate darling !”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Desmond! Is that Desmond of ile
Remove ?”

“Sure, and I sha'n't tell ye!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Pesmond, open this door at once

“Shut up, Micky, you ass!” muttered
Bob Cherry. ‘“Now, then, we'll give
these cads a bumping, and then shin out
of the window. We don’t want to have
an argument with Wingate in the pas-
sage. Wingate is a good sort, and we
don't want to have to bump him, too.”

The juniors chuckled. They were not
likely to attempt to bump the captain of

1

the school.
Wingato was still knocking at the



Wharton swung roun

d
bully of the Sixth. Lodor staggored

tho hoarth-broom, and jammed it, henvy with dust
back, his face covered with the black oft the broom.

ho spluttered. (See Chapter 3.)

and soot, into the tace of the
‘“Qrorooroo-hoohh!"

door, and calling out o the juniors to
open it; but they prefecred not to k
There was no arguing with_the hea
the Sixth, but they had a right to be as
deaf as they liked ¢

Loder and Carne, powerful seniors as
they were, were powerless in the grasp
of tho juniors. ¥

There were more than a dozen of the
Romovo crowding the study, and they
simply swarmed over the two hapless
Sixth-Formers, and in almost less time
than it takes to relate the whole room
was wrecked. 3

“Hold them!" said Harry Wharton.
“]'va got something to say to them.”

Loder and Carne glared at him.

«1 came hero to fag for you because
Wingate ordered me,” said . Wharton.
“Now, look here, I'm not going to fag
for ecither of you again, orders or no
orders from Wingate. 1 won't set my
foot in this study any moro; and if the
Remove choose to back me up there
won't be any more fagging done for you
at all.”

“ Hlear, hear!”

“Jurrah !

«Down with fagging !

The Remove were certainly keen
cnough about it. Their yells drom'\_c(l
the loud knocking at the door and Win-
gata's angry tones from the passage.

“Good egg!” excluimed Bulstrode.
«The Upper Fourth used to }m fagged
until they struck against it \\"hy
shouldn’t the Remove do the same??

“No more fagging for anybody we
don’t choose, anyway !” said Nugent.

“That's the ticket!”

“ITear, hear!” e

“And Loder and Carne come on that
list, and Walker and Gwynne and Ham-
mersley ! said Harry Wharton. *“No
more fagging for any of them.”

“Bravo !”

“And to begin the campaign, we'll

give thesa rotters a lesson,” went on
Wharton. “I had to come here and fag
for that cad. I made his toast and his
tea, and in return he kicked me into the
grate and burnt my
kettle. Look al these blisters.”

“Shame !"

“The brute!"

“I—I didn’t mean to burn you," nPlut-
tered Loder through the .butter, *I-—
I'm sorry about that—I——" ¢

“T dare say you are,” said Bulstrode.
“And we'll make you sorricr bofore
we've done with you, you howling cad !”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Hear, hear

“Iold the cads!"” said IMarry Whar-
ton. “They're going to have their tea
and their toast, but outside instead of
inside.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Wharton took the plate of toast from
the table, and jammed it over the faces

of the two seniors. Then he took up the
teupot.
“Stop!” shricked Loder. “It's hot!

You'll scald us! You murderous young
villain, put that teapot down! Oh!
Keep off 17

“Keep off !” shricked Carne.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“I'm not going to scald you,” he said.
“It would be no more than you deserve,
but I'm not going to do it. The tea will
be cool enough when T’ve mixed it with
the milk and the jam and the honey.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Wharton made the mixture. ITe made
it in a basin, and added a little soot from
the chimney, and some ashes from the
grate. TLoder and Carne eyed the basin
with the deepest apprehension as Hairy
Wharton brought it close to them.

The juniors held them fast, and they
could hardly wriggle, let alone escape.
The Removites grinned gleefully. They
had suffered much at the bands of Loder

fingers on the

and Carne, but the hour of vengeance
had struck at lnst.

s you younig villuin!
asped Loder fuintly,

Take that
“I-X

Slop !

It came down over Loder's face.
was not hot, only lukewarm; but it was -
nasty. Some of the ingredients might

It

have been tolerable, taken singly; but
together, and applied externally, too,
they were decidedly unpleasant.

“Yoo-oop! QOo-ooch!” 5

Carne eyed the basin wildly. ‘e know
that his turn was coming, and that there
was no cscape for him. Ie twisted his
head to one side, and then to the other,
in a wild attempt to avoid the concoction
as it swooped down. But in vain.

Swish!  Swash!

“‘Groo-ooh !+

“T think the time has come for us {o
retire, gentlemen,” said Bob Cherry,
throwing open the window. “This way !
Follow your leader!™.

He clambered out of the window and
dropped into the Close. Tha grinning
juniors followed him fast, leaving Loder
and Carne sitting gasping on the floor of
the study, gouging the horrible mixture
from their eyes and ears and noses, and
sniffing and snorting and panting, while
Wingate still hammered angrily on the
outside of the door. .

- But within ten minutes Dicky Nugont
appeared to tell the juniors that Wiuinte
wanted them.
. With rueful glances at one another the
Jjuniors went.

Wingate was not alone. Loder and
Carng were in the study, and North was
standing at the window. Wingata was
standing by the fire, leaning upon the
mantelpiece, and his brow was very
storn. It was clear that he had been
thinking out how he should deal wis
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5 3
with his e§eplled {0

cameg

i to help me,” said

mto angry, sullen
id not oven look at
es Wingate’s question
upon the Groyfriars cap-

Vhat had ;
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{.\gg. . Interjected Lo
“Y:] ~yo]n do that, Wharton?”
“Avrs)l,xsl he had kicked me.”

2 And hg hoq taken his time
ould not, help looking, aud
Pish as‘they came
They
4 the table between
the Sixt he stern eyes of

for help, because

‘Wingate

’ he su]ilgld me while Loder caned

th-broom into my
der.

h with the foat, and he tumbled

“But—"

“You've heard what T've decided.

Loder bit his lips. There was no gain-
saying the captamn of Greyfriars. Win-
gate signed to the juniors to come
towards him in turn. Bulstrode started
forward. As captain of the Remove he

‘“We've been up against Loder and
Carno because they are bullies. We've
never declined to fag for you or North
or any decent chap. You can’t say we
have.” :

“That's right enough,” said North,
“You can't_be allowed to pick and
choose,” said Wingate, frowning. * Fags
have to do as they're told.
altogether too much cheek
dependence in the Remove.”

There’s
and in-

“If we're allowed to fag for seniors
we can get on with, we don't grumble,”
said thrlm‘n "Bu': fagging for Loder
is }p‘l‘%fgyl’r ! T won't ever do it again!”
“Or for Carne, either. Or for Walker,
or Gwynne, or Hammenrsley,” said Harry
‘Wharton.

“You'll do as you're told.”
“Not in this case. And if you cane
me now, Wingate—-"" X

“I’m certainly going to.”

“Then it will be the last of fagging for
me or anybody at Greyfuiars!” said
Harry, with a blaze in his cyes. “It's
unjust—"

““What?"”

“It’s unjust. You can cane me if you
like, I suppose, as you're captain of the
school, but you can’t make me fag, and

over 5 1 Vi vi agai 1

Sver o Purbose® said Tioder, * Camne | © U5 st i+ Shonted. Do Cherry
ful push, and l‘ﬁ‘\éy:l'l puesimcrel gl play- | ¢ gime here! I'm on! Hurrah!” %
a .demon.” e’ came for me like “Hurrah!” echeed John Bull. “Same

Quite so0.” said C
Wingate’s bro 1d Carne.
g\‘olgable that the clouded.
ullied Wharton,
at tho facts?
“We
that,” )
you are by
3 \ y &
mllml‘.‘:gn‘“g:’“" btllskmess is to come an
-me, 10 tz o A
own hands, take the law into you

attack seniors, and rag prefects,

-badly treated

would be at an end in the school.”
Wharton was silent. 5 ¢

‘“Therefore, you were in the wrong,
said

58
pm}ishcd by

whatever provocation you had,”
Wingate.  “The- only question
whather you prefer to be pur
me, or punished by the Head."
he juniors started.
“The Head!” repeated Nugent.
“Yes.

you please. s

L Take your choice.”

it,”” muttered Bulstrode.
“Yery well, then I shall cane you!”
“Cane us!” said John Bull,

. “Yes, and severely, too. . Disciplino
is going to be maintained, or T will know

the reason why,” said Wingate grimly
He picked up a cane.

“There were a lot of ‘others, 100,
said Loder. “I remember some of then
—T'ish, and_ Linley,
Leigh, and Russell, and—"

“Never mind them,” said Wingate,

“We have the ringleaders here, and
dor’t want to cane’a

that's enough.

whole Form.

be enough.”
Tlie PoPULAR.—No. 117.

Punishing the leaders will

It was very
the cads of the Sixth had
But how was he to get

needn’t go any further int
he said, after a pause; “but if
senior,

If juniors were ullow;zd bg
and ran
o Sixth Form study when they pleased,
you can sees for yourself that all order

I will take a report of the
maiter-to the Head, and leave it in his
hands, or I will punish you myself, as

e don’t want to drag the Head into

and Bolsover, and
>

here !”

“Don’t make that row in my study,
please!” said Wingate quietly. = “Come
up and take your canings, ind then go
away and think it over. you stick

will be a good -many canings in stcre
for von yet, I imagine.”

“Y don't care!” A .
Wingate smiled grimly, but he did not
reply. He caned each of the juniors in
tum, and a severe caning 1t was. \Win-
gate did not like inflicting punishment,
but he was moved by a sense of duty.
His point of view was very far removed
from that of Harry Wharton & Co.
For the first timo there was something
of anger and bitterness in the breasts of
the juniors towards the captain of the

ool.

They took their punishment quietly.
Not ono of them uttered a sound; only
lips wero tightened, and eyes gleamed.
When it was over they turned towards
the door. Harry Wharton paused, last
of all, with his hand on the handlo of
the door, and looked back at Wingate as
ho Iaid down the cane.

“That’s tho ond of it,” he said. “No
more fagging!” v
And ho closed the deor beforo Wingaie
could reply, and followed his comrades.
Tho other juniors did not speak as
Harry Wharton came up to_them. They
looked at him, however, in a manner
which spoke volumes.

“Ig’s the end!” said Harry Wharton
betwoen his teeth. * We're not going to
fag any more—not for any prefect! I
rely on you chaps—""

" Rats !" growled  Johnny  Bull
“Phere’s no need to say anything about
that. We're finished fagging!”

“Hear, hoar!” said the others. !

That was the resolution. It remained
to bo seen what happened when the first
call for a fag was made.

(Next Friday there will be another
Long Complete Story of Harry Wiharton
& Co., dealing further with their cam-

paign against the prefecets, ceatitled
“Holding Their Own!” By Frank
Richards. Order your copy of the

Poruar carly. Meanwhile, read next
week’s issue of our companion paper,

o | to what you have said, Wharton, there

the Magxser Library, out on Monday.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Divided!

ORNING le were over, and

M Jimmy ver & Co. came out

of the Fourth Form-room at
Rookwood. .

jmmy Silver drove his hands into his

and walked out into the quad-

himself.

t did not joi
Jimmy Silver was looking
Lovell and Raby and
looking equally morose.
Evidently there was trouble in the
family.

Tommy Dodd of the Fourth came over
from the Modern Side with a thoughtful
expression on his rugged face.

That afternoon the Bagshot match was
to be played—a very important match for
the junior footballers of Rookwood—in
fact, greatly transcending in their eyes
the importance of any of the first-eleven
matches played by Bulkeley's team.

Tommy Dodd looked round as he came
into the School House and spotted Lovell
and Raby and Newcome, and bore down
upon them.

““\Where's Silver " ho asked.

“Don’t know !"" said Lovell gruffly.

«Oh, I hear you've been rowing with
him ! remarked Tommy Dodd.

“Oh, rats!”

Tommy Dodd laughed.

“Well, you don't secem very cheerful
about it,” he remarked. * No business of
mine, however-—""

“flas that just occurred to you?"
asked Lovell sarcastically. ¢

“ Bow-wow ! I want to speak to Silver
about the match.”

“Better look for him, then!”

¢ Brr-r-r!” said Tommy Dodd.

And he looked for Jimmy Silver. IHa
found him in the end study, alone, with
a glum expression on his face, staring out

*of the window. Tommy Dodd coughed
as he came in, and Jimmy looked round

- from the window.
“About the match,”

morose.
Newcome were

said Tommy

odd.

“OTain't time yet!”

1 know that. Are we in the team?”
“If I'd made any changes I should

THE TEST OF
FRIENDSHIP!

A Splendid Long Complete School Tale, dealing
with the Adventures of JIMMY SILVER & Co,
of Rookwood.

By OWEN CONQUEST.

havo let you Kknow!™ said
Jimmy rather gruflly, “Of
course you're in the team!"
CTommy Dodd looked ve-
teved. .

0N, all xight! I thought
T'd ask!”

“No need Lo ask that I can
sco! Do you think I should
let that rag tho other day
make any difference in the
foole snapped Jimmy,

“Well, I suppose not.”

“Or the fact that you've
been putting on silly airs?"
added Jimmy., “You can
play tho giddy ox as_much
15 you like, but I shall put you in the
team oll the same, so lopg as you'ro any
good there."”

