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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Against the Whele School!
i Y EEN the notice?”
: W . “‘Yes; rather! Phew!”
: :iWhgr‘uon’s at the bottom of

3

“Most likely.”

“ It means business:”

¢ What-ho I” : =

These remarks, and many more of the
same sort, were passed amoung the Grey-
friars fellows. . .

For when the various Forms came out
from lessons there was a paper pinned
up on the notice-board, written in a large
bold hand for everybody to read.

The first fellow who read it gave a
ghout, and called the _attention of all
the others to it, and in a quarter of an
hour nearly all Greyfriars had read it

The seniors, as well as the juniors,
read it, and sniffed, but in spite of their
pnifts some of them looked serioud.

Wingate looked very grim when his
eyes rested upon it, and he walked away
with a thoughtful frown upon his face.

Loder and Carne stopped before the
notice-board, and scowled, and sniffed
econtemptuously.

“The kid who put that up ought to be
licked,” said Carne.

“Oh, Wingate, won't. have that, of
course,” said Loder savagely; “but T'll

ave the rag down, at all events.”

And the prefect tore the paper from
the board, rent it to fragments, and
threw them to the wind in. the Close.
It was useless, however. The authors of
the notice were prepared for that.
Within two minutes of the departure of
Loder and Carne a new notice was
pinned upon the hoard, & facsimile of the

revious one. There it was, in large
etters, for all Greyifriars to run and
read. =

“NOTICE!

“A meeting will be held in the Re-
move Form-room at seven o’clock this
evening to disciuss the question of
abolishing fagging for the seniors. -

- “By Order.”

There it was, bold and plain.  The
question of abolishing fagging for the
seniors. No suggestion of consulting the
seniors in the matter; it was evidently
merely a guestion of the Reniove
making up their minds about the matier:
And if they decided to abolish faggi
for the Sixth—what then?: It was pr
eertain that the Sixth would not >
upon anything of the sort. -Then there
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would be trouble—war, open war,
between the Sixth and the Lower
Fourth, between the heads of the schocl
and the fags—a state of affairs that had
certainly mever obtained at Greyfriars
before.

All Greyfriars discussed that notice,
with varying comments.

The Remove tock it quite seriously.
Whether they would decide for or against
was not yet settled, but they were going
to consider the question very earnestly.
But the other Forms openly scoffed.

The Fifth and Sixth, of course, were
against the young rebels all along the
line. That was only to be expected.
They were seniors, and they intended to
exercise their prescriptive right of fag-
ging the Lower Fourth whenever they
chose.

But the lower Forms, who might have
been expected to-sympathise with the
Remove, were just as much against them
as the seniors were.

The Fourth Form, having escaped the

servitude themselves, ought to have
sympathised with the efforts of the
Remove, But they didn’t.  Temple,

Dabney, & Co., regarded themselves as
far removed from the Lower Fourth, and
they frowned upon the whole thing. As
for the Shell, the Shell being the next
Form to the TFifth, the Shell fellows
regarded themselves as almost seniors,
and all their sympathy was with the
Upper School.

As for the Third and Second, they
were hard against the Remove. They
themselves had no chance whatever of
escaping fagging, and they thought it a
cheek on the part of the Remove to
think of getting out of it. Besides, if the
Bemovites did not fag, it was pretiy
cevtain that there would be more fag-

ing for the Third and Second to do.

nd Tubb of the Third, and Nugent
sinor of the Second, delivered their
opinions upon the subject in very plain
English to Harry Wharton & Co., and
were promptly kicked out of the Remove
passage In consegquence,

1t looked as if the Remove, if they
persisted, would be outlawed by the
whole school, with every Form against
them, from the high and mighty Sixth
down to the babes of the Second. Even

the masters, if they interfered at all,]

would be against the Remiove. on the
principle that all innovations should be
rowned upon..

After sehool Wharton looked. at the
notice-board. and found thet the notice
had been torn down -again, doubtless by
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some angry senior. He took a fresh
paper from his pocket and pinned it up
in the place of the removed notice. A
hand fell upon his shoulder as he did so,
and he swung round.

It was Walker of the Sixth.

“So you're the cheeky young ecub
who's been putting those papers up!”
the Sixth-Former exclaimed.

Wharton met the senior’s angry glajice
steadily.

“Yes,” he said.

“Taks it down!”

Harry Wharton put his hands in his
pockets.

“We have 2
board,” he said. : .

“But not to put up cheeky notices on
it,” said Walker angrily. ‘“Take it down,
or Pll give you a licking here and now !”
_“1 shall not take it down.”? -~ -

“You cheeky cubl!® said Walker.
“Then I'll give you a lesson——"

“Hold on!” said a quiet voice.

. It was Wingate. Walker released the
junior. :

“Look here, Wingate,” he exclaimed
hotly, “I suppose you're not going to
back up the fags in this insolence, are
you??

“They can put a notice on the board
if they like,” said the Greyfriars cap-

right to use the nolice™

tain, “If they make fools of themsclves
that’s their own look cut. Let Wharton
alone.”

Walker strode away sullenly. Win-
gate fized a steady look wpcn. Harry
Wharten. :

“8o you are in earnest id. this,
W{mrtox},?” he asked. :
¢

“¥ou mean to refuse to fag for the
Sixth?” :

“© Yes. i «

“ And to lead the rest of your Form
to do the same?”

“Yes, if T can,” said Wharten steadily.

Wingate-shruggad his shoulders.

“It will mean lickings all reund for
you,” he said. *“Of course, you will not
be allowed to refuse to fag. You v
expected to do so, and you will be licked
if you refuse” :

1 can stand
Wingate.” e

“You ave an chstinate young feool!”
exdaimed Wingate angrily. “dt's u
less showing you kindness, T ecan
that 1” -

Wharton coloured. - e

“We're sorry to be up against you,
Wingate,” he said. “But it’s the others

e

the lickings, for one,

ze-
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~Loder and Carne and fellows like that.
Besides, fagging is abolished in a good
many schools, and it’s a rotten idea, any-
way. We're willing to make an excep-
tion, too—that juniors shall always fag
for the captain of the school.”

Wingate smiled savcastically.

“Thank you for nothing!” he said.
“You'll fag for the Fifth and Sixth as
-usual, or you'll get into trouble! Better
take warning!”

And Wingate strode off,
Wharton’s face set hard.

“But T won’t fag for either the Tifth
«or the Sixth,” he muttered; “and I
think the Remove will back me ap! We
shall see!”

The meeting in the Form-room waxed
even more enthusiastic after the mal-
contents had been ejected. The juniors
who remained were all of the same mind,
and prepared to back up Bulstrode and
Harry Wharton all along the line. It
was only a question of ways and means;
and these the leaders had already
decided upon. Bulstrode had taken a
sheet of paper and a pen.

“We're going to send in a round
robin to the head of the Sixth,” he
said; “the names will be signed in a
circle, so that they won’t be able to pick
on anybody in particular. Every chap
here will sign it.”

“Good!”  said Lord Mauleverer.
““That's a really ripping idea, my dear
fellow 1”

¢ Faith, and it’s stunning!”

“1 guess it takes the cake!” said
Fisher T. Fish. ‘“But are you going to
send it to Wingate? That's rather
thick.”

“It must go to the head of the

Sixth,”
. Bulstrode began to write, and the
juniors gathered round him eagerly to
read over his shoulder. Bulstrode worked
slowly:

Harry

¢ Notice to the Sixth.

“The Remove having decided that no
more fagging shall be done by them,
they hereby warn the Sixth not to expect
them to fag any more ~No fagging will
be done under any circumstances by the
undersigned.” ;

“Is that all right?” asked Bulstrode,

* looking round.

““Oh, ripping !

“1 guess so!l”

“It’s all serene,” said Harry Wharton.
“Now, we’ve all got to sign our names
ia a circle. Who's going to begin?”

‘ Form-captain,” said Russell.

Bulstrode wrote his name upon the
sheet:

“There you are!” he said.
Balstrode.” "

‘“Mine next,” said Harry.

“H, Wharton ” was written next to
“George Bulstrode.” Then Nugent and
Cherry and Bull and Linley and the rest
signed in turn. There were nearly two
score of names on the paper by the time

¢ George

the writing was finished. and a remark-

able variety of handwriting.
“Good!” said Bulstrode.

make the Sixth sit up, I think.

going to take it to Wingate?”
There was a pause.

It was one thing to draw up the paper

embodying the defiance of the Lower

Fourth, and quite another to present it

to the head of the Sixth, and captain of
- Greyfriars.

““ Let’s go in a body,” suggested Harry
Wharton.

“Good egg!”
. “I guess you're ri
crowd of us go, and we can plank it
down on Wingate, and then buzz off
instaunter,” said Fisher T. Fish.

Bulstrode nodded.

“Very well,”” he said. “I'm agree-
able. A dozen of us can go, and it will

“table, which was laid for four.
and North and Walker were with him.

Vht, sonny. Let a

shov;: the prefects that we mean bizney,
too.

“Hear, hear!”

“Shove that letter in an envelope,”
Hazeldene suggested; ““we can give it
to Wingate, and leave Lim to read it
after we're gone.”

“Good egg!”

The vound-robin was folded and sealed
up. ‘Then Bulstrode unlocked the door
of the Form-room. A shout from the
crowd in the passage greeted the Re-
movites. The proceedings in the Form-
room had excited the greatest interest
among the fellows of all Forms, and
they wanted very much to know the
result,

“Well,” said Coker, of the Fifth, with
a-grin, “have you decided to ask the
Head to retire, and to run Greyfriars
yourself in future, Wharton.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““Not quite,” said Wharton, laughing.
“But we're fed up with the Fifth. You
can go and eat coke!”

“So you're not going to fag any more,
eh?” asked Hobson, of the Shell.

“Exactly !”

“You've decided on that?”
Bl‘\‘mdeli‘,’ of the Fifth. -

3

“My hat!”

“There's trouble in store for you, my
sons!” said Coker, wagging a warning
finger at the rebels of the Remove.
“You'll get it where the chicken got
the chopper—and that’s in the neck!”

**Oh, rather!”

“We're ready to risk it,” said Bul-
strode. *“Come- on!”

The Removites followed their leader.
Bulstrode walked up to the notice-board
in the hall and took down the notice of
the meeting, turned it round, and
scrawled on the blank side:

“Notice to All Whom it May Concern.
“Fagging is abolished so far as the
Remove is concerned.—By Order.”

shouted

He pinned the notice up.

“That's plain  English
think,” he remarked.

“Yes, rather!”

“Hurrah {”

“They can’t make any mistake about
that,” Wharton agreed. * Now to take
the round-robin to Wingate! Does any-
body know where he is?”

““In his study, most likely.”

“Yes, he’s in his study,”
Hobson, of the Shell. ‘“He’s entertain-
ing some of the prefects to tea.”

The Removites looked serious, but
Wharton did not hesitate.

“All the befter opportunity for hand-
ing them the round-robin,” he remarked.
“They can all digest it at once!”

enough, I

““Good wheeze!” said Bulstrode.
“Come on!"”
A dozen of the Remove followed

Bulstrode to Wingate's study in the Sixth
Form passage. Bulstrode tapped boldly
at the door. There was a buzz of voices

~within, showing that the captain of Grey-

“That will |
Who's |-

friars was not alone.

Bulstrode opened the door.

‘“Hallo!” said Wingate.

- He was seated at the head of the
wynne

All four of the seniors looked at the
crowd of juniors outside the doorway.
“What do you want?” asked Wingate,
in surprise. ‘“Has anything gone
wrong?’
“Not exactly,” stammered Bulstrode.
“Then what have you invaded me

“like this for?”

3%

“You see .

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Walker.
‘“They’ve come to tell us the result of
the meeting—whether they're going to
allow us to live or not!”

The seniors all laughed, and the Re-

-

grinned

3

movites turned pink. They did not like
their revolt to be made fun of in this
way. Bulstrode strode in and laid the
envelope upon the tea-table, and Win-
gate stared at it.

“What's that?”’ he demanded.

‘““A message from the Remove.”

“Oh, a message from the Remove, is
it?” said Wingate, taking up .the en-
velope. “Many thanks to the Remove.
Shut the door after you.”

“It's a round-robin,’" said Bob Cherry.

“A what?” ‘

“A round-robin,” repeated Bob. “I1
suppose you know what a round-robin
1877

Wingate laughed.

“It appears to be an attempt at
humour on the part of the cheeky
juniors,” he replied. “But I will look
at it, if you want me to.”

“That’s all we want,” said Wharton.

“Very good; then clear out, and
close the door after you.”

The Removites retreated from the
study, and closed the door. In-the
passage they looked at one another
somewhat sheepishly.

“The rotters don't seem to be im-
pressed,” Bull remarked.

“Wait till they've read the round-
robin,” said Bulstrode confidently. ‘It
will make them sit up.”

“In any case, we've declared war, if
they choose to take up the gauntlet,”
said Harry Wharton quietly. * That
settles it, whether they take it seriously
or not. We don’t do any more fagging
for the seniors.”

And the juniors all chimed
heartily:

“Hear, hear!”

in

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Remove Mean Business !

"INGATE  helped himself to
/ more toast, and poured out a
fresh cup of tea. The other

seniors were looking at the
envelope lying on the table. They were
curious to know what it contained. But
the captain of Greyfriars did not seem
curious in the least. He ate his toast
serenely. 3

“Oh, come,” said Walker at last,

“aren’t you going to open it, Win-
gate?” :
Wingate tossed it across to him.
“You can open it if you like,” he said.
“Y will, then.”
Walker slit the envelope with his
knife, and drew out the folded paper.
He unfolded it, and glanced at it,. and
gave a low whistle.

“Phew {”

“Read it out!” said Gwynne.

“Right you are!” Walker grinned.
“It’s straight from the shoulder, at all
events. Listen! ¢The Remove having
decided that no more fagging shall be
done by them, they hereby warn the
Sixth not to expect them to fag any
more. No fagging will be done under any
circumstances by the undersigned: ”

“Then the names come in a circle,”
added Walker, holding up the paper.
“Pretty nearly all the Remove in it, too,
1 think.”

“ Cheeky young beggars.”

Wingate calmly munched his toast.
*“What are you going to do about it,
Wingate?”’ asked North.

“ Nothing,” replied the Greyfriars cap-
tain serenely.

“ Nothing !"”

“ Nothing—only put it in the fire. I'm
hardly likely to take notice of rot of that
sort from the Lower Fourth, I suppose.”

“But the young rascals mean business,”
Gwynne remarked. -

““We shall sce. If they refuse to fag,
we shall know how to deal with them,”

Tar PoruLar.—No. 118.
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said Wingate grimly. “I don’t heliove
in treating juniors harshly, but I believe
it discipline, and T'll keep it going, or
kuow the reason why.”

“ Yes; rather,” said Walker.

“T ¢hink thxs will blow over, and they’il
come round,” said W mgate carelessly,
*Throw the paper in the fire.”

Walker tossed the famous round robin

into the flames, where it was crumpled
up quuth Wingate munched his
toast

‘\\e xould easily tell if they mean
husiness by calling for a fag,” Valence
remarked,

Wingate shrugged his shoulders.

> Call for one if you like,” he said.
*“We shall see.”

“Very well.” e

Walker opened the study door and
looked out. Fwa of the Remove were in
sight, and they promptly vanished as
Walker came mte view. The scnior
.allpd dm\u the passage.

“ Fag!”

There was no reply. 'There was a
sound of footsteps, but they were going
away from him, not coming towards him,
.md they died a\‘ay in'a few moments.

Valence (dnLd out again

" b‘ag

Silence.

g ag ! 133
. No reply.  Walker
the study with a grin.

“Looks like business,” he remarked.
“T know jolly well that at least three or
four of the young beggars heard me per-
fectly well.”

Wingate frowned.

“I’ll call out,” he said. “I don t think
they’ll veuture to disregard me."

“Try, then.”

ngate stepped to the door, and his
deop voice sounded down the passage.

‘Fa-a-ag!”

Footsteps were heard at once.
(heny came from one direction, and
Nugent from another, and they arrived
b)eathlesny at the door of the study.

“Yes, Wingate,” they exclaimed

turned back into

Bob

together. “Did you call?”
Wingate laughed.
*“Yes, I called,” he said. “I don’t

want a fag, but it was on account of
your pmuous round robin. That’s all.”
Oh, I see,” said Bob Cherry. 7T hat’ s

all nght ngate We make an excep-
tion in your favour, you know.’

€ W‘hat (323

“We re not going to fag for anvbodv
e JIse,” Nugent explained. “But we'll fag
for you all the time, Wingate.
ought ‘to have put that in the round
robin.”

Wingate looked at them angrily.

“Po you mean to say that you mean

the rubbish you have written down
there?” he demanded.

“Yes, rather!”

“And that is “hy you d1dnt come
when Walker called?’?

““Yes, that’s why.”

“You heard him1”

0 Oh, yes! 1

“You cheeky young scoundrels !”

fOh, draw it mild, Wingate. We "1
fag for you till all's blue you know!”
urged Bob Cherry.

“Yes, rather!”

“That's as cheeky as the rest of it,”
said Wingate angrily. “T suppose if you

didn't condescend to like me, you

wouldn’t make an exception in my

tavour, would you?”?

_The juniors considered.

- “Well, no,” admitted Bob Cherry.
“But we do like you,” said Nugent.

b ’imr re a good sort, Wingate. We

id be glad to go en fagging for

I

“Yow'll fag for all the Sixth tha( W ant

n} POPULAR. —\o 118,

Bulstrode:

‘| passage was empty.
his study,

f(lg"«, and thb Fiith as well,” <avd the
Greyfriars captain sharp y.

“Can t be dni s

* Impossible 12

“Po you mean {o say 1ha(
refuse?”
voice:

“\Iu@t"’

“We've agreed with the vrest of the
Torm,” Nugent explained. *“There’s
nothmg else to be done. Fagging the
Remove is abolished.”

Wingate stepped back into his study,
ang took down a cane.

“Come in here,” he said.

Bob Cherry and Nugent exchanged
glances, and hesitated. It was a great
deal like bemg invited into the lions
den.

“Come
angrily.

The juniors obeyed.

“Now,” said Wingate, “I'm going fo
cane you for your cheek. I shall cane
every boy in the Remove wha refuses to
fag when ordered to do so by a member
of the Sixth. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Wingate.”

“Then you know \«\hy Iam going to
cane you.”

“Yes, W mga,(e becau':e 3ou re higger
than we are.”

“What!”  roared the revfrlaw
captain, somewhat taken aback. “I—
I'm going to cane you to mamtam diseip-

you‘ll
demanded Wingale, raising his

in!”  rapped out Wingate

| line and order in the school.”

“Y wish I'd known you wanted to
miaintain discipline and order, instead of
wanting a fag!" sxghed Bob Cherry.
“1 shouldn’t have come.

Gwynne smiled, and Wingate burst
into a laugh, and put down the cane.

“Perhaps it is 1ot quite ericket fto
cane you this time,” he said. “ You can
go, you young vascals. But remember,
any more of this rot, and you will be
caned. I have told all the Sixth to report
ta me if there is any refusal to fag, and
I shall deal with every case. And I
sha'n't spare the rod and spoil the child,
i pmmise you.”

