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(An amazing incident from Owen Conquest’s greai story of the chums of Kookwood School inside.)
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A LIVELY TALE OF THE BOYS OF ROOKWOOD SCHOOL! | | “You howling dummy——" | But Lm'_c-l] did not hold on. : He -
o “Hallo! What’s biting you, | was full of aches and pains that he

Lovell 7” asked Putty, in astonish-,
ment. * Don’t you think it’s no end
of a jest on Carthew? Think of
people coming here to see him in
class—and Carthew not being able

owed to Putty’s misdirected sense.of
humour. He was quite keen to give
Putty his share of pains and aches,
and he did—with energy. RS
He rushed after the sprawling
Putty, still smiting with the cushion.
Ihe thwacks of the cushion and the
vells of the hapless Putty rang
through the Fourth Form passage.
}Vhack! Whack ! Whack! Bump!
“Oh! Ow! Yaroooh! Gerroff!
Keep him off! Oh crumbs!”? %
Putty of the Fourth scrambled up
somehow and fled. Lovell, unap-
peased, pursued him along  the
passage, smiting frantically with the
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to make head or tail of it when they
| “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Raby.
“You silly ass, I suppose it never
By OWEN CONQUEST. | chaps would see. that advertisomeut,
and would take it as genuine.”
“You don’t mean
e e “You silly ass!” howled ILovell,

offer him ten bob R
occurred to you that some Rookwood
(Author of the Fales of Rookwood appearing in the ** Popular,”) | Putty started.
“You funny chump!
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The 1st Chapter.
Too Funny!

‘s ()“P, I::

“Feeling bad, old chap?”

Jimmy Silver asked that sympa-
thetic question.

Arthur Edward Lovell, who was
about to groau again, paused, to fix
a glare on his sympathetic chum.

“You ass!”

“Eh?”

| ally. | _
. Smythe of the Shell—indeed, he was

Thereis a great rush of would-be purchasers for Mark |

Carthew’s bicycle at ten shillings !

sale for ten shillings. But there 1t
was, 1n black and white; and
Lovell, in good faith, had gone to
Carthew’s study to offer him the ten
shillings and take over the bike.
Then the trouble had started, and
Tovell, whacked and kicked out of
the study, had fled, as it were, for
his life. Carthew’s conduct was ab-
solutely inexplicable.

It was not explained by the fact
that the bully of the Sixth had a
special * down” on the end study, and
that Lovell was a member of that
famous study.

For Smythe of the Shell had gone
to Carthew to make the offer for the
bike, and had been treated in the
same way—and even more -drastic-
Carthew had no ““down ” on

generally rather civil to Adolphus
Smythe, who was a wealthy fellow.

So the whole thing was a puzzle—

"unless Carthew was out of his senses.

The Classical Fourth, discussing the

' matter, came to the conclusion that

Carthew was as mad as a hatter.
And that really was an alarming

J
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want people calling here about his old
bike, perhaps during classes, too. His
idea was. to fix up appointments to
show it to a buver.” !
:J;:he, Iistical Four stared at Putty.
I'he expression on Arthur Edward
Lovell’s face was really startling. He
was beginning to understand.
“Catch on?”’ continued Putty,
still merry and bright, and quite fail-
g to note Lovell’s expression. I
altered the ten pounds to ten shil-
lings, and put in °ecall personally
only.” Here it is. in the paper.”
“You—you 7 gasped Lovell.
163 grinned
"You see, lots of readers of

*Bright idea, wasn’t it ?”
Putty.

|

jumping up.
I’'ve been to Carthew, through that
fatheaded jape of yours, and offered
him ten bob for his bieyele.”

“You have!” yelled Putty.

“Yes, I have, you blithering funny
bandersnatch !

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Putty.
“What did Carthew do?” .

“He thought it was a rag—I can
see now why he thought so, He
pitched into me——"

*“ Pitched 1nto you 7”? ~

“Yes—whacked me right and left
and i :

“Oh, my hat!”

“ And booted me out of his study !
roared Lovell.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Putty.

“You think it's a laughing
matter 7 bawled Lovell.

Apparently Putty did. He simply
yelled with merriment.

f

|

|

cushion. He did not stop till Putty
bolted into Study No. 2 like a rabbit
immto a burrow, and slammed and
locked the door. "

Then Lovell returned breathlessly
to the end study. He was breathless,
but he was feeling better. >

The 2nd Chapter.

The Third Form Syndicate. -
Algy Silver of the Third Form at*
Rookwood came into the Third Form
room with a crumpled paper under
his arm, and a cheery grin on bhis
face. Prep in the Third Form room
was over: Mr. Bohun. the master of
the Third, had finished with his
Formn for that evening. After prep’
the fags had the room to themselves
until nine o’clock; they preferred it
to the junior Clommon-room, where
they were in awe of the Fourth and
the Shell. Generally, after prep,
there was plenty of noise going on in
the fags’ quarters—the Rookwood
Third had no idea at all of the re-
pose that stamps the casve of Vere
de Vere. The present evening was
not an exception—there was plenty
of mnoise going on, when Jinmy
Silver’s fag cousin strolled in.
Stacey and Wegg and Hawes were.
“buzzing ” inkballs at one another.
Lovell minor was arguing with

e ]) 'Ol ‘{'hinl' ]- -'..-hn“],l bB kiiuking theﬂl'}r. ,.{l }-)PEfECt ﬂf trl.lE SIthl ]*'Dl'ﬂl (.;I'H,nt at fhc tﬂp Gf llifi ‘L‘Di{:{?, ﬂ”d
i U Zf‘ _ ;f : mv.;l et sl l:;a,d .5 | who was as mad as a hatter ‘was a Clramt 7 ansd arguing ‘with Lovell
b e N e iy s * | rather dangerous customer—quite un- iRor | iER el B’ e
demanded Lovell. 1or  with all whe power of . his

Jimmy Silver smiled.

There was no doubt that Lovell of
the Fourth was feeling bad, and
equally no doubt that 1t had a de-
teriorating effect on his temper.

The Fistical Four, of the Fourth,
were in the end study, and for some

time Arthur Edward Lovell bhad

pleasant at close ¢quarters.

“The advertisement’s  straight
enough,” groaned Lovell. “Carthew
put 1t in the paper. It's the adver-
tisement he sent you with on Wed-
nesday, Jimmy—the message Putty
took to the printer’s office for you.
He may have changed his mind
about selling the bike so cheap: But

lungs. Pipkin and Lucas and Wylie
were gathered round the fire. cook-
ing herrings for a fag supper—or
perhaps scorching them would ™ be
more correct. There was a scent of
herrings, and a smell of burning,
and an aroma from Pipkin’s boots,
which had been too near the fire:
Algy Silver looked reund the noisv

been }'?1E'-?1¥-‘111;g. that’s mo reason why hé should Flt:_'.u_"m_-1'1:::1:::11‘1.‘r and signed to Lovell
He was hurt. | Tacked | SPring out at a. fellow like a tiger.” minor and Grant. His look and ges-
A fellow could not be whackec “No reason at all,” agreed ture 1ndicated that something was

emphatically b}f a ‘pl‘l’.‘-ff-‘-tifr 133‘.}1* Jimmy, | “on,” and the two fags ceased fheir

glﬂ-l'lrt-, and li_lf'.litil*jl Iimle_ﬁmptmﬂgl v “It envs Fer' shillinpss dend 3 argument, and joined him in- a
. : $ g . 1t 1 y Soeee Ldan . :

13 a preiects ml’ Wll EDHI ‘61“,3: offered him ten shillings. It says Lﬂf:!ﬁfj' L IR .
ook, And such had besn Lovell's'} (g L s T T ealled: herson. 'hat’s up ?” asked Lovell minor.
: sl _ _ pers v, pe i SLLABROE LX) :
painful experience at the hands ot Sl What more: did he waat 1" A chance for us!” said Algy im-

Carthew of the Sixth.
“Ow!” went on Lovell. “Wow!”
“Keep it up, old chap, if 1t re-
lieves vour feelings,” said Newcome.
“PDon’t mind us!”. added Raby
generously. _
(¢ T? 3 . !

I’m not minding you!” grunted
Lovell. “Ow! That awful rotter!
Oh! T’ve got pains all over! Wow!
Of course, he’s mad!” |

“Mad as a hatter!” said Jimmy

“Oh, he’s potty,” said Newcome.

“The Head ought to be told—ow !”
sald Lovell. ¢ Carthew ought to be
put under restraint—yow-ow!”

Lovell rubbed his injuries
groaned.

There was a tap at the half-open
door of the end study, and a cheery
junior came in. It was Teddy Grace,
otherwise known as Putty of the

and

Ow!?

| CARTHEW DEALS WITH THE FAGS !

l seized Algy Silver and Love!l minor by the coilars.

fiendish vyells rang through the prefects’ room as Algy’s and Lovell
minor’s heads came together with a resounding concussion,
‘“ Yaroooh ! ¥

Like lightning
Mark Carthew
Crack! Two"-

“ Oh!

pressively. “Hither of vou fellows
got ten shillings?” '
“I've got sixpence,” said Lovell
minor. |
“I've got half-a-crown,” said
Grant. “And I'm keeping it,” he
added, as an afterthought. :
Algy frowned. WEY
“I tell you this is a chance for us,

young Grant,” he said. “If you want

to keep out of it, keep out, and be

H ey Fourth. Putty’s cheery face wore a | blowed to you! If you want a
“Mad as a giddy March hare,” bright smile. chanee of turning vour half-crown
. ¢ ¢ - o & . ; - . . - : sav tho w »

said Rah}’- Really, ‘bﬂllmtllflg ?{:g?t ap:i?;}’ h{fl;ics}l‘?ehd seen  the local that paper will see the advertise- “Oh dear!” he gasped. “I never IHEP;}; (?L:li](? ;;’ﬂ}a :ljl: d“(_?i:gl-}t

to bhe done ﬂb“uf, 1t. somebody | Pal N os--woive  wat ik Rane. <aid | ment, and there will be a regular | thought any Rookwood chap would “ () p }er'llai“rtl‘lirtt boh: Py

ought to be told. i Jimmy 5 g mob after an HKnfield bike for ten | be caught—mnever thought about that Algy. I p: ) ST
“His people ought to know,” re- “Good! I want to look at it, > bob. And they’re told to call per- | atall. Fancy you, Lovell! Ha, ha!” | = € mmon 1**

marked Newecome. ' The Head, any-

said Putty. “I've been over fo

sonally.  They’ll come all right.

Perhaps it was funny. Putty evi-

“Look here, young Grant——"
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| WAG b aval Rookham, and got back only just in | gife “arEhew 15 1 Gass wWith, Hs Ty Gougnt it was funny; and |  “What's the game?” asked Teddy
“7 W e R g - Job"er.ved time for lock-up—too late to get the | ©'X' H ok ) ¥ y. immy Silver, Raby, and Newcome Lovell. “Give 1t a name, Algy! 1t
t's | _awiully . queer, “ (... | paper, and I want to see it particu- | ©%;. 18, 1a. ha: were beginning to see the funny side | it’s a sweep, you can leave me out.”
‘ 7 1lver J al - 4 : : : y 1 Oy : I Ay y b1 ¥ . . =
Jimmy Silve: _t.lmught.[u]]}. Cax lanly.” Jimmy Silver and Raby and New- of it. Not so Arthur Edward TR N Y iR
thew of the Sixth is a beastly bully te glanced down the advertise- | ome stared open-mouthed at the | Lovell! He was still aching and “1It’s not a sweep. Look herc!”

at the best of times. He's got a
special down on this study. But that
doesn’t account for it. He advertises

ment columns, and chuckled.
ke 'ha, ha1”
“1s that Carthew’s advertisement

practical joker of Rookwood.
They comprehended now.
That surprising advertisement was

paining from his wild and whirling
experiences with « Carthew. The
humour of the situation was utterly

Algy held up the ecrumpled paper.
“You know I went to see my cousin
Jinimny in the Ifourth, to see whether

his bike for sale, and as scon as a | - lookihii a7 sk guite explained—and so was Car- | lost on Lovell; and Putty’s yell of | T could raise a few bobs from him
| '} i K Biar vou're looking at?” asked Raby. ; : & l _ \1se a !

fellow goes to make him an ofter for 11 iail i W 97 | BB £ il thew’s amazing conduect. IHaving— | laughter was the last straw, Well, Jinmy's gone *over - to

® e = o . e g | - | / ‘5. 3 - A b v . I A4y s - ) --1 - 3 . . - . al i

it, he jumps at him a, na - 5 utty of the | 45 he supposed—advertised his bike Arthur Edward Lovell made a | Manders’ House, to iaw about the

“Like a tiger!” groaned Lovell.

Fourth carefully closed the door of

for sale at ten pounds no wonder he

jump for Putty of the Fourth, catch-

football with Tommy Dodd—so Raw-

¢ Oy 17 i;.he end ﬁtut'ly_ O | can ‘tell: you | \vas enraged when a junior dropped ing up a bulky cushion as he jumped. | Son told me. His pals have gone
“I—I suppose there can’t be some 19110“"5__*}*015 Il keep 1t dark. Of | in to offer him ten shillings for it. “H ] ¥ Ba 1 s va. | with him, and there was nobody in
mistake about it,”’ said Jimmy. “It | course, it will have to be kept darkT- No wonder Carthew had supposed | « v La,, lﬁ" ] H’ bFE le::l 1_uttyr. the end study.”
ceally is jolly odd—unless Carthew’s | It's rather risky pulling a prefect’s | that it was a “rag ” on the part of il o e b E’UrP“md' “What about it ?”
"5 leg—especially Carthew’s. * ki deb el IV ALY, : Ha, ha Yah—oh! Yoooop! I, : A S o SN
mad. €8 especially Lartnew s, the juniors, and had rewarded Lovell, | \WHarror ou at? Ol hat 172 L - “I'm coming to that. It was no
Jimmy Silver picked up the “What the thump—-—" and Smythe of the Shell, with the T R IR TR R, good waiting for Jimmy—you know
“Coombe Times” from the study “I'll tell you. You remember Car- | ashplant. DWipe, swipe, swipe ! what he i1s when he gets going oan
table, and looked down the advertise- | thew sent you to the printer’s with “So—so—so that’s 1t!” stuttered Putty’s merriment came.  to a | football-jaw. He won’t be back till
ment columns. Once more he read | an advertisement about selling his | Raby. sudden end, as Arthur Edward | dorm most likely. But this paper
over the advertisement which had | bike, last Wednesday, Jimmy. 1 “That’s 1t!” grinned Putty of the Lovell swiped him right and left with | was lying on the studyv table, and I

caused so much and sueh unexpected
trouble, to Arthur Edward Lovell in

took it off your hands, as you were
going to Bunbury.”

Fourth, beaming with glee. @ “No
end of a catch on Carthew—what ?*

the cushion.
Putty spun doorward-—still yelling,

had a look at it while T was waiting,
before I asked Rawson where the

-y | P T3 & L.l Y TN 9 Nnow were V 1] Of e “:l' iy ok & } "1 oW ]
The advertisement was plain I'd been having some trouble Eh? 10 ere yeliis anguisi. ] T]};e _ C’OOHJ:}Q] fl[__nnes.l sail
. ’ WP | 3 1 - 14 ¥ N . 4 . - vy . . bl ¥4 1 . ! i ! o ' e . : > >34 ) .’.' - {
Enﬂug}l - there ﬂltil not seemn c?“}' I:DD_HI ‘_ﬂ.lih L,..a,lth{}-u._ alu‘l_ 1 gfﬂ; a ”I}llght g”"""““"m""”[|”"u"””"m"““"”"““"":__ 3 You bl“f}’ ass . 100[) : ngep off ! Ove . minor et }Lr]i e t 1.?_1?15 :H}_";}
for mistake or misapprehension in it. | idea for making him sit up,” con Gerrooogh! Oh, my hat! Why, I’l] | major's paper— saw him with 1f.
It ran—the juniors really knew it | tinued Putty brightly. “1 altered SPECIAL NOT'OE punch you- Y aroccoooh 2 Very likelyv—I've only borrowed

by heart by this time:

“FOR SALE.—Enfield bieyele in
excellent condition. 10s. or nearest
ofter. (Call personally only to M. Car.
thew, School House, Rookwood.”

Naturally, Jimmy Silver & Co. had

the advertisement before I took it
in"!}

iﬁ'"‘_‘;’hat??!

“ You see, Carthew was offering his
bike for ten pounds >

“Ten pounds!” repeated Jimmy.

Owing to pressure of space,
Mrzr. Longhurst’s Health and
Sport article has unavoidably
been held over this week,
It will appear in next

PRI R
LR T TR

Craczh !

A hefty swipe with the cushion
sent Putty of the Fourth spinning
into the passage. FHe collapsed there
in a breathless heap, still yelling—
and still not with merriment.

it to show you chaps,” said Algy
Silver. “1I suppose a fellow canlook
at the advertisements in vour major’s
paper, can't he, young Lovell 27
“What the thump do vou want to
look at the advertisements for ?” de-

i : , 7 k : : ¢
been surprised to find that Carthew “Yes, and put in ‘ communications | = Monday’s BOYS” FRIEND “ Hold on, Lovell I gasped Jimmy E{ﬁﬂﬁ’id Lovell minor. Lot of
was offering his handsome jigger for | by letter only.” Of course, he didn’t | Fwumummuumuummanmummming = Silver. 7x w7 | “There's an advertiscment here

Now fs your chance io win a Five-Pound Note or a splendid Match Football! See our stunning One-

Week Competit

ien on page 292 right away !
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from Rookwood,” said Algy. “ Car-
thew of the Sixth 1s advertising his
bike for sale, for ten shillings.

4 : 3

“Phew! Must be an ass! It's
worth pounds.” &

“7 dare say he’s hard up!

grinned Algy. *“You know Carthew
—banker and nap in the study, and
always two or three I0OU’s knock-
ing about among the Sixth and
IFifth. I dare say he’s in a hole for
money.”

The fags chuckled.

Apparently the young rascals of the
Third knew more about Mark
(‘arthew’s manners and customs, than
the prefect dreamed of suspecting.

“ Anyhow, there it 1s,” went on
Jilver II. “Now, you've seen tnat
bike—a ripping Enfield, with three-
speed gear, and a back-pedal brake,
and in jolly good condition, just as
Carthew says in the advert. He's a
howling ass to sell it for ten bob; but
that's his own business. Of course, we
couldn’t ride Carthew’s size in bikes
—but if we wheeled it over to Rook-
ham, a dealer would easily give four
or five pounds for 1t.”

“Why doesn’t Carthew,
asked Grant.

“ Blessed if T know—silly ass, I sup-
pose. Anyhow, look at the advert,
and you'll see it’s offered for ten
bob.”

