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2 **The Vengeance of Woo Fing!"” Fine School Tale of Mystery & Adventure—

forcibly.
Jimmy Silver & Co. stared round
wrathfuily. The Fistical Four—Jimmy

Sitver, Lovell, Raby, and Newcome—
were 2!l at home. The heroes of the
Fourth were working hard at their prep,
having left it rather Tate.

“What the dickens——"" began Jimmy
Silver, as the door crashed open.

Then he blinked in surprise.

The doorway was filled by a erowd of
fellows—not members of the Fourth, as
Jimmy naturally expected.

Hansom, the captain of the Fifth,
stepped in, and following him came four
other Fifth-Fermers—Talboys, Lumsden,
Duff, and O’Rowrke.

Jimmy Silver & Co. jumped up at
once. It was but seldom that seniors of
the Fifth condescended to eall in at
junior studies. And it was easy to see
that this was not a friendly visit.

Jimmy Silver’s hand strayed to a ruler.

“ Hallo, Cabby !”” he said, quite cheer-
fully., “ What’s the game?”

Hansom frowned majestically. It
always annoyed him to be called Cabby—
a playful allusion to his surname.

“If you've come to tea, you're too
late!”  remarked Lovell. ““Besides,
we dou't want the Fifth to tea. We
draw the line somewhere, you know !”

“Qur aim,” said Jimmy gravely, “is
to keep this study perfectly respectable.
Consequently, the Fifth are barred !”

“1 dare say you know why we've come
here,” Hansom said grimly.

Jimmy shook his head.

“Can't guess. If you want help with
your prep, you will have to waib  till
we’ve finished ours, and then we’ll do the
best we can for you.”

Lovell and Raby and Newcome snig-
gered. It was not really likely that the
iors had come to the end study to re-
jior assistance with their prep.
ve come to talk to you,” said

y €
Hansom.
“Sorry, old scont. We're not holding

this evening,” said
“ Besides—if you don't
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mind my mentioning it—you're a bit of
a bore.”

The TFifth-Formers sniggered at that,
excepting Hansom. Hansom frowned.
ile gave his comrades a glare.

“We've come to talk to you plainly,”
said Hansom. *‘You kids in the Fourth
have been getting cheekier and cheekier.
This afternoon you tied a kite-tail io
Jobson’s coat, and he walked about with
it for an hour or more before he found
it (2 ]

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You actually had the cheek {g bump
a Fifth-Ferm chap in the quad yesterday,
and—"" ~

“He was bullying a Fourth-Form
chap,” explained Jimmy Silver. “We
thought we ought to give him a lesson.
We're always willing to help bring the
Fifth up in the way they should go.”

“TFags have to be kept in order,” said
Hansom. ‘‘Perhaps Muggins was a bit
drastie, but fags have to toe the line.
The fact is, ever since you came to Rook-
wood, Silver, there’s been too much
cheek from the Fourth, and especially
from this study. Having talked it over,
we've decided to put an end to it. It’s
really for your own sakes. Discipline is
good for fags.”

“You're awfully good,” said, Jimmy,
taking a tighter grip on the ruler. ‘“How
are you going to set about it, Cabby?”

“You're going to have a licking all
round, to begin with——"

[ B.Iy hat!”?

“ And your study will be ragged, as an
example,”’ said Hansom. “I've brought
a strap for the licking.”

“Well, of all the cheeky idiots!” ex-
claimed Lovell. “Do you think this
study will stand it, you dummy?”

. “T rather thirk so,” grinned Hansom.
“This study will be rather roughly
handled if it makes a fuss. Better take
it quietly, like good little boys.”

“You come on and see!”
Lovell.

“Lock the door, Talboys!”

“What-ho!” chuekled Talboysa.

“Rescue, Fourth!” bawled Lovell.

“Collar them!”

Then there was a terrific siruggle in
the end study.

roarec

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

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Awful Cheek!

RASH!
The door of the end study was

hurled open suddenly and very

The Fifth-Formers had come there to
vindicate the lofty dignity of a senior
Form, and to give the cheeky juniors a
lesson they badly needed, in the opinion
of the Fifth, at least. Hansom & Co. felt
that they were performing a painful
duty. They did not expect much trouble.
But on that point their expectaiions were
not up to the mark.

They received a good deal of trouble.

Hansem, very much to his surprise,
found his hands very mnearly full with
Jimmy Silver.

Still more te his surprise, one of
Jimmy’s well-known upper-cuts took him
under the chin. and landed him on the
study carpet with a ecrash.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome were
struggling desperately in the grasp of
the seniors. -

They had ne real chance, but they
fought ‘it out to a finish, and by the
time they were downed, the invaders of
the end study were looking very flushed -
and dusty and rumpled.

Jimmy Silver had rushed to help his:
comrades, but Hansom was up in a.
moment, and rushing on.

Jimmy closed with the captain of the
Fifth.

“My hat!” gasped Hansom. ‘“You!
cheeky little beast—yarooh!”

Jimmy hooked his leg in his assailant’s!
and -Hansom rolled over.. He dragged
Jimmy Silver down with him, however,!
and they rolled on the carpet together.i
Then the senior came uppermost.

“QOw !’ gasped Jimmy, as the heavy:
Fifth-Former sat on his chest. ,

“Sit on those cheeky cads!” howled:
Hansom. “Come and sit on this one,i
Talboys I v

“Right-ho!” .

Hansom staggered to his feet. Thﬁ{
Fistical Four were on the carpet, each!
with a panting Fifth-Former sitting on!
their chests. S

THE SECOND CHAPTER. #
Hansom Comes Down Heavy! =
HERE was a thump at the study|
door, and the handle was shakeny
without. f
“ What'’s the row here?”

was Oswald’s voice.

It/
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¥ Yow-ow!?

Hansom' chuckled,

“Lucky we "locked the door,” he
remarked. “We don't want a mob ot
fags crawling over us,‘by gad!”

“ Rescue, Fourth!” stuttered Lovell.

“Shut up!” said Lumsden, tapping
Yovell’'s head on the floor; and Lovell
gave a howl of anguish.

“You cheeky rotters 1 gasped Jimmy
Silver. “We’ll make you sit up for ail
thig1”?

“8till the same cheeky little rascall”
grinned Hansom.  “ We'll give you
something to cuve all that, my pippin!”

He took a leather strap from his
pocket,. :
“Look here, you rotten bully—

gasped Raby.

“My dear kid, this isn’t bullying,” ex-
plained Tlansom. “It's a much-needed
lesson—a long-felt want supplied, as they
say in the advertisements. It’s really for
your own good.. Roll him over,
Talboys !”

Talboys grinned,
Silver over.

Then the Capiain' of the Fifth gotl to
work with the Suap

Whack! Whack! Whack!

“Yarooh !”’

“ Rescue {”” yelled Lovell.

There was a hammering on the door.
The voices of Van Ryn and Pons and
Clonroy were heard, and Oswald’s and
Higgs' and Jones minor’s. The Classicai
Fourth were rallying to the rescue.

But the locked doov stopped them
effectually.

They raged in vain outside the end

and volled Jimmy

study, while the Fistical Four *went
through it within.

Hansom . was doing his  work
thoroughly.

Jimmy Silver received a dozen with
the leather strap, wriggling and- yelling
the while.

Then came Lovell's turn, and he had
six. Six each followed for Raby and
Newcore.

Then Hansom surveyed the wriggling
four with a grin.

Jimmy Silver & Co. gave him Hunnish
glares.  Never had such an indignity
been inflicted upon the end study.

The cool cheek of the Fifth-Form
fellows took away the breath of the four
juniors; but even that was not so bad as
the strapping.

“1 fanoy thal's
remarked ' Hansom.
this for your own good,
“discipline 1

“QOw, you rotter!”

“Now, we'll be off,” said Hansom.
“We've- wasted enough time on these

about enough!”
“Mind, we've done
Silver. 1It's

fags. - Mind, any more cheek from dthis |
study, Silver, and you get a little more
of the same.” s

“Grooh!”

1 say, there’s a crowd of fags out
there,” ~ remarked Talboys, rather
uneasily.

“Rats! We'll knock ‘em right and

left if they bother us,” said Hansom dis-
dainfully.

“Well, come on,” said Duff.

The Fistical Four were released, and
Hansom unlocked the door. Jn‘nmy
Silver & Co. scrambled to their feet, pre-
pared to renew the combat. But Hansom
& Co. rushed into the pqsszwe at once.

“Stop them !” yelled Lovell.

The Classical juniors closed up round
the five seniors, but the rush of the big
fellows drove a way through the crowd.

The heroes of the Fifth went down the
passage at 8 run, knocking the juniors
right and left, though they did not
escape uni scathed themselves.  Van Ryn
was still clinging to Hansom’s neck when
the Fifth-Formers reached the stairs.

ere he was dragged off and bumped

~do“n and’ the five seniors went down-

stairs rather bhurriedly, As a matter of
fact, they were glad to get out of the
hornets’ nest they had roused.

In the end study Jimmy Silver & Co.
rubbed their injuries and gasped. They
had been severely handled.

“The cheeky rotters!” exclaimed
Oswald, grinning a little. *Did  they
have the nerve to come here and lick
you?”

"Yow ow! Ves!”

“Like then cheek I chuckled Il‘g’:a
“Yow! There's nothing to cackle at,
you chump !”

“Sure, it's hard cheese on yez’
Flynn, but he was grinning, t00. “You
ought to make the Fifth sit up for this,
intoirely, Jimmy 1"’

“Yowlow! We're going to! Ow!”

There was unlimited sympathy for the
sufferers. But somehow all the juniors,

s

" excepting the victims, seemed to see a

humorous side of the affair.
Jimmy Silver was not sorry when the
grinning sympathisers left.

b
evening.

Hansom and T 1lbm~ who shared that
study, had finished their prep, and iere
just finishing a Welsh rabbit for supper.
They had been chatting over the raid on
the end study, which was a very enter-
taining subject for them.

They quite agreed that that drastic
lesson would have its effect, and that the
cheeky members of the Fourth would
henceforward treat the great and mighty
Fifth with due respect.

They were somewhat surprised, there-
fore,
1e"ealcd Jimmy Silver & Co.

“Hallo! What do you fags
demanded Hansom.

The fags did not reply.

Jimmy, Lovell, Raby, and Newcome
marched in quickly, and after them came

he Colonial Co.—Van Ryn, Pons, and
Conroy. Seven sturdy juniors were in
the study, and (omoy the Cornstalk,
locked the door.

Hansom and Talboys started to their
feet.

It was surprising, after they had taken
so much trouble to reduce the end study
to a proper state of discipline and respect
for their elders, but it was quite clear
that this visit meant war.

“Unlock that door at once!
dered Hansom.

“Bow-wow !

“By gad! What
stammered Talboys,

“We \\'imt you !”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Sauce for the Gander!
OME in!”
Hansom of the Fifth called
out carelessly as a tap came at
his study door later in the

want?

** thun-

do you want?”

said Jimmy Silver

grimly. Savwe for the gander, you
know. As you're rather big beasts, we're
taking you in detail—two at a time.
Where's that strap, Han~om ok
“That—that strap?” stultered IHan-
som.
“Yes. I'm going to lick you!”

“Lick me?” velled Hansom.

“Yes!'

“Why, vou—you—youn—-—

Words failed the Fifth-Former. The
bare idea of the captain of the Filth
being licked by a junior was astounding ;
in fact, appalling. If such a thing hap-
pened, it was time for ‘the skies to fall.
But it was pretty clear that it was going
to happen.

“Better take it quietly,” grinned
Lovell. “ We're doing this for wour own
good, you know.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You sce, we think the Fifth are tco

cheeky I explained Lovell.

”

said

when the study door opened and |

| Jimmy Silver.

3

“Too cheeky by half " said Conroy.
““ After this, you will treat the Fourth
with proper respect—what ?”

ITansom found his voice at last.

“You cheeky voung scoundrels!” he
roared. © Ge’f out of my study before T
pi*f‘h you out!

“You'd bettu begin with the pitch-

: mb. Cabby.”

“Go ahead 2

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Hansom "advanced on the j junior
frowning brow and clenched fists
vet he could hardly believe that the
Fourth-Formers meant to lay sacrilegicus
hands upon g0 great a persoy

But he was qmmlv undeceived on that
pmnt

*Collar
Silver.

The Fistical Four jumped at ITansom
as one man.

Talboys struggled in the grasp of the
Colonial Co. at the same moment.

Singly, the juniors would have had no
chance, naturally, against the big scniors
But seven to two was long odds.

Hansom, to his surpr ise and rage,
found hirmself dragged down and bumpevi
on ‘his study carpet with a mighty bump.

T.ovell sat on his chest; and Raby on

|

them!” rapped oub Jimmy

his head, and Newcome trampled reck

lessly on his sprawling legs.
o

sot him 17 trilled Lovell.

Talboys was down even more quickly,
in the grasp of the Celonial Clo.

Two of them sat on him, and pinned
him down.

“This looks li‘\ﬂ: business |7 grinned
“Are you ready, Han-
som? Sauce for the gander, vou know !

Hansom ﬂpiuhexevl with* rage and
apprehension.

“You young rotter ! Le.nme gerrap |

“ Where's that strap?’
“ Lemme gerrup !” roared Hansom.
“Well, a cricketstump will do!”

Jimmy Silver picked a stump from the

cupboatd 5 Roli him over!”
“Ha, ba, hal™
Even vet the captain of the Fifth
could not quite believe it; but proof was

immediately forthcoming.
Stmgglmg furiously, he was rolled
over. Then the cricket-stunip rose and
fell.
\Vhack, whack, whack !
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.
Hansom roared in quite another man-

ner. :
“Go it, Jimmy! velled Loveil.
Give him two dozen! We must pay a
debt with interest, you know {”
“Yah! Oh! Oh! Oh! Help!®
~“Oh, by gad!” gasped Talboys.
“What's Rookwood' comin’ to? Oh,
gad!” :
“Your turn's coming!”
roy. ‘‘Wait a bit?”
Whack, whack, whack !
“Yah! - IHelpl”
The door-handle “was

18

“

chortled Con-

tied from with-

out. i

“What's the matter ?"" shouted Lius-
den from the passage. “Tire, batile
murder, or sudden death !

“Vow ! Help !”

Hansom made a terrific effort.. and
almost  broke loose. The juniors
fastened on him like cats. They bumped
into the table, and the table went fiying.
flO\KGIj and Welsh rabbit were mixed

ap in the grate.

“Pin him!” shouted Junmv

“Wo've got the beast!” gasped Lovell.
“Jay it on!”

Whack, whack, whack!

There was a sharp knock at the door.

“What is this disturbance? Open this
door at once!”
“Oh, my hat!" ejaculated Jimmy

Tue Porrvrar.—No. 122,
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Silver, as he recognised the voice of Mr.
Greely, the master of the Fifth,

The avengers of the end study had not
counted on that; but they really might

have expec tod it,

In the Fourth Form passage rags and
TOWs flequ-mﬂv failed to attract atten-
tion, hut in the august quarters of the
Fifth it was quite a dlﬂeleﬂt matter,

“ Hansom !’ \hundeled My, Greely.
“Open this door at ov
. “Yow-orv! I—T .can’t!

“What! I command you to let me ing
Hansom! How dare you create such a
disturbance m a- senior study?  Admit
nie Instantly I’

* Oh. crumbs ! groaned Lovell.

There wag nothing for it—the victims

_ of vengeance had to.he released.

Form-masters were not to be argued

withe . -

Hansom staggmed to his feet as the
juniors let go, and unlocked the door.
With rustling gown and frowning face

_ My, Greely strode into the study.

e

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
s Rather a Frost!

IMMY SILVER & CO.

stood erim-

J son and silent.
They waited for the storm to
burst. ’ Y
Although  yeprisals  were  strictly

justified—from the junior point of view,
at least—they did not quite expect the
Fifth Foim-master to see the matter in
that light. .

M, G'eely siarcd at the disorderéd
study, the overturned table, the smashed
crockery, the panting FKifth-Formers, and
the silent juniors.

“What does this mean?” he thun-
dered, “Is it possible—I repeat, is it
barely possible—that this study has been
wrecked by iunsubordinate  juniors?
Silver, what are you doing here?”

“ Ahem !”

“Hansom, what has happened?”

“These cheeky little rotters——"

“What?”

“J—I mean, these juniors,
wiecked the pldul' e

* Silver, how dare you?

1t was tit for tat, siv,’
Silver, “Hansom licked
licked him !”

Mr. Greely gave him a thunderous
look. :

*“You dare to admit, Silver, that you
canie here to assgult members of a seni

Korm 1"
“QOh, no, sir! Not at all! Only—
only to lick them !” murmured Jimmy.
“Don’t use foolish, slang expressions

sir, have
93

said Jimmy
us, 80 we

to me, boy! I can scarcely helieve my
ears.” said Mr. Greely. ‘‘Had you been
administering correction to these juniors,
Ha ngom?”’

‘Well, yes, sir.

“You should have reported them to a
prefect, Hansom, if they were at fault,
But nothmg could excuse this outhreak

f hooliganism, Su\er and the rest,
iol ow me at once. I shall take you
divectly to your Form-master, and I have

no doubt that Mr. “Bootles will deal
with ‘you severely—as severely as you
deserve !

“BuL~bui‘ sip———77

“Silence ! Follow me'!

The Fifth Form-master i'm‘ly flounced
out of the study. The seven juniors, with
grim looks, followed him.

Hansom and Talboys exchanged a
grin. They had had a somewhat rough
experience; but there was no doubt that
tlie ‘mutinous juniors would have the
lessons of their lives, and would learn
that the seniors of the Fifth could not be
handled in that manner.

Jimmy Silver & Co. followed Mr,
THL POPLTAR —\ G 122. :

Greely to their Torm-master’s
They went in a uoletul mood.

It had seemed exactly the thing to
take reprisals on the Fifth in that drastic
manner, but they realised now that they
had been a little reckless. Sauce for the
goose, it seemed, was nol invariably
sauce for the gander.

Mr. Bootles looked astonished as the
Fifth Form-master marched the delin-
quents into the study.

study.

less my soul!”  exclaimed Mr.
Bootles. “ What is the matter?”

‘¥ have brought these juniors o you,
Mr. Bootles,” gasped the Fifth Form-
master.  “They have raided a Fifth
Form study and wrecked it. T need say
(B2 2

no more. T leave them {o you'!
* Bless my soul!”
Mr. Greely whisked out, and M.
Bootles took up his cane.
“T am ﬁmpused at you, my bhoys!” he

said severely. ‘You have acted out-
rageously ! T think you must have been
out of your senses!”

- “If you please, sir——"

“You do not contradict Mr, Greely's
statement, I presume?”’ said Mr. Bootles
sternly.

“ Nunno, sir! Bul—"

“You need 1ot acquaint me with your
motives for this act of outrageous in.
subordination,” said Mr. Bootles. “The
fact itself is sufficient.  There is mno
possible justification, Ilold out your
hand Sitver!”

“Buit, sir, we—-""
“Enough! Hold out your hand!”

Swish, swish, swish!

For several minutes there was a steady
sound of swishing in My, Bootles’ study,
to an accompaniment of gasps and
mumbling.

My, Bootles was not often severe, but
le felt that this was a case for severity,
and he did not spare the rod.

- It was but seldom that such a licking
had fallen to the lot of Jimmy Silver &
{6, :

When he had finished the TFourth
Form-master looked somewhat breath-
less. It had been an unaccustomed exer-
tion for him.

