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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
™ The Beputation!
—LANG-CLANG!

The* rising-bell rang out loudly in
3 ihe keen morning air.

The juniors rose with the -usual
bustle and noise, and descended to breakfast
with no thenght of the exciting events which
were o take place that day.

When the Remove tock their places at their
vable they fomnd most of the other Forms at
table. But they were not eating. Even the
Sixth were sitting idle, wailing for bresk-
fast to come up

“Reen an zceideat, perhaps,” said Wingate,
the eaptain of Greyfiiars. “I don’t remember

“a delay like this befo Those juniors will
be;-m kicking up soon !**

“And so ghall growled Leder, the bully
of the Bixth” “i'm hungry!”

“It’s rotten!” said Carne.

“Beastly arrangements at this hole of a
school!” said Loder. “Thme something was
done, I should think!” :

In the Remove the jupiors were beginning
to become impatient.

“What’s up with the giddy servants?”
asked Frauk Nugent. 5 =
“Forgotten all about us, perhaps,” suggested

Jobnny Bull. “¥y hat, this is funny)! All
the giddy Forms waiting for brekker! There's
no sign of it yet!”

“Old Prout’s getting waxy!” grinned Harry
Wharton

“The waxfuiness is terrific!”

“Ha. hg, hat” %

“Bilenee, boys!” said Mr. Quelch, with a
weorried frown. .

He rose from his chair and erossed over to
Mr. Prout, the Fifth Form-master. The twe
masters conversed together for a few
moments, then Mr. Capper, of the Upper
Bourth, joined them. ==

“Having a giddy confab!” said Temple of
the Fourti. -

“Ahout time, foo!” growled Fry.

“Qh, rather!” agreed Rahney. 2

The three masters parted, and Mr. Prout
rang the bell. He had done so twice before,
bub there had been no response. The boys
were beginning to get curious. Such a delay
as this had mever before ogeurred at @rey-
friars.

Ab Jast Wingate got up and left the dining-
Lall. When he returmed he was looking
very excited and red. He crossed over to0 Mr.
Prout, and bhanded the Fifth Form-master
2 note. Mr. Prout read if, and then uttered
:glx'gmazed £jaculation.

“Upon my soul!”
gracions ! :

Mr. Prout was a middle-aged gentleman
with & semi-bald head, and fip gazed at the
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note with an air of ineredulity. He rose,
gave the note to Mr. Quelch, and the two
masters talked excitedly together for a few
mwoments. Then Mr. Prout hurried from
the room :

Meanwhile, the boys had been looking on
with growing impatience. They wanted their
breakfast, and wondered what on earth had
happened. Mr. Quelch and Mr. Capper had
their work cut oui to keep the juniors in
check. 5

Five minutes aiter Mr. Prout’s dis-
appearance he returned, and with him came
the Head. Dr. Locke was looking pale and
worried, and a sitence fell upon the schael
as he held up his hand.

“Boys,” he said gravely, “an extraordinary
thing has happened! I—I scarcely realise it
even now. No doubt some of you are aware
that I dismissed Dibbs, the groom, yesterday
for pilfering.”

“Yes, sir,”” chorused a score of veices.

Everybody at Greyfriars knew uall about
that. Dibbs had been dismissed because
someone had been stealing food from the
store-room, and a voice exactly like that
of Dibbs' had been heard. But what the
Greyfriars fcliows did not know was that the
yoice was really Billy Bunter’s—the fat
veniriloquist of the Remove Form—which
was used to throw Mrs. Kebble, the good
dame who looked after the stores, off the
seend.

Bibbs had proved his imnocence, and the
staff had demanded that Dibbs should be
reinstated. But Dr Locke refused to accept

the demmand.

“Well, my boys,*the rest of the servants}

have conspired  against me, and actually
demand that Dibbs be reinstated. They have
temporarily struck work as a protesy against
my decision! 1% is extraordinary, astound-
ing! Mrs. Kebble, in whom 1 bhad the
greatest confidence, appears to be one of the
ringleaders. She has prepared no breakfast,
and a deputation is to come to my study at

-nine o'clock.”

There was a buzz of execitement.

“My hat!” gasped Harry Wharton.

“The servants have struck!”

“No giddy bhrekker!?

“Oh crumbs!” -

“1t’s awful!” groaned Billy Buater, in dis-
may. “My hat, I.shall faint if—-"

“Silence!” shouted Wingate.

The Head resumed. =

“1I ghall deal with the deputation in the
only way possible,” he said firmly, “The
cireumstances are peculiar, and I need not
deseribe them to you now. I shall refuse to

_meet fhe seryants’ demands, and shall dismiss

Mrs. Kebble from my service. It is the only
thing I can do-—thke only way to retain my

authority over the household. By dinner-
time, boys, matters will be settled, and the
usual  household arrangcments running
smeothly!” -

“But how about brekker, sir?” yelled Biily
Bunter.

“Silence, there!” roared Wingate.

“1 think, Wingate, that the boys certainly
have the right to inquire about breakfast,”
said the Head. “It is extremely unfortunate,
but I can do nothing to alter the cirenm-
stances. 1 dare say most of you have gone
without your breakfasts before now, and you

will enjoy your dinners all the more! - I am
extremely - sorry, but 1 myself can * do
novhing!”

- Most of the boys tock the news philo-
sophically, and enly one or two of them—
Billy Bunter included, of course—grumbled.
It was very exasperating to be done oub of
their breakfasts, but, under the circum-
stances, there was no help for it.

So the boys dispersed, and raked out the
leavings from last night's tea. Taking jt
altogether, they managed fairly well.

Dr. Locke was very perturbed, and held
a long consuitation in his study with Mr.
Prout and M. Quelch. Mr. Prout was of
the opinien that he could quell the rebellion
very soon if he had his own way, but Dr.
Locke thought otheérwise. He decided . to
deal with the matter himself. Mr. Prout
was an execellent scholar, and had g flatter-
ing opinion about himsclf, but the Head felt
that he was hardly capable of dealing with
a matter of this description. It was a task
to be undertaken by the headmaster himseif.

“1t is an astounding state of affairs,” said
the Head, with a worried look. “I shall be
very ﬁm_x, and refuse to discuss matters. I
am convinced that Dibbs is guilty, and that
this is merely an attempt to get him re-
instated. The servants have heen planuing it
among themselves, thinking that I should be
foolish enough to comply. I shall quell the
rebellion with a firm hand!” ;

“I% is the only thing to be done,® said Mr.
Quelch. .

“Quite so,” agreed Mr. Prout.

Nine o'cleck boomed out on the eld clock-
tower, and almost to the second the deputa-
tion arrived. There was a tap upon the
Head’s door, and the deputation entered.
The Head sat at his desk, and the two Form-
masters stood on either side of him.

The deputation entered. :

Gosling, as the chosen spokesman .of the
party, led the way. His face was very red,
and he had obviously braced himself up for
the ocecasion by liberal allowances of gin- -
and-water. Behind him came Mrs. Kebbhle,
her face stern and her lips set.  Mrs. Mimbie
followed, ~looking rather . uncomforfable.

(Conyrich® in the Unit;ed States of Americm.)
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Then came Trotter, the cook, and, finally,
Dibbs' sister. Dibbs himself thought it
wisest to remain below.

The door closed, and the Head looked at
the deputation with a stern face. :

“You, Gosling,” he said, “are the spokes-
man, I presume?’

“Wob I says is this ‘ere!” said Gosling,
rather thickly. “I'm honly actin’ as spokes-
man ’cos nobody else don’t relish the job!
I ’ope, sir, as you won't think I'm bein’
disrespec’ful——" .

“Pray preceed, Gosling!” said the Head
testily.

“Hain't- Hi proceedin’?”’ exclaimed the
porter, beginning to feel more confident.
“We’ve come 'ere, sir, to point hout to you
that you've done a great hinjustice! Dibbs
his hinnocent, an’ we, as a body, demand
that you give 'im back 'is post! Seein’ as
he’s done nothink, it'll only be the right an’
honourable thing to do!”

“Nonsense, sir!” snapped Mr. Prout.
“Dibbs was guilty of very dishonourable
conduct, and-—-"

“Wot 1 says is this ‘ere,” said Gosling,
“I'm a-talkin’ to the 'Ead—-"

“How dare you!” exclaimed Mr. Prout.

“Please let me deal with the matter, Mr.
Prout,” said the Head gently. “Qosling, am
I to understand that you have any further
proof of Dibbs’ innocence?”

“Hany further proof?” ejacufated Gosling.
‘Why, we've got enough, in my opinion !”
“Of course,” said Mrs. Kebble. “Yesterday
we were quite mistaken about Dibbs, and
we have now positive proof that he is
innocent. I admit that I was hasty, and if
I had stopped to look into the matter I
should have found out the truth for myself.
Mrs. Mimble can prove that Dibbs was talk-
ing to her when the incident actually
happened.”

*That I can, sir!” said Mrs. Mimble.

“So can I, sir!” said Dibbs’ sister.

“But there were no boys in your shop at
the time, Mrs. Mimble?” asked the Head.
“There is nobody but you yourselves who
could testify that Dibbs was in your shop!”

“I saw Dibbs leavin’ Mrs. Mimble’s shop,
sir!” said Trotter.

“Was there anybody in the Close at the
time ?”

“Nobody, sir; honly me.”

“You see, sir,” explained Mrs. Mimble,
“most of the boys were doing their prepara-
tion, so wouldn’t want to come to my shop.
It's always -a slack time.”

“Then the fact remains,” safd the Head,
“that I've only your word to go onm that
Dibbs was actually in the shop?”

“Isn’t my word good enough?”’ shouted
Mrs. Mimble indignantly,

The Head tapped his desk impatiently.

“My good woman, I do mnot doubt your
good motives,” he said, “but if you wished
me to 'believe this story you should have
told it to me last night when Dibbs was
brought to me on the first occasion. Mrs.
Kebble and Gosling were then quite con-
vinced that Dibbs was guilty, actually tell-
ing me that they’d heard his voice, and
found the remains of the stolen goods in the
harness-room! - I will speak plainly, and tell
you that I believe you have connived together,
and concocted this story in order to make
me reinstate Dibbs!”

“Oh, sir!” gasped the cook.

“It’s an insult!” exclaimed Mrs. Kchble
wrathfully.

“I do not mean to be insulting,” said the
Head quickly.
trivial, and <you were prompted by purely
sympathetic motives to take up this stand.
But I am not deceived, and I tell you, once
and for all, that I put my foot down firmly!
Dibbs is dismissed!”

Gosling stepped forward.

“An’ that's your last word?” he
darkly.

“Yes, Gosling, it is.
said the Head.

“Oh, may we?” roared Gosling. “Hi don't
mean to be diseespec’ful, sir, but wot Hi says
is this 'ere. We came to this study to make
you learn sense, an' do the proper thing !
And we ain't goin’ to leave until vou con-
sents to reinstate Dibbs! That's flat, ain't

&

said

You may all go!”

it, sir?”
The Head's brow grew black.
“You are insulting, Gosling,” he said

angrily. “I have already stated my decision,
and I shall not alter it!”
“You mean Dibbs is chucked hout?” said
Gosling.
~ “Exactly!”

“Then you're more hobstinate than Hi
RIDAY “FORESTALLED!"™

FRIDAY!

“In any case the matter is.

thought you'd be!” shouted the porter,
getting excited, “Wot Hi says is this ’ere.
Hif  you don't agree to our terms, we
strike!” R

“You scoundrel!” shouted Mr Prout.

“'We strike!” repeated Gosling. *“Hall of
us!” 2
And the deputation nodded approval.

“How dare you!? exclaimed Dr, Locke
angrily. ~ *“How dare jyou stand there and
behave in this outrageous manner? You will
all return to your posts at once! Dibbs is
dismissed, and I refuse to discuss the matter
further! Gosling, I will not dismiss you, as
I think you are behaving under stress of
excitement. But if you do not immediately
bring this absurd scene to a conclusion, I
shall reconsider my decision!”

“Hall right!” shouted Gosling recklessly.
“You can do as yer like, you hobstinate old
mule! His Dibbs goin’ to be kep’ on, or his
'e not?”

“He is not!” shouted the Head, white with
fury.

Gosling banged his fist on the desk.

“Then we strike!” he roared. “We strike
till you come to your senses! Hi halways
thought you was a lot too big for yer boots,
an’ now hi tell you so to yer face!”

“Good gracious!” gasped Mr. Prout.

“This is outrageous!” added Mr. Quelch.

“You are right!” said the Head. “Gosling,
you. will leave the school at ouce!”

Mrs. Kebble bristled.

“'I’f Gosling goes,” she declared flatly, “1
go!’

“Madam, I had.already decided to dismiss
you!” said the Head

“You old donkey!" shrieked Mrs. Kebble.

“Dear me!” gasped the Head. “This—this
is unbearable!”

“Well, you've brought it on yerself !”
roared Gosling. “We're standin’ together in
this affair, an’ there ain't goin’ to be no
backin' hout! If Dibbs ain't took on agin
we all leave together! I ain’t goin’ alone,
nor Mrs. Kebble ain’t goin’ alone! We all
goes together!”

“’Ear, 'ear!” said Trotter.

“If Gosling goes, I go, too!” exclaimed
the fat cook.

Dr. Locke was speechless.

“And so do I!” said Mrs. Mimble.

“An’ me, too!”

“An" me, too!”

The servants were -unanimous
decision.

“Now,” roared Gosling triumphantly, “wot
'ave you got to say? We're the masters of
the sitywation, an' we ain’t a=goin’ to be
donc! Wot I says is this 'ere— "

“Silence!” thundered the Head.

“Which Hi won’t be silent!” shouted Gos-
ling. “Hi ain’t goin’ to be shut up by no
man!”

“How dare you?” raved Dr. Locke, pale
with fury. “Leave my study at once, all
of you! 1f I consented to this outrageous
proposal I should lose all authority in the
School! Every servant is dismissed! You
will all leave within the hour. Mrs. Mimble,
k}i}ndly remove your goods from the School
shop.”

“I will,” shouted Mrs.
right glad to!”

“I never see sich a hobstinate—-"

“Go!” thundered the Head. “Leave my
room!"”

“Then hall the servants his dismissed?”
gulped Gosling.

“Yes, sir; every one!”

“Then hall I've got to say is, you don’t
know wot you’re a-doin’ of! Hif you think
we’re a-goin' to take it quiet, you're mis-
took !”

And Gosling, having delivered that final
word, gave a final bang on the desk and
stamped over to the door. The other sor-
vants, hot and flustered with anger, followed
him out as the door closed.

“Good gracious!” gasped the Head. “This
is terribie!” -

And he sank back in his chair and mopped
the cold perspiration from his brow.

Then Mr. Prout, master of the Fifth Form,
came to the rescue with a brain wave. He
suggested that the boys should do the
domestic work, and the Head’s frown relaxed.

“ But would they not be too old?” said
the Head doubtfully. ¢ The Fifth, you
know, consider they have a dignity to keep
up, and—""

“But I do not propose enlisting the ser-
vices of my boys. As you say, sir, they
would consider themselves too dignified to
undertake kitchenwork. The Second -and
Third are too: young; but, I think, the

in their
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Remove wonld just suit our requirements. 1
will get together a party of Remove boys,
and set them to work immediately. In that
way we shall be able to provide the whole
school with the wusual dinner at a little
after the accustomed time.”

“ Very well, Mr. Prout,” said the Head.
‘“ Do as you suggest. It is certainly a way
out of the present difficulty, and I trust you
will be successful in your rather doubtful
enterprise.” =

“ Never fear, sir; I am quite confident!
said Mr. Prout. \

And the Fifth Form-master departed on his
errand. He emerged out into the Close, and
called a large crowd of Removites round
him. Nearly all the juniors were in the
Close, and they crowded round eagerly.

‘“ Boys,” said Mr. Prout genially, *“ I have
a proposition to make to you—at least, to
make to members of the Remove Form. 1'\(:
present it looks very mueh as though thex:e i1
be no dinner for the whole school, but if T
can rely upon your assistance, I think we
can combat the difficulty.” :

“ We're with you, sir!”

¢ Rather!”

¢ You can rely on us, sir!”

1 want a dozen Remove boys fo volunteer
to help me in the kitchen. TUnder my direc-
tion, you will prepare dinner for the whole
school. Those boys who will help me, kindly
hold up their hands!” -

For a moment there was silence. The
juniors were too surprised for.a moment o
take action. The proposition was so
startling that they could not realise ‘phe
meaning of it for a moment. Then Billy
Bunter raised his fat hand skywards.

“I'll help you, sir!” he bawled from the
back of the crowd. -

‘“ Thank you, Bunter!” said M!:; Prout.

“ Trust Bunter to be first! grinned
Nugent. S
M‘x‘g()h, really, Nugent,” protested Bunter,
T think it’s up to us te help Mr. Prout!
If we don't we sha'm’t get any blessed
dinner! That’s what I'm thinking of!

‘“ Ha; ha, ha!”

A score of hands went up, and Mr. Prout
beamed all over his face.

‘I knew you would be sensible, boys,"” he
said: “ But I only want a dozen.”

And Mr. Prout proceeded to choose his
helpers. He picked out Billy. Bunter, the
Famous Five, Mark Linley, Micky Desmond,
Fisher T. Fish, Tom Brown, Bulstrode, and
Hazeldene.

Lord Mauleverer, the dandy of the Remove,
had been among the crowd at first, but as
soon as he heard Mr. Prout's pr'oposal he
hurried into the School House with rather
more haste than dignity. Lord Mauleverer
had no desire to be amongst the chosen
ones..

Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth
grinned loftily as they passed the Removites.
They had heard what was going om, and
were inclined to be superior. =

“1 say, Cherry,. my boy,”” said Temple,
“there’s a pair of boots in my study that
want cleaning. Just give them a rub over,
will you? ., I'll give you a halfpenny for
your trouble!" 2

“ Silly ass!”” said Bob Cherry, turning red.

“ Now, then, no insolence!” said Temple
sharply.

“Oh, rather!” said Dabney.

“He, he, he!” giggled Fry.

“Do you want a thick ear?” asked Bob
Cherry darkly.

“ Just hark at him!” said Temple to the
grinning juniors. “These Remove chaps are
the new skivvies, ain't they?”

“ Oh, rather!”

“You fatheaded chumps!” roared Bob
Cherry warmly. “If you don’t shut up,
I'll 'shove some giddy red pepper in your
dinner, Temple!” = :

“ You'll catch it hot if you do!” said
Temple.

‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Cackling fatheads!"” sniffed Temple.

¢ Oh, rather!” said Dabney.

And the Upper Fourth heroes strolled
away.

Mr. Prout looked round.

“Come, boys!” he said.
to waste!”

¢ Right you are, sir!”

“ Lead on, Macduff!” grinned Bob Cherry,
sotto voce.

And Mr. Prout entered the School House
with the new Greyfriars domestics following

“There’s no time

- him in a grinning crowd.
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Cooking ! >
. R. PROUT stood in the kitchen, sur-
rounded by hLis helpers.

The fire, it was found, was still

in, and was now roaring cheerfully.

The Removites had very great difficulty in

keeping their faces straight, for Mr. Prout
presented a very unusual appearance.