“We haven't exactly been pulting on
airs,” said Tommy Dodd, colouring.
“Wo haven't spoken to you, I know,
since the other day when we found you
at that low den, the Ship, We're not
exactly gone on pub-haunters on the
Modern side.”

Jimmy Silver's eyes gleamed.

“So you think me a pub-haunter?"” he
exclaimed.

“T don't think—I know !"” said Tommy
Dodd coolly. “Woe found you thero, at
that disreputable den, out of bounds,
talking to a boozy blackguard. You
hadn't any explanation to give us for
being there. We drew our own con-
clusions.”

“Liko your confounded cheek, you
Modern waster !"”

“Oh, draw it mild!” said Tommy
Dodd. “Your own pals have drawn the
same conclasion—I can see that. Most of
tho fellows don't know what you've
quarrelled about, but I can jolly well
guess,  They know you were hanging
about the Ship, and they don’t like it!”

Jimmy Silver was silent. :

“Blessed if T can understand a chap
like you taking up that sort of thing,”
went on Tommy Dodd.  “I should think
you could leave it to Smythe and Towns-
end and that set. It's'a mug's game, at
the best !”

“Any charge for
Jimmy.

““None !"” said Tommy Dodd cheerfully.
“Whilo I'm on the subject, I'll advise
you to chuck it—to give the Ship and
your boozy friends there the go-by. They
won't do you any good, you know. All
those betting cads want is your money—if
you've got any left by this time. Irom
what T hear, you can’t have much left."”

“ And what have you heard ?"

“Well, it's no secret that you've beer:
borrowing money right and left in the
Fourth,” said Tommy Dodd. “You've
borrowed money of Leggoett, too—the cad
who lends money at interest among the
fellows. You ought to have sense enough
to know where this kind of thing leads,
Jimmy Silver.”

““And you ought to have sense enough
to know when a fellow's a blackguard,

sermons?” asked

and when he isn't!” said Jimmy Silver
savagely. ‘“Go and ecat cokoe! Buzz off,
and tako your sermons along with you !

“Took here—"

“Apd when you wani (o sermonise
somebody ngain, {ind somebody on the
Modorn sido—l.oggett, for instance. W
don't have amateur moneylenders on the
Classical side.” 3

Tommy Dodd flushed angrily,

“Leggolt's a cad I he seid.  “ We own
un to that, though he's o Modern. But
a cad who lends money ab interest isn't
much worse than a cad who borrows it."

Jimmy Silver jumped up.

“You cheeky rotter—""

“You Clossical worm——""

“I["yuu’\'o come here for a thick enr

“T'Il tako all you can give me,” said
Tommy Dodd disdainfully.

“Iero goes, then, Modern

The Classical

worm !"

Tramp, teamp, tramp !
and the Modern, locked in an affectivnate
embrace, staggered round the study.

They bumped into the chairs, and sent
them flying ; they crashed upon the table,
and hurled it over in the fender.

Tramp! Crash! Bump! Buang!

Thero was a rush of juniors along tha
Tourth-Form passage to seo the row.
The doorway was soon crammed.

“(o it, Silver!” shouted the Classical
juniors.

“Chuck him out !”

“Snatch the Modern
headed !

“Hallo! What's the row ?”" exclaimed
Lovell, coming along with Raby and
Nowcome. ‘“Modern cad in our study
by Jove! DBoot him out!” R

Threo pairs of hands were laid upon
Tommy Dodd, and he was dragged away
from*Jimmy Silver by main force,

“Loggo ! shrieked Tommy Dodd.

“Teave him to me!” roared Jimmy
Silver. X

“Rats !"

The Co. swung Tommy Dodd ﬂu‘ougl\
tho doorway,. and there was a wild
scrambling of the juniors to get out of
the way. Hooker roared as Tommy
Dodd bumped into him and knocked him
over, and Oswald gave a yell as one of
Tommy's flying elbows was planted on
hls: nog](ls._l' B

‘Roll. him along !” roared Lovell,

::Yn. ha, ha !'}l ;

ow-ow-yoop !” spluttered Tomms
Dodd, as he was bundled bodily ulongun_rll\':\
passage, and rolled down the stairs.

The Co. returned to the end study
triumphantly, They found Jiramy Silver
dusting his clothes.

“We've chucked him out !” said Lovel

“You needn’t have troubled,” sii
Jimmy Silver coolly. “I could handie
him, or any other Modern cad.”

:: }I‘fht'lmt :l {ﬂl ygur thanks—"

at's all, i m
Yo G and quite enough!
“Cheese it, you duffers!” said Rab;
Tiz Poruian.—No, 115,
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jously. ““Look here, Jimmy—look
ﬂtx‘;,mlls.gvell—we've had enough of this.
What’s the good of being at loggerheads.
The study ain’t fit to live in now. Chuck
b1

iI'm willing,” said Jimmy Silver. “I
hnvéﬂ qumgﬂzd.wiih you fellows. You
bave quarrelled with me.” ;

“I'm willing enough, if Jimmy Silver
chucks up Pubdmuntmg,” said Lovell.
“T ber that.” ;

“You silly ass|” shouted Jimmy.

#You boozy bounder!” retorted
Lovell. -
“Oh, come away!” said Newcome,

dragging Lovell out of the study. Raby
g‘lmced uneasily at Jimmy, and followed
on,

Jimmy Silver shrugged his shoulders,
but his face was dark when they were
gone. Tho rift in the luto was not easily
mended; but Jimmy Silyer felt the
estrangement from his old chums keenly.
J muffler on over his football clobber,

as the juniors were gathering on
Little Side for the match. Ho came out
alone, with a wrinkled brow. Keen foot-
baller as Jimmy was, he had other
weighty matters on his mind than the
Bagshot match.

He had been misunderstood and mis-
judged by 'his chums; but. it was in-
evitable, and he did not see how it was
1o be cleared up. He could not tell them
{hat the bounder he had met at the Ship
Ynn was his reprobate uncle, John Silver
—he had to keep that seccret, for his
uncle’s safoty. He wondered a little
bitterly what they would think if théy
knew that his uncle was under suspicion
of embezzlement, and was hiding from
‘tho police.

Certainly he could not tell them. He
had to let matters take their course. But
it was bitter enough to him.

Leggett of the Fourth stopped him as
he was on his way to the football-ground.
The Modern junior grinned as he noted
{ha expression of distaste that came over
Jimmy Silver’s face at the sight of him.
Leggett was not popular, even on his own
gide of the school—his was not a pleasant
nature.

“Can’t
brusquely.

“Tho week's up!” said Leggett.

“What?” 5 3

“VYou haven't forgoiten?” smiled
feggett. “I lent you nine quids, nearly
pll I had in the Post-Officc Savings-
Bank, last week. ~You wero going to
pay me ten in a week’s time. Well, the
week’s up. Whero'’s the tin?”

Jimmy was silent.’

“You signed a little paper,” pursued
Leggett agreeably. “I've got it all
ready for you as soon as you hand over
the money.”

“I hayen't got
growled Jimmy. -

Leggett’s face hardened.

“A promise is a promise,” he ro-

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Called Away !
IMMY SILVER came out of the
School House, with his coat and

stop now,” said Jimmy

the money yet,”

marked. “I trusted you becauso I
thought you were square, Jimmy
Silver.”

“Do you mean to say that I'm not
gquare?”’ burst out Jimmy Silver
eavagely.

Leggeott started back a pace.

“Keep your wool on!” he said. “I
want my money; that’s all. You didn't
rxpect me to give it to you, I suppose?”’

“MPime’s not up till to-night,” said
Jimmy Silver. [ hoped something
would turn up, but it hasn’t. But your
money’s safe, you Shylock. I'm going
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to sell my bike to raise it, unless some-
thing turns up in time.”
“You won't get ten
bike,” said Leggott,
::i[}t cost ﬁ(tedcn."u
Buying and selling ain’t the sam
thing. T take it 9& your hands Io‘li
five x,d,s, if you like, tho other five
in_cash,
"]‘linliny Sil%er's Ilip curled.
’ll consider that if 1 don’
better offer,” he said. "Cnrf’bgi'zo;
noxl ;dﬂlllt_:m's the footer.”
nd Jimmy Silver strod v
Lh%lfoolbull» ¥o]und. & oyfopans
o rest of the junior footballers w
there, but the Bagshot team had not ;2:
arrived. Tommy Dodd & Co. were
punting o ball about to keep themselves
warm. Lovell and Raby and Newcome
stood in a gloomy group. Dick Oswald
came towards Jimmy at oncoe to speak
to him. Oswald looked concerned,
“Sorry to sco this state of affairs,”
he remarked, with a nod towards the
gloomy Co, suppose it's all about
nothing 7"
.Ilmn)y shrugged his shoulders.
uSorL of misunderstanding,” he said.
Nothing a fellow could do?”
‘ Nothing, thanks!”
Oswald hesitated a moment.
“You don't mind if I—mention—

quids for your

sopmﬂ:ini;—somc(hing Tve heard?” he
said slowly.

““%l}:, pi'lu in!”

ere’s a_ sort of rumour goin

round. Nobody seems to know lxgw 5
started. I'm sure your pals haven't said
anything; but——""

“Well, what's the rumour?”
Jimmy, with a bitter smile.

“That you have been playing the
giddy ox—something like Smythe of the
Shell, only more so,” said Oswald
frankly. “I thought I'd mention it to
you s?”(hat you can knock it on the head
—Sce

“Thanks !"

“Of course, it isn’t true?”

“Of course it isn’t!”’ assented Jimmy.

“I knew it wasn’t,” said Oswald. “I
knew you'd never go near a low den like
the Ship. That’s what’s been said.”

Jimmy bit his lip.

“And I'll jolly well speak plainly if
I hear a fellow say it again, now you’'ve
told me there’s nothing in it!” ‘added
Oswald.

“Hold on,” said Jimmy quietly. “I
haven’t denied going to the Ship. I've
denied playing the giddy ox!™

Oswald stared at him.

“But—but you haven’t been there?”
he exclaimed.

. “I don’t want lo say anything about
it,” said Jimmy. *“After all, it's my
business.”

“T supposa it is. Sorry I spoke!” said
Oswald, colouring.

“Not at all!”
savcastically.

He could not deny what was tho truth;
that was not at all in Jimmy Silver’s
line. But his admission that he had been
to the Ship had made tho inevitable im-
pression upon Dick Oswald’s mind. He
drew the same conclusions that the Co.
had drawn; it could not be helped.

Jimmy Silver turned away moodily.

So the story was getting out—that was
only to bo expected. The three Tommics
and his own pals knew of that visit to
the Ship. They would not have given
him away—he knew that. But incauti-
ous words had doubtless been overheard
—and Leggett, of whom he had borrowed
a large sum of money, had suspected,
and had uttered his suspicions.

It had been inevitable that the rumour
should get out in the long run. Jimmy
Silver was a prominent figure in the

asked

said Jimmy rather

Lower School at Rookwoad.
Townsend, or Topham, or Smythe of

More Stories of Harry Wharton & Co. in the ** Magnet’’' Library.!

tho Shell could play the “giddy ox”
without any great regard being paid to
their doings. But Jimmy Silver, junior
captain of football, chief of the Fistica
Four, and a leader in most things, was
quite different. Any departure from the
normal on his part was sure to attract
attention. It was the penalty of popu-
larity and celebrity. 4 ¥

1t was all tho worse for Jimmy Silver
in that his friends _were all nmonf_ the
best fellows—tho fellows who wero likely
to bo most ““down ” on shady exploits
such as the “Giddy Goats” of Rook-
wood indulged in. 2

It was a now experienco to Jimmy
Silver to be under a cloud in this way,
and ho certainly did net like it.

Ho had risked it to help his nc’er-do-
well uncle, in whose innocence he firmly
believed. = His only comfort was that
with the money he had_taken to him
John Silver had been ablo to escape to
safety, and was no longer in the neigh-
bmlrflood of Rookwood School. 5

Jimmy waited restlessly for tho arrival
of tho Bagshot footballers. A lad in
uniform was scen making his way down
to the football-ground from the direction
of the house. ﬁln had a telegram in his
hand.

“Master Silver here?” ho asked, as
he came up to the group of juniors.

“Here !” said Jimmy.

The lad handed him the telegram.

“Thank you!” said Jimmy heavily.
Somehow or other tho sight of that
lologmm had given him an oppressed
feeling. 1

Who could be telegraphing to him?

His uncle, perhaps, from somo sea-
port, to announce that he had departed
safely owing to the help Jimmy _Silver
had given? It was possible; but Jimmy's
heart was heavy as he drew apart from
the juniors and opened the telegram.

There was a rattle of wheels and a buzz
of voices at the gates. Tho brake from
Bagshot School had arrived.

“Here they come!”’ called out Tovell,

Jimmy Silver did not heed.

He was reading the telegram—devour-
ing it, with startled eyes and with palo
cheeks. It was from his uncle, and it
ran:

“Come and seo me to-day. ‘I'%il)()l-lql\t.
NCLE.™

Thére was nothing in that message to
oxcito suspicion if it had been seen by
a master or prefect of Rookwood. But
to Jimmy Silver it brought consterna-
tion.

His uncle had not gono! 5

His sacrifico had been madq in vain.
Ho had borrowed money right and left,
and ho had incurred a debt to Leggett
which it would tax all his resources to
clear. And it was all for nothing. John
Silver had not gone.