“Yes, Wingate,”
meekly.

“You are going to faL, then,

said the juniors

when

-called upon?”

‘“No, Wingate.”
“What 1"
“No, Wingate.”

The (Jw eyfriars captain turned 1ed W 1(11,

a“"t")

“Get out of my study, or I sh.ﬂt
change my mind about letting you off
he exclaimed angnly. “Get, out at
once |”

“Yes, Wingate.’
And Nugent and Bob Cherry promp(lv
got out, and Wingate slammed the door

after ~them, and returned with a ruffled

couuteudnce to the tea-table.

“There’s going to be trouble with']
those impertinent young rotters!” North
And Wingate nodded without;

Bob Cherry and his:

remazked.
rep%ymg

In the passage.
comrade grinned. From up the passage,
in the direction of Loder's study,
a call that echoed.

“ R :
“Lodex wants a fag,” murmured Bob:
Cherry. ‘““He’s going to get one -
mediately—I don’t think.’ :
*““Ha, ha, ha !’
I Fag

Bob and Frank scuttled away. and the

calling out angrily for a fag.
But no answer came to his call. A dozen
juniqrs heard his voice, but they were
very careful to give Loder a wide berth.
“Fag!” :
Only the echeo of Loder voice in the
empty '[);‘*"1"'9 answered him.

came!

[ feteh that footer at once !

Loder stared out of,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
No Fags!
HE next moining, when the

l Remove came down, they kept

their eyes very much open. They

were at open warfare with the
Sixth now, and they espected reprisals.
They kept. together in threes and fours,
and kept a good look-out. But the bx\th
were letting them alone for the present.
Wingate was of opinion that the w=ole
matter would soon blow over, and that
the fags would return to their duties of
their own accord. But the (xreyfrlals
captain, keen as his judgment was in
most matters, was mistaken in this. The
Remove had made up their minds: and
their leaders especially “were determined
never to give in. There was to be no
more fagging at Greyfriars so far as the
Remove were concerned.

During morning school the Remove ex-
changed whispers on the subject, to the
surprise and annoyance of Mr, Qneleh
thelr Form-master. Mr. Quelch had
been away from Greyfriars, his place
being taken by another master for a
time, and he had only returned to the
school that morning. He came back
without the least knowledge of the un-
settled state of politiecs in the Lower
Fourth, and the ferment in the Form
took him by surprise. Lines were given
out and knuckles were rapped in the
Remove Form-room- that merning, but
the juniors cared very little. What were
maths. and Latin to them when they
were at war with the Sixth, and had not
the faintest idea, so far, how the tussle
would end? :

They came out of their Form-room
later prepared for war. Harry Wharton
& Co. expected to be called into Win-
gate’s study for another eaning. But
they were not.
s(udloucly taking mo notice of them.
The juniors were surprised, and a little
annoyed. Having worked themselves up
to the pitch of offering battle to'-the
Sixth, it was exasperating to be f{otally
disregarded.

“It’s all  right,”  said Nugent.
“They're only iymg low, and one o!
them will break out soon—one of them
with 8 lov e‘y temper like Loder or
Walker.” - =

Nugent was qulte vight, Tt was Loder:
who broke the ice. Hé called to Harry
Wharton & Co. as they were sunning
themselves on the stéps after dinner, and
some of the Sixth were going do‘\n to
the football-ground.

“Wharton! Fetch the footer oub of
my study {”’ >
. Wharton looked at him cally. * The
tussle was coming, but Hairy “halton
was quite ready for it.

“Sorry !’ he replied politely.

“Fetch my footer—quick!” ;

“If you ask it as a favour, T'll fetch
it with pleasure,”. said Harry. “But.4f
you mean to be fagging me, I won't
fetch it.” =

Loder gritted his teeth. =

“Will you fetch that foofm"” he
demanded.
- “No, I won't!”
“You cheeky young sweep, I' ll——
-Wingate broke in.

“Hold on, Loder. Wharton, ge 'md

[22
“I'lt fetch it for you,
And Harry turned away.

friave captain frowned.

. “You'll fetch it for Loder
“Can’t be did!?

“Then you'll go into my stady and
fetch me a cane,” said Wingate.

“Very well i

Wingate waited for Harry Wharton to
return. The junior eame back with the
cane in his haad, but without Loder's

Wingate!”
The Grey-

. heisaid.

Wingate seemed to be
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“ You do not seem to be able to keep your boys in order, sir,’”’ said Wingate.
Mr. Quelch looked hard at the Qreyfriars captain.
: is not the way to speak to a mastfer.”

¢ What—what !

How dare you, Wingate !’’ he gasped.
(See Chapter 3’.)

f“ And so it falls to me to do it.”
¢ That

{oothall.
Wi,

“Now, are you
Loder?”’ he asked.

“No” said Harry.

““Not when I order you to

& No [!)

“Then hold out your hand!”

Wharton held out his hand. The right
of caning was vested in the prefects, and
there was nothing to do but to take it
Wingate gave the junior two strokes,
and hard ones, that made Wharton almoss
wriggle with pain, but he did not utter
a sound. The Greyfriars captain gave
him a grim look.

“Now you c¢an take the cane back,”
he said. “‘Nugent, go and fetch Loder’s
footer.”

“Tll fetch 15 for you, Wingate.”

“FEnough of that,” said Wingate
angrily. “You will fag for Loder, or any
‘other fellow in the Sixth. You can’t
‘even pretend that Loder was bullying you
this time. You will fag for Loder, I tell
you.” i i

“I won’t!"

‘Wingate took the cane from

going to fag for

bl

“Then hold out your hand, Nugent!”:

“Very well.”

Frank was caned, and he bore it calmly.,
By this time a crowd of fellows had col-
lected. It was extremely unusual to see
canings inflicted in the Close, but Win-
gate was very angry now, and he did not
stop to reflect upon appearances :

“Cherry " he rapped out.

¢ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said Bob Cherry
cheerfully. :

“Will you fag for Loder?”

¢ Not”

There wag no hesitation about Bob
Cherry’s reply. It came out directly, like
a blow straight from the shoulder.
There never was any possibility of mis-
taking Bob Cherry’s meaning.

“Hold oubt your hand.”

“Right-ho, my pippin ™

.giddy Sixth.

i} there’s my

Bob was caned. He put his hands
under his arms and squeezed them, and
made a wry face, but he uttered no com-
plaint. Bob Cherry was not soft. He
could have grinned and borne severer
punishments than that.

Fellows were gathering from all sides
now. Wingate’s face was a dark red
with anger, and his eyes were gleaming.
He felt that his authority was being
defied, as indeed it was, in a way, though
the young rebels were far from wishing
to offend Wingate personally. But there
was no doubt that they were directly
disobeying orders. The Greyfriars cap-
tain had never had such an experience
before, and he was in a most unusual
temper about it. The look that was upon
his face now was one that had very sel-
dom been seen there before. One of the
magsters, hearing the noise in the quad,
had come to his window, and was look-
ing out curiously. Wingate seemed blind
to the fact that a hundred eyes were
upon him.

“Bull!” he said.

_ John Bull came up smiling.

. “Right-ho!” he said. “You needn’t
ask the question—I won’t fag for Loder,
or for Carne, or for anybody else in .o
I'll see them all hanged
first! I dare say some of them will be
hanged some day, especially Loder—and
hand !”

And John Bull held out his hand for
the cane. The crowd grinned at his
observations, but Wingate did pot smile.
He brought the cane down with a lash

/| that made the junior, strong and
courageous as he was, give a sharp, short
gasp.

There were several other juniors in the
group on the steps. They were all look-
ing defiant and determined. Canings or
no canings, they did not mean to fag.
They had made ‘their declaration of in-

dependence, and they meant to stand by
16, .

“ Linley !

“Yes, Wingate?”

“ Are you going to fag for the Sixth

“No, Wingate.”

“Stand forward, then, and hold out
your hand.”

Mark Linley obeyed, and was caned.
Then came the turn of Fisher T. Fish,
the American junior. Fish had been
loudest of all in his declarations that he
would never dream of giving in, but Fish
was known to be a swanker. He eyod
Wingate’s cane very nervously as he was
called forward, and put his hands in his
pockets. Wingarte's glance fell upon him
sternly.

“ Are you going to fag for the Sixth?”
he demanded.

“I guess I'd rather turn that over in
my mind,” said Fisher T. Fish cautiously.
“As a business man, I'd rather not give
an enswer off-hand.”

“Play up, Fish!"” came a voice from a
Removite.

“I guess I can run alone, thanks, with-
out any help!” . .

“ Answer me,” Fish!” said Wingate
harshly. “You are either in this silly
scheme or you are not. Are you going
to fag for the Sixth?”

¢“T haven’t been asked, I guess.”

“Well, if you are asked, or ordered?”

“That makes a difference, of course,”
said Fish.

“Will you give me a direct answer?”
thundered Wingate.

“1 guess so.”

“Will you, or will you not, fag for the
Sixth?”

Thus driven into a corner, Fish cast a
helpless glance around him. His chums
were looking at him steadily, and their
looks told what he might expect afte.-
wards if he betrayed the good cause now.
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But the cane in Wingate’s hand, and the
losk upon Wingate’s face, had sapped

away the courage of the American
Junior. .
“1 guess—-" he faltered.
“ Well 7

“ Buck up, Fishy!”
“Play the game, old fellow ™
“Not!” concluded Fish.. 1

not P* i

It was out now. Even Fish had
stood by his colours. Wingate raised
the cane.

“‘Hold out your hand!” he ordered.

“You see, I—I—I—"

“Hold out your hand!”
Wingate. 2
_ Fisher T. Fish held out a bony hand
in a very gingerly way. Wingate
brought down the cane, and it swept

guess

shouted

the empty air as Fish snatched his hand
away. There was a chuckle among the
crowd, and Wingate became quite

crimson,

“Fish, how dare you !”

“JI—1 guess it's all right,” said Fish.
“You caif consider that you've caned

me, and Pm qtti}e agreeable to let it go :

at that, and-—-" >
Wingate took bim by the eollar, and
breught down the cane upon his shoul-

du;‘ls. Fisher T. Fish gave a terrific
Yelitr - = %
“ Yaroop 1"

Lash, lash, lash! -

There was ne doubt that Wingate had
lost his temper.  He lashed the jumier
scross the back . with the cane half a
dozen times, and Fish danced and
yelled and roared as if he were being
iuussacr'ed. His cries rang through the
10use.

“Shut up I muttered Bob Cherry in '

disgust. “Take it like a man!"” -

“Wingate, stop that instantly !

Mr. Quelch, the master of the Re-
niove, strode upon the scene frem the
iutertor of the Sehool House.

Wingate stopped the caning. He re
leased Fisher T. Fish, who staggered
away groaning, with much leuder
groans, as a wmatter of fact, than the
aceasion  demnanded. He leaned up
against Bob Cherry, but Bob pushed
hin off without any ceremony. Bob
Cherry had no sympathy x\"itf}x fellows
who could not take their punishinent
quietly.

Wingate fixed his eyes upon the
Form-master. He realised that he had
placed himself in a false position by
loving. his temper, but he was teo angry
to care,

“Did you speak to me, sir?”

*Yes, T did, Wingate. I am sur-
prised and shocked. at you. I never
expected to see the captain of Grey-
friars acting in this way, in sight of all
the windows of the school, of any
stranger who might come in at the
gates!” Mr. Quelch exclaiined.

Wingate flushed. .

“1T have a right to punish the juniors
for insolénce,” he exclaimed, “and 1
do not want any instructions about my
personal conduct, siv!l®

“Wingate !”

“I mean what I say, sie. The boys
of your KForm have broken out into
insolence aud defiance, and refuse to
obey the orders of the prefects, and
they will have to be punished until
they come to their senses. You do not
seem to be able to keep them in order,
sir, and so it falls to me to do i£.”

My, Quelch looked hard at the Grey-
friars captain, :

“That iz not language to be used to
2 master, Wingate,” he said. “I
think, and hope, that when you are cool
you_will apologise for having used it.
For the present, I decline to enter into
a discussion. That is enough.” ;
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Mr. Quelch turned back
house, ;

'The Remove master evidently thought
the matier closed, as indeed it should
have been.  Never once had Wingate
been guilty of -insolence to those abave
Lim in position, and be had always been
very carveful to set the younger boys
a good example in respect to the
masters. But Wingate was not himself
now. He had completely lost his
temper, and being called to acecunt by
the master, under the eyes of all the
crowd, had given him the finishing
touch, so to speak. He was determined
to keep on. The boys, as Mr. Quelch
moved away, had begun to disperse,
but Wingate did not move.

“Brown!” he exclaimed harshly.

Tom Brown started. He could
hardly believe that Wingate meant to
continue the scene. The New Zealand
junior liked the captain of Greyfriars,
like everybody else, and he was sorry
to see Wingate place himself in such
a position.

“Yes, Wingate?” he said quietly.

into i;l)ﬂe
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“Hold out your hand!”

“Very well.””

The New Zealand junior held out his
hand. Wingate caned him, but the
Junior, hurt as he was, for the strokes
were terribly hard now, did not give a
murmur. He was anxious not to draw
Mr. Quelch back to the spot, and: so
eause sevious trouble for Wingate.

““ Hazeldene 1" :

“Ye-e-es?" said Hazeldene,

“Are you going to fag for
Sixth 77

“N-wm-no }” :

“Hold out your hand!™

Hazeldene shivered as he held out his
hand. He had seen the cuts that Tem
Brown had received, .but [Hazeldene

the

i New Zealand junior.

1 Bull.

'*Deat Bunter!’’ The Funniest School Story Ever Written——

was not made of the same stuff as the
He felt every
@erve in his bedy shrink from the
coming pain,

Lash ! - :

The cane came down stinging across
his palm, and Hazeldene gave a shriek.

“Quiet, you fool!l” muttered Bob
Cherry.
“Ow! Ow! Qw!?

“Hald your row !”

“Shut up?

“Youll bring Quelchy baeck, you
dummy !'* whispered Harry Wharton.

“Yow! Oh! 2

Hazeldene did not care if he brought
Mr. Quelch back ; inde&d, he would have
been very glad if Mr. Quelch’s coming
had saved him from a second cut. The
Remeve-master, as a matter of fact, was
already returning. There was a deep
frown npon AMr. Queleh’s face.

“Wingate ! he exclaimed.

“ Well 7 =

“Don’t answer me like an impertinent
fag!’ said Mr. Quelch sharply. ~“I
Lmde’,fstood that this scene was at an

end
i

¥

I am going to punish every Junier
who refuses ta fag for the Sixth!™ said
Wingate, between his teeth.

“You are in no state to punish any-
body, I think,” said Mr. Quelch. “Before
you inflict any punishment yon should
be sure that you are calm and dis-
passionate, and not in a fury, as you
seem to be at present. T ¢ommand you
to cease at onee! Boys, disperse imme-
diately ; A

Wingate gritted his teeth. ~

“If yau interfere with me, sit—-="
© “T do interfere with you. I command
you to cease thig disgraceful scene imme-
diately,” said Mr. Quelch: “How dare
you make such an exhibition in the
Close? I am ashamed of you!”

ent my duties as a prefect I shall conii-
plaiu to the Head, six ¥’ :

“You may please yourself about that,”
said Mr. Queleh.  “I hardly think the
Head would allow you te retain your
position as prefect at all if he knew what
has just heen passing here. = You had
better go to your room; Wingate.™

“J shall do nething of the sort!”

“Baoys, disperse at once,” said ' the
Remove-master, affecting not te hear
Wingate’s veply, which made most of the
boys gasp.

The erawd broke up. :

The Removites walked away -in a
bunch. Most of thent were rubbing their
hands. Wingate had hurt them, but
their huris were not what they ivere
 thinking of mest. They were thinking
of the captain of Greyfriars, and  the
position he had placed himself in by
losing his temper. : ==

“Silly ass, to cheek Quelch in’ihat
way I Bob Cherry remarked. “I can’t
understand it in Wingate; he's alwags
been so decent.”

“He’s got his rag
mistake,” said Nugent. -

“Yes, rather ” :

“J suppose he will apologise to Mr.
Quelch when he’s eool,” said Harry
Whartor, in a thoughtful way. .~ “It's
very awkward for him. He was punish-
ing us for “insubordination, but we’ve
never done anything so Hagrdnt  as
cheekinga master te his face. Heé's gone
a great deal farther than we have.™

“¥m sorry, all the same,” said’ John
“But it can’t make any différence
to us. Wingate or no Wingate Fe're
not going to fag any more for the
Bixth " -

THE END.
(There will be anather splendid long,
complete story of Harry Wharton & Co.

in next week's isawe of the PopuLsr. Do
not miss it. ]

“1f you interfere with me in carrying’

out now, and no
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A shady Acquaintance!

L OME on, Jimmy {”
The Fistical Four, of the

-Fourth Form at Rookwood,
were sauntering along Coombe
Lane towards the school.

Jimmy Silver had suddenly stopped.

The chums of the Fourth were pass-
“ing the stile in the lane, and upon the
stile was seated a disreputable-looking
individual, a stranger to Lovell and
Raby -and Newcome.

They had glanced at him in passing
with somewhat contemptuous glances.
He was a man of about thirfy, and
might have been a good specimen of
manhood if he had chosen. But evi-
dently he had not chosen. His yeddened
face, his loose lips, and heavy eyelids,
and his general hangdog look, told their
own story of late hours and drink. He
looked a blot umon the fresh country-
side, as he sat on the stile, fouling the
atmosphere with the scent of a strong
black cheroot.

He grinned as the juniors passed him,
and beckoned to Jimmy Silver.

And Jimmy halted. :

Lovell and Raby and Newcome stopped
and looked back at him. Jimmy’s sunny
face ‘had suddenly clouded over. He
glanced at his chums hesitatingly, and
glanced back at the man on the stile.

Lovell hurried back.

“Come on, Jimmy!” he repeated.

“Here we are again. Jimmy "’ said
the man on the stile cheerily. ™ “Don’t
hurry away ;T want to epeak to you.”

- “Come on, Jimmy !”
.You go on, Lovel,” said Jimmy
Silver; in a low voice. “I’d better
speak to—to this chap.”

Lovell’s brow set grimly.

“I'm not going on,” he said. ‘“You're
not going to speak to a bounder like
that. What the dickens does he mean
by calling you Jimmy ?"

- The man on the stile chuckled. The
vemark seemed to amuse him.

“Come on, Jimmy !” called out Raby.

“Wait for me up the lane,” muttered
Jimmy Silver. “I—I must speak to this
chap. TI'll explain afterwards.”

“Here’'s Townsend coming up the
lane,” growled Lovell. “Do you want
to be seen talking to a rotter of that
sort, Jimmy?” s

“I must!”

¢ Oh,. rats!”

Loyell shrugged his shoulders angrily,
and tramped on with a dark brow.

. Jimmy Silver stepped nearer to the man
on the stile,

“What are you doing here, so near
to the school?” he muttered. “Do you
want to get me into trouble at Rook-
wood?"”

The swastrel blew out a thick cloud of
smoke.

UNDER A CLOUD!

“That’s your own look-out!” he said
coolly. “I'm as keen to get away from
here as you can be for me to go. You
know what I want.”