He pointed to the door with his cane.

“You may go!” he said steruly.

And the juniors went.

Afterwards, in the end study and in
No. 3, there was a chorus of groans.
Like Rachel of old, the unhappy suf-
ferers mourned, and could not be com-

forted,
celebrated Brer Fox, and lay low.

When the effects of the licking

had worn off, their determination revived

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Mornington on the Warpath!

‘OR the next day or two Jimmy
Silver & Co. understudied the

in full force to vindicate the - inviola-
bility of the end study, and io make
Hansom & Co. thmough sorry for

themselves. But they 1eah~ed that they
had to tread warily.

It was no light matter for juniors to
tackle senior fellows in the Kifth; the
heavy haud of authority was only too
likely to intervene, as it had already
done once.

But it was a maxim with the Co
the end study never gave in,
four were only biding their time.

Meanwhile, Hansom was quite satisfied
with his drastic measures. The.cheeky
juniors had been put in their places for
good. The Fistical Four were giving

that
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Hansom a wide berth at present, and the

aptain of the Kifth -griuned when he
noted it. But after a day or two he
dismissed them from his mind.

Such insignificant persons as juniors ci :
the Fourth, were not worthy of the atten-
tions of a high and mighty Fifth-Former.
They had been chastised and brought to
their senses, and Hansom was done w 1“11
them.  They were not done with
Hansom, however, by any means,

_There were many discussions in the
Fourth Form studies, especially No, 3
and the end study. It was agreed that,
as the Fifth had declared war, they
should be the first to cry, “ Hold,
encugh!” and that the terms of peace
should be stiff.  Exactly how to make
them sue for peace, however, was not an
easy problem: te solve.’ But Jimmy
Silver’s active brain was at work.

Not only the Fistical Four and the
Colonial Co., but Momington, had taken
up the matter. The outrage to the pres-
tige of the end study enly amused Morn-
ington, and he had no sympathy to waste
on Jimmy Silver.

But Mornington knew that if he could
succeed in bringing down the over-
bearing Fifth-Formers from their perch,
it would help him very materially in his
ambition to oust Jimmy Silver from his
place as leader of the Fourth Form.

Morny deaily loved the limelight; and
limelight would fall in an ample share to
the fellow who succecded in making the
foes of the Fourth squirm.

8o Morny discussed it in
where he found a
enthusiasm.

Peele and Gower weren't enthusiastic.
Neither were Townsend and Topham,
and the other nuts. They ecarefuily
avoided “scraps,” as a wule, and a
scrap with seniors of the Fifth was an
idea that made them gasp.

“But think of it,” urged Morningion
to a meeting of the nuts in his study.
“It’s up to somebody ! The Fifth can’t
thrash our Form as much as they like,
I suppose. Ix\ gad, they might give
the next turn !” -

“Jimmy Silver can look after him-
self,” said Townsend. - “Let’s kecep out
of their rows and rags. Theyre no
good.” -

“Teave it alone,” said Peele. “We
don’t want to gc& the seniors down on
the study.”

Mornington sniffed.
pluck than the rest
Goats 7 putb together,
afraid of the seniors.

“The chap who downed the Fifth
would have a chance of squeezing Jimmy
Silver out,” he said.

“Well, you can’t do it!”

“T could with soume backing.”

“Ask Jimmy Silver to back
then,” yawned Tophani.

“Oh, rats! Look here, supp we
caught Hansom and Talboys outside the
school; they generally go. out togeme
on a half- holiday, when thele s no match
on. There’s enough of us to collar
them !

& Gh Tobl? :

“And tie ‘em leg by leg, and send
’em hoppm home' said \Imnmg‘mn
eagerly.  “The school’d laugh ’em to
death. They wouldn’t dare-to show their
faces afterwards. And it would show all
the fellows that Jimmy Silver isn’t tl'p
greaL chief they think he is if we did it.”

loo jolly risky,” said Topham.

Mornington’s lip ‘eurled. 2

“Oh, - don’t keep harpin’ on that.
Suppose they put up a fight, and you got
your necktie disarranged, you'd recover
in time, Look here, I know they're
going down to Coombe to-morrow after-
noon to see about the costumes for their
rotten play-actin’. = They’ve been re-
* Hamlet for their silly

his study.
plentiful lack of

uy

He had more
of the “CGiddy
and he was not

you,
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zmateur theatricals.
the wood-sshed, and I’ve heard ’em
spoutin’.  They go there to play the
goat, because the other fellows chip ’em
¢ when they rehearse in the senior room.
Well, Hansom and Talboys will be goin’
out together, and we could lay for them.
Look here, we’ll rig ’em up in their
merry theatrical costumes and make
“’em come home to Rookwood like that !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Even the nuts were tickled at that sug-

gestion. . &
- The difficulty was that the Giddy
Goats of Rookwood were not fighting
rnen, and had a deep antipathy to get-
ting hard knocks.

But Morny gained his point at last,

He pointéd out that even two seniors
wouldn’t have much chance in a scrap
with half a dozen fellows; it would be a
cheap victory, and no end of glory to be

" won without much risk: » :

That was the. kind of glory that
appealed to the nuts, and they gave way
‘at last, though with inward misgivings.
Mornington had a masterful character,
and he generally had his way with his
followers in the long' run.

On Wednesday afternoon the nuts
were prepared to go on the war-path,
though only Morny was looking forward
to it. But Morny kept his men up to
the scratch. The merry party were
lounging about the school gates when
Hansom and Talboys came down to-
gether, the former carrying a bag.

Hansom was great on
theatricals, and . rehearsals went on
almost every evening in the wood-shed
of the drama that was to stagger
humanity at Rookwood when it came off.
Costumes for the play were on order,
and they had been promised for that
day for the dress rehearsal, and Hansom
was going for them.

The two seniors did not even glance at
Morny & Co. as they went out. Fourth-
_Formers to them were trifles light as air.

. Morny grinned after them as they went
down the roads

“Come on !” he said.

“I—J say, suppose we make an after-
noon of it at the Bird-in-Hand?” sug-
gested Peele. “We could have the
billiard-table !

““Oh, dry up!” growled
“We’re goin’ for Hansom.”

“Hallo "—Jimmy Silver came out
with his chums—*“what’s that? Are
you after our game, Morny ?”

Mornington stared at him angrily.

“You're not going after them?” he
exclaimed.

“We are—we is I’ said Lovell.

““Leave ’em to us!” said Mornington.
“I'm goin’ for them! TI've got a
scheme for makin’ them sit up, and
I don’t want you fellows shovin’ your

~oar in.'

“Rot ! said Lovell.

Jimmy Silver smiled.

““Oh, give ’em a chance,” he said. I
didn’t know you merry nuts were on
the war-path! Isn’t there some risk of
getting your neckties soiled or your hair

. disarranged ?” :
““Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Co.
““Oh, cheese it ! snapped Mornington.
1 %If you want to see somethin’ be at the
figates In an hour’s time or so, an’ you'll
-see Hansom and Talboys come hoppin’
home. with their legs tied up.”

“T'll" believe that when I see it,”
grinned Jimmy.

“Well, you'll see it this afternoon.”

22 Mornington & Co, walked away down
“‘the road, leaving the Fistical Four
“grinning: ~ Jimmy Silver was quite
willing to give Morny a chance, as he
was ‘keen on it; but he doubted very
miich ‘whether the nuts of the Fourth
would " stand up to the big fists of

They rehearse in

Morny.

amateur |

Hansom and Talboys, however great
the odds were in their favour.

Morny was looking quite keen. He
hagl a strong whipcord in his pocket all
ready to tie the Fifth-Formers leg to
leg. There was no doubt that if the
scheme succeeded the Fifth-Formers
would be the victims of much merriment
at Rookwood, and would never get over
the humiliation. )

But Morny’s followers looked any-
thing but keen. There were certainly
enough of them to handle two seniors.
But--but:  somiebody would * be hurt
before the enemy were downed, and

""'_,
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FHE SIXTH CHAPTER.
. WNot as Per Programme!
66 HAT the thunder——"

W “Gerrup !”

Mornington grinned down
at Hansom, on whose broad
chest his knee was planted.

“ No_good wrigghn’,” he said. coolly,
“We've got you! Take the whipcord
out of my pocket, Towny, an’ tie their
hands?” ;

“What are you wup to?” roared
Hansom,

“T'll tell you,” chuckled Mornington.
“We're goin’ to tie you leg to leg, and

—E

through the gates.

go in like this. Let us loose!”

l A vyell of merriment greeted the unfortunate pair as they hopped in
¢“Let us loose!’ shrisked Mornington.
¢ Ha, ha, ha !’ yeiled Jimmy Siiver.
the trick has worked out the wrong way!"

i We can’t
L1 80
(See Chapler 6.)

each of the merry nuts had astrong
objection to being the fellow that got
hurt. g

In the loneliest part of the lane
Morny &-Co. stopped, and took cover
among the trees. There they waited for
their prospective victims to come by on
their return from the village.

They had some time to ‘wait, which
they filled in by smoking cigarettes in
their nutty way. But the enemy came
in sight at last.

Hansom and Talboys came saunter-

ing along the lane from Coombe,
chatting, and quite unconscious or
danger. %

Mornington’s eyes gleamed.

“We shall take the cads by surprise I”
he muttered. “When I give the word,
rush on ’em. We'll have them down
before they know what’s happenin’ !”

And the nuts looked a little brighter
at that prospect.

The two Fifth-T'ormers came abreast
of the ambush, still unsuspecting. Morny
gave a sudden yell.

“Go for em!”

He led the rush. :

“My hat!” ejaculated Hansom.
“Whatt Oh, crumbs!”’
He went down on his ‘back, and

Talboys sprawled beside him, with half
a dozen juniors sprawling over them.
“Got "em!” grinned Mornington.

send you hoppin’ home to Rookwood.
We're goin’ to daub mud on your chiv-
vies, and rig you up with the theatvical
clobber you've got in that bag.™

“My hat!” gasped Hansom.

“Then perhaps you'll see that you'd
better let the Fourth alone—what?”
smiled Mornington. *““Get ’em tied up,
Towny !

Hansom made a terrific effort. and
almost threw Mornington off. The
| dandy of the Fourth clung te him
savagely,

“Pin 'em down!" he gasped.

Hansom got one hand loose, and smote
with it, and Topham rolled over in the
road with a howl.- He smote again, aud
Peele jumped away in time to avoid the
blow. He was left with Mornington to
deal with, and he grasped Mornington,
and scrambled to his feet with Morny
still in his grasp.

Mornington was fichting like a cat;
but, alone and unaided, he had no chance
whatever against the big senior.

“Buck up!” shrieked Mornington.

But alas for the nuts! -

Topham and Peele were already in
full flight, They had had quite encugh
of Hansom's heavy fists at close quarters.

Talboys was rolling on the ground
with three more nuts; but one of them
broke away and ran, and Talboys pitched
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oh die oiher two and jumped up. Gower
was hurled into the road, and he stayed
only to pick himself up before he burst
through a hedge and fled.

Townsend would gladly have followed
his example, but Talbovs had a grip of
iron on Towny’s collar,

Hansom burst into a roar of laughter.

The tables had been turned mth Tstart-
ling suddenness,

-Four of the assailants were fléeing as
if for their lives, and Morny and Towny
were wriggling helplessly in the grasp
of the Fifth-Formers.

““Ha, ha, ha” rdared the captain of the
Fifth. “Hold that young beggar, Tal-
boys ! Don’t let these two get away!”

_**No fear!” chuckled Talboys.

“Let go, hang you!” panted Movning-
ton, frantic with rage and apprehension.
“Tll kick your shins! Yow—ow!
Leggo!” =
* “Ha, ha! I understand you've got
some whipcord in your pocket. ri
borrow that \’Vhlp(old said Hansom.

Mornington’s stlug‘rleq were not much
use. - The big senior held him with one
hand, and turned out his pockets with
“the other,
shook it loose.

The two juniors were qulte he?plesw
H‘mxom, grinning hugely, proceeded to
fie Mornington’s right leg to Townsend’s
feft. He bent the legs up at the knee,
and fastened them so. Mé&ny and
Towny were left with one leg each
to stand upon. Townsend submitted
meekly, but the dandy of the Fourth
eround his teeth with rage, and wriggled
to the last.

“There you are!
“Now you can hop it!”

“Oh dear!” groaned Townsend.

“Oh, you rotter !’ hissed Mornington.

“Come on, Talboys!”

““Ha, ha; ha!?

'The two Fifth- Formers, roaring
laughter, walked on to Roolmood leav-
ing }fonnngton and Townsend standmw
on one leg apiece, and hoppmu furiously
to keep from falling. Morny's scheme
had been a success—the wrong way. It
was the unfortunate Morny himself who
had to hop home.

Hansom and Talboys found guite a
little crowd at the school gates. The
word had passed round of Morny’s cam-
paign, and half the Classical Fourth and
half a dozen Moderns had gathered to
sec the luckless Fifth-Formers hop in.
They stared as Mansom and Talboys
eame sauntering up sedately.

“My word!” said Tommy Dodd, of the
Modern Fourth, as the two Fifth-Formers
walked in. “What’s happened to
l\fomy" The circus hasn’t come off |

‘Funked it, of course!” said Lovell,
with a sniff,

“Hallo! ,Here's some of them !’*

Peele and Topham came slinking in.
looking dusty and rumpled. 'lhey had
kept their distance till the Fifth-Formers
were gons,

“Well,  what's happened?” ashoq
Jimmy Silver. “You look as if you've
Imun dust-collecting !

*“Oh, rats!” snapped Peele.

The nuts tramped in without satisly-
ing the curious questioners. = A few
minutes later Gower and Si. John
rived, also dusty and rumpled and

" smiled Hansom.

savage- tempeled They were not
allowed to pass unanswering. The
T?lshcal Four surrounded them. " Jimmy
Silver meant to know. what had
happened.

*“What did you do :to Cabhby?” de-
mauded Jinmy.

“Oh, rats!” snorted Gower. “We got
He Led and we bunked for it.”

‘Where’'s Morny and Towny?”

“Daon’t know, aud don’t care ! I
- “Ha, ha, hal’ =2
Tur Popyrar.—No. 122,
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Gower and St. John went in. The
juniors looked down the road, but there
was no. sign of Mornington or Tow: nsend.
Some of the fellows walked down the
road towards Coombe.  They were
curious to know what had happened to
the leaders of the nutty brigade.

“Hallo!” roared Lovell
“Look !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Jimmy Silver.

A curious-looking object had come
into sight.

At a distance it looked. ltke a very
fat fellow with legs very wide apart.
But on closer view it proved to be two
juniors with a leg each tied up behind
them, hopping, one on his right and
one on his left leg.

The Fistical Four yelled at
The two crimson,
CIum%ily up to them.

“Let us loose, you cacklin’ hounds !
howled Mornington.

# It’s worked out

suddenly.

the sight.
furious nuts hopped

the wrong way,

then !” Jud Jimmy Silver, wiping~away
his tears. “That was Hansom’s part in
the show, wasn’t it?”

2}

“You silly fool, let us loose !

“Go- and eat coke said  Jimmy
Silver cheerfully. Koep o. You're
nght 10)‘ Rookwood !”

‘Ha, ha, ha!”
,Mornmgton ground his teeth, and

hopped on with Townsend, leaving the,

Fistical Fouwr yelling,
Another yell gr eeted ithe wunhappy
pair as they arrived at the school gates.
They reeled against the gate, and ga:pcd
for breath.
“Let us loose!” shrieked
ton. “We can’t go in like this!

i Morning-

LeL

us loose, you fools | i

S Ha b, hal?

“Do let a chap loose!” pleaded
Townsend. *“ Conroy, old Chap, don’t
let us go in like this, you know! Ob,
dear !

“Ha ha, ha!”

The Cornstalk junior, weeping with
merriment, opened his knife and cut

through the whipeord.
twins were free at last,

And Townsend strode away furiously.
Mornington ground his teeth and fol-
lowed, his face erimson with rage and
humxhahon and a voar of laughter fol-
lowed them both.

The unhappy

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Cornering the Enemy !

13 3 LL here?”
LA'SL‘V'eS‘)!
. “Good ! said Hansom.
It was evening, and the

Fifth-Form Thespians were getting down
to business.

The Thespians were quite an institu-
tion—miles above the Classical Players
of the TFourth in importance and
dignity. The Thespians sometimes
gave Shakespearean performances, fto
which even the Iead condescended to
come, L

It was a lJitlle humiliating for the
lofty Thespians to have to hold their
rehearsals in the wood-shed. Certainly,
it was quite a spacious apartment—ifor
a wood-shed. There was plenty of room,
and it was quiet and sec]uded——m‘;ay
from the vulgar herd, as Talboys ex-.
pressed it.

In the ‘senior Common-room, the
Sixth-Form fellows simply rvefused to be
bored by Thespian rehearsals, and the
Form-room was not always at their dis-
posal; and, moreover, moclung fags
would sometimes howl i at the door or
the window there, and spoil the effect
of Hamlet’s sohloquy or Mark Antony’s
oration,

“ Hamlet ”
Hansom & Co.

was the play. now, and
were going to make a

tremendous  success of it when it came
off. And this was the dress rehearsa
and the costumes were all ready.

There were eight Fifth-Form fellosxs
in the wood-shed, every one of them a
born Roscius, more or less.  Hansom
was the -last to arrive, and after he
came in_he slipped the boli on the
door.  Even in the secluded  precincts
of the wood-shed the - Thespians had
sometimes ~been mtenuptcd by chethy
juniors with ued\hootm

“Now, we've -got - an Hour,” said
IHansom briskly. *Get into your dOn-
ber, you fellows, and let’s get going!”

Hansom Lu'nﬂdeu o’ Romlxe Duff,
Jobson, ’\Iuggms, la1b0y= and Brown
major wers very soon in dostume,

There were small parts which. were
going to be.played by other fellows,
bu they were not present. The
exigencies of lines, prep, and other
occupations:  kept ‘them away. Ere
long the voice of ITansom was boom-
ing  through the wood-shed, Hansom
being Hamlet—though, as Jimmy
Silver had-remarked, “under the circum-
stances Hamlet was not handsome.

“To be or not to be—that is the gues-

tion !
Whether ‘tis nobler in the mind to
suffer
The slings and arrews of outrageous
fortune,
Or to take arms against a sea of
troubles.”
Hansom was going quite sirang.
Naturally, he did not hear some slight

sounds outside the wood-shed. Indeed,
it was difficult to hear anything else

when Hansom’s voice was booming
away.
“That's Cabby’s tool!” murmured

Jimmy Sily, er, as he nuused outudl, the

ghed ‘door. e’s gemg 617

“He is—he are!” grinned
Raby and Newcome

Lovell ;
and chuckled
softly.

The Fistical Four wére on the
path,

From the shed window came only a
faini gleam of light. Tt was a small
\\mdow and covered with a dark blind.
Ou‘.slde it was very dark,

In the gloom the forms of the Cola-
nial Co. loomed up, with Oswald and
Flynn,

Jimmy drew a small bundle from his
pocket. His comrades blinked at it n
the gloom, and Conroy whistled softly,

“Gimlets!” he said.

“Just so.”

“What on earth are you going feo do
with half a dozen gimlets?” asked the
mvstlﬁed Australian,

“Screw up the door,”
cheerfully.

Jimmy Silver had not imparted Liig
great plans to his followers yet. He was
conteuL to let, them wait and see.