(Grant and Lovell minor looked, and
were convinced. There was no doubt-
ing plain print,

?‘Fm tgld vou,” resumed Aigy
Silver, ‘“that this is a chance for us.
U'm letting vou fellows into 1t because

i-?!.‘l'
-

then

vou're pals of mine. And—and I
haven't ten bob just now, as it
happens. Of course, Carthew will ex-

pect cash.”

I'he three fags looked atoneanother,
Their faces were growing eager. A
~hance of bagging a handsome bicycle
for ten shillings, to be sold the next
half-holiday for four or five pounds,
perhaps six or seven, was the chance
of a lifetime. It appealed to the busi-
ness instincts of the comrades of the
Third.” It was a more extensive and
more profitable operation than
“swopping '  postage-stamps and
white rabbits.

“1 sav, that looks all right,” said
Grant. “If we can make up ten bob
among us——>

“You've got half-a-crown,” said
Algy. “I've got two shillings.”

“I've got sixpence,” said Lovell
mimor. “That makes up five bob.”

“Five bob 1sm’t enough.”

Grant looked thoughtful,

“It says ten shillings. or nearest
offer,” he remarked. *‘If we're hrst
in the field, and offer five shillings
cash——"

Algy Silvar shook his head.

“The bike's worth pounds,” he
said. “Carthew’s a fool to let 1t go
for ten bob. We don't want to risk
losing it by offering too little. We
shall have to take some other fellows
into 1t.”

“That means whacking out
profit,”’ said Grant reluctantly.

“But we've got to get hold of the
bike—that’s the first thing. We can’t
raise the money by ourselves. We
shall have to fix up a syndicate.”

“A—a-—a what?”

Lovell minor and Grant looked at
Algy Silver with something like awe.
The word syndicate was 1mpressive—
all the more because the fags did not
quite know what 1t meant,

Algy smiled the smile of superior
knowledge. He knew all about
financial syndicates. He had once
read a novel in which a financial syn-
dicate figured, and he fancied that
there was not much left for him to
learn on that subject.

the

‘“ A syndicate !” he said. ‘“They
have them in the City. you know-—

lot of fellows get together, and pool

their spondulics, and they whack out |

the profits according to the amount
of rhino they put up. See?”

“1 see. Then we're a syndicate,”
said T.ovell mmnor,

“We are!” assented Silver I1I.
“But we've got to let some more into
it. We've got to raise capital.”

Algy Silver glanced over the fags in
the Form-room, debating in his mind
which should be the lucky fellows to
be admitted into the syndicate. By
this time the confabulations in the
corner had drawn a good many
curious glances towards the three.
The rest of the Third realised that
something was on.

“Pipkin ! called out Algy.
too, Wylie.”

The two fags named came over to
the cornenr.

“What’s the game ?” asked Pipkin.

“IHave you got any money ?”’

“You

5 ?\f{.)f 10 A3 len[]:'” "ﬂ.';liii Piphin
promptly. ;
“Don’t be a young ass, Pippy!

tlave you got any money, or haven't
yvou got any money ?” asked Silver 11,
severely,

“If you haven’t, you can |
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clear. You can’t come into this syn-
dicate without any money to put
up'!.l'
“That what ?” ejaculated Pipkin.
“Syndicate,” said Algy Silver, with
studied carelessness.
Wylie were duly impressed.
“I've got a shiliing,” said Pipkin.

“So have I,” saild Wylie. “DBut
what i
“That would make seven!” sawul |

Algy Silver thoughtfully, ““We'll iet
these two chaps into the syndicate.”
“Good,” said Lovell Minor. “ But
how %
“1 say, Wegg,” called out Aigy

Silver. “Come over here a minute,
old chap!”
Wegg of the Third came over.

- Wegg was rather a big fellow. and he' |

called himself captain of the Third.
By this time there was keen curi-

osity in the Third. Several fags

drifted over towards the corner,

anxious to know what the mysterious

confabulation was about. But Algy
Silver had no intention of letting out
the valuable secret.
a lifetime was to be reserved for the
members of the syndicate—other
fellows were not to be given a chance
of butting in.

“You kids clear off,”” called out
Algy.
vate.”

“Rot ! said Smithson.

“Wegg, old man, kick Smithson,

i
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Pipkin and

This chance of

“This is private—strictly pri-
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notice that French penny, among such
a heap of small currency.
“We've got the money now,’”
the list of shareholders in the syndi-
cate, with the
ticked off against each name.
about dividing the profits.”

“Kaqual whacks all round, when we

sell the bike.” said Lovell minor.
Five separate ‘and distinct glaves
were turned on Lovell minor.
“Cheek I
“Look here——

32

“Do vou think you're going to bag
as much for your measly tanner as 1

get on three bob?”
“Chuck 18 !”
“Equal whacks 1s the rule 1n a
syndicate,” insisted Lovell minor,
“Bosh!”
“Cut 1t out!”
“You're 1 a minority,
minor,” said Algy.

Lovell

amounts of their subseriptions.”

“That’s all very well,” said Lovell

minor warmly. ““But 5

“There ought to be something exira
for the biggest shareholder.”
gested Wegg thoughtfully. “ My idea
1s that I should take half the profits,
and vou fellows whack out the other
half.”

“Cheese 1t !”

“That won't do,” said Algy Silver

decidedly.”” We calculate according lo

BOYS FRIEND

said
Algy Silver, when he had made up

subseribed amounts
“Now

“Shareholders
whack out profits according to the

sng-

e —
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LOVELL LANDS OUT!

ion as he jumped.
prissd——ha, ha——yah——oh——yoooop ! )
l Putty’s merriment came to a sudden end, as Arthur Edward Lovell swiped him right and left w?th the cushion.

will you? We want you in this, but
Smithson’s out of 1.7

Wegg cheerfully kicked Smithson,
and that youth retreated with a howl.
The other curious observers backed
off.

Privacy having been restored,
Silver Il. proceeded to explain the
matter to Wegg.

Wegg listened, and looked at the
advertisement, and nodded.

“Looks a good thing!” he com-
mented. “Carthew must be off his
dot to sell that bike for ten shillings.
I cleaned it for him the other day—
it’s a ripping bike.” |

“That’s where we come in,”” said

Algy. “If Carthew’s off his dot,
that’'s his own bizney. We shall
make pounds on this.”

“Have you got three shillings,

Wegg2” asked Teddy Lovell.

Wege of the Third went through
his pockets. He produced two
shillings, a sixpence, a threepenny
piece. and three pennies. |

“That does 'it!” said Algy, with
great satisfaction.

“(Good egg !”

“ Shove the monev on this desk, and
let's count it, and I'll make up a list
of shareholders,” said Algy.

The word shareholders was impres-
sive—almost as impressive as syndi-
cate. With serious faces the six fags
pooled their financial resources on the
desk—quite a remarkable variety of
coins. Lovell minor was the smallest
shareholder—his contribution was six-
pence, in pennies, and on exaninatiol
it turned out that one of the pennies
was a French penny. But atter some
discussion if was agreed that Carthew

| of the Sixth would not be likely to

Arthur Edward Lovell made a jump for Puttﬁr Grace, catching up a bulky cush-
‘* Ha, ha, ha!?” yelled Putty.

sixpenny shares. Lovell minor takes
one share. Pipkin and Wylie take
two each, for their bobs. And so
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on.
“That’s fair!” said Pipkin.
“Only the chairman of the syndi-

a

cate takes a double share.,” added

Algy Silver hastily. “ As the origin-
ator of the idea, I'm chairman of the
syndicate &

*Rot!”

“Think again!”

sfoan 1"

“Now, look

here!” said Algy

Price ;)91
T wopence i
hotly. “I've put you fellows up to | He was chatting with Frampton of
this. I've had all the trouble of | the Sixth, a Modern senior. FKramp-

forming a financial syndicate.”

“ Bow-wow !”

“Rats!”

There was a hot argument among
the members of the Third Form
syndicate. Matters looked
serious. Wegg mntroduced a knobby
set of knuckles mto the discussion,
and Algy Silver picked up a ruler.
But Grant poured oil on the troubled
waters, by pointing out that if they

talked much longer it would be bed- |
time and too late for the financial

operation to be carried out that
evening at all.

“And to-morrow Carthew may get

a lot of offers for that bike,” added |

the cautious Scottish fag. * Bound
to at that price!”

“That’s so,” said Algy.
youl fellows to waste time jawing and
haggling about money and lose the
chance of a lifetime! Look here'
We'll decide about dividing the
profits afterwards. We haven’t got
the bike vet.”

There was general assent to that.
The members of the Third Form
syndicate realised that they were
rather followimg the example of the
hunters who divided the lion’s skin

before the lion was caught. The
first and most 1mmportant step evi-
dently was to become the legal

nossessors of Mark Carthew’s bike.

Wharrer you at 7 Oh, my hat!

- —— =T

‘“ You must have been sur-
Whoop !’ Swipe, swipe, swips!

Algy jumped up.

“Come on!” he said. “We'll see

Carthew at once before anybody else |

can butf 1n.”

“Good !’

And the members of the syndicate
hurried out of the Form-room 1n
search of Carthew of the Sixth.

e

The 3rd Chapter.
Declined Without Thanks.
Mark Carthew of the Sixth Form
was in the prefects’ room.

Result of BOYS' FRIEND ‘Warships”

No. 2.—H.M.S. Iron Duke.

In this competition one competitor |

The first
been

sent in a correct solution.
prize of X5 has, therefore,
awarded to:

BERNARD WALLIS,
14, Egerton Road,

Bishopston,
Bristol.

Eleven competitors. with cs1e error
each, tied for the six footballs offered.
In the circumstances, the Editor has
decided to award a mateh football to
each of these eleven readers:

F. . Dummler. 103, Sunderland
R“ﬁtlh (:ﬂit‘-‘ﬂhl"flll . A, [lillt". _3.;'5,
Warwick I.Jli'il':{'f-, .;’\J'zliil:i.r‘;tn*,
A. E. Holmes, 5i, Upper

et -
HI’EJJI('.'[I

Sireet. South Bank. R.S.0.: A. John- |

son, junior, 19, Catherine Street,

L Alfreton, Derbyshire; J. McDBurne.

Competition.
21, Plewlands Terrace, Edinburgh;

Reg. Needham, Bonner Street School,

Bethnal Green, E. 2; Sidney 7.
Quavle, College Green, Castletown,
1.O.M.; David Rees, 28, Pottery

Street, Llanelly, S. Wales; . Rose-
morgan, Castle Hill, Haltwhistle,
Northumberland; W. Thornton, 54,
West End, Whitchurch, = Salop;
Charles J. Wishart, 5, Abbey Street,
Edinburgh.

The correct solution is as follows:

The Iron Duke has a brilliant war
history.  She was Lord Jellicoe’s flag-
ship during that awiul time, carry-
ing more responsibilities than any
other vessel afloat. 'T'he Iron Duke is
a battleship. and led the fleet at
Jutland.  Will she ever occupy the
same place in our hearts as does
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Nelson’s famous “ Victory *?

r—— e ———— i

rather |

' 1n a quiet alcove.

“Just hike

e

= —

| hti*l‘t‘.'”

TEE | Sm—_— e e - =
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ton had come over to see Carthew on
a maftter very important to the two
of them. Most of the Classical pre-
fects were in the room, including
Bulkeley, the captain of Rookwood—
for which reason Carthew and
Frampton were talking in low tones
Their subiect of
discussion was not one that they
could let Bulkeley hear about.

“Monday will be / in 1time!
Frampton was saying. “1I've seen
old Hook, and he will put the money
on for us on Monday. It looks like
a good thing, Carthew.”

“The very best,” agreed Carthew.
“From what I've been able to get

|27

| hold of, Sweet Lavender 1s bound to

win !”

“We can get three to one against
now,”’ said Frampton. “IHook thinks
we shall get the same odds on
Monday. I'm goin’ in to the tune of
three pounds.”

Carthew smiled.

“I'm hopin’ to put up a tenner,”
he said.

“Phew! T wish T had tenners to
throw about !” said the sportsman of
the Modern Sixth.

“T'm sellin” my bike,” explained
Carthew. I sha’'n’t want 1t any
more this year, anyhow. 1 expect
to get ten quids on 1t. Anyhow, 1
sha’n’t let 1t go under nine. And
everv quid I get on it is going on
Sweet Lavender for the two o’clock
on Wednesday at Rookham.”

“Well, you’re a plunger, old
man,”’ said Frampton admiringly.
complacent. The
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(Carthew looked _
black sheep of the Classical Sixth
liked to fancy himself as a plunger.

Bulkeley's voice was heard just
then.
“Hallo! What do vou fags want

here 7”

Carthew and Frampton glanced
round. Six fags of the Third Form
were looking in at the door of the
prefects’ room rather nervously.
'ags were not supposed to enter that

. 1mportant apartment unless on mes-

sages for pretects or masters.
“We—we hear that Carthew’s
said Algy Silver. “We want
to speak Carthew, Bulkeley, 1f
LO I“t!]f axK 10 arcilew, likeey, 1
vou don t mind.”
“Speak to him, then.” said Bulke-

ley, with a smile. ‘“There he 18,
over in the corner.”

Thus encouraged. Algy Silver &
' ("o. entered the prefects’ room.
. (Carthew stared at them.

e wondered what the fags
wanted. Certainly he had no suse
picion that this was a financia$

| syndicate.

Frampton rose from his chair with

L a grin.

“Well, ’ve got to get back to my
House RS (7 - .Fu;,;lji,_t‘]‘_. “I'll  Jlea ve yOou
with wvour friends, Carthew.”

““Ch, don’t be an ass!” said Car-
thew.

Frampton walked out of the pre-
fects’ room; and Carthew sat and
eyed the half-dozen fags as they
came across to him. His look was
not pleasant. He was still feeling
the annoyvance oifi the supposed
“rag ” on the subject of his bicycle.

Carthew had not taken the troukle
to get a copy of the local paper to
look at his advertisement m 1t. He
knew that the advertisement would
be there. Naturally, .1t never
occurred to him that the advertise-

' ment had been altered in transit to

Imis-
the

the newspaper-office by the

humour of Pufty of

Fourth. He supposed that his bike
was advertised {for sale at ten
pounds. That it actually was adver-

tised for sale at ten shiilings was not
likely to occur to his mind.

Lovell’s offer of ten
followed by Smythe’s ofter
same sum, he had taken as a “rag
concerted among the juniors to
worry him. He hardly thought that
fags of the Third would venture into
joining in such a rag on a pretect.
Still, he would not have been sur-
prised if it proved to be so when he
recognised Jimmy Silver's cousin
and Arthur Edward Lovell’s young
brother in the party. =

So Mark Carthew was quife pre-
pared for drastic measures 1f these
fags proved to be ragging.

Algy Silver and his comrades came
over to where Carthew was sitting 1n
the alcove. They noticed that he
was scowling ; but there was nothing
unusual in that. The bully of the
Sixth scowled much oftener than he
smiled.

“Well,” snapped Carthew, * wkhat
do you want?”

“Tt's all right, Carthew,” Algy
Silver hastened to assure him, “ We
have heard that you're selling your

bike.”

shillings,

of the
3

(Continued overlecaf.)

It’s great—** Cuffy in Goal! ”’ next Monday’s lively story of the chums of Rookwood School. Don’t fail to read it!
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‘We’ ve seen the advertisement ln
the ‘Coombe Times,” you know,”
-aifl Lovell minor. -

“So you're in if, are you?” said
Carthew unpleasantly. “1 suppose
your major put you up to this, young
Lovell 77 1

“Oh, no,” said Lovell minor. It
was Algy's idea.”

“Your idea, what?” said Carthew,
inmg his eyes upon Sitver 11.

‘Yes,” said Algy Silver brightly.
“We want the bxlxe Carthew. I
{mu'dut raise the money pormnall},
s0 we've formed a syndicate.”

“A what?” ejaculated Carthew.

““A syndicate. We're going Co. {0
buy your bike, if you’ll sell 1t to
us,” explained \] ry.

Carthew had halt risen, to put into
force the drastic measures he had
ready. But he sat down again now.
If six fags had combined their re-
sources to purchase the bike, 1t was
possible that this was not, after all,
a rag—possible that they were going
to offer him the advertised price.
He decided to give them a chance,
at least.

“Oh, you're a syndicate, are
vou ?” he said, with a grin. “ Well,
vou can have the bike if you can pay
for it. I don't care who buyvs it [”

“What’s the good of a Sixth-
Former's bike to you little asses?”
asked Neville of the Sixth, who was
looking on.

came

“Well, we want it,” said \]gv
Silver. “We're nw;h to pay for it,
Carthew, and we've got the money
here.”

“Shell ocut, then!” said Carthew
laconically.

,\ltry Silver proceeded to shell out.
‘Here you are!™
Carthew was quite good-humoured
now. There was a 1attle and a

clink of coins as Algy sorted the

funds of the syndicate out of his
trousers’-pocket.

“We shall want a receipt, you
know,” said Grant cautiously.
“That’'s all right. Carthew . will
give us a receipt, of course,” said
Algy Silver. “ Here you are, Car-
thew !”

A grubby fist. crammed with coins

—most of small denominations—was
held out. Carthew received - the
money in his palm,

He stared at it.

The brief good-humour faded*from
his face. It was a “rag,” after all—
so it seemed to Carthew, at least.

“What's this?” he asked, 1in a
grinding voice.

“Ten shillings!’
innocently.

“Ten shillings'!

11 ‘&."Bs.l?

“Now the bike's ours!”
minor,

t Carthew looked at the fags for one
expressive moment. Then he quite
surprised them. He lifted his hand
and hurled the handful of small
silver and coppers at the syndicate.

“You young sweeps ? he roared.

“Oh, my hat!”

“Ow "

“What |

Carthew jumped up. Algy Silver
and Lovell minor were nearest to
him, and ke seized those two hapless
youths by the collars.

sald Algyg Silver

1

sald Lovell

Crack!
Two fiendish vells rang through
the prefects’ room, as Uﬂ-‘v and

Lovell minor’s heads came tngetlmr
with a resounding concussion,

“Oh! Ow!”

“Yaroooh!”

“What ¥

“Look here

“Pick up
(xrant.

But there was no time to pick up
the scattered monev. Carthew was
on the Third Form syndicate like a
whirlwind.

gasped Pipkin.

the money!” gasped

“Published
Every Monday

| Edward, that the
. cate

(Continued from previous page.)

Yells and howls arose as he boxed
their ears right and left.

\\ hack ! Crack | Smack! Thump !

“Oh crumbs .

“0Oh corks 4

“ Whooooop !”

The Third Form syndicate scat-
tered, and scampered for the door.

. liven Grant did not think of linger-

ing to pick up the money.

In amazement and terror, Algy
Silver & Co. bolted through the door-
way 1into the passage.

Algy wes last o go;
went he received Carthew’s boot,
planted behind him with terrific
energy. Algy Silver fairly flew into
the passage, and sprawled over the
rest of the syndicate.