““Money ?”

“Exactly !”

“T've given you all I could.”

“You'll have to give me more if you
want me to go.”

Jimmy Silver clenched his hands hard.
His _eyes were fixed upon the bloated,
dissipated face, with bitter contempt and
anger. Up the lane, from the direction
of Coombe, came Townsend, the dandy
of the Fourth. He started as he saw
Jimmy Silver in conversation with the
man on the stile. Jimmy did not notice
him, and Townsend, as he came nearer,
heard Jimmy’s next words,

*“Get-out of this!- Haven't you any
sense of shame? You've let my friends
see you now——" . - ;

““They’ll sce more of me unless you
help me to clear!”

T can’tt”

“You must find a way, my boy. I
can do it on five pounds. If you don’t
let me have a fiver, you can expect me
at Rookwood,” .

ot tell_{you I can’t do it!” said Jimmy
Silver. “I had to borrow money to help
you before, and you gambled it away. I
should be in an awful fix now if my
chums hadn’t paid up for me!”

“Let 'em pay up for you again!”

“You rascal!”

“By gad!” ejaculated Townsend.

Jimmy Silver spun round. The dandy
of the Fourth backed away from the look
m his eyes.

“You spying cad!” Jimmy broke out
angrily.

“Oh, draw it mild!” said Townsend.
“I couldn’t help seeing you, could I?
You shouldn't meet your boozy friends
so near the school, you know. Is that
the chap you used to go to see at the
Ship, that all the fellows have been talk-
ing about? Ha, ha, ha!” .

Jimmy Silver made a stride towards
Townsend, but he stopped.

“Get out!” he muttered. “If you
don’t want to go into the ditch, you'd
better clear off |”

Townsend grinned, and strolled on
towards Rookwood. He had an item of
news for the fellows in the Fourth, and
he was anxious to impart it. -

Jimmy Silver turned back to the man
on the stile, his eyes gleaming under his
knitted brows.

“You see what you’ve done for me!”
he said savagely. “This will be the talk
of the Lower School!”

“Your own fault, Jimmy.
to clear, and T'll clear!”

“I don’t believe you!” said Jimmny,
between his teeth. “I helped you
before, and you spent the money in

Help me

=

A Splendid, Long, Complete School
Story, introducing JIMMY SILVER
& Co. at Rookwood.

By OWEN CONQUEST.

gambling and drink. I sha'n’t again.
Come to Rookwood if you dare!”

“I'll come right enough, and show you
up, Jimmy. I'm a man of my word ("

“Come, then; and you'll go away
again with handcuffs on!” said Jimmy.
“Set your foot inside the gates of Rook-
wood, and I'll ask the Head to telephone
for t-he'policé. They will be glad to
see you.”’

The man on the stile started a little,
and looked searchingly at the schoolboy’s
set face.

“You don't mean that, Jimmy. You
wouldn't have a goal-bird for a relation.
You wouldn’t give me away.”

“I would, and will, if you come to
Rookwood !’

Jimmy Silver turned away, without
another word. But his look showed that
he meant all he said, and meant it in
deadly earnest,

“Jimmy

The junior did not answer. He strode
up the lane, and the man on the stile
looked after him with savage chagrin on
his face.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Secret!
IMMY SILVER rejoined his chums,
J and they walked on towards Rook-
wood in silence.
: Lovell and Raby and Newcome
were Jooking grim:

Townsend had gone on, and they knew
that before long all the Classical Fourth,
and probably the Moderns as well, would
have heard of Jimmy Silver’s meeting
with the blackguard in the lane.

Lovell broke the silence at last.

“Look here, Jimmy, this won't do!”
he blurted out. -

Jimmy did not reply. :

“There’s been talk enough about you
already ! said Lovell savagely. “It’s
growing into a regular scandal. You've
visited the Ship, that low den that no
decent fellow would go into. Tommy .
Dodd saw you meet a blackguard there—
the same chap you've just spoken to, 1
suppose. You told us it was all over,
and you were nevér going there again.
We took your word for it that you hadn’t
been playing the giddy ox, like Smythe
and his set.”

¥ My word's good enough, I suppose?”

said Jimmy Silver.

“We've taken your word, Jimmy,”
said Newcome, ¢ But—but you are put-
ting rather a strain on a fellow’s faith, I
must say.”

“I know that,”
miserably. “I wouldn’t be surprised if
you fellows thought T was a bigger black-
guard than Smythe. T've told you I
couldn’t explain; it wasn’t my secret.
But—but now that rascal has shown him-

THE Porurar.—No. 118.

N
said Jimmy Silver



§

self here, and threatencd me, I—I'm
going to explain.” ;

“FTime you did!” grunted Lovell.

**But only on condition that you keep
it dark.” ;

“More blessed secrets!”

"“That's the eondition,” said Jiminy
Silver quietly.  “You can take it or
leave it!”

“Oh, we'll keep it dark!”
“4Vhat’s it all about, anyway &

¥ can’t get vid of that fellow, because
—hecause——" -

' Because what?”’

“Because he's my uncle.”

The three jumors jumped. TFhey
stopped, and stared blankly and incredu-
lously at Jimmy Silver.

“Your uncle! exclaimed
stupefied. .

“Uncle " murmured Raby.

“QOh, my hat!” ejaculated Newcome.

Jimmy Silver's cheeks were crimson.

*“Now you know !"” he said.

“ He—he’s really your uncle, Jimmy?”
stammered Lovell.

“My father’s brother,” said Jimmy.
“The pater -won’t have anything to do
with him. So he's come to me for
money.”” .

“That’s what you were borrowing
money for?”

. X Yes t2 3

“Why. it's blackmail!” exclaimed
Lovell indignantly. “Look here, Jimmy,
lots of people have shady relations, but
they don’t let the cads bother them in
this way! Let’s go back and give him
& thundering good hiding, and warn him
to clear off t That’s the way to deal with
rotters like that!” >

“Jolly good idea !”” said Raby heartily.

Jimmy shook his head

“That isn’t alk”® he said. “I'm going
to tell you the whole story. My pater
got him a berth in the City, and—and
there was money missing, and he had to
clear The police are looking for
him. But he’s innocent.”

“How do you know?”

“Well, he says so.”

“Y wouldn’t take his word,” said
Yovell. “If the police want him, the
sooner they get him the better.”

“He’s my uncle,” said Jimmy. “He
was kind to me when I was a kid. Tt’s
drink that’s brought him to this, and
gambling. He wasn’t really a bad sort
once, only weak as water; and he always
got into trouble. . So long as drinking
and racing are allowed to go on there
will always be weak wretches like that
who can’t resist temptation. And they
go from bad to worse.”

“That’s all very well. But it's up
to & man to be decent!” growled

said Raby.

933

Lovell,

Lovell, “Anyway, he can’t be allowed
to worry you, Jimmy. What does he
want 1

“ Money !

“ Well, you can’t give him any more.”

“He’s threatened to come to Rook-
wood if T don’t. He thought I wouldn’t
have the nerve to send my own uncle
to prisen.”

“To come ta Rookwood!” exclaimed
Lovell, aghast. “That blackguard!”

“And I've told him that if he comes
I shall give him away, and he will be
arrested,” said Jimmy quietly. “He
knowe I miean it, and I think it will
make him keep off. But unless he
molests me I can’t do anything against
him. He’s my own flesh and blood,
rotter as he-is!” i

“Poor old Jimmy !’ said Lovell softly.

The Classical chums walked on to the
#chool in silence. - -

The Co. understood now the trouble
that had come upon their leader. They
knew why Jimmy Silver, generally the
sunniest-tempered fellow at Rookwood,
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had been moody and downcast for many
s,

to a severe sérain: but all was clear now.
But Jimmy Silver’s shady acquaintance
was the talk of the Fourth Form, and

of giving Jimmy curious looks, and some
of them even avoided him.

Jimmy Silver was under a cloud, and
his c¢hums did not see how that eloud
was to be lifted.

THE THIRD CHAPTER
Townsend in Trouble.
DOLPHUS SMYTHE of the Shell
A was seated in his study a couple
of evenings later when Townsend
of the Fourth came in.

Adolphus was in an elegant attitude,
reclining in the easiest of easy-chairs,
with his feet on ancther chair, wing
six inches or so of his purple silken socks.
A gold-tipped cigarette was between his
 lips, scenting the study with its frag-
rance. His eyeglass dangled at the end
of its cord.

- He nodded lazily to Townsend.

“ Shut the door, chappy,” he drawled.
“1 don’t want Bulkeley to spot this fag
if he comes this way.”

Townsend shut the door.

“Squat down!® added Adolphus.
“Help yourself to the cigarettes!”

Townsend did not sit down, and he
did not help himself to the cigarettes. He
stood with one hand on the table, looking
dismally at Adolphus.

Adolphus raised his eyebrows.

He was willing to stand his pal
cigarettes galore. But Townsend had
the look of a fellow who had come to
borrow money.

Adolphus did not believe in lending
money.

It was a full minute before Townsend
spoke. He seemed to have to take his
courage in both hands, so to speak.

“I—I’ve looked in——"" he stammered
at last.

“Take a cigarette. They're good!”

“No, thanks! I—I don’t feel up to
smoking now. I’m in trouble.”

“Sorry!” said Adolphus politely.

“J—Pve come to you as a pal—-"

“Awfly good of you to think of me !’
yawned Adolphus. “If it’s anythin’ but
money, rely on me. Money’s rather
tight; but anythin’ else—"

“It’s money,” said Townsend.

“Hard cheese !”

“I—I've got to raise five quids, some-
how,” said Townsend miserably. ‘That
scoundrel Hook is threatening me. You
introduced me to him, Smythe.”

“You asked me to!” said Smythe icily.

“I—TI know I did. T’m not complain-
in’,”” said Townsend hastily. “But I've
had bad luck! The rotten geegee came
in about eleventh, and I had plumped on
him !”

i Deep?” -

“T owe Hock five quid

“Well, you have a whacking allow-
ance,” said Smythe. ‘ What’s all the
trouble about? You can settle.”

“I had bad luck before that—rotten
bad! I can’t get anything more from
home now, and I'm stony !”’

“ Ask Hook to wait.”

“He’s waited a fortnight.”

“ Oh !71

“ And—and now he’s come down on
me,” mumbled Townsend. “It means
being shown up if I don’t pay him.
Could you let me have five quid,
Smythey ¥’

“Five thousand just as easily,”
Smythe. “ Ask Howard.”

“T've asked him.”

- “Well, Tracy; then; or your own pal,
Topham.” i
“I have,” said Townsend. “They

s

said
]

Their own faith in him had been put |

P many fellows had dropped into the way |

is ““*Chuckles' !

ean’t do anythin’. You've got a lot of
tin, Smythe.”

“I’'m not a loan bank!” said Smythe
frigidly. *The faet is, P'vé not had good
luck myself, and I shall want all I've got
to see myself clear. I'm sorry!”

“Then you won't help me?”

“T can't.” -

“Hook says he's going to-my father.”

“He won't do that,” said Smythe
confidently. “It would bust up his con-
nection here if he played it low down
lik% that, and he doesn’t want to lose

“Well, he says he will if I don’t pay
him, and—and I think he means it. He
says he simply must bave the money.
The pater would pay him, to keep it
dark, but—but it would be simply awful
for me’ Townsend groaned. “I wish
I’d never gqpe into it! You got me into
it, Smyt’l,l,ey, and you might lend a fellow

a §
“So ¥ would if I could, though you're
a bad payer,”” said Smythe. “But I
can’t, and that settles it. I don’t believe
Hook will do anythin’ of the sort. It
wouldn’t be business. Keep a stiff upper
lip, and see it through.” :
Adolphus lighted another cigarette.
Townsend gave him a silent look, and
quitted the study without another word.
It was easy enough for Adolphus to
advise him to keep a stiff upper lip; it
was not so easy for the wretched fellow
to keep it. Joey Hook’s threats, whether
in earnest or not, had terrified the
slacker of the Fourth. &
Adolphus shrugged his shoulders im-
patiently when his visitor had gone. 1t
was really too bad, Adolphus thought,
that a wretched lame duck should come
and lay- his troubles upon Adolphus”
shoulders. Smythe felt a sense of injury.
He consoled himself with several
cigarettes. :

Townsend went wretchedly down the

passage.

Smythe of the Shell had been his last
hope. Smythe eould not, or would not,
help him, so that resource had failed.

In the Fourth Form passage Newcome
stopped him.

“Pay up!” he remarked.

Townsend started.

“ What. do you mean, Newcorge?”

“I'm out for the subs,” explained New-
come, who was secretary and treasurer
of the junior football elub.” “You're
jolly late with yours. I've just screwed

out Jones minor’s and Hooker’s. Now
I want yours.” . ;
“You'll have to wait a bit. Hang the

football club!” said Townsend irritably.
“V’C,’hat. do I care for footer? Confound
it ot
Newcome stared 4t him. £ g
“You're down as a member, and you
voted at the election,” he said.” “‘ Strictly
speaking, you oughtn't to have wvoted,
with your sub unpaid.” ks
‘‘Hang the election!”’ :
“Well, I must say T like . your
manners!” said Newcome. “Is that the
latest variety of nutty politeness?”
“Go and eat coke!t”
“My hat! You're asking for a thick

ear,” said the secretary of the Rookwood
- Junior Football Club, “and you're going

to get it, too!” &
“Cheese it!"” said Townsend, backing
away in alarm. “Sorry!
rather seedy, as a matter of fact.”
“Well, you look rather seedy,” said
Newcome, scanning him. ‘“Why don’t
you chuck up smoking, you ags?”
“I—I'm going to,” mumbled Town-
send. “I—I say, I suppose you've got
mos%lof the subseriptions 1in, haven't
ou
“Most. of them,” agreed Newcome.
“'There’s six quid in the box.
(Continued on page 9.}

T'm feeling
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My Deer Reeders,—When I larst had the
onner of addressing you I was in the sanny,
suffering from orful panecs in the head, kawsed
by Bolsover majer throwing a boot at -my
napper with malis a-4-thort, and with grate
forse!

I am kon-soled by the fackt that my
woond is now heeled. All that remanes to
tell the tail is a bump the sighs of a dux-
egg. y

I have been relecsed from the sanny. and
the edditorial chare wunce more grones under
my edditorial wate; and unwelcome kon-
tributors are agane beginning to feel a taste
of my eddiforial boot!

Of corse, the first thing I did on coming
downstares was to lick that broot Bolsover.
I dun it with plezzure, bekawse I had skores
and skores and skores to pay off on him.

We fort for ninety minnits in the Jim, and
everyboddy said it was a grate. scrapp.

Bolsover nevver dun badly, konsiddering
what he was up against. 3

In the 91st minnit, howevver, his day of

rekkerning come. He got in the way of one
of my smashing strate lefts, and went down
for the kount, looking very batterd and
hroozed and bludstaned. They had to take
him away on the amberlance, and I hope he
will have to spend a week in the sanny, same
as I had to. May he be fed on thin grool and
soop, and may his boans soon be sticking
threw his flesh!
-I no this souwnds very harsli, but these
boolies must be tort that they karn’t throw
boots at edditers with impoonity, and if they
forget theirsclves to such an eggstent, they
must egaspect trubble!

I have no simperthy to walst on Bolsover,
Nun! And I sinserely hope he will prophet
by the terribu!l licking I was kompelled to
adminnister to him.

Serve the beestly broot rite, deer reeders!
He will no better in fewcher than to throw
beots -at the devvoted head of

Yore Chum,

e

P.8.—The latest bulletin says that Bol.
sover’s got a very high temperament, and is
uot eggspeckted to recovvér'!—B.\B. z

Sekkond Form
Snaps !

By SAMMY BUNTER.

A Public Apology
to Billy Bunter.

ByBOLSOVER MAJER.

Me and yung Nugent started our grate
kampagne against fagging the other day.
But, alas! we found that we had bitten
offt mere than we could chew. The pretex
got on our track, and they gave us a terribul
lamming with kricket-stumps. We-had Rite
on our side, too; hut I always did say that
Mite was stronger than Rite!

* * *®

I have bheen dewly appoynted subb-vice-
depputy-subb kaptin of the Sekkond Form
kricket teem. I am also the Trezzurer, so
anyboddy who's got any munney to spare
for batts and bawls should forward it to me!

* L] "

Yung Gatty has sported a cleen coller
three days running, so we can eggspeckt
the world te come to an end soon!

E] : ] -

My hootlaces still have a tendensy to come
undun evvery time I pass the dore of the
Head’s studdy. I shall reelly have to start
tying up my boots with string. Myers does
it, and everyboddy ad-Myers the neet appeer-
anse of his feat!

Reeders who pattronize my fride-fish bar
may look forward to a good time on Satter-
day nite. I have cort two fat place from the
Rivver Sark, together with a number of
minnoes and tadpoles. The bar will open at
sevven p.m. N.B.—No conneckshun with
Gatty's Stout and Oyster Bar!

* * *

When is my majer going to give me an
inkreese of sallery? I don’t no; but the
kooks are torking of an inkreese of sellery
neckst time we have cold meet for supper!

- « -
Sumboddy stuek sum sekkertine on to my

chare this mourning, so I am afrade the
wether prospeckt is “glue-me "! -

1 want awl my admyrers to be sure and get
our neckst weeck's issew, becawse my bit is

eggstra good.

I, PERCY BOLSOVER, pewgilist and prize-
fiter, of Studdy No. 10, Remove Pnss?idge,
Greyfriars 8kool, in the kounty of Kent, in
the kountry of England, do hearby humbly,
sinseerly, and kontritely appollergize to my
plump skoolfello, William George Bunter, for
having chucked a boot at his head in the
Remove dommitory, at 9.30 p.m. on the even-
ing of the 32nd instant.

At the time of throwing the boot I did not
foolly reelize what dammidge it was likely
to kawse, being under the impression that
Billy Bunter’s head was maid of wood. I
eggspeckted to see sum sawdust come out,
but I diskovvered, to my horrer, that Billy
Bunter possessed a reel brane, and that I
had dun him serious injury.

For sum days I went about in a state
of terribul mentle angwish, heing afrade that
Billy Bunter wood get konkussion or brane-
fever. I was off my feed; my mind waandered
when I was in the Form-room, and I thort
I should go mad!

I am now grately releeved to find that
Billy Bunter has rekovvered from the:erool
blow I gave him. The first thing he diq,
on heing releesed from the sanny, was to
meet me in the Jim and give me a terribul
thrashing. am now going about .on
krutches, and I am kwite prepared to admitt
that Billy Bunter is a better boxer than
me, and that I thoroughly desserved the
licking he administered.

And I do hearby sollumly prommis, in the
presense of Peter Todd, kommissioner for
oaths, that I will nevver agane—no matter
what the prcvverkation—throw a boot ab
Billy Bunter’s head.

1 have shed menny bitter teers of sorro
for my konduckt, and I hope and trussed
that my plump schoolfello will forgive me
for what I dun.

In fewcher I will be as meek and jentle as
a lam, and will nevver harm a hare of Billy
Bunter’s head. :

Givven under my hand. and scel, this
umpteenth day of April, in the Yeer of

(Dis)Grace, 1921,
7 PERCY BOLSOVER.