The half-dozen gimlets were handed
round, and the C]asmal juniors set fa |
work. It was not ea=_y to drive them
into the hard wood, bhut they pro-
gressed steadily with the work. There
was little danger in their bemg heard
in the wood-shed. The rehearsal was
going great guns, and the Fifth-Form
'lhesplans had no ear for anything hut
thelr own spouting, * 3

Slowly but surely the gimlets werg
driven in, through door and dompow
right to the hilt,

The wood-shed door was as fast ﬂwu
as if it had been screwed up. It was
a simpler process, but just as effective.

“That’s done!” said Jimmy Silver, in
tones of satisfaction. -

“Is that all?? asked Pons,

Jimmy sniffed.

“No, fathead! We've got

(Continued on page 12 )

War-

said Jimmy

them
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Nugent Minor Speaks Out!

3 LL Greyfriors was agog with ex-
citement. The reason is soon
told.

Lord Mauleverer, the dandy of
the Remove Form, had lost a fifty-pound
banknote.  Frank ‘Nugent had been
found in his study just before the note
was missed, and Frank himself had seen
his brother in the study a moment before
he himself arrived.

There seemed no doubt about the
matter., Fifty pounds was a large sum of
movney. Even Lord Mauleverer realised
that. Frank would not say anything
about having seen Dicky in the study.
tiis chums had urged him to speak, but
he had refused. -

But Loder, the bullying prefect of the
«th, had ‘heard ihe appedla of the
Removites, and had found therein a
chance to get a bit of his own back.
Harry W'harton and Frank Nugent were

wm friends of Loder's

3ut it appemed as if Dicky \L\Geﬂt was
gomfr to upset all Loder’s plan for,
after an hour’s meditation, he made his
way to the Head’s study.

Loder was there.

The prefect had just finished acquaint-
ing the Head with the story of the miss-
‘ing banknote. It was Loder’s duty, as a
]nefect to place the matter before the
tlead, there could be no doubt about
it

In any case, it would soon have come
to Dr. Locke's ears, with the whole school
ringing with it as it was. But Loder
found a spiteful satisfaction in it.

The affair of the fags on the previous

cvening rankled in his breast. He could
not injure Harry Wharton or Bob
Cherry, but he could strike at them
thlough their chum, and he explained the
inatter to the Ilead, dwelling with
scrupulous care upon every pomt that
told most heavily against Frank Nugent.

So carcful was he upon that point, in-
deed, that the Head remarked it.

“You seem to be perfectly convinced
vourself of Nugent's guilt, Loder,” said
ir. Locke, with a searching glance at the
prefect.

¢ “Oh, quite, sir,” said Loder. *The
evidence seems to me (o be indisputable.

But, of course, it is for you to decide,
ghr.”

4T trust, Loder, that you have not
allowed any personal dislike to influence
Sou in this matter,” suggested the Iead.
“Loder coloured.

“Dy. Locke !” he exclaimed.

“T believe you have had trouble before
with the boys in Study No. 1 of the Re-
move,"” said the Tead. “I hope you

S
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have not unconsciously

judice to warp your Judgment Loder.
“I-—1 hope Tot, sir,” said Loder.
“This is a terribly serious matter for

allowed some pre-

1

the boy. Unless he can clear himself he
must be expelle\d. Of course, the investi-
gation will be most searching. You

Gtate tnat Nugent refuses to account for
the six or seven minutes he spent in
Lord Mauleverer's study before Lord
Mauleverer came in. He admits that he
was there, but refuses to say how he
occupied thr- time 7"’

“Yes

“Tt is \‘11\‘ extraordinary. Tf he was
innocently occupied, there is no reason
whatever that I can see why he should
refuse to account for every single minute
of the time,” said the Head musingly.

“That is what I thought, sir,” said
Loder. * But he has refused, not only to
me, but to his own friends in his own

Form. He would not even tell Whar-
ton.”
“It is extraordinary.” The Head

rested his forehead upon his hand for a
monient, in deep reflecticn. “Was
Nugent bound to_tell you how long he
was in the study, Loder? I mean, was i
I\rm\n by any other evidence ?

[ think not, sir.

“He could have said that he was there
only a few seconds before Lord Maul-
everer-came in, if he had chosen to tell
an untruth ?"”

1 suppose so, sir.”

“ And then the case would not have
been nearly so strong against him,” the
he‘wd remarked.

‘ Apparently not, sir. Of course, it
would have been only his word. The fact
remains that Lord Mauleverer found him
there, with the table drawer open, which
Mauleverer had left closed, and there was
nothlng to prove he ﬂ"{(l m*lx just come
in, even if he had said so0.’

“But he did not, yet we are to suppose
he is telling an untruth in stating-that he
has not taken the banknote. A boy who
will tell one lie w ill generally tell two if
required, Leder.’

A suppose he never thought of it in
time, sir.

“H'm! A lie is the first thing that a
dishonest nature thinks of, Loder. To a
thief, lies would come more easily than
the truth, I think. Did it not occur to
you that l\ugonf might have some more
honourable motive for vefusing to aceount
for what happened in Lord Mauleverer’s
study in these six or qe\en minutes? Tt

looks to me very much as if he may be

shielding gomebody else.’

Loder stavted. - Certainly such an idea
would never have’crossed his mind. And
all his respect for the Head could hardly

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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keep a derisive grin from his face at the
ihought
“Oh, sir, T can hardly imagine that a

boy would get himself mto this position
to shield another fellow !” he exclaimed.

“Such things’ have happened, Loder,
and the boy he is shielding may be a
very close chum. At all events, I shall
investigate so searchingly that the trath
will certainly come to light. You had
bettm send Nugent to me. Ah, come
in

1t was at that moment that Dicky
Nugent's knock came at the Head's
door.

Dicky opened the door and went in.

Dr. Locke glanced at him, and so did
Loder. Both of them were surprised to
see the scamp of the Second Form.
Dicky’s pale and miserable look touched
Dr. Locke al once, and had even some
effect upon Loder’s hard heart.

“ Ah, Nugent minor,” said the Head
gently, “I am sorry, my dear lad, for
this bad news about your brother, but
you must not despair yet. T think it is
quite possible that l\ugem major may
be cleared.”

Dicky’s face flushed. Was it possible
that ank might be cleared, then, with-
out his making the confession he had
come there to make,

#Oh, sir!” he exclaimed.

“I think it quite possible that your
brother is shielding someone else,” the
Head explained. ‘“And in that case, we
have only to find out the person who is
undoubtedly the guilty party.”

Dick’s heart sank.

“Undoubtedly the guilty party !” The
doctor’s words struck him like a blow.
Was that the view the Head would take,
then, when he knew who it ias that
Frank Nugent had been shwldum" “Un-
doubtedly the guilty party!” TFor a
moment, as in a vision, \Dxcl,y saw the
crowded hall, the tense faces of the
assembled schoo!, the stern brow of the
doctor as he pronounced the sentence of
expulsion. The room seemed to swim
vound the unhappy fag.

But he recovered himself.

“If you please, sir, I—I—

The Head looked at him attentively.

“Ys it possible that you know some-
thing about this unhappy affair, Nugent
minor?” he asked.

“Yes, sir.”

“Tell me what you know.”

”

“1 know that my brother Frank 13
innocent, sir.,” -
“Indeed? Please explain,” said the

Head, while a sneer crossed Loder's face.
“I know that he was shleldmg sottie-
one, sir.”
Tar Popurar.—No. 122.
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-“Do you know whom?”

“VYes, sir,’”? muttered Dicky.

“'Whom, then?’ =

“He was shielding me, sir!” faltered
Dicky Nugent. . :

The Head started. Loder looked
curiously at the fag. This was beyond
him. That a fellow should sacrifice him-
self to shield another, and that the other
should own up without being forced to
it—all this was past Loder’s comprehen-
sion,

“You!” ejaculated the Head.

“Yes, sir!” muttered Dicky.
came here to tell you, sir!”

“Did you steal Lord
banknote, Nugent minor?”

Dicky gave a ery.

“Oh, no, sir—mo! No, no!”

“You did not? Then how is your
brother shielding you? I hope you have
not come here with a nonsensical, un-
founded story, in the hope of thereby
helping your brother to escape his just
punishment !’ said the Head sternly.

“He was shielding me, siv. I—I—I
was in Mauleverer's stgdy when Frank
came in. He wouldn't explain what he
wag doing there, because he couldn't,
without saying that I was there—that he
found me in the study when he came.
Besides, then they would have asked him
what I was doing, and he’d-have had to
say -that I had opened the table drawer,”
groaned Dicky. ‘“‘That’s why Frank
weouldn't say anything, sirt?

The Head’s brow was very stern.

“So you had gone into Lord Maul-
everer's study, and you had opened the
table drawer?’ he exclaimed. “The
drawer where the hook was with the
banknete in it?? -

“Yes, sir.”

“And why??

“A chap in my Form, sir, bolted with
a tin of sardines belonging to me, and
dodged me in the Remove passage.
When I caught him, he pretended he had
hidden it in the drawer of Lord Maul-
everer’s study table- I went there to
look.”

“That is a very lame story. 1 suppose
phﬂ«l boy you allude to will corroborate

W1

Mauleverer’s

“Y think so, sir.
Bunter—Bunter minor.

“Very well. Had you known anything
about Lord Mauleverer’s having & bank-
note for fifty pounds before you went to
his study 7

““Oh, no, sir; nothing at all.”

“Did you see it in the drawer when
you were there?” .

£ No,- sing®

** Why,” said the Head, looking fixedly
at Nugent minor, “ why did your brother
refuse to mention that you were in the
study at such a terrvible risk to himself?”

“T'o shield me, T suppose, sir.”

“But if.yon had a perfectly innocent
explanation, and he knew it,-why should
he take so much {rouble?”

Dicky faltered. .

“I—I never explained to Frank, sir,
till—till aftér he was suspected. That
was how the time went in the study that
be won't account for. He wanted me to
explain, and I wouldn't!”’

“Oh!” The Head's voice grew decper.
“ And why would you not?” -

* Because—hecause I was obstinate, T
suppose, sir,” muttered Dicky. = “I—1
thought Frank looked suspiciously at me
when he came into the study, and I—I
thought that if he suspected me of spy-
ing, or anything rotten, he could go on
thinking so, and be hanged to him!
'l‘hatz;‘s all, sir, T wishi I had told him,
now.’

“Itwould cerfainly -have been better
if _yon had,” said Dr. Locke sternly.
“Even admitting. that you went {o the
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study because of Bunter minor’s untruth
—and we shall easily ascertain about that
—admitting, that, however, you acted in
a very wilful and unreasonable way in
refusing to explain to your brother, and
the inference is that you had the bank-
note in your possession and were con-
scious of guilt, and your brother’s refusal
to speak shows that he suspected you,
too. Nugent minor, tell me the whele
truth 12

“I—I have done so, sir.”

“Did you take the banknote "’

“No, sir!” said Nugent minor, white
to the lips: -

“Very well. - ¥You may go, Nugent

minor, and an investigation will be
made,” said Dr. Locke. ‘Your brother
ig cleared. Loder, you will kindly

explain that to the school immediately.
For the present, Nugent minor is under
suspicion—and we shall see!”

“Very well, sir,”” said Loder, and he
quitted the study.

Dr. Locke gave Nugent minor
earnest look.

“My boy, if you have done this wicked
thing your best course is to own to the
truth,” he said. “Have you told me all
the truth, or only part of it? 'This is the
last time I can speak to you in private on
the subject.”

“I've told you all the truth, sir,” said
Nugent minor bravely.

“Very well,” said the Head, with a
sigh. His belief was evidently otherwise.
“You may go, Nugent minor.”

Dicky left the study. The Head
remained alone, his brow resting upon
his hand in an attitude of deep thought.

An hour later all the school knew that
Dicky had owned up to being in the
study. Frank Nugent accepted the news
with mixed feelings. =

an

But—Dicky would be expelled. His
father was away from home. His
mother had been written for. There

would be a scene. He was thinking of
that when the Bounder. entered Study
No. 1.

Frank Nugent had his head vesting:
in his hands. He raised it, and looked
at the Bounder.

“What do you want?” he asked
harshly. ' “What do you want to come
here for, Vernon-Smith 7"

The Bounder coloured.

“I want to say I'm sorry,” he sa

“Very well; now get out.”

The Bounder did not go.

“I'm sorry,” he repeated; “only in
justice to myself I must say that I veally
believed you had the banknote. I
believed it sincerely.”

‘“And now you believe Dicky has it ?”
saisl Frank.

33

I

id.

“Well, nearly everybody believes the
same. Now get out, and leave me
alone.”

" Vernon-Smith still hesitated.

“I'm sorry,” he said; “I was wrong,
and—and I don’t suppose you'll beliecve
me, Nugent, but—but*I wish I could
do something to help you.”

“Find out who's got the banknote,
then,” said Nugent savagely.

“Your minor has is.”

“I don’t believe it. T believe it fell
out of the book when I dropped it, and
that somebody picked it up and kept it.”

“You mean you're trying to believe
that,” said the Bounder, with a nod;
“but—Dbut it’s just possible. Look here
-—he paused, and went on almost immedi:
ately—*“look here, Frank Nugent, I owe
you something ; T'll do what I can. If
any chap has that banknote—other than
your minor, I mean—D1l find it out.”

“How will yon do-that?? :

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.”

“I don’t know yet. But I've more
brains than the rest of the Remove put
* tegether—excuse me—and if it’s so I'l

Revel’s Great Sea Adventure Story in “*Chuckles’ §

find it out. Tl manage it somehow,
That’s settled.” _And the Bounder, with-

“ont another word, quitted Study No. 1. -

Nugent made a gesture of repugnance.
He did not like the Bounder, and he
found it hard to forgive him. Vet thevo!
was something in what the fellow said.!
Vernon-Smith had the keenness of an’
experienced man of the world rather:
than a schoolboy. If anybedy could get
at the truth in the perplexing case it was
the Bounder.

But the hope was light. Nugent dis-
missed the thought from his .mind; Le!
had his mother to think of, In the morn-
ing she would be at Greyfriars, and he
}}lmd?tg face her. What was he to say to

er

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Frank MNugent—Thief !

3 OTHER !
“Frank — Frank!
have you done?”

Mrs. Nugent sank down in
a chair in her son’s study. It was morn-
ing, and time for first lesson in the Form- "
rooms. But the Greyfriars fellows had
not gone in for lessons. The school was
assembled in Big Hall—they knew what
for. - Dicky Nugent was to be expelled
from the school.

Frank had taken his mother to his
study as soon as he arrived. Mrs.
Nugent was in tears behind her veil.
She had not seen the Head yet, though
she was determined to see him, and to™
plead for her boy.

She sobbed a little, as Frank stood
before her, with pale face and downcast
eyes. :

For a moment a bitter expression wag
on Frank Nugent’s face.

What had he done? That was what
his mother had asked him. He had done
nothing. But he was responsible for the
scapegrace of the family—for the unruly
young rascal who never asked his advice,
or listened to it if he gave it.

“Mother!”

That was all Frank could say. What
more could he say? What could he do?
His mother should never have come;
that was his miserable thought. She
could do no good there. The Head had
made every investigation possible, and.
every investigation pointed to one con-
clusion—that Nugent minor was guilty.
Even Frank more than half-believed m’
his brothers’ guilt.

“Frank, what—what has happened
since—since the doctor wrote to me?”
asked Mrs. Nugent, trying to steady her
voice, {

“ There
mother,””

“Well 77

“The Head has decided that Dicky
took the banknote.”

“TImpossible! He did not take it.”

Frank was silent.

“You should have taken Letter cave of -
him,” sobbed Mrs. Nugent. “He was
sent to Greyfriars in the first place so
that he could be under your care, Frank.
Is this thie care you have taken of your
younger brother?” :

Frank did not reply. The bitter ins:
justice of it cut him to the heart; but it
was no business of -his to reproach his
mother. He felt too much for the suffer-,
ing woman even to think of it, =

‘“He is not guilty, Frank. I hear that «
they suspected you first, and then him
How did it happen ?”

Nugent, in dreary accents, explained”
the miserable story. . el

“And you let, Dicky do this, Frank—;,
vou let him go te the Head and inerirni-
nate himself.in this way?”

“I tried to stop him, mother; I told
him net to do it.. He went without my

(Continued on page 9.)

What

has been an investigation,

i
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By
BILLY BUNTER.

It is a
wmanity

My deer Reede
sorry apessimen of
you this week!

The fackt is, T have got into hot water.
I don't meen that I've =t had a barf—I
always avoyd that paneful eggsperiense—but
just been licked by Quelchy!

This is how it come about. Owing to the

very sick and
who addresses

tiot weather, I got all behind with my_
“Weekly ”  stuff, and the printers were

klammering for koppy. Thev’re always klam-
mering for sumthing, these printers!

I had kwite a lot of stuft to do, and I
iidn't see the fun of ing it out by hand.
Wontinual scribbling is very bad for you.
{ wunce new a fello who got housemade’s
knee threw it!

But I die-gress, as a novvelist wood say.
Kuowing that Quelechy was out playing gelf
with Prout, I konseeved the briliyunt notion
«f borrowing his typewriter. As you no, I
am an eggspert typist, and I ressolved to
get my edditorial dashed off in neckst to no
time. So I vizzited Quelchy's studdy by
stelth, and bagged his masheen. 1 carted it
off to my edditorial sanktum, and got bizzy.

But low! just as I was beginning to make
the sparks fly the door opened, and in walked
Quelchy!

It was a terribul moment of eggspense for
me, deer reeders. 1 premptly clapped my
hand over the typewriter in the hope that
Quelchy’s keen eyes woodn't spot it.

But a lass! a lack! it wasn't any
trying to play bo-peep with Quelchy.

“Bunter,” he toared, “vou have taken my
masheen from my studdy!”

“Nunno, sir!” I said. “It—it came here
o1 its own accord, sir!”

good

“What! Do you s st, Bunter, that a
ty newrxte]‘ can walk?
“Yessir! Anyway, it can travvel ’lt y grate

sreed, sir!”
Que!chy gave me a feen

“1 will chastise you y for this,
Bunter!” he ecried. “You -will bring that
masheen back to my studdy, and then I

will deel with you!”

1 felt very sick when s
descended on to my palm;
sa soar that it's a wunder
this edditorial.

But dewty must be dun,
Bunter’s Weekly ” without
wopod be like a plum-pooding
plumst

1 trussed this number will zo down well,
deer reeders. Bon Swore!

Nl

stm«fmff cuts
nd my hands are
I'm able to write

and “Billy
an edditorial
witliout the
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By SAMMY BUNTER.

‘Essay on a Pig!

e 10 e

‘By BOB CHERRY.

I've often wundered why the felloes in the
2nd and 3rd Forms are called “fags.” P'r’'aps
it’s bekawse they're always smohmﬂ—herg‘ings,
of course!

£ £ L d
I reelly don’t see \\hx we shouldn’t he
called ** ﬂgaar~'

the 6th s
bellowing, “Siggar!
the 6th saying, £ That lazy
hasn’t laid my tea yet!”

studdy door and
' or Wingate of
¢ sheroot * of mine

* L3 *
Yung Gatly suggests that we should he
known as “pipe But I don't agree with
this. If we were pipes, the prefex wood be

konstantly -getting tunes cut of us by licking
us with ’!ahl Lmtw
& =

I think, d and daon, that
“fag ” is the but yrick-ay.  {Good word,
that! Sum peeple spell it -0~h-r«i-q—u-e-t)

But it wood be rather a good idea if the
best atherletes in the jewnier Forms - were
known as “Players "!