“Carthew !” called out Bulkeley.
“What—look here, chuck it 1

“Do you think I'm going to be
cheeked bv the Third !” bawled Car-
thew. “This 1s a rag—they’re all in
it—"Third and Fourth and Shell! T’ll
jolly well show them they can’t rag
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e .

and as he

THE

BOYS’

They ran the humorous Putty tn
earth in Little Quad, in a nice quiet
spot; and after telling him what
they thought of him, they proceeded
from words to deeds. After they
had finished with him Putty of the
Fourth was left in a state of wreck-
age—and he dizzily wondered
whether it paid. after all, to be the
brightest humorist at Rookwead, and
to tllink out these bright ideas, Cer-
tainly, judging by Putty’s looks, the

Third Form svndicate had had their |

ten shillings’ worth.

The 4th Chapter.
Caliers For Carthew !

Junmy Silver & Co. observed Car-
thew on his way to the Sixth Form
room 1n the morning, and smiled.

Carthew noticed them, and noticed
their smiling faces, and scowled. He

had no doubt that they were smiling
| over the “rag.”
(CCarthew, however, felt assured

=P

that he had knocked that *“rag ? on
the head. The fate of the Third
IForm syndicate had been a warning
to raggers, in Carthew’s opinion.

Certainly, mno other Rookwood
junior had ventured near Carthew
to make him a ridiculous offer for
his bike.

Jimmy Silver & Co.,
of fact, were smiling,
past,

as a matter
not over the

but over the future.

"'RIEND

Price
Twopense

consider 1t quiite a good joke on the
bully of the Sixth, and he was pre-
pared to punch any fellow who
should enlighten Carthew. But no
one wanted to enlighten him—Car-
thew was not popular.

Dr. Chisholm was taking the Sixth
that morning in Greek. “The Head
was fairly launched when there was
a tap at the door of the Sixth Form
room, and Tupper, the page, looked
in. The Head frowned at him. He
detested any interruption in class.

“What 15 it, Tupper ?” he snapped.

‘Genilutmn called to seec Master
Jarthew, sir,” said Tupper.

The Head starc d, as well he might.

“A gentleman has called to see
l'\Inatm Carthew cluriug‘ class !” he
exclaimed. “Nonsense !’

“Leastways, a man, sir,” amended
Tupper. “I don’t know as he is a
centleman, Rough-looking cove, sir.”

“Wha-a-at ?”

“Rough-iooking cove, sir,” said
Tupper

Some of the Sixth grinned. They
wondecred whether ’tllv Head knew
what a ““cove ” might possibly be.

Dr. Chisholin looked at Carthew.

“Carthew! What do vou mean by
having callers during class?” he de-
manded. “ What dnea this mean 7

“I don’t know, sir,” 'Hmuored the

surprised I}I‘('fCCt ”l wasn’'t expect-

3

They ¢ ing any caller, sir.”

TELL ALL YOUR PALS ABOUT THIS SPLENDID OFFER !

A FIVE-POUND NOTE AND
FOOTBALLS IN PRIZES—MUST BE WON

SIX

OUR STUNNING ONE-WEEK PICTURE-PUZZLE COMPETITION.

FIRST PRIZE XS

and 6 other PRIZES of
MATCH FOOTBALLS.

-—.._.:W?;_....

On the right, here, is a splendid
picture- pu:u]e {.mupetltmn in which
you can all join—and there 1s no
entrance fee.

Remember that each picture in the
puzzle may represent part of a word,
one, two, or three words, but not
more than three words. = Solutions

| containing alternatives will be dis-
" qualified,

ALL YOU HAVE TO DO i3 to
solve the puzzle, which deals with the
Queen Elizabeth. When vou have
done this to your satisfaction, write,
IN INK, on one side of a clean sheet
of paper, exactly what you think the
puzzle tells you., Then sign your
name, IN INK, on the coupon, cut
out the whole tablet, pin your solu-
tion to 1t, and post to “ Warships ™
Competition No, 8, Bovys’ FRIEND
Office, Gough House, Gough Square,
London, E.C. 4, s0 as to reach that
address not later than THURSDAY,
November 13th, 1924.

The First Prize of £5 will be
awarded to the reader whose solution
is correct, or most nearly correct, and
the six footballs in order of merit.

In the event of ties, the right to
divide the value of the prizes i1s re-
served, but the full amount will be
awarded., It 1s a distinet condition of
entry that the decision of the Editor
must be accepted as final. You may
send in as many attempts as you like,
but each attempt must be accom-
panied by a separate picture and
coupon, signed IN INK.

Employees of the proprietors of this
journal are not eligible to compete.

':l."he ralmt of “Warahipa re Hu. - appaarﬂ on page 231,

“Yarooohi Ull ha.t!
for 1t !”

“Hook 1t !”

(Carthew rushed into the passage
after the Third Form syndicate.
They bolted 1n terror.

Scattmed and breathless, the hap-
less syndicate found refuge at last in
obscure corners, and Carthew
tramped back, sc onhnrr to the pre-
fects’ room. And later on, when the
unfortunate syndicate foregathered
again in the Third IYorm room, there
was weeping and wailling and gnash-
ing of teeth.

my

] o -

It was not till the next morning
when Lovell minor told his tale of
woe to his elder brother, Arthur
Third ]_ﬁlin svndi-
cause of Car-
Then they

1.111(191‘5"(_001’1 the
thew’s amazing conduct.

| looked for Puttv of the Fourth.

It was no use looking for Car-
thew—thev could not handle a Sixth
Form prefect. But thev could handle
a Fourth Form practical joker.

And they did.

Run | were
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(Jarthew
on
account of the bike advertisement.

u-'{)l'tflering whether
would have any callers that day,

It seemed very probable. The way 1t
had “caught on” at Rookwood 1n-
dicated that 1t would *“catch on”
elsewhere—there must be plenty of
people round about Coombe and
Latcham who would be keen to bag
the Enfield bike 1n excellent ('_.{}HL].I-
tion for the absurd sum of ten
shillings. So the Fistical Four ex-
pected E':Ollll”'thlll"' to happen that
morning, and Hm}' only regretted
that thev would be 1n their own
Form-room at the time,

Putty of the Fourth was anticipa-
tive, too, though he was not smiling.
The handling he had received from
Algy Silver & Co. had deprived him

of any  desire to smile, for the
present.

Most of the jumiors by this time
knew of Puttv's trick with the ad-
vertisement; but no one dropped a
hint to Carthew. Arthur Edward

| Lovell, having recovered from his :
licking by this time, began to
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“I should hope not,” said the
Head. *“Kindly tell this gentleman,
Tupper, that he cannot sece Master
Carthew.”
“Very good,
Tupper retired,

sir.”
and the Sixth re-
sumed the entrancing study of
Sophocles, But Tupper came back
n a few minutes.

* Please, sir

(1}

You must not come here, Tupper,
111immpt1uﬂ' me.”’

‘A wentlm.mn says he wants to see
Master Carthew, sir %

“ rlave you not told him to go?”

“Please, sir, this is another gentle-
man,” said 'luppm “He hiked in,
Sir, jf;‘at as the other cove was luiauw
out.”

“Really, Carthew, this
patience !” exclaimed the Head.
demand to know what 1t means.”

“1 don’t know, sir,” said Carthew,
bewildered.

'rL!{‘llth‘lhﬂll SayS 1t’s about a 1)1110,
'-11‘ to be sold.”

“* Absurd !” exclaimed the Head.

“Oh!1” Carthew started. *He
shouldn’t have come here.”

“Explain what this means, Car-
thew,” said the Head tartly. ‘Whut
is this about a bicyele 27

“I'm advertising my bicycle for
sale 1n the local paper, sir. But I
511(‘{_13“ said correspondence only,”
sald Carthew. “I should make an

appointment to show the machine, of
course. The silly fellow seems not to
have understood.” |

“1t 1s very annoying!” said the
Head. “Tupper, tell the man he
must write to Master Carthew, and
certainly cannot see him. Go to the
porter’s lodge and tell him to adnuit
no one agatrn to see Master Carthew.”

“Yessir.”

Timothy Tupper retired, and the
Sixth Form room door closed. From
a distance the Sixth Form heard the
sound of an excited voice—apparently
the gentleman who had called was
displeased at being turned cmpn
aWay. But the voice died away-
apparently the gentleman had gone.
The Sixth settled down again to
Sophocles,

It svas a mild and sunny autumn
morning, and the big windows of the
Sixth Form room were open. A
little later through those big open
windows there floated sounds, from
the direction of the school gates. The
Sixth-Formers looked at one another,
and the Head’s brow was observed to

3D

asses all

$ ¢

J
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CrOW grrinmer. At last the Head
stepped to a window and leoked

across towards the gates, which were
In view i the distance.

Old Mack, the porter,

there,

was standing
1N ﬁuw'mmm with a man whoso
voice was loud and whose gestures
were excited. Apparently the man
wanted to come in, and Mack was
retusing him admittance. A dusty
bike leaned against the buttress of
the old stone gateway; and the gen-
tleman, who was rather dusty him-
self, looked as if he had made a
long journey. Undoubtedly he was
im  a state of excitement. s
powerful voice was beorne on the
breeze to the open windows of the
Sixth l"r*rtm oo,

* Liook ’

ere, old man, I’ve rode all
the way from Rookham to sce that
there bike, and I'm goin’ to see¢ it,
39
See

“You can’'t come 1n now,” said old

Mack. ‘' ’Ead’s orders.”
“I'm come ‘ere to see Master Car-
thew, according to the advertise-

ment,’”’ shouted the caller. “*Do you
think a bloke is going to push a bike
ten mile for nothing?”’

* Bless lnjc soul | said the Head.
Slms 1§ eally most {:11110111...
Carthew, Iln- is intolerable.”

“I'm sorry, sir,” gasped CUarthew.

“I—I never mppr‘hml anybody would

Lhave the check to call here, when I

said communications by luttt,.i only,

quite plain. T can’t understand it.”
The Head looked from the window

agaiil.

(Continued on page 304.)
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There’s a grand photogravure plate of H.M.S. Queen Elizabeth Given Away FREE in the ** Magnet *’ Library, out to-day. Don’t miss it!
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The 18t Chapter.

When it is learned at St. Kit's that
a boy without a name is coming to
the school, and 15 to be put into the
Fourth Form, Vernon Carton, cap-
tain of the Fourth, decides to give
the nameless boy a rough time when
he arrives. When Harry Nameless,
on his way to St. Kit's, arrives at
the stone bridge which runs over the
River Wicke 1t 18 to discover St.

eger, who is bathing there, in diffi-
culties. ~Harry immediately dives
into the water and rescues the dandy
of the Fourth. I‘rom then on a firm
friendship eprings up between Harry
and St. Leger, and at the request of
the dandy of the IFourth the name-
less schoolboy is .put into his study,
which 1is also -shared by Bunny
Bootles, the fat boy of the Iorm.
At the first opportumty Carton picks
a quarrel with Harry, and, much to
the captain of the Iourth’s dismay,
the nameless schoolboy gives him a
sound thrashing, To get even with
Harry, Carton & Co. rag him just
before Colonel Wilmot, St. Leger's
urnicle, arrives at the school on a visit
to his nephew. Colone! Wilmot.
seeing Harry in such a dishevelled
state, and learning that he has no
name, informs St. Leger that Harry
1s not a fit person to associate with,
and that St. Leger should drop his
acquaintance.
spite of the fact that St. Leger still
wishes to carry on their friendship,
evades the dandy of the Fourth .as
maich as he can 1 consequence of
Colonel  Wilmot's  opinion of . him.
Laater, Harry rescues St. Leger's
father,  Lord Waestcourt, from the
hands of a tramp when his lordship
and Algv’s aunts are on their way to
the schoal to see for :themselves
whether the nameless schoolboy is a
fit associate for Si. Leger. So favour-
ably impressed 15 Lord Westcourt
with Harry that he exoresses a wisn
to his son that he and the nameless
schoolboy will always be firm fiiends.
Much teo Vernon Carton’s dismay; he
is forced to play Harry Nameless: in
the St. Kit's junior football team
against Lyvneroft. - At half - tima
Colonel Wilmot, who i1s watching the
game, demands a chat with the name-
less schoolboy. and openly accuses
him of telling lies when the youngster
demes all knowledge of ever having
seen the colonel prior to the time
when he came to the school just after
Carton & Co. had ragged him. It
1s the colonel’'s idea that he has
previously seen Harry whilst sitting
on the magistrate’s bench. Although
very much upset as a vesult of his
interview with the colonel, Harry,
by scoring two goals, is the direct
means of St. Kit's defeating Lyncroft.

The 2nd Chapter.
Facing the Music.

Harry Nameless escaved from the
excifed football crowd as soon as he
could. He wanted to get out of the
sight of so many eves. He wanted
to be alone, to think.  What had
happened that day must make a
difference to him, he kunew that—
though what difference he eould neot
realise vet. And 1t was not over.
He was not done with Colonel
Wilmot, he felt that. Oliphant of
the Sixth called to him as he was
going into the School House, with
Algernon Aubrey only a few yards
behind: him.

“Good for you, kid! I thought

Harry Nameless, in
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\ play a good game,” sald
Ohphant.

Harry glanced up. e ‘

“Thauk wvou, Oliphant!” he said,
in a low voice. *

He thought he caught a peculiar
expression on Oliphant’s face for a
moment, and his cheeks burned. It
was borne in upon his mind that
Oliphant had been a witness to the
scene on Little ‘Side.

Well, it did not matter. All St.
Kit's would know about that soon.

“T've got a message for you,” said
Oliphant. “The Head warts you.
You've to go at once.” ‘

“1'll go then.” _

“I'm comin’ with you,” whispered
Algy, as he came up.

“Pid the Head tell you to come?”’

“Nunno. But I'm going to stand
by you——"

Harry shook his head.

“No need for you to get into
trouble with your uncle, St. Leger.

You can’t do me any good, either,

Stay here.”

“T'm comin’!” answered Algy
calmly.

“But—"

“Cut it out, old bean. I'm
comin’,”™

And Algy went. _

Dr. Chenjes wore a troubled look
as the two juniors presented them-
selves - in his study, . He glanced at
Algernon  Aubrey over his . gold-
rimmed pinece-nez. The colonel was
there, sitting like a bronze statue.

“Clome in. Nameless! I did not
send for wou, St. Leger.”

“T—1 came, sir——"

“You may go.” |

“« Mayn't I stay with
sir?” said ‘Algy. “He's my chum,
sjpr——>" RS AN

“T.eave the room, Algernon!” said
Colonel Wilmot, with a frown.

For the first time, probably, in his
vouthful - career, Algernon Auvbrey
was deaf to a command from his
uncle. He did' not appear to hear
the colonel’s words at all, and re-
mained with his eyes fixed on Dr.
Chenies,

The Head made a hasty gesture.

“Go, St. Leger!”

There was no remaining after that.
Reluctantly enough Algernon Aubrey
quitted the study, and the door
closed after him. The colonel’s brow
erew a shade darker. He had not
been blind to his nephew’s disregard.

Dr. Chenies coughed.

“Nameless, vou are nrobably aware
why T have sent for you.”

“T1 think so, sir.”

“Will you state when, and under
what- eircumstances, you met Colonel
Wilmot before you came to this
school 77

“1 never met Colonel Wilmot at
all, to my knowledge, sir,” answered
Harry simply.

“He informs me that he recog-
nises vou perfectly, You do not
recognise him?”

“Only from seeing him here a
few weeks ago, sir.”

“You had never seen him before

fFoNo st

“The boy's answers seem perfectly
clear, Colonel Wilmot,” said the
Head, turming to his guest. It
appears that there 15 some mistake
m———"

“There 1s no mistake
Dr. Chenies,” said Colonel Wilmot
icily, ““The boy’s face 16 perfectly
famibar to me. That I have seen
him before 1s certain, to the extent
of taking note of his features, and
he .must, therefore, have seen me,”

932
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The nameless schoolboy is sent io
¢¢ Coventry’ by the Fourth Form at

St. Kit’s!

“You accuse Nameless of—of——"
The doctor hesitated.

“ Of falsehood.”” There was no hesi-
tation about the colonel. * Most
decidedly. I know that he 1s not
speaking the truth.”

The doctor coughed.

“Nameless, you have nothing to
Ea}’“‘“"—”

B R

said Harry, In a voice

: !.” i“l

j

I

i

-_—‘_-"

somewhere when I did not see him.
Is it of any consequence?”

“It 18 of the very greatest conse-
quence,
the Head could speak.
lled——"

“T have not lied!”

“1f you have lied,” repeated the
colonel, unmoved, ‘“it is because you
have something to conceal. Your
origin 18 unknown. You have lived
among persons of a low class—"

“Nothing of the kind.”

“Dr, Chenies has told me——

“PDr. Chenies has not told vou that
the people 'I lived among were low,
I am sure of that. I was brought
up by an honest saillor—one of the
best men that ever walked the earth,”
said Harry, and there was a choke
in his voice. ‘‘He was not educated,
but he was a man whom anyone
might have been proud to call his
friend—a man I should have been
proud to call my father. There is no
one in the kingdom who has a right
to look down upon him, or call him—
what vou call him.”

“My dear boy——"" murmured the
Head, in a moved voice.

““T have never seen the man, and
do not intend to pass an opinion upon
him.” said Colonel Wilmot. “1
simply intended to say that you have
lived among persons of a poor
station, very different from your
present surroundings “

“That i1s true.”

“You were not content with that

“1f you have
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| HARRY MEETS THE GOLONEL!
Wilmot's stern eye bent upon him, and raised his cap as he quickly

“ Thank you for coming, sir,"” he said in a
| low voice. . |

came aciross the platform.

Harry Mameless flushed
as he caught Colonei |

T - as = S - —

that trembled. ‘I say that Colonel
Wilmot 1s mistaken. 1 will not say
that he 1s speaking falsely.”

“Boy!” thundered the colonel.

Harry faced him fearlessly. The
old military gentleman’s thunderous
voice had no terrors for him,

“T cannot 1magine why vou should
speak falsely about me, sir,” he said.
“So I say that you are mistaken.
Certainly you are mistaken!”

““And this,” said the colonel, “is
the way vou speak to a governor of
the school.”

“It 18 the wav I would sweak to
anyone who falsely accused me,”
answered Harry Nameless. “You
are making a mistake, sir, but the

accusation is a false accusation. You
should not have made 1t.”
“T . should not have made it!”

stuttered the colonel. ‘““Dr. Chenies,
1s this the correct mode of address
from a Fourth Form boy to a
governor?”

“You must control yvourself, Name-
less,” said the Head, but his voice
was quite gentle. “You must re-
member Colonel Wilmot’s position.”

“T have never been accused of
falschood before,” said Harry, his
voice trembhing again. * Why should
I be accused now? If this gentleman
fancies that he knows me what does
it matter? He may have seen me

——

station.  You
appears——"

“Everyone has a right to raise him-
self by his own efforts,” said Harry.
“I found a kind friend in a man who
had once belonged to St. Kit's, and
he gave mie my education. 1 hoped
to get on, to revay him, and to repay
Jack Straw what I owe him, though

were ambitious, 1t

-I never can repay all his goodness. 1f

I was ambitious for myselt,
that 1s no ¢rime.”