(Before going to press, I showed this
appollergy to Harry Wharton & Co., and
they deklare that I maid it up myself! They
say that Bolsover major would nevver dreem
of appollergizing to anyboddy for anythin%.
Mdreover, they say that he would not ‘spell
so shockingly. .

I-will leeve my reeders to judge weather
the above appollergy reelly came from the
pen of Bolsover major, or weather T komposed
it myself. I feel sure you will all agree
that it is a perfecktly jenuine doccument.

I have desided, after a grate deel of re-
fleckshun, to axxept Bolsover’s appoue,rg{.
and. I trussed he will behave like a litt
jentleman in fewcher.—BILLY BUNTER.)

Tur Porurar.—~No. 118
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SONS OF THE SPANISH MANE!
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By ALGY SILVER.

t

|

e e

The good shipp Pirate King, which was a
cross betwene a bark and a frigget, gaily

- brested the crool waters of the Passiffick.

Suddenly their came a shout from the star-
bord hoe, :

“Yo-ho! Yo-ho! A sale is in site!”

Kaptin Jack, the leeder of the pirate gang,
wag-down in his cabbin, playing norts and
krosses with his erew. He sprang to his feet
with a mutterd implication.

“TFheir’s trubble brewing, my merry men!”

lie said. “We shall have to finnish this game
un‘xizthier time., Art reddy for a scrapp, kom-
rades?”

“¥,- ¥, kap'n!” cride the loyal crew.

And menny a. crool cutlass flashed in the
sunlite wich came in threw the cabbin door,

_Kaptin Jack led the way on deck. Shading
his eye with his hand, he gazed out across
the vast eggspanse of blew water.

In the distanse he saw a faint speck.

“What is it, kap'n?” asked Gideon Gore.

“I karn’t kwite sighs her up at the
moment,” ansered the kaptin. *“But it looks
to me as if our deadly rival, Percy the Pirate,
is on the warpath!”

“Mallydictoes!” ecride Don Alfonso, the
Spanyard. “If it is indeed our old pal Percy,
we will give him a warm reseption! Por
bacea! But he shall die!”

And the crew ansered in corus:

“He shall die-li-tiddly-i-ti-ti-die!”

Their were seens of grate activvity on the
deck of the Pirate King. The members of
Kaptin Jack’s crew—all of whom stood over
scyven feat in hite—sharpened there cutlasses
oit there razer-stropps, and longed to get to
close 3's with the rival pirates.

‘When the rival vessel drew neerer, she was
observed to be flying a skull-and-crossbones
flagg.

“That’s him!” cride Kaptin Jack eggsitedly.
“Qr, to be more korreckt, that’s her! I
don’t know why shipps should always be
spoken of in the feminine jender, but their
you are! Stand by, my gallent lads! Get
reddy to go over the top! Hoist the main-
sale reef! Heeve the mane deck overbord!”

By the time these hurried orders had been
komplide with, the rival shipp-was within
2 stoan’s throw of the Pirate King.

The ugly face of Perey the Pirate appeered
over the deck-rale.,

“Ha, ha, Kaptin Jack!” he cride, betwene
two rows of perly-wite teeth. “So we meet
face to face! In a few minnits’ time you
will be walking the plank!” )

“P'r'aps!” replide Kaptin Jack, -with &
larf. “But methinks the boot will be on the
other foot!”

The two vessels were now alongside.

Kaptin Jack's giants glared at the pewny
followers of Percy the Pirate. Then, after
a hoarse silense, the grate fite kommensed.

Bullets reigned like summer hale upon the
i-deck of the Pirate King.

Kaptin Jack was hit in the ribbs, and agane
in the chest; but he did not falter.

“Pown.with the doggs!” he ecride.
icad into there pewny hoddies!”

Kaptin Jack’s men responded gallently.

The deck of the rival vessel soon prezzented
a garstly site.

Rivvers of blud were oozing in every
direckshun, and the air was fool of the grones
of the dead and the wales of the dying.

When all his men had been put out of
ackshun, Percy the Pirate could stand it no
longer. He dropt his pistle, and put up his
hands, 3

“Packs!* he eride.

“Ha, ha! So you give In!” said Kaptin
Jack, with a mocking leer. “Jump across,
my merry men, and toe the trater over to
our own vessel!”

Tre PoruLar.—No. 118,

“Pump

A few minnits later Perey the Pirate stood
kwaking on the deck of the Pirate King,
“Now you shall walk the plank!”

Kaptin Jack grimly.

“Ow! Spar¢ me! The thort of being
devoured by sharx is anything but plezzant!”

“As an alternatiff,” said Kaptin Jack, “I
will fite you with cutlasses.”

“To the deth?”

“Sertingly !"

The rival pirate leeders stript for the duel,
and there stalwart boddies glissened in the
sunshine.

In spite of the scars on his ribbs and
sholders, Kaptin Jack looked kwite hansom.

“Time!" called Gideon Gore.

Their was a blinding flash of stecel, and the
sparx flew in all direckshuns.

Krash! Smash!

Kaptin Jack staggerd like a drunken man
as his opponent’s cutlass bitt into the fleshy
part of his neck. ;

But he fort on gamely, and brezzantly,
with a deft jerk of his weppon, he sent his
rival’s cutlass krashing to the deck.

“Ha, ha! I have disarmed you, you
villan!” he cride, with a savvidge snarl. "I
will now proseed to put you out of yore
mizzery !”

So saying, he looked for a vitle spot on his
opponent’s boddy, and then lunged forward
with his cutlass.

A loud shreek rang out over the silent
waters, and a few minnits later a lifeless
form was dropt overbord and fed to the
hungry flames. "

It was the boddy of Percy the Pirate!

said

THE END.«

MY FAVOURITE |
QUOTATION!

- A Number of Rookwood Fellos
State There Choyce,

TOMMY DODD:
“All that glitters is not gold; but all that
swanks and swaggers is Silver!”

* ¥ *

TUBBY MUFFIN:
“Hear, with a loaf of bred benceth the
bhough,
A rabbitt-pie, a currant-cake, and thou
Beside me singing in the wilderness,
And wilderness is Parradise enqw!”

% * *

CYRIL PEELE (who enjoys an occasional
smoke behind locked doors):
“And the skipper he blew a whiff from his

pipe,
And a scornful laugh Ianghed he!”

* * ®

ALGY SILVER:
“Mary had a little lamb
(The plot heging to thicken!)
It got run over by a tram—
They served it up as chicken!”

* * *
CUTHBERT GOWER:

“A licking on the hand Is worth two and
the ¢ push.' "

THE BALLAD OF
TUBBY MUFFIN! |

0i——

I
| By HIMSELF. |

My name is Tubby Muffin, and they say
I'm always stuffin’,
Which is- reelly kwite a base exag-
geration;
For I don’t beleeve in eatin’ lots of pies
with froot or meat in,
And a glutton is my pet abomination!
It is trew Pm rather podgy, and a trifle
stout and stodgy,
But that’s the fawlt of Nature, not
of me;
And besides, the Rookwood kooking
makes a fello’ flabby-looking,
’Cause it’s fattening and hoddy-
b’ilding—see?

I am jolly, plump, and han’som’, and if
I were held to ransom
It would be for kwite a startling sork
of sum;
For my han’som’ face (don’t snigger!)
wood Kommand a prinsely figger,
And the chapps who had to pay wood
look most glum!
As an atherlete ’'m fam’us, and I’'m net
an igneramus
When it comes to le'rning Lattin,
Ftrench, and Greek.
Why, in branes and skill and nollidge,
not a fello’ in this kellege
Could kompete with me for longer
than a week!

You should see my form at kricket! I
have kaptured menny a wickit,
And FPve bagged a most amazing lot
of runs.
Jessop? Hobbs? Why, they’re not in
it—I bag fifty to the minnit;
And perspiring feeldsmen glare at me

like Huns!
And at footer, too, I'm klevver, and 1
make it my endevver
In each match to skore at leest a duzzen
goles; :
And the krowd all kries in kerus,
“Tubby’s play will nevver bore us,
wFor it thrills our h'arts and it delites
our soleg!”

Silver? = Newcome? Lovell? Raby?
Every one of them’s a baby
When kompared with such a mi'ty man
as me!
I am such a smart y'ung nipper that I
ought to be the skipper
Of the Fourth—and I am sure you all
. agree! :
Yes, the head of Tubby Muffin has the
rite and propper stuff in;
I was born to be a leeder and a hervo.

‘But y’ung Silver’s always jeering, and he

says, in manner sneering,
That I'd make a good komedian, or a
peero} :
&

|
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By JACK DRAKE.

1

ield Punishment™ for Ponsonby!

“ You're wanted on the 'phone, Wharton,”

said Wingate of the Sixth, glancing into
the Junior Common-room. *‘ Ponsonby of
Higheliffe would like a word with you.”

Wharton frowned. There was little love
lost” between him and Cecil Ponsonby, the
‘““ Nut " of the Highcliffe Fourth.

_“ I've left the receiver off, and asked Pon-
sonby to wait,’* said Wingate.

‘ Thanks!” said Wharton.

And he went along to the prefects’ reon.
_ “That you, Wharton?" drawled a veice,
in response to his * Hallot”

“ Yes. What do you want with me?"”

“I want to fix up a ericket match with
your team,” said Ponsonby. ‘‘ Will Wednes-
day aftermoon suit?”’

Wharton looked astonished.

“1 thought Frank Courtenay was skipper
of the Higheliffe eleven?’” he said.

“O0f the official eleven—yes,” chuckled
Ponsonby. “ An' I'm boss of the uncfficial
one. You needn’t have any hesitation in
fixin’ up a match with us, Wharton. We're
hot stuff, an’ we shall give you a good run
for your money. Goin' to accept our
challenge ?™*

Wharton hesitated.

“ T made a vow that I'd never play against
any team of yours again, Ponsonby.”

‘ That was way back in the Middle Ages,
my dear fellow! You're not goin' to keep
on pursin’ an old grudge, L hope? Be a
sport, an’ accept the challenge!”

“There’s going to be no trickery?” said
Wharton.

‘ Trickery!” echoed Pon.
the meanin’ of the word!”

‘“ Everything will be straight and abave-
board ?"’ said Wharton.

** Quite

“Then we'll play you. Match to take
place at Greyfriars on Wednesday afternoon.
And let’s hope itlll be a clean, sporting
game.”

“ Not much room for foul play in cricket,”
said Ponsouby. *‘ Cheerio!”

And he rang off.

Wharton walked back to the Junior
Common-room in a thougbtful mood. He
cxpected to be criticised by his chums for
having fixed up a matech with a cad like
Ponsonby, and his expectations were realised.

‘“ Ass! Chump! Imbecile!” growled Bob
Cherry, when Wharton told’ him the news.
“ You know jolly well that Pon’s up to some
shady trick or other. You ought to have
washed your hands of the whole bizney ™

“I don't see how Pon can play any
fricks,” said Wharton. * You see, the match
will be played on our own ground, and the
Higheliffe bounders will be mobbed if they
start any funny business.”

“ We shall certainly be able fo keep an
eye on them,” said Nugent., ** All the same,
I wish you'd left Pon’s challenge alone,
Harry. He's bound to have something up his
sleeve.” .

““ They can never hope to lick us by fair
means,”’ said Peter Todd. * We shall skittle
‘em out for about ten, and then proceed to
make a century apiece!”

“ Perhaps,’”” said Wharton. * You must
remember that it’s the beginming of the
season, and we haven’'t had much practice.”

We looked forward rather eagerly to
Wednesday afternoon, wondering what Pon-
sonby’s little game was, for we felt sure
hie would mot act “on the square.’”

We were practising at the nets when the
Higheliffe team arrived.

Ponsouby, Gadsby, Monson, and Vavasour
nesded the party; then came four others of
the same kidney, while Merton and Drury
brought up the rear. Between them walked
2 grotesque-locking figure.

“X don't know

“ Who—what——"" hegan Bob Cherry, in
amazement.

Ponsonby followed Bob’s glance, and
grinned,

“ That’s our elevemth man, begad!’ he

explained, :

Bug{ it—ib isn’'t a fellow at allt” pro.

tested Wharton. * It’s a mechanical toy !’
“ Quite right, dear boy. It goes by

clockwork. Matter of fact, it’s our fast

bowler'Z .

&l ja;

“ My hat!"
We saw in a flash what Ponsonby's scheme

was.

The leader of the Higheliffe *“ Nuts ™ had
either begged, borrowed, or stolen—for he
could not possibly have invented it himself—
a mechanical bowler. It was not a new
invention, Bernard Glyn of St. Jim’s having
constructed a similar device a few seasons
previously. :

The clockwork creature was set in action
by the turning of a key in its back. Then
it took six paces forward, and its right
arm swung round, propelling the ball with
terrific force.

Most of us felt that we would rather stand
up against a human bowler than a clockwork
one any day. Moreaver, we felt that Pou-
sonby's * cheek ™ was colossal.

“ This isn't playing the .game!"
Wharton sharply.

“Eh? Why isn't it?” said Ponsonby, in
surprise.

‘“ We didn't bargain on your bringing over
a clockwork bewler.”

“My dear old top, youre at perfect
]l;gerby to include one in your team, if you
ike.”

“I haven't a clockwork bowler, and even
if T had I shouldu't dream of making use of
it in a match. T should only use it for
practice purposes.”

* Afraid we must ask you to dispense with
the elockwork fellow!"” said Johnny Bull.

“ But that'll leave us with only ten men!”
protested Ponsonby.

“ That's your look-out!”

“1f we can't include our mechanical
howler,” said Gadshy, ‘‘ we sha'n’t play! We
shall call the match off I”

“Dash it all!’ said Peter Todd, turning
to the rest of us. ‘ We'll play them, and
lick them, in spite of their blessed toy!”

“ Yes, rather!”

After a good deal of discussion, Harry
Wharton decided to allow Ponsonby to make
use of his mechanical bowler.

Our great hope was to get Highcliffe out
cheaply. If we could skittle themn out for
about 30, we felt that we could exceed that
total ourselves, in spite of the hurricane
deliveries of the clockwork man.

It was to be a single innings match, and
nearly all Greyfriars had collected, enormous
interest heing taken in Ponsonby’s ¢ eleventh
man.”’

Pon won the toss, and decided to bat first.

Inky and I shared the bowling, and
between - us we made short work of the
elegant Nuts. 3 :

Ponsonby scratchied and scraped until he
had made a dozen; but the others did little,
and the whole side was out for 32.

Highcliffie were at a disadvautage in the
patting department, for they had only ten
men. The mechanical bowler could not, ot
course, handle a bat.

“ Now, you fellows,” said Wharton, * we've
got to get 33 to win. If only we can
keep our end up against that beastly elock-
work contraption, we shall be able to make
our runs off the bowler at the other end.
Who'd like to go in first with me?"”

‘1 will, Harry,”* said Bob Cherry.

There was great excitement as Harry
Wharton and Bob Cherry walked out to the
wickets, and Ponsonby got his clockwork
bowler ready for actiom.

Pon was chuckling, for he imagined that
our wickets would go down like ninepins
before the mechanical bowler’s attack.

Harry Wharton got ready to receive the
first over.

There was a whirring sound as Ponsonby
wound up the clockwork bowler. Then it
darted forward six paces, its arm revolved
in the air, and the ball whizzed down the

itch.

P Wharton watched the ball closely. To his
delight, he saw that it pifched short, and
he dispatched it without ceremony to the
boundary.

“ Hurrah!”

“ Well nit, sir!”

Ponsonby scowled fiercely. He had hoped
to sce Wharton’s stumps spreadeagled. But

said

there seemed to be no possibility of that

F

happening, for every ball that was bowled
by the mechanical bowler pitched in exactly
the same spof, and the captain of the
Remove drove it to the railings every time.

Harry Wharton had scored 24 runs off the
first over! In our delight, we fairly shouted
ourselves hoarse.

Now came Bob Cherry’s turn. Bob had to
face Ponsonby, and Pon is no great shakes
as a bowler. Bob punished him mercilessly.
He hit a 4, and then a 6-—clean out of the
ground—and the Remove had won!

Ponsonby’s face was a study. He had
counted on the mechanical bowler taking
a wicket with every ball that was sent down.
But the deliveries pitched painfully short,
and Wharton and Cherry flogged the ball to
all parts of the field. 7

Bernard Glyn’s clockwork bowler of a few
seasons before had been a really good one,
and it eould vary its deliveries. But Pon-
sonby's was faulty; it could only bowl one
type of ball, and that was a very bad one.

The score rose by leaps and bounds; 40,
50, 60 went up on the telegraph-board.

3 Ponsonby & Co. were perspiring profusely
in the broiling sun, and they had smoked
too many cigarettes t0 be in good condition
for leather-chasing. I

“ Hadn’t you Dbetter declare; Wharton?’!
growled the Highcliffe leader at length.

“T'll declare whemn I've made 50, was
the reply. * Then somehody else can come
and bave a go!”

“ Oh crumbs "

It didn’t take Wharton long to eomplete
his 50. Then Smithy came in, and lashed
the tired bowling.

Boh Cherry completed his half-century
shortly afterwards, and his place was taken
by Peter Todd. -

Smithy and Toddy enjoyed themselves for
about an hour. Then they retired, and
Nugent and I earried on the good work.

The Highclifie fieldsmen were in a state
of complete collapse by this time, and the
score was getting on for 300!

Ponsonby & Co. were in such a state of
distress that Wharton took pity on them. at
last, and declared the innings closed just as
the third hundred went up. 2

As he limped off the field, - Ponsonby
heckoned to Dicky Nugent of the Second.

“1 say, kid,” he said, “ run and fetch me
a coke-hammer, will you?” .

““ Certainly !’ said the fag cheerfully,

The coke-hammer was duly obtained, and
then Pon made a savage attack upon the
mechanical bowler until he had reduced it
to a bent, battered, and twisted wreck.

And I venture to think it will be a long,
long time before Pon challenges the Remove
to another cricket mateh!

THE END.

Understood, But—

Professor (after lecturing on “ What Propels

Locomotives "): “Well, I suppose you know
all about steam-engines now, boy?”
Bright Boy: “Yes, sir; all but one thing.”
Professor: “And what is that, pray?”
Bright Boy: “What makes them go?”
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“What’s the little game, Reddy?”

Figgins, Kerr, and [ halted in astonishment
in the doorway of Dick Redfern’s study.

- Reddy was in his shirtsleeves, experiment-
ing with a number of medicine-hottles which
stood on the table. i

The bottles contained liguid of various
kinds and odours, and Reddy was juggling
with them in a very mysterious way, adding
a little of one kind to a little of another, and
8o forth.

. Tor a moment Reddy ignored our guestions.
Then he looked up' with a grin.

“This is Monteith’s benefit,” he explained.
“Poor old Monteith! He’s been suffering
agonies dyring the past few days with indi-
gestion.”

" “He's got Fatty Wynn's complaint,” said
Figging. “He eats too much, and doesn’t
take enough exercise.” E

“You may be right,” said Reddy. “All the
same, it's pathetic to see our head prefect
racked with the tortures of indigestion. And
I'm going to cure him!”
oA hat!”