The Fifth Form-mraster was not possessed
of very extensive hair—in fact, he was quite
bald on.the top of his napper, as Bob Cherry
described it. And as he could not very well
stand in the kitchen cooking with a mortar.
board upon his head, he had changed it for
a_white chef's cap, which he found in the
kitchen cupboard.

Mr. Prout rather fancied himself as a cook,
and he thought it would only be doing the
thing properly if he wore a chef’s cap. Mr.
Prout considered that the boys would be
more impressed.

But they weren't impressed ; the Removites,
in fact, had nearly burst into a roar when
Mr. Prout donned his unusual headgear.

*“ Now, boys,” said the Form-master briskly,
“ we must get to work! It is mo light task,
as you may imagine, to prepare dinner for
50 many boys. Therefore, you will have to
work very hard. I will now allot _you your
various duties, and trust that there will be
o quarrelling.”

‘“ We're on, sizt’*
‘ Anything you like, sir!’”

And the juniors bustled about with great-

haste. Very soon the kitchen presented quite
a busy appearance. Mr. Prout had found
the larder very well stocked, and he soon
set about preparing a very special dinner.
Eixactly what it was going to be the juniors
did . not know, but Fisher T. Fish found him-

self allotted to the task of mixing up a huge

bowl of flour, milk, and other ingredients, to
make a pudding-crust. The things were all

ready for him, and Mr. Prout- looked at the |

American junior rather doubtfully as Fisher
T. Fish rolled up his sleeves.

“ Do you think you can manage it, Fish?»
-he asked

* ¥opls 1
Fish . confidently. “I'm not going to be
beaten by a.measly old pudding! I guess
the chaps will vote this pudding-crust the
best they've ever eaten!”

““ Yes; if they get through it4” sald Harry
Wharton.

“ Which is jolly doubtful!”’ added Nugent.

*“Look here, you slab-sided ass,” said
Fisher T. Fish wrathfully, “ I guess I can
make a pudding as well as any of you silly
fatheads—

‘“ Silence!”” said Mr. Prout angrily. ** Fish,
proceed with your work, and do not make
such free use of those slangy words!”

1 guess I was aggravated, sir!”

“ Any boy who starts squabbling again
will be sent out of the kitchen!” said Mr.
Prout. 3

The Fifth Form-master turned away to the
stove, and Fisher T. Fish dived his hands
into the flour-bin.

‘ Look here, you grimy Yankee bounder,”
said “Tom Brown wrathfully, “you ain’t
washed your hands! It’s likely we're going
to eat a pudding after it’s béen mixed up
by your unwashed paws!”

‘ The esteemed Fish has perhapsfully for-
gotten that august detail!” murmured
Hurree Singh. “ His honourable hands cer-
tainfully look like the esteemed dirt. The
grimefulness is terrific!”’

“ Rats!” said Fisher T. Fish.

T guess my
hands are all tight!”

“Go and wash ’em!” murmured Bob
Cherry.
“1 guess—-"

“ We won't eat a scrap of that pudding
if you don’t 1™’

* Piffle! Look here—"'

¥ You ass!”’

‘ You chump!”

Mr. Prout turned away from the stove.

“What is the matter?” he demanded

testily. “ Am I to be annoyed by this con-
tinual squabbling? What is the trouble
now ?"’ %

““ Why, Fish is diving his dirty maulers
into the giddy flour!” said Tom Brown indig-
nantly. “He ain’t washed them since last
week "

** You rotten fibber ! roared Fisher T. Fish.

““Well, yesterday,” amended the New
Zealand junior.

““Is that true, Fish?” said Mr. Prout, look-
ing at TFish’s hands Suspiciously. “T1 trost
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I guess so, sir!” said Fisher T.

This Week’s **Chuckles”’ 7 It's Grand |-

that you have not attempted f6 make the
pudding-crust without first washing "your
-hands?” :

‘I guess they’re clean enough, sir!’’

! Show- them to me!”

Fisher T. Fish held out a pair of floury
hands. They were certainly rather grimy
underneath, and the whiteness of the flour
aggravated the effect. - Mr. Prout sniffed.

‘“ The hoys were_quite right to draw my
attention to this!’” he said. “ Fish, go and
wash your hands af once! I'm surprised at
you!” >
uess—"" .

“ Go and wash. them !I”” roared Mr. Prout. .

The American junior went into the scullery,
and chuckles went up from the other juniors.
Mr. Prout turned again to the stove, and
the others went on with their various duties.
Fisher T. Fish returned shortly, and then
proceeded to make his pudding-crust. He
doled out a supply of flour iito a big bowl,
and then began to mix it. Presently, when
the dough was of a firm consistency, he
planked it out on to a board. Fisher T. Fish
was now beginning to present a floury
appearance. His clothes were floury, his face
was floury, and his hair looked as if it was
turning prematurely white. But the American
junior didn’t mind. - He had succeeded in
-making his pudding-crust, and that was the
main thing. He rolled it out on the board
vigorously. - ¢

For the time being there was silence In
the kitchen.

The room presented a very animated
appearance. =57 3

Mr. Prout was standing at the stove, with
a frying-pan in one hand and a fork in the
other. Every now and again he turned over
a huge slab of meat, and an appetising odour
rose into the air. Mr. Prout’s face was hot
and flushed, and it really looked as though
he was doing his best to fry that also!

Mark Linley and Hazeldene were hard at
it peeling potatoes as though for a wager.
As a matter of fact, Hazeldene had made a
bet with Linley that he'd get his pailful
finished first. The stakes were a pocket-knife
against an electric-lamp, and the two juniors
were piling into the work at top-speed.

Bob Cherry had just- collected a huge pile
of plates, and was crossing the kitchen rather
uncertainly, His objective was the side-
table under the window, and Bob had bitten
off rather more than he could chew.

Suddenly Frank Nugent looked round from
his work, and grinned as he saw Bob Clierry
coming. -

“Look out, you ass!” he said sharply.

“Eh? What?” gasped Bob Cherry.

He swung round instinctively, being under
the impression that he was about to trip
over scmething on the “floor, The pile of
plates tottered, paused for one dizzy second
in uncertainty, and then toppled over with a
crash!

“My only Aunt Georgina!” gasped Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!” howled Nugent.

“Do you mean to say you startled me like
that on purpose, you giddy idiot!” said Bob
wrathfully.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Frank Nugent.

Mr. Preout turned from the stove with a
start which nearly caused his glasses to fall
into the ash-pan. Even that little incident
nearly resulted in disaster. Mr. Prout made
a clutch at his glasses, and jerked the frying-
pan forward. Fortunately, he recovered it
in time, but not hefore a spurt of fat had
splashed itself all down Mr. Prout’s waist-
coast!

“Good gracious!” he gasped. “I—I—-
Upon my soul!” s ;

He looked round with'a red face, and
several audible giggles were turned into dis-
creet coughs. g

“What was that appalling din just now?”’
said Mr. Prout, glaring round. “Dear me,
Chérry, have you dropped those plates?”

“Dropped them, sir!” said Bob Cherry
innocently. :

“Yes, Cherry, dropped them!”

“They—they do seem to be rather bent!”’
faltered Bob.

There was a suppressed gasp of merri-

ment.
“Bent!” shouted Mr. Prout. “How dare
you joke on such a matter, Cherry? How
could you he so clumsy as to drop that pile
of plates?” i

“How could he
Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

be?” murmured TIrank

“I'm sorry, sir,” said Bob Cherry. “Some-

thing startled me!*

“THE AMAZING NEW BOY!™

“Something startled you!” repeated Mr.
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Prout angrily. “If you cannot be more eare-
ful over this work, Cherry, I shall send you
from the kitchen!” . . - -

“Qh, sir!” Tt

“Pick those plates up- immediately;" and
then help Singh and Desmond with the
apples. Fish will be ready with the crus
soon, and I want the apple-puddings to be
in immediately,”

“They'll take hours to cook, sir!” grinned -

Bulstrode.
“Nongense!” sald Mr. Prout. “I know
what 1 am doing, Bulstrode. When the

school has finished the first course, the apple-
puddings will be done to a turn.”

“Yes; if ever we get through the first
course!” murmured Harry Wharton.

“What did you say, Wharton?” said Mr.
Prout.

“I merely made a remark about the first
course !”” ‘said the captain of the Remove.

“Well, make no more remarks, Wharton,
but be quick with that suet!” said Mr. Prout
sharply. “Chop it up finely, or the puddings
will be spoilt. It is imperative that the suet
should be fine!” E

“The suet may be fine,” chuckled Johnny
Bull, “but I'll bet the puddings will be
rotten!”

Mark Linley lifted his nose into the air, and
sniffed.

“There’s a rummy niff, sir!” he said.
“There’s a what, Linley?” asked Mr. Prout
severely. 3

“A—a peculiar aroma, sir!” said Mark
Linley innocently. “Can’t you smell it, sir?
Like something burning!”

“Oh, my hat!” gurgled Bob Cherry.  “It's
the giddy meat!” = e

“Eh!” exclaimed Mr. Prout, snifing. “Dear
me, I believe the meat is burning 1>

“Smells like it, sir, doesn’t i£9”

Mr. Prout rushéd across to the stove, and
the juniors nearly exploded. A ecloud of
smoke was rising from the frying-pan, and
Mr. Prout raised it from the stove in dismay.

“Good gracious!” he exclaimed. “The
meat is ruined!” :

“Never mind, sir,” said Bulstrode, “there's
the joint in the oven. That’s doing all right,
I think!” 5

“I hope so, Bulstrode,” said Mr. Prout,
with a worried frown,

He bent down quickly and grasped the
oven door. =

’lI;hcn Mr. Prout gave vent to a fiendish
yell.

“Ow!” he roared.

“What's up, sir?”

“Handle hot, sir!”

“Dear me, I am severely burnt!” groancd
Mr. Prout. “I had clean forgotten that the
handle of the oven door would be hot!”

“Yes, sir; it is rather peculiar,” said
Johnny Bull, “considering there’s a whacking
great fire in the grate!”

“Don’t be impertinent, Bull!
hurt!”

“Shall T fetch the blue-bag, sir?” asked
Bob Cherry.

“No, Cherry, you will not!” roared Mr.
Prout, very red in the face. “Get on with
your work, and do not make so many in-
terruptions! It is mainly because you boys
ar;:f such a nuisance that I have burnt my-
self.”! :

And Mr. Prout savagely grabbed the cloth
and opened the oven door. The Removites
were grinning delightedly, for, although Mr.
Prout considered that he was a first-class
cook, the juniors thought quite the opposite.
Happily, the joint was .cooking merrily, and
no further mishaps occurred. o
“ Fisher T. Fish succeeded in finishing his
crust, and the apple-puddings were made.
Shortly afterwards the potatoes were put on
the stove to cook, and the boys found they
had a breathing space.

“Hallo 1”2 said Bulstrode
“Where’s Bunter?”

“Blessed If I know!” =

“Have you sent Bunter anywhere, sir?”

“No, Cherry,” replied Mr. Prout. = “Isn't
he here?” o
= "'No, sir; but I expect I know where he
is1”.

“Yow-ow !”

I am really

_ suddeuly.

“My hat!” ejaculated Nugent. “In the
larder!”

Mr. Prout started.

“Do you really think so, Nugent?” he ex-
claimed. “I will investigate at once!”

And Mr. Prout strode from the kitchen
and made his way to the larder. He opened
the door quickly, and there was a crash.
Billy Bunter stood before the Fifth Form-
master, just finishing the remains of a beef-
pie.

CHUMS,
By OWEN GONQUEST. k)
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“What are you doing here, Bunter?”
thundered Mr. Prout.

“I—J—— Oh, really, sir, I—I just came
to look round!” said Billy Bunter, in dis-
may. “I—I haven't been eating this pie, sir!
It was only just a crumb!”

“Do not lie to ‘me, Bunter!” shouted Mr.
Prout. “Go into the school quarters at once,
and I will report your conduct to Mr Quelch.
I am extremely sorry that I consented 1o
gring you here! You are a most gluttonous

oy !”

“Well, I was hungry!” said Billy Bunter
defiantly. “I didn’t have any brekker this
moriding, and my fees include brekker!”

Mr. Prout snorted in disgust.

“Go,” he shouted, “before 1 thrash you!”

And Bunter went. :

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Trotter Thinks He Knows !
ROTTER, the dismissed Greyfriars
page, walked briskly in at the gates.
It was still early in -the eveuing,
although fairly dusk. Trotter
marched straight into the School House, and
tapped at the door of Study No. 1 in the
Remove passage.

“Come in, fathead!” sang out Harry
Wharton’s voice.

Trotter  grinned, and accepted the
invitation

“Trotter!” exclaimed Harry Wharton in
surprise. “My

here, Trotty?”

“I've bin thinkin’, Master Wharton—-"'

“Go hon!” said Bob Cherry, who, with
Johnny Bull and Inky, was taking tea with
Harry Wharton and Nugent.

“1t’s right, Master Cherry,” said Trotter
seriously. “Somethink struck me ’arf an
hour ago, so I thought I'd come up and talk
to you about it. Gosling an’ all the rest
of us are in a fearful stew because o’ this
affair about Dibbs! It wasn't Dibbs who
took them things out of the store-room,
Master Wharton—it wasn’t 'im at all!”

“Who was it, then?”’ asked' Wharton.

“It wag Master  Bunter, sir!” announced
Trotter fitmly.

“Bunter—Billy Bunteér?”

“Yes, young gentlemen,” said Trotter
earnestly. “When we—Gosling an’ me—kem
out o' the ’ouse to rush arter Dibbs we

- found Master Bunter there, an' it was ‘im
who said that he'd seen Dibbs jump out o'
the store-room winder. I know that Master
Bunter ain’t  particular about . tellin’
who'ppers, an’ that must have bin one of
‘em !~

“By Jove!” said Bob Cherry. “I wonder
if you’re right?”

“I know as I am, Master Cherry. It's as
plain as anythink. Master Bunter is a
wentriloquist, an’ it struck me, sudden-like,
that it. would jest be one of ’is tricks to
himitate Dibbs’ voice to save himself. If
Master Bunter ’adn’t been there, I shouldn’t
’ave suspected nothin'. But 'e was there—
an’ I'm sure as he’s the culprit!”

“My only topper!” ejaculated Frank
Nugent. *“You're right, Trotter! It's as
plain as your face! What an ass I was not
to think of it before! Bunter’s the cause of
all this trouble, and he's allowed Dibbs to
be dismissed without saying a word!”

“The fat rotter!” exclaimed Bob Cherry
“The fraud ought to be scalped!”

“The boilfulness in the esteemed oil ought
to be terrific!” said Hurree Singh.

“I've been a-thinkin' of it out,” said
Trotter.  “It ain’t no good goin® to the
’Ead an’ tellln’ ’im all this ’ere. 'E wouldn't
believe it without proof, so -1 reckon I'd
better come up ‘ere to-morrow mornin’ an’
do a sort of detective hact! Hif I keep my
heyes on Master Bunter I'm sure to find out
afore long 'ow ‘e manages to git into the
store-room !” -

And Trotter proceeded to outline “his
scheme. When he departed he was looking
satisfied. Lord Mauleverer was at the gate,
and the schoolboy earl was looking very
bored.

“’Allo, Master Mauleverer,
doin’i 'ere?” said Trotter.

“I'm the beastly lodge-keeper, my dear
fellow!” said Lord Mauleverer, yawning.
“Quite against my wishes, Mr. Quelch has set
me the task of staying at this rotten gate
until Jocking-up time! = Begad, it's fearful!
There’s a whole hour yet!”

Trotter grinned and passed out.

Since tea Mr. Quelch 'had, indeed, been
upon the warpath. The juniors found that
they were being turned into domestics m

NEXT
FRIDAY!
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hat, what are you doing

 “FORESTALLED!"”

earnest. To their wutter disgust, Temple,
Dabney & Co., and over half the Upper
Fourth, were allotted to the task of makinyg
beds for the whole school! There had been
an uproar at first, but Mr. Quelch was firm,
and at last Temple, Dabney & Co. realised
that their turn had come. But they were
not the only ones to be given unwelcome
tasks. Several boys were ordered to go
round the school and clear up after the day's
work. The dining-hall required tidying, the
kitchen putting straight, and a dozen other
important jobs cropped up. =

Harry Wharton & Co., having been em-
ployed during the morning, were let off now,
and the Famous Five, soon after Trotter had
departed, sallied out of the gates on a visit
to the village. They required some tuck, and
as Mrs. Mimble's shop was closed, there was
nothing else for it but to go down to Uncle
Clegg's, in Friardale.

“Don't be late, my dear fellows!” said
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Trotter doesn't show him up to-morrow Il
jolly well do it myself!”

And the rest of the Co. unanimously agreed
that Billy Bunter ought to be stopped at his
little game. The Owl of the Remove did
not dream that exposure was near. Had he
done so he would not have slept so com-
fortably in his bed that night!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
On the Track!

HE following morning the situation
was unchanged.

The worried Head of Greyfriara

was still unable to procure servants

to fill the places of the old ones, and he was

now forced to wire to London for some.

But even with resorting to this expedient

the new servants would not be at Greyfriars
until evening.

1y
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deputation.
the table.
your senses !’

‘‘ Is Dibbs coming back?’ asked Qosling, who was at the head of ths
““ No, he is not!” said the Head.
“Then we strike!’’ he said.

Qosling banged his fist on
‘““We strike till you come to
(See Chapter 1.)

Lord Mauleverer, as the Famous Five passed
out. “Begad, I shall lock you out if you
are! It is my duty, yof know!”

“Rats to your duty!” said Bob Cherry.

Mauly hadn’t long to wait, for thé Famous
Five were back before the hour was up. As
they passed across the Close a dark form ap-
peared and passed one of the lighted windows
quite close to them. Bob Cherry let out a
shout :

“Hallo!” That you, Bunter?”

But the fat junior appeared not to see or
hear them, for he ran up the School House
steps, and hurried inside without turning
round,

As soon as Harry Wharton & Co. had
reached the seclusion of Study No. 1 the
%agtain of the Remove banged his fist on the
able.

“Trotter was right!” he declared.

“What are you jawing about?” demanded
Frank Nugent.

“Why, didn’t you notice anything peculiar
about Bunter?” asked Wharton. “His face
was jammy, and he had come from the back
premises! He'd just been on a raiding ex-
pedition. The fat little bounder is the cause
of all this trouble with the servants! If

g e 5
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So there was another day of upset and
disorder staring the harassed Form-masters
in the face. It was very worrying, and Dr.
Locke scarcely knew what to do. He almost
wished he had listened to his deputation’s
demand, and reinstated Dibbs.

But the end of the trouble was very near,
had the Head only known it. Trotter, Gos-
ling, and the other servants had remained in
the village, for they were still convinced
that they would be able to prove Dihbs’
innocence, and make the Head realise that
he had done them all an injustice even
though he had dismissed them for insolence.
They had been excited and angry at the
time, and when the Head realised that the:
whole thing was a sheer misunderstanding,
he would probably let the matter pass.

Trotter, especially, was certain of getting
at the truth. Immediately after breakfast—
and a very unsatisfactory breakfast it had
proved—Trotter presented himself ab the
School House. Trotter was not in his page’s
uniform, -He did not wish to be seen there
by any of the masters.

