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Great— Posh at the Wheel!” By David Goodwin, Inside!
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| . The plotters discover Posh behind the screen !
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you’ll keep this job? "’ asked the chauffeur of Posh.

(These are iwo incidents from DAVID GOODWIN’S great new story in this issue.)
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The 1st Chapter.
Wian Missing '’

“Rawson!”
“Where's Rawgon 7

“Where's that ass Rawson?
Quite o numbo of Rooku'pod
fellows were 1nquiring alter lom

" Rawson of the Classical I'ourth.

Rawson was wanted.

It was Wednesday afternoon, which |

happened not only to be a half-
holidav at _[oohuﬂom but also the
dav of the St. Jim's match.
- Rawson, goalkeeper in
Stlver’s team, was wanted,
Rawson was not to be scen.

It was quite unlike Rawson to be
oftf the scene when he was wanted.
11e was a keen footballer, and a loyal
member of the ecleven; and he was
always to be relied upon.

But now, with Tom Merry & Co.
of 8t. Jim’s on the football ground,
and all ready for the kick-off, Rawson
was not to be seen.

“The silly owl!” exclaimed Arthur
Fdward Lmell “Why hasn’t he
turned up? Anybody seen Rawson 7"’

Nobody had, apparently.

There was a good crowd of Rook-
woodeérs gatllerlng on Little Side to
watch the gaimne, but the burly form
of Rawson 0[ the Fourth was not to
be discerned among them.

“He can’t have forgotten,”
Jiminy Silver.

Arthur Edward Lovell snorted.

“Yorgotten the Bt. Jim’s match!

Jimmy
and

sa.1d

Rubbish ! ‘
“1 saw him after dinner,” said
Mornington, * He was loolunrr 10
end down in the mouth.”
“That’s  nothing new,” grutted
Lovell. ‘"He aludxb seems to be
looking down 1n the mouth lately.

But 1f he’s not fit he could say so.
I suppose. The silly (hmm}* We're
keeping St. Jim's watting.’
“Somebody cut off to t]u., House and
see 1f he's there,” sard Jimmy Silver,

SALUIE ot gioulml Lm(*]l ““And
11l ]ollv well talk to him, too!l”

Arthur Edward Lovell cut off to
the House.

The footballers waited patiently.
Tommy Dodd of the Modern Fourth,
inside- rt;:ht in the Rookwood ]umor
team, had a valuable suggestion to
make—1 aluahlt., from Tommy Dodd's
pomt of view.

*What dbm!f putting 111 a, ’\[odmn
chap, Silver ?” he asked. * After all,
vou've got too many Classicals in
the tean, as I ve told you before.”

“Bow-wow!”

“What about lacy of the Modern
Fourth 7" urged Dodd.

“Nothing about Lacy of the
Modern ¥ m*.'rfh”’ said Jimmy Silver
crossly.
Doddy!
can keep goal. Lacy keeps white
rabbits. But he can’t keep goal.”

At which Tommy Dodd sniffed.

Meanwhile, Arthur Edward Lovell,
in a state of considerable wrath,
tramped into the House and tramped
up to the Fourth Form passage.

Rawson’s - study was. No. 9,
T.ovell reached No. 5, and the door
thereof flew open w ith a crash, as if
a battering-ram had smitten 1f.
Lovell took a good size in football
boots and he was an energetic youth,
especially when he was wrathy.

There was a startled yell in the

“Oh gad!”’
“Wha,t the thump 4

=

- study.

Lovell glared at Townsend and
Topham. The two knuts of the
1) ourth were in No. 5, which they

shared with Rawson, but the latter
was not to be seen.
The St. Jim's match had drawn

most of the Fourth to Little Side, but

it had not drawn Towny and Toppy.
A much more important
DCLUplEd their attention.

“This is a football match,
We want a goalkeeper who |

and .|

matter l
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Tom Rawson, of the Rookwood Fourth,
suddenly finds himself in luck’s way !

'l--:--*r
PRI MO
% I Rawson started out of a deep
reverie and stared at Lovell.
. “You burbling chump!” roared
" . ' Lovell.
Townsend was trying on a ile“’1 “What 2
3 7 ! dss, e ' o | ’
necktie by the study glass, and | «wyon frumptious bandersnateh !

Topham was giving him an expert
opinion on 1t. With such a w eurht3
matter to consider the knuts of the
Fourth were not likely to waste much
thought on football matches.

“Where s Raw son 72’ roared Lovell,

“You noisy ass!

“Where's Rawson

“Pon’t know,” snapped Townsend,

‘““and don't care, either! You ]OHV
well made me jump, vou thumpin’
ass, just when I'd got this tie right.”