“What have

asked Kerr.
. “Various medicines, all of which contain
digestive  properties,”  explained Reddy.
“When properly mixed, they form an ideal
cure for indigestion.”

“But you'll never persuade Monteith to
take that muck!” growled Figgins.

“He won't need any persuasion, dear boy.
He'll take it without his knowledge. Some
of it will be poured in his tea: the remainder
will be sprinkled over his food.”

“Great Scott!”

“And it’ll do him a power of good. He'll
never-complain of indigestion any more.”

you got in those bottles?”

“When are you going to work the oracle?” |

asked Kerr.

“To-morrow morning, at brekker.”

We were very interested in Reddy's stunt,
and we were curious to see how it would pan
out.

- On going into the dining-hall next morning

2

we found that the place at the head of the
table which was usually occupied by Mon-
teith was vacant.

Evidently the prefect was expected in a
few moments, however, for the maid served
his tea and his eggs and bacon.

“Here goes!” muttered Redfern. :

And he took a medicine-bottle from his
pocket, uncorked it, and poured a libera
-quantity of physic into Monteith’s tea. Then
he sprinkled the remainder over the eggs and
hacon.

No sconer had Reddy slipped the empty
bottle into his pocket than Ratty, our House-
master, came stalking in.

To our dismay, he seated himself at the
head of the tahle in Monteith’s place.

“My appearance is doubtless an unpleasant
surprise to some of you,” said Ratty, in his
sour way. “It so happens that Monteith is
too unwell to be present. I have told him

to stay in bed.”
Having delivered himself of this little

speech, Ratty raised the teacup to his lips
and took a liberal draught. Then he set
down the cup rather hurriedly, and his com-
plexion became a sickly yellow.

“Bless my soul! There is something very
strange about this tea!” he muttered. “It
would almost seem as if it were drugged!
Is your tea all right, Figgins?”

“Quite all right, sir!”

“Then perhaps it is my imagination.”

So saying, Ratty proceeded to pitch into
his eggs and bacon. After a couple of mouth-
fuls he made a fearful grimace. ;

“Dear me! I feel .sure there must be
something wrong with the food. Can you
detect anything amiss with the bacon, my
bhoys?"”

“It's as tough as usual, sir,”
“otherwise, it's quite 0.X.”

“And the eggs—-"

said Kerr;

“Perfectly fresh, sir!” said Figgins. “They
were only laid last Friday.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silenee!” snapped Ratty. “This is no
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langhing matter! It really seems to me as
if the food is poisoned!” £

“Nonsense, sir!” I said. “I1t’s a slur on
‘the cook to say things like that. As if
anyhody. would ever dream of poisoning- the
food of such a popular master as you, sir!”
7 “Bga §ilent, Wynn! Perhaps, after all, I am
imagining things. Or it may be that my
digestion is out of order. I will endeavour to
finish my breakfast.”

‘And Ratty did. Perhaps it would be more
correct to say that the breakfast finished
Ratty!

By the timie he had got through the eggs
and bacen, and drank the remainder of his
tea, Ratty was in a terrible state. He
moaned -aloud, like a wild beast in pain,
and his complexion had changed from yellow
to deathly pale.

“Ow! Oh! Yow!
is something wrong!” he groaned.
feeling any pains, Figgins?”

“No, sir—except the pain of seeing you in
pain!” L

“Are you all right internally, Redfern?”

“Perfectly, sir!” said Reddy, stifling a grin.

“Did you notice anything—er—peculiar
about tlie eggs and bacon, Wynn?”

“No, sir. I've had three helpings, and 1
could cheerfully tackle a fourth!”

“Ow! I—IL wish I had lefit my breakfast
severely alome. I feel certain the food was
poisoned! T shall remonstrate severely with
the cook——- Ow-ow-ow!” 2

Much as we disliked Ratty, we could
hardly help feeling sorry for the poor old
beggar. You know how it feels at Christmas-
time, after you've had too many helpings of
turkey? ~Well, that was how Ratty must
have felt then!

Presently the torture became so acute that
he could stand it no longer. He rolled out
%f lhis seat, and tottered to the door of the

all,

Kildare and Kunox, of the Sixth, jumped
up from their places, and escorted the un-
fortunate Ratty to the sanny. 3

And there he remained for two whole days.
And we had a joyous time in the New
House, left practically to our own devices.

Whether Redfern's’ mysterious mixture
would have cured Monteith’s indigestion or =
not, it was impossible to say. It certainly
didn’t cure Ratty's! .

And it didn’t cure Ratty’s temper, either,
for when he resumed duty again he was a
beastlier beast than ever!

THE END.

1—1 feel certain there
“Are you
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 The Perfectly Priceless Photograph!]

By MONTY LOWTHER.
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“Ah! It has awwived at last, deah
boys!” -said Arthur Augustus D'Arey.
* Toby, the page, came into the junior
Common-room at St. Jim’s, and handed
Gussy a large brown-paper packet. We
uoticed that the outside wrapper was
marked, *Photograph—With Care.”

Arthur Augustus was in what he him-
self described as “quite a fluttah.” Xe
untied the.package with feverish fingers,

and drew out, with great care—as if it’

were a delicate piece of Dresden china—
a cabinet photograph.

Nursing the photo on his knee, Gussy
_gazed.at 1t long and earnestly.

Presently he gave a deep sigh.

“How perfectly charmin’, bai Jove!”
we heard him murmur.

Manners and I exchanged knowing

winks.
Ethel !

“It's
Manners.

“Rats!” I retorted. “It’s the ador-
able young damsel at the bunshop!”

“Bet you a bag of doughnuts
cousin Hthel!”

“Bet you a bag of cream-buns it’s
bunshop beauty!” :

The bets were duly registered in Tom
Merry's notebook. And then we waited,
in a state of expectancy, for Gussy to
show us the photograph.
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cousin muttered

it’s

the

But he didn't. Ie sat staring at it
like a- moonstruck silly idiot. Feasting
his eyes upon it, he was, as if it were
the grandest sight he had ever seen.

And ever and anon we heard him mur-
mur, “Divine!” or *Exquisite!” or
‘“Perfectly pwiceless, begad!”

We spoke to Gussy. We shouted to
him.© We bellowed to him. But he
didn't take a scrap of notice. He was
for too absorbed in the photograph he
was fondling on his knes.

Somebody announced that it was tea-
time, and we all scuttled off to our
studies—all save Gussy. The swell of
St. Jim’s had no thought of eating or
drinking in that supreme moment.

When we returned to the Common-
room after tea we found Gussy still
seated in the same position—still caress-
ing the photograph—still gazing -at it
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with an expression of fondness and long-

ing which it would
than mine to describe.
“Must be something exira-special in
the way of photographs for Gussy to
lose ‘himself in it like this,” said Jack
Blake. “Is it cousin Ethel, Gussy?”
No answer.
“Some fair
during the va
Still no answer.

ke a greater pen

voung thing you met
35

“Js it the Mayor of Wayland's
danghter?” asked Tom Merry.

Silence! -

We tried to steal a peep at the photo-
graph, but in vain. Gussy rose haughtily
to his feet. ;

“I am suwpwised that you should twy
to pwy into my affairs!” he said
indignantly. 5

And he stalked out of the room, still
hugging the photograph.

And he was still hugging it when we
went up to the dorm that night.

“Wish 1 could get a glimpse of that
giddy photo!” said Manners. “‘1 feel
certain it's of cousin Ethel, and that
TI’'ve won my wager!” =

“And I'm equally certain it's the girl
at the bunshop!” I said.

“We'll find out soon,” said Tom
Merry. ‘Gussy’s bound to sleep with
the - priceless thing under ‘his pillow.
We'll pop into the Fourth Form dorm
at midnight, and clear up the mystery!"”

We stayed awake until twelve boomed
out from the clock-tower. Then [ » tip-
toed into the dorm in which Gussy
slept, and Tom Merry cautiously slipped
his hand under the pillow. When he
withdrew it we saw that it held the
photograph. ;

Manners eagerly flashed on his elecfric
torch. And then an exclamation of
amazement burst from the lips of all
three of us. =

For the photograph over which Gussy
had gone into raptures was not of cousin
Tthel, nor was it of the girl at the bun-
shop.

It was a photo of Arthur Augustus
himself! :

With feelings too deep for words, we
crept back to bed! :



Don’t Miss Reading the *' Greyiriars Herald in the ** Magnet'® Library! Y

B e o S SRS Y

Under a Cloud! ¢

(Continued from page 8.) t
-@0¢0++++*+¢44+4¢¢

Townsend's sparkled for a
moment. ; 5

‘ Better take care of it,” he said.* “Six
pounds is a lot of money.”

“Of course I'll take care of it!” said
Newcome testily. ‘“You don’t think T'd
be careless with the club money, do you?
I don’t carry it about in my trousers-
pocket.”

‘ Better keep it locked up.”

“So I would if there was a lock on
my desk,” said Newcome. ‘What are
you getting at, Towny? You don’t think
there’s any burglars in the Fourth, do
you?”

“You've got a chap in
wha's hard up for money.”

“ What !”

“Jimmy Silver was borrowing right
and left last week.”

Newcome’s eyes blazed.

He did not make any verbal reply to
Townsend’s iosinuation. He hit out
without troubling to speak.

‘rash !

eyes

your study

Townsend caught Newcome's knuckles
with his nose, and he went down on the
floor like a sack of coke.

“Now, you cad, get up and say that
again, and I'll give you some more,’
shouted Newcome.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow !”

Townsend sat on the floor and nursed
his nose, and Newcome, with a snort of
contempt, left him there.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for the End Study.
ULKELEY of the Sixth, the cap-
tain of Rookwood, stopped at the
end study and knocked. Bulkeley,
great man as he was, always
knocked at a junior’s door before enter-
ing, and on little points like that Classical
juniors often contrasted him = with
Knowles, the Modern prefect, who never
wasted politeness of that kind on fags.
The Fistical Four were at home, and
they rose at once as Bulkeley looked 1n.

It was evening, and they were at work
on their prep. Something of his old
cheerfulness had returned to Jimmy
Silver. It was several days now since he
had seen his scapegrace uncle, John
Silver, and he had not heard from him.
He was in hopes that the wretched
waster was gone from the neighbourhood
of Rookwood.

Once he was gone, ‘the unpleasant talk
in connection with Jimmy would doubt-
less die away of its own aecord. Jimmy
felt it keenly, though he gave no sign,
ax)ﬁ his chums felt it for him more keenly
still.

Lovell & Co. were in great uneasiness
lest a whisper of it should reach the ears
of those in authority. Certainly, any
prefect who had known of Jimmy’s un-
desirable acquaintance with the man at
the Ship Inn would have felt it his duty
to look into the matter, and with a very
stern eye.

As Bulkeley came into the study, the
Classical Four exchanged a quick glance
that was full of uneasiness.

The thought came into each mind at
once that Bulkeley had heard something,
aud that he had come to question Jimmy
Silver, as in duty bound.

The Rookwood captain’s face was very

serious, and did not wear its usual genial

expression.
“Come in, Bulkeley!” said Lovell

“I—I say, will you have some chest-
nuts 7’

“Thanks, no! Fve looked in to speak
to Silver,” said Bulkeley.

“Here I am!” said Jimmy cheerily,
though with a sinking heart.

Bulkeley fixed his eyes on the junior.

“It's come to my knowledge that
there's been a lot of talk about you,
Silver,” he said abruptly.

“It’s the penalty of fame,” said Jimmy
flippantly.  ‘“Naturally, I loom rather
large in the eyes of the Fourth, you
know.”

Bulkeley frowned, and Lovell & Co.
gave Jimmy warning looks. The captain
of Rookwood was quite plainly not mn a
humorous mood.

“I dare say I’'m rather unsuspicious,”
said Bulkeley.
have heard of this earlier, I dare say. I
haveu’t heard till to-day, when a couple
of juniors were chatting under my study
window. Of course, I shouldn’t, as a
rule, take any notice of any chance talk
not intended for me, but what I heard

' made me call Townsend and Topham into

my study and question them.”
"t “7‘ 3!’)’

“You needn’t blame them for speaking
out. They had to when I ordered them,”
said Bulkeley. “They had the choice
of that, or going before the Head. Itz
not a case of sneaking.”

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“Well, it seems that you have some
precious acquaintance who put up at the
lowest den in the county, the Ship, on
the moor,” said Bulkeley. “ You meet
him near the school. I don’t like to
believe it of you, Silver. I've always had
a good ‘epinion of you.”?

“T hope I've deserved it,” said Jimmy.

“I hope you have,” assented Bulkeley.
“But that’s what we've got to clear up
now. Is there any truth in it? Town-
send says that he saw you talking with
the man three days ago at the stile in
Coombe Lane.”

“That’s true enough!” said Jimmy,
growing a little pale.

“You know the man, then?”’

“ Yes. ”

“Is he some betting blackguard?”’

“I'm afraid so.”

Bulkeley stared.

“You've got the cheek to admit that
you're acquainted with such a man!” he
exclaimed.

* Not of my own accord,” said Jimmy
steadily. “I don’t like the man, and I'd
never see him if I could help it. I've
never done any betting, or anything of
that kind. The man spoke to me against
my will when Townsend saw us.”

“It seems that he asked you for
money."”

" Yes.,’ >

“And threatened to come to Rook-
wood unless you gave him money.”

“That’s true, too.”

““Oh, that’s true, is it?” said Bulkeley
gruffly. “And what did you say to
him?”?

“That if he bothered me here I would
call in the police.”

“Oh !’ said Bulkeley, a litile taken
aback. “You don’t want the man’s
acquaintance, then? You mean he’s
forcing himself on you?”*

44 YeS.,)

“It’s jolly odd. How :did you come
to know him in the first place, if you've
had no shady transactions with him ?”

*“He knew me when I was a kid.”

“Oh! And then—"

“He was respectable then, and my
father knew him. He’s gone to the
dogs since.”

“Oh, I see; and he's claimed
acquaintance with you on the strength
of having known you when you were
a kid?” said Bulkeley, his brow clearing.

“Some prefects would

S New2

“Well, that pute a different com-
plexion on the matter,”, said Bulkeley.
“But you ought never to have had a
word to say to a had eharacter, Silver.
I dare say he pitched you some yarn,
though,*”

“He did!” said Jimmy Dbitterly—sa
bitterly that Bulkeley looked at him
very curiously. “I believed him, too.
Now I know he’s an unserupulous rascal,
and I sha'n’t ever see him again if T can
help it. If he should come here, T shall
go to the Head at once about it.”

“ Well, that’s all right,” said Bulkeley,
mollified.  “Fve always thought you a
straight kid, Silyer, and I take your
word. If thé man troubles you again,
let me know, and P’I! deal with him. A
good hiding is what he wants, and he’ll
get it if he hangs round Rookwood !

And, with a kindly nod to the juniors,
Bulkeley left them.

“It’s all right, Jimmy!?® said Lovell.
“I'm glad you spoke out straight lo
Bulkeley. He was bound to take notice
of it, you know.”

Jimmy nodded.

“I suppose I wasn't bound to tell him
the man was my uncle?” he said
moodily.  “I've told him the truth. T
don’t want the relationship to be the talk
of Rookwood if T can help it.”

“No need at all to mention that,™
said Lovell. “X dare say the bounder
has cleared off by this time, too, as he
can see there’s no money to be had fromn
you. The rotter ought to enlist—he’s
voung enough. They'd make a man of
him in the Army.”

“I’'ve told him that,” said Jimmy,
“Pity he can’t be made to go. . Bulke-
ley is an innocent old duck. I'd bet a
cricket-bat to a hatpin that Townsend
was Jawing under his study window on
purpose for him to hear—he's sneak
enough !”

“1 shouldn’t wender.
harm done.”

The four chums returned to their
preparation.

When it was over, Jimmy Silver went
along to the next study to see Oswald,
and Lovell went down to the Common-
room. Newecome and Raby remained in
the study—the former to do his accounts.
They were thus engaged when Towns-
end of the Fourth looked in.

“ Hallo, sneak !’ greeted Raby.

:;What’s the matter?” asked Towns.
end.

“Do you generally hang ahout under
a prefect's window to jaw about a
chap?” asked Raby contemptuously.

Townsend flushed. :

“It was quite by chance. I didn’t
know Bulkeley was there—7"

“Oh, tell that to the Marines !” -

“I-didn’t come here to jaw with you,
Raby !” said Townsend sulkily. “I’ve
come to pay my sub. There you are,
Newcome, and I'll have a receipt.”

Newcome gave shim a receipt, and
Townsend quitted the study., Newcome
took up the five shillings, a®d went to
his desk and opened it.

“Towny must have had a remittance,”
he remarked. “I’ve been trying to
screw his sub out of him for days. All
in- but two now. Hallo! What the
thumping thunder—""

Newcome gasped.

He had opened the little chocolatex
box in his desk, in which he kept the
funds of the junior football club.

He was staring into it blankly.

“What’s the row?”’ asked Raby, look-
ing up from his imposition.

“The—the money !”?

“What money ?”

“The football ctub funds!”’
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Still, there’s no



10 **Deafl Bunter!”

“Well, what about them?”
-Raby, puzzled.

“They 1e—the-v re gone!”

Raby Jumped up.

“Gone !” he exclaimed 1n(‘redulously

¢ Byery cent!” gasped Newcome.

“Great Scott!” e S

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Clue!

ABY ran to the desk.
- He, too, stared into the choco-

late-box, which, when Newcome
bad last opened it, had coutained
the sum of six pounds, mocns in silver.

It was empty.

Not a coin remained.

Newcome picked up the box, aud
tumed it over in his hands. ‘He blinked
in a dazed way about the desk. 1t was
impossible that the money could have
been spilled there; but he had a faint
hope of seeirig some of it. It seemed

asked

incredible that the money had been.

taken away. But not a coin was to be
seen.

The two juniors stared at onc another
blankly
3 \Vell. this beats it!”

199

said Raby at

gone ! said  Newcome
y.

. “Somebody’s taken it,”?

“I—I supposé so.’

" “Sure you haven't put it somewhere
else?” asked Raby.

“Quite sure. I always keep it there
in that chocolate-box in a drawer in the
desk. Somebody s been to my desk and
taken it away,” said Newcome, in an
agitated voice. “Some awful beast!
“’ho d do such a thing ?”

“We've got to find-out,” said Raby.
“If we don’t get it back, thli study will
have to make it ﬂ'ood You ought to
have kept it locked up.’

“Well, the lock on the desk has been
broken since last term,” said Newcoma.
“You remember when I lost the key, and
we had to bust it open. The drawer was

locked.’

“Oh, it's rotten! Who'd have thought
it?" said Raby. TSome utter beast!
But we’ll nail him, all the same. I
shouldn’t have thought there was a chap
at Rookwood who'd do a thing like that.
Hallo! What's that?”

Raby was scanning the desk,
gleam of metal had caught his eye.
bllfl was the half of a small penknife

ade.

* Raby’s eyes glittered as he caught it

and a

up.

“Look at that!” he muttered ex-
citedly. ““That isn't yours, I suppose?”
: “No fear!”