“Quite so. But voung fellows with
ideas and ambitions above their
station are hable sometimes to make
short cuts to fortune,” said the
colonel dryly. ‘“In short, T can only
conclude that your object in denying
having seen me before i1s to conceal
some secret—some guilty secret.
You have met me under some cir-
cumstances that vou dare not reveal
to vour headmaster.”

“That 1s not. true.”

“Colonel Wilmot,” said the Head.,
very quietly, “vyou vourself are un-
able to recall the circumstances under
which vou met Nameless—if you did
meet him £ =

“There 1s no ‘if’ in the matter,
sir. I did meet him, and know him
well.
stances, there is only one explanation
—that the bov was then pa&sing
under another name.”

too,
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” said Colonel Wilmot, before

If T cannot recall the ejvemmn.--
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“Colonel !” o
*That i1s my opinion, sir.” Such a
name as ‘ Nameless’' 1 certainly.
never heard until my nephew men-.
tioned it to me as that of his new
friend here. But another name——"
“Have you ever been’ called any-
thing else, Nameless?” |
““Never, sir.” R 2
“That is the only possible ex-.
planation to my mind,” said the
colonel grimly. . ‘“The boy has lied
once in saying that he does not know
me; he lies again, doubtless, in-
stating that he has never passed
under another name. It may even
be that he came before me when L

was sitting on the magistrates,
bench.”

Harry’s lip quivered.

“Come, come!” murmured the

Head, greatly shocked.

“T think i1t very probable, sir. .I
may even have sentenced him for
petty larceny, or something of the
kind.” |

“Am I to stay here, sir, and listen
to this?” exclaimed Harry, appeal-
ing to the headmaster. ‘Is this man
to insult me as he chooses?” .

“Pray be silent, Nameless,” said
the worried and distressed doctor,
“Colonel Wilmot, I cannot think but
that yvou are mistaken———".

“T am not accustomed to making
mistakes, sir,” said the colonel. *“My
opinion is quite definite. Unless this
boy can make a full and frank ex-
planation, my opinion is that he s
not a {it person to associate with St.
Kit's boys, and should be sent awa
from the school forthwith.” :

“Have you anything to say, Name-
less?” |

“Only
sIr.”

“You may go for the present.”

“Thank you sir!”

Harry Nameless quietly left the
study. Dr. Chenies sat and
drummed on his desk with his white,
slim fingers for a minute or two when
the door had closed behind the name-
less schoolboy. The colonel watched
him in silence, with a2 grim and
rather sarcastic look.

“The bov has his legal rights here,”
sald the Head at last. ‘““He 1s here
on the Foundation, as wvou know,
having passed the necessary examina-
tion in open competition with others:
His character is vouched for by Mr.
Carew, of South Cove, an old St.
Kit’'s man. With his obscure origin [
have nothing to do. 1 cannot send
him away from the school, sir, unless
for some serious fault committed—
some serious offence committed at
St. Kit's, and he has committed
none, So far from that. J have his
Form master’s assurance that he 1s
a bov of exemplary character, with a
good influence on others.”

“A boy of unusual depth .of
chavacter., perhaps—with  enough
gnile to decelve others,” said Colone!
Wilmot. | g 3

“That 1s not my opinion.”

“It 18 mine.”

There was a pause. :

“So it 1s vour intention to keer
the boy here in spite of what T have
said?” asked the colonel at last,

“1 have no choice 1in the matter.
\Yith?ut something -more definite
I________ 3

“He is to remain -here. a close
companion of my nevhew?” i

“St. Leger’s father 1s perfectly
satisfied with him as a companion for
his son. In that matter I am bound
to regard only the wishes of Lord
Westcourt.” | B oy

“True,” said the colonel, biting
his ip.  “T1 may as well take my
departure. I am bpund to warn you,
however, that the matier 18 not
ended.” il

“How so?” 2

“T1 feel in duty bound to raise the
question at the next meeting of the
school governors.” - | ~.

Dr. Chenies’ brow wrinkled. |

“That 1s as vou think best, Colone!
Wilmot.” he answered stiffly.

“Very good, sir.” 4 ,

And the colonel, bowed himeself
stiffv enough out of the Head's
study. | | |

what I have 'a]read_.y said,

Disowned !

“St. Leger here?” -

Licke of the  Fourth oput his
spectacles 1n Study No. 5 and blinked
round. St. Leger was there with
Harry Nameless. |

“What’s wanted. old bean?”

“You are,” said Licke.. *“Your
uncle’s downstairs waiting to  say
aood-bye to you, and he sent me to
tell vou.”

“Tell him I'm sorry ] ean’t cone

L3

down.” | &
s El‘_ll':lj!'
“Gettin’ deaf?” asked Algy.
T.icke stared.
“1 say, you don't really want me

There’s an extra special treat in store for readers of the BOYS’ FRIEND. Look out for further details !
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|
to say that to Colonel Wilmot, do

you ?”’ he ejaculated.

“Yaas.”

“Well, T'll do it,” said Licke, in
wonder. “My hat! The old boy
1sn’t the kind of old boy I'd care to
eend a message like that. Sure you
mean 1t7”

6 Yaaﬁ_.’.‘

“St. Leger!” began Harry.

“ All serene, old fellow. Cut off,
Licke !

[.icke of the Fourth cut off, still
wondering. Such a message from
the most polished youth at St. Kit's
to a near relative was something to
wonder -at.

Harry Nameless turned a look of
deep distress on his chum.

“St. Leger, if it’s on my account,
you——"

11 Yﬂ.—ﬂ.S.”

“You can't send a message like
that to your uncle.” ‘
“%T've done it, dear boy.”

“He will be angry 5
 “Very likely,” said Algernon
Aubrey indifferently. “Y'm angry,
too. I'm rather an ugly customer
when I’'m waxy, old bean.”

* But your uncle %

“T disown him,” said Algy calmly.
“He has not acted as an uncle of
mine was bound to act. He hasn't
played the game. I'm sorry to say
it: but there it is. Unless he apolo-
gises to you, Nameless—"

“What?”

“Unless he apologises to you,”
said Algy firmly, ‘I don’t see how
¥ «can speak to him again.”

“Dear old chap,” said Harry,
““you can’t do this. You've got to
remember that he’s your uncle 2

“He should have remembered that
vou are my friend,” said Algernon
Aubrey, with' calm dignity. “If he
forgets himself he cannot expect me
to remember that he 1s my uncle.”
 There was a heavy tread in the
corrideoir. It was preceded by a scut-
tling, as of a rabbit in a hurry, and
Bunny . Bootles blinked breathlessly
into the study.

“J say, Algy——

“ Blow away!”

“Your - uncle's - coming, and he's
lovkimg like a regular Hun!” gasped
Bunpny. *“1 say, is he going to lick
you?”

“Ring off, you ass!”

Bunny bolted into the study. Not
for worlds would he have missed
what was going to happen. He

dodged behind the armchair to keep
out of the way, evidently mm expecta-
tion that the colonel’'s walking-cane
would soon be active. As a matter
of fact, the fatuous Bunny was not
the only fellow interested. Three or
four juniors had heard Licke deliver
the 'astounding message to the
colonel, and had jumped at the ex-
pression which followed on the old
soldier’s bronzed face.. And they
followed the colonel up the staircase,
at a respectful distance, in a breath-
less state.

The heavy tread came along {o
Study No. 5.

Harry Nameless feli his heart beat.
But Algernon Aubrey St. Leger was
as calm as could be. He only gave
his eyeglass a little extra screw into
his eye. The cooluess of the pro-
~ verbial cucumber was not in it with
the Honourable Algernon at that
moment.

A tall, sturdy figure darkened the
doorway. Colonel Wilmot had
arrived.

Algy and Harry rose to their {feet,
That niuch respect, at least, was due
1o ‘age if to nothing else.

The colonel’s deep-set, penetrating
eyes glittered into the room. He took
o notice of Harry Nameless. All
his attention was given to his hopeful
nephew.

“Algernon!” His voice was like
the rumble of distant thunder.

**Yaas, uncle.”

“1 sent you a message that I was
about to leave.”

“Yaas.”

“Did you send back the imperti-
nent message the boy brought to
me?”’ |

“Clertainly I did not send an im-
pertinent message, unecle,” answered
Algernon Aubrey calmly. “I trust
I am not ecapable of impertinence to
my elders.”

“What message didgyou send ?”’

“That T was sorry 1 could not
come down.”

““That is what I was alluding to,
Algernon.”

“Yaas. But that was not imperti-
nence, sir. That was simply a state-
ment of fact.” said the cheery Algy.
“T was sorry I couldn't come down,
and I asked Licke to say so.”

“Why could you not come down,
boy ?”’

“T did not desire to sce you again,
sir.”’

“Wha-at!”
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‘““ After your treatment of my friend
Nameless, sir,” =said Algernon
Aubrey, with much dignity, *‘1 con-
sidered it better for us not to meet.”

The colonel locked at him. From
somewhere in the passage came a
sound distinctly like a chuckle.
Algernon Aubrey on the ‘high
horse ” was always found entertain-
ing by the St. Kit's Fourth.

““ Are you out of your senses, boy?”
the colonel cjaculated at last.

‘1 hove not, sir.”

“It appears that you intend to
maintain your friendship with this—

this boy in epite of my strong
opinion on the subject?”’

oY BAss

““ And—and you——" Colonel

Wilmot seemed at a loss for words.
“And you choose to be guilty of un-

natural 1mpertinence towards your
uncle =
‘“Excuse me, sir,” said Algy.

“Under the circs I am bound to act
as I am doin'. My best chum has
been Insulted and outraged, sir, by
a relative of mine. 1 have apologised
to him for you—"

“You—you—you have. dared to
apologise for me?’ stuttered his
uncle.

“1 regarded that as my duty, sir,
though 1t would be much better if
you . would withdraw your words
and apologise personally—"

iR
i
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ALGY IN THE WARS!

cane sang through the air.

“Algernon !”

*1 expect 1t of
Algernon  Aubrey.
cannot see how 1 can
know you.”

“Wha-a-at?”

“So long as veocu maintain this
attitude of 1mpertinence towards my
friend Nameless, sir 5

{22

“Impertinence !” said the colonel.

“Yaas.: So long as you do so you
cannot expect me to regard you as
an uncie or any relative at all.”

“*Good gad!”

“T am sorry, because I have always
respected you highly till this after-
noon,”’ pursued the happy Algernon.
“T have, I trust, treated you with
the resvect due to an elderly relative.

you, sir, = said
*Otherwise, I
continue to

But your conduct this afterncon,
- 23
S1—-—

v ] 3

My—my conduct——

“Yaas, vour conduct was most

offensive, sir, to my friend Nameless
and to myself. Unless you withdraw
the offensive words you have uttered
to myv friend Nameless, T am bound
to tell you that I disown you!”

“PD-d-d-d-disovwn me!”’

‘e '&"'aﬂ-El?J

There was a very audible chuckle
i the passage now.

The St. Kit's fellows had heard of
such a thing as an uncle disowning
a nephew, but they had never heard
of a nephew disowning an uncle.
They heard it now, and it seemed to
entertain them.

Algernon Aubrey, however, evi-
dently saw nothing humorous in the

A Five- Pound Note and Six Footbalis !
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situation. His aristocratic face was
calm and severe. -

The colonel gazed at him at a loss
for words. The malacca cane he
carried twitched in his hand. Doubt-
less the thought was in his mind of
laving it about his lofty nephew.

“'This impertinence, Algernon—-"
he said at last.

“Kindly refrain from characteris-

ing my conduct as 1impertinent,
Colonel’ Wilmot,” said Algernon
Aubrey.  “The word 1s offensive to
23
me.
“Boy, I—I Do you desire me,

sir, to thrash you within an inch of
your life?” roared the colonel.

“Certainly not! 1 desire you to
close this far from pleasant inter-
view,” saild Algernon Aubrey, with
as stately a manner as his noble
pater had ever displayed in the House
of Peers. *“I am shocked at you,
Sil A

“Wha-a-at!”’

‘“Shocked! I wish you a very good-

143
1

afterncon, Colonel Wilmot !

Colonel Wilmot gazed at his hope-
ful nephew for a moment or two
blankly. Whatever he had expected
from Algernon Aubrey, certainly he
had not expected this. -

He scemed at a loss how to act,
but he made u» his mind quite
suddenly. He strode into the study
with a heavy tread that almost shook

Whack ! “Oh'! Begad!

the room, and grasped his dignified
nephew by the collar. Then the
malacca cane sang through the air.

Whack, whack!

“Oh! DBegad! Yaroooocop!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came from
passage in a roar.

“He, he, he!” came from behind
the study armechair.

Colonel Wilmot released

the

his
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nephew as suddenly as he had
grasped him, and strode from the
room and away through a crowd of
grinning juniors. In Study No. 5
Algernon Aubrey’s lofty dignity -had
momentarily forsaken - him. « He
rubbed the place where the malacca
cane had fallen, and gasped. -~ .

“Begad! 'Oh dear! The awful
ruffian! Ow!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

The doorway was crowded with
grinning - faces. Harry Nameless
hastily closed the door. |

‘“Algy, old man——
mured.

“1t's all right, old bean,” :said
Algernon Aubrey, recovering: his
equanimity. ‘“Do you think 1 put it
to him straight enough?”

“MToo straight, I'm afraid.”

““Gammon, old bean. What 1s that
beast Bunny cacklin’ about? Kick
him for me, will you?” |

Harry Nameless glanced from the
study window. In the dusk below
the tall figure of the colonel was seen
striding to the gates. It was with a
strange - ache at his heart that the
nameless schoolboy watched the tall,
stern figure disappear in the dusk.

e

23

he mur-

Under a Cloud.

Colonel Wilmot had gone, but his
visit had borne its fruits, and the
f;'uit-s remained.

Colone! Wilmot strode into the study with a heavy tread that almost shook the
room, and agrasped his dignified nephew by the callar.
Whack !

Then the malacca

Yarooop !’ roared Algernon Aubrey St. Leger.

For days that followed the chief
topic among the St. Kit’s juniors
was the strange scene. on the foot-
ball-field on the occasion oif the Lyn-
croft match. :

It was 1mpossible that the juniors
should not draw from it conclusions
unfavourable to the nameless school-
boy.

Carton . & Co. naturally made the
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, 1t had broken out fiercely

of Harry
cleven.
football practice.
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most of 1t. But there was really
little for Vernon Carton to add.

The- facts, as Durance remarked,
spoke for themselves,

A governor of the school had
accused the nameless outsider of
falsehood, of having a shady secret
to: conceal, and evidently believed
firmly in the justice of his accusa-
tion. There was no getting round
that ‘stubborn fact. Colonel Wilmot
had to ‘be supposed to know what
he ‘was talking about. A gallant
old soldier, who had come home
from the War with medals' and
honours galore—a colonel—a brother-
in-law.of a noble earl—an influential
member of the governing body of St.
Kit’'s! It was not’ likely that the
denial of a nameless nobody would be
credited against his positive - asser-
tion.

It . was true that during the weeks
Harry Nameless had been at  St.
Kit’'s he had never been guilty of a

‘dishonourable action, or uttered an

untrue word. But he was new in.the
school, and Catesby of the Fourth
remarked, 1n his sapient way, that
you never knew a fellow till you
found him out. And the other juniors
agreed that you never did.

Harry Nameless had proved that
he was plucky and a good man at
games, and a good man in class. But
he was a feather in the scale againsi
the weight of the colonel.

Harry Nameless was not long in
feeling the effects of the colonel’s
visit and of his strange accusation.

The sneering looks of Carton & Co.
were triumphant now. Thejr enemy
was down, and they had no compunec-
tion in giving a fallen enemy an addi
tional kick.

Harry had been winning his way
in the school; his own good qualities
had told. Hardly a fault could be
alleged agamnst him, but that his
temper was passionate; and  his
temper was well under control, save
on that one occasion of Bunny's
““passing round the hat.” Certainly
cnough

then. He was liked, he was growimg
popular, and -Carton had almost

despaired of ever putting him in his
“place,” as he regarded it. - But his
chance had come now.

Carton coolly debated the question
whether i1t was for theft or poaching
that Harry had come before the
magistrates. He calinly took it for
granted that it was as a magistrate
on the bench that the colonel had
seen him. Which. as Carton ex-
plained, was why Namecless dented
the meeting.

It seemed plausible enough to the
St. Kit's fellows, for there was no
altering the fact that the colonel, =
man universally respected, believed
the worst of the nameless schoolbey,
and considered it his duty to get him
removed from St. Kit's.

Fellows who had been in the habit
of greeting the nameless schoolboy
with a cheery nod now forgot to nod

Some deliberately looked another
way when they saw him; others
looked mnconifortable, a few were

apologetic.

But there was no mistake about
their attitude.

-Even Licke, the youth with the
bulging brain, who was head of the
debating society, followed the rest.
Licke had quite taken to Harry,
because that patient youth was the
only fellow at St. Kit’s who would
let Licke bore him. But now Licke
ceased to urge Harry to turn up at
the debates. If he came nto the
Glory Hole .when a meeting was on
the Glory Hole would become sud-
denly silent, and grim stares would
stare him out.

Harry Nameless was not the feliow
to conciliate the St. Kit's juniors, nor
the fellow to try to do so. After

one or two rebuffs he understs od. and

when he understood he withdrew
into his shell. If his feelings were

wounded his handsome face ywas not

allowed to betray the fact.

There was no longer any question
figuring in the junior
He even drovped attending
He was given so
very wide a berth when he turned up

there.

Oliphﬁnt-of the Sixth, whose duty

it was to see that the juniors attended

at least the compulsory practices.
turned a blind eye upon this derelic
tion. :

In' Harrv's case it certainly was

not slacking, and, 1n fact, Oliphant
himself turned a cold eve
hapless
enough that he should take Colonel
Wilmot's view of the matter.
of the prefects, especially Carsdale,
the bully of the Sixth, made it &
point to be officiously down on the
nameless schoolboy.

on the

junior. It was mnatural

Some

(Continued overleaf.)
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And so it was that in less than a
week after the colonel’s unpropitious
visit Harry Nameless had one friend

left at St. Kit’s, and one only. But
that was a friend worth all the others,

From Algernon Aubrey St. Leger,,

at least, there was no desertion or
dislovalty to be looked for.

The sunny face of Algernon
Aubrey was {requently clouded novw.

The most undemonstrative junior
at St. Kit's was now sometimes seen
walking with his arm through his
chum’s in open quad. That was to
show all 8t. Kit's, and the universe
generally, that he had no part or lot
in the ncw “set ” against the name-
less s¢hoolboy.

Algy did not stop there.