No. 2, — THE BOAT-HOUSE!

(Smuggled into “Billy
without the editor’s
of zoing to press.)

The pig is a two-legged. dmnestic;\tml
animal, residing in Study No. 7, Remoyve
Passage. It eatz anything that is put l»emn
it, and its appetlte is colossal and
haustible. It is covered with hairs,
to the fact that it never brushes its clothes.

Most, pigs possess good eyesight: but the
particular pig to which I refer wears un
enormous pair of spectacles.

The conversation of most
solely of grunts:; but this
can actually talk! Its most
obgervations are “I- say, you fellows!”
“I'm expecting a postal-order!”

Performing pigs are not common, but this
one is. In fact, he's a very® common creature
indeed! He has studled the art of ventriio-
quism, and he also prides himself on his
journalistic abilities.

I have remarked that this pig i3 a gocd
talker, but he is an even hetter listener. His
ear is frequently to be found glued to k
holes., It sometimes happens that a jet of
ink is squirted through the aperture, in
which case the pig squeals loudly!

Pig-killing takes place regularly at Grey-
friars. The executioner is either Quelchy or
the Head, and the implement used is a cans
or a birch. You can always tell when pig
killing is in progress by the unearthly row
made by the victim! =

This prize porker of the Remove responds
to the name of “Billy.” It has a relative
in the Second, known as Sammy, and they
are tarred with the same brush. There is
also a piggess (I think that’s the right word)
at Clift House school.

At the beginning of this essay 1 stated that

Bunter's \\’}w?\l_\
knowledge on the eve

consists
cged pig
equent
and

pigs
two

the pig was a domesticated animal. But it
has a tendency to get wild at times, and
when this happens I generally contri to
tame it. A severe bumping is the best
remedy.

The pig has few good gqualities. It i3

criminally I and remains in its bed loung
after rising-beil. A wet sponge is the mest
effective means of waking it,

When it eventually turns out in the
merning, ¢he pig shows ex me reluctance to
wash its neck, This cleansing duty also falls
to my lot, and I usually have to go over the
animal with a vacuum-cleaner!

On the whole, the pig is a detestable sort
of creature. For my own part, I much
prefer a Bull or a Drake, or even a Fish.

However, we may look forward with con-
fidence to the time—not far distant—when
the pig and all his tribe will he exterminated?

(Cherry, you rotter, I'll nevver fowme on
for smuggling this trash into the “Weekly
without my nollidge—never!—1id.)

TaE Porurir.—No. 122,
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ROOKWOOD.
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By TUBBY MUFFIN.
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Reokwood dates back to the rain of
Richard Cur de Lion. It used to be the
private rezzidence of Bavon Rooke, a
cunning old rogue who used to flecce
peeple at cards.

When the bold bad baron ‘dyed sum
pie-us monks came along and collared
the estate. :

One day, while fishing in the rivver for
minnows, the Fryer had a brane-wave.

*“1 say, you fellogs ! he said. “ What
do you say to terning our plaice into a
publick skool 77 ¢

“Karn’t be dun,” said one of the
cthers, “Wear are our pewpills coming
frony?”

“Leeve that to me,” said the brainy
Fryer. *“T'll tellyfone to all the big pets
who™ are dooking round for a sootable
plaice to edducate there sons, And we’ll
waek out the term-fees between us. Odds
tish! By my hallibut!  We shall live
ike fightin’-cox |

This arranjement was agreed upon, and
the Fryer promptly rang up all the grate
and welthy men of that period.

The rezzult was wunderful.

Over two hundred new kids arrived
neckst day. Most of them came on
hoarse-back, as the railways in those days
were not so safe to travvel on as they are
now.

The new kids had studdies and dormi-
tories allotted to them, and they scon
settled down in their new L's.

Reokwood began to flurvish in a wun-
derful manner. At kricket and footer no

‘other publick skool could tuch them—for

the simple reezon that their was ne other
publick skool in eggsistence at that time !

The norty prefex used to brake out at
nite and play bowls on the villidge green.
They wood play for fifty peaces of silver,
and there winnings wood arrvive at the
skool neckst day by Carter Patterson.

Ah! If only I could have lived in the
days of the nights of old! Odds boddi-
kins, but they were stirring times !

Well, the yeers rolled by, as yeers have
a habbit of doing, and Rookwood became
mere and more poplar. All my ansestors
sent there sons their. Baron Muffin de
Muffin was edducated at Rookwood, and
his inishuls are still to be seen karved on
the basin of the fountain, wear he used
to wash his barronial neck.

BILLY BUNTER'S WEEKLY.

The Muffins have always been closely
Jkonneckted with the histery of Rook-
wood. They were such fine atherletes,
and had such an abundanse of grey
matter in there crumpets.

About twenty yeers ago sum of the
Rookwood felloes went clean out of {here
minds, and had to be isolated from the
rest of the skool. For this purpuss, the
Modern Side was konstruckted ; and from
that time onwards, all new kids who show
sines of insaunity are pitchforked into the
Modern Side.

The Classicals strongly object to being
neckst-door to an asylum, and I am think-
ing of getting up a petition about it to
put beéfore the Head. I konsidder that
Tommy Dodd & Co. cught to be trans-
ferred “ ong block,” as the French say, to
Colney Hatch.

At the prezzant time, Rookwood is one
of the finest skools in England for the
sons of jentlemen. That's why I'm hear,
of corse !

The Headmaster is Dr. Chisholm—so
called bekawse he is always sneeczing!
He is ably supported by a staff of masters,
and the ounly drorback we have to kon-
tend with is the skool kooking, wich is’
too appawling for words! The kwallity
of the grubb is bad enuff. And as for the
kwantity, why, we don’t get enuff to keep
boddy and sole together !

Foeeoe-i-eee-e-i et
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When the St. Jim’s Parliament as-
sembled in the wecdshed on Saturday
evening the place was packed to suffoca-
tion pomt

Great public intevest was taken in the
mecting, as the Prime Minister (Mr. Tom
Merry} had an important statement to
make concerning the recent fags’ strike.

The Speaker (Mr. Ralph Cardew) took
his ceat on the sack (it wasn’t a Wool-
at 7.59 p.nt. 3

The Premier: “T say, you chaps, I've
mislaid my speech !*

My, George Figgins (leader of the Op-
position): **That’s all right, old fellow.
We'll cut out your speech, and get on
with the real business !

The Premier: “Rats! It seems that
some silly ass has pinched my papers to
play necughts and crosses on.  Never
mind. P'll try and manage without them.
We are here this evening, gentlemen (and
members of the Opposition), te discuss
the extraordinary situation which has
avisen owing to the acticn of the fags.
Hitherto, it has been their custom to fag
for us at the nets during cricket-practice
—to recover the ball whenever I happen
to slog it out of the ground »

Mr. Figgins: “You've never done it

fesiss

yet I (Laughter.}
The Premier: -“Silence, you saucy
knave!  Gentlemen, the fags have de-

clared that they will not field at the nets
any longer unless they are given an in-
crease in wages. At present each fag ve-
ceives tuppence a week. They are now
clameuring for a tanner per head. What
a \ we going to do about it ?”

scount D’Avey.  ** Wefer the mattah
te the House of Lords, deah boy !

The Premier (sarveastically): “If we
adopt that course we sha’n’t get a setile-
ment for years and years! You members
of the nobility are teo slow and incom-
petent for words !

Mr. Herbert Skimpole (Socialist Mem-
ber for the Schaol House}: *“Is there a
vepresentative of the fags present, Mr.
Prime Minister 2" :

Tup Porunse—No. 122,
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Wally D’Arcy: *“Yes, I'm here !
yow've jolly well got to agree to our
terms 1”7

The Premier: “Be silent, brat !”

Wally D’Arcy: *“I won’t .be silent!
you at cricket
practice unless vou make it worth our
while!  We're quite happy on strike.
The Fags’ Union is giving us tuppence a
week strike-pay, and we’re going to
arrange fo draw the unemployment dole.
And we flatly refuse to return to work
until you’ve agreed to our terms!”

Mr. Reginald Talbot (Independent)
said it would be a grave mistake if the
St. Jim’s Government yielded to the im-
pudent demands of the strikers.

- Wally D’Arey: “You've jolly well got
to yield I

The - Premier: “Why do you say
that 2
Wally D’Arcy: “ Because, my sons,

yoeu're all locked in! I arranged for the
door of the woodshed to be locked on
the outside, and young Frayue’s got the
key. - P’ve given him orders not to un-
lock the door until youw've agreed to ow
terms !”

The Premier: “ You—you—you

Wally D’Arcy (cheerfully): “Same to
you, and many of ’em !

The Premier: “ What are we going to
do now, you chaps? TIt's a question of
being penned up m this place till further
orders, or consenting to pay the fags a
tanner a week for fielding at the nets!”

My, Wynn (Member for the Tuckshop
Division) : h, give ’em their own
way ! We shall miss supper if we stay in
this hole, and I'm jolly hungry !”

After a heated debate, the matter was
put to the vote, and the ultimate decision
was as follows:

For yielding to the fags .. ...
e k4

”

31
26

Against

Majority 5
The sirike ferminated forthwith, and

Wally D’Arcy’s face was wreathed in
smiles as he loft the House.
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s D'YOU KEN. CYRIL
PEELE ?

(A “Modern"” Version of a
** Classical”” Song.)

By TOMMY DQYLE.
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D’you ken Cyril Peele, in his brand-new
togs,
Who breaks out at night and goes to the
dogs? ;
Yes, you'll ken Peele squeals when the
Head soundly flegs
His precious young hide in the
morning | ?

D’you ken young Gower, and Lattrey,:
too?
They don’t a-Peele to me, and they
won’t to you.
And methinks they will both lock rather
hlue
When the birch comes down in the
morning ! -

D’){gu ken Jimmy Silver, of the Classical

side,

Who struts about with a peacock’s pride ?

He'll find himself biffed, and bumped,
and “ guyed ”

When I meet him in the quad in
the morning ! :
D’you ken Tubby Muffin, the porpoise

plump? :
Ile’s fourteen stona—what a hefty lump !
We'll duck his fat carcase under the
pump, ~
For he must look clean in the
morning ! -

D’you ken young Grace (not “ W, G.)
A more asinine ass yvou never did see! -
We'll duck him, too! What a merry old’”
spree i~
The Moderns will have in
morning !

the.

3
D’you ken Kit Conroy, the chap from’”
“down under 7 ? ;
He prides himself he’s a perfect wonder.” -
But his pride will be put in his pocket,
by thunder, :
When he meets Tomniy Dodd in
the morning !
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How Bunter Made History!

By MICKY DESMOND.

psutul

ILLY BUNTER, our fat, fatuous, and
fatheaded editor, doesn’'t strike you
as being much of a cricketer, does
he? (Don’t tork rot, Desmond!—

Ed.) 'And yet Billy’s name will go down to
posterity, and wiil be mentloned with awe
by future generations of Greytfriars fellows.

Last Wednesday we played St. Jim's on
our own ground. There was terrific cite-
ment, because the Saints are our oldest and
biggest rivals.

The team which Wharton ficlded was
heyond reproach—Dbecause he had included

me !

We won the toss, and batted first.

Harry
the innings, and they piled up the runs at
a ripping rate.
like Fatty Wynn and Jack Blake
slogged all over the field.

“Faith, an’ we shall win this match hands
down!” I' remarked. “Wharten an’ Cherry
have already knocked up fifty, an’ if they
keep this up I'm afraid some of us won't
get an innings.”

“We shall want -:dl the runs we can get,”
said Mark Linley. “The Saints are a fine
batting side, and Wharton muste’t take dny
risks. He oughtn’t to declare until we've
made at least two hundred.”

Whilst Linley was speaking, Fatty Wynn
captured Bob Cherry’s wicket with a ball
that broke in from the off and had the hats-
man beaten all the way.

being

“Hallo! The merry partvership’s dissolved
at last!” said Peter Todd. “Your turn,
Smithy !

Vernon-Smith searched for his favourite

hat, and strolled out to the wickets. The
s3t. Jim’s fieldsmen, weary of their exertions,
were sprawling on the cool grass They
jumped up as the Bounder took his guard.

“We’ll soon get rid of this merchant!” said
Monty Lowther confidently.

But_Smithy refused to be got rid ot He
played sparkling ericket, like Bobh Cherry
had done before him; and he and Wharton
took the score to over a hundred. They
would probably have remained together until
the cows came home, so to speak, had not
a calamity happened. .

fast, rising ball from Fatty Wynn
struck Smithy on the temple, and he was
- temporarily laid out. He soon recovered, bhut
he didn’t feel equal to carrying on. A large
bump was already forming on his temple.

“Fm awfully sorry!” said Fatty Wynn, in
distress. “I'd no idea the beastly hall was
voing to get up like that.”

“That’s all right,” said the Bounder, with
a smile. “If you don't mind, Wharton, I'll
he a spectator for the rest of the game.
We're in a strong position, otherwise 1
shouldn’t dream of dropping out.”

‘Wharton nodded.

“I'l play somchody in your place,”
said.

Tom Merry gave a groan.

“Hope you're not going to seleet an ex-
pert,” he said. {We're fairly .up against
it as it is.”

“Bet your mind at rest,” said Wharton,
Jaughing. “I'm going to give Billy Bunter
a game. He’s been bhegging for ome ever
~1me the season started.”

“Hay-hg- hat*

In the ordinary way, Wharton wounld not
Dhave dreamed of playing Bunter. But, as
Smithy had pointed out, we were in a strong
position, and could aftord to include a dud
in the team. (Desmond, you rotter, if you
call me a dud agane I shall ask you to meet
me'in the Jim'—Ed.)

“Of eourse, Bunter won't bhat,” Wharton
went on. »“He'll simpiy ta‘xe his pI‘me in the
field when our turn comes.’

“Oh, do let him bat!” pleaded Tom Merry.

“Yaas, do, deah boy!” chimed in Arthur
Aungustus D’Arcy. “I'd walk a dozen miles
to see the spectacle of Billy Buntah battin'!”

“Ha, ha, Ira!” .

“All serene!” chuckled Wharton. “It’H
give a touch of light comedy to the game.”

Then, making a megaphone of his hands,

he Remove sktpper shouted for Billy Bunter.

The fat junior was standing in front of
the pavilien, “in fannels. Bunter often
donned flannels before a mateh, on the off-

he

Wharton and Bob Cherry opened /|

It was a treat to see bowlers |~

chance that he would he asked to play.
He generally donned them in vain.

At the present moment he was holding
torth to a group of fellows on the subject
of his cricketing ability.

“My grandfather played for Gloucester-
shire, T tell you!" And my great-great-grand-
father played for England. He used to go
in first with Henry VIIL.”

*Ha, ha, ha!”?

“You needn’t cackle, you rotters! It’s per-
fectly truec! And my uncle, Sir Quackleigh
Duxegg, has charge of the scoring-hoard at
Lord’s—— Hallo! I thought I heard my
name!

“Somewhere a voice is calling,” said
Skinner. “Wharton wants you, porpoise!”
“Ah! So he’s realised at last that he can’t
do without me?” said Bunter.

And he strutted out on te the playing-
piteh.

“Look

here, Bunter!” said the captain of
the Remove. “Smithy’s crocked, and.we want
somebody in his place. Will you play?”
“I've a jolly good mind to decline my
services!” said Bunter loftily. “You should
have invited me long ago. Still, since you
press me, 1I'd better pull the game out of
the fire for you. Do I bat next?”
“No, you don't!” growled
“You're to go in last.”
Billy Buater was very
this. It

Wharton.

indignant about

was like sending Jack Hobbs in at

There was a cheer from the fellows

as Billy donned ¢ his gloves and
strutted out to the wicket.
the tail-end of the Surrey eleven, he said,

But Wharton had his way, and Biily Bunter
went back to the pavilion to wait his turn.

The Remove batsmen continued to go great
guns. Nugent and Toddy and Johnny Bull
all got good scores, and Wharton was well
on the way to making a century. He had
actually made 97 when the last wicket but
one fell.

“Rough hick, Wharton!” said Tom Merry.
“You'll never get your cenbury now. Billy
Bunter won't survive a single ball.”

“1'm afraid you're right,” said Wharton.
“If only the fat duffer could keep his end
up! But he won't. It’s my own fault for
playing him.”

Fatty Wynn was bowling, and he had
three more bhalls to complete his over.
Nohody imagined for one moment that Bunter
would survive one of them, let alone all
three.

There was an ironiedl cheer

as the Owl ¢

the Remove, =adjusting his batting-glo
with a lordly ajr, strutted out to the
wickets.

“Play up, Bx'ly"

“Slog a s shouted Bob Cherry, “and
half my kingdun is thine!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The hope of his side—out first ball!” mur-
mured Nugent.

Well, I don’t know how the miracle hap-
pened. But happen it did.

Perhaps Fatty Wynn deliberately sent down
somc soft ” ones on account of the fact that
he was one of Billy Bunter’s sub-editors.
Pcz‘h:\ps it was because he ‘wanted Wharton
to reach his century. Anyway, the first ball
he sent down simply asked to be punishied.

And Billy Bunter administered the punish-
ment! He rushed half-way down the pitch
to meet the onecoming ball, and had he missed
it he would ecertainly have been bowled or
stumped,

But he didn’t miss. He put all his
strength into one I)hnd swipe, .and the ball
went soaring- aws over the liead of mid-
on, to the houndary'

For a moment the spectators were too
amazed to cheer. They were utterly flabber-
gasted. Bunter—Bunter, of all people!—had
hit a batl to the boundary! (Ratts! I could
perform a simmilar feet every dayf Ed.)

Then the tongues of the Wlspddas =/l
denly became loosed, and they thundered
their approval.

Fatty Wynn put more ginger into his next
delivery. We expected to zce the batsman’'s
:tump'a spreadeagled.

But no! Billy Bunter took one quick pace
to the right, and chopped the hall round to
leg. Square-leg dived for it, but it evaded
hxs chiteh and sped on to the railings.

“Hurrah!”

“ Anothcer boundary!”

We were rubbing our eyes in astonishment,®-
And we rubbed them even harder the next
moment, for Billy Bunter survived the last

ball of the over. It was coming straight for
3hed1niddie stump, but Buuter stopped it
ea

And while the cheering was still in pro-
gress Harry Wharton completed his century.

Of course, Bunter didn't last long aftes
that. The first: ball he received from Jack
Blake sent his off-stump whizzing past the
wicket-keeper’s ear. But Billy h:ul S
a dozen, and we carried him off the field iz
trinmph !

This isn't the end of the story. Not hy
means! It wasn’t werely on aecount of his
hatting that Billy Bunter made history, as
you will see.

The Remove had put up the splendid total
of 249, And nobody in his sober scuses
imagined that St. Jim's would get anywhere-
near thut' figur s

ny

cted happened. -

8 of isk and forcefnl batting,
Tom Merry & Co. scored runs at an amazing
rate.

Wharton tried nearly every
command, but the batsman
shiffed. £

True,

at his
not be

bowler
could

vickets fell at intervals, but they
VERs ¥ long intervals. And when the Task
man came in the Saints only wanted three
runs to win.

Tlieir last man 'was Levison major—a fellow
who didi't scem to be troubled with n

Hurree Singh, wlm was howling, res
that the ° hx; hit ¥ wouldn't come off.