“Well, nobody uses that desk except
yourse}f," said Raby. “That blade
belongs to the thief, then. You say that
drawer was+locked 7"

“Well, I generally keep it locked,”
said Newcome, *“Somctimes I forget.
It opened just now to a touch. But I'm
pretty certain I locked it yesterday. 1
keep the k%y of it under the inkpot in
the desk; it’s safe there.”

“ Fatheaded place to keep a key,” said

aby. .

‘“Well, the thief didn’t find it, any-
way, or he wouldn't have vsanted to use
a penkmfe to open the drawer.

“That's so. He jabbed the drawer
open mth his knife, and broke this
blade,” said Raby. “I dare say he
finished the job with another blade, and
forgot this bit, or didn’t see lt .among
all that precions rubbish you've got
there. That lock on the drawer is no
good; it wanted only a snap tc make it
open.” :

“Well, if a chap came here tc bone
the cash, any lock wouldn’t have stopped
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‘| our heads shut about it.

| noon

said Newcome.

him,” “If it had bLeen
a stronger lock he’d have used the
poker.”

‘I shouldn’t wonder. Anyway, we'll
keep th\s and nail the beast,” said Raby.
“We've got to find a chap with hlS peu-
knife broken.”

“ Most likely he'd chuck 1t away when
he found he’d lost this bit,” said New-

come. “He'd rcmember lnealxmt7 it in
the desk.”

“Well, then, we shall have to find a
chap who's not got his penknife any
longer.”

“Good 1"

“TLet’s tell Jimmy and Lovell.”

Jimmy Silver and Lovell were soon
called- into the study. Oswald came
along with Jimmy Silver. The three

.juniors heard the story of the rifled desk,

and looked startled and dismayed.

Jimmy Silver examined the desk, and
looked at the fragment of blade that
Raby had discovered.

“We ought to be able to nail the
rotter, with that as a clue,” said Jimmy.

-y Easy enough,” said Oswald. “Sup-
pose we get all the Fourth together in
the Common-room, and put it to them?
If we can find the miserable beast, and
make him hand the money back, we can
give him a jolly good ragging, and keep
No good let-
ting the Modern cads know there's a
thief on the Classical side.”

“That's jolly thoughtful of you, kid,”
said Lovell approvingly. “The Modmus
would make no end of a song about it.’

“Better keep it dark,” agreed Jimmy
Silver. “The chap must be a hotrlble
worm, but we're not called on to give
him awaw to the prefects We can deal
with him ourselves.

“Pretty sickening to have a thief in
the school,” said Raby. “I think he
ought to be shown up and sacked, and
blow what the Moderns say.”

“Oh rats!” said Lovell warmly.
“We're not going to have Tommy Dodd
& Co. crowing over us. Lovely story it
would make—a thief on the Classical
side! I'd make the money good myself
rather than that.” ;

“Well, it's got to be got back or made
good,” said Newcome. “I'm responsible
for it as secretary. The fellows will say
I ought to have taken more care of ig. ™

“So you ought!” growled Lovell.

“Oh rot! There was a lock on the
drawer——"

“ Flimsy rubbish !”

““Well, if there’d been a lock on the
desk, too the thief wouldn’t have
stopped short at that, I suppose?”

“No good jawing, » said Jimmy Silver,
“We've got to find the rotter before
he's got rid of the cash. When was it

boned? That’s the question. I mean,
when.did you see it last?” .
“ Blest if I know!”
Newcome reﬂected. |
“‘This morning,” he answered. “I got

Flynn’s sub in this morning, and T make
1% a rule never to carry any of the club
money in my pockets. 1t gets imixed
with a fellow’s own tin. I remember
now—I put Flynn’s bobs there jusi after
morning lessons. I haven’t been to the
desk since.”

“Most likely the rotter came here
while we were at footer pragtice,” said
Lovell. “He would be sure of finding
the study empty then, and most of the
fellows out of doors. It was safe enough
then.”

“ How qsked
Jimmy.

“ Six quids.

much was there?”

1 paid some away veeteb

day, but Flynn paid up this morning,

and that made it up. agam Just six
quids, nearly all in silver.

“Well, if it. was only taken thxs after-
it can’t have gone far,” said

~ Jimmy Silver.

“We shall get it back
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all right, and the sooner the quicker.
Blest if I can figure out who took it,
though.”

“Some of the precious Giddy Goats!”
grunted Lovell, “ A fellow would have
to be pretty hard driven before he'd
steal, I supposé. It's some blackguard
who’s got himself into trouble over gee-
gees, and couldn’t pay up.” We've got
to find some chap who is known to be
hard up and badly in want of money—-'

Lovell paused abruptly.

A strange look came over his face, and
it was roficcted upon the faces of Raby
and Newcome and Oswald

Jimmy Silver started a little,

“Dash it all, Lovell, that would appl¥

to me as much as anvbodv" he ex-
claimed. “Every fellow in the Form

knows that I was borrowing money last
week, and most of the ﬂlly asses believe
that it went on gee-gees.

1 I was talking out of my hat, cf
course,’ stammered  Lovell.  “I—I
didn’t mean that, veally. Of course, a
chap might be hard up without collaring

another fellow’s tin. There’s’ that
broken blade—that will settle it.”
“Let's get the Fourth togethér, and

ask them,” said Oswald uneasily.
“nght’ Pass the word round for a
meeting,” said Lovell.

The juniors Ieft the study hastily.

Jimmy Silver’s brow was sombre as he
went with his chums.

He had observed that sudden look on
the juniors” faces. That his chums would
suspect him was out of the question;
they would hardly have believed that
Jimmy Silver was a thief if they had
seen him taking the money with his own
hands.

But the other fellows?

The " theft had been committed in
Silver’s study. He, at least, had had
every opportunity. It was known that
he had been borrowing money; it was
known that his chums had paid for him
a heavy debt to Leggett of the Fourth.
It was generally suspected that he was
engaged in betting transactions, owing
to his acquaintance with the blackguard
he had been seen with.

And even his chums knew that he was
threatened with disgrace by his scape-
grace uncle unless he handed over money
to him.

From the bottom of his heart Jimmy
Silver blessed the carelessness of the
th?f in leaving the broken blade in the

esk

With that clue the rascal could be dis-
covered; without it, suspicion would
glrlnmt celtamly have falle'l upon Jimmy

vey

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Discovery.

gathered in the Common-room.
The juniors were surprised and

: 3 CROWD of the Classical Fourth

curious.

Word had <been passed round for a
meeting, and it- was understood that the
object of the meeting was extremely im-
portant.

The meeting was confined fo the
Classical Fourth. The Moderns, whose
quarters were distant from those of the
Classicals, had nothing to do with it, and
the Shell were left out.

Jimmy Silver & Co. kept watch and
ward on the door as the Fourth-
Formers came in one by one and in
twos and threes.

“Pretty nearly all m, I think,
Raby, as Oswald came in last.

Jimmy Silver ran his eye over the

crowd,
“All but Flynn,” he said. ¢ Where’s
Flynn?”
“Couldn’t see him,” said Oswa.ld
“Took here, what the dickens is

» said

X
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all this abhout?” exclaimed Townsend
irritably. ‘“ What are we all mllud in
here for? I'm not going to stay!’

“Look here——"" began Topham.

“Cheese it! Somebody go and look
for Flynn,”” said Lovell. "Oh here
he comes! Flynn, you ass—"

“Sure, I've been looking for you,
Jimmy Silver!” said Flynn. “I've
found somethmg that belongs to
you——>*

“Don’t you know there's a meeting ?*
roared Lovell.

‘“Bure, how should I know, when I've
been lookin’ for Jimmy Silver? Tve
found :omf,tmng of his in my stody,
and-——""

“Blow what you've found in your
silly study 1”  Lovell slammed the door,
* Now we're all here!”

“And now what the thunder are we

here for?” demanded Jones minor.
“That ass Oswald rushed me off hefore
I'd finished my prep!”

“ Blow your prep!”

“1 can’t blow Bootles in the morn-
ing ! hooted Jones minor. “If it's
a meeting, why don’t you get to

business ?”’

“So we will, when silly asses have
stopped jawing 1" said Lovell. *TFor
goodness’ sake shut up a minute!”

“Is it something up against
Moderns ?”. asked Harris

“Hang the Moderns !”

“Then what the merry deuce is it?”
exclaimed Topham.

*“Shut up, and 'l tell you!”

T.ovell mounted upon a chair.

“There’s smm_thmg happenod 2 .be
announced—"something that we’ve got
to keep dark among omselves or the
rotten Moderns will never let us hear
the end of it. There’s a thief here!”

“ What 7™

A thief?2”

[ Ratﬁ 12

“Draw it mild, Lovell 1”

‘Do you think 'm joking, you thump-
ing asses 7’ roared Lovell. “’Tain’t a
joking matter having a thief on the
Classical side! T shouldn’t be surprised
if there were lots on the Modern side,

howled

the

what’s happened?”
Topham.

“Some disgusting beast has been to
our study and taken the club money out
of Newcome’s desk!”

“Phew I

“Six pounds!” added Lovell
pressively.

““Oh, scissors !”

“We've got to find the villain and
scrag him!” said Lovell. “But we're
not going to have any masters or prefects
on the job. We're not going to let the
Modern cads get wind of it. We're
going to scrag the filthy burglar, and
make an example of him, and keep
mum !

“Rot!” exclaimed Townsend shrilly.
“He ought to be shown up, I say [’

“Shut up, Towny !”?

“Order, for goodness’ sake!" urged
Oswald. “We shall have a prefect here
if there’s so much row. Get on with
the washing !”

im-

“That cad——" gasped Lovell.
*Shush ! Get on!”
“Well,” we've got a clue,” said

Lovell, swallowing his wrath. “The
t who burgled Newcome’s desk
broke his penknife in forcing  the
drawer. We want every chap here who
has a penknife to show it!”
“Ripping idea!” -said Hooker.
“ Here’s mine!”
uite a large collection of pen-knives
pocke\bkmves came into view at
onee Nearly every fellow had one.
“Where's your, Jimmy Silver?”
asked Townsend, with a sneer.

The dandy of the Fourth was display-
ing a handsome silver-handled penknife,
which certainly had both blades intact.

Jlmmy Silver was running his hands
throngh his pockets.

“Iginxuxt mine with me,” he said.
“I_left it in the study tlns nlorni11g~
and I haven’t seen it since.’

“Howly Moses!” ejaculated Flynn.

The Trish junior was staring open-
mouthed at Jimmy' Silver.

His jaw had dropped, and the look
on his face was one of dazed astonish-
mebnt and dismay.

Jmun} looked at him m surprise.

*Whati's the ma.tbm ?” he asked.
“Oh, Ju‘{nnv‘ gasped Flynn. “Oh,
tare an’ ’ounds! Didn’t T tell you I'd

found ﬁomelhmg of yours in my study?
Here it is.

Flynn held out. a penknife,

“That’s mine,” said Jimmy Silver,
taking it.  “I don’t see how it came
in your study. I lefi it in mine this
m?xmng, after sharpening a pencil with
1

4T ~upn0<eu you'd dropped - it there
when you came in to see Oswald,” said
Flynn. - ‘ But—but—but——"

ie \‘70‘“ ?‘7

“Look at the blade, Jimmy Silver.”

Jimmy, in utter wonder, opened the
penknife,

There was a shout from the fellows
looking ou.

Jimmy stared blankly at the knife.
One of the blades was broken short !

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Condemned by the Form !
IMMY SILVER stood with the
J penknife in” his hand, rooted to
the floor.
There was a buzz round him.
All eyes were fixed upon Jimmy.

Lovell ‘and Raby and Newcome were
dumb. Oswald looked thunderstruck.
An unpleasant eackle was heard from
Townsend.

The clue of the penknife had been
regarded by the chums of the end study
as an unfailing means of tracing the
thief.

As soon as they found a fellow whose
peuknife was broken, they concluded
that they would have found the thief,

They had found him! And it was
Jimmy Silver!

“Well, that settles it!” Tt wwas
Townsend who spoke. “Did you know
it all along, Lovell 7’

Lovell started violently.

“Know it all along?” he repefued
“Know what, you ecrawling cad? Do
you think that it’s Jimmy Silver?”

“You've proved it,” said Topham.

“17” exclaimed Lovell.

“Fit the pieces together, and sece!
jeered Townsend.

“Tll jolly soon do that, and then T'Il
hammer you for your beastly insinua-
ions !”’ shouted Lovell furiously. “Give
me_that bit here, Raby!”

Raby, in frozen silence,
Lovell the fragment of ‘blade that had
been taken from Newcome’s desk in the
end study.

Lovell, with all eyes upon hxm took
the fr::.gment and took Jimmy Silver's
knife from his nerveless hand. He
fitted together the fragment and the
broken blade—hoping and believing that
the two would not fit—that the frac-
ture would prove that the. fragment
was not part of Jimmy’s knife.
hen a strange pallor stole over his
face. . s

The fragment fitted exactly.

It was evident to all eyes, even to
Lovell’s own, that the fragment was the
mxssmg portlon of the blade of Jimmy
Silver’s knife.

Lovell stood dumb.

s

handed |
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“Doesn’t it Ht?” came Townsend's
sneering voice.
“It does;,” -said Jones minor, in

almost a seared voice. “That’s a bit
of Jimmy Silver's knife. He can’t

deny it !”
“I - don’t deny it !’ said Jmlmv
huskily. “Tt’s mine, I know that. My

knife must have been
come’s desk.”

“Jolly well proved!” said Topham.
“Now )}ou ecan geb ahead v»ﬂh the rag-
ging. Lovell, now that you've found
the' thief.”

“Why don’t you tell some more lies,
Silver?™ jeered Topham.  “You said
you left the kmfa in your study—-"

“So 1 did;” said Jimmy.

used at New-

“ And Flynn found it in his " sneerec
Tophnn =
“Sure, it was on  the ﬂme and 1

knocned me foot against it,” said Flynn.

“I'd been looking for Jimmy Silvex
to give it fto him—I knew it was his
own initials on the handle, I've seen
him with it

“We all know it's his,” said Town-
send.  “Unless porhaps he'll  accuse
Flynn of boning his knife and burghnv
the desk \uLh 6.2

“Phwat ! gasped Flynn.

“I don’t accuse I‘Iynn of doing any-

thing of the kind,” said Jimmy Silver,
trying to steady his voi(‘v “Fly’mfs
as square as I am. I-—7

“A jelly good deal, squ'ucr‘ said
Sxmth minor. “The matter’s .

‘Quite setiled ! said T(Jp‘

“Lovell’s got nothing to say
Townsend. “He was sa jolly. s
his clue to the thief. Now he's
the thief he s not s‘lukﬁml'

. found

“I-I stuttered.
Lovell.

“You can’t believe !” shouted Top-
ham. “Yow'd have believed it .fast
enough of any other fellow here.
Jimmy  Silver’s ihe thief, and it
proved. me} you're the (h'}]_’) who's
prov ed it.’ /

“Brava, Lovell!” said Townsend
mocl\mgk “Sln,r}oc-k Holmes beaten
hollow, by gad !

“ Now you can get on with the rag
ging !’ went on Topham. “Only, first
of all, Jimmy Silver’s got to hand the
money back. Where's the tin, Silver?

Jimmy started.

“TI don’t know where the money s,
he said. "“I can’t hand it back \\hen
I've not taken it. I don't know any-
thmg about 1t!"

“Oh, cheese it!”

“Rats 1

“'Tell the trnth, you rotter |

“Hand over the tin}’

There was a threatening ~movement
towards Jimmy Silver.  Instinctively
Lovell & Co. lined up to defend their
chum.  Jimmy looked at them with
haggaid eyes. They a,\mded his glance,

“There’s going to be no ra gmg”’
said Lovell savagely. “As the
money, it will be paid bm,k e\exy
cent. Ony study will make it good i

“He's backing up the thief!” howled
Topham.

Jimmy Silver looked at the furious
juniors,” and looked at his three old
chwmns; then, with an unsteady step, he
went to the door. There was a buzz of

derision and contempt as he went. The
door opened, and closed again.

“ Thief 1’ yelled Topham.

Lovell clenched his fists, and un-

clenched them again. Topham dragged
the door open, and shouted the word
again aftm- Jimmy Silver:

PhTel

It ‘rang 1!3 Jimmy Silver’s ears as lxe
went—alone !

THE END.
(Seemy “Chat” for our nextstory.—EDp. j
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Young Brother is““Chuékles’,'!

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Dick Trafford, a high-spirited, fearless
boy of St. Peter's School, brings about
the downfall of Jasper Steele, the un-
serupulous headmaster, and is expelled
by the latter out of revenge.
© Dick is wandering along the country
road, driven from his father’s lLouse in
disgrace, when he comes in touch with
the World-Famed Cinema Company on
“ leeation” mear the railway. The
stunt’ actor funks the dangerous jump
over the bridge at the last moment, and
Dick comes forward and offers to take
his place.  The producer sces at once

that Dick 4s no ordinary boy, and
accepts the offer: Dick, dressed in the
uniform of 'a conviet, waits on the

parapet for the train on which he is to
gump. The train comes roaring through
under the bridge, and Dick, at the signal
from the producer, jumps. He lands on

‘the tender, and is surprised to see the
driver and stoker lying unconscious on
the platform. At a great risk Dick
crawls forward and stops the train just
-in time to avoid a crash with another in
front. Among the passengers whom Dick
has saved is the manager of the World-
Famed Film Company, Mr. Henderson.
This man comes forward to congratulate
Dick on his bravery, and also offers him
a job in his firm.

The next day Dick calls at the studio
tn a lurge car to sign the contract. He
ts received by the clerk and shown to
3r. Henderson's private office.

(Now read on.)

]

Mr. Henderson’s Handsome Offer.

EATED at a flat-topped desk in the
centre of the room, Dick perceived
the figure of Mr. Eustace K. Hen-
derson, but that gentleman pre-

sented a very different appearance from
when Dick had first met him. ;

The shiny top hat and the fur-lined
overcoat were gone, and only the in-
veterate cigar which protruded from the
corner of .the cinema producer’s mouth
struck a familiar note in Dick’s memory.

Not only was the fur-lined coat gone,
but so was the underjacket.

Mr. BEustace K. Henderson - was an
American, and, although his work forced
him to have his offices in London, he
could ‘not shake off those inbred
American habits. =

He -sat there in shirt and trousers,
with his shirt-sleeves rolled up above the
elbow.

He was at that moment examining a
length of cinema film against the electric
lamp which burned upon his desk.

The sound of the door closing behind |
Dick caused him to look up.

“Hallo!” he exclaimed. #So you got
here all right?” = - -

“Y.y-yes,"” faltered Dick.

“M-m " murmured Mr. Henderson,
¢ Waal, 1 guess you look a bit better in
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that rig than you did rigged up as a
conviet. D’they fit you .all right?”

“Ves, thanks,” answered Dick. “But
—er—how did it all happen? How did
I get to London? The last T can re-
member is being carried shoulder high
by the other passengers on the train
which. T had the good fortune to save.
I remember that distinctly,” went on
Dick: ““then everything went, and the
next 1 knew was to find myself waking
up in a bed-room in the Astoria Hotel,
London.”

Mr. Fustace Henderson burst into a
roar of laughter. 3

“M-yes!” he returned. “I kind of
thought that might puzzle you!”