Jimmy stood with the telegram in his
hand, staring dazedly at_it.  His uncla
was still at tho Ship, evidently, since ho
gave no other address. He wanted to seo
him—to explain, perhaps, why he had
not gono; dmlb!{oss to ask him for
further help—help that Jimmy could not
give. He must go!

“They're here, Jimmy 17

It was Lovell’s voice.  He shook
Jimmy Silver by the shoulder, and
Jimmy started out of his gloomy reverie,

Ho looked confusedly at Lovell.

“What—who's here ?”

“The Bagshot chaps; they’re ready.”

«Oh1”

Jimmy had forgotten the football
match. The teams were ready, waiting
for the Rookwood skipper. And hia
uncle had wired him to come! X

Ho had to see his uncle—to know why
ho had not gone—to know what he

intended to do. With that weight on
/Continued on page 9.)



SICK.-ROOM
SNAPSHOTS!

By the MATRON.

MONDAY.—W. G. Buuter admitted to
the sanatorinm, suffering from a blow on
the head. Ordered him to bed, and gave
him some nice hot gruel. Temperature

I JAY.—Great alarm at Bunter's
condition. He complains that his brain
foels as heavy as a good-sized cocoanut
1 fear concussion of the brain—if an
"Temperature, 100.

WEDNESDAY.—The boy Bunter was
intervicwed by his four sub-editors.

vidently the oxcitement has proved
altogether too much for him, for his
temperature this evening was 102. What
a bad, brutal boy Bolsover was ta throw
that boot!

THURSDAY.—Bunter complained
bitterly of lack of nourishment, but
found the remains of a_boiled currant
pudding in his locker. No wonder ho is
jllt  His temperature is now 103, and I
am soriously thinking of summoning a
specialist.

FRIDAY.—Buntei's temperature still
soaring. I feel certain the wretched boy
will waste away to a shadow. It is my
beliof that Bolsdver's cruel blow has
caused o softening of the brain.

SATURDAY.—Entered the sanatorium
unexpectedly, and caught Bunter in the
act of holding the thermometer over the
fire. No wonder his temperature has
been so high during tho past few days!
Ho has been deceiving mo all the time.
By way of punishment I shall increase
Bunter's allowance of gruel!

1 had no sooner got rid of Bunter when
Dicky Nugent, of the Second Form, came
groaning_to the door with his face the
colour of yellow paper and his hands
embracing the region of his waistcoat. T
took him to one.of the beds, then went
for the thermometer. When I came back
he was gone, but in his place, sitting on
the bed, were threo white mice. 1 am
not a coward, as a rule, but the sight of
thoso mice sent cold shivers down my
back. Five minutes later, when
returned to the room, those pests were
gone, and it was safe to enter. Of
Nugent there was no trace, so evidently
he had taken the opportunity of making
himself scarce. Now I know why he held
his waistcoat like  that as he came in.
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By .
BILLY BUNTER,

My deer Reeders,—1've got a trajjlek tail
of whoa to rellate to you this week.

For sum days I have been in the sanny,
groning on a bed of aggerny !

It was that broot Dolsover majer what
K 1it. The other nite, wile T was laying
1 the lor in the Remove dorm about
in things, he through a boot at my
ad, and T was karrled to the sannny, and
und to be suffering from konkushuu.

I was rather afrade brane-fever woyld set

in, but the dockter says that Is Kkwite
impossibul !
Don't imajine, deer reeders, that my

trubbles were over when I reeched the sanny.
They had only just begun!

Thelr was a Kid in the neckst bed suffer-
Ing from hooping-Kofl, and I promptly went
and cort it, too!

Anuther chapp in the room had flew, nnd,
in a spirrit of jennyrossity, he went und
passed it on to me. I shouldn't be serprized
if newmonia sets in!

It isn’t all milk and vittels, as the saylng
goes, when you're in tho sanny. My cheof
bone of kontenshun Is the diet. Thin grool
three times a day! Groo!

I konsidder that when a fello is in the
sauny he should have a substanshul diet of
roast duck and green peaze, with plenty of
boyled poodings. He would then be able
to 40-fy himself against all forms of dizzease
—eggsept eating dinbetiss!

I have interviewed my four fat subbs at
varyus tlmes wilst in bed, and they have
smuggelled sum nurrishing food into the
sauny for my bennyfit. It it wasn't for this,
I should have waisted away to a skellington
by this time threw lack of nurrishment, and
you'd have Mr. Frank Richards writing
anuther story like ** Thin Bunter!"

Deer reeders, I trussed you will think of
me in tho mist of my aggerny. My brane
is in a fogg, and if I Kontinew to let off
vaper I shall kollapse!

The matron had just been in with my
grool. She didn’t notiss a roiy-poly pooding
nessling underneeth my pillo?

When I am fit and well agane T shall soo
Bolsover majer for dammidges. It duzzent
matter if he says he hasn't got a soo. I
shall 800 him! \

I hope all my reeders are still alive, as
it leeves me at prezzent—only just!

Yores in grate pane,

B

-

-

DOWN WITH |
FAGGING!

Skoolboys Nevver Shall Be Slaves |
By SAMMY BUNTER.

1 am fed up to the neck, deer reeders
this weak. X
My majer being in the sanuy, having hag
a hoot buzzed at his napper by Bolsover
majer, I'vo had to tackel most of the
cdditorinl work myself, and I have Leen
prevvented from nlu\ug it thurroughly.

Why?

Simply bekawse of this fagging noosance !

When I'm not fagging for Wingate, I'm
fagging for Loder! When I'm not fagglug
for cither of them, I'm fagging for Gywnne;
and sumtimes I'm fagging for all 5!

Think of it! Me, a little jentleman, what
has nevyer been used to soyling my hands,
having to wash up plaits and sorcers and
other crox! Me, what has nlways been well
bread, having to make toast for upatarts
in the 6th! A crool injustiss, that's what
I call'lt!

O, it's Sammy this, and Sammy that, ang
it's Summy, lay the tea! And It's Sammy,
skrubb my studdy flore, or pay the pennnltl)'!
You no, it reelly makes me feel as it I'm
doing tlme, and in my Indiggnashun I g
bersting Into rime!

Fagglng wood be quite all rite it only a
fag was trected propperly. To my m]‘ud
he ought to be pade a hansom sum of
munney each weak, besides getting.n bonys,
and a speshul dole from the Guvvermeut:
The Guvverment has ‘;lvven doles to every.
boddy, cggsept Joroallsts and tags, and {t
duzzent seem fare!

Fansy a yung fello of berth and refige.
ment—like me—having to skrubb flores, beet
karpets, lite fires, wake. prefex up every
nourning, and bring them hot water, so that
they can wash thelr nex!

I think it's a jolly shame that sucl A
state of affares should eggsist, and I meen
to call a meeting of fags, with a view to
getting  fagging abbolikated (good word,
that!). % >

It only the kids will stand together, sholder
to sholder, under my leedershipp, I fee]
sortalu we shall be suxseasful. And when
that happy day dorns, deer reeders, I ahall
be able to devvote my soul attenshun to
the responsibul task of subb-edditting my
majer's ** Weekly."”

Or corse, we have a sturn fite Hefore us,
and 1 do not antissipate that the prefex will
give in without a struggel. But so long as
all the felloes in the Sekkond and Third
acknollidge my leedership, and rally under
my banner, I have no dout we shall come
threw - our grate kampagune with flyine
cullers!
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(Captain of
Rookwood),
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Some people seem to imagine that it’s
» mighty fine thing to bo the skipper of
a public school. <

“It's jolly nice,” they say,.* to be able
{o boss the show—to say to one fellow,
‘Come!’ and he comes, and to another,
*Go!’ and he goes. ‘It’s nice to be
waited on hand and foot by fags—in
fact, it’s the laziest and happiest life
under the sun!”

I wish theso good J)eople would step
into my shoes for a day or two. They
would then see that the life of a public.
school ‘skipper is anything but a bed of
roses. - ' . 3

To begin with, one carries on one’s
houlders a tr d t of re-
sponsibility. If anything goes wrong at
Rookwood—if some duffer goes and
preaks his neck, or tumbles into the
river,” or gets run over by a motor-
lorry—the authorities say: *Where was
Bulkeley at the time? ~Why didn’t he
prevent the calamity 2"

If tho school first eleven happens to
do well at cricket, one is a hero. The
skipper, bearing his blushing honours
thick. upon him, is tossed about on
people’s shoulders until he reaches the
pavilion. )

1f, on the other hand, the school fares
badly, the poor old skipper has to spend
the best part of the afternoon dodging
missiles ! :

Then tako the fagging. i

It’s certainly very nice to be waited
on hand and foot; but none of the Rook-
wood fags seem to know their jobs. A
more destructive set of pests I never yet
camo across. My crockery bill for this
term alone amounts to over ten quid!

When will the little brats learn how
to light fires without setting the study

carpet in flames? When will they learn
how to carry a pilo of crockeryware
across the study without -dropping the
lot? And when—oh, when will they
stop making hunks of toast as hard as
rickbats ?

Another thing that adds years to a
skipper’s life is the incessant demand for
late passes.

All day long there is a queue outside
my study door clamouring for permission
to go to the cinema or the theatre or
the skating-rink or the barber’s or the
dentist’s. Jt's perfectly awful!

As for me, 1 seldom get a chance to
go out of gates. T’ve got my hands full
at Rookwood. If any superfluous hair
asserts itself on my upper lip I can’t have
it shaved off professionally. I have to
perform the tricky operation in my own
study.

Personally, T consider that the skipper
of a public school should receive an
income of five hundred a year, and be
given a baronetcy and a country mansion
on leaving school.

I\Vhy don’t I resign? you will probabiy
ask.

Because, if T did, the captaincy of
Rookwood might pass into the hands of
a cad like Carthew, and then the school
would go to the bow-wows.

Come what may, Rookwood must be
saved from that sorry fate!

(With all respeck to Bulkeley, I kon-
sidder he is torking out of the back of
his neck. If he is fed up with his jobb,
I beg to send him my condiments and
to say that I shall be willing to take
it off his sholders. As skipper of Rook-
wood I should be a hooge suxxess. Not
4 !—TusBYy MUFFIN.)

FIGGY'!

By FATTY WYNN.

FATTY!

By GEORGE FIGGINS.

Who routs me out at half-past six,
By means of prods and biffs and kicks?
Who lams my hide with hockey-sticks ?

3 Why, Figgy !

Who says that I’'m a rolling tub,

And makes me keep away from grub

Before a match? (Ay, there’s the rub!)
Why, Figgy!

Who nurses the absurd belief

That he's a sort of Great White Chief?

And yet who often comes to grief?
Why, Figgy!

Who. calls me “Chump !’ and “Silly
ass 1?

Yet frequently forgets, alas?!
That he belongs to that same class?
Why, Figgy!

But who, in spite of all his whinis,
\His curious fads, his scraggy limbs,
“gtraight ”” as any at St. Jim's?

y, Figgy!.
TsE PoruLaR.—No. 117.

Who snores in foghorn style all night,

And gives the natives quite a fright?

Who needs my boot to set things right?
Why, Fatty!

Who sits and stuffs and stuffs and stuffs

Himself with cakes and tarts and puffs,

And pays no heed to our “ Enoughs!” ?
Why, Fatty !

Who turns the scale at fourteen stono
(Thirteen of flesh and one of bone)?
Whose weight makes chairs and couches

groan ?
Why, Fatty!

Who plays a sparkling game in goal ?

Who knows the way to bat nndgbowl

With skill and cunning, ’pon my soul ?
Why, Fatty !

Who, though he loves to sit and gorge,

Will quite a famous future forge,

Thanks to the care of Brother George?
. Why, Fatty !

BILLY BUNTER’S WEEKLY.

THE SORROWS OF A SKIPPER!

By GEORGE BULKELEY

Hints on
Swimming !

)

By TUBBY MUFFIN.

Every fdllo, from the time when he
first* washes his neck, is filled with the
ambishun to become a grate swimmer
liko me and Kaptin Webb and Jabez
Wolf.

Every boy worlh his salt wishes to
samplo the salt water, and to plow threw
tho waves as kwickly as if ho was on
torror firmer.

As one who has alreddy swum the
Channel and the Niaggerer Falls, I feel
that T am kwallified to set 4th a few
hints for tho bennyfit of the reeders of
“Billy Bunter’s Weekly.”

So hear goes!

Brest Stroke.

This is the most kommon stroko “em-
ployed in swimming. It was invented
by the froggs, and, although it's not a
bad way of gotting along, it’s panefully
slow! You lie flat on yore brest, and
kick out with yore arms, shooting oul
the leggs at the same time. You will
be able to do this for kwite a long timo
without getting tired, but this mcthod
is no good for winning races,

Sighed Stroke.

This is a very poplar method of
progress, and it makes kwite a big
splash. You lie on yore sighed in the
water, and shoot out one arm and one
legg alternattly. Yore boddy will cut
the water like a mife, and you will be
able to attane to a high tern of speed.

Swimming on the Back.

This is a very lazy method of geiling
threw the water, and I karnt rekommend
it. Tho grate drorback is that you
karnt seo wear you are going, and you
mito easily run into a wail or a shark.
And that woodn’t be very plezzant, wood
it?

Muffin Stroke.