“Oh, here you are, Trotty!” said Harry
Wharton, who was discussing Bunter’s guilt

THE PoPULAR.—No. 148,
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with Frank Nugent in Study No. 1. “We
were just talking about you. I think it's
time we had an ending to this rotten state
of affairs! We simply couldn’t get through
“another day. without all of you coming
back !”

“You realise how much we're worth now!”
crinned Trotter. “But, jokin’ aside, Master
Wharton, 1 think as you’re right. Con-
siderin’ as it’s Master Bunter who's bin the
cause of it all, I think it's only right that e
should be showed up!”

“Well, the only thing to do,” said Frank
Nugent thoughttfully, “is to trick Bunter
into - going to the store-room. If we' can
cet him to go there at once, you can be on
the watch round the back, Trotty, and see
how he gets in. There’s a giddy mystery
connected with it. I'm jolly certain the fat
bounder doesn’t get in at the window. It
may seem taking advantage of him, but in
a case like this we can’t afford to be too
lenient.”

“No fear!” said Harry Wharton. ¢ Why,
Bunter’s a crawling worm! He’s actually
kept mum and let all the servants be dis-

missed ! Why, he ought to be publicly
flogged! If we prove Bunter to be the

culprit, and take him before the Head. I
don’t reckon it’ll be sneaking. At a time
like this, when the whole organisation of the
school is out of order, it would only be
doing the fair thing both to Dr. Locke and
to the servants!”

“That’s what I think!” said Nugent firmly.

“0’ course,” "agreed Trotter, “it wouldn’t
be sneakin’, Master Wharton! 1In a case
‘like this ‘ere it wouldn’t be right to do
nothin’ else. There’s all us servants to think
about. Why, if you let matters stand, you
wouldn’t sleep comfortable!”

Harry Wharton banged the table.

"I'ye got a wheeze !” he said quickly. “The
very idea! T admit it’s a bit of a stratagem,
but if Bunter doesn’t walk into this trap
you can call me a fatheaded chump! Just
listen to this!” :

And Harry Wharton rapidly outlined his
scheme,

_“My hat!” ejaculated Frank Nugent.
ripping 1

“Not ‘arf!” said Trotter. “It’ll work a
treat! When are you going to do it, Master
Whif\lrr'm!x?f:’I =

“Now—this_very minute!” replied the cap-
tain of the Remove quickly. p“I think itl’s
my duty to do it, and I'm not going to back
out. -~Refore we can go to the Head we
simply must have proof. We’re going to
have lessons this morning, but if this idea
pans out all right, we shall cop Bunter on

“It’s

the hop before lessomns start. Trotter, you
buzz off round to the back; you know what
you've got to do.”

“Right-ho, Master Wharton !”?

And Trotter disappeared.

“Now, Franky,” said Wharton, “say your
lines to me.”

Frank Nugent grinned. 3

“*1 gay, Wharton,”” he said carelessly,
“‘they’re going to clear out the store-room
this morning! Every blessed thing’s coming
out, and before lessons are over the room
will be bare!” "How’s that?’ -

“Ripping!” said Harry Wharton. “I'm off
to find Bunter. When I repeat your words
to him, I don’t think he’ll jump to the giddy
wheeze.”

*“No fear!” said Frank Nugent.
too anxious about the grub!”

Harry Wharton found Billy Bunter stand-
ing under one of the old elms in the Close.
As a”matter of fact, the Owl of the Remove
was feeling far from comfortable. He knew
that he was the cause of all the trouble,
and Bunter felt that he ought to ewn up.
But he wouldn’t do it; he hadn’t the
courage. N

Harry Wharton strolled up carelessly.

“] say, Bunter,” he said, “heard the
latest?”
“The latest?” repeated Billy Bunter.

“What do you mean?”
~ “Why,” said Wharton, “somebody has just

giddy store-room this morning!”

Bunter started. -

“What's that?” he asked, with an assump-
tion of carelessness. ;

“Somebody told me that the store-room’s
going to be cleared out during lessons,” re-
peated Wharton, watching Bunter out of the
corner of his eye. “Of course, that’s only
what I've heard. I wonder if it’s anything
to do with this striking bizney? Perhaps the
Head’s going to see what grub there is in
the store-room, so that he can rake up a
dinner.”

Harry Wharton scratched his head. It was
a signal to Frank Nugent. The latter ap-
peared on the School House steps.

“] say, Harry!” he bawled. “I want you!”

“Right-ho!”’ shouted Wharton.

Bunter under the old elms, looking somewhat
startled. As Harry Wharton had antici-
pated, the Ow!l of the Remove had swallowed
the bait without a thought of disaster.

“The store-room’s going to be cleared out
—eh?” he muttered, in dismay. “And I was
relying on another feed to-night! I'm
famished!” He looked round him quickly.
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“I wonder if I dare go round to the back
now.? There’s nobody in the servants’ quar-
ters, and even if I'm spotted, nobody would
connect me with nicking things out of the
store-room. I can say I dropped something
down the coal-hole!” -

_And Billy Bunter, dismayed at the thought
of being done out of another feed, rolled off
across the Close. As Wharton had expected,
his greed had got the better of his caution,
and he was doing the very thing which would
bring about his downfall. Harry Wharton's
stratagem was in no way a dishonourable
one. He had not told a lie. He had simply
acted a part, and Bunter had been- deceived.

The . back quarters were - lomely and
deserted, and Bunter noticed, with keen
satisfaction that the blinds of, the kitchen
and scullery were down. Without waiting a
moment, he crossed over to the stonme slab
which covered the coal-hole, and swung it
back. A moment later he had disappeared.

Trotter came into view from the stable.

“My ’at!” he ejaculated to himself. “So
that’s the way ’'e did it! The artful young
raskil!” .

Trotter nimbly- dropped through into the
coal-cellar, and cautiously made his way
after Billy Bunter. He nearly uttered an
exclamation of astonishment as he just
caught sight of Bunter’s legs disappearing
upwards through a trapdoor into the store-
room.

But Trotter had seen enough. With a look
of triumph on his face, he hurried out by the
way he had eome, and rushed into the Close.

Wharton, Nugent, Johnny Bull, and Bob
Cherry saw him instantly, and they rushed
across.

“We've got ’im!” gasped Trotter breath-
lessly. x

“Good!” panted Harry Wharton. :

“Master Bunter went down the coal-"ole!”
went on Trotter quickly. “1 follered 'im
into the cellars, an’ found that there’s a
trapdoor leadin’ up into the store-room, I
can see now 'ow Master Bunter did the trick!
My ’at, an’ I never knowed as there was a
trapdoor there!” =

“The artful young bounder!” exclaimed
Wharton. “He deserves to be shown up!”

The juniors hurried round to the yard, and
concealed themselves in the stable. They did
not have to wait long. After five minutes
Billy Bunter appeared, rather erimy after his
contact with the coal, and he eclambered
laboriously out of the hole. And:as he set
the stone slab in place, the Removites rushed
out upon him.

“Got you!” shouted Harry Wharton wrath-
fully. “We've caught you fairly . and
squarely, Bunter. You fat swindler, you
deserve to be sacked!”

“I—I say!” gasped Bunter. “I—I've been
down there to look for something, you know!
Leave me alone, you beasts!” s

“We're going to take you to the Head!”
said Wharton grimly. 3

“What!” roared Bunter, “I—I——"

“Oh, shut up! The game’s up, you worm!”

And Billy Bunter, howling and struggling,
was hastened off to the Head’s study.

F

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Return of the Innocents!
R. LOCKE looked up from his desk
with a worried frown as there came
a tap at the study door. -
“Come in!” he exclaimed wearily,
The door opened, and the junjors, with
Trotter behind them, crowded in. Billy
Bunter was looking pale now, and he was
quaking visibly.. :
“Dear me!” exclaimed Dr. Locke. “What
is the meaning of this intrusion?”
“We’ve found the culprit, sir!” said Harry
Wharton grimly. >
“It’s a lie!” yelled Billy Bunter. “I had
nothing to do with it! I didn't go into the
store-room to nick grub at all{” Y
“Oh, so you admit you did go in!” said

“Silence!” exclaimed the Head. “Pray
explain the meaning of this exfraordinary
scene, Wharton! Why have you brought
Bunter into the study by force? Has he been
‘breaking the school rules?”

“He’s the cause of all the present trouble,
sir,”. said Wharton. “It seems that you've
made a mistake, sir. Dibbs was innocent
of robbing the store-roomy after all. It was
Bunter all the time, sir!”

“What!” exclaimed Dr. Locke, his brows

(Continued on page 18.)
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A Splendid Long Complete School Story

of JIMMY SILVER & CO., the Chums
of Rookwood. 1

By OWEN CONQUEST.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
. A Crisis!
- 8 the Prince of Denmark remarked
long ago, that w as the question !
It was a pres emg question, an
important question—in fa(t a
burning question. It was a question
that disturbed the serenity of the rival
sides at Rookwood.

It is true that the excitement was
confined to the Junior Forms. Bulkeley,
the captain of the school, did not seem
worried about it. Ihough he was head
of the Classical side, he did not seem
to care whether the Head’s nephew be-
came a Classical or a Modern. Indeed,
he gave no sign of ever having heard
of- the Head’s nephew. It was the same

- with Knowles of the Sixth, the captain
- of the Modern side. Fe swent on his
way regardless, so to speak.

It was among the juniors that the
question  burned.  Possibly Jimmy

. Silver & Co., the Classical heroes, were
not sorry to have one more reason for
going on the war-path against their old
rivals of the .Modern side. Possibly
Tommy Dodd, the great chief of the
Modern juniors, welcomed another bone
.of contention.

Be that as it may, there was no doubt
at all that Classicals and Moderns were
quite excited.about. the matter, and the
question was a burning one—so burmng
that it was almost a conflagration. #

So matters stood when it became
known that the Head’s nephew was
actually arriving the next day. Then
the excitement was at fever-heat.

What the Head’s nephew was like,
and whether he was the right sort or
any other sort, nobody knew or cared.
All they knew was that his name was
Gunter, that his parents lived in a far
Western State-in America, and that he
was being sent to England to complete
his education. But such points were of
no consequence. What really mattered
was that it would be considered a leg-
up to the side that received him, and
a ‘“whack in the eye ” for the side that
did not ‘receive him.

‘Jimmy Silver & Co. were prepared to
carry off the new-comer by main force,
kidnap him into the end study, and per-
suade him with the poker and tongs
until he swore to become a Classical.

The three Tommies and the other
Modern heroes would willingly have
headed him up in a barrel if there had
been no other way of capturing him.

Those heroic methods certainly did
not seeri to be feasible; but on both
sides the juniors were prepared to stick
at nothing, or next to nothing. Some-
how or other the youth from the Far
West had to be bagged.

NEXT
FRIDAY!

If that youth had known how highly
he.was prized, even before his arrival

at the school, he might have felt ex-
tremely flattered. But there was really
nothing for him to be flattered about.
He was simply the bone of contention.
If the Head’s nephew had not existed
at all, the Fistical Four and the three
Tomimies would have found some other
reason for deadly warfare and raids and
reprisals.

But, as it was, the Head’s nephew
filled the whole honzon, so to speak.
After lessons the next day Jimmy Silver
& Co. thought of nothing else. It was
a half-holiday that day, and they had
all their time to bestowing upon the
important enterprise.

Jimmy Silver called a genelal meet-

ing of the Classical Fourth in the end

study after dinner. Juniors packed
themselves into the room, and put their
heads together, and added their voices
to the buzz.

Many and various were the schemes
suggested. Kidnapping was the favour-
ite idea. The choice of sides was to be
left to Gunter himself.

Flynn of the Fourth argued that
Gunter could be persuaded to plump
for the Classics, once he was in the
end study, with the Classical Fourth
there to argue with him. Jones minor
said he would listen to reason if hot
water were poured down his back.
Hooker suggested sticking pen-nibs into
his legs, while Hrggs favoured the pro-
cess of “batting.”

But Jimmy Silver vointed out~w\hat
could not be denied—that persuasive as
all those proceses were, they would not
make Gunter “enthuse ” for the Classic
side. They were more likely to put his
back “up.

“Takmg it that he’s a sensible chap,
he only needs to have the facts of the
matter pointed out to him,” said Jimmy
Silver. “ What we've got to do is to
get at him before he reaches the school,
and tell him how matters stand. He’s
bound to be grateful to us, for taking
so much trouble about him.”

“It’'s an ungrateful world,”
Lovell doubtfully.

“T've been makmv some inquiries,”’
said Jimmy Silver. “He gets here by
the four train at Coombe, and Mack has
to take the trap to meet him.”

“Might tip Mack to take us in the
trap, and meet him at the station,”
suggested Hooker.

Jimmy Silver smiled pityingly.

“Do you think the Modern
haven’t thought of that? Of course, a
horde of the rofters will bike to the
station.’

“VVe can kick 'em out!”

said

“FORESTALLED! b t "

Wenlion

J Silver.

| Coombe ™ at four.

cads’

“They might kick us out!”

“If you think we can’t lick the
Moderns, Jimmy Silver—— began
several voices hotly. > :

Jimmy waved his hand.

“Peace my infants! Of course we
can lick ’em. But we don’t want to be
scrapping with a gang of Moderns when
the new kid arrives. We've got to bag
gun and we can lick the Moderns any

a

“'l‘rue O XKing!” said Lovell

“Tve been thinking it out,” resumed
Jimmy Silver. “He gets to Coombe
at four, and the Moderns are sure {o be
there. He's coming from London. But
to get to Coombe from London you
have to change at Latcham.”

“That's a jolly long way from hers,”
said Raby.

“All the better! The Modern cach
are less likely to think of going there,”
said Jimmy Silver. - “If we meet the
kid at Latcham, and get into his car-
riage after he's chdnged trains, we can
talk to him for nearly an hour without
any Modern worms wriggling in to spoil

In fact, we can help him to change

”

trams look - after his baggage, and so
on. Make ourselves oblxvmg—~camy his
bags for him——"

“Catch me carrying bags for a new
kid ! said Topham

“TFathead! We want to bag him,
don’t we?  That will make a good
impression on him, and-show him what
ripping chaps we are! Then we jaw to
him in the train, and stand him tarts
and things—we’ll get some in Latcham.
By the time we get to Coombe we'll
all be sworn chums, and he will go
straight to the Head and ask to- be a
Classical.’

‘“Jolly good idea!” said Newcome.
“What about a train to Latcham?”

“Bike it,” said Jimmy Silver: ‘No
good throwmg money away in these
hard times. Besides, we shall want all

our tin to stand treat to the kid. And
we'd better get off pretty soon, or we
shall be late at Latcham. Who’s gomg’"

Topham yawned.

“T'll leave it to you chaps,” he said.
“I don’t feel up to a bike ride of four-
teen miles. It’s that; if it’s an inch.”

“If it were an inch you wouldn’t feel
up to it, you slacker!” growled Jimmy
“We four can do it; but all
you fellows had better turn up at
It’s quite possible
those Modern worms may have some
scheme for collaring the kid—they’
mean enough for anything. Every’ cmp
in the Classical Fourth has got to be
at the station at four. Better tie some
knots in your handkerchiefs; vou never
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know what may be wanted. A stump
or two might be handy, too. As for
that bike ride, it’s nothing to us, though
it would knock out some of you.”

“Swank!” grunted Townsend.

The council of war broke up, and the
Fistical Four hurried away for their
bikes. It was understood that the rest of
the Classicals were to be at Coombe
Station when Mack, the porter, went
there with the trap.

But Jimmy Silver sincerely hoped that
physical force would not be needed.
Only in the very last resource would hot
water be poured down the back of the
Head’s nephew or pen-nibs stuck into
his legs. 3 :

The four Classicals wheeled out their
machines. . They passed the
Tommies as they made for the gates.
The Modern chums stopped to stare at
them, looking exceedingly suspicious.

“ Whither bound ?” called out Tommy
Dodd. : : ¥

““Oh, going for a spin, you know !” said
Jimmy Silver. <

“Like us to come?” =

“Sorry! - We're rather
about the company we keep!”

And the four rushed their machines out,
and mounted, and pedalled away.
Tommy Dodd wrinkled his brows in deep
thought. The Moderns were on their
way to the bike-shed, too.

“Blessed if I don’t smell a mouse!”
said Tommy Dodd. “ Where are they
biking away to all -of a sudden?” :

“Latcham !” said Cook, with convie-
tion.

“Sure, they’re after the new kid!” said
Doyle. “They’ve thought of the same
‘wheeze, Tommy darling! And if we

e ” X

particular

“There’ll be a scrap.” :

“ Four against three, too!”

Tommy Dodd burst into a chuckle,

“They're off to Latcham; not much
doubt about that !”” he agreed. * Four of
them! Go and call Towle and Webb and
Lacy and Wadsley, Cookey!”

“But what——"

“They’re coming with us. Then we'll
be seven to four, and if we don’t knock
those Classic duffers out, you can use my
head for a footer |”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tommy Cook rushed away, while Doyle
and Dodd wheeled out seven bicycles.
Five minutes later seven Modern juniors
were riding gaily away from the gates of
Rookwood—on the ftrack of the four
Classicals. :

That great idea of meeting the new boy
at Latcham had occurred to the fertile
brain of Tommy Dodd as well as Jimmy
Silver. The Classicals had started firs,
but on' this cccasion it was not an advan-
tage to be first in the field. For the
Moderns were following, with heavy odds
on their side, and it was certain that
there would be casualties when the rivals
met at Latcham.

J speed, and the miles vanished under
the whizzing wheels of the Classical
bikes. »

It was a pleasant ride through leafy
lanes and shady wooeds; but the Classical
four had no eyes for scenery just then.
They had important business on hand,
and they only thought of putting on
speed.

Dusty and crimson, they rode into the
country town_ of Latcham, and jumped
off their machines outside the railway-
station. :

“London train in yet?”

THE POPULAR.—No. 148.

NEXT
FRIDAY!

THE SECCND CHAPTER.
A Battle Royal!
IMMY SILVER & CO. put on good

three-

“THE AMAZING NEW BOY!™

'

- *“Ten minutes, sir,”

“QOh, good 1”

“Ten minutes before the bounder
arrives here!” panted Jimmy Silver,
fanning himself with his straw hat.
“Done to a ‘t.’ We’ll book the bikes
for Coombe by rail—we can’t leave ’em
here. Tll do that while you get a bag of
tarts and a cake, Lovell Then we’ll wait
on the down platform, and greet him as
he gets off the train.” .

‘“How shall we know him?” asked
Raby. “Lots of people get down here.
It’s the junction.”

“Hm!” Jimmy
thought of that so far. “H’'m! Oh,
we’ll know him all right. He’ll be in
Etons most likely. Anyway, we shall
spot him. He’ll have a bag or a box, too,
you know. Buck up I’* -

Lovell, duly provided. with cash, started
for the nearest confectioners. Silver and
Raby and Newcome wheeled four bikes
into the station, and duly booked them
for Coombe. Then they came out to
meet Lovell.

Lovell came back to the station with
three large paper bags. The Fistical
Kour, still breathing hard after their ride,
sampled a tart each from one of the bags.
They were thus engaged when there was
a clatter in the street,»and seven cyclists
stopped before the station.

“Modern cads !” ejaculated Lovell.

“My hat! Tommy Dodd!”

The Fistical Four stared blankly at
their old foes, The Moderns had
arrived, ‘and their looks showed that
they meant business. They hooked
their - bikes to the kerb, and came
towards the Fistical Four at once.