“Tt certainly -did,”” answered Dick.
“Won't you tell me how it all hap-
pened ?”

“Oh, t's quitesimple!” veplied Mr.
Henderson.  “You = see, you went
through a pretty rough proposition
when you leapt off that railway-bridge
and landed sprawling upon the coal-filled
tender of the express. Then, too, the
effort of bringing the train to a stand-
still, when you discovered that both the
engine-driver and fireman were uncon-
scious, was in itself a big thing.

“As I say,” went on Mr. Henderson,
“that was enough to go on with; but
then, I suppose, your meeting with me,
and my offer to star you on the screen,
coupled with the reception you got from
the grateful passengers, must have been a
trifle too much for you. Anyway, vou col-
lapsed—and small wonder, either. You
had done wonderful work, and there's a
limit to nature’s endurance.

“Then when I found you had kind of
fainted I felt it was up to me to see

: 3
Thrilling Tale of the Woods

A grand story by the most
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you right, and so T rang up from Peter-
field Junction for an automobile to bLe
sent along. We both got into this,
voung fellow, and I brought you away
up to London in it.

“You'd been hit preity good and
strong, and you were still in a half-
unconscious state when we reached the
Astoria. ¢ - .

“Then I rang up for the prize nerve
expert from Harley Street to come and
seo you. He took a sight of you, and
reassured me that by the morning you
would have slept off all the ill effects of
your adventures.

“ And 1 might tell you, young fellow,
that I had a certain amount of diffi-
culty in getting this doctor fellow to
believe that you weren't really the
escaped convict which you represented
in that get-up of yours. It was only the
fact that your hair was not cropped
short which saved the situation.

)

“Waal,” went on Mr. Henderson, ‘I~

kind of thought that a tunic with broad
arrows bespattered about it wasn’t the
best rig out for you to climb into when
you woke the next morning. You'd look
kind of strange coming out of the Astoria
got up as a convict, and trying to hail
a taxicab. Guess you’d have got arrested
by the cops for a certainty, and so I had
to get around this. There wasn’t much
time, but thanks to the fact that some
live Americans have come over to this
little old village of London and started
up a quick-serve store, I was able to
get pretty well everything I wanted.

“You see, I knew the guy when he
ran a two-floor store in Chicago, so when
I rang him up and told it was Mr.
Eustace K. Henderson speaking it sort
of set things on fire, and before you'd
been in that hotel more’n half au hour
I had a motor delivery truck around with
a complete make-up for you. -

% Yes, sir, even down to your size in
hats. They brought a whole bunch, and
we tried 'em on you while you were
uneconscious, and took your size in gloves
and boots at the same time.

7“1 guess you were a trifle surprised
when you found that your hat, gloves,
and boots fitted you as if they’d been
made for you—eh?” : :

For a second Mr. Eustace K. Hender-
son ceased to speak, which was in itsell
somewhat in the nature of a surprise
to Richard. _This enthusiastic American
seemed to be wound up like an eight-
day clock, and when he ceased to spcak
Dick could only gasp at him with
amazemendt. : :

“Yep, I thought you'd be surprised;
but that’s the way I am,” resumed Mr.
Henderson, * You're all half asleep over
in this England of yours. You ought o
oo to bed with a brace of alarm clocks
tied to your feet for fear they go to
sleep.  But never mind about all that.
You're the fellow I've been looking
for, You've got the right stuff in you,
kid. You're true British, and T like yer.
You saved my life—not that that’s worth

e
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anything. Bub you're worth five figures
a year in American dollars to me; and,
what’s more, I'm. going to see you get it.

“T promised you five thousand pounds
a year in English money, and you're
going to get it; but, mark youw, my lad,
you've got to carn it. Fustace K. Hen-
derson 1sn’t the title of any philan-
thropie institution. - I pay good money,
and T expect good service—not that I've
any fear that you won’t hand it cut to
me good and strong.”

“But what have I got to do?” ex-
claimed Dick, in surprise, finding an
opportunity to interject a question.

“You haven’t to do anything for a
week,” replied Mr. Henderson. *You
need a rest, and I guess you'd better
take that rest in roaming round my
London studio. Youll get to learn a
few things there—pick up one or two
points on motion-picture photography
and emotional acting. But I don't
expect you to do that for nothing. I
promised you five thousand a year; a
big salary, it’s true, but I guess you're
worth it--cvery cent.

“And so,” added My, Henderson, as
he placed his finger upon oune of the
many bell-pushes at his elbow, “1 guess
we'll get this contract drawn up right
now.”

Even before tha sound of the pro-
ducer’s voice had died away a second
door to his office opened, and another
clerk entered.
© “Tell Mr. Robinson I want him,”
ordered the cinema producer.

“Myr. Robinson is our legal expert,”
ho explained, turning once more to
Richard. “lle thrives on parchment
and pink tape, and exudes the air of
the Law Courts from every pore. And,
what's more,” added Mr. Henderson,
with -an amused twinkle in his eye, “he’s
an honest lawyer. - Ever met one?”

Dick had hardly time to smile at the
American’s  witticism before 'a grey-
haired, middle-aged gentleman, with a
benevolent expression, hurried into the
room.

“Oh, Mr. Robinson,” exclaimed the
producer, “this is a new discovery of
mine! You haven't met—eh?”
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Both the lawyer and Dick looked
trifle. embarrassed. They were una
customed to the American methods of
introduction.

_ “Mr, Richard Trafford—Mr. Henry
Robinson ! went on the -producer, as he
waved his hand from one to the other.

Dick took the outstretched hand of the
lawyer, 3

“T want you,” went on Mr. Hender-
son; “to draw up an agrecment—a con-
tract between Mr. Trafford and myself;
you know -the sort of thing. I’'m en-
gaging him to work for the World-Femed
at a salary of five thousand pounds a year
to start forthwith.”

Not the faintest suspicion of surprise
crossed the countenance of the legal man.

He had been with Mr. Henderson for
some months, and, although that gentle-
man had at fiest been rather inclined to
take his breath away, by now the lawyer
had become accustomed to his methods
and his quick decisions.

“Very good, sir!” he said, and was
upon the point of retirving from the
room when one of the telephone instru-
ments upon Mr. Henderson’s desk rang
forth loud and shrill.

“Just 5 moment, Robinson!” ex-
claimed the producer. ¢ Better wait!
You never know who this may be, and
1 believe in witnesses, even to a tele-
phone conversation.”

The lawyer nodded, and hesitated in
his stride towards the door.

“Hallo?’ exclaimed Mr. Henderson,
as he lifted the receiver from its hook
and placed it to his ear. “Who's that?
Myr. Henderson speaking this end.”

A momentary silence ensued in the
room, which was broken a moment later
by the voice of Mr. Henderson, which
now assumed a tone of annoyance.

“Hang it all!”’ he exclaimed irritably.
“That's too bad of me! I'm so sorry,
Bud; I'd clean forgotten every word
about it! I'll come right along now!
Expect me in fourteen minutes!”

Mr. Henderson slammed back the re-
ceiver upon its hook, sprang to his feet,
and rang another bell.

A slightly-built, pale-faced man hurried

% Armitage.
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Magnificent yarn of schocdboy life znd fum. By Jack North,
No. 551.—TRACKED THROUGH RUSSIA.
Thrilling story of Bussia before the Revotution. By Alfred

No. 552.—THE RIVAL FORWARDS,
3 Superh tale of the footer field.
LDEN CREEK.
Splendidr adventure yarn. By Norman Qwen.

E

By H. Gregory Hill, EY
2
o
:

featuring
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168.—THE CASE OF THE CINEMA STAR.
A thrilling tale of the Movies,
‘tinker, and John Lawiess.

.169.—THE SECRET OF THE SIX BLACK DOTS. .
A'tale of the Secret Service, intreducing Sexton Blake, Tinker,
and Mademoiselle Julie, ;

170.—THE AFFAIR OF THE FAMILY DIAMONDE:.
A fascinating tale of baifling mystery and clever -deduction,

Sexton Blake and Tinker.
Marhle Arch Mystery,” etc.

.171.—AT THE SHRINE OF BUDDHA; or, THE CE1NA-

MAN’S VOW.

A mystery tale )
London, featuring Sexton Blake and Winker im one of their
most bafiling cases.

mtroduei;xg Sextin Biake,

By the author of *“ The

tﬁe great Chinese Crimne Syndicate in

. 47.—~THE BRIDGE BUILDERS.
Absorbing Novel of Detective Work,
and NIPPER, and the American Detective, Trouble Nantucket.

. 48.—THE SIGN OF THE RED CLAW.

© Enthralling Detective Romanee, introducing NELSON LEE and
NIPPER, and the Hindu Barrister, CHULDA GHAN.
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introducing NELSON LEE

WO ARUNOG

into the room, a frightened expression
upon his face.

“Y-y-y-yes, sit?” he stammered,

. “How much do you get a week,
son?? snapped out the producer,
angry tone.

“Five, pounds,
clerk, in surprise,
what was coming.

“What for?”

“T'm afraid T don’t undevstand, siv.”

“Well, what's your most important
job, anyway?”

“To keep you acquainted and re-
minded of your appeointments, sir.”

“Pre-cisely I’ snapped out Mr. Hender-
son. ““And yow've allowed me to forget
a most important date with Siv Oscar
Buddeley! You're fired, Hopson! Tell
the cashier to give you a month’s money,
and clear!

“T'm sorry, Mr, Trafford,” went on
Mr. Henderson, turning to Dick, “but
I've a most important business appoint-
ment with Sir Oscar! You must excuse
mel”

Then, turning to the lawyer, Mr, Hen-
derson added <

“Robinson, arrange for Mr. Trafford,
here, to spend the week-end at Shorcton
Towers. Come yourself, and bring a
clerk. We'll fix everything there. You'd
better come together. I'll fix the blue
car for your use. Good-bye now! Sorry
I can’t stop any longer!”’ added Mr.
Henderson, in a tone of finality, as he
turned towards Dick, and extended his
hand. *“You understand,  don’t you?
See you to-morrow morning at my place
in the country! G’-bye!®

The producer snatched up his jacket,
swung himself into it, ctammed his hat
upon lis head, aud the next instant had
burst out of the room, leaving Dick, the
laywer, and the elerk alone, and gazing
after him with blank amazement.™

Dick was about to speak to the lawyer
when be heard a sound behind him.

_He swung round, and perceived one of
the most harrowing spectscles it is
possible to witness—a man in tears. .

The eclerk—Hopson—was  standing
there, a drawn expression -upon his pale,
ill face, and tears welling into his eyes.

A wave of sympathy passed over Dick,
aud in a couple of strides he was at the
clerk’s side, and had placed his hand
upon his shoulder.

“Cheer up!’ he said.
another job!™

“ Perhaps,” answered the clerk, in a
dull, lifeless tone. “But it’'ll be too

Hop-

in oan
1

1

sir answered the
obviously wondering

“You'll get

e late! You.don’t understand London these
® days, sir, perhaps.

Jobs aren’t so easy
to get, especially a clerk’s job! There’s
hundreds out of work, and some of "em
married men, too. Heaven knows how
they live! And now I'm going to be one
of them, too! I'm married, too, sir!

have a wife and a sick child. Heaven
knows what'll happen to us!” .

The poor fellow broke down com:
pletely, and, sinking into a chair, buried
his head in his* hands. # i o

It broke Dick’s heart to see .this
spectacle of the poor elerk thus nearly
worried out of hig life, and, with a
sorrowful, grave - expression, he ap-
proached him, and placed his hand npon
his shoulder. :

“Listen to me, Mr. Hopson,” he sald
quietly. “Mr. Henderson wants me to
act for his moving pictures. He’s offer-
ing me five thousand pounds a year to do
so, but unless he reinstates you, Hopson.

I shall refuse to sign the contract! That

is my condition, Mr. Rebinson,” added

Dick, turning to the lawyer. “I will nov

sign unless Mr. Hopson is reinstated—you

undeystand?”’ :

“Po be continued in hext week's issue.)
: Tre PorvLar—No. 118.
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™ MYSTERY OF THE VACANT HOUSE!
!

With the approach of the holiday season
1 -noticed alarming symptoms in my amazin
friend, Mr. Herlock Sholmes. At fregquen
interyals his eyes would turn inwards and
concentrate on the end of his aquiline nose.
Then he would make a vicious sweep with
his hand as though to remove an imaginary
fly .from the tip of his highly-developed pro-

{s. He would awake at night yelling that
spotted starfish were jumping at him., These
symptoms led me to the reluctant conclusion

- that Sholmes was suffering from a condition
- known to the medical profession as tem-
porariug non compos mentis, or, in other
words, a temporary attack of bats in the
belfry.

For a few days a natural delicacy forbade
me to broach the subject that was worrying
me even more than the demise of a brace
of my wealthiest patients. But as Herlock
Sholmes became  more restless and absent-
minded I determined to exert the prerogative
of an old friend and colleague. For my task
I seleeted breakfast-time one morning.

“My dear fellow,” I said, as Sholmes
abgent-mindedly helped himself to my kipper,
after devouring his own, “it is imperative

_that you should take a holiday. You have
been working far too hard. Now, I know
a little country place called Wigglesmire, in
Wapshire, nine miles from the railway, where
I propose you shall accompany me for a com-
plete rest and change.”

“An excellent
son!” exclalmed Sholmes. “But where do
you propose to obtain the wherewithal with
which to pay for our fares and lodgings?” -

I smiled serenely.

“I have quite sufficient for the purpose,”
I replied. . “A fortnight ago I helped an old
gentleman—one of my patients—to- make his
- will, . A week later he submitted to-an opera-
_tion at my hands. Needless to say, the
operation was a complete success. For-
tunately—er—I - mean, - unfortunately—the
atient kicked the bucket before he had time

_to reap the full benefit of my skill.”

- “Quite s0,” said Sholmes. “And you have
now received the legacy? Good! I will pack
my dressing-gown, my vlolin, and the cocaine
cask immediately after breakfast, and accom-
pany you to Wigglesmire this very day.”

Needless to say, I was delighted in having
8o easily persnaded Sholmes to take a well-
deserved holiday. That afternoon we set off
'on ‘our journey. We travelled all night on
the Mudbury, Metropole, and Mausoleum
Railway to Mudbury Junction. Thence we
proceeded on foot towards the rustic village
of Wigglesmire., Daft Jimmie, a well-known
local character, preceded us with our
luggage. )

Midway between Mudbury and Wiggles-
mire, three miles from anywhere, Daft Jimmie
suddenly stopped short. A crash of broken
glass sounded as he dropped our luggage
on the road. Then he stared ahead, his
mouth wide open, heedless of the flies which
took refuge therein.

“Well, Oi be fair blessed!” he ejaculated.
“0ld Jerry Jobbs’' house! Look at it!”

Sholmes and I gazed in the direction indi-
cated by the yokel’s grubby forefinger. All
we could see was a scattered pile of bricks,
plaster, tiles, broken glass, and splintered
wood. :

“A house!” T exclaimed. “That heap of
rubbish t”

“It were a house when Oi come by here
first thing this- mornin’,” mumbhled Jimmie.
“That be a fair knock-down, that be! Oi
be blessed if 'tain’t!”

Sholmes hooked his
round my neck!

“Come, let us proceed on our way, my
dear Jotson,” he said.

Together we walked down the lane, leaving
Daft Jimmie to pick up the luggage. As
we approached the wreckage we discerned
a stout figure, wearing. side-whiskers, sitting
huddled in despondent attitude on the main
heap of rubbish. = .

“That be poor ole Jerry Jobbs, the

Ter Porurar.—No. 118.
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suggestion, my dear Jot--

| A Splendid Complete Story, featuring Herlock Sholmes, the Amazing Detective.

By Dr. JOTSON.
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builder,” said the voice of Daft Jimmie from
behind us.

We halted by the side of the lane, and
the dejected figure raised his head. His eyes
lighted upon the lank form of my companion.
Then, with a ery of joy, Jerry Jobhs leaped
from the debris.

“Mr. Sholmes!” he exclaimed. “I recog-
nised you at once from your portraits in the
‘ Popular’! 'Tis a wonderful coincidence!
You have stumbled across a great mystery.”

1 groaned aloud.

“My dear sir,” I protested, “my colleague,
Mr. Herlock Sholmes, has come to the country
for complete repose. As his friend and
medical adviser, I could not dream of letting
him exercise his already ‘overtaxedl brain
on any intricate problem.”

“Bow-wow, Jotty!” ejaculated Sholmes, re-
moving an imaginary fly from his nose.
“There is no mystery here. The solution
of Mr. Jobbs’ trouble is as clear as the nosc
on your face on bath night.”

Like the builder, I gazed at my amazing
friend in utter astonishment.

“Why, my dear Sholmes,” I exclaimed,

With a ory of joy, Jerry Jobbs
leaped from the debris.

“Mr. Jobbs has not even told us his trouble
yet, so how the dickens o

“Simplicity itself, my dear Jotson,” said
Sholmes. “This pile of debris is obviously
the remains of a new vacant house built by
Mr. Jerry Jobbs. The wallpaper was quite
thick enotigh to keep the walls up. Yet the
place collapsed. The house did not just
fall down, as the manner in which the doors
are splintered amply testifies.” <

“Wonderful!” ejaculated the wide-eyed Mr.
Jobbs. “My men finished erecting the house
yesterday. This morning I walked out to look
at it. It was a total wreck. I was so sur-
prised you could have knocked mec down with
4 brick !” -

“Maybe you have an enemy, Mr. Jobbs?" 1

suggested.
-*“Ah, I fear you are right, sir,”
builder sadly. “Several people have bought
similar four-roomed dwellings from me,
though why they should have their knives
in me I can’t make out. I only charged
them two thousand pounds apiece.”

Feeling I had unearthed an important clue.
I looked towards Herlock Sholmes for
approval. My famous friend merely smiled.

“A good attempt, my dear Jotson,” he
said; “but you are quite off the track. Cast
your eyes about. you.”

I looked at the wreckage carefully.

“H'm!” I remarked, “It seems rather as
though an anarchist has set off a bomb here.”

Sholmes regarded me with his peculiar

said the

1 smile.

© Deaf Bunter!’' The Funniest School Story Ever Written——
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“Have you ever heard of a four-legged
anarchist, my dear Jotson?” he asked
quietly.

I shook my head sadly. In that moment
I feared-that my famous friend’s overworked
brain had given way completely. Just then
an angry shout came to our ears from across
some meadows. We swung round. Then,
with a dramatic gesture, Sholmes pointed
towards a small wood.

“There is your
greatly mistaken, Jotson!” he said.

Mr. Jerry Jobbs and I gazed im amaze.
ment, From the wood trotted an old dilapi-
dated grey mule, followed by a perspiring
rustic.

“Well, I'll be jiggered!” gasped the builder.
“Old Podger’s Army mule!”

“I think you will be able to claim sub.
stantial damages against friend Podgers, Mr.
Jobbs,” said Sholmes. “But leave the
matter to me for the present. Let us accost
the fellow.”

Leaving Daft Jimmie to sleep by our
luggage, we set off across the meadows.