He
sent down the best ball he knew, and Levi-

son carefully patted it back to him.
The seconde hall was treated in
fashion,

simitny
t the third pitched a trifle short,
1 opened his shoulders to it.

Thfzxe was the familiar sonnd of bat mect-
ing ball, and the latter went soaring away
into space.

We echoed deep and hoilow groans.

“It's all up!” muttered Bob Cneu‘

But it wasn’t, by Jove!

The bail whizzed through the air at a
terrific speed, and smote Billy Bunter—wha

“as hovering aboug m the lom‘ ficld—full in

c chest.

“Yaroooooh!” roared the fat junior.

His hands went instantancously to
chest, and he clutehed the ball to "it!

“Oh, well canght!”

The roar that went up from the excited
spectators might lhave been heard in Friare
dale.

To put it poetically, Bunter's cateh had
won the match!

It was a howling fluKe, of course.
fact remained that we liad won, And Harry
Wharton will never regret the day when ha
included Billy Bunter in the Remove eleven,
(But your'll regrett the day, Desmond, wh
youw wrote this story! Flook, indeed! It w

his

But the

5

‘my wunderful judgment that wag responsihul

for that kateh.)
THE END
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THE HISTORY OF A LOAN!

By FATTY WYNN.
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i Blake, half-a-crown,

lend me
there's a good chap!”

As a rule, when Baggy Trimble entered
Study No. 6 with this request he went out
again in a hurry—not with half-a-crown, but

say,

with a well-shod foot behind him. After he
had alighted on his head in the passage,
however, Baggy generally felt as if he had
only “ half a crown " left!

On this occasion, though, Jack Blake was
in a genmerous mood. He had just hit up
a good score at cricket. DMoreover, he was
in funds. - He actually beamed at the fat
junior who confronted him.

“ With pleasure!” he said,

And he tossed a half-crown fo Baggy
Trimble, who was so taken aback by Blake's
unexpected action that he was unable to
stammer a word of thanks.

““ You'il refund the loan within ‘a reason- |

able time, I take it?" said Blake.
-= “Oh, of course! I—I say, Blake, you're
a brick! I'll remember you when my rich
uncle in’ Australia dies!"”

And Baggy Trimble rolled out of the
study, and made a bee-line for the school
tuckshop.

he years passed. §

Jack Blake won for himsell a place in
the Bixth, and was a prefect while Tom
Merry was captain of St. Jim's.

Baggy Trimble was still wallowing
ignorance in the TFourth.

One evening, when Blake was seeing lights
out in the ¥ourth ¥orm dormitory, he
paused, and addressed himself to Baggy
Trimble.

“1 say, kid, do you remember borrowing
a half-crown from me some years back?”

#0h, certainly, Blake!”

“ Well, when am I going to get it back?”

* As soon as. my postal-order comes.”

‘“ And when will that be?”

“Oh, in a day or two!” -

“ All serene!” sald Jack Blake. * Good-
night alll” £

“ Good-night, Blake!”

The lights went out, and Jack Blake fol-
lowed suit.

. o . ® » ° a

in

More years passed.

Jack Blake was at Cambridge, and he had
heen selected to row iau the 'Varsity Boat
Race.

The Light Blues were at practice one day,
when Blake espied a familiar figure among
the omlookers.

“ Baggy Trimble!” he ejaculated.

And, on  landing, e approached his old
schoolfellow.

** Hallo, Baggy! What are you doing in
this part of the world?”

“I'm a chef at one of the colleges,” was
the reply. “ I say, Blake, old chap, it’'s a

treat to see you again! Can you lend
me-—-""
“One moment!” said Blake grimly.

‘* Some generations ago I lent you half-
crown. I'm not a mercenary sort of fellow;
at the same time, T shail be obliged if
you wil square up the little debt.” _

* Oh, really, Blake—— TI'!l pay you as
soon as my postal-order arrives!” .

“ What! You mean to say it hasn't turned
up yet?”
N

post.”

“ A slighit delay of five vears—eh?" said
BLilake. ¢ Well, you won't get another penny
out of me! Au revoir!”

** Look here, Blake, old fellow—-—"

But the tall Cantab had passed on.

There's been a slight delay in the

& . . s L3

Anoth-r long perioﬁ slipped by,
THE rorvuLar.—No. 122,

Jack Blake was a captain in the Loamshire
Regiment, stationed in India.

One day a new cook came to the regiment,
and Blake recognised the newcomer as Baggy
Trimble.

“Ah!” he exclaimed. “ The world’s a
small place. You keep on turning up, Baggy,
like a bad penny. But I'm glad to see you,
all the same. You'll be able to square up
that little matter of half-a-crown!”

“ Really, Blake, I don’t remember——"'

“Then I'll refresh your memory. ¢ When
we went to school together,’ as the song
says, vou borrowed half-a-crown. I'll troublé
vou to pay it back. Several years' interest
has accumulated on the loan, but I don't
press you for that. I shall be quite satistied
with half-a-crown.”

“I'm awfully sorry, Blake, old fellow, but
that postal-order I told you about—-""

Is still on the way?

ENEs

‘1 guess it will have grown a beard and
side-whiskers by the time it reaches you!”

“ Don't be sarcastic, Blake! I say, would
vou be good enough to advance s

Blake obliged. He advanced his boot!

Forty years passed away.

Colonel J. Blake, D.S.0.,, was on the
retired list, and living in seclusion at an
¥nglish. seaside resort.. He spent most of
his time in a bathchair, for he was growing
old and feeble.

He was taking the air one day in his

Baggy Trimble went—with one of
Jack Blake’s crutches behind him!

garden when he observed a very corpulent
but doddering old man coming towards him.
g Trimble!” he wheezed. * At
last! After all these years you have sought
me out, in order that you might square up
your debt!"

“Ow! Not at all! I've come to solicit
your help.”
¢ Pha

“ The—the fact is, I've just been badiy
bumped by the Post Office people. I tried
to draw my old-age pension, but they
twigged that I was only sixty-nine, and
therefore not entitied fo it. Ow! They've
given me such a rough handling that my
back’s broken in three places! ~And I've
come to ask you if you'll be good enough,
in memory of the jolly times we had together
as playmates, to——""

“To what?" gasped Blake.

“To pay my funeral eéxpenses! ®
going fast!”

Baggy certdinly was the next moment—
with' one.of Jack Blake's crutches behind
him!

I—1I'm
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= YOUR CHARACTER FROM -
£ YOUR PHOTOGRAPH!

EJ e e e s

é By Arthur Newcome.
SEJEEBE\-!!~1>-‘\-u-ummm FAEEEEREE

Photographs should be sent to me at
Study No. 10, Classical Side. Modern
bounders must enclose a fee of a bobh.
No,charge will be made to Classicals.

JIMMY SILVER.—I was very much
struck by your photograph—considering
that you threw it at me! You have an
intelligent face, soulful eyes, and a
manly chin. I think you will go far—
especially if someone explodes a jumping-
cracker behind you! Yes, there is no
doubt that you will make a great leader
of men. (Can you advance me a bob,
Jimmy, old fellow ?)

TUBBY MUFFIN.—Judging by your
photograph, you are a fellow of great
weight, and 1t wouldn’t be a bad plan
By the way, how
did the photographer manage to get you
all in?  With regard to your future, you
will become a general one of these days—
a cook-general, T mean.

TEDDY GRACE.—You have a nice
kind face, and an abundance of curly’
hair. T¢ is a real pleasure to sit and gaze
at your photograph. I wonder that
every flapper doesn’t fall in love with
you at first sight. By the way, I hear
you are giving a big study feed on Wed-
nesday afternoon. What hopes?

CYRIL PEELE.—1 am forwarding
your photograph to Scotland Yard. They
will doubtless want to include it w
those of- other notorious characte
Your head is shaped like that of a crimi
nal, your lips are thin and treacherous,
and your eyes are like those of a ferreti.
In years to come, when vour are sitiing
in the solitude of your prison cell, yon
will agree that T have given you a pretty -
accurate description !

MARK LATTREY.—“Take, oh, take
your face away! It frightens me no
end.  To size you up in any wax, 1
wouldn’t condescend ! =

TOMMY DODD.—You have a much
more handsome face than the majority
of monkeys. 1In fact, if you refrain from
shaving for a few years you will resembile
Tarzan of the Apes. T am placing your
photo, with those of the other animals,
in my album, and I am so delighted with
this addition to my collection that T am
sending over a hag of monkey-nuts io
the Modern ,Side for your consumption.

E. HANSOM.—Judging by the photo-
graph you send, Hansom, you ars
nothing of the sort! I strongly advise
you to wear a mask.

MARK CARTHEW,.—T'm sure I shalt
have a nightmare after looking at vomnn:!
photograph. Of all the hideous sights ...
have ever seen it takes the bun! Faces
like yours are, I believe, frequently tobhe
seen in the dock at the Old Bailey. .1
have no doubt you will be standing theve
one of these days. bt

ARTHUR N
beyond all question,
fellow at Rookwood.
is simply stunning !

_Your photograph
You must have an
enlargement made, and hung on the

wall in Study No. 10. (Not on your life,
you conceited ass!—Jimmy Silver.)
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‘ A BROTHER'S *
t - SACRYFICE! 4

(Continued from page 8.) ‘

B e
knowing. T would have stopped him if
L could.”

“You should have found out a way.
You should not have let_the silly boy
ruin himself to save you. It was selfish—
it was eruel of you, Frank. Now you
will stay at Qleyfuam and my poor boy
—my dear boy—will be ruined—expelled
~—branded as a thief for life!”

And Mrs. Nugent burst into tears
afresh.

Frank’s heart throbbed in his breast.
¥f Dicky had not suffered, he must have
suffered, and was not he her boy, too?
But he put the thought from his mind.,

“T did all I eould, mother,’

“ With this result?”

“ What more could I have done?”

“I trusted him to you,” said Mrs
\110ent between her schs. “I thought
he would he better at Greyfriars, w 1th‘ius
elder brother to look after him. Oh,
Frank, how could 5011—how could you
let him come to this?’

Frank gave a groan.

“T couldn’t help it, mother. He outh
never to have gone to Maulevergr’s
study, in the first place. That was the
berrmnmg of it all. How could I Ielp
it if he played the fool? You are—-"
He was going to say unjust, but he
stopped himself, “You don’t Lnow how
T’'ve tried to help him, mother.’

“You might have saved him. 'He
would have been better off if I had sent
him to another school, where he had no
brother.”

“Oh, mother !”

“ He must be saved. ITe shall not be
expelled. What will his father say? He
was always hard on my poor boy. I will
see the doctor; I will plead with him.”
Mrs. Nugent rose excitedly. ‘ Take me
to the Head, Frank.”

“Tt will do no good, mother,” Frank
groaned. “The Head has done all he
could. Tt’s all come out about Dicky
being hard up, and writing home for
money, and not getting it. He owes
money at the tuckshop here, and at
Unele Clegg’s in the village. Tt all came
cut when the deoctor gquestioned him
vesterday. Tt's all clear—I "mean, the
doctor thinks it’s all clear. Nothing you
can say to the Head will make any
difference.”

“ Do you think I am going to stand by
and see my boy branded for life?” Mrs,
Nugent exclaimed. * He has his mother
to help him, if his brother has abandoned
him in his distress.”

Frank winced. ,

“% haven't abandoned hlm, mother'
only there’s nothing to be done.”

“Something must. be done—shall be

done! Where is the real thief? That
is the question. Why have you not found
him 77 :

“How could*Y find him?”

“They suspected you first, Frank.”

‘1 know they did.”

“It was cruel of you to let Dicky take
therblame, Tt almost m.xkes me believe
that ;you were guilty,”

“Mother 1”

“¥ou are cruel and uwnnatural, at all
ev énts to let him be punished instead of
xc\n,, "sobbed Mrs Nugent. = -

‘ Mother,”* “said Frank*hnskily, “you
don’t understand. After Dicky went and
owned up to the Head, I couldn’t do
uwihmw more. - That was the finish.”

“You must save him, Frank,”
\IL~ Nugent, almost wﬂdly
not save lnm L will
a"am

; said
“1f you do
never see yau

“Mother !

“1 mean it. If you let Dicky suffer in
your pldmu you are no son of mine.”

Frank staggered away. He leaned his
throbbing, burning forehead upon the
cool stone of the nnnfclplecc and tried
to think.

Mrs. Nugent sobbed unchecked. Her
son did not look at her. He tried to
think. What could he do? The cruel
injustice of it did not trouble him so
much. But how could he save Dicky,
even at any saerifice to himself ?

How could he take the blame upon
himself and save Dicky? There seemed
no way. It was what his mother wanted,
if there were no betier way of sa\mg
Dick. But how—how?

The boy gave a sudden start, and
turned towards his mother with black
bitterness in his face and in his heart.

* Mother 7’

“Don’t speak to me!” said Mrs.
Nugent. *““You have ruined your
brother! Don’t speak to me! You will

not help Dicky. 1 will go to the Head.”

“You—you want him' to be saved,
me’(hel—e\en if T had to take the blame
in hm place 7"

“You are the elder.

carve.”’

Frank set his lips.

“Very well, mother. T only wanted
to ]\no“ what you wished. I can save
him.”

“Frank !?

“Come !”? said Frank.

Mrs. Nugent caught her son by the
arm and gazed breathlessly into his face.

“Frank, you are not torturing me?

You can do 7

“Yes. .

“ Then let us go—let us go ! she cvied.

She did not ask how; p“lhapa she did
not care. She followed the junior from
the study, and Frank "led the way intc

Ile was in your

| Big ITall.

The hall was crowded. "All the Forms
were ranged there, and the Head was on
the platform, and all the masters were
present. -

Dicky Nugent stood before the Iead,

and his face was chalky white, his eyes:

cast upon the floor. He seemed to ke
dazed, stunned, by the turn events were
takmg .

Mrs. Nugent uttered a cry.

“PDicky, my son!”

There was a murmur m the hall
Every face was sombre. The sight of a
mother’s anguish .touched the hardest
heart. Even Loder was grave, and some
of the fellows™felt a choking sensation in
the throat.

Dicky Nugent’s eyes turned upon his
mother, and his look was haggard.

“Mother,” he muttered, “‘what did
you come for? I—I can’t stand it!
Take her out, Frank.”

“¥ will not go!” Mys. Nugent reached
her youngest son, and she turned her wet
eyes upon the doctor. ‘““Dr. Locke, you
must not—you shall not——" ’

“ Madam——" Ialtewd the Head.

“My boy is innocent !”

“This is no place for you, madam.
Nugent major, take your mother aw ay.”’

Mrs. Nugent repulsed Frank with a
gesture.

“Dr. Locke, my boy i s innocent !

“Iie has heen proved guilty, madam,
and I have my duty to do, even if you

Nugent minor, you are ex-

1

T ennm

voice.,  With a
Nugent of the

It was Frank Nugent’s
face as white queﬁh
Remove stepped forward.

Dr. Locke looked at him with a frown.

“ Nugent, how dare you speak | Stand
back 1 ?

-4 T-must speak, sir?

“Silence 17

“I must speak.

E I

My brother is inno-

cent, sir!” gaid Frank, in. a low, suffe
cated voice, ‘I can prove it, siv [®

: - s 2

W ’n* ¢ What e you mean, N

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Brother’s Bacrifice!
i '\RANK NUGENT'S voice rang oub
. less of the myriad of eyes upon
him—his face white, set, resolute.
There was a cry of astonishment from
the erowded hall,

geng
major ?’
“I am the thief, st |”
clearly now.
He stood facing the Head, cave-
Dr. Locke’s face was a study.
*“ Nugent miajor, are you mad?”

“No, sir. I am the thief!”
* YouAvou confess——"
“Yes, sir.”

Nugent’s face was calm and steady.
Hairy Wharton stepped out {rom the
ranks of the Remove his eyes flashing.

“It’s not true, sir!” Wharton's veice
rang tlnough the hall “He’s saying so
to save his brother, sir! Tt's not true !

“ Nugent major, is that the case
you guilty of the mmedthle folly——~

“Y am the thief, sir|”

“It’s not true

‘‘Silence, Wharton! The next boy who
interrupls will be ejected from the hall,
and severely punished. Nugent majo:,
do you solemnly declave that you are the
thief who took Lord Mauleverer's bank-
note?”

“Yen, sir.

Silence fell upon the crowded hall.
Dicky Nugent gazed dazedly at his
brother, The thougm had haunted hint
that perhaps Frank was guilty; he had
even fancied that .perhaps at the last
moment his major would own up to the
theft, ‘and save him. He was almost
giddy with the sudden turn of fortune.
Mrs. Nugent locked at Frank once, and
then at Dicky, and her face was bright.
Dick was saved. Of ¥rank she had no
time to think for the moment.

“And when, sir,” said thn doctor, his
voice very deep and stern, ° ‘did you steal
Lord \Iaulevm er's banknote?

“Tt was in the book—the Casar he lent
me, sir,” said Frank Nugent dully. *1k
found 1L when I took the book to my
study.”

“ And you kept il?”

“J—I was short of money, and
Lord Mauleverer has such a lot,” said
Frank, amazed himself with the ghbnr&-k
with which falsehoods rolled from his lips
now that he had once started. “I—E
kept it, siv.’

“And where is 1( now 7’

Frank turned cold all over. He had
forgotten that. He was silent.. The
Head looked at him with frowning
brews.

“Where 1s the banknote, Nugent?
You must return it to its ow ner before
you leave Lvleyfuam-——fm ever,”

“1—TI cannot, sir.’

“Cannot! W hy nbt?

“J have destroyed it, sir.’

“What! You have destroved a biank-
note for fifty pounds?”

“I—Y was scared, sir, whem 1 was
suspected of having takon it, and I—I
thought the fellows were g“mg to search
my study, so I ran up and burnt it at a
candle, siv.”?

= T\Iugen( this calious effrontery

“T never meant to own up, sir, on?\—-
only I could not see my brother expelied
for what I—what I had done, si atd
Frank, in a faltering voice. “Now vou
know -the—the truth, sir!
for mercy.”

“You would ask for it in vain, Nugent.
Such dishonesty and reckless wickedness
] have seldom enconntered—and never in

a boy !” said Dr. Locke, in utter (mgn‘tq

THE POPULAR. 122,

sir,
+ 33
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10 **The Vengeance of Woo Fing !'' Fine School Tale of Mystery & Adventure—

“You have allowed your younger brother ¢

1o go through all this distress and agony
of iaind, knowing all the time that you
ere gmlh’ It is appalling! Frank
gent, you are expelled from - Grey-
friars, sir] You shall leave instantly the
school you -have  disgraced and con-
taminated with your wickedness!  Go!”

Dr. Locke’s hand pointed towards the
door.

Trank, with slow and faltering . steps,
turned and left the hall.

“It's—it's a dooced shame, that’s what
it is!” .said Lord Mauleverer, nearly
biubbering, “I don’t believe he did it,
either!” ;

*1 know -he “didnt!”
W harton between his teeth. -

“Dismiss !”. said the Head awtly. -

There was a murmur in the hall. The

great door swung to behind Nugent

major,

**One word more,” said the Head. * “ It
is to you, Mauleverer. You have been
criminally careless with your money.
‘lOdI‘ carelessness is the cause of all this

vretchedness. I trust that the lesson will
nht be lost upon you.  Now dismiss!”