“Fancy meeting you!” said Tommy
Dodd genially, and the Moderns chortled
with great glee.

“What do you want here?’ de-
manded Jimmy wrathfully. “If you're
thinking of bagging the new Classical
cha i

“We're not. We're thinking of bag-
ging the new Modern chap,” chuckled
Tommy Dodd. ““We don’t want to hurt
you innocent kids. But if you don’t clear
off instanter we’re going to wipe up the
pavement with you, shove you in the
gutter, and rag you till youll think the
Huns have got hold of you. That’s the
programme.”

“ Look here—"

“Bow-wow! The train’s due, and
there’s no time for talk. Are you going*
to clear off?"

Silver  hadn’t

Th;-lling New Story by
SESSUE HAYAKAWA

This remarkably powerful story
has been specially written for
“Kinema Comic " by the famous
Japanese Screen-Actor, and should
‘not be missed on any account.

Start reading it TO-DAY,

It is only one Jof the many gos)d
things appearing in this week’s

” On al erywhere. = Il

A GRAND YARN OF THE ROOKWOOD

¥

Have You Seen This Week’s ““Chuckles’’ ? It's Grand!

“No,” yelled the Classical four.

“We shall jolly well clear you -off,
then.” 7

“ You—you Prussians T

“’Nuff said! The train’s signalled

said Tommy Dodd. “ Shove these Classi-
cal goats out of the way, kids!” .

“Line up!” yelled Jimmy Silver.

“ Give ‘em socks I’ shouted Cook.

The Moderns did not pause for a
moment.  There was no time to be
lost, and they had come there on busi-
ness.  They rushed at the four.

_ The four were some. of the best fight-
ing-men in the Fourth Form: at Rook-
wood.  But seven to four -were long
odds. =
But the Fistical Four put up a terrific
resistance.

It was a record, the fight that ensued.
Both sides were in deadly earnest, and
the Rookwood heroes had mnever cared
for hard knocks.

Porters came out of the station to look
on. Cabmen gathered and passed cheery
comments on the progress of the battle.
Utrchins appeared from' all quarters, and
formed a cheering ring. In the quiet
old town of Latcham the new and un-
looked-for excitement seemed to be
greatly appreciated by the natives.

But the porters, at least, had to leave
the thrilling scene before {he resull was
decided, for the London express came in.
In that express was the Head’s nephew—
the unknown youth who had travelled
from a distant State in the Far West,
little dreaming of the commotion his
coming was to cause in the Lower School
at Rockwood. But the London express
and the Head’s nephew were totally for-
gotten by the juniors engaged in deadly
strife. : ;

Fistical as the four were, they were
overmatched by odds. They were down
at last, and the Moderns sat on them,
and kept them there. Sprawling on the
pavement, Jimmy Silver & Co. panted
for breath, pinned down by the vie-
torious Moderns.

“ Had enough?”’ panted Tommy Dodd.

“No!” yelled Jimmy Silver. %1l
pulverise you! Hang on to ’em, kids,
and they’ll miss the train. Our fellows
will catch the new kid at Coombe. Hang
on these rotters|”

“ What-ho !” panted Lovell.
on!”

“Leggo, you Classical idiot! You're
dicked! What more do you want?”

“Leggo, be jabers!”

The struggle went on on the ground.
An old lady was shrieking for the police,
imagining that the dusty and furious
juniors were a dreadful gang of hooli-
gans, who ought to be arrested at once.
Fortunately, the police force of Latcham
was not on the scene.

There was a shriek of a whistle, and
the express rolled out of the station
again. Tommy Dodd panted with wrath.

The local train for Coombe was timed
to depart five minutes later. Probably
the Head’s hephew was already in it.
Only a few minutes remained for the
Moderns to join him in the local, and
the Classicals, defeated as they were,
were still hanging on!

It was distinctly exasperating. Like
the. man in the story, who was dead
but would not lie down, the Classicals
did not seem to understand that they
were beaten. :

“Will you leggo?” shrieked Tommy

‘‘Hang

Dodd. “You're licked, ain’t you?”
“Hang on!”
“Stick to the cads!” :
“Bump  their mnappers!” shouted °

Tommy Dodd.
Bump, bump, bump, bump!
(Continued on page 13.)
CHUMS.
By OWEN GCONQUEST. i3




SPECIAL “PHYSICAL CULTURE" NUMBER.

%o@o<>o<>o®o®o<>p<>o<>o<->o¢%’
t GYMNASTIC ;
i JOTTINGS! :
I meen e o
¢ LORD MAULEVERER. %
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Although the weather is wintry, I feel

like a grease-spot! In a moment of weakness
I consented to join Billy Bunter’s Gymnastic
Class. After an hour’s “physical jerks” I
am still alive—but only just, begad!

* #* *

Our plump Editor would make an excel-
lent drill-sergeant. You wouldn’t believe
what a bully he can be on occasion. He raps
out orders like a machine-gun. From the
moment, that operations commence, you are
kept hard at it. And if you are of a frail
and delicate constitution woe betide you.

* % *

Our first exercise was to hop round the
Bym twenty times on the left foot. Then
we hopped round twenty times on the right.
If we showed any sign of slacking, our in-
structor brandished an Indian club—and
then there was more hopping!

* * *

Talking of hopping, I am reminded of an
excellent story concerning a man whose
brother had had the misfortune to lose both
his legs. -“In spite of this handicap,” said
the man, “my brother can still do a good
day’s work.,” “Indeed!” said a friend. “And
what does he do?” “Oh,” was the reply,
“He’s ‘ hopping’ jn Kent!”

* * *

When the hopping exercise was over, we
were compelled to march round the gym in
single file, holding a couple of hefty dumb-
bells above our heads. I like not the
pouderous dumb-bell. It is hard, heavy, and
hateful. And the weight of the beastly
thing, after you have been carrying it a
few minutes, seems to increase tenfold.

3 * * *

The only morsel of consolation I got out
of the dumb-bell exercise was when I dropped
one of my dumb-bells on the slippered foot
of our plump instructor. Then it was
Bunter’s.turn to do some hopping! He leapt
wildly in the air with a yell of anguish,
while - Skinner played “The Floral Dance
on his mouth-organ.

. % ® %

Never again shall I indulge <in gymnastic
exercises. My constitution  simply won't
stand it, begad! -

Supplement 1.
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=rZ! BILLY BUNTER.

My Dear Readers,—I was always under the
impression  that “physical” was spelt
“fizzical,” but on looking in the dictionary
I found it was not so. 4

Why on earth they want to spell
“physical ” with a “p? passes my under-
standing. Why, they might as well kom-

ence “Bunter ” with an “X !

I should like the word much better if it
were spelt “fizzical,” too. It would re-
mind me of the fizzing of a soda-water
syphon. However, what the dictionary says
is law, and we must stick to it—as the
fellows said when they sat in the glue.

Physical culture. That is the subject of
this number. It is one of the most important
things in life, and if we want to keep fit
and in the purple of condition—or is it the
pink?—we must pracktiss it all we know.

The swot believes in mental culture. He
devvelops his brain, but not his body.
Konsequently, we find him a seraggy, bony
spessimen of humanity—pigeon-chested, with
nock neeze.and a crick in the back.

Now, I devvelop my brain. But the
difference between me and a swot is that I
devvelop my body as well. - I believe in
physical culture. Next to grub, it is the
greatest neccessity of life. =

This special number on physical culture
will supply a long-felt want. Thousands of
boys and girls who have never swung an
Indian club will start swinging one. Those
who have never touched a dumb-bell in their
life will start throwing them about the
room. A great craze for physical culture
will spread through the country, and I,
W. G. B., will be responsible for it!

Excuse more, dear readers. I've promised
to go and have some fun with my old
pal, Jimmy-nasticks. In other words, I'm
going to repair. to the jim, to perform some
acrobatic trix.

Your cultured chum,

- Your Editor.

%S

% 9000000500051
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3 :: Bunmter’s ::
? : - 8
: Gymnastic Class! ¢
{ By Dick Penfold, §
ﬁ@-o<€>e¢-o@o@-o@-:@o@o@o@o-{%

Arms bend,
Arms stretch.
Move to the fight in roars!
In other words,
You silly chumps,
Move to the right in fours!

® @ (€]

Eyes right,
Eyes left.
Copy your Uncle Bill.
Halt! Front!
Stand at ease!
(Sammy, you ass, stand still!)

® (C] @

Quick march!
Double march !
Toddy, you’re out of step !
Now, then, Fish,
Stop your jaw ! :
T'm sick of your “Nope!” and “Yep I’

® ) (O]

Right dress!
As you were! .
You must take your cue from me
(As the landlord said
To Loder when
They played at billiards—see 7).

(] (O] ®

Fall in!
Fall out!
Fall wherever you like !
I'm sick of this!
I'm going out
For a ride—on Cherry’s bike!
THE POPULAR.~No, 148.
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~(Editor’s note.—The. reader is rekwested .

not to take Cardew’s: artikle seriously. The

silly ass-is talking out of the back of his |

neck. He knows, in his hart of harts, that
physical culture is a fine thing. But then,
Cardew always was-a sinnick {—Ed.)

Some people avow that physical culture
is the greatest thing that ever happened.
They swear there is nothing like it. So
long as you swing dumb-bells and Indian
elubs, practice deep breathing exercises, and
so forth, you will get wonderfully fit, and
live to a ripe old age. So say the champions
of physical culture.

But the proof of the pudding is in the
eating.

I have just taken a course of physical
culture myself, "and 1 will leave it to the
reader to judge whether I have derived any
benefit from it or not.

The first thing I did was to buy a hand-
book dealing with physical culture. This
cost me a hob. I swotted up all the
exercises, and resolved to ¢arry them out

next “day.

A deep breathing exercise came first.
The instructions laid down were as
follows:

“On rising in the morning, stand in front
of an open window and Inhale the fresh,
pure air. Breathe the air in through your
nose, and then exhale through your mouth.
lepeat this about a dozen times.”

When I woke up next morning 1 diligently
carried out this exercise.

A flerce snowstorm was raging. The flakes
—of a dirty-white colour—beat into my
face, getting into my eyes and month I a
most provoking manner.

It so happened that the chimney-sweeps
were at St. Jim’s that morning sweeping the
chimneys, and all the soot and smuts
mingled with the snow, and were then
inhaled by me.
9300000000000000000260000000608
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BOXING NOTES
'AND NEWS !

T
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By Fatty Wynn. )
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There have been plenty of ““scraps,”
friendly and otherwise, at St. Jim’s
during the past week. The editor has
kindly granted me a column in which to
describe them :

TOM MERRY versus GEORGE
FIGGINS.

This was a purely friendly affair, in
the nature of an exhibition hout. Fig-
gins stood up to his man with remark-
able coolness and cleverness. Although
less sturdy than Tom Merry, he gave a
very “‘good account of himself. On two
occasions he broke through the Shell
fellow’s guard, and administered telling

blows in the chest. On the whole, how-
THE PoPULAR.—No. 148, :
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“The fresh, pure air.” Oh, the irony of
1

Withdrawing hurriedly from the window,
I consulted my handbook to see what the
next exercise was.

It was as follows:

“No matter what the season of the year,
you should" treat yourselt to a cold tub ‘in
the open air as soom as you have com-
pleted the breathing exercises. The * tub ’
need not necessarily take place in an actual
tub. The river will answer the purpose,
or a pond, or even a deep puddle of water,
Don’t stay in long. Just give yourself a
total immersion, towel yourself briskly, and
y{)u will experience a glorious, exhilarating
glow,”

I didn't relish the idea of a cold tub.
Still, I was determined to give this physical
culture business a fair trial.

Wrapped in a bath-robe, with my feet en-
cased in slippers, and- with a towel slung
over my shoulder, I went downstairs in quest
of a suitable place to have an open-air tub.

The only thing I could find—barring the
fountain—was a large tank npear the wood-
shed.

Shivering in the snowstorm, I fought my
way in the direction of this tank.

“1t may be empty,” I thought. “In which
case—-" =

But it wasn’t empty. It was three-parts
full of water. And on the top thereof was
a sheet of ice close on half an inch thick.

I have heard of people “breaking the ice,”
but I never had personal experience of it
fintil that morning.

I bashed my knuckles against the ice till
it cracked. Presently a large hole was
formed. Then I slipped off my bath-robe
and took the plunge.

“Yarooooh !”

My shriek of angulsh echoed across the
sHow-covered quadrangle.

Had I suddenly stepped into a refrigerator
0000008CH50000000000000000600000

ever, Tom Merry had slightly the better
of an interesting bout.

GEORGE ALFRED GRUNDY -versus
ARTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY.

This began as a friendly bout, but it
developed into something very different,
owing to the bull-like tactics of Grundy.

Arthur Augustus boxed coolly, and
showed heaps of sclence; but after
Grundy had butted into him with
lowered head on two or three occasions
he became goaded to wrath, and began
to put plenty of “pep * info his punches.
Grundy returned the compliment, and
both combatants were soon in the wars.
To quote Monty T.owther’s remark,
“the red wine flowed freely,” and the
faces of both Grundy and Gussy were
soon in a shocking state. Before any really
serious damage could be done, however,
Kildare of the Sixth came along and’
stopped the fight. =

The two boxers speedily simmered
down and shook hands, to the accom-
paniment of loud cheers.

JAMES MONTEITH versus GERKLD

KNOX.

This was a grim and serious affray

the effeet could not well have been worse.
The water scemed to freeze my vitals.
And no sooner was I in the tank than 1
leapt out again, dancing like a dervish in
a frantic endeavour to get some warmth
back into my system, R

I went back raving to the dormitory, and
vowed that never again would 1 attempt to
carry -out Iixercise 2 in the “Physical
Culture Handbook.” =

The third exercise in the book was a very
strenuous one. was nothing less than
an hour’s work at the punching-hall in the
gym.

“*Punch - the ball- continuously, and ‘with
great -vigour,” were the instructions. ” *Do
not pause, even for an instant. At the end
of the sixty minutes you will feel as fit as
a fiddle, and in great form for breakfast.”

Well, 1 went along to the gym and carried
out those instructions to the letter.

I slogged at that punching-ball as if 1
owed it a grudge. I treated it more severely
than I would treat my worst enemy.

At last my circulation was restored—very
much so!\ The perspiration shone om my
brow, and I expended every ounce of enerzy
I possessed. 2

And how did I feel at the end of an hour?
As fit as a fiddle? Great Scott—no!

I was like a limp rag. I was as sapped of
vitality as a squeezed lemon.

“In great form for hreakfast,” forsooth!
I was in form for nothing. My arms hung
limply at my sides, my breath ecame and
went in great gasps. 1 was a wreck of my
former self. 1 even lacked the enmergy to
eat, and my brekker remained untouched—
until Baggy Trimble caught sight of it!

I didn't get beyond Exercise 8 in the
“Physical Culture Handbook.” -
The fourth exercise would have killed me.

Of that I am certain.

You may say what you like about physiecal
culture, but to my mind it's a snare aud
a delusion. It is full of perils and pitfalls.

Down with the dumb-bell! Away with the
Indian club! If you want to get perfectly
fit, banish ‘em both! And banish all forms
of physical exercise as well! 5

Yaw-aw-aw! Think I'll take forty winks
now.

So-long, chappies!

(Cardew, you slacker, I suppose I shall
have to take this artikle laying down. But
if only I had you in my Jimnastick Class, I'd
Jolly well make you sit up!—Ed.)
000600060060000020060600C50000
between two seniors—and prefects at
that.

The affair took place
agreement behind the chapel.
# Knox had the better of the early ex-.
changes, but n the third round he went
all to pieces, owing to his being out of
condition. Cigarette-smoking had not
improved his chances of success. :

Although he managed to survive the
third round, Knox came a nasty cropper
in the Fourth, a well-timed uppercut
from Monteith lifting him clean off his
feet. il

Knox staggered up again, only to be
sent down once more by a smashing blow
between the eyes.

Monteith’s victory was highly popular,
and he was cheered to the echo.

REGINALD TALBOT versus
AUBREY RACKE.

by mutual

* This contest was timed to take place in
the gym at eight o’clock on Wednesday
evening, but only one combatant turned
up. Needless to say, his name was not
Aubrey Racke!
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“looked out.
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_the window of his study, and, like
Good King Wenceslaus of old, he

66 LESS my soul!” 2 o :
& B Mr. Quelch bhad crossed over ‘to

The Remove-master’s ejaculation was one
of surprise and alarm. =

And he had good reason to feel surprised
and alarmed. :

The hour was eleven o’clock at night.
The old-fashioned Close of Greyfriars was
carpeted with snow. The moon was at the
full, and it was as light as day.

Mr. Quelch, whilst working on his never-
ending History of Greyfriars, had heard
movements outside. It was unusual for any-
body to be abroad at that hour, so the
Remove-master had stepped to the window
to investigate.

And this is what he saw.

Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth, was
marching to and fro in the Close, like a

* sentinel on duty. He had no rifle—for which

Mr. Quelch was truly thankful—but above
his head he swung a pair of Indian clubs.

Mr. Prout was attired in tight-fitting
trousers, and a sweater which might have
fitted a fag in the Second, but which was
ridiculously small for the master of the
Fifth. + Already the shoulder-seams had
split. And it seemed probable that if Mr.
Prout- expanded his chest he would burst
clean through the sweater!

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated Mr. .Quelch
again. “What ever is the matter with Prout?
His antics are, to say the least of it, most
peculiar! ~Why is he -thus attired? And
why is he wielding those clubs?”

Blissfully unaware of the fact that Mr.

. Quelch was watching his anties from the
study.. window, Mr. Prout continued his
peregrinations. The imprints of his shocs

were plainly visible in the snow.

Although he was some distance away, Mr.
Quelch could distinetly hear the laboured
breathing of his colleague as the latter
marched to and fro.

Moreover, he got a good view of Mr.
Prout’s face, on. which was an expression
of grimness and resolution.

The minutes passed.

Still Mr. Prout kept on with his nocturnal
exercise. He cut so weird and grotesque a
figure in the bright moonligcht that Mr.
Quelch could draw only one conclusjon.

His colieague must be insane!

No person in possession of his right senses
would patrol up and down in the snow,
brandishing a pair of Indian clubs.

At length Mr. Prout halted. He laid the
elubs down side by side in the snow, and then
proceeded to give an exhibition of the goose-
step. He waddled along in a duck-like
manner; jerking his knees alternately in the
air.

“Mad!”’ murmured Mr. Quelch. “Utterly
pg?d! There can be no possible doubt about
e .

The longer Mr. Quelch watched the more
convinced he became that Mr. Prout was, to
put it vulgarly, “off his gocker.” As the
Americans would say, he had bats in his
belfry. His curious antics, and the strange
contortions he was making left no doubt in
Mr. Quelch’s mind that he was mentally
deranged.

“For some time,” murmured Mr. Quelch,
“I have suspected that all was not well with
Prout. He has behaved in a most strange
and singular manner. Why, only the other
morning I met him crossing the Close with
a towel and bathing-costume. He told me he
was going to take an early-morning dip—in
November, too! Only a madman would con-
template such a thing!”

Mr. Quelch did not go down to remonstrate
with his colleague—to try to persuade him
to go to bed. Such a course, he reflected,
might be dangerous.

Supplement I11.]