He had been pressed into the
debating society by Licke. Algy

hated to say no to anybody or any-
thing. Now he made 1t a pomt to
attend one meeting in the Glory
Hole and announce his resignafion,
with a little speech added, in which
he exvnlained fully to the debaters his
opinion of their intellects and of their
manners. He retired from the Glory
Hole, followed by hoots, a book or
two, and an inkpot.

After that he inauired of Carton
whether Nameless was to play n the
next School match, a query which

Carton answered with a grinning
negative. :
“ And you can go and jaw to

Oliphant about 1t it like 1
grinned Carton.
at the same time that the whole team
will resign if Nameless 18 put mto

!
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A Query.

A regular reader of these notes
sends: me a question the reply to

which may be of sufficiently general |

interest to justify reference to 1t
here. It is this: “ Why do the home
teams win o frequently?”’ There is
no necessity for me to enlarge on the
fact that home teams do win, for the
most part. A glance through the
list of results any Saturday night will
serve to drive home the truth that
in secme mysterious way the home
teams do appear to have a real ad-
vantage. Very seldom in any section
of the League will 1t be found that
even half the visiting clubs manage
to avoid defeat. My corrvespondent
saye that he has noticed these home
teams win so pointedly that he 1s
hoping to win a big coupon prize one
of these days by continually giving
all the home teams to win. I am
afraid that he won't be lucky with
this method, even though- there is
veason behind it, for i1t may be quite
a long time before the whole of the
games on any particular newspaper
coupon end in. wins for the home
side.. However, to get to this sub-
ject of why home teams win,

How Tradition Counts.

On the face of it, there
something 1illogical in home

SeeNnis
teain

successes so far as the big clubs are |

concerned. The whole of the grounds
of the big clubs are, practically speak-
ing. of the same size, and for the
most part, too, the surface of the
pitches are such that there cannot
be much real value in “knowing
the lie of the land, as it were. Lo
a, very large extent, I helieve. the

answer to the guestion of why home

teams win is to .be found in the
phrase—just human mnature. There

“¢ Dick o' the Highway! ” featuring Dick Turpin.
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“Vou can tell him .
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(Continued from previous page.)

Algy reflected.

“In the cires it wouldn’t be any
good goin’ to Oliphant,” he said.

“Very good.”

And the next news of Algernon
was that he had resigned his member-
ship of the St. Kit’s junior {oot-
ball c¢lub, and that Carton had to
find another man for the next match.

It was Algy’s determination to be
in nothing to which his chum was
not admitted, and that determination
he carried out to the bitter end.

Algy was the fellow in the Fourth
who was most often asked to tea.
Now he never by any chance accepted
an invitation-—such invitations not
including his chum.

It began to look as if Algernon
Aubrey would become as complete an
outcast as the nameless schoolboy had
already become.

Harry realised that, and one even-
ing in the study he took his chum
to task on the subject. O’Donoghue
of the Fourth had just looked in to
ask Aley to tea, studiously ignoring
the other fellow in Study No. 0.
Algy’s reply to the kind invitation
had been a negative—short, but not
sweet.

Harry Nameless pushed aside the
book he had been studying.

“This won't do, St. Leger,” he said
abruptly.

“ What son’t do, old bean?”’

“Phis sort of thing,” said Harry
restlessly. “I've had awful bad luck,
owing to—to——"

“To my uncle,” said Algy quietly,

“No need for you to get, the same.
Algy, old man, you're making your-
self nearly into ‘a hermit,” said
Harry, in distress. “I can’t stand

that. You're giving up everything
to stick to me.” |

“Wouldn't you for me?” asked
Alzy innocently.

“Of course, I would!”

“Well, then, you ass o

“RBut it's not the same,” said

Harry, “I can stand i, St. Leger.
You're out of the footer now—"

is something in having the people on

| your side, as the players of the home
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THE BOYS' FRIEND

“So long as you're out,” assented
Algy.

“You'll have the Form down on
you——"

“Yaas, I don’t mind.”

“But-I mind,” said Harry. ¢ St.
Leger, old chap, I—I wish you
wouldn’t! I—I'd rather you went
your own way. l'm spoiling every-
thing for vou.”

“Rats!”

“But T am,” said Harry. “Look
here, old fellow! When 1 came 1
never expected to have much of a
joyful time here. I came here to
work. Your friendship made i1t ever
so much easier for me. But now 1t
can’t help me, and—and you're
sacrificing yourself for nothing.”

“VYou want to get rid of me ?”

“PDon’t be a silly ass, old chap.”

“Do I bore you?’” asked Algernon
Aubrey, with  solicitude. “Ive
often wondered whether I'm a bore.
So many people are.”

Harry Nameless laughed.

“1 wish you'd look at it sensibly,
St. Leger, and—and i

“ And act like Bunny or Licke?™
asked Algy quietly. *“Don’t be a
goat, old bean, I know you mean
well, but vou're askin’ me to do a
mean thing. Besides, astonishin’ as
it may seem to you, I'd rather pal
with yvou than be on cheery terwms
with the Fourth. Astonishin’, but
true.”

“1 should miss you frightfully,”
said Harry., “Of course, you know
that. But I'd rather get out of the
study, and work in the Form-room,
and leave vou as I found you when
I came—="

“T should come to the Form-room,
too. You know I'm no end of a
determined chap, don’t you?” said
Algy, cheerily.

Harry Nameless gave it up.

It was evident that there was no
moving the loyal Algy; and it was
only for Aley’s sake that the name-
less schoolboy had spoken. Now
that the tide had turned against him,
he hardlv dared. contemplate what
life would be like at St, Kit's with-
out Algy.

“1 suppose vou must be feelin’
pretty bitter against the fellows for
goin’ back on you like this,” said
Algy, after a pause.
show 1t.”

“1 don’t feel it,” answered Harry
quietly. “How can I blame them?
They think T'm a shady character—

tecam usually have. There is also
something in the mere tradition that
the home team wins, for the most
part, because this tradition gives the
nlayers a greater heart for the con-
test.  Boiled down, the foregoing
really amounts to another way of
stating an old truth-—confidence
begets success, and that lack of con-
fidence is the short cut to failure,

Things Which Go Wrong.

T am not at all sure, however, that in
the explanation given above we have
the whole secret. When I was young
enough to play football of the first
class it always seemed to me that
it took our players some time to get
their “bearings’ when playing on
a strange ground. Playing on a
familiar pitch the men know—though
they may not even be conscious of
the knowledge—the * geography ” of
the place. From this knowledge of
the appointments they know instinc-
tively exactly where they are when
they have the ball at their toes; know
without any necessity for taking one
glance round. Watch teams playing
away from home, and you will see
quite a lot of cases of, say, the
centre-forward over-kicking his wing-
men, or the ecentre-half failing to
find his men with a pass, These may
be little things, but they tell in these
days when there is precious little
difference in quality between the play

of one side and another.
Shown in Qther Games,

My conviction that there is some-

“You never
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on the word of a
school.
them.”

“Well, that’s a secnsible way of

looking at it, though such an amount

governor of the
I should be an ass to blame

. of hoss-sense 1s rather unusual, old

bean. But——"
paused. “I—I'm
hate nunky.”

Harry flushed.

“I don’t hate anybody, St. Leger,
and least of all your uncle.”

“Least of all!”  exclaimed 5t.
Leger, in astonishment.

“Least of all,” said Harry. *“I-1
hardly know why, but—but T can't
even feel angry with him. He has
done me a lot of harm; but I sup-
pose it was a sense of duty in his own
way—though I'm afraid he is a hard
man. But—but I can’t dislike himn,
or feel angry with him.”

“Why not?”

“1 don’t know,” confessed Harry,
and his eyes went thoughtfully to the
fire. “1 don’t know at all. But—
but I suppose it will surprise you,
but I-—I like your uncle.”

“Like him!” howled Algy.

e

“ After what he’s done?”

“ After what he’s done,” said
Harry. “It’s queer enough, I know
—1 don’t quite understand 1t my-
self. But—but when I first saw your
uncle, St. Leger, I felt attracted to
him somehow. I'd’give my right
hand, I think, for his good opimon,
and to make him like me. T—I
thought perhaps he might come to
like me—your father did % '

“The pater thinks no end of you,”
said Algy.

“l wish your uncle would,” said
Harry, with a sigh. *“lt's a strange
thing—I can’t explain it myseif.
But—though it’s true that I never
saw (Jolonel Wilmoat before he came
to St. Kit's to visit you—I1 have a
strange feeling that T have seen him
before—somewhere, some time, that
I don’t recollect—when I was too
young to remember, perhaps.”

“Begad !” said the astonished
Algy.

Harry coloured under his chum’s
surprised glance.

“J know it sounds odd,’ he said.

“Begad, it does!”

“Like some silly fancy, I know,”
satd Harrv. “Of course, that's all it
is. But I've thought, sometimes, it's
bavely possible that he may have
known my people—when 1 had people

Algernon Aubrey
afrald you must

a4

thing in this idea is strengthened by
my experience of other games.
When 1 play tennis on a strange court

W. TEMPEST (Port Valej.

1 find, for quite a long time, con-
siderable difficulty in getting my re-
turns just right as regards length,
The size of the tennis-court is the
same everywhere, yet on a strange
ground I have frequently lost a set
to an opponent I really ought to have
beaten because of this failure to find
either the side-lines or the base-line.
Yes, ‘intimate acquaintance with the
surroundings dees tell, m my view,

_I_I e —
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i Below will be found our expert’s opinion of the probable results of the big games to be played on
Saturday, Nevember Stiz.. The likely winning side is printed in capitals. Where a draw is

| anticipated, both clubs are printed in smaller letters. i

I First Division, Second Division. First Division.

rH.-"sﬂNHLI‘IY v. Coventry City.

BLACKPOOL v. Chelzea.

Bradford City v. Clapton Orient.

DERBY COUNTY v. Southampton.
Fulham - v. Leicester City.

HULL CITY v. Stockport County.

PORTSMOUTH v. Manchester United.
Port Vale v. The Wednesday.
south Shields v. Crystal Palace.
'WOLVERHAMPTON W. v. Stoke.
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WHAT MIGHT HAPPEN ON SATURDAY.

MIDDLESBROUGH v. Oldham Athletic.

_l.'. - T
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Scottiish League.
AYR UNITED v. Duudee.
CELTIC v. Kilmarnock.
Cowdenbeath v. AIRDRIEONIANS,
FALKIRK v. Queen’s Park.
HAMILTON ACADS. v. Hibernpians.
HEARTS v. Aberdeen.
PARTICK THISTLE v. Motherwell
St. Johnstone v. Morton. :
St. Mirren v. Raith Rovers.
Third Lanark v. RANGERS.

Grand romance starting in this week’s ‘ Popular,”
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—before I could remember——" lle
shook himself, as if shaking strange
and haunting thoughts from hun,
“Never mind—but you can be sure,
St. Leger, that I don’t feel bitter to-
wards your uncle and never will.”
% Tm glad of that,” said Algy.
“Jolly glad! I1f—if he comes round
in timey, and sees his mistake, you
won't mount the high horse i
“No fear! I'm not exactly a
humble fellow, I think, but 1 know
I'd be only too glad to meet Colonel
\Yi}i:nﬂt half-way if he would 'be
civil.”

Sent to Coventry

TPramp!l "

It was the sound of many footsteps
in the Fourth Form passage.

The footsteps were accompanied
by a buzz of rather excited voices.

Algernon Aubrey polished his eye-
glass carefully upon the corner of a
cambric handkerchief, and smiled
serenely. :

Thump!

1t was a loud summons at the door
of Study No. 5.

“Trot in, dear boys!” sang out
Algernon Aubrey. R |
Without that invitation being

waited for, the door was thrown wide
open. Vernon Carton, Durance,
Tracy, and Lumley walked into the
study. Behind them came Howara
and Catesby, Elliott, Stubbs, and
several more juniors. And behind
them the doorway was crowded with
others, and still others swarmed in
the passage. It looked as if nearly
all the Fourth Form of St. Kit's was
calling on Study No. O.

Harry Nameless kept
uporn his work sedately. But Alger-
non Aubrey detached his eyeglass
from his eye for a moment, waved it
in greeting to the visitors, and then
replaced it. |

“Good evenin’, dear boys!” he
said cheerily. *“ This i1s an unexpected
pleasure. Crowd in.”

Some of the Juniors grinned,
though Carton & Co. were looking.
gserious enough.

his eves

“We've come here " began
Carton.

“¥aas, I know why vou’ve come.”

“Oh! You know?”  exclaimed
(CCarton, In surprise,

“Yaas. You’ve held & Formn
meetin’ ¥ _

(Continued on the next page.)
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A Match-Winning Centre.

Newcastle United may not be such
an atiractive side 1n the purely
sclentific sense as they were a few
years ago, but they are still a force
to be reckoned with, as Aston Villa
found to their cest in the Cup Final
last season. * The man who scored
the first goal at Wembley last April
—Neil Harris—is still finding the
target for the Novocastrians, and
when he 1s in his best shooting form
there are precious few centre-ior-
wards who can give him a start,
Harris learned the game in Scotland,
and this 1s evident in his style, for
he has the ability to control the ball
well when moving at a fast pace. He
cost Newcastle quite a lot of money
when they secured him from Partick
Thistle soon after the end of the
War, but he has been well worth
the expense. Iis most successful
season, from the goal-scoring sense,
was that of 1921-2, when he found
the net twenty-two times in League
games only, |

“ Potting ’’ in the Potteries.

Last week I mentioned that players
who changed their clubs seem to
make rather a habit of doing well
when facing their former colleagues.
A case in point is that of William
Tempest, the outside-left of “Port
Vale. Not so long ago this player
was transferred from Stoke to the
other club in the Potteries, and when
the two teams met for the first time
this season Tempest got the goal
which won the game for Port Vale.
Tempest was born at Stoke, and for
many years rendered the club most
consistent service. lLike plenty of
other wing-men who could be
mentioned, he is on the small side,
standing only five feet six inches, but
he is clever enough to overcome
whatever handican 1s 1mposed by lack
of height.

fo L]
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(Laok out for another splendid footer -
article next week.)

Out on Tuesday!
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- And you've decided to apologise
to Nameless——"’ ,

*“What ?”

“An’ you’ve come here in a merry
crowd to do it,” continued Aigy,
amiably. *“Go ahead—I wouldn’t
interrupt for worlds., In faet, I'll put
in a word for you with Nameless, an’
ask him to overlook your conduct, an’
take you into favour again.”

. There was a etupefied stare from

the crowd of visitors. Harry's grave
face broke into a smile over his books.
He did not think that was the object
of the visit.

“You silly ass!”

roared Carion,

“*Am 1 makin’ a mistake, dear
boy?” asked Algernon Aubrey,
raising his eyebrows in mild surprise.

“You chump !”

“Haven’t you decided to do the
 decent thing, then?” inquired Algy.

There was a chuckle in the crowded
doorway, Carton scowled.

“We haven’t come here to listen
to you being a funny ass, St. Leger!”
he snapped. *““We've held a Form

meetin’ on the subject of Nameless,
~and it’s been decided, nem. con., to
send him to Coventry.”

“Rats 1”

. “(arried unanimously !” said Rex
Lracy.

‘““ Bosh !”

- “Are you goin’ to set yourself up
against the Form, St. Leger?”
i N

“You cheeky ass

“Don’t yell, old scout,” said Algy
soothingly. “I've told you before
that I hate yellin’ in this study. Jars
on my nerves, you know.,"”

“Look here——"'

- “I'm lookin’. There’s nothin’ nice
to look at, but I'm lookin’.”

“You've got to hear the Form’s
verdict, St. Leger,” said Vernon
Carton. ““Nameless 1 sent to
Coventry. -~ Any fellow speaking to
- Nameless after this evening will be
cut.”

“Bow-wow !”

“Your own uncle says——

“Never mind my uncle,” inter-
posed Algy. *“1I decline to discuss
my uncle with you, Carton.”

“You know what he thinks
Nameless, and he's a governor of
the scheool., We're not takin’ the
word of a nameless outsider against
a governor’s word. You wouldn’t if
you weren't an obstinate ass.”

*“Will you oblige me by ringin’
oft, Carton? Your remarks are 1n
the worst of taste, and your voice
isn’t really melodious.”

“For all we know, the fellow has
been a thief, or a pickpocket, or may
have been 1n prison,” continued
Carton.

Harry's cheeks burned over his
books. But he did not speak, so
far.

“ Colonel Wilmot plainly thinks so
—as good as said so,” remarked
Traey.

“Yes, rather!”

“And the fellow won't explain,”
said Howard.

“Can’t!” remarked Lumley.

“Go i, Carton! Let St, Leger
hear the verdict.”

“T'm goin’ to. Nameless i1s sent
to Coventry, St. Leger—barred by
the whole school. Catch on?”

“Not at all.”

‘“No fellow at St. Kit’s is goin’ to
speak to him; any fellow who does
will be sent to Coventry along with
ham.  That’'s a plain tip. We're
here to let you know,” ‘

“That's awf’ly kind of you.”

“Look here, Algy——"" said Dur-
ance persuasively.

“Let me finish ! snapped Carton.
“You can see that all the Form are
in it, St. Leger; we've all come to
tell you so. (entlemen, 1s it the
verdict of the Form that Nameless
goes to Coventry?”

““ Hear, hear!”

There was no doubt about the
verdict.

“To stav there till he’s hoofed out
of St. Kit’'s?”’ continued Carton.

“Hear, hear!”

“You hear that, St, Leger?”

“I'm mnot deaf, dear boy,"
answered Algernon Aubrey, un-
moved. *° And now, 1s that all you've
got to say?”

“Yes, you fathead !

“Well, a chap ought to be thank-
ful for small mercies,” said Algy.

1)

3

“Shut the door after you.”
“Do you understand, wyou ass?

Unless you cut Nameless dead. the
same as us, vyoull be sent to
Coventry with him.” |

“And you won’t speak {o me any
~more?’ asked Algy sadly,

“Will you cut Nameless or not?”

e th-!‘!

“Are you setting yourself up
against the Form?”’

(1! X?'aas-?!
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“Then you’ll be sent to Coventry.*

“Thanks!”

“We mean
furiously.

“Now, what I want is the fair
thing,”” said Algernon Aubrey, sur-
veying his crowded visitors blandly.
“lf I'm sent to Coventry, is it fair
for Carton to be yellin’ in my study,
when he knows my strong objection
to yellin’?”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Carton shook an angry fist at
Algernon Aubrey’s placid face, and
stamped out of the study. His fol-
lowers, some of them grinning and
some looking rather sheepish,
crowded after him,

Algernon Aubrey rose to his feet,
and pushed the door shut after them.
Then he met Harry’s troubled and
anxious look with a smile.

“About time for prep, isn’t it?”
murmured Algy.

“Algy, old chap——"

‘“Yaas?”

*This won’t do,” said Harry.
“You can’'t—you simply can’t stand
_this-—-ii,ust for my sake. I can't have
10—

“You think I'd better not speak to
you ?"’