By this time the mule was about played
out. So was Podgers, but he managed to
cluteh the halter that was fastened round
the animal’s neck. The mule halted, and
started cropping grass. Sholmes strode up
to the man, with Jerry Jobbs and me close
at his heels. =

“Good-morning, Mr. Podgers!” said Sholmes
amiably. “A nice mess your mule has made
of my friend’s house.”

anarchist unless I am

Mr. Podgers’ jaw dropped with a resounds"

ing click.

“Herlock Sholmes!” he hreathed hoarsely.
“You—you've found out? I felt in my bhones
when I bought this Army moke that one
day I should land into trouble through the
beast !”

“You should not have allowed the fierce
animal to- break ‘loose; Mr. Podgers,” said
the great detective severely.

“Allowed him!” snorted Mr. Podgers indig-
nantly. “I was just hitching him into my
baker’s cart this mornin’ .when he. took a
bit out o’ my left leg with his teeth. Then
he made off like- a streak. I chased him
three miles down the road, I did. Then I
caught him by Mr. Jobbs’ new house. The
beast backed, and lashed out with his heels.
Good-bye, house! I followed him over ten
fields, across six streams, and through three
woods: but I got him at last. Kim up, you
brute!”

“8top!” cried Jerry Jobbs. “This morn-
ing’s work wili cost you a pretty peuny.
I'll—I'll sue you, and—"

“Send my commission to the Cow and Cart-
wheel Inn,” said Herlock Sholmes. “Good-
morning, Mr. Johbs! We'll leave you to it.”

And, with the toe of his boot, Sholmes
helped me back to where we had left Daft
Jimmie. :

As we resumed our walk to Wigglesmire
my admiration for my amazing- friend found
expression in words.

“You are superb, Sholmes!” I said.
you knew that_ a four-legged creature had
been responsible for the damage before ever
Podgers’ mule came into sight beats me
hollow !
that escaped our eyes?”

“No,” replied “Sholmes. “I deduced the
fact by a process of elimination. Directly
I saw the wreck of Jerry Jobbs' newly-
erected house, I knew that such damage could
only have been done by a South Sea hurri-
cane, a Zeppelin bomb, or a British Army
mule. We have no South Sea hurricanes in
‘this country, thank goodness, and the war
is over. Therefore, it was obvious to even
an. average intelligence that an Army mule
must have been responsible for the complete
annibilation of the building. By searching
for clues, I easily could have tracked the
animal to its lair, as you well know, my dear
Jotson. However, I was saved that trouble,
thanks to the timely appearance of the brute.
I trust .Johbs® -remittance to us will be a

substantial one.”
THE END,

“How -

Did you note some specific clue -
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Ho. 12.—CEGRCE RABY.

“In sketching the characters of the “celebri-
ties ”» at Rookwood we meet our first obstacle
in Raby. .

The greatest thing about him is his entire
Jlack of greatness! This, I know, sounds
rather ambiguous, but when analysed is quite
apparent and clear. For instance, he has
never led his Form in any sort or kind of
adventure--he couldu’t. He -has never had
a great fight as most of the juniors in the
Fourth have to look back on with pride—
ke’s not a fighting man! No one can say
“PDo you remember when Raby scored a
century in such and such a match?” or
“VWasn't Raby wonderiul the other day in the
gym—did you see him knock out So-and-so
in two rounds?” Raby couldn’t—or, more
prebably, could, but wouldn’t—do- these
things! =

Another example. If Silver were to §ay to
him, “ We're japing the Moderns to-night, and
I want you te go to old Manders and sit
on his head and keep him quiet,” George
would do it; but if Jimmy were to ask him
for an idea for a jape, George would mubter
something about “Silly ass!” and take no
further notice. That’s him all over. Tell him
to do anything, no matter what the risk, apd
he'll: do' it, and do it well; but expect him

to utter some wonderful and original idea, |

and you've drawn a blank.
If you look up in your “Holiday Aunual”
for particulars of this jurior, all you’il find

are the following curt remarks: “Raby,
George. Age, 15 years, 7. months. Height,
5ft. 4in. Good follower,” or something to

that effect.

That sums George up absolutely and ‘en-
tirely. You want his support, and you get
it—all of it—and you’ve got something worth
having. But that’s all you must expect,-and
it’s certainly all you’ll get.

Having said what little there is to be said
about this character, we must close with
the remarks that George Raby for moral
support  has probably no equal among all
Rookwood. As a scholar he is of medium
value; as a fighting man he can claim nothing
out of the ordinary; but as a elean, healthy
youngster with- an extremely steady-going
temperament he is all there—the sort of chum
you might be proud to have! -

As T say, George Raby is the chief of the
Moral Support Department of the Fistical
Four at Rookwood Schoel—he knows his job,
and does it well! : =

Here is his signature:

- Gumge B
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OUR_WEEKLY FEATURE!

" YOUR EDITOR IS ALWAYS PLEASED TO HEAR

FROM HIS READERS. EDITOR,
“ POPULAR,” THE FLEETWAY HOUSEhFABRING-
9.4,

FOR NEXT FRIDAY!

We have another splendid budget of stories
or next Friday, my chums. The first grand,

This week you will have read how Harry

: Wharton' & Co. hold their own against the

prefects. In next Friday's story, which is

5 entitled:

“THE REMOVE OQUTLAWS!”
' By Frank Richards,

you will discover the lengths to which the

fight against the builies of the Sixth. This
is the kind of stery all my chums like to

jread!

The seeond long eomplete school story is of
e chums of Rookwood, Jimmy Silver & Co.
‘he story is entitled:

SEAIMVIY SILVER'S FIQHT FoR
HOMOURDY -
By Owen Conguest.

his tells of a great blow to Jimmy Silver,-

and despite the faet that he is almost
shunned by the whole of the Fourth at
Rookwood, he shows the stuff he is made of
by fighting hard for his honeur. Bverybody
will enjoy this. great story; and Jimmy Silver
will rise in the estimaticn of my chums—ior
he- sets a good ezample by absolutely refus-
ing to be down when the clouds are blackest.

“BILLY BUNTER'S WEEHLY.”

There- will be another magnificent issue
of Billy Bunter’s famous paper next Friday,
when it will ‘appear in the centre of the
“Popular ¥ as usual. We are promised an
extra special’ collection ~ of stories and
articles—iull of fun, you may guess, by the
time Billy Bunter has edited them!

Will allAmy chums please da their best to

let all their friends know about Billy Bun-
ter’s “Weekly ”? I am sure that boys and
girls have only to see one copy of the
screamingly funny “Weekly ” to become
regular readers!

POPLETS COMPETITION No. 12
Here are the examples for this competi:
tion:

Very Welcome Tips.

Accepting Loder’s
Advice.

Wiien Bunter Bores.
Getting Too Frisky.

Mr. Queleh’s History.
When Prout Shoots.

Waiting for Billy.

A General Upset.

Laying in Grub.

Keep Steady When—

Asking Many Questions.

Harry Wharton’s
Letters.

Read the following rules carefully, and |

then send in your postecard. Readers should
particularly note that TWO efforbs can be
sent in on one card, but no effort may con-
tain more than FQUR words.

Select two of the examples, and make
up a sentence of TWO, THREE, or FOUR
words having some bearing on the example.
ONE of the words in your sentence must
commence  with one of the letters in the
example.

You must study these rules caréfully before
you send in your effert: <

1. All “Poplets ™ must be written on one
side of a POSTCARD, and not more than
two “Poplets ” can be sent in by one reader
each week. S i =
“g2. The posteards must be addressed
“Poplets » No. 12, The “Popular,” Gough
House, Gough Square, London, E.C.- 4.

i long complete story is of Harry Wharton &.
i Ce.’s early schooldays at Greyfriars.

o in order to win their

ADDRESS : THE

DON STREET, LONDON. E.

8. No correspondence can he entered into
in comnection with “Poplets.”

4. The Editor’'s opinion on
which may arise is to be accepted as final
and legally binding. This condition will be
‘strictly enfz_)rped, and readers can only enter
the compcetition on this understanding.

5. I guarantec that every effort will he.
ti;oroughly examined by a competent staff
of judges, PROVIDED that the effort is senb
in on a POSTCARD and that it is received
on or hefore the date of closing.

All efforts must be received on or hefore
April 28th.

TEN PRIZES OF FIVE
to senders of the TEN

any matter

SHILLINGS
BEST “POPLE

250N

RESULT OF “ POPLETS? do.
The Tew Prizes of Five Shillings each |
been ‘awarded to the following readers

sent in the' best cforts’ ~for Compe
No. 6: S i

D. White, $2, Lowfield -Stiget, Dartiord,
Kent. =

A Hob Shob,

Inevitable in “Heated "_Ai"’gunient.

iss Dorice Huntley, .41, Sévern Avenue,
Western-super-Mare. 5 j

Gussy’s Sitk Hat.

Soon “Spotted * by Boys.-

Arthur E. Awbrose, 26, Trinity Streect,
Rhostyllen, nr. Wrexham, North Wales.
TRaids at Fight.
Makes 'Em “8i5 Up.”

Thomas H. Ambrose, 23, Trinity Strect,
Rhostyllen, nr. Wrexham, North' Wales.
Eating Too Much. £
The Reason “Buttons ” Depart.

A. W. Dickinson,
Headingley, Leeds.
Playing the Game.

Pays in Long Run.

16; Highl_)ury Road,

Thomas Bramley, 51, Bonmer IIiil Road,
Kingston-on-Thames.

Playing the Game.

Pays in the Lund.

William Scott, 424, Parliamentary
Glasgow, :
Eating Too Much.
Often Causes “1ll 7 Feeling.

Road

John Chapple, jun., 16, Winn’s Terrace,
Walthamstow, E. 17.
Knox and Loder.
Always in Bad Odour.

B..-B. E. Thomas, Biencat.hra, Kingston
Hill, Surrey. ,

When D'Arey Sings.

A Perfect Scream.

George Burns, 68, Isaac Sireet, Liverpool.
EBating Too Much.
Nightmare Follows “Tucking In.”

THE QUP FINAL.

The teams playing in Saturday’s great
Cup-Final Tie at Chelsea are the talk of
the hour. Do you know them? Would you
like their portraits? If so, :purchase this
week’s wonderful Cup-Final number of “ Foot-
ball Favourite,” with which is presented a
fine photogravure art plate of the rival
clevens, sizé 1lin. by 8iin., suitable for fr
ing. Be sure you geb tuis wonderful free gi

E@Qﬂt Editor.
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it



THE POPULAR—Every Friday.

A BEAUTY GIFT FOR YOUR HAIR

sy
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*Harlene Hair-Drill” Ensures Real Hair Health and Beauty.

1,000,000 “HAIR- DRILL” OUTFITS FREE.

No woman mn the world po as =
her natural birthright such exquisitely
fine hair as the British woman. With
proper care it becomes, indeed, the ‘ag.
very crown of her charm amd be&uty
Under the treatment of © Harlene

~ Hair-Drill ” everyone can possess this
crowning beauty, and can assure
herseif of the truth of this declaration
by self-demonstration free of expense.
A Free Trial Qutfit is now ready for
your accepbance.

No longer, therefore, is there any
necessity or excuse for anyone not to
prove by personal experience how

Harlene Hair-Drill ” causes the hair
to grow ia health and beauty.

{F YOU VALUE YOUR HAIR—WRITE
NOW.

If by the expenditure of a little time
—just ‘about two minutes daily—it is
possible to acquire reai hair health and
beauty, surely it is folly to refuse or
even to hesitate a single moment in
f,aking the first step to securo it.

It is wonderful what only two
minutes a day practice of * Harlene
Hair-Drill wﬂl schieve in the culti.
vation and preservation of a glorious
head of hair. Try it free for one week.
Accept one of the 1,000,000 Gift Outfits.

This is really & Four-in-One Gift, for
it includes :

1. A bottle of “ Harlene,” the trye
uquld food and natural tonie for the hair.

i have beew siru

fresh, and

ress.”

s,

it free for one week,
free 4-in-1 Gift Outfits.

iing weih por
rafrallthisiime, and ¢ scems tc
" pet more dull and lijeless evers

+ 1 had the same di flicully. éu
« fler a courseoj “Harlenc Hai
Dn.l“wu see the resuls: bright
lusi-
rOut BRE easy 1c

it is wonderful what only 2 minutes & day practice
of ** Harlene Hair-Drill " will achieve in the cultiva.
tion and preservation of a glorious head of hair.
Accept one of the 1,000,000

2. A packet of the marvellons halr
and sealp-cloansing ** Cremex ** Sham-
poo Powder, which _prepares the head
for °* Hair-Drill.”

8. A bottle of * Uzon ** Brilliantine,
which gives a final touch of beauty to the
hair, and is especially beneficial to those
whose sealp is inclined to be *¢ dry.”

4. A copy of the new edition of the
seeret °‘ Hair-Drill > BManual of in-
struction.

To obtain one of these packages
write your name and address on a
sheet of paper, cut out the coupon
below and post, together with 4 penny
stamps to cover cost of postage and
packing of parcel to your door. Address
your application to dwards’ Harlene,
Ltd., 20-28, Lamb's Conduit Street,
London, W.G, 1.

Any of these preparations may be
obtained from Chemists and Stores all
over the World,

“ HARLENE ” FREE GIFT FORM

i Deta.ch and post to EDWARDS' HARLENE,

. 20, 23, 24, and 28, Lamb’s Conduit &
London. Ww.C1,

Dear Sirs,—Please send me your: free

i “Harlena” Four-Fold Hair-Growing Out-

fit as described above. I enclose &d, in :
stamps for postage and packing to my
addrogs. POPULAR, 23/4/21

NOTE TO READER.

Write your full name and address
clearly on a plain piece of paper,

pin
this mug{un to it, and post as directed
above, {Mark euvelape “sa.mple Dept.”}

Try

8 Packed FR}ZE. ClrﬂagePAl—D. Direct from Worlss,

i lmmediate delivery, Big Bargains,in Shop Soiled
fSecond-hand Cycles. Tyres and Accessories at pop.
fular Prices, Satisfaction gu.«unteed or Money Refunded
Old Cycles Exchanged.  Write for Monster Size Free

8t and Special Offer of Samptle Bicycle

ME AD CYCLE 00%59ANY Incoiad,

Dopt, B 807, MAMINGHAM.

AMUSING NOVELTY.

Amuses and Interests Kiddies and Grown-Up:
The Film Novelty that Creates a Sensation
Wherever Shown, Sellingin Thousands. Thes
Biggest Novelty of Recent Years. Power
ful Leng Ster¢oscope and ture Holder,
24 ins. fong, and 100 Real Kinema Film
Plcsures, 1/8,%®ost Free, A Bargain. /Ji
All the 100 Picturos ave Different,
Widely Assoried, and have actually
heen shown &t Various Picture Palaces.
Dellght, or Money Back. Free Lists.
~-Pain’s Presents House,
dept 42K, Hastings,

“2E MAKE THIQ

Set of Parts for making Electric Shocking Cofi-
/9 Post Free.

Harborne 8mall Power Co.,
ASTON, BIRMINGHAM.

HEIGHT INCREASED 5 /
IN 30 DAYS. =
No Dieting. The Malvin Str:

No Appliances, No Drugs. oxhg
Sysiem NEVER FAILS. ltnll particulars and Testimounials 1

stamp.—Melvin Strong, Ltd. (Dept.-8.), 24, Southwark St..

CUT THIS

“The Popuiar.” PEN COUPON. Value 2d.

Bend this coupon, with PO. for only 5/- direct to the Fleet Pen Co.,
118, Fleet St., London, E.C,4. In return you will receive {post free) a
splendid British Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pon, value 10/6. 1f
you saye 12 further coupons, each will count as 2d. off the price; §0 you may
send 13 coupons and only 3/- (Pocket Clip, 4d. extra.) Ask for fine, medium,
or broad nib. This great ‘offer is made to introduce the famous Ficet Pen
to the POPULAR readers. Satisfaction guaranteed or cash returned. Self
Filling, or Safety Models, 2/- extra.

., Queen’s Rd.,

Complete
Course.

38 A
Iilustrated Cataloguea 8d.

ouT

{See Coupon on right.}
Fitsroof mouth.

F UN FOR AL L !—-Ventrﬂoquwt s Voice Instrument.
Invisible. Astonishes, Mystifles, Imitate Birds,
Beasts, ete. 1/- P.O. (Ventriloguism Treatise included}.—IDEAL CO., Cievedon,

B!G AND succEssFuL —To be tall ls one of the chief

5. gualifications for success. It i3

eagy to increase your neight by the Girvan Solentifio Trea.tmenr., which is

carrded out in your own home, Students report from 2 to 5 inches

increase, with great benefit to health. Bend & postcard for particulars

and our £100 guarantse to ENQUIRY DEPT. AM.P, 17, STROUD GREEN
ROAD, LONDON, N. 4.

Y ELECTRIC LIGHT!

BATTERY, WIRE, SWITCH, REFLECTOR, I-AMP.
INSTR(‘CTIQNS &c. 5/- & 9/- POST PAID.

HARBORNE SMALL POWER Co., 338 A.P., Queeon’s
Road, A3TUN, BIRMINGHAM. (lllustrated Cat. 6d.)

MAGIG TRICKS,

Pricesd each,4forl/. -—’L‘

STRENGTHEN YOUR “ERVES Nervousness deprives you of employ-

* ment, pleasurss, and many advantages
in life. If you wish to prosper and enjoy er, strengthep your Nerves, and
regain eonfidence in yourself by naing the Mento-Nerve Strongthenlng Treate
ment, Used b; V ce—Admiral to Seaman, Colonel to Private, D.S.0.’s, M.C.’s,
M.M's erely send 3 peany stamps for particulars. ——(,()D RY
ELLIOTT SMITB Ltd 527, Imperlnl Buxldlngs, Ludgate Circus, London, E.C.4.

ete.—Parcels 2/8, 676 Vensriloquist’s
]nstrumenb Invisible. Imitate Birds.
Harrison, 239, Pentonville Rd., London. N.1

¢ CURLY HAIRI!"-—"Ti's wonderful” writes EM. Testimonials re-
ceiveddaily. Coplessent. Eoss"'WAVEIT"OURLSstmnghfuthaxr 1/3,2/5 .
(stamps accepted).—BOSS (Dept. P, ), 173, New North Rd., London, N.l.
NOVELTY FREE to all sanding 1/- for 100 5
FUNNY juring Tricks, 6 Jokers’ Comibal %a g’x;-a,no ,ﬁeutg0 Con
Great Funl-—C. HUGHES, 15 Wood Street, Edgbuton. BIBMIVGHA

M
All applications for Advertisement space in
this publication should be addressed to the
Advertisement Department, Union Jack Series,

The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street,
London, E.C4.
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Printed and published every Tuesday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Press, Limited, The Flgetway House, Farringdon Street, London, B.C.4.

Advertisement offices; The
Abroad, 11s. per amnnum; b8,
Zewland : HMessrs. Gordon &

6d, for six months.

Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, Londas, E.C. 4,
Sole ngem.s for South Afrioa:
& Gotch, Ltd.; and for Canada. The Imporial News Co., Ltd.

Subseription rates : lnland 13s. per annum; 6s, 6d. for six months.
The Central News Age g Ltd. Sole agents for Australia and New
Saturday, Apnl 3rd, 1921, DN