When 2 ‘man shows distinct signs of lunaey,
-and: e has.a conple of Indian clubs within
reach, he is not.a safe person to appreach.

Mr. Quelch realised this. And, instead of
going downstairs to ask Mr. Prout what he
meant by his strange behaviour, the Remove-
master stepped to the telephone.

After he had called several times into the
transmitter, the sleepy voice of an operator
answered him.

“Put me through to Dr. Shorb, of Friar-
dale, please,” said Mr. Quelch.

“Very good, sir!”

There was another delay—a longer one this
timer :

Eventually, however, the drowsy voice of
the doctor made itself heard:

“Hallo! Who is that calling me up at this
time of night?”

“It is I—Quelch,” said the Form-master.
““Oh, yes, Quelch! What is the matter?
Has one of the boys been taken ill?2”

“No, Dr Short.”

“Then, what—-"

“There is something wrong
Prout.”

“There always is!” grumbled the doctor.
“Only the other day he was mixed up in a
motor-cycle collision; and he came to me for

with Mr

/

Mr. Prout picked up one of the clubs,
and brandished it in the Remove Form-
master’s face.

first aid. After that he complained of a
cold in the head—"

“He has something more serious than a
cold in the head,” said Mr Quelch. “I very
much fear that he has taken leave of his
senses !*

“What!* ==

“Even at this moment, whilst I am speak-
ing to you, Prout is performing extraordinary
gyrations in the Close. He is marching up
and down in the snow—doing what is known
as the goose-step, in fact!”

“Bless my sor 1!”

“I think {()u ought to come at once!”
said Mr. Quelch, in agitated tones. “It may
be only a slight mental aberration—nothing
serious. But, of course, there is no knowing
how it may develop if left unchecked. Prout
will have to be placed under supervision.”

The doctor gave a grunt.

“I don’t see the fun of turning out at this
time of night, in all this snow,” he said.
“If Prout is wandering in his mind, you ought
to refer the matter to the Lunacy Com-
missioners.”

“But such a course would mean a delay of
several days!” protested Mr. Quelch. “And
it is imperative that poor Prout should be
examined at once!”

“Very well,” said Dr, Short. “I'm not a
mental specialist—merely a country - practi-
tioner; but I'll come ‘along and see if any-
thing can be done!”

“Thank you, doctor!” said Mr. Quelch.

And he hung up the receiver.

By Micky Desmond.

- time,
- possibly have kept on all night but for the

There was an interval of tweanty minutes,

during ‘which time Mr., Prout continued to

=

perform his weird and wonderful evolutions.
Cold though the -night was, the master of
the Fifth was flushed and perspiring by this
But still he kept on, and he would

sudden arrival of the doctor in his small two-
seater car,

Dy. Short was joined in the Close by Mr.
Queleh. :

Now that he had somebody with him, the
Remove-master was not quite so chary of
approaching Mr. Prout.

The master of the Fifth halted, and looked
up in surprise as the doctor and Mr. Quelch
bore down upon him.

“Dear me!” he murmured.
wrong ?” :

“That is precisely what I have come to
find out, sir,” said Dr. Short. “It appears
that for some time past you have been in-
dulging in strange antics.”

“8ir!”

“Your mind is evidently in an overwrought
state. Not for one moment do I suggest that
you are insane—though, of course, there is no
knowing what this may lead to!”

Mr. Prout looked utterly flabbergasted.

“Dr. Short!” he exclaimed. “You are in-
sulting me!”

“Not at all.”

“But you are! You are insinuating that I
am—er—unot quite right in the head#”

At this point Mr. Quelch broke into the
conversation.

“You must admit, Prout,” he said, “that
your actions during the past hour have been
the actions of a lunatic! I hate to use that
word, but there is no other that adequately
describes your comduct !’

“Quelch !”

“I glance from my window at eleven
o’clock,” went on the Remove-master, “and
what do I see? A man in ridiculous attire,
pacing to and fro in the Close, and brandish-
ing a pair of Indian clubs above his head.
What am I to deduce from that?”

“You may draw your own conclusions,”
said Mr. Prout tartly. “But the explanation
is perfectly simple. I have takem up physical
culture.”

“W-w-what!” gasped Mr. Quelch feebly.

“I am not in the habit of repeating my
observations,” said Mr. Prout, with a frown,
“but as you appear to be dense, I will-do
so on this occasion. I have taken up physical
culture. I came to the conclusion that I was
getting slack—that ¥ was cultivating my
mental powers to the exclusion of my physical
powers. I was exercising my brain, but not
my body. And I decided to take myself in
hand. Every night, before retiring, I put in
an hour’s training.”

“Dash it alt}” shouted Dr. Short. “Have
1 been dragged from my bed for this? I
understood from you, Quelch, that Mr. Prout
was insane!” 3

“His behaviour certainly led me to that
conclusion,” said the Remove-master. “I will
reimburse you, doctor, for the trouble io
which you have been put. You may send in
your hill to me, and it shall be promptly
paid.”

_The doctor gave a snort, and went off in
his car.

As for Mr. Prout,” he looked so wrathful,
and he picked up and flourished one of the
Indian clubs in such an aggressive manner,
thdt Mr. Quelch decided that it would he
perilous to linger on the scene. So he turned,
and beat an undignified retreat into the
builfiing,

‘Sir!” thundered Mr. Prout, addressing his
retreating colleague. “If either of us is
insane, ‘I must cencede that doubtful honour
to you!” .

Mr. Quelch did not reply. He was well cn
the way to his study by this time. And on
reaching -that apartment he took the uot
unwise precaution of locking the door!

THE_END.
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I am glad somebody has at last woke up
to the importance of physical culture.
That somebody is our plump and per-
severing editor, Billy Bunter, who has re-
quested me to contribute a special article
to this issue on the subject of keeping fit.
Don’t be a slacker. Don’t go through life
looking like a limp sack. You have muscles.
Exércise them. Develop them. Make the
litﬁle' beggars as hard and strong as cricket-
alls!

Some of you may wring your bands des-
pairingly, and ask: “Alas! How is it
done?”

This is.where I, Thomas Dodd, come to the
rescue. I have had many years’ experience
of physical culture, and the result of my
experience is condensed in the exercises
below. Study these exercises—practice them
for all you are worth, and you will soon quit
the ranks of the unfit, and your muscles will
become strong, sound, and supple.

Some of the exercises may seem a trifle
weird, not te say difficult, but you mustn’t
mind that. Tackle them every day until
you’ve mastered the whole jolly lot!

FIRST EXERCISE.

On rising in the morning, stand upright
on your bed in your pyjamas, hold your
breath for twenty seconds (and be careful
not to drop it!), then take a spring, which
will land you on to the next bed. Should
that hed be occupied, you will probably
alight with great violence on somebody’s
chest. But-if the somebody happens to he
an enemy of yours, you needn’'t worry.
Enemies must expect to be jumped on at
times. Having sorted yourself out, walk on
your hands to the washstand.

SECOND EXERCISE.

Fill the wash-basin with water, and balance
it on your head while you count ninety-nine.
It is possible that before you get to twenty
the basin will become dislodged—in which
event your meighbour will have to mind his
eye, and you will have fo mind your toes!
After trying this feat every morning for &
whole terg\, you will become fairly pro-
ficient, and your bill for smashed crockery-
ware at the end of the term should not
exceed five pounds!

THIRD EXERCISE.

This is of a rather more violent nature.
Sprint round the dormitory fifty times in
your bare feef, first of all making sure that
your g¢nemy (referred to in the first exercise)
has not sprinkled the floor with inverted tin-
tacks! If you find he has done so, then you
must promptly “tacks” him with it!

FOURTH EXERCISE.

Roll over and over f{rom one end of the
dormitory to the other. This performance,
while not improving the state of your
pyjamas, will relieve the maid from the
necessity of sweeping the dormitory! f
you have ever seen a sausage-roll, or an
apple-turnover, you will soon be able to per-
form this simple feat.

FIFTH EXERCISE.

As soon as you are clad and in your right
mind, and ready to go downstairs, proceed
to the landing, and turn a double-somersault
over the banisters. You will thus get to the
foot of the stairs in record time.

N.B.—For this exercise it will be mneces-
sary for you to have in your possession a

yard of strapping-plaster, six yards of
surgical dressing, and a gallon jar of
embrocation.

SIXTH EXERCISE.

If there is a flagstaff in your quadrangle,
climb to the top of it in best Tarzan-of-the-
Apes style, When at the tep, balance your-
self on one foot, and recite “Drake is Going
West, Lads,” or—iZ you feel yourself fall-
weg—“A Little Bit Off the Top!’

THE POPULAR.~No. 148.
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By TOMMY DODD.
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Should you manage to get through these
six exercises without fatal results, you will
find them extremely beneficial,

For some weeks you will go about nursing
bumps and bruises, but-don't let this dis-
hearten you. You will soon  become
proficient.

I have managed all these exercises myself
—in nightmares! Shouldn’t  dream -of
attempting them at any other time!

(Editor’s remarks: Dodd, you rotter, I
asked you to let me have a serious article
on physical culture. But you've made a
joke of the whole subject. In your heart of
hearts, you know that physical culture is a
grand thing, a great thing, a Benny-ficial
thing, and yet you pretend to disparrage
it. Very well! 1 am publishing your
article, hut you won't get a single cent for
it! "I will send the money to Alonzo Todd’s
Fu\r‘xvd éorBP)roviding Cannibals with Parsley!

i e S S S

} ANDTHER BONFIRE BALLAD. }
4 By HORACE COKER. 4
-ttt > b

P.S.—I found this in Harry
wastepaper basket, and, although it is late
I think readers will be interested
spelling !'—Ed.

’

in the

The. Guy Forks revvels have begun,
You ought to see the fun, the funi
The burning bonfire blazing brite,

The chapps all yelling with delite!

Grate shouts go up from earth to sky:
“ Anuther guy! Anuther guy!”
Their’s one of Quelch, and one of Prout,
And one of ME, without a doubt!

Their’s one of Temple, one of Try,
But not of Wharton—don’t know why.
A ripping guy that fagg would make.
I’d love to burn him at the steak!

The krackers krack, the rockets rock
(My ear-drums won't servive the shock).
The catherine-weals go round and round,
And make a curious hissing sound!

The sparks shoot upward to the sky,

And other “gay yung sparks ” stand by,

And shout, and sing, and shreek, and
skweal.

What glorious eckstasy they feel!

O Guy Forks Day! O Guy Forks Day!
I wish: that you had come to stay!

If my Aunt Judy sent the “dibs,”

1’d be for ever lighting squibbs!

The tumult dies; the fire is dead;

The Greyfriars chaps go back to bed.
Twelve weery munths must now go by
Before we shout. “ Anuther guy!”

(And we sincerely hope that twelve
months will go by before we see another
of Coker’s poems!—ED.)

Hloeveo-e-odvee<-0--0<m/Y

HEARD IN THE FORM-ROOM !

Form-master: “Muffin! How dare you
eat chocolate in the Form-room?”

Muffin: “I believe in physical culture,
sir.”

Form-master: "Physical culture! = What
do you mean?”’

Muffin: “Please, sir, I've just been to
;c)he ’iuckshop and bought a ‘horizontal
A .

Wharton's
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- PRESENT FROM |
 UNCLE PETER! |
! By Tubby Muffin. :
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Of my twenty-six uncles, Uncle Petfer
is by far the most generous. But his
generosity takes a peculiar turn.

Instead of sending me fat remittanses,
like - most uncles do, he sends me
pressents, which I generally manage to
konvert into cash.

Feeling the need of ready money, 1
wrote to Uncle Peter in the following
strane: :

“Dear Uncle,—You will be pleased to
hear that I am taking up physical
culture, and for this purpuss I shall re-
kwire a set of Indian clubs, a set of
dum-bells, and a punching-ball. Please
send them along as early as possible,
and oblige.

“Your dewtiful nephew,
¢ REGINALD.”

Now, if Uncle Peter had been at all
awake, he would have said, “What do
you want clubs and dum-bells and a
punching-ball for, when they are pro-
vided free in the jimnasium at Rook-
wood 77 -

But the dear old chap suspeekted
nothing. He sent the things along; in
fact, they arrived by return of post.

Now, in Latcham there is a second-
hand shop where they -buy anything,
from rags and bones to Daimler cars:
took my pressents along to them, and
said to the proprietor, “I say, old froot,
what will you give me for these?”

He looked at the clubs and the dum-
bells and the punching-ball, and ke
said, “ Well, Master Muffin, these are
certainly in egsellent kondition, but I
haven’t much demand for jimnastick

1 equipment, so I can’t offer you much.

I will give you twenty-five shillings for
the lot.”

“But they cost pounds and pounds!”
I said, agarst. :

The proprietor shrugged his shoulders.

“You have heard my offer,” he said.

After a good deal of argewment, I
took it, and strolled out of the shop the
richer by twenty-five bob.

I had the feed of my life at the tuck-
shopp when I got back to Rookwood, and
then I dismissed the affair from my
mind. .

It was brought back to me with
startling suddenness by the unexpected
appearance of my uncle at Rookwood on
the following Saturday.

“Well, Reginald,” he said, shaking
me warmly by the hand, ¢ and how is the
physical culture -going 7”

“Splendidly, uncle!” I replied.

Uncle Peter nodded.

“1 should like you to do your physical
eggsersises in my pressence, Reginald,”
he said.

#*Oh crumbs !”

I tried to make all sorts of excuses,
Jbut my uncle soon found out that I had
disposed of the clubs and the dum-beils
and the punching-ball; and in his fury
he jolly nearly disposed of me! Any-
way, he gave me a round dozen with his
walking-stick, and for the next few days
1 experienced kopsidderable diffikulty in
sitting down !
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A Bone of Contention!
(Continued frorri page 8.)
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“Yow-ow-ow-ow |”

“You fellows hold them while we nab

the new kid!? added Tommy Dodd
stragetically. ““Come on, Tommy !
* Towle and Lacy and Webb and Wads-
ley c¢lung on to the four, and the three
Tommies wrenched themselves away by
main force. Tommy Dodd’s collar was
left in Jimmy Silver’s grip, part of
Cook’s jacket remained to Lovell, and
Raby retained a trophy in the shape of
a necktie. But the three Tommies were
free, and the Fistical Four were still
pinned. down and struggling.

Heedless of their dusty and rumpled
e.ppearance, the three Tommies sped into
ths station. They rushed for the lecal
platform. There was just time to take
tickets for Coombe, and dash for the
train,

Tommy Dodd looked wildly up and
down the  train. The Head’s nephew
-must be in one of the carriages—but
which? There was no time to seek him.
But, fortunately, Tommy Dodd spotted
a boy-in Etons, with a silk hat, looking
out of a carriage window.

“That’s him!” gasped Tommy Dodd,
‘breathlessly and ungrammatically.

The thres. Moderns rushed at the
carriage, and tore the door open.

“ Stand back !” yelled the guard.

The three Tommies would not have
stood back if the Prussian Guard had
been rushing at them, instead of a rail-
way-guard. They bolted headlong into
the carriage. They bolted, naturally,
into. the boy who already occupied the
carriage, and knocked him fiying, There
was no time to think of trifles like that.
They bundled in anyhow, sprawling over
him and one another, and the guard—
murmuring something very emphatic—
slanimed the door after them. The train
was on the move,

Just as it vanished down the line, four
hatless and breathless juniors dashed on
the platform. Jimmy Silver & Co., left
one to one with their foes, had hurled the
Moderns off at last, and dashed after
their rivals, hoping against hope that
‘they would be in time—to see the local
train vanishing down the line,

They gazed after it dumbly for some
moments, pumping in breath. Jimmy
Silver was the first to speak.

“Done !” he gasped.

‘“Fairly diddled !”
‘“Oh, my hat!”

“Licked to the wide, and by Modern
_rotters!” snorted Raby.

Jimmy Silver’s"eyes gleamed. .

“We’re not licked yet. Come and ge
the bikes. -We’ll beat that crawling local
to Coombe, * All the fellows are there.
We’ll have the chap, if we have to yank
hu'xll”a,way by the hair of his head ! Come
on

groaned Lovell.

They panted their way from the
station. Outside, four Modern fellows
looked -at them lugubricusly with dis-
coloured eyes. Towle and the rest were
not feeling chirpy after that terrific
combat. But they brightened up at the
sicht of the Classicals’ downcast faces.
They realised that the three Tommies
had bagged the prize.

“Hurrah for us!” chortled Towle,
“Yah! Licked hollow! Go home!”

~_Manfully resisting the desire to give
the Moderns another “whopping “—
there was no time to waste in whopping

their bikes, and departed. They pedalled
away determinedly. If hard riding could
save the day, the Classicals would not
slack. But could it ?

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Catching a Tartar!

¢ OU thundering idiots !*’
i A boy with a crumpled topper
L and a rumpled collar sat up on

the floor of the carriage, gasped |

for breath, and glared ferociously at
Tommy Dodd and Doyle and Cook.
The Modern three staggered to their
feet. :

In their haste in entering the railway-
carriage they had not had time to werry
about what they bumped into. They had
barely landed as it was. They stared at
the stranger, and gasped for breath—
they were a little hurt themselves. But
it eame back to Tommy Dodd’s mind that
it was necessary to be very nice to the
Head’s nephew, if this was the Head’s
nephew.

But was 1t?

Seeing”a fellow in Etons and topper at
the carriage window, Tommy Dodd had
concluded that this was the fellow. But
now he asked himself whether it was or
not.

The boy, being in Etons, was doubtless
a schoolboy. But he did not look much
like what they expected of the Head’s
nephew.

Of course, they had never seen that
highly-prized young gentleman. But
they had dimly pictured a nice, neatly-
dressed, quiet and soft-spoken fellow,
perhaps a little namby-pamby. A head-
master’s nephew might naturally be
expected to be something like that.

But this especial individual was not
nice, or slim, or soft-spoken, and most
decidedly not namby-pamby.

He was no older than Tommy Dodd,
but he was bigger, much more heavily
built, and evidently had no end of muscle
and sinew. His skin was darkly sun-
burnt, and his eyes deeply-set and gleam-
ing hard. His features were large and
irregular, his jaw very square and strong.
His hands and feet were big, like the rest
of him, only more so. His Etons did not
fit him very well, and they were not of
the cut that was expected of a Rookwood
fellow. They were rather particular
about their clothes at Rookwood. This
chap didn’t seem particular at all.

His voice was loud and sharp. His
temper was not angelic—not in the least
what the temper of a headmaster’s
nephew ought to have been. His dark
face was reddened with anger.

Tommy Dodd concluded that he had,
so  to speak, awakened the young
passenger, and he decided not to waste
any undue civility on the stranger.

“You blithering guys!” the stranger
was going on. ‘“What the thunder do
you bump into a pilgrim in that way for
—eh 77 :

“Couldn’t help it,” said Tommy Dodd
coolly.
for a chap in this train. And not so
much of your cheek! . We don’t allow
saucy kids to slang us at Rookwood !”

“Rookwood !’ repeated the stramger.
“You guys belong to Rookwood ?”

‘Tommy Dodd changed his opinion
again. The way the stranger caught at
the name of the school was a pretty clear
indication that he was going there.

“You going to Rookwood?” asked
Tommy, more amicably. -

“I guess so!”’