“Haven’t you seen Rawmn i

“No: and don’t want to.’

Lovell glared at Towny and Toppy,
strongly tempted to take them by
their spotless collars and knock their
well-brushed heads together.

However, he resisted'that tempta-
tion, and stamped out of the study
with thunder 1n his brow.

He glared up - and down the
passage, looking for some fellow who
could give him news of the missing
goalkeeper. A weedy junior was
just coming into the passage ifrom
the stairs; Leggett of the Modern
Fourth. He came up very quietly,
looking about him as he came, and
Ttatletl as he found Lovell’s eyes on
1111}

A Modern fellow had no business
in the House—the Classical side—and
Leggett least of all. Ple stopped at
the stght of Lovell, and seemed 1in-
clined to scuttle down the stairs
again,

“Hallo!” Lovell strode
him., “What are you mooching over
on this side for, Leggett?”

“l—I——" Leggett stammered.

“Lool\mr for a chance to get at

99

Rawson’s Htamp -album’  agamn, you
:aneakmg worm ! exclaimed Lovell.
‘Nunno! JI—"

“Have you seen Rawson?”

*“No!” growled Leggett.

“Well, get out.”

Lovell was cross, and Leggett was
his pet aversion. Moreov er, he had
reason to suspect that the cad of
Manders House had come over to the
Classical side for no good. "Towny
and Toppy's elegantly brushed heads
had ]lad a narrow escape in Study
No. 5 Albert Leggett's head did
not cscape.

Lovell grasped him by the collar.

Baug!

"I‘here was a fiendish yell from
Leggett, as his hapless head smote
the banisters with a loud concussion.

“Ow! Yarooh!”

Bang'!

“Whooop!”

“Now travel!” roared Lovell, sit-
ting Leggett down on the stairs with
a swing of his powerful arm.

“Uh! Ow! You' rotter!
spluttered Leggett.

Lovell drew back his boot. Leggett
jumped up and ran for it, and as he
went a football boot gave him un-
desired but vigorous assistance. Leg-
gett went down to the next la,ndmg
sprawling. He picked himself up and
fled and vanwhéd from the House.

Lovell felt a little better.

“Now. where's that idiot Rawson ?”
he growled. And Arthur Edward
stamped down the stalrs to continue
his search.. _

He tramped out of the House
almost in a boiling state. And then,
fortunately, he sighted Rawson; very
fortunately. for really Arthur Edward
scemed on the verge of an explosion,

Rawson was walking along by the
masters’ studies, his hands in his
pockets, a deep line in his brow. He
wWas ewdenﬂv not thinking of the
football mateh: he had not even
changed. Lovell came across to him
with a rush and clutched him by the
shoulder. _

“You silly 1diot !”

“Eh?”

Ow!”’

towards |

—

1

T

R

shrieked Lovell, *“ You-—yvou—you—
vou blinking cuckoo!”

“Oh, chuck 1t!” snapped l{.-.muon
“T'm worried—don't bother now !

His hauds came out of his pockets,
and there was a crumpled letter 1n
one of them. Lovell, had his mind
been at leisure to think of such mat-
ters, might have guessed that Rawson
had had a letter with bad news in
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Arthur Edward stamped back to |

Liitle Side.
“Found him?3:”

“Yes: the idiot  wasn't cven
changed! The josser was mooning
about the quad! Fhe b]m]ung 1diot,
had forgotten the match! The
burbling cuckoo’s changing! The
frabjous jabberwock will be hers
soon !’

“Oh, good!”

“IHere he comes!”

“Duck up, Rawson!”

Rawson had changed with wounder-
ful celerity. He came down to the
football field with breathless speed.

“Sorry, Silver—-"

“All right! Ready!
Jimmy Stlver.

And, the Hlxlplli‘ib having already
tossed for sides, the footballers lined
up, and Rawson went into the Rook-
wood goal.

" called out

bl

The 2nd Chapter.
Rawson’s Last GQame !

Tom Merrv & Co. of St. Jium s were
in great form that day; and as the
attack came {rom the visitors, Jimmy
Silver had reason to be glad that he

had not acceded to "_I"«:mnm,}r Dodd’s
suggestion. Rawson was wanted 1n
goal, and wanted very much. In the

firet few minutes the St. Jim’'s men
camme through, and there was a rain
of shots on the home goal ; to each of
which Rawson put “paid,” so to
spoalk. And even Tommy Dodd.
though quite convinced that more

!!!!!

A COWARDLY TRICK!

esared old stamp
nose.

““8Stop ! ’’ gasped Townsend. Leggett
raced on.
rush after him and caught him by the shoulder.

into a
The dog-

Townsend broke
Crash !

album smote Cecil Townsend full upon his shapely
With a howl of anguish Towny released the Modern junior and

staggered back.

it. But Arthur Edward was thinking
of football.
**Not even changed !” he bawled.