This, of corse, is the best stroke of all.
I done the Channel and the Niaggerer
Falls by this method. You shoot out
both arms at wunce, at the same time
blowing bubbles with yore mouth. 1
wish I was an artist, and then I wood
dror a diagram showing you eggsactly
what I meen.

The Muffin stroke was, as you may
guess, invented by me, and it has
becomo_the most fashunable stroke of
moddern times, Everyboddy’s doing it!

By the way, you should always par-
take of a harty meel on coming out of
the water, but not before going in—or
you mite not come out at all } .
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BILLY BUNTER'S BUST-UP!

OOR old Prout, the master of the Fifth,
was looking as if he “carried all the
cares of this world and the next on
his shoulders. .

You sce, the Head was away in London,
and Prout was head cook and bottle-washer
for the time being.

And a Tragedy had happened. I've asked
ihe compositor to print it with a mﬁvll:\l
“T," because it really was an appalling

Tragedy.

Mrs. Mimble, the tuckshop dame, had been
called away to visit a Arck relative, and
there was nobody to preside over the school
tuckshop.

Prout felt go worried about the matter that
he summoned a general assembly in Big Hall.
In a few muddled, stammering sentences
he explained the situation, and concluded by
eaying:

“In the circumstances, my boys, I think I
had hetter ¢lose down the school shop until
Mra. Mimble retur

At this there was such a bellow of protest
from three hundred throats that Prout
turned quite pale.

“Dear me!” he gasped. “Am I to under-
stand that you object to this arrangement?”

here was another bellow, louder than
before.
*Keep the t
Hear, hear

“Carried unanimously

Prout turned to Quelchy, who stood next
to him on the raised platform.

“You hear them, Quelch?’” he said. “Some-
thing like a riot will occur unless I humour
them. What had I better dot”

“1 suggest that you control the school shop
yourself, Prout,” said Quelchy drily.

“Pray do not be s ic, air! Tt would
be beneath my dignity to dispense dough-
nuts and jam-tarts to a clamouring crowd
of customers. Besides, I have my dutles to
attend to. A man who is left in charge of
a big public school cannot fool away his time
behind a counter!”

Quelchy's lips twitched a little. Per
he was conjuring up visions of Prout
in an apron, bustling about in the tucks 3

“Your best plal he said, “is to wire to
Dr, Locke for ad 5

kshop going!"”

el

ce.
d Prout.

He dism the school, and then des-
patched the following telegram:

“Locke, Hotel
Mimble called awa
Please advis

“Excellent!” sai

ic, London.
deputy availa

A couple of hours elapsed before a reply
came.

The tuckshop was temporarily cl
a hungry, bustling crowd of juniors
surged round the door.

Then up came Prout with a telegram flut-
tering in his hand.

“My boys,”” he announced, “I have just
received communication from your head-
master. It is a most extraordinary mes-
gage, and it would appear that Dr.- Locke
has—er—suddenly become bereft of his
sens His telegram is worded as follows:

sed, and
and fags

“Wire received. Place Bunter in sole charge
of school shop pending Mrs. Mimble's return.
—Locke.”

. There was a general gasp of amazement,
and a whoop of delight from Billy Bunter,
“The Head knows his business!” said the
fat junior, with a smirk. *“He couldn’t have
chosen nfbctter man. Shall I start right

, sirg”

One moment, Bunter!” said Mr. Prout.
«1 am reluctant to let you take charge of
the shop until you have proved to me that
ou are capable of selling the goods and
inklng the money!”

“Qh, I can take the money all right, sir!”
said Bunter confidently.

“Now, I will just make a note of the
amount,_of stock there is in the shop, and at
eight o'clock this evening you will close the
u%ubllahmeuty. and render me a satisfactory
account of the money you have taken. Do
you understand, Bunter?”

“Qertalnly, sir!”

Prout unlocked the door of the shop. Then
ho went inside and took a complete inven-
tory of the stock. This was a fairly simple
job, and occupled about ten minutes. And

By PETER TODD.
then Billy Bunter was told to
the good work.
hind  the

0 abead with
He took up his position be-
counter, and the hungry and

hilarious crowd took the tuckshop by storm.
“A dozen jam-tar

, please!”

“Glass of peppermint cordial, please!™

“Veal-and-ham ple this way !

The din in the tuckshop was, as Inky
rightly remarked, “terrifle.”

“The silence is so intense,” sald Skinner,
stopping his ears, “that you could hear an
acid_drop!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter got busy behind his counter.

The fat junior was ju his element.

Here was a jl“b after bis own heart, and
he blessed.the Head for having selected him
to deputise for Mrs. Mimble. o

We felt sure that there must have been
some mistake. Still, ours not to reason why.
We were hungry; and what did it matter
who served us, 0 long as we got what we
wanted?

Billy Bunter did a roaring trade. But he
was a very clumsy shopkecper. Bulstrode's
peppermint cordial was splashed over his face,
and Ogilvy's jam-tarts shot out of the bag
and were trampled underfoot.

Bolsover major was howling for his change;
Snoop was saying that Bunter had charged
him a tanner too much; and Fisher T. ¥ish
“guessed ” and “calculated ' that things
would be In & merry muddle by the evenlng.
As a matter of fact, they were in a muddle
already. <

Bunter was businesslike in one respect. IHe
didn’t talk while he served. He couldn't;
an enormous lump of toffee repoeed In his
mouth, giving him the appearance of a fellow
who has chronic toothache.

The fat junior must bave taken at least
fiteen bob in as many minutes, And then
the dinner-goug sounded, and we stampeded
out of the shop.

Billy Buater didn't budge. For once in a
way, there was no need for him to answer
the welcome summons. What could be better,
he reflected, than to be left alone in the
tuckshop, with grub to the right of him,
grub to the left of him, grub before and
behind him, and grub all round him? He was
in a palace of plenty—a land flowing with
milk and honey.

Moreover, he

was free from afternoon

lessons. For the time being, at any rate,
he was the sole proprictor of the school
tuckshop. P

He was about to start operations on a dish
of pastries when Prout walked in. $

“Ah! I am glad to see you at your post,
Bunter!” said the master of the Filth, *If
you are anxious to get to your dinner, you
may close the shop for half an hour.”

'l'l'rhut's all right, sir!” sald Bunter cheer-
ully.

“Now, let -us transact a little business. I
require one ounce of extra strong pepper-
mints.”

“Yessir! Certalnly, sir! These are the
goods!”” said Bunter, weighing out the neces-
sary ounce. “They're hot stuff, sir. That'll
be sixpence.”

Prout glanced at the price-list, and saw
that the charge was correct.

“8plendid!” he¢ murmured. “You appear
to have got thoroughly into the swing of
the business, Bunter!”

Prout popped the peppermints into his
pocket and quitted the shop.

“Jolly luck{ he came in before I started
feeding !’ muttered Billy Bunter. “He won't
worry me again now. He's satisfied that
I'm the right man in the right place. I can
go right ahead now!”

And Bunter did. He went ahead with such
sweeping effect that when we swarmed down
to the tuckshop half an hour later we found
the door locked,-and the following announce-
ment pinned thereon:

“SOLD OUT!
NO MORE BIZZINESS WILL BE TRAN-
SACKTED TO-DAY!
BY ORDER.”

In vain we rapped on the door and de-
manded admission.

Wae knew that Billy Bunter was inside, and
weo threatened him with all gorts of pains

and penalties if he refused to open the door.

Threats haviog f.\g{cd. dw‘cnglncd entreaties,
ere Wi ng doing.

lm’l" u::htztck:h“: “x‘:';unlgﬂl glosed.. and the tem-

3 proprretor remained _mgldc. And

many good things werc inside Bunter!

We continued to clamour for admission
until the bell rang for afternoon lessons,
en we up.
T‘:ﬂ‘(t‘:Lluﬂz:sn‘vepngmn swarmed down to
the tuckshop. Deep and direful groans, as of
a spirit in anguish, came from within.

We were debating whether to force the
door open, when Prout came striding on the
scene. He glanced at the quaint notice on
the door, and frowned.

“punter!” he thundered.

“Yow! Help! Save me!

I'm dying by

a, hal” :
nh (In; door at once, you ridiculous

heard Bunter lurch and stumnble across
the floor of the shop. “Then the key turncg
in the lock, and the door was opened,

A remarkable scene was revealed.

Empty dishes werd scattered along the
counter.  Empty biscuit ting lay about the
floor. Empty sweet-bottles were ranged jn
a row on the shelf.

And Bunter? ot

We felt really sorry for the prize porpoise
ab that moment. For his complexion was g
slekly yellow, and he was writhing in agony,

*Bunter!” Iaimed Prout, in ast
ment. * What—what does this mean? Thes
the stock Is exhausted!” b

“And so's Bunter!" murmured Skinner, ag
the fut junlor sank on to the floor,

“Ha, ha, bha!" 4
Phere was over seven pounds' worth of
stock in this shop,” said Prout grimiy,
“That being the case, there should be seven
pounds in the till. I wilt investigate!™

And he did, with the result that he foung
Just over Nifteen bob!

“You are a depraved, greedy, gluttonous
boy, Bunter!” said Prout, after a long and
pufnful pause.  “You have cousumed the
greater part of the stock. I shall take steps
to recover the money from your father, and
you shall be reported to Dr. Locke ou hiy
return. This is outrageous! I—"

At that moment, who should come on the
scene but the Head himself.

“Bless my soul!” he c)ﬂcu‘\tcd. “What
{s the menning of this, Proul? — What jg
Bunter doing here in this condition?

“He has been managing the shop, sir, iy

accordance with your instructions!” sajg
Prout, rather bitterly.

“My instructions!” gasped the Head
blankly. “I—I do not understand!”

“You sent me a telegram, sir, to the effeet;
that Bunter was to have sole charge of the
shop in Mrs, Mimble's absence.”

“Most certainly I did not!”

“But here is your wire!” said Prout, hang-
ing it over.

The Head glaneed at the flimsy sheet of

nplclr; then the light of understanding came
0 him,

“There has been an error on the part of
gome Incompetent post-ofiice scrvant,” ho
said.  “The name T transmitted way
* Hunter,' and it has been wrongly construcd,
I intended that Mr. Hunter, of the Elysian
Cafe, Courtfield, should come and take charge
of g;ls‘"ahop for the time being!l”

“Oh!

“It was absurd of you, Prout, to think
that I should ever entrust a boy like Bunter
with the management of the shop! I can
see clearly that he has been overeating, and
making himself ill. Wretched boy! Go at
once to the matron. I will inquire fully into
this muatter, and will deal with you later !

The upshot of it was that Billy Bunter
received a public flogging next morning, and
the Head told him that he had come within
nnpncc ol( bi:xingu;' s:mlhed."

oor old Bunter! He had suffered agonies
both internally and externally—for
didn't spare the rod, % e lluq

Still, our prize porpoise admitted to us
afterwards that he had had the biggest and
Il:c“ feed l;:r hlzollral, nndutlhn:,l if only he had

nown where draw the line, evel
would have been all right. - SYEyRing

But that's the worst of Bunter. Once he
starts operations in the eating line, there's
no stopping him! -
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BILLY BUNTER’S WEEKLY.

MPANY MEETING!

The Greyfriars Pork-Pie, Sausage-Roll, and Ham-Sandwich

Corporation,

Tle annual meeting of this flourlshing con-
sern was held in the Rag on Wednesday after-
noon, all the directors and shareholders being
in attendance.

Mr. Fisher Tarleton Fish,
was grected with cheers, jeers,
old boots on rising to present the
report.

“Gentlemen—and Skinner, Stott, and Bol-
sover,” began the chairman, “I guess it's a
real pleasure to me to get up on my hind
legs and spout.out the annual report of this
hyer flourishing business.

“The Greyfriars Pork-Pie, Savsage-Roll, and
Ham-Sandwich  Corporation was  formed
exactly a year ago, for the purpose of feed-
ing hungry mouths when the tuckshop hap-
pened to be sold out.

“We kicked off with one chairman—myself—
one director—myself—one sharchiolder—my-
self—one pastrycook—myself—and one pork-

the chairman,
loots, and
annual

Ple===
“Yourself?” queried Skinner.

“Ha, ba, ha!”

ugilence, you jays! I sorter guess and
calculate that from acorns oak-trees grow,
and we now have a Board of Directors and
umpteen shareholders.”

A Voice: “Where are the year
Hand ‘em over, Fishy, you Shylock

The Chairman: “Dry up, you nolsy galoots!
Now, listen hyer! The number of pork-p!
sold during the past year amounts to 38.650;
that's an average of ten per day. Of this
number, Billy Bunter has purchased 8,000,
and the odd 0650 have been snaffled up by
others.”

A Voice: “The profits!  What ubout the
profits? Cut the cackle, Tishy, and come to
the hosses!”

The Chairman: “I regret to state, gents,
that Billy Bunter omitted to pay for the
three thousand pork-pies he consumed dur-
ing the year."

profits?

—
CHOOSING
THE CRICKET
ELEVEN{

By TOM MERRY.

«1. Merry (captain), R. Talbot, H.
Manners, M. Lowther—"

That was as far as I had got in com-
piling the St. Jim’s Junior Eleven for
the first match of the season. °

Then came a thunderous knocking on
the door of my study, and in rushed
a crowd of excited fellows.

“1 say, Merry—""

“] hear you're
cleven—"

% Count me in!”

« And me, old chap!”

¢ Likewise me!”