The ‘“guess” did it. The Moderns
knew all about the Head’s nephew having
lived all his life, so far, in Western

“In a hurry, you know; looking |

doubtedly. They would have heard of it
if a Yankee had been coming to the
school. ;

The three Tommies exchanged glances,
and smiled their sweetest smiles. The
young stranger certainly hadn’t made a
good impression upon them. But they
were prepared to take him to their hearts
if he was the Head’s nephew.

“Your name’s Gunter ?”’ asked Tommy
Dodd.

“Correct.” -

“You’re our headmaster’s nephew 7'

“You've got it.” 5

Tommy Dodd held out his hand.

“Give-us your fist I’ he said. *“You're
the chap we've come to meet.”"

“Oh, I am, am I?” said Gunter, some-
what surlily. However, he took Tommy
Dodd’s hand and gave him a grip.’

Tommy Dodd’s face wore an extra-
ordinary expression as that grip closed on
his hand. It was like the grip of a vice.

“Ow!” he gasped. *“How—how do
you do ?” >

“Top of the afternoon to yet!” said
Doyle.

“Yow!1”

“What’s the matter with you?” asked
Gunter, still gripping Tommy Dodd’s
unfortunate hand. .

“Ow! Leggo! You're breaking my
fingers !” wailed Tommy Dodd.

“You galoots are pretty soft, I should
say,” replied Gunter, with a snort.
“That’'s how we give a grip in Texas.”

He compressed his grip as he spoke,

and Tommy Dodd fairly curled up.
““Ow, ow, ow!” ~Yow Ooooop!
Leggo !” -

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the new boy,
as he released Tommy’s hand at last.
He sat down and roared with laughter.
Apparently the anguish he had inflicted
upon Tommy Dodd was his idea of a
joke. “Ha, ha, ha!” &

“QOh dear!” Tommy Dodd collapsed
upon the seat, and nursed his hands. *“Oh
my hat! Oh scissors!”

Caook and Doyle did not offer to shake
hands with the new junior. They looked
as friendly as they could, but they drew
the line at that. Tommy Dodd was
looking quite pale and worn.

The new boy grinned at them, and
took a case from his pocket. The three
watched him with interest as he opened
it and selected a black-looking cheroot.
Evidently the Head’s nephew was a
smoker. ~ There were giddy goats at
Rookwood who sioked cigareltes when
they were safe from a master’s eye, but
even the doggish Smythe of the Shell
never ventured upon cigars. Gunter put
the cheroot between his teeth, which
were considerably yellow. in hue, and
lighted it. He blew out a cloud of thick
and pungent smcke that made the three
Tommies cough violently. -

“Gerroooh! Gooooh I”

“What’s the matter with you now, you
galoots?” 7

“I—1 say, fellows ain’t allowed to
smoke !I”” gasped Tommy Dodd.

“Eh? This is a smoking-carriage,
ain’t it?” demanded Gunter.

““I=I didn’t notice it was. Yes, it
is. But I mean, Rookwood chaps ain’t
allowed to smoke.” :

“I guess I shall start the fashion there,
then!” remarked Gunter, still puffing
away. ;

“You—you smoke those things!”
murmured Doyle, with an awestricken
glance at the black and strong cheroot.

“Yep. I don’t smoke much. This is
only the fourth since I left London.”

“Only the fourth! My only aunt!”

One of those terrible-looking smokes
would have turned Tommy Dodd inside

Moderns—the Fistical Four wheeled out! America. This was the <chap, un- THE POPULAR.—No. 148.
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out like a glove. The Head’s nephew
had smoked four of them on his journey!
Truly, he had learned marvellous
manners on the plains of Texas.

The chums of Rookwood sat and re-
garded him. This was the Head’s nephew
—this rough and raucous young ruffian!
They had heard that he had lived in a
remote district in a Western State, but
they had never dreamed of a fellow like
this. They were pretty certain that the
Head had never dreamed of it, either.
Dr. Chisholm had never seen his nephew
vet, and he was likely to have an electric-
shock when he did see him.

Still, such as he was, he was the
Head’s nephew, and the Moderns had
vowed to bag him from their rivals.
After a long and thoughtful hesitation,
Tommy Dodd broached the subject. The
Head’s nephew had astounded them, but
they came up smiling, as it were.

“Quite new to Rookwood, of course?”
remarked Tommy Dodd casually.

“I guess so, as I've never been in this
hyer country before. And I guess I don’t
think much of it now I'm in it!”

- “But you are English?” hinted Tommy
Dodd ¢

‘I was raised in Texas.”

Tommy Dodd guessed that “raised”
was American for brought up. The new
boy had his native language to learn at

- Rookwood, among other things.

“1 suppose you're glad to see the Old
Country—what ?”

“Not particularly. Texas could lay
over anything I've seen on this side so

” -

“Oh! You know, perhaps, that we
have two sides at Rookwood—Classical
side and Modern side?”

“T didn’t know.”

“We're Moderns,” said Tommy Dodd.

Gunter stared at him.

“Are you? Don’t say much for the
Modern side, does it ?”

Tommy Dodd swallowed his wrath with
difficulty.. He was not there to give the
Head’s nephew a whopping, but never
had he felt so keen a désire to whop a
new boy i

“That’s why we came to meet you,”
said Doyle, taking up the tale. *Sure,
we want you to join the Modern side.”

I3 VVhy e

“Oh, we want you, you know!” said
Cook. * We like you.”

- “Gammon !”

“Yarooooh !” yelled Tommy Cook, as
the new boy, taking the cheroot from his
mouth, dropped the lighted end on his

. hand. ~ “Yow-ow-ow-ow !”

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Gunter.

“You—you blithering owl!" shrieked
Cook, sucking at his scorched hand.
“ What did you da that for? Yow !”

“Ha, ha!
Gunter. “And, by gum, you hopped!
Ha, ha, ha!” =

Cook clenched his fist and rose to his
feet. The new boy evidently had a
peculiar sense of humour, and Cook
meant to nip it in the bud.

But Tommy Dodd dragged him back to

his seat.
“Chuck it!” he whispered. “Grin!”
“ITh? What is there to grin about?”

© “Good joke! Ha, ha
Tommy Dodd, keeping hold of the in-
furiated Cook. ““You are a funny chap,
Gunter! Ha. - ha Yooop!” he
finished, as Gunter tapped him on the
neck with the burning end of the cheroot.
“Yah—h-h-h-h !”
“You burbling idiot——""

Gunter threw the end of the cheroot
out of the window, and curled up with

, ha!” said

laughter in his corner seat. The three
Tommies gazed at him speechlessly.
THE POPULAR—No. 148.
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To make you hop,” grinned

“THE AMAZING NEW BOY!"

They had beaten Jimmy Silver & Co.,
and secured that railway-journey with the
new boy. They were beginning to think
it would have been a greater tfiumph if
they had let Jimmy Silver beat them.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Not Wanted !
UNTER continued to chuckle, and
G the three juniors of Rockwood
continued to stare at him. How
they were to be nice to the new
boy was a puzzle. Certainly, their tem-
pers were getting into a dangerous state,
In less than half an hour the Head’s
nephew had succeeded in making them
detest him and long to scalp him.
They had met him with the friendliest
intentions in the world, and already they
were breathing slaughter. They had
caught the highly-prized new boy—
and caught a tartar. How on earth were
they to stand the fellow if they succeeded
in getting him on the Modern side ?
Gunter’s next proceedings interested
them. He opened a huge jack-knife—
big enough, as Tommy Dodd said after-
wards, to kill a Hlun with, and took out a
plug of black, strong tobacco from a
smelly pouch. They gazed at him as if
mesmerised while he cut himself a
“quid.” The “quid ” disappeared into
his mouth, and he chewed with evident
satisfaction. They wondered whether he
had an indiarubber interior.
“You—you—you  chew
gasped Tommy Dodd at last.
Gunter stared at him.
“Don’t you?” he asked.
“Oh, my hat! No! I—I've heard
that sailors do sometimes,” murmured
Tommy. “I—I've never seeen a boy do
it ”»

tobacco !”

“We all do it out there,” grunted
Gunter. “I guess I chewed tobacco be-
fore T could ride, and I could ride before
I could walk.”

“Do you—do you like it ?”

“I reckon I shouldn’t do it if I didn’t
like it.”

“Isn’t it bad for the teeth?” asked
Cook. :

“I guess so. I calculate I can do as I
like with my own teeth.”

He continued to chew, and the three
juniors continued to watch him, fasci-
nated. The local train, stopping at every
station, crawled on through the leafy
countryside. The four boys had the.car-
riage to themselves, however. Tommy
Dodd was glad of it. He would not have
liked anybody to see a Rookwood fellow
chewing tobacco.

Whoosh ! :

_ A stream of tobacco - juice was sud-
denly ejected from the new boy’s mouth,
It whizzed across the carriage, and
streaked over the cushions at the back of
the seat. Tommy Dodd jumped aside in
horror. . He had had a narrow escape.

“Great pip!” he yelled. ‘Mind what
you're doing, you filthy pig!”

CHa hahals -

“Sure, it’s a disgusting baste ye are!”
shouted Doyle. “And if you come on
the Modern side at Rookwood we’ll scrag

(Ta ?

“Whoosh !

“Groo! Mind what you're
shrieked Cook, dodging aside.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” .

The peculiar new boy roared.

“I guess you've no call to get on your
hind legs,” he chuckled. “T wasn’t.going
to spot you. Bless your little hearts, I
can aim to a fraction of an inch. I meant
to miss you.” .

“You—you—you " —stuttered Tommy
Dodd, utterly aghast—‘you—you’ve
practised squirting tobacco-juice?”

“Sure!”.

at!”

You—you Hun, take that!

s
&

“ W-w-whhat for 2"

“Why, it’s a régular game out there,”
said Gunter. “I’ve seen a man on our
ranch doing it, making rings round a
galoot without touching him. I ocould
catch you in the eye across the carriage
if you’d like to see'it done.”

“No, thanks,” said Tommy Dodd
hastily. -

The three Tommies drew to the
farthest side of the carriage. Gunter
was not an agreeable person to be near.
Tommy Dodd’s eyes were gleaming.

“If that filthy cad comes on the
Modern side,” murmured Cook, “we'll
scrag him and boil him in oil!”

“We couldn’t stand him,” gasped
Doyle. “Tare and ’‘ounds! I could
stand almost anything to beat the Classi-
((ia_t(li syi’palpeens——but not that! It can't be

id.

Tommy Dodd nodded, his eyes glim-
mering. He had come to the same con-
clusion as his chums.

“I've been thinking of that,” he whis-
pered. “We couldn’t have that horrible
rotter on our side, if he were a dozen
times the THead’s nephew. Silver
wouldn’t want him, if he knew.”

“No jolly fear!”

“TI've got an idea. Those Classical
cads will be at Coombe, ready to get
him away if they can.” e 5

“Our fellows will be there, too, and
we’ll beat them hollow.”

“No, we won’t. We’ll let them beat

us,” whispered Tommy Dodd, grinning.
Let them bag him."

“Don’t you see?
Then the filthy cad will be planted on
them, and we sha'n’t have the horrid
worm stuck on our side. He’'ll be a
howling disgrace to whichever side he
joins. We don’t want him at any price.
We’ll put up a show of trying to keep
him, and let them run him off.”

Cook and Doyle burst into a chuckle
at the idea. :

They had planned and schemed to bag
the Head’s nephew, and they had him in
their hands. But their feelings: had
changed right round. Now that they
knew Gunter, they were only anxious
about one thing—to make absolutely
certain that he wouldn’t be put into the
Modern side at Rookwood. To get that
raucous, unpleasant blackguard planted
on Jimmy Silver & Co. would be the joke
of the season. The Fistical Four wera
welcome to the Head's nephew.

“What’s the cackle about?” broke in
the raucous voice of the new boy.

“ Little boys shouldn’t ask questions,”
said Tommy Dodd blandly. “Why—ah!
—oh !—you horrid rotter !”

Whoosh !

A stream of tobacco-juice caught
Tommy Dodd fairly on the chin. It
splashed brown all over his face.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Gunter. “Take
that for your sauce!” - -

His laughter was cut suddenly short.
Tommy Dodd was upon him with the
spring of a tiger. .

There wis no farther need to conciliate
the Head’s nephew. The three Tommies
had quite changed- their minds about
that. Tommy Dodd’s long, pent-up
wrath found full vent now.

He clutched the young rascal and
dragged him from his seat, and got his
head into chancery, and pommelled him
furiously.

“There, you cad! There, you be-
nighted heathen !” roared Tommy Dodd.
“You disgusting Prussian, take that!
There, you

worm !
“Yow-—wow—ow ! I guess—— Yop!
¥Yah! Oh{”

Disgusting the new boy certainly was,
but he had plenty of pluck. He
grappled with Tommy Dodd, and hit out

A GRAND YARN OF THE ROOCKWOOD CHUWMS.
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furiously. They rolled on the floor of
the carriage, collecting up dust, and
struggling and hitting ferociously.
° Doyle and Cook looked on.- They had
full confidence in their leader—and fair
play was a jewel. '
“Go it, Tommy !*
- Bump—crash—yell! It was a terrific
struggle, and Tommy Dodd found that
he had his hands full with the new boy.
The whistle shrieked, and the train
slowed down once more. .
- “Coombe!” shouted Tommy Cook.
“Chuck it, you cripples! We're there!”
The train stopped. Tommy Dodd and
Gunter sepdrated, and staggered up.
They were both dusty and panting and
rumpled. Which of them had had the
best of it was a puzzle. They both
looked as if they had had the worst of

1t.
““Ts this the station?” gasped Gunter,
grabbing down his bag from the rack.
“Yes, you get out here for Rookwood,
and then you can go and eat coke!”
And the three Tommies jumped from
the train, without bestowing any further
* attention upon the Head’s nephew,
whom they had travelled so far to cap-

ture. %
J To beat the local train they

needed to ride hard. They knew
that it was a slow train, and stopped at
half a dozen stations before it reached
Coombe. There was a chance of beat-
ing it, and they did their best.

They had already ridden hard. Now
they rode hard again. Only one of the
four cracked up on the ride. It was
Newcome. He dropped behind, calling
‘out to his chums that he would see them
_at Rookwood. Silver and Lovell and
Raby did not stop. There was not a
_minute to lose.

They came into. Coombe village
dusty, perspiring, crimson, and fagged
out. But they were in time. When
they jumped off their machines out-
side the little village station their legs
almost refused to support them. They
held on to their bikes and gasped.

. Hooker and Topham and Jones minor

were chatting there. Other Classical

juniors. were inside and outside the sta-

tion. hey had obeyed their instruc-

tions; they were on the spot. It was

close on four. They stared blankly at
- the Classical trio as they arrived.

“ Missed him 7’ exclaimed Hooker.

“Gang of Moderns at Latcham—done
in!” gasped Jimmy Silver. * The local’s
not in yet.”
w8 N<’>’t yet! I say, you must be duffers

THE FIFTH CHAPTER. -
Victory ?
IMMY SILVER & CO. were riding
hard that afternoon.

“Cheese it! Three Modern cads will
be with the Head’s nephew when he
gets in. . He’s got to be got away from
them !’ snapped Jimmy Silver. ‘‘Pass
the word round—mind they don’t- get
hira away.”

*Right-ho !’

The trap from Rookwood was already
outside the station. Old Mack had dis-
appeared ' into the Rookwood Arms.
Jimmy Silver’s eyes gleamed as he noted

1.

“Get to the geegee, Lovell, and hold
him ready,” he muttered. ‘Mack’s gone
for a drink, and you know he takes long
* drinks. We’ll borrow the trap, and take
the new kid up to the school. Raby can
stay here and tip Mack, so that he won’t
cut up rusty.”

“You bet!” said Lovell.

Raby nodded, and strolled across to the
Roockwood Arms to be ready.to intercept
Mack if he came out. He was prepared

NEXT
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to tip Mask, or to trip him upy as occa-
sion demanded. It wasno time for half
Teasures.

Jimmy Silver, with a crowd of eager

Classicals entered the station prepared
for anything. Gunter was to be got
away from the Moderns—that was" all
they thought or cared about. And the
train had come in.

Jimmy Silver slipped a shilling into
the porter’s hand, and let his flock on
‘to-the platform as the train stopped.

There® were several Modern juniors
there already, and they gave - the
Classicals hostile looks. Jimmy Silver
did not heed themn. He locked along the
train for the enemy.

“There they are!”

The three Tommies were alighting.
After them came a fellow in Etons, eyi-
dently the Head’s nephew. His looks
certainly weren’t what Jimmy Silver ex-

.| pected; but he had no doubt of the

junior’s identity, as he had travelled
with the three Moderns.

“Back up, Classics!” shouted Jimmy.

There was a rush towards the carriage.
Jimmy Silver shouldered Tommy Dodd
aside—with remarkable ease, as he noted
afterwards—and caught the new boy by
the shoulder. :

“You're Gunter?”

Gunter stared at him.

“1 guess 50.”
. “We've come to rescue you from these
Modern cads,” said Jimmy Silver hur-

riedly. “They’re rotters—awful rotters!
You stick to us! Come on !
“But I say—">

“This way !”’

Jimmy Silver. seized one of Gunter’s
arms and Hooker the other, and Jones
minor relieved him of his bag. The
astounded new boy. was rushed away to
the exit.

15

“dlgack up, Moderns !” shouted Tommy

odd.

‘ Rally round, Classies! ”

The Classics closed round the prize in
a crowd, and Gunter was rushed out.

Jdimmy Silver rushed Gunter out of the
station breathlessly. He was surprised
at the ease with which he had robbed
the Moderns of him. On the station
platform the three Tommies doubled up
with laughter as the Classicals dis-

| appeared with the prize.

Leggett rushed up to Tommy Dodd ex-
citedly.
“They’ve got him !” he yelled.

“Let ’em keep him !> chuckled Tommy
Dodd. .

“ What 1"

“We don’t wamt him! We’'ve found
out that he’s 'a low blackguard—a
regular disgraceful beast! We couldn’t

have such a blighter on the Modern

side. We're planting him on the
Classics! See?”
“Oh, scissors !
Jimmy Silver & 'Co. had rushed

Gunter to the trap. They tossed his
bag in, and helped Gunter in. The
Head’s nephew hardly knew whether he
was on his head or his heels, but in the
trap he recovered his breath.

“ What’s the game?” he asked.

‘“We’re rescuing you from those cads,”
stuttered Jimmy Silver. ‘We’'ll explain
afterwards.~ Hurry up! Look after
those bikes, Hooker !”

Jimmy Silver and Lovell jumped in.
Jimmy took the reins, and the trap
dashed away. The Moderns came
streaming out of the station, yelling.
Old Mack appeared in the doorway of
the inn, shaking his fist. But Jimmy
Silver did not heed. He drove on, and

(Continued on page 18.)
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asked Gunter.
Jimmy Silver.

Jimmy Silver & Co. rushed Gunter out to the trap.
bag in and helped the Head’s nephew in front,
' We’re rescuing you from those cads—the Moderns,’’ sald
““ We’ll explain afterwards !’

They tossed his
‘“ What’s the game?’’

{See Chapter 5.)
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- THE INVISIBLE
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FERRERS LORD, the famous millionaire adventurer, and owsner of the Lord of the Deep.