The Head turned and left the hall,

Slowly the boys filed out. -

Out51de in the passage, a hubbub of
voices broke forth. Fellows of all Forms
were discussing the matter, and many
were the opinions e\ple~sed

Many held Harry Wharton's view—
that Irank Nugent had accused himself
to save his brother. But that quixotic
theory was a little too *‘ thick ” for most
of the juniors. Many were glad to find

that they had been nght after all—that

Frank Nugent was gmltv Bolsover and
his friends swung back to their first
opinion with great facility and satisfac-
tion.

“Didn’t I say so all along?” said
Bolsover. “Of course, he had some
dodge for making his young brother do
what he did—bullied him, perhaps.”

Bob Cherry strode up to the bully of
the Remove, his fists clenched, and his
eves ﬂadung fire,

“It's a lie, Bolsover!” he cried. A
dirty, cowardly lie, and T'll knock it back
down your votten throat, you cur!”

And his knuckles crashed upon Bol-
sover’s’ mouth, and the Remove bully
went sprawling his full length upon
the floor.

“Hurrah!” said John Bull.

“1 guess you'rer a bit too previous,
Bob,” said Fisher T. Fish. *Ii's alt
pretty clear now. ere, hands off I

Crash! 3

Tisher T. Fish measured his length
beside Bolsover,

Bob Cherry

said Harry

looked round upon the

crowd,. his eyes ablaze, and his chest
heaviz 3?‘
“Now, who dares to say that Frank
\iuwent 18 a thief?”
I do!" said Loder, the prefect. “Ag
for you, Cherry #
Biff!

Prefect and Sixth-Former as he was,
Loder reeled under Bob Cherry’s savage
blow, If it had been a master, Bob
would have struck out in the same way.
The senior sprang savagely towards Bob
but Mr. Quelch’s voice broke in:

“Stand back, Loder! Cherry—-—

“Did you see what he's done?” roared
Loder.

“1 saw what he did.
rae in that tone, Loder.”

“He has struck me

“T tell you I saw it!

Don’t speak to

Cherry, go to

your study instantly, and stay there.
You will be. :exerel\‘ punished - for

siriking a pmfe(*l

“I don't care!™ said Bob recklessly.
“Trank Nugent is as innocent as I am,
and Loder is a liar and a rotter!”
. Tae Porurar—No. 122,
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“Co to your study instantly, sir!
thundered Mr. Quelch. . : :

And Bob Cherry went, still bursting
with rage. Harry Wharton followed him
up the Remove passage, and went into
Study No. 1. Frank was theve.

Frank was sitting alone, his face white,
and an unnatural gleam in his eves. His
glance. turned upon Wharton without
changing.

“Frank!
voice broke.

You madman!” Wharton's

“What have you done?
How dared you say that you were the
thief? You know it’s not true!”

“I was the thief!” said Frank; in a
dull, sirained voice. “I found the bank-
note in the book, and kept it. I burnt
it when I thought the study would be
searched, That’s all.” ]

“It's not true!”

% Tkis trael”

HFrank [P

“Let me alone, Halrv I'm a thief—
I'm leaving Greyfriars this morning. 1t
serves me right. Don’t speak to me. 1
shaﬂ go mad if you do !”

sha'n't be done!” said Whalton
vlmdmw his teeth. “ You are Lmrr to
save your 1)10tll“1 Hang him! Xou
:ha n’t-do it
“Let me alone, T tell you!

Wharton hurried from the ~mdy He
was maddened- by what had happened,
and he hardly knew \\hat he was doing.
Dicky Nugent and his mother were in

the passage. Wharton stopped, and
looked at the fag fiercely: -
“Well, you're saved mow,” he said,

between his teeth. “You've got off, and
a fellow worth fifty of you is going to
be expelled instead! Hang you! I wish
you had been kicked out of the school
when Frank saved you before! Hang
you! T believe now that you are the
thief !”
He strode on savagely.

Dicky was white as a sheet. He
caught his mother’s arm.

“ Mother, is it true what Frank \ald or
is "Wharton right? Has Frank

His mother shook her
entered Frank Nugent’s study, and he
rose to his feet. His handsome face was
sel into an unnatural hardness.

“Frank.” said his mother, “I thank
Heaven that you did what was right at
the last moment, though this is a terrible
blow to me, and will be to your father!
I shall not desert you now that you are
disgraced—neither will Dick. And 1
shall pray that your wickedness may be
forgiven you!”

Trauk's face was convulsed for a
moment, but he calmed himself at once.

“Thank you, mother!”

Dicky sprang towards him.

“Frank, is it true? Did you do it, or
ha\e vou lied because mother—"

“T have not lied!”

“You did 16?7

“Yes!” Frank's voice went on dully,
as if repeating a lesson learned by rote.
“T found the banknote in the book, and
kept it. I burned it afterwards when I
thnngh{ that the fellows would search my

head.  They

study.’
“Come, Dicky,” said Mrs. Nugent
quietly. “Frank, T shall wait for you.

You will leave Gre\'friars with me when
you are ready.”

“Very well, mothel

Frank Nnugent was Ieft alone

‘THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Comes Qut Strong!
T was somre time later that Vernon-
I Smith looked in to see Harry Whar-
ton. At first, the Remove captain
was for throwing the Bounder from
his study. Bul at the first sign of
violence Vernon-Smith held up a warn-
ing hand,

.got a plan,
. do my best 101 him,

“No rows!” he said quickly. *T've
T told Nugent I meant to
I'm gomg’ to keep
my word."”

“A fat lot you can do*’
Wharton irritably.

“1 _ean !t said the BOU“(]@‘L cooU\
“Listen to me. There’s a lot in what
Bunter _said ~about a reward being
offered. Thu 310to is u%e«e% to the chah
who has i surely tempi
him. You geL \Lmle\ekel to offer a
vreward—and TI'll be in Billy Bunter
study.  It's my theory that the fat ass
knows where to find the note !”

“My hat!” said Wharton, and muned

It was worth t.xm"—dn thing was
worth trying to save Frank ’\v«jem,
And, much as he disliked Vernon-Smith,
the COO] hard-headed junior was to be
1‘05pented for his ideas. 3

“T'll do 1t he said at lasl. :

e left the study, and found
Mauleverer speaking to Bunter. The
Owl was urging his lordship to offer.a

said Harry

vewyard—and Harry Wharton = backed
him up in the appeal. The reward was
offered, but to Billy Bunter only. Any

other fellow would have felt insulted had
a reward been offered to clear a chum.
Billy was not insulted.

Billy Bunter rolled away. Harry
Wharton looked after him with a
peculiar expression. The fat junior was
indeed as much fool as rascal. He had

given himself quite away to anyone less
311"'11’)19 than Lord Mauleverer.

Punter looked back once to see if he
were being followed. But Harry Whar-
ton was standing talking to Lord
Mauleverer. Bunter disappeaved in the
direction of his own study in the Remove
passage.

Vernon-Smith was in the studv

He had placed himself in cover behind
the book-case in the corner, whette he
could survey the whole room withoui
much danger of being spotted by so
short- \lﬂhted a fellow as the Owl of the -
Remove.

The Bounder waited patiently, but, as
we have seen, he had not long to wait!
The hope of veward certainly hurried
matters in Billy Bunter's case. The fat
junior came into the study, his eves
blinking ‘and glistening behmd his bw
spectacles.

He locked the door, and then Wefni.
direetly to the hearth, turned back a
corner of the carpet where it overlapped
the hearthstone, and drew out an
cnvelope. He opened the envelope, and
took out a crisp, rustling banknote.

Vernon-Smith’s  heart beat hard.
There was a griv of triumph upon his
face now. His theory had been correci.
He had fathomed the mystery, and he
had brought the truth to light. He felt
a sense of grim satisfaction. But he
made no movement to -betray himself.
He was curious to sec what Bunter would
do—to know what elaborate falsehood he
would tell to account for having found
the banknote so soon, Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of Greyfriars, had a certain
sympathy for all rascals, and he was in
nowise disposed to. give Bunter away to
the masters and get him e\pellcd

Bunter put the banknote in his pocket.
and unlocked the study door and went
out. There was a very thoughtful ex-
pression upon his fat face. He was evi-
dmllrlv thinking out what yarn he was io
tel

Vernon-Smith stepped out of the smdv
after him, and stood in the passage
watching him with a cynical smile. Bu
ter rolled aleng, still thinking it out, and
finally he seemed to come to -sowe
decision, for he quickened his pace;rand
almest ran down to the Form-room
passage, .

“ Mauleverer—— Oh, sip!”

He almost ran into Mr. Quelch.

s

f!‘he
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Al

thundered Dr. Locke.
¥ ‘““ What !

“§ must speak!
What do you mean, hoy 2°*

‘“Stop !’ Frank Nugent, his face as white as a sheet, stepped forward to the platform. ¢ Nugent; how dare you!'®

My brother is innocent, sir!’’ said Nugent in a low, suffocated voice.
] can prove it—because—I am the thief!”

(See Chapter 2.)

Remove-master was gathering his boys—
very late—for classes. He looked at
Bunter severely.

fO0h, sir! It's all right, siv, I—I've
fouind the banknote !”

Mr. Quelch jumped.

“You have found what banknote,
Bunter 77
*“The one Nugent stole, sir—I—T

mean, the one Nugent didn’t steal, sir,”
stammered Billy Bunter. “Tve found
Al

e held out the banknote.

“What are - you saying, Bunter?
Nugent has confessed that he stole Lord
Mauleverer’'s banknote, and that he
burned it for fear of discovery. How
van you possibly have found it?”

“Mhis—4a i i
nmoning.”
= “Took at that note, Mauleverer,” said
Mr. Quelch, *““Ig it yours?”

“Lord Mauleverer took the banknote.

*¥aas, sir,” he said.

“ Are you sure ?”

‘¥ aas, sir.”

*“Do you know the number?”’

“No, sir: but I know this blot on the
corner,” said his lordship. * Besides, no-
body else has lost a fifty-pound note for
Bumnter to find, sir.”

“*T suppose not,” assented Mr. Quelch.
The note is yours, I suppose. Nugent
wis not telling the truth when he said
that he had burnt it.”

““PBegad, no, sir 7

e did you find the banknote,
B ? asked Mr. Quelch, eyeing the
OWFE of the Remove very keenly and
siisBiciously. ] .

UBRVh Y, sir,. it was very odd, siv,” said
Bunter confidentially. * You remember,
sir, Nugent said he dropped the Cesar
outside my study. and the note must
have fallen out of it ithen. Well, sir,
the wind must have blown it into my
study, I expect the door was open, and

15 it, sir. Nugent was gam-

{;erhaps I may have trodden on it. Any-
how, it got shoved under the edge of the
carpet near the door, where it’s ragged
and torn, and it’s—it’s been lying there
ever since, sir.”

“Indeed!” said Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, indeed, sir! Wasn't it curious ?”’
said Billy Buuter, blinking at the Form-
master through his big spectacles.

“Js that where you found it, Bunter ?”

““Yes, sir.”

“ And what made you look there?”

“JT—TI was thinking it _out, sir—frying
to think of seme way of helpig poor old
Nugent. He's one of my best chums,
sir, and I’d do a great deal for a chap 1
like. Well, sir, I knew he was innocent,
30 I knew the note must have dropped
out of the book when he let it fall, so—
so after a lot of thinking about.it, sir, 1
worked it"out, and—and found the note,
sin, M .

“Very well, Bunter. Your explanation
is extraordinary, but I must accept it
for want of any other. I cannot think
you would have been wicked enough to
keep the note back, if you had found it,
while Nugent was suffering so much
misery.”

“Oh, sir [*

“Tt seems clear now that Nugent's
statement in the first place was correct,
and that he knew nothing of the note;
and his minor, too, caunot have had
anything to do with it.  Yet we have
Nugent's explicit confession that he is
guilty.” ’

“Oh, sir,” exclai
¢ 5 | y

med Harry Wharton,
don’t you see, sivr? Ile did it to save
his brother. His mother’s here, and
she’s fonder of Dicky than of Nugent
major, and—and that’s why he did it.
i 3 )

“Tt was very wrong to tell a le, for
whatever reason,” « said = Mr. Quelch.

“PBut I suppose it 1s as you say, Whar-
ton, Find Nugent at once, and send him

to the Head’s study. T am going theve.
I will take the bankunote with me.”
“Yes, siv.”

Harry Wharton rushed off in search of
Frank Nugent. His hearr was beating
with joy. Frank was saved.  The shadow
was lifted from his name. He was not
to be expelled from Greyfriars. For the
moment, Wharton was grateful even to
Bunter, forgetting that the young raseal’s
dishonesty had been the cause of ihe
whole trouble.

Nugent was in the Remove dormitory.
He had just finished packing his: box,
and- he turned a white and dreary face
towards his chum. He staried as be saw
the gladness in Harry Wharton's face.

“Frank—Franky, old man!” gasped
Wharton. “It’s all serene!”

“What?”

“The banknote’s found !”

Nugent staggered back, and sat upon
a bed. V

“Found !” he murmured fajntly.

“Yes. ' Hurray!, It was in Bunter’s
study. The young hound had hidden it
to screw a reward out of Lord Maul
everer, but he pretends that he found it
It’s all right, Frank. And you owe it
all to the Bounder.. He found Bunter
out.” i
HOh,. Havey 1 ;

“And Mr. Quelch has taken the note
to the Head, and yocu're to go ie hin,
and it will be all right. Hurray!”

And Wharton, in his delight, seized
Frank, and waltzed round the packed
hox with him till Frank was gasping wit}
breathlessness and relief and gladness.

Fe

“Of you go to the Mead!” said
Wharton, dragging Frank [rom the -
dormitory. ““Hallo! Here's -the
Bounder! It's .all right, Smithy, afl

serene!”’ ;
The Bounder grinned. .
“I was in Bunter's study when. be
True Porurar.—No. 122,
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found the mote,” he said. “He had it
in an envelope hidden under the carpet
near the hearth. He had it there all
the time. He must have picked it up
after Nugent dropped it out of the book.
'Ji"he fat cad ought to be ragged for
this!”

“And he WSII be,”
grimly.

“I think I've made it up to you now,
Nugent!” said the Bounder, with a grin.
“You’d be starting for the railway-
statmn now if I hadn’t bowled Bunter
out.”

“Quite nghi * said Wharton.

Nugent held out his hand
Bounder.

“Thank you!” he said simply.

Then he hurried to the Head's study.
He "found Dr. Locke very much dis-

said Wharton

to the

turbed. It was all quite clear now, of

course, and the Head realised that he had
come very near to committing a terrible
injustice.

“Why did you make that confession,
Nugent, when' there was not a word of
truth in it?” he asked sternly.

Frank hung his head.

- “I—T1 wanted to save Dicky, sir,” he
faitered. “VYou—you don’t know how
the mater feels about him, sir. It would
have broken her heart if he had been ex-
pelled and—and——"

“ And you sacrificed yourself for him?"”

“Well, sir, I—I'm the elder, and it was
my plar*e to look after him, and—and I'm

sorry I told an untrath, sir, but—but
there was no other way.”
“You are pardoned, Nugent. I am

only too glad that the matter has twrned
put so well, and that vo one is guilty,”
said Dr. Locke. *The way the note was
lost was extraordinary, but, thank
Heaven, it was found in time! You may
g0, Nugent and 1 need not say that
there is no stain upon your rhalactex
or upon your brother’s, either.’

{ with a happy face.
nearly over when they returned to Grey- |
T'rank entered the Remove Form-
room, and as the junior entered the Re-

*Thank you, sir!”

And l\augent v»ent He {found his
mother waiting with Dicky in Study No.
1. Mrs. Nugent listened in amazement
to what he had to tell her. Perhaps
remorse made itself felt in her heart;
she realised that she had been unjust to
& noble lad. She drew Frank to her
heart, and her tears fell fast.

% You—-—you did that to save Dicky, ard
~—ang I believed. it was true,” she
faltered. -“Oh, Frank, folgne me! Can
you forgive your mother?”

“Don’t talk like that, mother!” said
Frank huskily. “It’s all over now, and, |
thank goodness, it’s turned out SO W rell 177 |

“My dear, dear noble boy !’

“It was ]olly decent of you, Franky,
old chap,” said' Dicky, nearly blubbeung
“ [—I—1 think it was jolly decent, but— |
but what an ass you were!”

Frank laughed. He could afford to
laugh now. The two brothers saw Mzs.
Nugent to the station; and she departed
Morning lessons were

friars.

move rose as if by clockwork and cheered
him. Even the fellows who had been the
hardest on him, even Snoop and Skinner
and Bolsover, joined in that cheer. Mr.
Quelch looked up in amazement, then he |

| smiled, and allowed the juniors to shout

o theu’ heait’a content.
“* Hurray I’

“Hip, hip, hurray !”
© The cheering ceased at last.
took his seat with a very wed face.
Quelch gave him a kind smile.

“I join in the congratulations of yonr
Form-fellows, 1\ugent ” he sald. “I1 am
heartily glad that the matter has turned
cut so well, and T am proud to have such
a lad 111 my Form. We will now re-
sume.’

And they resumed.

Trank
Mr.

But after lessons

ANANANANANANANS ANNANANNNANANNNANS

.:.‘:'-’a’- i y S B'v 1gad th?v \5 fastened up the
oor!” he ejaculate

:l At Fe“d WIth the Flfth! B: “How could they?” slwirl Talboys.

bt | ) “Try it yourself, fathead!”

:' (Continued from pa(/e 6.} g Talboys tried it, but the door did not

LN n wow e -'-'n"-'-'-'-'-" open. The Thespians were ‘looking
exasperated and furious by this time,

prisoners now. The window isn’t big Tap—tap—tap! came the summons at

enough for those fatheads to get out
wuhom squeezing, and we shall see that
they don't  do that. Get round the
wood-shed, and bring the garden hose
here!” .

Oswald and Conroy groped round the
shed for the hidden hose. They came
back with 1t in a few minutes,

Jlmmys plan was “dawning upon his
comrades now, and they were grinning
jovously.

“Where are you
mxnmmﬂd ovell,

The Jtap in the yard, of course!™
Good !+ It's move than long enough.”

= Plent\ long enough—yards over.
Come and help me fix it.”

The hose was soon secured and ready
for action.

Then Jimmy Silver darried the nozzle
to the window of the wood-shed. He
tapped at the window with it.

Voices in the wood-shed stopped sud-

going to fix it?”

denly. -~ Jimmy Silver tapped again
m;uelatu ely.
‘That’s some blessed fag!™ said
'iaioovs voice.
“Keep on with the bizney!” growled
Hansom,
Tap»tap—tap !
“My hat! I'll go oul and %km him!”

S Wait a minute till

1

muttered Hammn
I've squelched him, vou felxov
Hansom canght at the door to apen it.
The door did not move. Hansom
dragged at it—in surpriﬂe at first, and
then in rage, ;

IHE Popgran. *—Lo, 122,

the windaw; and Hansom strode up to
it angrily, and dragged the blind aside.
Through the glass he could see the grin-
ning face of Jimmy Silver.

The captain of the Fifth tore the little
window open, and glared at the junior.

Greal Tew
L

GEORGES
CARPENTIER

“VIVE LA FRANCE!”

A thrilling and entirely new romance |}
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that day Frank Nugent was the hers of
the Remove. . Billy Bunter. expected. to
take up that position, the fat junior
having by this time come to regard him-
self as having been the good genius in
the case. But he was w oefully : uu-
deceived. ~The Remove knew what
Vernon-Smith had seen. in the study—
they knew what Buunter had done.