“Faith, an’ if yo leave me out, Merry
darlint, it’ll be a tragedy intoirely!”

Tue PoruLAR.—No. 117

getting up the

(Howls, yells, catcall
stamping of feet!

The Chairman: “Turn tie tap off ! Therc's
no sense in alt this music. We will now turn
to the ge-roll department of our famous
and flourishing business. There were no less
than 5,000 of these choice delicacies sold
dur!ng the past y I guess that's by way
of being a record.” X

did Billy

oans, shouts, and

A Voice: “How
have?”

The Chairman: “4,000. He has given his
solemn understaking, gents, to scttle for
them when his postal-order ar %

(More howls, yells, catcalls,
and stamping of feet.)

A Vi What about the profits on the
odd hundred sausage-rolls that were sold?”

The Chairman: “I guess they've been eaten
up, {ﬁ ,mcdlcnl expense:

“ER 2"

many Bunter

rives-——"
groans, shouts,

“You see, gents, we had -
of ptomuine poisoning duri
the doctor had to be called from Friar-
dale. His fees were jolly heavy—in fact,
they have plunged the corporation into debt,
and I fear I must ask the sharcholders to
have a whip-round in order to pnt matters
right again.”

A further storm of protest and indignation
arose.

The Chairman: “Dashed if T can sce what
umbling about! We mus
our lucky stars that none of the c
ptomaine poisoning proved fatal! Now

eventeen cases
the year, and

Iet
us turn to the ham-sandwich side of the busi-

ness. In the first six months of the year,
gents, we sold thousands of the blessed
things—Dbillions, almost! And then we sud-
denly ran short of ham, and had to find a
substitute. We used the soles and tongues
of old boots. After which, for some unknown
reason, there was a considerable falling-off
in the sales! Even Billy Bunter couldn't

masticate one of the substitute sandwiches!”

Billy Bunter: “Ass! As if I'd want to eat
old hoots!™

The Chairman: “Dry up, you fat clam!
There are no profits in_connection \\lglh the
sale of the ham-sandwiches, gents—

A Yo “Why no
The Chairman: “I regret to say that
have been pinched from the c'-'(pornlmn

by some galoot unknown

cashhox
«holders (excitedly):

The
our money !
The Chairman: “I gness
S No time for guesswork, old chap.

“we want

>®

1 kinder caleulate—"
“Give us our money
I guess il you'll agre

The Cl
wait till next year

or: “We'll have it here and

And if we can't have it in
in kind!" 7

“oh. Jerusalem crickets!
1 I've already cxplmm-‘nl

cash we'll have i
The Chairman:
I'm in an awful

about halfi a dozen times that there aren't
r's working. It's Bun-
18 you'd better

He's

“For the last time, will

Bolsover major:
you hand over our money?
The Chairman: “I guess
answer to that questio

A Voice: “Mob him!"

At this_juncture the chairman and
Board of Directors were swept off their
and soundly bumped on the floor of the 1
Several of them hobbled away on ‘cruh-l_u-
and the remainder followed on the Greyiriars
ambulance.

The Greyfriars Pork-Pic, Sau
Ham-Sandwich Corporation was
clared bankruot!

the only possible
Nope!"”

sage-Roll, and
duly

de-

S
T R
T stopped my ears in order to shut “I'm not sure. You sce, there's

out the babel of voices. But it was no

use.
“Tell us who vou've put down,
Tommy!” said Jack Blake. “Not

leaving out the old firm, are you?”
“No,” I said, laughing. “T’ll count
you in, Jacky."”

“An’' me, deah boy?” said Gussy

i ) y )
ecagerly.

“Of course! Can’t do without our

tamo comedian, you know!”

“ Weally, Mewwy—""

“What about the New House?” de-
manded Figgins. “We want at least
ten New House fellows in the team!”

“And one School House chap, I sup-
pose?” I said sarcastically. “Well,
you'll be unlucky! I've room for four
New House bounders—""

“Four!” hooted Tiggins,

“Yes. Yourself, Kerr, Wynn, and
Redfern. That brings the total up to
ten.”

“You want an odd man?” asked

Grundy excitedly. 3

“Yos—but you're a jolly sight too
odd! Your cricket’s a sight for gods
and men and little fishes!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Guess you can find room for a
littlo one, Merry?” drawled Cardew.

Levison major and Brooke and Lumley
to be considered: 4]

“Shuro, an’ if yeo make me take a
back seat, I'll scalp ye!” threatened
Reilly of tho Fourth.

“T think it's up to us to do the
scalping!” said Monty Lowther. “Timo
you follows melted away {2

The crowd of applicants still lingered,
whercupon Monty Lowther brandished
a crioket-stump aloft, and gave the signal
to charge.

Manners and Talbot and T lent a
hand, and the crowd was disporsed with
many casualties, leaving me free to com-
plete my task of drawing up the cleven.

That evening the names of the selected
ones duly appeuared on the notice-board
in Hall. They ran as follows:

“q. Merry (captain), R. Talbot, .
Manners, M. Lowther, J. Blake, A. A.
D'Arcy, G. Figgins, G. Kerr, D. Wynu,
R. Redfern, and R. Brooke. §

“Reserves: R. Cardew and E. Levison.

“Umpire: J. Lumley-Lumley. Scorer:
B. Glyn. Spare part (suituble for
rolling the pitch): B. Trimble.”

My task is now accomplished. And
those who don't like my selections can

jolly well do the other thing!
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t{ THE TEST OF
FRIENDSHIP !

(Contizued from page 8.)
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A

g
his mind Jimmy knew that his play
would not be much use to the Rookwood
side. Ho mado up his mind at once.
After the match it would be 100 late to
o to tho Ship; he could not have got
back before dark. And to miss calling-
over, and cause inquiries, was the last
thing ho dared to do.
“Well, come on!” said Lp\'el!._nmnzod
the expression on Jimmy's
“What's the matter with you, Jimmy
ilver?
“I—I can't play!”
“Can't play!” exclaimed Lovell.
“No id Jimmy hurriedly. *'I=I'm
called away. Tommy Dodd will h.’:\’o to
skipper the team—he's vice, you Know.
I'll speak to him!”
Lovell's eyes gleanted.
“You're going to stand o
Modern rotter skipper us, ag
shot " he exclaimed.
“1 can't help it!”
“You can’t help it! )
well ought to! Unles— 4»\'-~!]<
look softened a little. *““Is t wire
from home, Jimmy? Is anybody al?
SYNo I
“But it's calling you away
4 \'l"“ﬁ !"
“And ¥
team in
fiercely.

by

and let a
nst Bag-

Then you jolly
1

)

re going, and leaving the
the lurch!” exclaimed Lovell
“You needn’t tell any more.

1 know where you're going. It's to the
Ship, to <er your precious boozy friend
You're a blackgnard, Jimmy
Silver!”
Lovell sirode away furious Jimmy

Qilver set his teeth, and thrust the tele-

gram iuto his pocket.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
John Sllver’s Demand!

@ ILVER standing out!"

S *What rot!”

“Can’t be did!”

There was a chorus of surprise
and exasperation among the Rookwood
footballe Even the Modern members
of tho team were exasperated. Jimmy
Silver's powers in the front line were
well known.

More Modern members in the eleven
would certainly, from the Modern point
of view, have improved it. But they
wanted to win, and Jimmy Silver, the
finest junior footballer at Rookwood,
could not well be spared.

Tommy Dadd, of course, was not averse
to assuming command. But, with great
self-denial, he remonstrated with Jimmy
Silver.

“For goodness' sake don’t be such an
ass!” he said, when Jimmy told him. “I
suppose you want to beat Bagshot, don’t

© 4 Yes; but—" ‘

« Pankley’s lot are in tip-top form,
vou can see that, and they think they’re
roinz to lick us,” said Tommy Dodd.
%Y skipper the team with pleasure—1
really think I'm a better skipper than any
Classical ass in Rookwood—but I want
vou in the forward line, just the same!”
“ “I've got to go—it’s an appointment.
Important!”

And Jimmy hurried away.

There was a good deal of “grousing
among the Rooi’:\vood players. But they
had to accept the inevitable. Tommy
Dodd called a Modern junior to fill the
empty place in the team, which led to
fresh growling on the part of the Classi-
cals, But Tommy Dodd was 2 good

skipper, and he got his team together,
and led- them into the field to face
Pankley & Co.. of Bagshot. Jimmy Silver
would be missed in the Rookweod ranks,
but the mateh would be hard fought, all
the same.

Jimmy hurried away to the House, and
changed in the dormitory —into his
Norfolks. Then he wheeled his machine
out of the shed. As he went déwn to the
gates he heard a shout from the football-
ground.

“Goal! Bravo, Pankley!"

The shout came from Bagshot fellows
who had come over with their champions,
and who were delighted to seo Pankloy
score first. It was first blood to Bagshot.
But Jimmy Silver closed his cars to the
shouts, and walked on to the gates.

He would have given a good deal at
that moment to be on.the footer-field,
helping in the tussle against the old rivals
of ‘I.L* school; but it was not to e,

Ho mounted in the road, and pedalled
away, with a knitted brow.

Important as that footer match was
from a junior point of view, it soon faded
from Jimmy's mind. Ho was thinking of
his uncle.

What were John Silver's intentions?

Jimmy Silver thought of that problem
all the way during (he long ride by the
lonely track across Coombe Moor to the
Ship Tnn, on the uplands looking towards
the sea.

He reached the lonely inn, and wheeled
his bicycle into the garden. The Ship,
with its evil reputation, was strictly out
of bounds for Rookwood fellows; but that
was a risk that Jimmy Silver had to run.

Jimmy Silver entered the inn with an
inward = shrinking.  Tho atmosphere
of beer and stale tobacco that hung sbout
the place sickened him, A low-browed,
beery-looking man in ghirt-sleeves asked
his business, and Jimmy inquired for
“ Mr. Robinson,” the name by which his
uncle was known in thoso rhady
quartors.

The man looked at the clean, healthy,
fresh-looking schoolboy very curiously.
Jimmy Silver was certainly very much
out of place in the purliens of the Ship.
Jimmy coloured under his gaze, and was
glad to escapo from it. e was directed
to Mr. Robinson’s room, and ho went
down a dirty passago and knocked at the
door.

There was a sound of voices in the
room, and a smell of strong tobacco
camo from it. The door was opened a
few inches ajar.

“Nap!” eaid
knocked.

It was his uncle’s voice.

Jimmy’s brow grew harder.

Ho pushed open the door and entered.

The room was not pleasant to look at.
Although it was late in tho afterncon
the bed was unmade, and the room was
untidy. John Silver, in an old coat und
slippeps, was scated at n table, with a
cigar in_his mouth, playing cards with a
man in loud check clothes, who was also
smoking. The room recked with to-
bacco to such an extent that the junior
coughed as he came in. .

“Uncle !”

John Silver turned his head quickly
and started ‘to his feet. To do him jus-
tice, he looked ashamed of having been
thus caught.

Ho threw down the cards in his hand,
and made a sign to his companion, who
grinned and quitted the room at once.
Jimmy crossed to the window and threw
it wide open. He was not inclined to
stand upon ceremony. John Silver had
asked, or rather demanded, that he
should come there, and this was how
he had met him. A dcep anger was
burning in Jimmy Silver’s breast.

“Well, Jimmy, I'm glad to see you!l”

a voice, as Jimmy

9

suid John Silver, looking a little uncasily
end very searchingly at his nephew.

Jimmy compressed his lips. g

“T—I didn’t expect you quite so soon,
said John Silver. ‘*1—] mean, 1 hnr’('lly
noticed how the time was passing=——

“You mean that you didn t intend to
let me see you gambling like this, uneld,
said Jimmy bitterly. ’

“Only a little game, Jimmy to pass
the time!” pleaded the wasirel. **You
can’t guess how horribly dull it is in this
holo of a place. I've been tempted to
give myself up to the police more thun
once. It couldn’t be much worse than
this in Dartmoor.”

“Why haven't you gone?"”

“1—1 couldn’t ge, Jimmy."”

“Tast week 1 brought you fen
pounds,” said Jimmy, his voice vibrai-
myg  with indignation. *“You didn’t
know, didn't care, what a twist it was to
raiso the money. I gave it to you to ges
away with. I've been expecting to hear
that you were safe out of England. W hy
haven’t you gone, as you promised ™

The man was silent. The furtive ex-
pression on his face showed plainly
cnough that he was mentally seeking

exouses,

“Where's tho money ?"" asked Jimmy
suddenly. “You'vo got it still?”

“T—I—no! That's why I asked you
to come here, Jimmy. I-—I can't get
away without more money."

“What have you done with it ?"

“T'vo had to live, 1 suppose,” said
John Silver sullenly. “I've had to pay
my way here—pretty stiff, too, as they
suspect” there's eomething shady, and I
can’t _objeet to over-charges.  Then—
then I had some other expenses—-"

“You mean you have been gambling,
and lost tho monoy,” said Jimmy, his
oyes gleaming. * Drinking, too; 1 can
tell that by your face.”

e

_" And you can afford to smoke cigars !"
said Jimmy, with increasing bitterness.

John Silver bit his lip.

“I didn’t ask you to come here {o.
lecture me, Jimmy,” he said sulkily,
“I'm your uncle, and I'm an innocent
man accused of embezzlement. If yon
want to keep me out of prison you can
hol.p me.”