“For your own sake, ves,”

“Do I bore you?”

““No, you ass. But

“Tell me when I bore you, old
bean, an’ I'll try to rein in my genial
an’ exuberant conversation,” said

1it!” howled Carton

22
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THE FOURTH FORM TO
COVENTRY UNTIL THEY

AROLOGISE To NAMELESS

! THIS STUDY 1S SENDING
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THE BOYS’ FRIEND

about the exclusion he was bringing
upon his chum.

Harry might have Dbeen non-
existenty so far as the Form was con-
cerned. Not a word was spoken to
him in the Form-room, the quad, or
the dining-hall. No one loocked at
him or ecaught his eye; no one passed
him anything; fellows would talk
near him as if he wére not there. It
was bitter enough to the lonely boy,
conscious of having done nothing to
deserve it.

Yet he could hardly blame the
juniors. They had taken their cue
from a governor of the school; they
were 1n the right, according to their
lights. Carton & Co. were actuated
by malice; but most of the juniors
were indifferent to Harry personally,
and only followed Carton’s lead
because they believed it was right.
Harry tried to take a just view of
the matter; but the position was
bitter enough to him.

As for Algernon Aubrey, his ex-
clusion was not very complete. Even
Carton was anxious not to ““drop ”
the son of Lord Westcourt. All the
fellows were keen for Algy to “ come
round.” So for the firat day the
juniors treated Algernon Aubrey
much the same as usual.

It was Algernon Aubrey who really
took the initiative, carrying the war
into the enemy’s camp, as it were.

“Coventry ’ being Harry's fixed

portion, the lofty Algernon Aubrey

T
it
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NOT WANTED !

Algernon Aubrey urbanely. * Now,
[ suppose I'd better do some prep,
or there will be an argument with
Rawlings in the mornin’, an’ I hate
argument.”’

And Algy, with a sigh, sat down
to his books. Prep was a worry.
But it was quite clear that the ver-

dict of the Fouarth Form did not
worry humn. _
Algy’s Reply !
Harry Nameless had already

learned that he was something like
an outcast in his Form, eince the
hapless visit of Algy’s uncle to the
school. But after the Form meeting
in the Glory Hole, and the verdict
given by the assembled IFourth. the
line was drawn much more tightly.
I'rom that evening the TFourth Form
at St. Kit's elaborately ignored the
existence of the Foundation junior.

It was the hour of Carton’s
triumph.

This had been his object from the
beginning, but by his own efforts he
would never have been able to bring
it to pass. Colonel Wilmot's visit had
made all the difference.

(Clarton had succeeded

now more

completely than he had ever hoped |

to succeed.

In all the Lower School there was |

only one fellow who remained con-
scious of the Foundation junior’s
existence: and that was Algernon
Aubrey. In Harry's opinion, he was
worth all the rest; but the nameless
schoolboy was deeply distressed

‘* Algy, vou fathead !’’ bawled Bunn
Aubrey St. Leger rose to his feet and seized Bunny’s fat ear hetween a finger and thumb.
Then RAigy led the fat junior to the coor.

[
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declined to speak to anyone who did
not speak to his chum.

He thought that matter over
during lessons that day, and came to
his decision ; and soon made 1t known.

After lessons he came out of the
Form-recom with Harry Nameless—
who was given a wide berth by every-
one else.

In the Form-room passage Carton
& Co. stopped io speak to him, to
make a last eflort, as it were, to
gather him into the fold.

“St. Leger—stop a minute,” said
Carton,

Algernon Aubrey walked on with
his chum.

“St. Leger!” bawled Carton.

Algy seemed deaf.

He walked cheerily out into the
quadrangle, chatting 'with Harry
Nameless, oblivious of Carton &
Co.

The nute of the Iourth stared at
one anther,

“What's the matter with the silly
ass now?’ growled Carton.

*“ (Got his merry back up!” grinned
Durance. *“1I don’t think Algy will
come round, Carton. He's as
obstinate as a mule.”

“He'll go to Coventry with that
cardd if he doesn’t.”

Durance whistled.

“1 fancy not, if he doesn’t choose.
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y Bootles indignantly.

Price

You see, everybody likes Algy, and
he can walk out of Coventry when-
ever he likes,”

And Carton scowled ; he was aware
that that was the case.

At tea-time Bunny Bootles put a
very uncertain fat face into Study

No. 5. Bunny's position was awk-
ward. No. & was in Coventry, and
Bunny fully agreed with that. But

No. 5 was also in the land of plenty
—a land flowing with milk and honey,
so to speak. Bunny's “ whack ” to-
wards the milk and honey was always
going to be paid when he received
his {:316}3!‘&-{-&"{{ pound-note from his
uncle, It was some terms overdue
now. (Certainly Algernon Aubrey
had never expected Bunny to pay
his whack. Nobody ever expected
Bunny to pay anything. But Bunny
wondered whether he could bag the
lion’s share of a feast where “Coven-
try ” and its rigid rules forbade him
to speak to the founders of the feast,

Not that Bunny had any sensitive
feelings on the subject. Very far
from that. It was a question of
whether he would be “booted - from
the festive board. That was what
worried Bunny.

Harry Nameless and Algy were
at tea—quite a cheerful tea—when
Bunny appeared in the offing. Tea,
certainly, was a less expensive meal
than it had once been in Study No.
5. The nameless schoolboy had little
money to waste, and he was very

- me cae

Without a word Algernon

decidedly unwilling to sponge on his
wealthy chum. Algy had solved the
difficulty by way of a plainer fare—
with some inward groans from him-
self, and louder groans from Bunny
Bootles. Still, the study tea was
very mviting, and Bunny was very
keen to join up. He smiled an in-
gratiating smile as he came in. In
almost a stealthy manner he drew a
chair up to the table.

Algy looked at him inquiringly.

**Pass the muffins, old scout.” said
>unny, with a feeble smirk. *I-—I
I'm not sending you to Coventry,
f}&lgy;? old top—not in the study, any-
ow.

Algy did not pass the muffins.

“ Ask Nameless, dear boy, and per-
haps he will pass them,” suggested
Algy.

Bunny blinked at him.

“Nameless 1s in Coventry!”? he
murmured.

“So am I, dear boy.”

“I'm letting yvou off, Algy!”’ said
Bunny generously.

ii'[}rjr}.‘t:iﬂl

“Eh1

“What have 1 done to you, that
you should let me off 7

Bunny gigegled feebly.

* He. he, he! I—T'll tell you what.
Algy, I'll let Nameless off. too—
in the studv. You wen’t mention
outside that I speak to you, will you,
Nameless?”

“T'll give you a thick ear if you
spcak to me!” was Harry's curt
answer,

Twopence

|

1

- of this rot.
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I'he generous Bunny was rather
taken aback.

He eyed the muffins and the new-
laid eggs hungrily.

“r say, A‘g}‘-——-”

“Shut up !”

“You're not going to be mean, are
you?” asked Bunny pathetically.
““1 happen to be short of money—
that pound-note hasn’t come from my
uncle yet i

“Feed, and shut up,” said Algy.
“So long as you don't talk. If }*Du{
talk T shall kick vou out!”

“"Look here, Algy é

“You're in Coventry, Bumny.”
sald  Algernon  Aubrey solemnly.
“This study is sending the Fourth
Form to Coventry.”

“What?” yelled Bunny.

“Now, don’'t talk any more, or it
will be my painful duty to persuade
you to leave us—on your neck!”

Bunny didn’t talk any more: he
started on the muffins. After all, the
muffins were the important matter,

Tea was still going on when the
door opened and admitied Durance
of the Fourth, Rex Tracy followed
him in. Their expressions showed
that they had come once more to try
persuasion on Algernon Aubrey.

“Getting tired of Coventry, St.
Leger?” asked Durance,

“If 1it's fine on Saturday we'll have
a ride round Lyncroft Castle,” Algy
remarked to his chum. “It’s a fine
old place 2

“1 spoke to you, St. Leger,” said
Durance, growing red.

“Algy ” began Tracy.

“It’s more than half in ruins, you
know,” continued Algernon Aubrey.
" Vaults under it, though—jolly old
place to explore.”

“ot. Leger!” bawled Tracy.

“We'll take some tuck and have

tea there,” continned Algernon
Aubrey, “ We can take a spirit-stove
for the tea e

“ Will you speak, you silly idiot?”
asked Durance, breathing hard.

Algernon Aubrey seemed to be-
come suddenly aware of the existence
of his visitors.

He turned his head and fixed his
eyeglass upon Durance and Tracy,
who were both red with wrath., Still
he did not speak.

“Can’'t you answer, you thumpin’
ass?’ demanded Tracy,

Algy shook his head.

“Look there, old fellow,” said
Durance, “we don’t want anv more
| We want you to line up
with the Form.”

No reply.

“Will you answer, vou idiot?”
shouted Durance, losing his temper.

Algernon Aubrey seemed to reflect.

Then he rose to his feet and glanced

round the study, the two juniors
watching him in wonder. = Algy’
found what he wanted—a stump of
chalk on the mantelpiece. Solemnly
he picked up the chalk, and chalked
on the looking-glass:

“SORRY! CANT SPEAK!”

“Are you dumb?” howled Tracy.

A shake of the head.

“Then why can’t you speak, you
ass?”’

Algy chalked again:

“YOU'RE IN COVENTRY!”

“What?? yelled Durance and
Tracy together. |
Again Algernon Aubrey set to

work with the chalk.
the result:

And this was

“THIS STUDY 18 SENDING

' THE FOURTH FORM 70

COVENTRY UNTIL THEY
APOLOGISE TO NAMELESS.”

Tracy and Durance blinked at that
mscription on the glass. Leaving it
there, Algernon Aubrey laid down
the chalk and resumed his place at
the tea-table.

“You haven't been over to Lyn-
croft Castle, yet, old bean?”” he asked,
addressing his chum.

“ No,” said Harry, with a smile.

“Good! Then I’'ll be your merry
guide, and we'll have a nice little
excursion on Saturday ¢

“St. Leger!” roared Tracy.

“If the weather’s fine, of course,
we——-"’

“ What do you mean by that rot,
St. Leger?”

“Well go on the bikes,” con-
tinued Algy imperturbably: “we’ll
put ‘em up in the ruins, and explore
the giddy old place, you know—"

Slam !

Durance and Tracy had departed,
closing the door after them with un-
necessary force. Algernon Aubrey
St. Leger smiled serenely.

(Continued owerleaf.)
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(Continued from previous page.)

and a few minutes later Harry Name-

less presented himeelf. The Form

master had given him a hint of what
was to come, to prepare him: and

Harry entered the study with his

head very erect and a flush on his

cheeks.

The Head seemed in no hurry to

l begin. He coughed a little before

he spoke at last:
l “1 am sorry to hear, Nameless,
that you are—ahem—upon rather—
hem—disagreeable terms with the
rest of your Form.”

“That i1s not my fault, sir.”

“No doubt, But—you are not
happy here?”

““I have one friend, sir—and I have
my work. I am not unhappy,”
answered Harry quietly.

The doctor coughed again.

“Yes—yes. You hold a schola:-
ship which entitles you to remain
three years, on the Foundation,
Nameless.”

“It 1s my intention to remain for
| the full period, sir.”

To Go or Not to Go ! 8 é}l%other 03“85}5 g
_ AN I you decided that :
The peculiar state of affairs in the | 4 gou < wonld

Fourth Form soon became known
outside that Form. All the Lower

a fat chuckle from

There was
Bunny Bootles.

“You don't mean that, Algy, ola
top?”’ he said.

Silence.

“Look here, Algy—"

No answer.

“Algy, you fathead
the exasperated Bunny.

Algernon Aubrey rose to his feet
and seized Bunny’s fat ear between
a finger and thumb. In silence—on
Algy’s part, not on Bunny's—he led
the fat junior to the door and opened
it. Still without a word, he kicked
Bunny Bootles gently but firmly into
the passage. Then he closed the door.
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bawled

School joined 1n the sentence of
“Coventry "—but as a Fourth-
Former had little to do with the

Third or the Shell, the attitude of
those Iforms did not trouble Harry
Nameless very much. Neither had
he much to do with the seniors, and
he gave little heed to what view the
Fifth and Sixth might take. He
was sorry to see “old Oliphant ” look

WONDERFUL
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encounter, but that could not be
helped, and he did not give much
thought to it. But Mr. Rawlings,
the mastier of the Fourth, grew

------
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each measuring

kinder in his manner io the nameless : - . ‘S e e Y
: 5 In. b 1 G e e B B R
schoolboy as he saw him shunned by 93 n y 6"" 9k G R R

his Form. And one day after lessons

the Form master signed to Harry to

remain when the Form went out.
Harry stopped by the master’s desk

to readers of the

........

his cheeks. He could guess what was
coming.

“Ycu do not appear to be on good
terms with your Form-fellows now,
Nameless,” said Mr. Rawlings, look-

ing at him curiously over his glasses.

MIND YOU

rrrrr

“No, sir—only St. Leger.” :
““Am I to understand that you have THE COMPLETE i

been sent to Coventry, as I believo ST A

the boys call 167"

“That 1s so, sir.”

“Jor what reason?”

““Because of what Colonel Wilmot
said the day he came.”

“That 1s all?”

S Nes, sir>

“Hm! I shall think about this,
Nameless, and speak to Dr. Chenies.
You may go.”

Harry’s flush deepened.

“I’'m not complaining, sir, I don't
want to complain, I—I don’t blame
the fellows, either—they think Colonel
Wilmot knew what he was {alking
about.”

“T understand.”

Harry Nameless left the Form-room
and joined his chum in the quad.
Mr. Rawlings, after some thought,
made his way to the Head’s study.
He found that gentleman frowning |
over a letter at his desk.

In a few words the Form master ex-
plained the state of affairs, and
added :

“Colonel Wilmot—unintentionally,
perhaps-—has done this boy a very
serious injury, sir. Perhaps if he
were communicated with he mignt
see fit to take some step to undo the |
harm he has done.”

Dr. Chenies shook his head.

“T fear that there 1is little hope
of that, Mr. Rawlings. This letter
i1s from the colonel. He states that
a special meeting of the governors
is to be c¢onvened here and the
matter raised before them. His de-
mand is that Nameless should be sent
away from the school—with due com-
pensation, of course, for the loss of
his scholarship.” | 1t 18 very probable that the governors

“In view of the present state of may decide to act on his suggestion.”
Eifle.it'ﬂ.’ it might be better for the boy “And in that case, sir it
Eo zgo,” said Mr. Rawlings musingly. “The governors have the power f{o
‘He cannot be happy at St. Kit’s in | cancel a scholarship at their own
the present circumstances.” absolute diseretion.  Such a thing

“No doubt. Please send the boy | has seldom happened—never in my
to me.” _ : recollection; but the power un-

Mr. Rawlings quitted the study, | doubtedly exists. If Colonel Wilmot

SET, BOYS!
WANNNANANNANANANANANA

Given Away With

rather leave the school, Nameless,
there is no doubt that your—ahem—
your guardian would consent.  Full
compensation in every way would be
made for the value of the scholarship
you surrender. Its value in money
would enable you to enter another
school. This would doubtless be a
change for the better for you in many
respects.”’

“T do not think so, sir.”

“Really, Nameless of

“T have a right to remain at St.
Kit’s,” said Harry quietly, though his
lip quivered. “If I am guilty of any
conduct that makes me unfit to re-
main, 1t i1s in your power to send
me away.” -

“That 18 not the question, Naine-
less. There 1s no fault found with
your caonduct—since you have been
here, at all events. But you are
aware that one of the governors ¥

“Colonel Wilmot?’ said Harry;
and his voice trembled a little.

“Yes. Colonel Wilinot has a very
strong opinion that you should go.”

“That i1s his business, not mine.”
- “To be plain, Nameless,  a
special meeting of the governing
board 13 to take place shortly, when
Colonel Wilmot will raise the ques-
tion. He has a very considerable
influence with the board, and I think

.......................................
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induces the board to take his view
ﬂ-f 33

“The scholarship will be can-
celled 7”
Py ‘&reﬁ; 33 ;-

Harry breathed hard for a. moment.

““Well, sir,, I cannot help that.
Colonel Wilmot must do as he thinks
fit, and the board must decide.”

“But you see, mmy dear boy,” said
the Head gently, *if—if you should
avoid this unplecasant extremity, by
deciding to leave St. Kit's of your
own accord——"

“Never !”

“ Nameless !”

“Never, sir,” said Harry, his eyes
flashing. ‘““Colonel Wilmot has done
me wrong, but by leaving the school!
I should be practically admitting that
it was I who was in the wrong. I
have nothing to be ashamed of, sir-—I
?11'1 not afraid to look anyone in the
ace.

)

ashamed—and sneak away like a
guilty fellow? I will not.”
“But ¥

“If T am sent away, let them send
me—it will be wunjust, but I shall
have to bear 1t. Of my own accord
I will not stir. If I lose my scholar-
ship it will be by no fault of my own
—and I will not touch a penny of
compensation. The scholarship is
mine—but 1if it 1s 1n the power of the
governors to take it away, let them
take 1t.”

“If you resign it of your own ac-
f:ol*d+or}, my advice—you can claim
com

“1 claim nothing, sir. and T will
accept nothing,” said Harry calmly.
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“1 shall keep the scholarship until I
am compelled to give it up.  When
that happens—if it does happen—i
shall go, with cmpty hands, as 1
came. I will not touch the money.”

The Head adjusted his glasses and
looked very curiously at the junior.

“You are not acting wisely in this,
Nameless,” he said, at last.

“Possibly, sir.”

“If you change your mind, on re-
flection, you may come and tell me
so, at any time before the governors’
meeting.”

“I shall not change my mind, sir.”

“”Very well, Nameless, you may

The Head remained
thought for some ftime after the
nameless schoolboy had quitted the
study. Harry Nameless had plenty
to think about as he went. Alger-
non Aubrey joined him at the corner
of 'the passage, and they went out
immto the quadrangle together.

“Anythin’ up?” asked Algy.

“Ye—e—es.”

“Goibl”

Harry Nameless explained.

“Begad! Quite right, old hean--
you’re not goin’. It would look like
backin’ down,” said Algy.

“I’'m glad you agree with me, old
chap.”

*“All along the line,” said Alger-
non Aubrey cheerfully. “And nunky
—naughty old nunky—won’t find it so
jolly easy to carry the board along
with him either. The pater's on the
board, you see.”

“But he £

“He will stand by you,” said Algy
confidently, “and the pater happens

in  deep
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to be chairman of the governors. The

pater thinks no end of you—and he | odd fish.

will stand by you like a brick.”
Harry’s face clouded.
“Your father! But the colonel is

his  brother-in-law—your mother’s
brother, Algy——

Algy nodded,

“They’'re good friends, aren’t
they ?”