The Head would have expelled him if
he had known. He did not know, but the
juniors knew, and they made Bunter
sorry for w hat he had doue Lord Manl-
everer insisted upon giving Bunter the
five-pound note ﬁo had promised him;

.but that fiver was solemnly burnt ander

Bunter’s nese, and then he was licked.
It was a record hckmg'

Every fellow in the Remove had a
swipe at Bunter, and some of them
several swipes, and by the time they had
finished, Bunter felt very much swiped
indeed,

And after justice had been done upon
Bunter, Lord Mauleverer expenned a
very considerable portion of the ve-
covered fifty-pound note in standing a
tremendous feed to celebrate . the
occasion. It was a feed that broke the
record in the Greyfriars Remove.

Lord Mauleverer’s study was crammed.
Fellows sat on chairs and stools, and on
the fender, and on the window-sill, and
the table and the bookease. Some stood,
and some sat on the floor. It was a
crowded house, az Bob Cherry remarked,
but evelvbody was joyful.

Frank Nagent was the guest of the
e\ena.ng and he was the most cheer-
ful of all. It was an ending very different
from what might have followed the
schoolboy’s sacrifice !

(4 further splendid long complete tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. next week.)
THE EXD.

ANNANNNNANNNANANANANNANANANNANANNANANANNNY

“You cheeky young rotter! Have you
fastened up the door?” he shouted.

Jimmy nodded coolly,

“Right on the wicket!” he assented.

“TIl come out and———— Yaroocon !
spluttered Hansom, as Jimmy raised the
nozzle of the hose and let fly.

\qmsh—swlsh—spiavh

‘Ha, ha, ha!” came in a yell from

the darkness outside,

Hansom was in all
Hamlet’'s costume before
flood of water smote him.
it. had played uponr him for a few
seconds he looked more like a half-
drowned tramp.

“By gad!” stuttered Talboys.
young demon' Oooooch 1

The jet. of water smote Talboys
fairly bowled him over, and Laertes
rolled on ‘the floor, spluttering. And
from the vest of the dramatis personz:
came wild yells and hoots as the water
swamped right and left.

B3

the glory of
the sudden
By the time

“You

and

THE EIQHTH CHAPTER.
The Fall of the Fifth.

& ROOOH "
G— « “Gug-gug-guge !”
Swish—squish—splash !

hind Jimmy Silver a crowrd
grinning faces looked into the wood-shied,
the juniors craning their necks munf{ ﬁ“e
little window.

To and fro in the wood-shed the fhe~
pians dodged and rushed,
attempts to escape the searching stieam,

Hansom led a rush to the window,
with a wild idea of squeezing thmurh
somehow, and getting at close quat*’exs
with the enemy. = The powerful' jet
struck him fairly under the chin and
threw him back.

The yells and splutters of the
I’hoep;ans rang through the wood-shed,
W (( ontinwed on page 15, )

.
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ABOUNDING IN SURPRISES AND THRILLING INCIDENTS |

THE OPENING CHAPTERS. :
Dick Trafford, « high-spirvited, fearless
boy of St. Peter’s School, brings about
the downfall of Jasper Steele, the un-
serupulous headmaster, and is expelled
by the latter aut of revenge.

Dick is turned away from home by his
father. He comes in touch with a cinema
company on ‘‘location,” and acts as
deputy “stunt™ actor<for them. ~Whilst
doing this he saves an express from
disaster. Among the paszengers whom
he has saved is the manager of the
World-famed Cinema- Compuny, who
comes forward to congratulate Dick on
his bravery, and offers him a job in the
company.  Dick accepts the splendid
ojfer and truvels down to the Cinema
King's home to sign the contract.

There he meets Dr. Steele, who is a

. quest at the house, but he decides to say
nothing to Mr. Henderson concerning
‘their previous acquaintance.

A theft oceurs at the Towers, and the
stolen pearls are discovered in one of
Dicl's suit-cases. He is accused of the

theft, but through Mrs. Henderson's
pleadings is saced from the police.
(Now read on.)

o

HH E has far too honest a face to
bushand, “1 want ‘you to- think

leniently with this lad—for my sake.”
*Thank you, Mrs. Henderson, for those few
upon Mr. Henderson and the doctor, *I want
you that before many hours are passed I will
"And as Diek spoke the words his gaze rested
Henderson. “I want to ask you one or two
irtave been in this house, you have acted in
have I deceived you?” b

Mrs. Henderson’s Trust!
be a thief, and, Eustace,” Mrs.
Henderson added, turning to her
hefore you take any hasty action that you
may afterwards regret. I want you to deal
she ceased to speak, and Dick stepped for-
ward towards her.
words!” he said. “I swear that I am inno-
“cent. But,” cried Dick, turning once again
no leniency from you. Jf you think me
guilty, then have me arrested; but I promise
prove to you that I am innocent, and reveal
to you the true identity of the real thief!”
aminously upon Dr. Steele.

“Listen to me,.Trafford!” remarked Mr.
questions. You cannot expect me to believe
vou entirely innocent, because, since you
a deceitful manner!”

“I!”? exclaimed Dick in amazement.

“Why did you try to hide the fact that
¥ou had met Dr, Steele before?’’ asked Mr.

Henderson. “Why did you pretend to me,
when I introduced you, that he was a
stranger to. you?”

" Mr. Henderson waited for Dick’s answer.

“I think,” said Dick slowly. “that.if you
sk’ Dr. Steele himself he will be able to

plain that!”
xaectly !’ returned Mr. Henderson. “I
ive- asked him, and he hag given me his
lanation. It i3 that you were expelled
m St. Peter’s School for theft, and that
u naturally preferred to pretend you had
iiever met the doctor before. Ts not that
the truth?”

“XNo, no, no!”’ cried Dick, his voice rising
upon each word. “It is not the truth! It
is nothing but a wicked lie upon the part
of Dr. Steele. The reason I did not wish to

apparently -know the doctor was te avoid
a scene in your house Mr. Henderson, when
you had acted so kindly towards me. It
might interest you to kmow, Mr. Henderson,
that Dr. Steele is no longer headmaster
of St. Peter’s, although he has probably not
told you so. =

“ Dr. Steele was relieved of his position at
St. Peter's by the governors for conspiracy
to defraud. But, of course, I do not expect
you to believe me,” added Dick, as he saw
the expression of doubt creep over Mr. Hen-
derson’s face. ¢ Write to the governors
themselves, and ask them why Dr. Steele was
discharged.- You'll learn the truth from
them. It's true emough I was expelled from
St. Peter’s, but that was only the spiteful
revenge of Dr. Steele there. His last act

whilst headmaster was to expel me, and
that's the solemn truth:” -
As Dick was hurling forth his accusations

at the doctor that individual was standing
there, his teeth clenched together, and
indescribable hatred writ clear upon his face,

This was not lost upon Mrs, Henderson, and
it made her all the more convinced that Dick
was speaking the truth.

But now the doctor sprang forward again.

‘“ There!” he exclaimed. ‘' What do you
think of that, Henderson? Did you ever

hear a more impromptu and accomplished
little liar in your life?”
At that moment there
upon the door.
Hopes,

sounded a knoek

M,
it?

-
you

Henderson
What do

yes!® _erigd
- “Who ig

AMr. Robinson, the solicitor.

“ I have the copy of the contract here,
sir,” he said. *“You told me to bring it to
you.”

Mr, Henderson's eyes blazed.

‘“ Yes, yes!” he cried. * Give it to me!”

And he almost snatched the document out
of the lawyer's hands. ;

Then, stepping towards Dick, Mr. Hen-
derson flourished the contract in his face.

“ You young fool!” he cried. *‘ You young
idiot to throw away a chance like this for
a string of pearls! See, this is what I will
do- with the contract yeu signed!™

And as Mr. Henderson spoke he ripped
the parchment across this way and that.
He put the pieces together again, and ripped
them across once more, and then, beside
himself with anger, he flung the pieces at
Diek’s feet.

* Bustace,” pleaded his wife, *try and
control yourself!' Try and think this thing
over hefore you act so! I tell you the poor
lad is innocent! He's the victim of some
vile plot! What are you going to do?”

“ Do!” retorted Mr. Henderson, swinging
round and glaring angrily at his wife. “TI'm
going downstairs to ring up for the police,
and give the young scoundrel in charge for
attempted theft! I won't he made a fool
of like this!”

‘“ Listen, Eustace!" said 3Mrs. Henderson,
as she approached her husbhand and laid her
hand upon the lapel of his coat. ** Listen to
what I am going to say, for I mean every
word of it! If you give that poor boy in
charge and send him away, I shall go, too!”

Eustace Henderson gazed at his wife in
amazement. :

*“ Are you mad, Brenda?” he cried. * Do
you mean to say that you would desert me
for the sake of a young scamp like this—
for a low, common thief who cemes into a
man’s house and steals his wife’s jewels?”

“ T have told you, Eustace,” said Mrs. Hen-

‘derson. again,.'t that the boy is not._guilty,

The door opened to reveal the figure of old

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

By PAUL PROCTOR.

and if you send Lim away as you threaten,
then I shall go, too!*”

Mr. Henderson bit his lip.

It was not often his wife made a stand
like this; but he knew from past experience
that, once she did, she meant every word
she said, and that sbe would not hesitate
to do as she threatened.

He fell back, baffled.

“ Well,” he said, at length, “ what do you
want me to do?”

“I want you to let him stay here the
night, and——"'

* What!"” roared Mr. Henderson. * Let
him stay here the night, so that he can
clean up everything in the house! Why,
we'll wake up in the morning to find the
very rings gone from off our fingers!”

“ Listen, Eustace!” went on Mrs. Hen-
derson, quite untouched by her husband's
tirade of words. “1 want you to let him
remain here the night—he will have no objec-
tion, I am sure, to your locking him in kis
room, if you so desire—and then 1 want you
to let him go free to-morrow!”

“ You're mad, Brenda!’

“1 want you to let him go free,” repeated
Mrs. Hendersou, ‘*in order that he may have
an, opportunity of proving his innocence and
bringing the guilty person to book. That is
what I want you to do. You can take your
choice. Either you do as I wish, or I go
when you send this boy away with the police!
It is up to you to tet

Eustace Henderson gazed helplessly from
Dick to his wife.

“You've got me, and you know it,
Brenda!” he said, at length. - ' You know
1 wouldn't let you go if it wmeant letting
loose every criminal in England to keep you!
All right. It shall be as ydu wish. He shall
remain here for the might; but there is one
thing I do insist upon, and that i3 he must
leave here by the first {rain in the moruing.
I don’t want to ever gee bim again!”

“Thank you, Eustace!” said Mrs. Hen-
derson softly, as she kissed her hushand upon
the cheek, '“I am suré you will not regret
your decision!”’

Little did Mrs. Henderson realise the trnth
of those last words of hers.

I way to his own roon.

The enraged Mr. Henderson followed
closely in his wake, and Dick winced as he
heard the key turned in the lock of the door
upon the outside as soon as he had passed
into his room. ;

Once alone in his hed-room, where prying
eyes could not watch him, Dick almost hroke
‘down.

He sank into one of the comfortable arm-
chairs before the fireplace, and, propping hLis
elhows upon his knees, buried his lead de-
jectedly in his hands. .

“What was to hecome of him now?” he
wondered.

All hope of becoming the star cinema actor
seemed to be vanishing into thin air.

Mr. Henderson was quite convinced that lie
—Dick—was a thief, and he had destroyed
the contract. It was only thauks to the
intervention upon “his behalf by Mrs.
Henderson that Dick was not now the in-
mate of a cell in the neighbouring police-
station.

Dick had but little doubt that his eérst.
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The Sleep-Walker!
T was with a sad and 11eas')"1xea1't that
poor Dick Trafford took™ his leave of
this -painful interview, and made his
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while beadmaster, Dr. Jasper Steele, was at
the bottom of all this trouble.

le rtemembered how the doctor had ex-
cused himself during dinner that very evening
upon the pretence of ringing semehody up on
the telephome.

Dick felt certain, in his own mind, that it
was at that time that the doctor had first
taken the pearl necklace from the dressing-
table in Mrs., Henderson’'s room, and had
then entered Dick’s room aud hidden it in
the toe of one of the boots in his suit-case.

Of that Dick had not the slightest doubt
whatev but to be sure of a thing and
prove it were two very different things.

However, he had hegrd Mr. Henderson's
promiise to his wife that the following morn-
ing he—Dick—should be allowed to depart
unmolested, and Dick swore that he would
devote every minute of his time to trying
to prove his innocence, and, incidentally, the
guilt of Dr. Jasper: Steele.

Perhaps—who could tell?—once Dick had
succeeded in proving his innocence, Mr.
Henderson might reconsider his decision, and
decide to employ Dick in his immense cinema
stndio, after all.

The time slipped by whilst Digk thus sat
there turping things over in his mind, and
at length eleven o’clock struck.

bick stretched his arms above his
au‘d yawned wearily.

“Well, I.might as well turn in and get
# good Dléht s rest before I start oﬁ to try
di!d prove my innocence to-morrow,” he murt-
auured, as he proceeded to divest himself of
his clothes, and don the silk pyjamas which,
dike the r st of his wardrobe, had appeared
steriously, thanks fo the arrangements
r. Eustace Henderson.

Dick tumbled into bed, and switched off the
electric light beside his bed.

He tried to settle down to sleep, but no
reiz0se would come to him.

ite tossed fretfully from side to side, his
brain a ¢, and his ears keenly aware of
the murmur of the seat at the foot of the
cliit upon which stood Shoreton Towers.

At length Dick sat up in hed with a weary
snm =

“1t's no use!"
to sleept
Teadl’

And so saying Dick switched on the light
zain, and, slipping from his hed, donued a
ing-cown. He took up a book, and tried
1o read himself to sleep.

But even the book gave him uo respite. e
conld not keep his mind and attention upon
&l he was reading.
Finally be flung it into one corner of the
Toom in disgust, and, switching out the light
once more, crossed to the open windows of
Bis bed-room, and, seating himself in the bay
window seat, looked out over the moonlit bay.

it was a wonderful sight, and one which
would have call®l forth admiration from one
less worried than was ‘poor Dick at that
otent.

in thyg making of Shoreton Towers a wide
terrace had been built right along that side

head,

he, murmured. - “I ean’t get
I might just as well get up and

ol m/ house wihich faced the sea, and this
r.m]) cht out to the very brink of the cliff
alsels

’lfu terrace had been beautified by the
phifing of tubs of gorgeous flowers here and
nf and the whole picture was one of

l)mun and Testfulness.

Vick was upon the point of throwing open
one of his French windows, and going ‘out
ou to this terrace, when he gave a sudden
wry of alarm, as his attention was drawn in
the direction of a figure upon the terrace.

At first the figure looked almost like a
whost in.the moonlight.

tt was the figure of a woman, garbed in a
long  white-silk  dressing-gown, and she
watked with slow, faltering footsteps along
the very edge of r,he raised and ba ustraded
patapet of the terrace.

Her arms were extended before her, and
although Dick could see her eyes were open,
they were wild and staring, with no expres-

© sion in them.

“Good heavens!” gasped Dick. =It’s Mrs.
Henderson! What can she be doing out
this time of night? She’ll be over

in a moment. She must he walking
sleep!”

in Uel
Then there flashed through Dick’s
fie had heard of people walking in
sleep.
Now, it was sunposed to he dangerous to
wake them whilst they were in this state.

brain all
their

Aund yet, if Dick did not do something the
poor woman would go hurtling head foremost
over the parapet of the terrace, to be dashed
to vertain death upon the cruel, jagged rocks
Lundreds of feet below at the foot of the
elif.
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Dick's mind was quickly made up, &nd
pushing wide open one of the French windows
he sprang lightly ou$, and hurried forward
towards where Mrs. Henderson was uncon-
sciously walking so perilously near the edge
of the terrace.

Now he had reached her side, and although
the poor woman's gaze was directed in his
direction, she looked through him with un-
seeing eyes.

At a loss to know quite what to do, Dick
sprang on to the parapet, and, at the risk
of his own life, walked along the narrow
edge at the side of the woman.

He placed himself between the
walker and the sea.

She could mot turn and fall over the edge
of the parapet without pushing Dick over
with her.

There were only a few inches for Dick upon
which to walk, and to this day he does not
know how he managed to balance himself
upon so little.

Sufiice it to say, however, that he did so.

Inch by inch and foot by foot he crept
along beside Mrs. Henderson, trying to im-
pell her to continue her journey until she
reached the spot where the parapet swung
off to the left at right-angles again, aud
would take her back to safety.

Then, as Dick walked upon the very edge
of that parapet between Mrs. Henderson and
the sheer drop to the rocks below there ap-
peared another fizure upon the scene.

It was Mr. Eustace Henderson himself,
garbed in a hurriedly donned dressing-gown.

He had awakened to find his wife missing
from her bed, and being aware of Ifer habit
of sleepwalking when at all worried, he be-
came alarmed for her safety, and had come
out to search for her.

As he perceived her there, walking along
the narrow, balustraded parapet of the
terrace, with Dick trying to guide her back
to safety, he gave a gasp of mingled dismay
and admiration for Dick’s ))1‘2\\'8!3‘ and
resource.

Spellbound, like one hypnotised, Eustace
Henderson watched his wife and Dick with-
out being able to utter a sound.

He stood there rooted to the spot, with
fear and anxiety for the safety of the woman
he loved.

And then, even as he watched this thrilling
drama which was being enacted bhefore his
eyes, a sudden thought kept recurring to
him.

“How could this boy be a thief?” he found
himself asking himself.

Surely no lad who had such infinite bravery
and resource could descend to common theft?
Why, the boy had already saved his own life
when he saved the Petersfield express irom
destruction, and now here he was saving th

sleep-

life of Mrs, Henderson herself!

No. 554.
No. 535.

By Jack North.
No. 556.
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EIT AND. CORA.

Thrilling Story of the Girl! and Boy Detectives.

BIRDS OF A FEATHER.

Grand School ¥Yarn of Jack Jackson and his Chums at Wycliffe

THE FIGHTING SCOT.
Exciting Tale of the Boxing Rmv
YSTERY MAXKER
“onderful Story of the Omen.‘. By Nat Fairbanks.

And as Eustace Henderson realised what
the presence of Dick at that moment meant
to his wife and himself, he offered up a
silent prayer of thanksgiving that his wife
had interceded upon Dick’s behalf, and per-
suaded him from turning him out of the
house that very night.

Had Mr, Henderson had his way, he would
have had Dick arrested and taken away. and
that would have meant that Mrs. Henderson
would have most surely gone to her death.

Now the turning-point in the perilous
jourmey along the mnarrow  balustraded

parapet was reached

Would the woman

ahead
augle?

If she did, nothing on earth could safe
her- from certain destruction.

Eustace Henderson watched, with his
breath held, raying hard that Dick's
efforts to guide his wife back to safety might
be successful.

Now Dick, with only a few inches of foot-
hold for himself, was just a little in advance
of the sleepwalker at the very point where
the parapet turned at right-angles.

go walking straight
instead of turning at that right.

He had both his arms extended in an
endeavour to guide the woman round in
safety. _

Mrs. Henderson, with her own arms

extended before her, came in contact with
Dick’s arms as he thus held them rigid.

For a moment she hesitated as she fumbled
at Dick's arms, and then slowly but surely
she commenced to alter her direction, aad
turn away to the left and towards the house
once more.