“T have helped you,” said Jimmy,
‘“and I'vo got myself into a fix in doing
it, too. I've got suspected of pub-haunt-
ing by my best chums through coming
here, and they won't speak to me.”

_““You must be living in a_remarkably
high moral atmosphere at Rookwood,”
said his uncle, with a sneer.

“Never mind that,” said Jimmy. “I
believed you when you told me you wero
unjustly accused. I've tried to help you.
You’ve gambled the money away, in-
stead of escnpmi with it. I can’t do any
more. I don’t know whether my father
would nlpprovo of what I've done al-
ready; he won't have anything to do
with you himself. It's no good my stay-
ing. Good-bye !”

) o .

chst'l:,nt your last word, Jimmy 2"

‘“And you're going to desert me ?”

“I can’t do anything more. 1 did all
1 could, and it was enough if you hadn’t
gambled the money away. You've got
yourself to hlame for that.”

“Do_you want me to come to Rook-
wood, Jimmy 7"

"n'?‘"nﬁ n!‘:lrwgi o

‘To Rookwood !” ho repeated.

“Yes. How would oupleiku me io be
arrested in the quuﬁ'anglc at Rook-
wood? The other fellows wouldn't lct
you forget it soon, I imagine.”

L Vh[y should you come to Rook-
wood ?"

:ilI might.”

here was a savage look upon th
hardened, drink-coarsened face ‘;? Joh:
: Tug PorvLar.—No. 117,
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Silvar, Jimmy stared at him hard, .and
then he understood. »

“You meen that you'd come fo my
<cliool on purpose to disgrace m(-.‘ ex-
lnimed Jimmy, fiercely yet almost
i usly.

"““‘m"!ll:;'c sh,ou!dn't 1, if you won't help
me )
“T can’t help you. 4
«Rubbish! - You can raisc money
romchow. Borrow it.” N
“I've borrowed all I can. A
“Borrow some more, then—without
asking permission. You can pay it back
. later—some time. There are a lot of
yich fellows there.”

Jimmy looked at his uncle aghast,

“Aro you mad?” he exclaimed. “ Are
vou nsking me to steal for vou?”

" %1 must_have money !”

trembled with anger.
little of his uncle, ex-
copting that the man was on bad terms
with Jimmy's father. Jimmy understood
now why Mr. Silyer had refused to have
any further dealings with his wastrel
brother. .

“You're going to help me, or I shall
come to Rookwood,” said John Silver
deliberately. “If I go down, I'll drag
down those who won't assist me, if I
You can take your choice about

Jimmy Silver
He had known

can.
o

“J've taken my choice!” panted
Jimmy. ‘You are qxf' uncle, but you
are o scoundrel. I will have nothing to

do with you! Do as you choose ! You'll
sce how much you can threaten me!”

Jimmy strode out of the room. Buf
for the fact that the man was his father's
brother, “the Rookwood fellow felt that
he would not have been able to keep his
fists off the flabby, bloated face.

“ Jimmy ! -

The junior did not answer. He strode
away from the room and away from the
house. He had done with John Silver.

With a grim brow, Jimmy Silver
wheeled his bike out of the inn-garden
and mounted it. He did not look back

once. %
*° He tput on a_good speed as he rode
away from the Ship, his heart still throb-

bing with anger and resentment.

Was his uncle, after all, an innocerit
man? He doubted even that now, after
the villainous proposition John Silver
had made to him.

At all events, he was finished with him.

Whatever happened, he would have
nothing more to say to the blackguard
of the family. As for John Silver's
threats, let him do his worst. Jimmy
Silver was the last fellow in the world to
be influenced by threats.

He reached Rookwood, and put up his
machine and went into the School House.
He reccived grim looks from some of tho
juniors.

“Jlow did the match go?” Jimmy
asked, as he met Jones minor.

“Bagshot just did it—two to one,” said
Jones with a snort. “I suppose you're
satisfied now, Jimmy Silver? Ifow are
your pals in the pub—what ?”

“You silly ass—"

“Vou boozy blackguard!”

Jimmy Silver came very near at that
moment to wiping up tho floor with
Jones minor. But he refrained, and
went on to the end study.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome were
at tea. They gave Jimmy Silver glum
looks as he entered. The defeat at the
hands of Bagshot had hit them hard.

“Know we're licked, I supposo?”
growled Lovell. =

#Yes. I'm sorry,” said Jimmy.

“Nothing for you to be sorry about,”
said Lovell satirically.  “I" suppose
you've had a :;Hpmg afternoon—what !
What are the odds on Mugg's selected
for the Swindlers’ Plate?” .

Jimmy Silver flushed.
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«Oh, cheese it, Lovell!" said Raby,
the peacemaker. ‘“Let’s have tea, and
not so much chin-wag.”

And the Fistical Four had tea, but it
was not a happy meal.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Loyal Chums!

(0 ILVER here?”
Leggett_of the Tourth asked

the question, looking into the
end study after tea. The Co.
were there, but Jimmy Silver was gone.
He did not find the atmosphere inspirit-
ing under present conditions.
““No, he isn't!” growled Lovell.
Leggett looked unpleasant.
“Dodging me, I suppose " he said.
“Well, I'll jolly soon find him!"
_ “Hold on!" said vell. Ho made
a quick stride towards the door, gras ped
the cad of the Fourth by the shoulder,
and swung him unceremoniously into the
study. “I've got a bone to pick with

you.”
Leggett looked a little alarmad.

“Tve got no business here,” he
growled. “I want to sea Jimmy
Silver.” 3

“You've been lending Jimmy money ¢

*“ Suppose I havo?”

“Have you or not?" demanded
Tovell. “It’s got out. "I suppose you've
jawed about it. Is it true, or isn't it”

“Yes.”

J“How much?” A

Nine pounds!” said Leggett sulkily.

The Fistical Three jumped.

“Nine pounds!” shouted Lovell.

“Nine pounds!” gasped Newcome.

«What a whopper!” said Raby.
«Whero did that worm get nine quids
from?”

“T had it in the Post Office Savings
Bank,” said Leggett. ‘1 save my
l‘nm:’cy, instend of wasting it as sou chaps
do!

“You save other chaps’ money, you
moan!” snorted Lovell. *Look here. if
you lent Jimmy Silver a sum like that,
you've got some acknowledgement of it."”

“Yes.”

“Show it to me!”

Leggett looked very uneasy.

“No snatching, you know!”
mumbled.

Lovell looked at him with deep: dis-
gust. He raised a heavy hand for a
moment, but dropped it again.

“You ain't worth licking!” he-said.
“Do you think I should steal your paper,
you sickening worm? Show it to me!
IIold it as tight as you like!"

Al right|”

Leggett opened his gcckct-book, and
showed the I O U with Jimmy Silver's
somewhat sprawling signature upon it.

«That's for ten quid,” said Lovell.

«Silver's paying me ten quid.”

X oun({)intorcst in a week!” ejacu-
lated Lovell. *“You must thrive on this
kind of thing, you filthy young money-
lender!”

“Jt's Silver's business, if he chooses
to borrow my money!” said  Leggett
sullenly. ““I-told him the terms.”

“You're dunning him for this?” said
Lovell abruptly. “I've seen you!”

“Time's up to-day, and he's got to
pay! I'm not expected to lose my money,
I suppose? He shouldn't gamble money
away if he can’t afford it!"”

Lovell's eyes blazed. s

“How daro you say Jimmy Silverls
been frambliu‘\g, you worm!"”

«All the fellows know it,” said
Leggett. “But I don’t care; it's no
business of mina! Perhaps he gave the
quids away in charity—one never
knows!”

“Oh, shut up! If time's up, why
hasn’t Silver paid you? You said just

he

now he was-dodging you. That means
that he can’t pay!”

All School Stories and Articles in——

“o's got to!" said Leggetl. “I'm
willing lc? allow hin ﬁvg quids for his
bike, as part settlement. e

i ids for a Aiteen-quids jigzer,
vou Shylock!” said Lovell, in disgust,
“Well, you're not gomng to bag Jimmy
Silver's jigger for five q You're
going to hand me that paper

“T won't 1 yelled Leggett.

«When the debt’s settled,” said Lovell.
“We're going to settle il, and get our
pal out of your clutches—see!

Leggett looked relieved.

“You can have the paper
the debt, of course,” he “T don’t
care who settles it, so lof s 1 get my
money! Jimmy Silver can't pay up, I
know that. IHe thought he could get ten
quids for his bike, as it cost fifteen. .Il\‘
don't know the difference between buying
and selling. I'd take the bike on account,
and charge him another quid to wail
another week for the rest.  That would
be fair.”

“Fair!” said Lovell. “If that's fair,
what do you call foul? But don't
talk to me, you worm! You make me
sick! T've a jolly good mind to go and
let Bootles know about it. _He'll jolly
soon put a stop to your precious moneys
lending !

“You—you
Leggett.

“No, I won't, you cad!
well get expelled if T did, X
right!"” grunted Lovell. “T'm going to
pay you, and take that paper. You
fellows, it's up to us to rai that ten
quid, as Jimmy Silver can’t.

Raby and Newcome nodded assent, but
they looked very grave. Raising ten
quid was not an easy task, even with their
resources combined for the purpose.
did not occur to the Classical chums that,
now they were on bad terms with Jimmy
Silver, it was no business of theirs to
help him ‘out of his fiz.

“Tt's past the limit of time already,”
hinted Leggett. *‘That expired at six
o'clock. I'm entitled to charge extra
interest, as a new week has been entered
upon.””

“Are you?” said Lovell. “Tll show
you whether it pays to talk to me about

if you =ettls
d

won't sneak!” faltered

You'd jolly
and serve you

extia inlerest, you money-grubbing
worm!"

He grasped Leggett by the collar, and
whirled him over, and-procceded to rub
his long, thin nose energetically in the
hearthrug.

To judge by Leggelt's wild yell, he
did not enjoy the process.

Ho wriggled and struggled spas-
modically
“Yurrooh ! Loggo! Chuckit! Stoppit!

Yoop! Ooop! Yowp! Ow!

“(oit!” chorused Raby and Newcomea
enthusiastically.

“ Yow-ow-ow-grooooch !

“Now then !” panted Lovell, dragging
the wriggling Leggett up again. “‘Now
ar2 you going to talk about any extra
interest—what 2"

“Wow—wow—wow—wow !

“Ha, ha, ha! ared Raby and New-
come.

“Groogh! T wasonly—only putting a
case!" spluttered Leggett. ““Yow-ow!
I—I really didn't mean anything of the
sort! Grooh!”

“Well, don’t put any more cases to
me,” said Lovell. ‘“Now, we're going
to pay you thal money somehow, you
sneaking worm ! You're not to dun
Jimmy Silver any more, do you hear?”

“Gerrooogh!” mumbled the unfor-
tunate Shylock of Rookwood. *Ow, my
nose! You've rubbed the skin off, you
beast! Yow-ow-ow-ow !"” g

:‘ Do you hear?” roared Lovell.

‘Yes, ves! All right. Ow!”

“Now get out! The sight of you
makes me sick!”
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T.ezzelt got out.
. The meanest fellow at Rookwood was
impervious to contempt, but he was not
i ous to Lovell's encrgetic methods
He went down

.

Lovell looked at his chums.

“It’s up to us.” he said. “Jimmy has
turned ont a howling idiot, with a touch
of the blackguard in him. T can’t under-
stand it, but there it is. But he was our
pal, and we've been through a lot of
things together. We won’t speak to him,
but we're backing him up.”

“Right-ho! But where the thunder is
ten quid coming from?” asked Raby.

“T've got five for my new footer rig-
out,” said Lovell grufily. *“It came to-
day. I'm going to make my old things
do.  That's half.”

say, Lovell, that's rather thick, you
know. You ain't called on to pay up to
a tune like that,” said Raby slowly.

»

“Well, I'm going to,” said Lovell
obstinately,  “That's half, I tell you.
You « will have to stand the other
half be n vou.  You had a remittance
foday 5

ixed, Newcome ™
¢ i cash,” grinned

A5
1 lot more. But
» three—he's offere.
1wese, old chap!
of the study,”
it | rom Baker som
nds 1 Take it to Baker a:
the quids out of him. He's got
l'I- lill V)
ne
with b
1t was a wrench to part with it,

nd

wodded, and quitted

the
stamp-album under his

ar

but Jimmy Silver was not to be left in
the lur the clutches of a youthful
o Leggett.
make nine,” said Lovell.

the other quid coming from,

about my camera?"” asked

Aud if that don’t make it up
¢'s my pocket » with the threc
1des and the tools in it. That'll easily
feteh ten bob.”

“1—I say, what will Jimmy say about
i
* Hang Jimmy !
right !
i hour later the three chums
W minus  some of their dearest
possessions, but Jimmy Silver’s 1 O U
reposed safely in Lovell's pocket.

J

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Honest Injun!

1IMMY SILVER was looking down

in the dumps that evening.

e could not help it.
Jimmy's motto was “Keep

emiling,” and as a rale he succeeded in

keey smiling.  But just now every-

thing seemed to be going wrong.

There was his reprobate uncle's threat
of coming to Rookwood and showing him
up if he did not provide him with further
cash. Jimmy was not influenced in the

slightest degree by the threat, so far ag’

dealing with Jchn Silver was conoerned,
but he could not help thinking of the
poesibility with misgiving. True, he was
not to blame for his uncle’s misdeeds,
but he had & naturally strong disinclina-

tion to let the Rookwood fellows know
that he possessed such an uncl

Then there was his parting with his old
chums. The breach was growing wider.
They hardly spoke to him now, and he
hardly spoke to them. It scemed as if
the old friendship was dead.