A Magﬁiﬁcent, New Serial of
-:- Adventures in Germany, -
introducing FERRERS LORD,
PRINCE CHING LUNG, and
RUPERT THURSTON & CO.

CHARACTERS IN THE STORY.

Have_ You Seen This Week's **Chuckles” ? It's Grand!

PRINCE CHING LUNG, a very old friend of Lord’s, who has accompanied the millionaire on many adventures.
AN WAGA, an Eskimo, who belongs fo the crew of the yacht, and who is ever on the look-out to play iapes on his shipmates. Great’y

attached fo Ching Lung.

RUPERT THURSTON, a young Englishman, and friend of Lord’s,

., HAL HONOUR, known as the man of silence, engineer of Ferrers Lord’s wonderful submarine.
paint which causes things to become invisible when painted with it.

and which is covered with this new paint, but which is destroyed by I
ARL VON KREIGLER, a mysterious professor, who has great power in Germany, and who holds the secret of Germany’s great treasure-

¢hest.

Ferrers Lord has ferreted out one or two of the professor’s secrets,
Atter this attack, Ferrers Lord despatches Rupert Thurston,
They are detained, but escape, after many exciting adventures.

.Honour has invented a marvellous

He has also built a new kind of aeroplane which he calls a helicopter,

) and Von Kreigler realises that Lord is a very dangerous man.
with Honour and Ching Lung, with a message to Kreigler. =
In the underground passages of the Schloss Schwartzburg, where they have

been imprisoned, they discover a great treasure which Von Kreigler has been hiding from the Allies.
Thurston & Co. return to the yacht, where Ferrers Lord has been waiting for them.
The yacht returns to England again, and Ferrers Lord & Co. set about building a new aeroplane.
The new helicopter is built, but fails in the first trial.

‘Whilst the engineers arc liftinz her from the water. Ga: Waga seizes a ham and k

takes the ham from him.

(Now read on.)

eg of butter from the storeroom of the house, but O’Rooney

Thurston Interrupts!
HING LUNG had sauntered away.
Gan Waga was not ill, but there had
been more butter in the keg than
he had bargained for, and the
Eskimo did not believe in wasting butter.
He dropped overboard to have another sleep.

Before dusk the helicopter had been raised
and placed in her old position on the floating
platform. Barry had arranged a little supper
with cold boiled ham and salad and to-
matoes as the principal dish, and toasted
cheese to follow. He had invited Prout, Mad-
dock, and also Joe the carpenter who had
come ashore from the yacht.

“Ye'll enjoy ut, Joe!” said Barry. “Oi
niver see such a foine ham since me swate
days of choildhood at Ballybunion. And,
bedad, Oi know a ham! Wid a hard-boiled
egg or two and a tomato, a bit of lettuce,
and a sthray pickle, ye'll say ut's proime.
Anyhow, there’s only cowld leg of mutton
for supper, and ut’s as tough as wan of thim
corrk mats they use in bath-rooms. Be along
at eight to the minute, bhoy, or Maddock
and Prout will ate the lot!”

‘It was nearing eight o'clock when Rupert
Thurston came aboard, and discovered Ching
Lung sitting smoking in the conning-tower.

“I've been up to the house, Ching,” said
“Rupert Thurston.  “I know it's nothing
serious, but the cook has been complaining
to the butler, and the butler has been com-
plaining to me. If it had been anyone but
‘Gan Waga it might had been serious. He
has stolen a keg of butter and a ham from
the larder.”

“Why did the chap worry you?” asked
Ching Lung. “If he has any complaints, why
doesn’t he go up to headquarters and make
his grouse to the Chief?”

“I don’t know, but I do know they don’t
like if. Can’t you persuade Gan to take the
stuff back and apologise?”

THE PoPUL4R.—No. 148.
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Ching Lung switched on an extra light so
that he could obtain a better view of Rupert.

“I was afraid you were sickening for
mumps or the jimjams, but you look fit and
healthy,” he said. “Surely that bit of a
douche you got this morning can’t have upset
your mental balance, my poor lad, so you
must have a slight touch of liver. Don't you
say in English when you mean that something
is practically impossible that it's as easy as
getting butter out of a cat’s mouth? And
knowing your plump and genial Gan, you
ought to know also that it is a jolly sight
more difficult to get butter out of him. He
might return the empty keg if you bribe him
to. . As for making him apologise—well, I give

that up. About the butter, if a big chunk|

of that has wandered, I don’t mind pleading
guilty for my Eskimo, but I dispute the ham.
I don’t think he has it.”

“Oh, bother the ham, and the butter, too!”
said Thurston, with a laugh. “What nettled
me was that the butler should groan to me
about it!”

“But why accuse the simple-hearted, honest
Eskimo?” grinned Ching Lung. “Look here,
old warrior, I'll tell you something! Gan did
pinch that ham, but, because he couldn’t help
it, he went half-shares with Barry O'Rooney,
who was well aware that the hambone was a
snatched one. The receiver is always worse
than the actual thief. With the aid of those
other blackguards, Prout, Maddock, and the
carpenter, they are going to eat that ham
with trimmings. There may still be time to
rescue it. If you have any sense of justice,
now is the timie to put both feet down!”

Thurston’s eyes twinkled. .

“So those rascals are dividing the loot, are
they? By Jove, I'd like to teach them a
lesson, Ching!” :

“From information received, the aforesaid
rascals will divide their ill-gotten gains in
the smaller galley at eight o’clock- sharp,
sonny,” said the prince, consulting his watch,
“so you have still ten minutes to teach them

A GRAND YARN OF THE

a lesson and make virfue and
triumphant.”

Rupert Thurston’s eyes twinkled again, but
he assumed a look of pained gravity as he
approached the door of the smaller galley.
Mr. Barry O'Rooney was boiling eggs, and
his friend Mr. Benjamin Maddock was cutting
cheese into slabs to toast under the grill
later on. The galley table was laid for four.
There was the glorious ham decorated with
parsley and a rosette of pink-crinkled paper.
Beside it were a dish of salad and a jar of
pickles and a loaf. When Rupert Thurston
stepped in the eggs were cooked, and Barry
was fishing them out of the saucepan and
dropping them into a basin of cold water.

“By the way, O'Rooney,” said Rupert,
taking care not to look at the ham, “though,
believe me, T am not accusing anyone, some-
thing very unpleasant has happened. The
Chief's butler has complained to me that
articles of food have been stolen from the
house. In particular, he mentioned a York
ham. Of course, if any of you fellows have
taken it, it must have been done in the way
of a joke. The butler, unfortunately, does
not look upon. it in the light of a joke, for
he is one of those people devoid of a sense
of humour, He tells me that all his accounts
are carefully checked every month, and that
York hams are very expensive. He is willing
to say nothing more about it if the ham is
returned. If any of your chums know any-
thing about this, -0'Rooney, I beg you for
the honour of the ship to send the thing back
to the butler, and thus avoid a great deal
of unpleasantness!” 2

Then Rupert Thurston went out and closed
the door behind him. Barry staggered as if
an invisible hand had struck him a hard blow
on the nose. Rupert had politely begged that
the ham should be returned, but his words
amounted to a positive order. The bo’sun
sat speechless, glaring at Barry. Without a
word, though ‘his mouth was working, Barry
O’Rooney took a sheet of brown paper out

OOKWOOD GCHUMS.
By OWEN CONQUEST. HH

justice
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of 'a drawer, and lifted the beautiful ham
from the dish. He gazed at it almost tear-
fully, for it was heart-breaking to have to
part with it. With shaking hands he folded
the paper round it and tied the string.
“Ut’s murther, Ben!”’ he said, in a voice
that trembled with emotion. “Ut’s pillage,
but ut must be done. Och, bad luck to the
day Oi lift swate Ballybunion, home -of me
choildhood’s joys, to be a sailor! Fury and
foire-irons! Oi could sit down and eroy me
oies out wid grafe and despair! Oh, lovely
ham-—farewell !”
“The galley clock struck eight. As if start-
ing out of some frightful dream; Barry seized
the ham and fled. Footfalls sounded in the

galleyway. The other invited guests, Prout
and the carpenter, came in smiling, and very
hungry for their supper. At their heels
waddled Gan Waga.

“Where old Barry Lunatics, hunk?” asked
the Eskimo. “I want my hamses, the fatness
halfs!” -

“There ain’t going tc be no 'am, souse me,
and no fatness half, neither!” said the bo’sun.

“What!” roared Prout and Joe. *“No
ham?”
“No hamses, hunk!” cried Gan Waga,
aghast.

“There ain't,
making for the
‘this ’ere den of

souse me!” said Maddock,
door. “Let me get out of
thieves! I'm honest, I am,

and if T'd knowed the thing was pinched I'd
never have come near the place. If you want
to know, you convicts, the Chief's butler has
lodged a complaint, and the ‘am has gone
back. Mr. Thurston eame and practically
ordered us to return it. Barry’s gone with it
to the house. Oh, what a tremendous
loss!”

Tom Prout’s angry hand clutched at the
salad, and as Ben Maddock made a bolt for
it, a well-aimed tomato broke with a juicy
squelch against the back of his head.

(There will be another long, thrilling
instalment of our grand adventure serial
next week.)
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Great £250 Prize Competition.
CLOSING DATE, April 15th, 1922,
Hereis a splendid chance for keen in.
~ventive boys. Wo offer big prizesfor
the best original models. Full par.
ticulars can be had at your Toy
Dealer, or by writing to Meccano,

Ltd., Binns Boad, Liverpool.

IT
has made.
if you

No. 0 Outfit - 6/-
No.1 5 ~=10/-
No.2 5 =20/-
No.3 5 =30/-
No.4 5 =50/«
No.b 5 =70/=

like,

Meccano Prices:

Boys! Build this fine Crame with Meccano!

is heaps better fun making real working models than playing with toys that somebody
With Meccano, you can build scores of fine models—a new one every
Towers, Motor - Cars, Fire - Escapes — With Meccano you

Cranes,
build anything that works,

MECCANO

Free to Boys
This is a new and splendidly illustrated
book telling of all the good things which
come from Meccano-land, where the best
boys toys are manufactured.
should be without this wonderful hook.
How to geta free copy—just show this
advt. to three chums and send us their
names and addresses with your cwn. Put
No. 37 after your name for reference.
. ‘Write to-day.

No. 5 Presentation
Outfit in Oak
Cabinet, 100/«

No. 6 Presentation
Outfit in Oak
Cabinet, 180/= -

else
day
can

No boy

¢ 100 Post Free,

(postageZd,extra). Delight or Money Back.
Extra Pictures up to 1,000 all differéht, 7d.
Catalogue of Bargains Free—
PAIN’S PRESENTS HOUSE, Dept.33P, Hastings.

& "

il Packed Free. Carriage Paid. Fifteer Days’ Free Trial,

{LOWEST CASH PRICES.

Promptdelivery.. Save Dealers’ Profits,

« {81Shop Soiled and Second-hand Cycles,

tid¥lguaranteed or Money Refunded.
j/ Size Free Liats and Special Ofer of Sample Bicycle.

'MEAD

EASY PAYMENT TERMS.
Big Bargainsin

Satisfaction
Write for Monster

CYCLE GOMPARY, Ircorpd.
Dept. B607, BIRMINGHAM.

FREE FUN!

1
8 Mystifying Magic Tricks, 250 Riddles, 18 Gam
YVentriloquism Secret, and 1,001

Qur Funny Novelty, causing rears of laughter,
FREE to all sending 1/- for 70 Cute Conjuring
Tricks, 12 Jolly Joke Tricks, & Catchy Coin Tricks, 5 Cunning Card Tricks,

3 es, 10 Funny Readings,
6 Funny Recitations, 21 Monologues, 73 Toasts, 52 Wealth Secrets, Easy
1 Stupendous Attractions.
‘lighted ! Great Fun{—C. HUGHES, 15, Wood 8t., Edgbaston, Birmingham.

Thousands de-

SHO RT = 0 R TAL L ?—Which are you, and which would you like

be? A deficiency in height can rapidly

1 Students report from 2
Buccessfully practised by business men, actors,
soldiers, and all to whom height and appearance count.

to
be made good by the.Girvan Scientific Treatment.
to 5 inches increase.

for particulars and our
17, STROUD GREEN ROAD, LONDON, N. 4.

£100 guarantee to ENQUIRY DEPT. AM.P.,

Send a postcard

PEOTO POSTCARDS OF YOURSELF, 1/3 doz.
) 5 . ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL.
AND SAMPLES FREE.—HACKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

LARGEMENTS,- 8d.

12 by 10-EN-
CATALOGUE

7/6,

CIGARETTE PICTURES,. 53 fro

—JACOBS, 35, BLENHEIM GARDENS, CRICKLEWOOD, LONDON, N.W. 2.

5/8,
i B4 éLLUSTRATED

Odd numbers
dozen.

Stamp for-list.

FILMS FOR SALE, CHEAP,
Eilm, 1(3=TYSON & MABSHALL. 89,

Machines, eto.
velope for Lists,
Lastle Boulevard, NOTTINGHAM,

Stamped en-.
50-ft. S8ample .

THE “EXCELSIOR”- MICROSCOPE.

A High-Grade Instrument at the price of a toy. Magni-
fies 2,000 vols. Indispensable for the tea.chln% of Chemistr;
Botany, and Zoology, and for examination o ly(i
Foodstuffs, showing Mites in cheese as large as beetles
and Animalculz swimming in water, ete.
No. 1.—Beautifully finished in plain Brass .. - )
No. 2.—11\?6(;1kelled Mountings and Standards, Swinging

5 e e e e W
No. 3.—Fitted with Super Lens, Handsome,

Stand, eto., Superior Finish

STEANM ENGINES.

VERTICAL or EORIZONTAL.
Bteam Whistls, and all Accessories,

and 10/68, Post Free.

CATALOGUES OF ELECTRICAL,

THAM, and MECHANICAL MO
TIES, 3d., Post Free. e

SBATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR CASH REFUNDED.,

BENNETT

6, THEOBALDS ROAD, HOLBORN, LONDON. W.C. §

Houssho

‘Heavy

7/6

oo
Spring Safety Valve,

DELS and NOVEL.

BROS,,

i
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THE SCHOGLBOY DOMESTICS!

(Continued from page 6.)

L e

darkening angrily. “Pray explain yourself,
Wharton!”

Harry Wharton rapidly told the Head how
Trotter had come to the school the
previous night to tell him of his suspicions,
and how they had laid the trap for Bunter.
The Head was very angry, but, at the
same time, a feeling of infinite relief
instantly took possession of him.

“QGood gracious!” he exclaimed at last. “It
is through this wretched boy, then, that the
whole misunderstanding has arisen? It was
you, Bunter, who went into the store-room
on Tuesday night. You imitated Dibbs' voice
to escape the consequences of your own dis-
honourable act?”

“I—I didn’t, sir!” faltered Bunter. “I—I
wasn’t in the store-room at all! I only went
there to look for my handkerchief.” I mean,
I didn't go there—-"

“Silence!” said the Head wrathfully. “You
are contradicting yourself at every point,
Bunter. I think it is fairly positive that you
are the culprit. In fact, there is no doubt
whatever on, the matter. You deliberately
pilfered food from the store-room, and then
laid the blame on to Dibbs! Wretched boy,
I have half a mind to expel you immediately!”

Billy Bunter nearly fainted. >

“Oh, sir,” he gasped wildly. “you won’t do
that! I confess everything, sir! It was I
who was in the store-room, and I did imitate
Dibbs’ voice! I only did it, sir, because I
was afraid of what would happen! I never
dreamed that Dibbs would get into trouble,
and that it would end in the servants backing
him up! I—I'd made up my mind to come
to you, sir, and confess it all this morning!”

“Lies will not help you, Bunter!” said the
Head sternly.

“But you're not going to expel me, sir?”
panted Bunter breathlessly,

“No, Bunter; I shall not do that,” said the
_Head thoughtfully. “But I shall give you
one of the soundest floggings you ever
received in your life! I am of opinion that
it will do you more good than expulsion! 1
know your character, and to a boy who has
such a fondness for food as you have the
offence is not so serious. I have no doubt
that having found the trapdoor, it proved too
great an attraction for you. You had not
sufficient will-power to resist the temptation.”

As a matter of fact, the Head was so
relieved at finding the trying situation at a
sudden end that he took a more lenient view
(;f the case than he otherwise would have
done.

“My boys,” he said to Harry Wharton &
Co., “I have to thank you for bringing the
truth to light. -Needless to say, am
intensely grieved that I have been, indirectly,
the cause of the servants striking! They
may have been insulting in their excitement;
but, under the circumstances, I am prepared
t6 overlook that. It is a great relief to
know that everything is all right!”

“Rather, sir!” agreed the juniors. “But
it was Trotter who found out the truth!”

“So it was,” said the Head—“so it was!
Trotter, my boy, I am very pleased with you
—s0 pleased, in fact, that I shall give you
double wages at the end of this week!”

Exactly” an hour later all the servants
trooped in at the gates of Greyfriars.

“Here they are!” shouted Bulstrode, as a-

crowd of Removites rushed across the Close.

“How do you feel, Gossy?” £

“Wot I says is this ’ere!” said Gosling. “I
knowed hall along that Dibbs was hinnocent!
Still, the "Ead’s a gent! I slanged ’im suthin’
cruel, an’ ‘e’s a real good ’un to let matters
slip into their usual places agin. Tt's glad
enough I am to be back ‘ere, an’ 1 reckon
heverybody else his of the same opinion!”

And everybody else was. In fwo days' time
the servants had quite settled down again,
as though nothing had happened. = Mrs.
Mimble had reopened her little tuckshop, and
_the ordinary routine of work was resumed
at Greyfriars. And the occasion is never
likely to arise again when the Head will find
it necessary to enlist the services of the
schoolboy domestics!

THE END.
(There will be another long complete tale of
Hurry Wharton & Co. next week.)
THE PoPULAR.—No. 148.

-NEXT -
FRIDAY!

“THE AMAZING NEW BOY!™

A Bone of Contention!

(Continued from page 15.)

the trap fairly whizzed through the old
High Street of Coombe.

Jimmy Silver slacked down when they
reached the lane.

“Safe as houses !” he said breathlessly.

“All serene, Gunter, old chap! We've
only rescued you, you know. Like to
drive?” :

““Sure.”

Gunter took the ribbons. He gave the
horse a lash with the whip. It was a

cruel "lash, and it made the Rookwood |

juniors stare. The horse leaped forward
as if he had been electrified.

“Here, draw it mild!” said Lovell,
aghast. >

“] guess I know how to handle a
gee!”

“TLook out! You’ll have the trap
over!” roared Jimmy Silver.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It was the new boy’s peculfar sense
of humour again—Jimmy’s first experi-
ence of it. He lashed the horse, and
cracked the whip, and they raced down
the lane at a speed that was dangerous,
especially to anyone they might chance
to meet. :

The trap dashed on furiously. Rook-
wood appeared in sight in an incredibly
short space of time. Gunter turned the
horse in at the gates, and brought it,
foaming, to a halt before the porter's
lodge, and jumped down.

Jimmy Silver and Lovell followed him,
panting. Their hearts had been in their
mouths. They stared at the new boy.
The Head’s nephew was a surprise to
them. :

“1 guess 1
chuckled Gunter.
" “You didn’t scare us, and you were
a brute to hit the horse like that!” said
Lovell indignantly.