“Quite; always have been,” said
Algy. *“The pater thinks a lot of
nunky—quite right, too; he’s a dear
old bean, exceptin’ in this one affair.
This time he’'s got a bee in his
bonnet, of course.”

“DBut——"" faltered Harry, *“if
your father opposes the colonel, and
—and has his way—won’t that make
bitterness ?”

*“Hadn’t thought about it.*”

“Bat wen't 161"

Algy reflected.

“ Nunky is rather a hard man to
cross,” he said reluctantly. “I—I[
suppose he will feel rather—rather
waxy with the pater. Can’t be
helped. I know the pater is backin’
you up.”

“How .do you know ?”

“Because I've asked him,” an-
iﬂ-‘@l‘ﬂd Algernon Aubrey serenely,

as soon as I heard a whisper of this
bizney, I wrote to the pater. Quite
a touchin’ letter. I reminded him
that you pulled me out of the Wicke
the day you came——

“You shouldn’t have done that.”

“Rats! 1 reminded him of the
way you backed up when a tramp
went for him in Lyncroft Wood——"

1 :\Ig:? !.u

“Piled it on, you.know—put it to
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him like a Dutch uncle. He wrote
by return—thing the pater seldom
does., He said—you’ll get conceited
if I tell you all he said o

Harry smiled.

“He thinks no end of you,” said
Algy. “He'’s goin’ to back you up
with all his heaviest guns, or words
to that effect. And I fancy the pater
will have his way—giddy peer of the

realm, you know—that's no end
weighty. And the fact that he’s the
colonel’s brother-in-law  takes the

wing out of nunky’s sails a bit. Shows
it’s only a matter of opinion, you
know, and that the colonel hasn’t any
real ground to go on. Depend on it,
old bean, the pater will see you
through.”

“But—but staminered Harry.

“Never mind my wuncle,” said
Algernon Aubrey loftily. “T’'ve dis-
owned himi. You heard me.”

“But—but ? stammered Harry.

Algy turned an inquiring eyeglass
upon him.

““What’s bitin’ you now?” he in-
quired.  “You can’t help it if the
coionel quarrels with Lord Westcourt
or gets his back up—my pater will do
what’s just—his favourite word—and
1If nunky don’t like it nunky will have
to lump 1t. He will get his back up,
I know. DProbably won’t speak to
the pater—shouldn’t wonder. He's a
bit of a tough old biscuit, Can’t e
helped.”

Harry’s face was deeply distressed.

“But vour mother, Algy—she's his
sistepr——" v

4 ‘Y'aasill

“Won’t it—won’t it hurt her?”

Algy stared at him,
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“Old bean,” he said, “you’rs an
: Never heard of a johnnie
like you for thinkin’ of others. I-——I
hadn’t looked at that aspect of the
case. I—I suppose the mater will
feel it a bit, if nunky gets his back
up with the pater—as I suppose he
will.  Tt’s rather rotten, but vou
can't help it! You've done nothin’.
The pater’s bound to back you up;
he believes in you, and he’s bound to
see¢ justice done.”

*“If—if the matter comes before the
board !” said Harry slowly,

“Yaas, of course! And it will—
nunky 1s a sticker.”

“The—the meeting 1s early next
week, T think.”

“The board meetin’—yaas, I think

so,” assented Algernon Aubrey.
“The pater referred to 1t in a
letter——"’

He broke off.

“Look here, old bean, what’s the
matter with you? I don’t like the
look in your eyes.”

“1 seem to have brought you
trouble 1n every way by coming to
St. Kit’s,” said Harry, in a low
voice, ** You're 1n disgrace with your
uncle &

“I've disowned him, you mean,”
said Algy loftily.

“You're in Coventry—-

“You mean, I've sent the Fourth
to Coventry——"

“And now your father and uncie
may come to 1ll terms over this dis-
agreement——" |

“That can’t be helped.”

“It—it might—"

;‘HG‘.‘:?’,

“If—if the matter never came
before the board !” faltered Harry.

Algernon Aubrey stared.

“But 1t’s comin’ before the board
—sure as anythin’,” he said. “I teil
you nunky is a sticker—a sticky
sticker. Never lets up his grip—like
a giddy bulldog. Oh, it’s comin’
before the board all serene.”

Harry Nameless made no reply.
He walked on in moody silence; and
there were new thoughts in his mind
now. Presently Algernon Aubrey
strolled off to the tuckshop for
supphies for tea, and the nameless
schoolboy paced alone under the oid
oaks. Carton & Co. strolled by, and
bestowed jeering glances upon him—
Bunny Dootles hoved in sight anc
treated him to an audible sniftf,
Harry Nameless did not even see
them, |

He was thinking—thinking deeply
and sadly—and the thoughts in his
mind would have startled his loval
chum, could Algy have known them,

2

The Last Sacrifice.

Colonel Wilmot descended from the
train at Wicke Station and glanced
about him. It was Saturday; a half-
holiday at St. Kit's; and in the pale
winter sunshine a St, Kit’s junior was
pacing the platform. The colonel’s
stern face grew a shade sterner as his
eyes fell upon the junior, and he
recognised Harry Nameless of the
Fourth.

Harry flushed as he caught the.
stern eyes bent upon him, and raised
his cap as he came quickly across the
platforn. |

“Thank you for coming, sir!” he
said 1in a low voice. |

The colonel eyed him grimly,

- 1 received your letter,” he said in
1cy tones. 1 decided to come. If
you have decided to act according to
a sense of propriety, and retire from
a school you ought never to have
entered, I shall not regret the jour-
ney. 1 understood from your letter
that such was your intention, but that
you desired to see me personally. I
am here.”

He interrupted the junior as the
latter was about to speak.

Ve : iy &

Come into the waitting-room:; we
cannot speak here.”

With his heavy stride the colonel
led the way. - Harry Nameless
followed him 1n silence.

The little shabby waiting-room of
Wicke was deserted. The two had
it to themselves for this strange in-
terview, Colonel Wilmot did not sit
down. He stood as erect as a ram-
rod, hiz deep-set grey eyves fixed on
the junior before him, on the lowered
eves and flushed cheeks.

:: Well?”? he said laconically.
“1 shall not waste much of your
time, Colonel Wilmot,” said the

junior, with a quiet dignitv that im-
pressed the colonel a little in spite
of himself. “I have been told that
you are determined that I shall leave
st Kat's”

“Quite’!”

The colonel’s answer came like s
pistol-shot.

“Is it useless for me to tell you,
once more, that you. are mistaken ig
me—that you have done me iIn-
justice 7’ said Harry in a low voice.

“Perfectly useless. I am quite

Don’t miss “ The Chinee of St. Jim’s! > A new and exciting story of Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim’s in the “ Gem Library. Out on Wednesday!

1
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certain that we have come in contact
before, and can therefore only believe
that you have lied in denying it,”
said Colonel Wilmot 1cily. “If you
have lied, it must be to conceal some
shady or guilty secret. Your peculiar
name 1s unknown to me—I judge,
therefore, that you were passing
under some other name when I came
in contact with you. In short, you
are an utterly unsuitable:boy to be
at St. Kit’s. You must know that
vourself. Why bandy words? Have
vou decided to leave? Unless that
15 the case, why have you brought me
here?”

“There is a meeting of the
governors soon—-—" |

“In a few days—

“You intend to make them cancel
my scholarship if possible?”

“Undoubtedly.”

“Lord Westcourt will oppose you?”

The colonel’s jaw shut hard.

“That is no business of yours.”

“I think it i1s my business, sir.
Will you not answer me? T—I have
heard that Algy’s father—that Lord
Westcourt will take my side. but——"

“No doubt Algernon has told you
so. It 1s the fact.” The colonel’s
brow grew darker and 1» the black
lines there it was ecasy to read of
grim dispute and resentment. Un-
doubtedly the opposition of his
brother-in-law was a sore point with
the colonel: : |
_‘;g‘hat makes no difference to you,
Sir

“None.”

*You know that T.ord Westeourt
thinks well of me,” said Harry
timidly. | |

“1 conclude that you have somehow
deceived him.”

Harry breathed* hard.

Why did he not hate this hard,
stern man, who stood before him like
a grim judge—a hard judge and an
unjust one? Why not? He did not.
He could not have told why; but
there was no anger in his heart. One
kind word from the stern old man
would have brought sunshine into his
face. But that kind word was not
likely to ‘be spoken.

“*Have you anything else to sayv?”
rapped the colonel, as Harry had
fallen into troubled silence

“Yes,; sir.”

“My time 1s of value—I must take
the next train.”

“There 13 ample time for the little
I have to say,” said Harry Nameless
bitterly. “I-have to say this—TI will
not be the cause of dispute or bitter-
ness m the family of my best friend
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' Your Editor is always pleased to hear from his readers upon any subject.
Address your letters to: Editor, ** Boys’ Friend,” The Fleetway House
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

A GREAT COMPETITION.

- Nothing like being prepared! It
i3 with this snug and incontestably
sound notion in-my mind that I am
starting off this week with mention
of the famous competition which 1s
titillating everybody’s curiosity. A
I'ive-Pound Note and 8Six Grand
Footballs given away each week!
Think of i1t ! Here 1s something
worthy of thought. And this par-
ticular week there is something extra-
special of which you might take note,
I' am awarding Eleven Match Foot-
balls this time. In the Second Com-
petition Result, appearing in this
number, it will be seen that eleven
readers succeeded in qualifying for
the Six Ifootballs, In these circum-
stances, of course, I have awarded
Kleven Prizes instead of Six as ad-
vertised. Some hard-working fellows
have not yet had time to get a good
hefty kick at a 'leather this season.
But the time will come! Maybe one
ot the weekly half-dozen footballs
will come their way. As for the
“fiver > which 18 asking for an
owner every Monday—well, nobody
has yet i1magmed all the brilliant
possibilities encompassed by one of
these cheery little souvenirs which
the Bank of Iingland, with commend-
able foresight, sends gaily fluttering
round the world.

.

LINE UP FOR THE PRIZES!

- Whatever else you do, just squeeze
in time for this competition! It

Every Monday

In Your Edilors
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—my only friend. You have wronged
me, sir; I hope some day wou will
understand 1t 1s so. St. Leger has
been the best, kindest friend a fellow
could have—and 1 have done him
harm enough. I will do himm no more.
There 1s no need for the governors
to meet and debate what i1s to be done
with me. I will go.”

Colonel Wilinot staréd at him.

He had expected that the Founda-
tion junior had decided to go, but he
was far from expecting to hear this
reason given.

His lip curled sarcastically,

“Your motives—if genuine—do. you
credit !” he said. “You know, of
course, that full compensation will be
given to you, in money, for vour loss
of the Foundation Scholarship, 1f you
resign it of your own accord and save
unpleasantness.”

Harry lifted his head pmudl?.

“I shall not touch a penny.’

“What?”

“I shall resign the scholarship for
the reason I have given, The end of
the term is not far off. All I require
is to leave St. Kit’s at the end of the
term with the rest, and I will not
come back. That is not much to
ask.”

“It would be better for you to leave
immediately.”

“A few weeks can make Ilittle
difference, sir. I have others to con-
sider as well as myseli—Jack Straw
and Mr. Carew—both will be dis-
appointed—I have to think of them.
I am not asking much, sir, consider-
ing what I am giving up,” saiud
Harry in a low voice.

Colonel Wilmot nodded curtly.

“Tet it be as you say, then; you
leave St. Kit’'s when the school
breaks up for the holidays, and you
do not come back. On that definite
understanding I take no further steps
in the matter.”

“Then 1t 1s settled,” said Harry
Nameless, with a heavy heart.

He stepped back, raised his cap to
the colonel, and walked out of the
waiting-room. - The interview was
over. Had he, when he asked for
that interview, had some thought of
appeal to the stern old man—some
effort to convince him that he was
in error? If so, the thought had died
under the blighting glance of those
grim eyes. The interview was over,
and Harry Nameless walked along
the platform to the exit with a slow
step and a heavy heart.

Colonel Wilmot. stepped from the
waiting-room and looked along the
platform after the junior. He twisted
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will please you all no end. Let your
chums know that it is the chance of
the season. Nobody ought to mmss
such a golden opportunity. As we
all know, life 1s'made up of one thing
after another. But it 1s a wise thing

to attend to it that a jolly prize

punctuates the procession here and
there. FKive-pound notes and fool-
balls give just that bright touch to
affairs we are wanting,

THAT REMINDS ME !

By your leave, I will drop in a
hint here. While on the subject of
the Boys’ IFRrRIEND competition 1

should like to draw your attention to
the magnificent photogravure plate
of H.M.S. Queen EKElizabeth, which
our Companion Paper, the ““ Magnet,”
gives away 1n its current 1issue.
Make a note of this, and don’t miss
the plate! J

SOVIETHING IN THE AlIR!

Another brilllant Al surprise in
store! I am not giving details yet,
but when the news does leak out
there will be a bigger rush for the
old *“Green "Un” than any yet re-
corded. The new attraction which
will shortly pop out of the future is
the finest thing yet. Spori-lovers
and all and sundry will be keen as
mustard on this.

AND ANOTHER SPECIALITY!

We can all stand pots of good
news. Most of us would barge along

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

| his grizzled moustache, and his brows

were darkly knitted. There was, for
the moment, indecision, something

like relenting, in the hard face. Had
he been too hard on the boy?
He looked after him, musing. Was

he too hard? In spite of himself,
there was something in Harry that
had touched a chord in his heart.
Something that reminded him of—
what? He was a hard man, a bitter
man, and he knew i1t—one terrible
grief in his life had hardened and
soured him. If his boy had lived he
would have been about the age of
this lad whom he was driving from
ot. . Kit’s.” His boy! The hard,
bronzed face twitched for a moment
—the eyes that stared after the
junior were dim.

With an angry exclamation the
colonel turned sharply on his heel
and strode up the platform. The
momentary weakness was past; he
was again the man of bronze,

Harry Nameless did not look back
as he left the station.

e left all his hopes, all his am-
bitions, there; but he did not regret
what he had done.

It was for Algy’s sake—for the
sake of the chum who had been loyal
and true when all others had turned
against him. He tramped along the
lane to St. Kit’s, over the old stone
bridge, whence, on his first day at
the school, he had dived to rescue
Algy, his chum ever since. The end
of the term was not far off, and then
he was to go! It was for Algy’s
sake.

Was it all for Algy’s sake?

Not all! Deep down in his heart
he knew that he was thinking of the
colonel, too, of the hard, stern man
who was driving him forth, an out-
cast. Why was it he could feel no
hatred, no biftterness, towards the
man who was so hard upon him—only
kindness and respect after all that he
had done? Why?

Ho did not know; he only knew
that it was so. It was so that he
would have felt to his father, if he
had known a father. His father?
The nameless schoolboy sighed. If
onlv he had a father!

He turned 1n at the gates of St.
Kit's—his school still, Elnllgll not for
long now. Algy met him at the
gates with a relieved look, and linked
an arm In his to cross the quad.

“I wondered where you'd got to,

old bean.” said Algernon Aubrey.
“You didn't tell me you were gon’
out. Come up to the study—there’s

weary pilgrim to get it. But here is
some cheery intelligence which comes
to you all ready packed and delivered

carriage paid at the door,

SIGHTING THE BOMBAY
CASTLE ! |

Yes, it's true! The famous ship,
the Bombay Castle, with Dick Dor-
rington & Co. on bbard, 1s under full
steam for port. Then there will be
some mare voyages, 1 give you my
word! Short of sending reply-paid
wires ““ When is Duncan Storm re-
turning?”’ readers of the Boys’
FrieND have done their compelling
hest to bring” back this sturdy - old
tavourite. And it will be se! This
is news for the housetops and for
Gath. I don’t care who kilows it!
Spread 1t round! Duncan Storm has
been travelling here and there and
everywhere, but I *an him to earth at
last. Result: A splendiferous new
series about the Bombay Castle!
Ship ahoy!

¢“ CUFFY IN GCAL!”

By Owen conquest‘.

Now let me get to Cuffy! I hated
to keep the good fellow waiting ; but
Cuffy will not mind. Most obliging
fellow he is! If you let him, he
would proceed to tell you he had not
the faintest objection to passing a
short period in the salle d’attente,
which 1s French for waiting-room,
and Cuffy speaks the ¥ntente
language very prettily. But there
was so much to say about the present
number of the B.F. and concern-
ing the brisk young troop of giddy
surprises which are now busy rehears-
ing their parts in the wings. Cuffy,
in next week’s sparkling Rookwood
yvarn, surpasses himself as a sinewy
and invulnerable keeper of goal. You
can easily picture the gladsome duffer,
with his vards of talk, pausing as the
leather biffs him on the dial to argue
the matter out with the ref. Cufly
on the footer field furnishes forth a
sight for the gleeful gods.

Price &y
Twopence 303 _
| |
a brew goin’ on—Bunny’'s ‘done the ST R T T

shoppin’—I put it all in chalk for him

on the lookin’-glass—I'm keepin’ him |

know.”  Algy

in Coventry,
chuckled.

Harry smiled faintly.

In Study No. 5 Bunny stayed for
the “brew ” in silence. Ile dared
not speak, lest a boot should be in-
troduced into the conversation before
the brew was finished. When the
last crumb had vanished Bunny
vanished, too—to expend his pent-up
conversation upon less fortunate
fellows., and the chums of the Fourth
were left alone.

“Penny for ‘'em, old bean,” said
Algy suddenly,

Harry looked
coloured.

“I—I was thinking—— |

*“ Bad habit—get out of it. I never
do. Not worryin’ about merry old
Coventry, what?”

“No,” said Harry, with a smile,

“I haven't been anythin’ like so
bored since we've been in Coventry,”
said  Algernon Aubrey placidly.
“What a howlin’ joke if it goes on
to the end of the term! Save me all
the trouble of dodgin’ the fellows
who want to come home an’ bask in
the pater’s smiles for the vac. What ?
You'll come home with me for the
vac, old bean, an’ we’ll have no end
of a tmme. Pater and mater and
Aunt Georgina and Aunt Cordelia all
want yvou to come—begad! . You
must try to stand ’em, old cha
they’re not half bad; though they do
bore a fellow St |

Harry smiled, but did not answer,

“And next term,” grinned Algy,
“fancy beginnin’ a new term In
Coventry? No end of a screamin’
lark, what?”

Algy rose.

“But you want to swot! (Go ahead
—I'll take a stroll down the passage,
cuttin’ all the fellows dead!”

And the cheery Algy sauntered out
of the study in great spirits. Harry's
glance followed him.

“He will know soon enough!” he
whispered.

His brow was clouded, but he went
quietly to work—quietly and steadily.
Work, after all, was.a cure for many
troubles. It was the darkest hour for
the nameless schoolboy.

But the darkest hour comes before
the dawn !

you

up quickly and
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(On no account must yow miss next
this'

Monday’s long instalment of
wonderful school tale!  Order your
Boys' FRrIEND n advance and avoid
disappointment!)