Then there was the general reproach of
the fellows on the subject of the lost
footer match. That match with Bagshot
had been touch and go. If Jimmy Silver
had been on the field it would have.-been
sufficient to turn the scale in favour of
Rookwood—at least, all the footballers
thought s

Then—last, but not least—there was his
debt to Leggett.

Jimmy Silver had contracted that debt
to provide his scapegrace uncle with

money—money which he kpew now had

11

study to do his preparation, lis hrow was
clouded, and he found it quite impossibia
to keep smiling.

He ll)mh‘d l‘lzml Lovell and Raby and
Nowcome were looking a little self-
conscious, and that they exchanged rapid
glances as he came in. But he did ne:
speak. He sat down to his work without
a word.

Lovell coughed.

Raby coughed, and then
conghed.

Jimmy Silver looked up.

“You fellows got something {o say:™
Ine asked.

“ Ahem !”

“If you have, you may as well say it
out, and not keep on coughing and snort-
ing !"" said Jimmy irritably.

The others were silent.

Newcome

londi

to mo!'’ shouted Lovell.

' 1’ll show you if it pays to talk r

grasped Leggett by tho collar and whirlud him over, and proceeded to
his long, thin nose onergetically on the hearth-rug.

He
rub
(See Chapter 4.) g

gone in gambling and drink. e had
had no doubt about his ability to meet it
in time. But certain remittances he had
hoped for had not arrived, and it secmed
as if the debt was to cling about his neck.

His bike was well worth ten pounds,
second-hand; but it was not a season for
disposing of bikes to advantage. There
scemed only one recourse before him—to
let Leggett have the bike for five pounds

on acconnt, and to accept the young:!

rascal’s terms—another week of grace at
the cost of another pound in interest.

It was not an agrecable recourse. It
would leave him with a debt of six pounds
to meet in a week’s time, as well as
several small debts that he had to settle.
It he could not pay, there would be more
interest. Ile could not haggle with the
cad of the Fourth about that. The fellow
was a rascal; but Jimmy had dealt with
him of his own free will, and he had only
himself to blame.

Tt looked as if he would be in Leggelt’s
clutches for the rest of the term, and that
the astute young rascal would bag all his
financial resources all the time.

So when Jimmy Silver came to the end

“Do you want to juw me about the *
football mateh 7’ asked Jimmy >nrc§sti{g
ully. *“1 should think I've had enough
about thal without geiling it in my own
study. Lots of tho fellows think they
can play footer better than I can, but
they're all agreed that the malch was
lost because I happoned to be away,”

“So it was!” said Lovell warmly.

“Well, it was up to you to save it!”
grunted  Jimmy Silver.  “What the
dickens did yon let Bagshot beat you
for? Why didn’t you lick them? Don't
you know how to play footer ™

“Look here—" 3 .

“Shush !” said Raby. “TFor goodness’
suko don’t let’s have any more ragging !
zmwfﬂl up about that footer miatch,
00!

“Well, 'm fed up aboui it ri )
to the chin!” said Jimmy Silver. Ebt il

“Tain’t a footer captain's piace o
clear off when there’s u specially tough
match on,” said Lovell. .

“Give it a rest !”” urged Raby.

*Oh, let him keep on!” said Jimmy
Silver. “Lovell was born to give eu-
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ok luefvt-“ res! Gel on with the sermon
vell ! h
I‘o“‘Laok here—"
«And get it over, so that {
y prep donoo!(;’ : T can get
Lovell seemed on the verge of i
purst. The fact was that Jimmy g“\:';!s
patience was BIVINg way. His Jatg ey.
periences had caused his temper to suffer
But Lovell controlled himself with ar,

‘ort. .
cﬂ:,I.m not going o give you g s

on!” he blurted out.” «p,¢ there's

i » L)
comething 01»‘0_,, 5

#(Oh crumbs !’ JSaid Jimmy  Silyer
with rgs‘g"“‘m"- *You'ro like the little
brook in the poem—you go on for over!
Ts it going to last till bed-time 2" :

«“J'vo got something for you
Tovell. ) e

«Not a sermon ?”

tNo, hang you!

. ting into deb i

«That's my business; T Suppose !
haven't aske
said Jimmy.

“prayw it mild!” murmureq R
#You don't know what Lovell’s dy
at, Jimmy.” i

“No, L don't!” said Jimmy tarily
«You silly assos have chosen to bo dowy

said

You've been got-

you {o pay my dcblsl:!

daby.
I\'lllg

me=—1
0“,,“ym, jolly good reason, I think I»
gmwk\d Lovell.

“Yes; you think so—that's because you
can’t think for toffee!  But you ean
think what you like, and be blowed !
1f I'vo got mk)’ debt I can get out of
it again, and I'm not likely to bother
you with my debts. 'Let it drop! TIt's
my business, n!\,d you're not expected to
pay my, ebtal

@We've paid 'em, all

P
L the same,”
Tovell said quietly. X

Jimmy Silver jumped.

“What 2 s

Lovell took a paper from his pocket
and tossed it upon the tablo before
Jimmy Silver. Jimmy sgurcd at it
blankly. It was his I O U—the paper
he had signed the previous week pro-
mising to pay Leggett of tho Fourth
ten pounds in seven days.

“But how on carth did you get hold
of that?” demanded Jimmy.

“I got it from Leggett.”

“But—but how—"

“He's paid.”

“Leggelt's paid?”  said  Jimmy
dazedly, N
“Yes; You're clear of that. And if

vou've got any sense at all _\‘ou'l! kchp
clear of it !”” said Lovell grufly. “That's
what I had to- say—not a sermon this
time. If you're fool enough to go on
pub-haunting you can do as you like,
without any “jaw from me, Jimmy
Silyer!” -

Jimmy Silver sat silent. .

The black trouble had rolled from his
mind through the utterly unexpected
action of his old chums. What had they
done it for? Jimmy knew how difficult
it must havo been for them to raise such
a sum of monecy; ho understood the
sacrifices they must havo made.  And
they had done it for him—and while
they were on bad terms with him!
Jimmy Silver felt a lump rise in his
throat. g

He was silent for a long time.

When he spoke at last his voice was
a little husky.

“You chaps found the money to pay
that beast for me!” he said. “I didn't
ask you to! I wasn't going to ask you
to help mo!” <

“Why couldn’t you ask us?"” snappad

Lovell. “Wouldn't you have done it fof
s

us?

“Well, yes. But—"

“Well, that's all !”

Silence.

“Well,” said Jimmy, *it wasn't that;
it w, mething else. 1 can't tell you,
because il's not my sccret, as I've said
before. But I'll tell you this \mnch. a3
you've been so decent—I raised that
money to help a lame dog over a sile,
and T give you my word, honest Injur.
that T've not done anything that 1'd be

ashamed to tell my own father. Jsn't
that good enough for you?"
Lovell drew a decp breath. 3
“That's good enough,” ho said
simply.  “You kunow how it looks,
Jimmy. But—but if you give us your

word. and—and yon won't be going to
the Ship again—-""
“That's all over."”

“But why can’t you explain, Jimm,\i' P15
1 t

“I can't! It isn't my seccret, Bul
you used to bo able to take msy word.
“T tako it now!” said Lovell. “I¢
looks rotten enough, and yon know

vhat the other fellows think; but—but
vou were always square. 1 do take your
word, Jimmy, and—and I'm backing you
up.”

The next day the Classical Fourth
were intercsted to observe that Jimmy
Silver was on his old footing with his
old chums. 5

He had put a sovere strain upoit
the faith of his chums, but they had
proved equal to the test, Jimmy Silver's
troubles were not over, by any means,
but he felt that the worst of them had
passed.

THE END.

Puzzle Picture.
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No. 11.—JACK BLAKE.
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Jack Blake was at St. Jim's, with Her-
rics, Digby, and se others, some time
before Tom Merry arrived. At that time he
was “cock of the wal and_leader of the
Fourth. The latter ion he still holds,
but the former he gave over, none too will-
ingly, to Tom Merry, who proved himself the
Letter leader of the two.

a fine, manly specimen of British
full of spirit, and wit
after the fashion

s, He a little habit

ch yiria
of growling, without meaning much by it,
and a way of speaking straight to the point,
a thing which ves 50 much trouble in the
Jong run. We can class him in this with
Johnny Bull, the burly Removite—dealt with
in last week's issue—a loyal, straightforwa
and courageous fellow, and a pal in the real
meaning of the word, one who will stand
chioulder to shoulder with his friend through
thick and thin.

It is very curious that two chaps with
guch tremendous differences in  character
shioutd be such close chums, as in the case
with Arthut Augustus D'Ar

But when you come to
not so astonishing i
pression of being.
wenerous to the extre
i too casily enlisted. 1
Like most Yorkshiremen, he looks well before
he leaps, and makes quite sure before his
sympathy goes out. This type of person, you
will find, is quick to make a friendship.

Jack scldom does anything that surprises
ono much, because one knows what to expect
from him. At footer and cricket—in fact,
in sport in general—he excels himself. It
hard to fill in the gap in a
ere to be absent.. There is

not do well amd in good
He s brains, too—parucu]n'rly

rilli ones ab and _an untiring
energy, which is the envy of the Lower Sclxpnl.

Yes, he is a real good fellow, a typical
lish schoolboy, out for the best in every-
for other peoplg as well as for hin
d a true Yorkshireman to the back-

team if Ja
pothing e

do
I

Here is Jack's signnturé:

Lp T ke
////_

QUR_WEEKLY FEATURE!

WoRrD WIT
YoUR EDITOR

(OUR EDITOR IS ALWAYS PLEASED TO HEAR l

YOO TS READERS. Appress: EDITOR, TiH

SPOPULAR,” THE FLEETWAY HOUSE, FARRIN

& DON STREET, LONDON. E.C.4.

FOR NEXT FRIDAY! words having nomic b::arlng on {he exawple.
I am afraid I have not very much space ‘);"ﬁm"’:w(“x,“‘,\“':)"m i ‘;::‘::r":e‘ul“{ll.wt

in which to chat about next week's splendid :"mmplc o

number.  However, there is another grand o
long complete sehool story of Harry Wharton | You must study these rules carelully before
3 you send in your effort :

& Co., entitled:
1 All ** Poplets " must be written on o
‘HOLDING THEIR OWN!" side of a POSTCARD, and not more um‘.':

By Frank Richards. two ** Poplets " can be sent in by one reader

cach week.

As yon know, the Removites are up eaghivreakt

against the prefeets on the question of fag- |, % The  posteards must_ be addressed

zing. In next week's story we find that | © Poplets™ No. 11, The * Popular” Gough

the junlors have a lot to put up with, for | House, Gough Square, London, E.C. 4.

the prefects come down hard upon them. 8. No correspondence can be entered into

But the Removites succeed in holding their | in connection with * Poplets.”

on .'I( they don’t manage to win their 4. The Editor's opinion on any matter
nt ! " I b which may arise is to be accepted as final

_The story of Jimmy Silver & Co. will be | apa legally binding. This condition will he

entitled: strictly enforced, and readers can only enter

“UNDER A OLOUD!" the competition on this understanding.

5. 1 guarantee that every effort will 1o

By Oweon Conquost. thoroughly examined by a competent stair

it bave e of judges, Pl;()‘\'ll)lin that the cffort is sent

. ‘1‘ _i;'ll}\ s N’“‘C ALOC s l‘ in on a POSTCARD and that it is received

pou Sens l\ginl“rw lll:\i\'lcﬂl!‘ nn"c"‘j StEd hll‘i on or before the date of closing.

PR c‘nrr)’lx‘xg out the c'""u"“j, All Sltur(:.n‘ must be received on or before

d to the giit. He turns up, and [ A0 2L 1021 A g

there's more trouble for poor old Jimmy I'EN PRIZES 0&!’1\}‘.3"".L!N08 BACK

. You must read all about it in next | to senders of the TEN BEST ** POPLETS,”
week's issue.
Another splendid supplement,

‘“BILLY BUNTER'S WEEKLY," RESULT OF “ POPLETS” No. 5.

and a grand instalment of our new soriul, | The ten prizes of Five Shillings cach have
been awarded to the following readers:

vnl a be seen in the next issne of the
opular.’ Look out for it, my chums. "Tom Fox, 85, Atkinson Street, Stockton-on-
Tees, Durham.
POPLETS COMPETITION No. 11. Example—When Gussy Sings,
Here are the examples for * Poplets' “*Poplet "—Exits Well Used.

1. - Get to work and send In youT | ypes David Methwin, Clydesdale, Woking
Itoad, Guildford, Surrey.

The Slackers’ Eleven. Rather Stale. g

House Breaking. Billy As Editor, W HEL b,

A -\!‘\Vt('iu;tlnln. %&-ld?m Comes OIf. AMakes the Rogt Stnke.

Congratulations etrimental - 2

R Ruc ’}‘;l‘;m. X To Trousers. ml;;,c'd A. Shaw, 61, Pontypridd Road, Porth,
nite Ano 3 o ¥

Stlh‘;chcrs 4 D aus hm"c;;‘[,‘"cs;, An Unlocked Cupboard.