The danger for her was now almost passed,
But what of Dick?

As Mrs. Henderson had
arms upon Di he ws
pushed backwards.

I he should lose his balance, then his
would be the fate from which he had saved
Mrs. Henderson.

Eustace Henderson watched, holding his
breath for Dick, and praying for his safety.

By a superhumau effort Dick managed fo
regain his balance, and a gasp of relief
escaped from the hps of Eustace Hendersou.

“ Thank Heaven!" he breathed. * Thank
Heaven, my dear wife is saved, and that
that brave lad has not sacrificed his life!’”

Mrs. Henderson was now heading straight
for the house once more.

Already she had reachied the end of the
parapet where there were a few stone steps
lfz\(};ng down to the level of the terrace
itse

1

laced her extended
ever so slightly

(To be continved.)
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THEHE LADY 0}:5' RAVENSEDGE; or

A baffling Story of Mystery and Blackmail, introducing Sextor
Blake, Tinker, and Leon Kestrel,
THE EPISODE OF THBTSTOL}‘}:IN VOICE; or

A fascinating Romance of Thrilling Adventure and Debeeti

featuring Sexton Blake and kaex‘ (the famous privat

detecfive and his clever young as*lsmm)

THEE MAN IN THE GREY COW

A Taie of clever deduction in England and Italy, featuring

Trouble Nantucket.

THE CASE OF THE ISLAND TRADER.

A magnificent long Nowel of Mystery, Detective Work, and

‘l'hru‘mg Adventure., By the Author of “The Great Dianio
Bluff,” *His, Son’s Honour,” etec., ebo.

CASE OF THE BARONET'S WIFE.
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-~ Read it in Next Monday’s Issue of the ** Magnet " Library!

At Frud with the Fifth!

] (Continued from page AZ)

““Oh, dear! Oh crumbs! Stoppit!”
Jimmy Silver shut off the water at
He was la.vﬂ"hmg too much to take
The floor was swimming. with
¢ the actors were drenched and
dripping, I their drenched costumes
clung arou their linibs. Hansom
gouged water from his eyes, and
glared at the grinning faces n ihe
‘rmtlm\

o

’Il smash you for this "’ he reared.
o o H gllh’@ll“e you! ! I'll slaughter you !
'l»I 1I-T711
o you
Jimmy Silver.
The Fifth-Formers glared at him as
if they could eat him. Bub Jmlmy was
on the safe-side of the window, and the
deadly nozzle was in his hanc There
W ai nothing for it but peace terms.
“We—we—we apolegise!” stuttered
the unhappy Thespians.
“Good ! remarked Jimmy.

all apologise 77 demanded

“That's

beginninv Now, better get to bizney,
or you'll cateh cold. I suppose you feel
a bit wet?

“These are our péace terms;” said
Jimmy Silver. “You give us a ‘written
apology, you tip Mack: to clean up the
shied g0 that there won’t be a row about
this swamping, and you make it pax.
Is that agreed 77

“Yes—yes—yes! Stoppit!”

“Right !” grinned Jimmy Silver.
3 k in a pencil and paper, Lovell.
Jouw’ll write down the apology, Hansom,
and all the rest will sign it. And sharp’s
the word 1

Hansom simply gasped with rage. But
there was no help for it. He could not
face the steady streain of iey water for

>ver ; he had had enough of that. With
a tacc like a Hun, he wrote at Jimmy
Silver’s dictation, ‘and the rest of the
Thespians groum‘ their  chattering
teeth and signed, and the paper was

passed out to the grinning Leovell.
Jimmy Silver grinned and nodded as he
looked at it.

“Good! TH nxfntion te ,a Fifth-

Form chap that you're here, and he can
come down and let you ovt * smiled
Jimmy Silver. “Ta-ta, dear buys, and

15

think twice before you tackle the Fourth
aﬂain !

Lafet that evening a paper was
pinned up on the wall of the Junior
Common-room, which the juniors read
with great g]ee and roars of laughter.
It ran:

“We, the wundersigned, apologise
humbly for having checked the Fourth
Form, and beg to be forgiven, as witness
our Qignatm g

Epwarp HHaxson.

Pmrr LUMSDEXR.

Pavi Mueeins.

Toriss JoBsox.

. Harry Duwr.

PHELIM O’ROURKE.

Crern, 'FaLpoys.

H. BRowN major.”’

The Fourth Form—Classical and

Modern—read that paper, and yelled

over it. The Shell and the Third read
it, and howled. Even some of the Sixth
came in and read it, and chortled.

And even Mornington had to acknow-
ledge that the Fistical Four had scored.
THE END.

{See the Chat page for particulars
about next weel’s story.)

FOR NEXYT FRIDAY :

‘We have another splendid programme for
our next issue, which mu appedr next Friday.
The first Ion" complete schoal story is of
Harry Wharton & €o., and is entitled:

“THE SIXTH FORM MYSTERY!™
By Frank Richards.

In this story we find that Loder.comes to
grief, but the name of the assailant becomes
a mystery. Several juniors are suspected, and
the great question of the time at Greyiriars
is, Whe “biffed ” Loder? You must not miss
this grand story.

The second camplete schoo! story concerns
the adventures of Jimmy Silver & Co., of
Rookwood, and is entitled:

“PUT TO THE TEST!”
By Owen Conquest.

Readers of the famous school stories
written by this talented author do not need
16 be told that next week’s story is a good
one. -They are assured of that!

There will be a further instalment of our
grand new serial, and the four-page supple-
ment,

“BILLY BUNTER'S WEEKLY,”

will a’ﬁpea.r in the ccntre of next week’s
“ Popular.”

¥ POPLETS ¥ COMPETITION No. 16.
The following are the examples for this
Week s competxtmﬂ

YOUR EDITOR
HLAR }}%U\T HjS RE &DI‘Y{\ Address;:

t ARRI\ DOXW

IS ALWAF¥S PLEASED 0'I‘O
R
R FLEETWAY HOUSE,
STPbEI‘ LONDOXN, E.C.¢4.
Under a Cloud. Why Bunter Fled.
When Suspecting— ng the Feood.
A Snob’s Way. Uam’m;: Peostal-Orders,
Spoofing Dr.'Holmes. Getting Up Barly.
Too Many Friends. Stories That Please.
Enemies Who Smile. Next Best Thing,

Read the following "rules carefuily, and
then send in your posteard. Readers should
p:krtxcularly note that TWO efforts can be
senit in on one card, but no effort may con-
tain more than FOUR words.

Seleet two of the examples, and wmake
up a sentence of TWO, THREE, or FOUR
words having some beamw on Lhe example.
ONE of the words in your sentence must
commence with one of the letters in the
example.

You must study these rules carefully hefore
you send in your etfnrt.

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.

2. The
2 Popiets i
House, Gough Square, London, E.C. 4. \

3. No correspondence can be entered into
in connection with “Poplets.”

4. The FEditer’s opinion on any matter
which may arise is to be accepted as final
and legally binding. This condition will be
strictly enforced, and readers ean only enter
the competition on this understanding.

5. I guarantee that every effort wul be
thoroughly examined by o competent staff
of judges, PROVIDED that the effort is sent
in on a POSTCARD and that it is received
on or before the date of closing.

be addressed
“Popular,” Gough

must
the

posteards
No. 16,

All e!.ort~ must he received on or before
T 1697

[ PRIZES OF FIVE SHILLINGS EACH
to senders of the TEN BEST “P’)PLET‘%‘

RESULT OF ““ POPLETS”
COMPETITION No. 10,
The Ten Prizes of Five Shillings each
offered in the ahove competitioa have been
awarded to:

F. A. Martin, 66. Wandle Road, Wands-
worth Common, S.W. 17.
Example-~todd’s Gentle Ways.
“Poplet "-~Too Good for “ Words.”

F. W. Bowyer, Holmes Cottages, Betche
worth, Surrey.
Tubhy Mufiin's Waist.
All Round, Al Sound.
Frederick Pround, 12; Esh Terrace, Langley
Park, co. Durham.
Letters That Matter.
A B C's to Children.
Fred Beavan, 42, Bridge Strect. Hereford.
Cousiy }uthel 3 %mne
Makes “Ardeur * “ Easier.”
Miss N. Kent, 5, Gladstone Street, Sumder-

land.
-Figging’ Big Teetf.
2 -A “Standing ” Joke.
H. C. Stace, 32, Kildoran Road, Brixton,
London, S:W.
Letters That Matter.
“K ” in Skinner.
Miss Ida Grant, 847,

New City Road, Glas-
Tmstxu" Billy Bunter.
Never “Done” Twies.

Charles’ Marshall, The Cottage,

Branksome, Bournemouth.
Letters That Matter.

P.0. in Schoolboy’s Correspondence.
ﬁB. Backheuse, 3, Sherlock Street, Fallow-
eld.

Gasworls,

v

Asking for Pass.
Frequent on Footer-Field.

H. Garskin, 10, Gleave Strest, Trverton,
Liverpool. ;
Asking for P:

se Needed.
YOUR EDITOR.

“Passable” Exe

ROYAE_. AIR FORCE

ANTED between 15 and 16} years of age. Must be medically
Boys receive thorough imstructions in
selected trade, and are paid, fed, housed, and clothed during training.
to—R.A.T. Recruiting
.'4 Henrietta Street, Covent Garden, W .C 2; 298, Bath Street,
Crown Buildings, James
or 15, Oid Town Street, Plymouth.

d of good cducation.

r call for deseriptive booklet, ete.,

o s R
Street, Birmingham;

Anne Street, Liverpool:

carried out in your
inerease,

ROAD, LONDON, N

BIG AND SUGCESSFUL. I;)x |

easy to increase your height by the (iirvan Scier
own honie.
with great bevefit to health. Se
and our £100 guaran&ee to L\QUIR! DEPT. A.M.P.,

m one of U\A chief

Students rep
nd a po

in life.

M.M.’s, and D.C.M.’s.
LLLIOTT-SMITH,Ltd.,

STRENCTHEN YOUR NERVES.

If you wish to prosper and enjoy
regain confidence in yourself by using the Mer(n
ment Used by Yn‘e Admiral to Seaman, Cstonel to Priw
Merely send 3 penny stamps for
527, Tmperial Buildings, Eudgate Cirens, London, E.C.4.

Nervousness deprives you of employ-
men[ p 3, aind mapy advantages
H en your Nerves, and
Strengther Treat-
D:8.0.

3, M€y,
ulars. ~GODFRY

“QURLY HAIR!”
timonials, proof sent. Summers’ *“Curlig”
(stamps accepted).—SUMMERS (Dept. 2. ),

“Mine curled at once,” writes Major.
chlﬁ straightest hair,
Jpper Russell St.,

Thousands of tes-
/5, 2/86
Brighton

1

MAGIC TRICKS,

rice6d. cach, 4 forl/- —T. W.T

ete.—Parcels 2/8, 5/8. Ventriloquist's
In ment. Invisible. Imitate Birds,
iarrison, 259, PentonvilleRd., London, N.3.
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OF INTEREST TO EVERY WOMAN

AN -EXCLUSIVE AND PROVED MBTHOD OF HAIR-BEAUTY CULTIVATION

FREE 1,000,000

VERY gift of Nature is perfect, and of all the bounbeous
E gifts that Nature has given to women—the hair is
undoubtedly the most highly prized. = Yet, strange to
say, it is so often noegleoted. Nature exacts a penalty
“for every neglect and human
failing, end women have to pay
the penalty for neglect. of the hair
in the resultant dull, lifeless, un.
heal thy condition of what should be
the *“crowning glory of the woman
besutiful "—the hair.

"There is- no mnecessity to endure
impoverished hair, for while Nature
Has provzded the gift, Science, which
is Nature's assistant, has devised and
periected in * Harlene Hair-Drill
an unfeiling remedy for all hair ail-
ments, lack-lustre, xmd other defects,
And the news is now published that
all readers may test this scientifio yot
simple and easy method {ree.

MILLIONS PRACTISE * HAIR-
DRILL.”

Millions of men and women
throughout the world now practiso j
“ Harlene Hair-Drill”” daily. They
have tosted and proved that this
unique preparation, “ Harlene,”” and
its agreeable method of application,
“ Hair-Drill,”” is the surest way to
overcorme Scurf and Dryness, Scalp
Irritation, Over-Greasiness, Falling,
Brittle, Splitting Hair, and that it is
also the easiest way to ensure the
erfect growth of long, silky, beauti.
ful hair in abundance, glossy -and
bright.

appearance.

“HARLENE HAIR-DRILL?”

All classes of Soviety are

* Harlene Hair-Drill ** both abroad and at home—indeed.
all are able to banish the ' too old at 30. 40, or 50
All (both ladies and gentlemen) are invited
to accept the Free Gift Offer made in this announcemsnt.

OUTFITS«
YOUR _* HAIR-HEALTH " GIFT.

Obtnin for yourself a Free Trial Outfit, comprising :

1. A Fres Trial Bottle of °° Harlene-for-the-Hair,”” now
universally recognised as the greatest
of all hair tonics, and as used by
Royaity, the nobility, the aristocracy,
social leaders, public. people, and
millions of men and women in every
grade of society.

2. A packet of the marvellous hair
and  scalp - cleansing °° Cremex ’
Shampoo, which prepares the head
for ** Hair-Drill.”*

3. A bottle of *° Uzon >’ Brilliantine,
which gives a final touch of beauty to
the hair, and is especially beneficial
to dthose whose scalp Is inclined to be
** dry

4, Last, but not least, the “Harlene
Hair-Drill ”’ Manual, containing full
instruciions for carrying out Hair-
Drili in the most successiul and
resultful way.

Commence at once to hel
‘hair to health and beauty.

To obtain one of these packages,
write your name and address, and t
you are a reader of the Porrza
on a sheet of paper and p
together with four penny stamps to
cover cost of postage and packing to
your door. Address your application
to Edwards’ Harlene, Ltd., 20-26,
Lamb’s Conduit St., London, W.C.1.

Any of these preparations may be
obtained from Chemists and Stores
all over the world.

eip yout

uow regularly practising

l’ﬂsT YOUR ORBER with 410/6

Masters’ famous
Italifan model Accor-
deons are the sweetest
T e & (.| music. These wonder-
% ful instruments are
easy to play. With the
!FREE H'utor we send
”yuu and a little prac
tice, the lonz winter
evenlngs change into
bours of real happi.

=

il

JES
=
Vot

- ness.  Piato  polished
K 'cases. 10 Keys, 2
i 'Basses Steel Reeds,

Nickel Corners, organ
tone, fret-cut top,
| brice 63/-, on easy

terms. Send 10/6 now
Il and promise 10/6
monthly after de-

§ilivery, Batlsfaction, or
deposit refunded. Send
10/6 to-day. Cata.
logua Fres. Overseas
applications invited

MASTERS, LTD., 6, Hope Stores, Rye. (Established 1869.)

Complete
Course.

No Dieting. The Melvin Strong
Full part!culars and Testimonials, 1d.
(Dept. 8., 24, Seuthwark 8t., 8.%.

(O ELECTRIC LIGHT!

BATTERY, WIRE, SWITCH, LTFLF(‘.[‘OR. LAMP,
I\’b’[‘RUC’lIO\S &e. 6/« & 9/- POST PAID

HARBORNE SMALL POWER Co., 38 A.P Quaen’s

Road, ASTON, BIRMINGHAM. (lllustrated Cat. €d.)

HEIGHT INCREASED 5 /
IN 30 DAYS. /
No Appliances. No Drugs.
System NEVER FAILS
atamp.—~Malvin Strong, Ltd.

“BE MAKE THIS!

Set of Parts for making Electric Shocking Coils
1/8 Post Free.

Harborne Emall Powsr Co.
ASTCN. BIRMINGHADM.

s 38 A.P., Queen's Rd,,
Illustrated Catalogues @da.

1 Packed FREE. Carriage PAID, Dxrect from Works,
| LOWEST CASH PRICES. EASY PAYMENT TERMS.
ji lmmediate delivery. Bl% argains in Shop Soiled and
#second-hand Cycles, yres and Accessories at pop-
lar Prices, Satisfaction guaranteed or Money Refunded
Id Cycies Exchanged.  Write for Monster Size Fyeo
Zint and Special Ofer ot Sample Bicycle
CYCLE COMPANY, Ilncorpd,
Dept. B 607, BIRMINGHAM.

DUTTON’S 2%, DUTTON'S SHORTHAND has only 6 rules
HOUR and 29 characters. Complete theory learned

in 24 hours. Practice quickly gives high speeds. Send 2 stamps for
illustrated  booklet _containing — specimen lessons  to DUTTON'S
COLLEGE (Desk 303), SKEGNESS. London Branch: 92

SHORTHAND

PHOTO POSTCARDS OF YOURSELI, 1/3 doz. 12 by 10 EN-
LARGEMENTS, 8d. . ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL, CA’[ALOGUE
AND SAMPLES FREE.—HACKEYTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL

AEROPLANE AND CATAPULT ELASTIC.—Best guaiity ounly.
1-16th, 1-Bth, 3-16th, and 1-4th inch thick. Price id., 1ad., 3d., and 6d.

(lymt Russell Street, W.0.1, Maunchester Branch :
8. 9, Victoria Bu(ldmgw St. Mary's Gate.

per foot Orders 1/- post free. —GREENAWAY, 5, ‘\e\v Ton Hall St., Oxford.

HOME OINEMATOGRAPHS from: £1.—Realvalue, Filma

galore. ¥ull of interest, Lisk
Free.—Desk E, DEAN CINEMA CO., 94, Dravton Avenue, W. Ealing, Lond(;;
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“ CURLY HAIR!”—It's wonderful,”
chived dally. Copiessent. Ross'* WAYEIT™
(stamps accepted),—ROSS (Dept. P.

writes B, M. Testimonials re-
CURLS straightest hair. 1/3,2/ S
3. 173, New Nortu Rd., London, N.

'CUT THIS OUT

% The Popular.” PEN COUPON. Value 2d.

Send this coupon, with F.0. for oaly 5/- direct to the Fleet Pen Co.,
119,&Fleet St., London, E.C.4, In return you will receive (post free) a
srlendm British Made 14- cf. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6. If
you save 12 further wuxmns each will' count as 2d. off the price; so you may
send 13 coupons and only 3 (Pocket Clip, 4d. extra.) Ask for fine, medium,
ot broad nib. This great oﬁe is made to introduce the famous Fleet Pen
t0 the POPULAR readers. Satisfaction guaranteed or cash returned. Self
Filling, or Safety Models, 2/- extra.

All applications for Advertisement Space in
this publication should be addressed to the :
Advertisement Department, Union Jack Series, -
The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street,
London; EC. 4. .,

3 - 3 [}
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Printed and published every Tuesday by the FProprietors, Tho~ Amalg.xmatad Press, Limited, The Fleetway House, I*a'rmwdon Streec Loadon, B.C. 4.

Advertnsement offices; The Fleetwa,
Abroad, 11s. per annum; 5s.

six months.
Zeal land ;

House, I'arringdon Street, London, B.C. 4. Subscription rates:
or Sole agents for South Africa:
Mersrs. Gordon & Gotfh Ltd.; and for Canada, The Imperial News Co., Lt d.

Inland, 138, per apnum; 6s. 6d, for six monthe,
'T'he -Central News Agencv Ttd. 8ole '},gﬁenis for Aus&railsanand d Now

Saturday, May 21st, 1921,