RIS NSRRI APPSR LS |
| for miles and get as footsore as the

Jimmy Silver wishes Cuffy would
play some other part. It may be so.
But a good, conscientious duffer has
his uses. Cuffy has them next week.
He will make the wide world rock
with laughter, |

“THE MYSTERY OF THE LIFT!"

By Victor R. Nendick.

For our next number, too, I have
a yarn which will grip the interest
of -everybody. There have been
stories galore about lifts, but you will
frankly admit there has never been

anything quite so all-round clever as

the plot of this tale. It deals with a
big business house in which things
happened which had no business to
have occurred. 'The lift is the im-
portant vertical transport highway
for all ‘manner of  valuable goods.
And there was tinkering somewhere
en route. 'I'he inystification 1is
baffling. Keep your eye on the
junior partner; also on the employee
on whose shoulders the blame for the
crooked dealing falls,

—

| “TERRY HILTON’S RETURN ! "

By Victor Nelson.

Like the celebrated Willie, Terry
has been missed. His absence proved
a bit of bad luck for the Red
Crusaders. But the lightning for-
ward skips back into the arena next
Monday, to the delight of Don
Darrel, ‘“Bulldog” Holdfast, and
everybody. There would have been
sunshine all round, as a matter of
course, only for the fact that that
devious and crafty spoil-sport,

Hiram D. Hertz, is on the track of |

the erack player of the team.
Hiram has no use for the advice to
let bygones be bygones, and his
{actics bring disaster. Hertz is no
sport. You will be interested in this
yarn,

*CHUMS OF ST. KIT'S!”®”

By Frank Richards.

Frank Richards supplies an extra-
long instalment of the serial next
weele. It i1s crammed full of incis

Possibly | dent, and there is a topping friendly

|
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|

|
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THE RUSTLER’S
BEST PAL!

By Richard Holt.
= (Continued from page 297.) =
SRR S

smashed open the gates and backed
into the street, It was carried out
with such quickness and thoroughness
that 1t might have been rehearsed a
hundred times. .

The little trumpeter Kid McDBride
had bowled over so neatly was suffer-
ing acutely from his loss of dignity.
He made a special point of hurling
a huge chunk of splintered timber at
the boy. * Fortunately, the Kid saw it
coming and was able to dodge, but
he took careful aim at the little man
as he held another piece over his
head to throw. There was a snap
of the Kid’s gun, and the little man
dropped his missile with a yell. =

“Guess he won’t play a trumpet
again!” said Kid MeBride grimly.
“That’s broken his first finger for
him, anyways.” .

Fortunately San Pedro is a border
town ; across the river lay Texas and
safety. Followed by a jeering crowd,
the white men and the black horse
moved quickly towards the bridge.
Once across it they breathed again—
the crowd did not dare to {follow
them.

HITHRRne:
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- The cattle thief took advantage of
the breathing space to staunch cer-
tain wounds that his black horse was
suffering from. Having performed
this to %ﬁs satisfaction, he turned to
the others. |

“Waal, I ain’'t met any of you
gents, bar one, officially before, but
I’m mighty obliged for your assist-
ance,” he said, ‘It was kind of you
to butt n.”

“You ain’'t to mention’ it
stranger,” replied the rancher. “Tt
was through us the trouble began.
But I would like you to know that
when we sold wour hoss we had na
idea that i1t was for such a purpose..
Likewise, 1t was much agamst the
Kid’s wishes here that your hoss was
not returned to you as arranged.”

The Black Rider nodded.

“1 guessed that,” he said simply.

For a moment there was an uneasy
silence, then the rancher spoke again.

“1 don’t know what your arrange-
ments may be, stranger,” he said
courteously, “but we are aiming to
rest here for an hour or two. So if
you are anxious to hit the trail,
doan’t let us detain you.”

The rider nodded, and threw his
leg over his black horse.

“Waal, I'm rather full up for the

moment, so I'll be getting along,”
he said. “But you can take it from
me as 1t'll not be along your bit o’
range again. So-long, gents!” And
off he rode. But a few yards dis-
tant he drew rein and looked back.
- “"Say, Kid,” he cried, ‘“when you
1s reck’nin’ to play Injuns agen,
don’t scout on your hands and knees.
I spotted you weren’t the real goods
d’rectly you crept up that arroya.”

“Which gentlemanly remark
shorely proves,” as the Kid remarked
afterwards, ““ that men are like cattle,

they often carry a brand they don’s
deserve.” THE END. |

(Be sure you read “The Mystery
of the Lift!"—an amazing story
specially contributed to next Mon-
day’'s Boys’ FRIEND. - Order wyour
copy of the *“ Green’Un™ in advance
and avoid disappointment!)

PR R R P NP U e Y O R e T A
element in it all which wins admira-
tion and loads of sympathy. I don’t
know all the inner, mysterious
workings of F. R.’s mind, but I do
wonder sometimes whether he knew
that 1n creating the St. KXit’'s
characters he realised that they are

fellows who will always be wanted.
They will that!

)

FOOTBALL AND HEALTH AND
R e Y R I MY LRI TSR U T Y Y e e
SPORT.

These subjects are capably handled
in our new issue by ‘“Goalie” and
Mr. Percy Longhurst. Mr. Long-
hurst will always reply to queries by
return of post. In fact, he is doing
so every day. [EKxperientia docet!
There are crowds of things no fellow
can know off his own bat. 'They
have to be learned. And Mr. Long-

| hurst has mastered all these intrica-

cies and little doubts and difficulties
about training and physique. So
drop him a line if you find yourself
up against some knotty problem.

Your Editor.

Coming shortly! A great new series of stories about Dick Dorrington & Co, of the Bombay Castle, Tell ALL your pals this stunning news!
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““Bless my soul ! he ejaculated.
An unexpected sight met
Head’s view.

gate that old Mack refused to open.

The IHead stared on blankly from

the Sixth Form-room window. He
almost wondered whether he was
dreaming. But it was no dream—the

climbing gentleman came right over
the gate, and dropped down beside

the astonished Mack.

The Eth Chapter.
A Shindy mm the Sixth.
‘“Ere we are!”

gentleman.
He grinned at Mack.

He was a powerfully built gentle-
man, with broad shoulders, and fists
Old

quite

that looked like legs of mutton.
Mack had spoken to him
sharply through the bars of the gate.

At closer quarters, however, old
Mack backed away, eyeing him
warily and uneasily. Omne hefty

drive from those leg-of-mutton fists,

and Rookwood would have been in
Old Mack had

need of a new porter.
no desire whatever to reduce unem-
ployment on those lines. _
And the dusty gentleman looked
quite ready to use his big fists. He
was quite a rough-looking gentleman,
and his complexion looked as if he
had stopped at the Red Cow and the

Bird-in-Hand to refresh himself on

his long and dusty ride.

“’Ere we are!” he repeated. ““No
offence, mate. but I’'m ’ere on busi-
ness. A bloke don’t ride ten mile

to be told he can’t see the cove what

he'’s come to see.”

“You can’t see Master
now,” gasped old Mack.
class with the 'Ead.”

“Then wot does he mean by telling
a bloke to apply personal?”

“I don’t know; but o

“Where’s this ’ere Carthew ?” de-
manded the dusty gentleman. = “I
sha’'n’t keep ’im.  long—only long
enough to ’and him ten bob and take
hover the bike—if 1n good condition
as stated. You go and tell ’im that
Bill DBiggins has called about the
bike.”

“I tell you I can’t—I tell you——

“Oh, stow it!” |

The dusty gentleman looked roun
him, and started for the House, old
Mack blinking after him helplessly.

The scandalised Head leaned from
the Sixth Form window.

““TFellow!” he called out, as Mr.
Biggins drew nearer the House.

The dusty gentleman stared round.

“Hallo, old gent!” he said.

“Leave these premises at once.”

$ELT

“How dare you force your way in
here ?” thundered the Head. *“Go
at once, or the police will be called
mn.”

“What’s biting you, old gent?”
asked Mr. Biggins. ““You Master
Carthew ?”

“«Eh'!  What? Certainly not

“Then ’old 'your tTow,” said the
dusty gentleman.

And Mr. Biggins walked on to the
big doorway of the House, leaving
the Head petrified. In all his
scholastic career Dr. Chisholm had
never before been told to hold his

Carthew
““He’s 1n

b} ]

139

HEIGHT INCREASE
dieting.
Itoad, Colwyn Bay.

Printed and published every Monday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Press (1922), Ltd., The Flesetway House,
Canadian Magazine Post. Subscription rates: Inland and abroad, ils per annum,

New Zealand: Messrs, Gordon & Gotch, Ltd.; and for Canada, The Im perial News Co., Ltd. (Canaas),

Registered for trapemission by
gnd

the
It was the sight of a
dusty gentleman climbing over the

sald the dusty

Published
Every Monday

r

| Head in person.

This bandsome full-sized Gent’s
Ny Lever Watch seat upon re.
ceipt of 6d. - After approval
send 1/- more, the balance
isthenpayable by6monthly
instalments of 2/- each.

Simﬁ!‘iﬂﬁiﬁ Ltﬂu (ﬂtpt. l”)l "."
Queca’s Road, Britﬂﬁl. Sussex.,

3 to 5 ins., without
appliances, drugs, or
Complete System, 5/-. — C. CLIVE, 8, Seafield
[Particulars, testimonials, stamp.]

sense !
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“row ”! He really looked as if he
might never recover from the shock.
Mr. Biggins arrived at the door
and banged on it. He banged once,
and twice, and thrice, till it was
opened by a startled Tupper.

Tupper blinked at the dusty gentle-
man. . -

“Tell Master Carthew I’ve come
about the bike!” said Mr. Biggins.

ié b . |
Oh, my eye?” said -Tupper.

“You can’t see Master Carthew now
bE 3

“Can’t I?” said Mr. Biggins.
“Not arter pushing a bike ten mile
to see him personal, like he asked in
his advertisement! I don't think!
Look ’ere, you blooming menial, you
tell him T'm ’ere—see?”

A large and knuckley fist was
shaken at Tupper's startled face. and
the page slammed the big oak door.
But 1t slammed on Mr. Biggins’ big
boot, which was swiftly jammed in
the way.

The next moment the big door was
hurled wide again, and Mr. Biggins
strode into the House.

He ° grasped Tupper by the
sht}ulder.
“ Now, then, no tricks,” he said.

“I've called on business, and I can
tell you that T don’t understand this
‘ere treatment. I don’t understand
it, and I ain’t taking it quiet, see?
Where’s this ’ere Carthew 77

“You can’t Yarooooh ! roared
Tupper, as Mr. Biggins shook him
till the teeth almost rattled in his
head. Mr. Biggins appeared to be
losing his temper. Perhaps that was
not surprising, in the circumstances.

“You’'ll take me to this ’ere Car-
thew, you blinking menial,” said Mr.

Biggins. “Now, then, sharp’s the
word !”

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Tupper.

He led the way to the Sixth Form
room, with Mr. Biggins’ powerful
grasp on his shoulder. Tupper did
not want another shake—the first
hefty shake had left him with a semi-
detached feeling, and he most
decidedly did not- want any more.

- He knocked at the Sixth Form
room door. It was opened by the
Dr. Chisholm’s face

was crimson.

“Fellow !” he gasped.
“Feller yourself!”
Biggins independently. ‘I ain’t ’ere
to see you. I'm ’ere to see Master
Carthew. Think I'm’ frightened of
an old donkey dressed up in an old

woman’s gown ?”
“Bless my soul!” said the Head
faintly.

Mr. Biggins shoved into the Form-
room. Tupper, only too glad to be
released from his iron grasp, disap-
peared promptly.

The Sixth were all on their feet

now, in great astonishment. The
dusty gentleman surveyed them.

“Which of you blokes 1s Master
Carthew ?” he asked. “'That’s the
cove -I'm ’ere to do business with.”

*Carthew,” gasped the Head.
“I—I shall ecall you to account for
this. Tell this man to go.”

““What the thump do you mean by
coming here, my man?” exclaimed
Carthew indignantly.

“You Carthew——"

“Yes. JI—7

“Then you’re the blooming adver-
tiser. Where’s the bike 7"

“You can’t sec it now, you fool!”
shouted Carthew. “Haven’t you any
Go away at once——"

“I've rode ten mile to see that
bike. If it’s in excellent condition,
as stated, it’s a blinking bargain, and
I'm ’aving 1it,” said Mr. Biggins.
“I-don’t understand this treatment
of a man calling on business, fair and
square. I don’t that! ’Ere’s the ten
shillings.”

retorted Mr.
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“The—the what ?”

Mr. Biggins flourished a currency
note.

“’Ere’s the money !
the bike?”

Carthew stared at him like a fellow
in a dream. The repeated offers of ten
shillings for his bike from Rookwood
fellows he had taken as a ‘“‘rag.”
But he could not suppose that a rough
character from Rookham was con-

Now where’s

| cerned mm a schoolboy rag. He
simply could not comprehend.
. ‘

“Man!” gasped the Head. °*'Do—

do—do you wish me to telephone for
the police, and give you in charge ?”

“Oh, ’old your row, old gent!”
said Mr. Biggins contemptuously.
“T was asked to call personal, and
I’ve called personal. And ’ere I am,
ready to do business. Where's the
bike 7”

““ Shall we deal with this man, sir?”
asked Bulkeley of the Sixth. The
captain of Rookwood measured Mr.
Biggins with his eye, and received a
glare of defiance in return.

“The—the man must be drunk,
sit,”’ gasped Carthew. “1 never
offered my bike for ten shillings, and
I never asked i

“Wot'’s that?” roared Mr. Biggins
angrily. “Trying to back out of i,
arter a bloke’s rode ten miles to see
the jigger? Going back on your own
advertisement, are you?”

“1 never 9

“Carthew !” gasped the  Head.
“You are to blame for this. You—
you had better hand over the machine
to the man, and let him go.”

“*Tre’s the ten bob, as soon as I've
seen the jigger, and seed that it's n
good condition as stated,” said Mr.
Biggiuns.

Carthew spluttered.

“T'm selling that bike for ten
pounds——>’

““Ten shillings, you mean
“Ten pounds!” roared Carthew.

“Oh, dror it mild!” said Mr.
Biggins. “Think I'd ’ave rode ten
miles to buy a bike for ten pounds?
I can get 'em cheaper where I live.
Ten shillings is what you said, and
ere’s the blinking advertisement to
prove my blinking words.™

And Mpr. Biggins jerked a much
soiled copy of the ©“ Coombe Times "
from his pocket, and pointed with a
grubby thumb to the advertisement.

“It’s ten pounds, and communica-
tions by post only—read it for your-
self,” hooted Carthew.

“It’s ten shillings, and ecall per-
sonal——"

“It 1sn’'t——" yelled Carthew.

““Ain’t you got any eyes?” roared
Mr. Biggins, thrusting the paper
fairly into Carthew’s face. * Look !”

Carthew looked—he couldn’t heip
it. He stared blankly at Putty of the
Fourth’s second edition of his adver-
tisement. | |

“Oh crumbs! It—it—it's a mis-
print,” he gasped. “The silly fool of
a printer has made a mistake——"

“Oh, come off !” said Bill Biggins
surlily, “That’s too thin. You've
changed your mind about selling that
bike for ten bob, wot—and vou think
a man’'s going to ride ten miles for
nothing. Well, he ain’t.”

“Give me the paper!” said the
Head, in a grinding voice,

Dr. Chisholm looked at the adver-
tisement. Then he fixed a baleful
glance on Carthew.

“The matter is precisely as this—
this man states, Carthew. You are
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. responsible for this interruption of

lessons—ior this disgraceful scene in
a Rookwood Form-room.”

“I—I-1 7 stuttered Carthew
helplessly. “ It—it—it’s a misprint.”

“ Nonsense ! Kither you will hand
over the bicycle to this man for the
sum stated in the advertisement, or
you will compensate him for his waste
of time.”

“Now you're talking, old gent!”
said Mr, Biggins, more amicably. “1I
ain’t the man to drive a ’ard bargain.
If the young gent’s changed his mind,
let him call 1t off ; but a man ain’t
riding ten miles to be told that a
young gent has changed his mind-—
not for nothing. Make i1t ’arf-a-
sovereign.”
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l “You cheeky  rotter!” exclaimed

Carthew. “I'm not giving you any
money. I—I Yarooooh !”’

Carthew roared as the enraged,
dul:'-:ity gentleman grasped him by the
collar,

Shake! Shake! Shake!
“Ow! Ow! Help! Yooop!”

“Calllmg me names, arter making
me waste a 'ole morning,  are you?”
shouted Mr, Biggins. “I'll P'arn
you !”

“Yow-ow-ow !”

“Good heavens!” exclaimed the
Head. " Man—control  yourself.
Bulkeley—Neville—Lonsdale—contro!l
him.”

Three stalwart Rookwood pre-
fects collared the angry Mr: Biggins.
He was dragged off Carthew by main
force.

For some minutes there was a
terrific scene in the usually quiet and
scholastic precincts of the Sixth
Form-room. Then Mr. Biggins went
whirling through the doorway, and
crashed 1n the passage.

“Sce him off the premises !”
the Head.

Mr. Biggins struggled up—still in a
fighting humour. Really, he had
cause to be angry; and undoubtedly
he was very anxry indeed. He
charged into the Sixfn TForm-room
like a bull; and half the Sixth were
needed to get him out again.

Then the dusty gentleman was es-
corted down to the gates, and he went
struggling and shouting. Form-room

ga&ped

windows were packed with faces,
watching the amazing scene. Fight-

ing-man as he evidently was, Mr.
Biggins was tired by the time he
reached the school gates. Old Mack
swung open the gates, and the dusty
gentleman was hurled forth in a heap.
Then the gates clanged on him.

For fully ten minutes Mr. Biggins
stated, at the top of his voice, what

8/11/24

he thought of Rookwood and the
dwellers therein. Then, at last, he
mounted his dusty bike, and disap-
peared down the road.

That morning, and that afternoon,
there were many callers at Rookwood,
to see Carthew and the ten-shilling
bike. Every caller was turned away,
old Mack so far departing from the
straight line of veracity as to inform
them that the coveted bike had been
already sold—as the easiest method
of getting rid of them.

It was with the greatest difficulty
that Carthew succeeded in convincing
the Head that his advertisement must
have been somehow misprinted. The
Head allowed himself to be con-
vinced at last—after Carthew had
been reduced to a state of almost
teariul apprehension,

In the Lower Seéhool, there were
howls of laughter—Putty’s jape was
admitted to be the jape of the term.
The jester of Rookwood came quite
mto the limelight, and bore his blush-
ing honours thick upon him, but

There was unfortunately a “but.”
For Carthew of the Sixth was keeniy
investigating the extraordinary mise
print—with such success that Putty
of the Fourth in the midst of his
cheery satisfaction found himself
called upon the carpet—and in the
next scene the Head’s birch figured
prominently.

After which, it was several days
before Putty of the Fourth was in a
mood again for jesting.

THE  END.
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