Jimmy squeezed his
warningly.

“Come in with us, dear boy.” he said.

scared  you—what !”

chum’s arm

“Nearly tea-time. Come on!”
And Gunter was marched trium-

phantly into the School House.

Jimmy Silver & Co. had won the prize.

They rejoiced at first.

But the hilarity and apparent con-
tentment with which the Moderns took
their defeat made them suspicious a little
later.

Gunter had promised them to become a
Classical over tea, and that promise made
them indulgent to the fact that he spat
on l:.he floor and picked his teeth with a
fork.

They had succeeded; the Moderns
were beaten to the wide. It was later
that it dawned upon Jimmy Silver & Co.
that that easy victory at Coombe had
been “planted” on them, and that
Tommy Dodd had been only too anxious
to see them bag the Head’s nephew.

They had bagged him! When they
came into the end study again, and
found the new boy there, with his feet
on the table, a cigar-in his mouth, and
the study walls newly decorated with
tobacco-juice, they gave each other sickly
looks. They had done Tommy Dodd,
but not quite so much as Tommy Dodd
had done them.

The Head’s nephew was a Classical!
The Classicals had succeeded in catching
a Tartar!

THE END.

(There will be another grand tale of
Rookwood next week.)
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: A WORD WITH
YOUR EDITOR.

= Your Editor is always pleased to
= hear from his readers. Address: The
= Editor, The ““ Popular,” The Fleetway
= House, Farringdon St., London, E.C.4.
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FOR NEXT FRIDAY! =
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There will be another long complete story
of Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars,

entitled
‘“ FORESTALLED!”
By Frank Richards,

and a grand tale of Jimmy Silver & Co.,
under the title of

“THE AMAZING NEW BOY!"”
By Owen Conquest,

which will deal with further exploits of the
Head’s nephew from the far-off, rocky land
of Texas. Te follow this will be the usual
four-page  Supplement, “Billy - Bunter's
Weekly,” which will be a Special “Sanny ”
Number.

A further instalment of our splendid ad-
venture serial, “The Invisible Raider,” will
also be included in the programme, and last,
though not least, will be “Poplets ” Com-
petition No. 43, in which I am again offering
a Grand Match Footbhall and Ten Five-
Shilling Prizes.

‘““ POPLETS” COMPETITION NO. 42.

FIRST PRIZE: Grand. Match Football.

TEN PRIZES OF FIVE SHILLINGS EACH. .
Examples for this week: -

Getting rid of. In Borrowed Plumes.
A Sudden End. Townsend’s Little

Catching a Tartar. - Game.
Waiting for Friday. Studying for Exam.
Winter. Humorous

Football in Snow. Situation.

Putting Up With. Not Always There.
P

Select two of the examples, and make up
a sentence of TWO, THREE, or FOUR
words having some bearing on the example.
ONE of the words in your sentence must
commence with one of the letters in the
example.

1. All “Poplets ” must be written on one
side of a POSTCARD, and not more than
two “Poplets ” ean be sent in by one reader
each week. S

2. The postcards must be
“Poplets,” No. 42, The “Popular,”

addressed
Gough

| House, Gough Square, London, E.C.4.

3. No correspondence may be entered into
in connection with “Poplets.”

4, The Editor'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 can only enter
the competition on this understanding.

5. I guarantee that every effort will be
thoroughly examined by a competent staff
of judges, PROVIDED that the effort is sent
in on a POSTCARD, and that it is received

-on or before Novembher 24th.

—_—

‘“ POPLETS
NO. 34.

The Grand Match Football

awarded to:
Arthur Kimber,
13, Harford Street, ;
St. James, Bristol,

and the ten prizes of five shillings each
have been sent to the following readers:

Arthur Williams, 11, Portland Street, Leam-
ington Spa; George Mitofsky, 25, Heyteshury
Street, Dublin; H. Knighton, 46, Welling-
borough Road, Northampton; L. M. E. Nash,
22, Farnsby Street, Swindon, Wilts; Edward
Mitchell, 5, North Shore Street, Cambeltown,
N.B.; E. Arthur, 20, High Street, Dorking,
Surrey; Albert Head, Victoria Road, Cole-
ford: Ernest W. Huntington, 47, Southfield
Road, Rotton Park, Birmingham; Stanley
Huntley, Glenthorne, 41, Severn Avenue,
Weston-Super-Mare, Somerset; W, Purvis, 28
Warton Street, Bootle, Liverpool.

Dour EDditor,

RESULT OF COMPETITION

has been

A GRAND YARN OF THE ROOKWOOD CHUMS.

By OWEN CONQUEST. i3
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-shown at your local Picture FPalace. Slides and all

_ Satisfaction guaranteed or money back.

—if Not, Get a Copy of This Week’s
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TELL us which of
ubjects men-
tionsd below interests
will then
mmedlately post you
a. very inferesting
BOOXK

Do you want
 Better Job?

pointing out your cha.nces of success, and
explaining how we ecan give you just
that knowledge to qualify you for a better
job, We also help to place you in a good

S8 # position with high wages. We teac by
post in your 3pa:e ne, and in your own home.

We strongly recommend eaoh of these Postal Courses,
not only to the C ﬁ. e but also to APPRENTICES
and to the PARENTS of 1ads iea.vmg School.

Aeroplane Eng’ing.PowerHouse Design m’arine Eng’ing.

Aerco Bagines. and Operatxon NavaIArehitectu*’e.
Eleotncal Eng'ing. Mechamcalnn ’ing.Ship Design,
Wireless Draughtsmanship. g:vﬂ Engineering.

e!egraphy. Werkshop Practice. Surveys & Lieyelling.
Electr: Pachine Tools. uiiding Constr'n.

Installations. Boller Making. Rnlnforo'dconcreze
Blectrical Engineers’ Quanti- Struetural Eng’ing

Control Gear ties &Estimating Munigipal Ena'mg
Alternating Mathematics. Plgmh ng

urrant. Fotor Engd’ing. ric_l ganitary.

g!ectmc I.ighting Eiectric Motor-car Hea mg an

lootric \gel ing. Ignition s8tart- Ventil

Telegraphy.
Te‘eghony- System Engin
BX. AHINA.TIONS —We special{ 12 u' the !ollounng
Exams.: A M.I. Mech.E.; AM % A M Inst. 0.8
I A.E.; Board of Trade Ma.rlne 2nd Class, 1st Olass,
Titra ist Olass: Oty and Guilds BExams. in Telegraphy,
Telephony, ete. Write for this book to- -2ay, Itmay mean
the turning-point of your career. Don’t forget to men-
-2 tion the subject which interests you.
/} THE TECHWNOLOGICAL INS‘I’ITULE cr
. BRITAIN,
&L, Thane House, 231-232, Strand I.ondon.

Australaszan Omces 8, Barrack Street, Sydney, N.S.W., Australia.

QYS 1

Seo the FHm Starsx your ovmhome with bhls Wonder=
ful Mode! Cinema, has Powsriul Adjustable Lenses,
and is supplied with 3 of the best Standard Films as

HOUES wm'

accessories included, making a complete Home Cinema.

Price No. 1 OCnly 6/6. Post Free.
Mo, 2 Model. ,, 8/8. i 35

= No. 3 Model. ,, 11/6.
Extra Films 30 ft., 1/= each. Post Tree.

REPEATER PEA PISTOL holds 17 ehot. Post Free, 1/6.
Please cross Postal Orders
GRACE & €O,

81, Wood 8Street, Cheapside, London, E.C.

direct from: factor and SAVE POUNDS. \g
World’s finest Table Grands, Portable-Hornioss \&
and exquisitely ecloured horn Mead-c-phones
ta select from, Sent on 10 days' trial, cnma ¢ paid,
with 52 tunes and 400 needles, RIT 'lg DAY
far utifully lllustrated ART CATALQGUF
mﬁ CO. [Dept GLOB). mu:m AN,

e

A AONTH i, gov oo or oo
fashlonable Brogue Shoes.
T messim Taies’ or Gent’s size, Tan or
Black, price 30/- Send 5/-nowand promise
5/- monthly after delivery. Send 5/« to-
day and sa\;h what size and colour we

1 send you. Satisfaction
or deﬁosit. refunded, Price
Ligt Free,

MASTERS, Ltd.,82, Hope
Stores, Rye. (Hstd. 1859.)

SREﬁT MUSICAL DISCOVERY

A BRITISH INVENTION.
pockeét instrument that plays

n all Keys as periectly aza Vio.
lin, without the laboriousstudy
of seales Theonly British Made
Pockeb Instrument on the mar.
eb, Post Eree—with full in-

Range 8§ Octaves, i rucxtlgllg—_ilﬁ Better Quality

R. FIELD (Bept. 33), Hali Avenue, HUDDE RSFEELB.

—[llustrated Cat,alogue of Tricks, Jokes,
l!lﬁR NG Puzzles, 8d.— ECLIPSE NOVELTY CO.
(Dept. L), FRANCIS TERRACE, LONDON N. 19.

= t: bile,
FUN FOR ALL 1-eatllouiers Foco utnumons:  Ingisine

ete. 1/- P.O. (Ventriloguism Treatise included).—Edeed Ca., Clevedon, Som, .

ng, -
ingand L.ghting Int emalt‘ombuscion 4
es.

Can be taken to pieces and rebmlt

The Hornby Trains are quite different {6 any other Clock-
work Trains, being strongly built in sections, and serewed
together Wxth nuts and bolts. You can take them to pieces,
clean them and rebuild them, and if a part becomes lost or
damaged, you can buy another and fit it yourself quite easily.

The Clockwork mechanism is stro‘l%ly built and does not easily
get out of order. Hornby Trains last for ever.

Hornby Trains are made in the four types described on this

page, each type being obtainable in the correct colours of

the London and North Western, Midland, Great Northern

and Caledonian systems.

It's a Hornby Clockwork Train you want!
Standardised Parts.

Beauhful Finish.

Perfect Mechanism.

Thls is No. 1 Passenger set with Loco, Tender, and 2 beauti-
fully enamelled coaches. Complete set, 38/6. Locog, 18/6.
Tenders, 4/6. Extra Coaches, §/6 each.

No. 1 Goods Set, which includes Loco, Tender, and Goods
Wagon. Set of raﬂs including a 2ft. diamecter circle and
2 straights. C‘omplete set, 30/-, Locos, 18/8. Tenders, 4/6.
Wagons, 4/6. .

This is No. 2 Pullman. This
Loce is larger, and together with
the Tender measures 17in, long.
One Dining and one Puliman
Coach, 8ot of Rails making a
4ft, diameter circle. Complete
set, 84/., Locos, 40/., Tenders,
5/-, Coaches, 16/,

No. 2 Goods. Similar to No.

Pullman, but with two Wagons

instead of Coaches. Complete

set, 57/6. Wagons, 4/6 each,

Rails, gauge 0, suitable for all

above trains, sua.wht or curved,
6. per doz.

FREE TO BOYS
A SPLENDID NEW
MEQCANO BOOK.,

This isa new and splendidly

ilustrated book telling of .

all the good things wkich

come from Meccanolands

where the hest boys’ toys
are inianufaqpured. - Ho bey
S0P b without thiswons | (tossings, right or acmte engle
T0 GET A FREE COPY B iR oo

just show this advertisel- Ll each,

ment to three chums and 5
send us their names and Points, right or feft hand for

addresses with your owa. ofs. or 4fs, diameter circle),
Address your leiter to Dept X. 5/ oach. E

)
MEGGANG LEMITEE BINNS RE., I-WERP@G!..
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NEARLY ENDS WALKER’S CAREER

NOW, THANKS TO URACE, HE
BREAKS WORLD'S RECORD.

420 Miles in 82 Hours 5 Minutes.

5 & PADDINGTON RECREATION GIBOUND.

EAR BIBS, : s

As you will sea by the enclosed Medical Oertifi.
cate, I smuffered from acute Rheumatism. My
friends thought my athletic career Was ended, for
I waa in a pitiable state, both my knees, ankles,
and thumbs being terribly swollen. Luckily, a
friend adyised me to try *Urace ”; 'ar{ soon
the terrible pains bad vanished, and to the
astonishment of myself and friends I was back
on the track again, moving as well as ever.
My recent record-breaking walk from London
to  Edinburgh, & distance of 430 miles, in
83 hours 5 minutes 44 2-5 seconds, easily beating
the previous best, conclusively proves that I
have rid my system thoroughly of Uri?‘ Acid b.y’
the aid of your valuable preparation, “Urace.
Wi{:}h very best wishes for the further success

race,”

“ -
ot Yours faithfully,
GEORGE CUMMINGS.
World' s Professional
Walking Champion.

URACE DISSOLVES AND DRIVES OUT URIO ACID.
URACE, and URAGE alone, can oure rheuma-
tism. Nothing ls more certain than thab. It
cures on & new and common-sense principle.
It directly attacks the cause of rheumatism—
urio acid—dissolvés and expels ‘the urlo acld
from the system, and prevents its re-
appearance. This is why it CURES, and
.QURES QUICKLY. Get a box now.
From Boots® (600 Branches), Timothy
ite Co., Taylor’s, Selfridge’s,
Whiteley's, Harrod’s, and all
Chemists and Stores, or direct for re-
mittance from the URACE Laboratories,
%'g, Woburn House, Store Street, London,

1';‘:.3,. 3/-, & 5/- per Box.

" oHE ACENOWLEDGED BEMEDY FOR
NEURALGIA CRANP NERVE PAINS
TLUMBAGO RAEUMATISH KIDNEY TROUBLES
UT BACKACHE SCIATICA

BANG!
BANG!!
BANG 11!

Blaze away, boys, 100 shots
without reloading,

The “QUICFIRA"
Price 1/3 post free,
V(I’ouava abroad, 34, exirs.)
Perfectly harmless, but just the thing for
Amateur Detectives and Scouts. Write
your pame-and address very plainly on a
sheet of paper, attach this advt, and send
with P.O. 1/8 to

F. GILMAN, 8, Grange Road, Sinoihones,

STOP STAMMERING I 3 Souieel. 2 rleg™
rxazgx HEUGHES, Ld., 7, Southampton Row, London, W.C. 1.

Q ALE, OR E C o~

FILMS FOR HIRE, £0:%,0% 53650 004 sampts.
28. Stamp for list.—MACGREGOR, 34, Beaufoy Road, Tottenham, N.17.
LEARN DUTTON’S 24-HOUR SHORTHAND.
Eirst Lesson Free.—DUTTON’S COLLEGE, Desk 303, SKEGNESS,
“CURLY BAIR!"—‘It's wonderful,’’ writes B. 10,000 Tes}.imonglllg.

Proof sent. Ross’ ‘‘ WAVEIT’® CURLS STRAIGHTRST HAIR. L 2/6.
{Stamps accepted.)—ROSS (Dept. P, ),1173. New North Bd.. Londen, N. I.

M AG'G Tnlc Ks - ete.—Parcels, 2/6, 5/6. Ventriloquist’s
g Instrument. Invisible. Imitate Birds.
Price 6d.each,4forl/-—T.W. Harrison, 239, Pentonville Rd.,London, N.1.

CUT THIS OUT

* The Popular.” PEN COUPON. Value 2d.

Send 13 of these coupons with only 2/8 direct to the Fleet Pen Co.,
119, Fleat Street, London, E.0, 4. You will receive by returnasplendid
British Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/8 (Fine,
Medium, or Broad Nib). If only 1 coupon is sent, the price is 449. 2d. being
allowed for each extra coupon up to 12. (Pocket Olip, 4d. extra.) Thisgreat
offer is made to introduce the famous Fleet Pen to the POPULAR readers.

Batigfaction guaranteed or cash returned. Foreign post extra. e
Lever SsHf-Filling Model, with Safety Cap, 2/- extra.

THE POPULAR-Every Friday.

NERVOUSNESS

is the greatest drawback in life to any man or woman. If you
are nervous, timid, low-spirited, lack self-confidence, - will power,
mind conceniration, blush or feel awkward in the presence of
others, send three penny stamps for particulars of the Mento-Nerve
Strengthening Treatment, used in the Navy from Vice-Admiral to
Seaman, and in the Army from Colonel to Private, D.8.0’s, M.C."s,
M.M.’s, and D.C.M.'s. — GODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH, Ltd, 621,
imperial Buildings, Ludgate Gircus, London, E.C.4.

A Model STEAM ENGINE

Complete, ready for work, 15/-, 21/-, & 32/-.. Rails, 6d. per length.
LPost extra 1/-. ELECTRIC LIGHT! Battery, Switch, Wire, Lamp,
Holder, Reflector, Instructions, ete., &4/6; postage 6d. ILarger size,
8/6; postage 9d. SHOCKING COIL!
Set of Parts for making, 1/9. Battery
Parts, 1/6: postage 3d. each. Electro
Magnet, 9d.3 %}sta,ge 3d.
Box Electrioal Experiments, 3/-; postage
6d. Special Cheap Telephone BSef, com-
plets, 1/6; postage 4d. (Catn10§ua 44d.)

4-Volt Dynamo, 12/6. BEND NOW!

The EARBORNE SMALL POWER Co.
T.{38) 33. Oueen’s Road, Aston, lejminzham

PIGTORIAL POSTACE STAMPS Ssg1{ sumsnia chacty g

W. A, WHITE, 85, Dudiey Road, LYE, Steurbridge.

RO R IIENATOGTALNS tham, £1, MU ATTOMATION. Hirker
2 3, ar ms. ustral atalogue —
Desk E, DEAN OINEMA CO., 94, Drayton Avenue, London, %V.ﬁ.

NEOCEIEE:

Yours To Wear Whilst Paying For it.

Gent.’s full-size - Keyless Lever
Watch, strong Nickel Silver, dust and
damp-proof cases, clear dial, genuine
Lever Movement, perfect railway time- .
TN keeper, price 15/-, or cash with order,

13/6.- Ladies’ or Gent.’s wristlet
model (a beautiful present}, 4/-
extra. Any of these splendid
watches sent on receipt of the
first payment. After receiving
the watch you send us a further
2/-, snd promise to pay tho -
balance by weekly instalments of”
6d. each, or 2/- monthly, War-
ranty for 10 years sent with each
watch. No unpleasant inquiries.
Don't risk disappointmen$, as this {8
manufacturer's stock, purchased at
great reduction (usually sold af
25/-). Send 2/- and 6d. extra for
postage and {nsurance at once to—
THE WOBURN WATCH CO.
{Desk ‘P 10), Woburn Houss,

~ LONDON, W.C.1.
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LUMINOUS
DIALS
2 EXTRA.
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All applications for Advertisement Space
in this publication should be addressed
to the Advertisement Department,
UNION JACK SERIES, The Fleetway
House, Farringdon St., London, E.C.4
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Printed and published every Friday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated
‘Advertisement offices: The
broad, 11s. per annum; 5s. 8

'he Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C. 4, . 6d.
d. for six months. Sole agents for South Africa: The Central News Agenoy, Ltd. Solegazgentﬂ lox‘.A,l_LBt!;Slli‘& and New

Presg, Limited, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Strest, Londen, E.C. 4.
Subsoription rates: Inland, 13s. per annum; 6d. for six months,

Zealand Messrs. Gordon & Goteh, Lbtd.; and for Canada, The Imperial News Co., Ltd. Saturday, November 19th, 1921