Required When. When Bunter Knows. Generally Denotes It's Empty.

Select Two of the examples, and make H, XKnighton, 40, Wellingborough Road
up a sentence of TWO, THREE, or FOUR | Northampton. )
pr Extremely Popular When—

Pater Turns Up Trumps.

S. V. Spetherway, 62, St. Paul’
Clifton, Bristol. % Seh
(Gusay's Fancy Walstcoat.
The Rainbow's Rival.
William  Russell, 116, North Frederick
Street, Glasgow, B«.:ounnd. ZedeHele
An Unlocked Cupboard.
Billy Bunter’s Chance.

Albert IMead, Victoria Toad, Coleford,

:tn‘u 1
No. 1

On Sale

i EVERY-
WHER E

New COLOURED
Picture Paper

Glos.
for Boys ? Out of Bounds.
and Five splendid stories, “Favourites” With “Outsiders.”
Girls, twelve sets of fun Ethel Davies, 9, Franci
o B Francis Road, Siade
pictures, riddles, and Erdington, Blr;nhflghnm. gt Daay,

jokes, a toy model, His Form's Honour,

and a splendid com- Is Wharton's Greatest Idcal.

petition  with 100 P. Charles, 519, Fishponds Road, Fish;
}} prizes. A Big Balloon Bristol. : 2 g ponds
i free with every copy. Gussy's Purple Socks.

They're *Striking Matches.”

P. G. Lay, 28, Rich Street, Limehouse, E. 14
His I'orm’s Honour.

/A Ask for No. 1 of

i

£ b (Qx Harry Wharton's Great Concern. h °
=

ot Al Newsagonts. Price 2d. 11,)01“' )Ebitor.
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DingIE OPENING CHAPTERS.
ek Trafiord, a high-spirited, fearless

‘%'f‘- Peter's School, brings about
serupu onfall of Jasper Steele, the un-
by the lun headmaster, and is expelled
ok atter out of revenge.

road, ,1'.‘5 wandering along the country
l-'isg,:ac’”'m Jrom his father’s house in
the W c'”“"}un he comes in_touch with
“ IOCM?"'»;’F(HHC«Z Cinema Company on
stunt L near the railway.- The
over the 7,’_’."" Junks the dangerous jump

BB e s ridge at the last moment, and
his )I(-'tn.t.y forward and offers to take
!Iml2 D'hk T'he producer sces at once
dtcenis 'lcl 13 no ordinary Yoy, and
uniﬂ,rm e offer. Dick, drcssed in the
parapet of a conpict, 1z-nilx on the
'i'umg :’-g' the train on which he is to
|lnd¢7:' llj ¢ train comes roaring through

ron ¢oie bridge, and Dick, at the signal
the te 5 producer, jumps. He lands on
dr;”"" er, and is surprised to sec the
" the 1[:"(1 stoker lying unconscious on
cram”’ form, At a great risk Dick
A s /uru‘an{ and stops the train just
/m"'mCA!o avoid a crash with another in
has sa I"l.”"” the passengers whom Dick
Fa‘m i’t‘l I3 the manager of the World's
]‘}.,’,m Film Company, Mr. Henderson.
Dick man comes forward to congratulate
ek on his bravery, and also offers him
@ 30D in his firm.

When Dick comes to from a faint, he
{F"d" himself in an hotel in London. At
::::ka/"::v as{hg i3 reading the paper, he
s reort o] he agponig o th

] (Yow recad on.)

In London!

HE report did not, however, make
any reference to the fact that
amongst the passengers was the
well-known cinema producer, Mr.

Tustaco Henderson; nor did it mention
the fact that that gentleman had made
the wonderful offer to Dick to come and
work for the films at the magnificent
salary of five thousand pounds a year.

But this did not worry Dick.

_He placed the newspaper upon one
side, and attacked his appetising break-
fast with renewed vigour and delight.

He was now all anxiety to get through
with the meal and keep his appointment
with the fabulously wealthy Mr. Eustace
Henderson, and learn what he was to
do to carn this immenso salary of five
thousand pounds a year.

At length Dick finished his meal and
rose from his chair.

Tho soft-footed servant who had antici.
pated and attended his every want now
approached with a silver cigarette-box
upon a silver salver.

Dick hesitated.

A cigarette had hitherto been to him
a sccret joy and luxury—a little stolen
treat enjoyed in_the scerecy of the loft
or behind a hayrick.
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Of course, tho boys of St. Peter’s had
not been allowed to smoke; but—be it
whisperod—many had been the times
when Dick had stolen a stray cigarette
from his father’s study and smoked it
in secret enjoyment.

And now, it seemed, he was a free
agent, at liberly to do, within reason,
just whatever took his fancy.

“Turkish or Virginian, sir?" asked the
manservant.

“ Virginian, please,” replied Dick, in
as careless a tone as he could produce.

The manservant extended that end of
the box containing the Virginian cigar-
ettes, and Dick, taking one, lit it from
tho small silver spirit-lamp which burned
upon the salver beside the box.

It was not yet ten o'clock, Dick
noticed by glancing at the handsome
French bracket clock which was situated
upon the mantelpicce of the ornate
apartment. N

“A car is ordered for hali-past ten,
sir,” remarked the servant, as he turned
towards tho door. “I will let you know
when it has arrived.”

“Thank you!” murmured Dick, and
then sank down into one of the delight-
fully-comfortable armchairs situated upon
cither side of the fireplace.

The next twenty minutes were
absorbed by Dick in the pleasurable
pastimo of castle-building.

e sat there with his eyes half closed,
and mentally visualised his future.

Curious little half-smiles of amusement
flickered round his lips as he saw little
mind-pictures of first his father seeing his
photograph in tho morning paper; and
then, later, he tri to imagine what
his father would say and think when he
saw his own son appearing upon the
pictures—for, Dick thought, oven if his
father never entered a cinema theatre,
he could not fail to ‘seo the placard
advertisements of Dick’s performance
which would be shown outside the
picture theatres.

For Dick in his own mind had quite
decided that he was going to be an
immense success upon the pictures, and
his portrait outside was to be as large, if
not even bigger, than that of Charlie
Chaplin and Mary Pickford.

Time soon slips by when so pleasantly
occupied as painting 1osy pictures of
one’s future, and even before he realised
that thirty minutes had flitted by, there
sounded a knock upon the door.

“Come in!” cried Dick, and the man-
servant entered, carrying a handsome
fur-lined coat and silk hat.

“Tho car is here, sir!” he announced,
psfho held open the coat for Dick to slip
into.

Dick took the silk hat, too, and.
strangely enough, experienced no feeling
of surprise when he found that it fitted
him perfectly.

Already Dick was beginning to take
all  these extraordinary things for

granted, and when he piunged his hands

Exploits of a High Spirited and Fearless Boy,
Whose Wild Pranks Cause Him to be Expelled
from the School and Join a Cinema Company.

By PAUL PROCTOR.

into the warm-lined pockets of the coat,
he instinctively felt that he would find a
pair of gloves there which fitted him.
And he was right!
Dick drew them on, and followed the
sorvant  through  the  steam-heated
corridor of the hotel towards the elevator,

Tho lift cage was waiting for him, and

he stepped into it, to emerge a few
seconds later in the foyer of the hotel.

As he passed through, more than one
curious glance was shot in his direction,
and a murmur of excited voices followed
him

There were others in that huge hotel
who had seen Dick’s photograph in the
illustrated daily newspaper, and the ex-
pressions upon the faces of those who
glanced interestedly in his direction wera
thoso of admiration and envy.

But Dick was ignorant of all this, and
passed serenely through tho vestibule of
tho hotel with no air of affectation or
conceit.

Before the glass portico of the hotel
stood a handsome limousine motor-car,
with a liveried chauffeur at the wheel.

Had Dick searched London for a day
he could not have found a mors
luxuriously fitted vehicle.

If'Dick stopped to think about it at all,
ho probably assumed it to be Mr. Eustace
Henderson's own private automobile.

But this was not the case.

True, Mr. Henderson was responsible
for its appearance there at that moment,
but it was only ono of the many hand.
somo automobiles that can be hired in
that most wonderful of all European
capitals—London.

A uniformed hotel-servant opened tha
door of the car, and Dick enteredit as if
]h'? had been used to such things all hiy
ife.

A fur rug was placed over his knoes by
the same servant, and almost simuj.
taneously the car shot forward with g
gentle and graceful movement.®

Dick sank back upon the luxuriously.
padded scat and sighed with gorgeoua
self-content.

Tt was good to be alive.

And this was what it felt like to be
rich !

All this was the unexpected outcome of
Dick’s lucky meeting with the cinema
company the previous day, and his
plucky leap on to the express train pass.
ing below.

It was wonderful—terrific—almost un-
believable.

Dick Trafford had been to London but
a few times before—just once or tiwice at
Christmas-timeo" to sco the pantomimes—
and now he gazed out through the thick
plate-glass windows of the car upon the
wonderful streets of London.

Dick did not know the name of the
traffic-crowded  thoroughfare  through
which he was now passing; but it was
tha Strand—that straight thoroughfare
which runs from Trafalgar Square, which

|
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commemorates the life and victory of
Nels to Temple Bar, which is the
dividin 1 the West End of
Londo: ginning of the City.

out doubt, the most

line betv

Stre
Little more
length, and yet there is more romance
in one yard of it than in a mile of any
other in the whole City of London.

From here pulsates the news of the
world.

There is hardly a building which does
not bear in gilt letters the name of some
well-known London newspaper or the

was heading Dick away from the home
nto that of light, laughter, and

est ] S
ey and imagination was taken

od by the sight of the tall, hand:
1d imposi wotels which he had
, tho theatres and the restaurants.
gth the fin square in _linglmul
reached, and Dick caught his breath
with wondering admiration at the sight
of the massive fountains playing (]w}-‘v.

“This, then, is Trafalgar Square ! he
murmured. ” :

Now the automobile was gliding swiftly
up the Haymarket—a broad thoroughfare

centre with the delighiful figure
surmounting it all. . of Eros

Thare was a jam in the traffie here,
and Dick had 2 good opportunity of fak.
ing in the wonder of it all.

shuh»*shury Avenue next, where one
theatre jostles another for the e
favourable sight, and then finally
Wardour Street.

Before  the cinema industry had
developed to the extent that it now has
in England, this street was probably only
famous for the fact that the pre-
eminent costumier of the world had hig
remarkable establishment situated in thig
sireet, but now it is known amongst the

titla of a thriving provincial journal.
The street that is never still.
Newspaper Land.
The strect that when others sleep is|Circus.
throbbing with waking life.
Tho street of life !
But the smooth-running

either side.

Now it swung round into Piccadilly | that has not its

The heart of the world! en 2 ¢
Dick’s eyes opened wide in wonder as graceful standstill before an imposing
antomobile ' ho sighted that graceful fountain in the

with its restaurants and theatres again on | cinema, world as “ Film Alley,” for there

is hardly a cinema colmpmly of vepuie
X ndon agency office

situated in this thoroughfare. % ¥ 3
The magnificent automobile came to o

(Continued on pege 16.)
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ing, and streak
g:ﬂ;‘h filled windows

.“'].HD
’Uw chauffeur sprang doyp

and, * opening ]
‘.c,pcul[ull) asidé for Dj

S were the words:

k o nhght

el

The Signing of the contrn;t

RE we here?”

“ 2

A suddenly, as L, ox?mll}":]:s(l Sécn‘;
ook

polished silk hat urgx’r:‘sﬂlx‘:\g:‘g(

Bustace Hen.

the seat ang t,

peside | him.

Is lhls Mr,
dcrsoll 's office?’

ed across the photo-

WORLD-FA)
COAID / \Q‘D CINEMA

from his
door,  stood

watch, *and your nppomlmont is not
until cleven o'clock.”

Dick nodded, and, placing his silk hat
at a jaunty nngle upon his well-groomed
head, he stepped down from the luxuri-
ous car to the _pav ement.

“Please wait,” ho murmured, as he
stopped past lhe chauffetr towards the
plate-glass swing doors of the offices of
the World-Famed Cmcma Company.

“Very good, sir,” ' answered the
dmuﬂcun And the next moment Dick
found himself in the outer office of Mr.
Henderson's. thriving cinema company.

A sleck-haired clerk hurried towards

“You are Mr. Richard Trafford?” he
inquired respectfully.

The clerk bowed, and, turning, &p-
proached a door upon the ground-glass
panel of which appeared the words :
“Private. Mr. Eustace K. Henderson
painted upon it.

The clerk knocked softly
door and passed through.

Hardly  a moment clap~od before he
came hurrying back.

“Please como this way, sir,”” he said
in a tone of mingled awe and admira-
tion. “Mr. Henderson will seo you at
once.

Dick nodded, and followed the clerk
towards the door, and as he did so the
clock in the outer offico struck the hour
of eleven.

Dick passed through the doorway info

upon the

u;rzies]'!o:“l‘m\:r:f“c"gmﬁ the chauffeur, | “Ves, that's right,” answered Dick: |8 sumptuously-furnished office.

e of minutes to | « pointment  with M j/ 7 1 ,.,/
pare. It is only ol “I havo an. apy UL SR (Look out for another instalmen
:ddrelil, as he qungg':j f'ﬂl(l_‘, fl’lfht\\’;xi‘t Henderson for eleven o'clock.  Will| this wonderful serial in anext week's

you please let him know I am here?”
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