“Changed?” repeated Tul“ SO11.
“We're waiting for you!” shricked
Lovell.
“Qh !

““Mean to say you'd forgotten the
St. Jim’s match!” shrieked Lovell.

Rawson started.

“No—yes—no! Is it time?”

“Is 1t time?” hooted Lovell. © Oh,
my hat! He asks is it time? Haven’t
you any silly eyes 1n your silly head,
and can’t vou look at a clock and tell
the time? Are you potty, or are you
only a silly owl? Are you quite off
your rocker or merely a babbling
idiot ?”’

Rawson did not answer that nes-
tiorr. He glanced up at the clock-
tower, and then rushed away a.t top
speed.

“Where are you going?”’ roared

| Lovell.

“Fathead!” was Rawson’s reply,

over his shoulder, as he vanished.

It dawned upon Lovell that Raw-
son, reminded of his duty, had rushed
away to change for football.

ANSWERs

LVERY MY’M

Moderns were wanted in the team to

make 1t a really winning side, was
clad  that they had waited for

Rawszon.

There was no doubt that Rawson
was a born goalkeeper-—the best
jutnior goalic ever known at Rook-
wood. Tom Merry and Talbot and
D'AI(V of Nt. Jim's had ‘their

“shooting-boots > on that dayv: but
Rawson dealt with them
another, and held the fort till the
Rookwooders rallied and drove the
enemy up the field.

Then Jimmy Silver & Co. attacked
in their turn, and Rawson, warm and
pink from his exertions, was given a
rest.

During the struggle, Rawson had
been thmkmg only of the game, and
he had been at his very best. The
trouble on his mind, whatever it was,
had been resolutely thrown aside.

But now he was disengaged, the
deep wrinkle returned to his brow,
and he stared up the field with almost
unseeing eyes

Jimmy Silver knew what Rawson’s
trouble was, though he was naturally
not thml{mg about 1t just then. The
captain of the Fourth was the only
fellow 1n whom Rawson had confided.
Poor Rawson, who was at Rookwood

on a *-n"‘l'lOlaI'-.lllp, without payment of |

fees, had always been the poorest and
the most shabbilv-dressed fellow in
the Fourth—which, however,

one after :

Price
Twopence

Lw e — e o e . i i

|

he did

| the long run.

down.

i ng hke clockwork
" woke up Rawson, the attack came on

2381

He was a

not mind very much.
and rather dis-

level-headed fellow,

| posed to be glad of what luck he had

than to wmplmn about what he
lacked. He knew that he was lucky
to get to Rookwood at all, and that
he could not expect to dress and
spend money like {fellows who came
from wealthicr homes.

He was used to his circumstances ;
they did not worry him. DBut the
times were hard, and hard timnes are
soonest  felt in the poorest homes;
and Rawszon's home was poor enough
And Jinmmy knew that Rawson had to
leave Rookwood at the end of the
present  terin, and give up his
scholarship, because the expense of
keeping him at the school, slight as

1t was, was beyond hh fd{her
‘ ICnOL!ILG
1t was hard on Rawsoun, who was

an telligent and lla]d-—\\()llall'lﬂ'
fellow, and had had every hope of
umme; his way to the University in
All his llopes were

]mocked the head now: and

on

" though he was not a fellow to com-

plain, he felt the blow all the more
sevérely, perhaps, because he was
silent, and uncomplaiming. And-—as

misfortunes never come singly—there
Imd been more bad news fr om home
in the letter he had received that
morning : and Rawson had learned
that, 1nstead of keeping on even {ill
the end of the term., it was necessary
to go at once. The St. Jim's match
was the last game he was to plav in
at Rookwood: a few more days, and
he would kuow the old mhool no
11101C,

It was not to be wondered at—as
even Arthur F¥dward Lovell would
have admitted had he known the cir-
mmlsfalwles-—tha,t Rawson had f{or-
the

cotten mateh 1n his stress of
mind.

Now that he was, for the moment,
unoccupted, the black, throngtng

thoughts returned, and Raw--on in-
stead of thinking of the game, was
thinking of the distress in his home—
his father unemployved, the willing
hands idle because work could not
ve had: his mother sick, and his
younger btotlwh and sisters in want.

Instead of going on with his school
carcer, he had to go-—to join in the
&uamble for existence ; to do his best
to give help where he]p was wanted.
It was his duty, .and, he was prepared
to do 1t uncmnplmnmgl} . he was not
the fellow to grouse in the face of
grim hecessity. As the father ]la.d
gone to the trenches in F landers, in
Hle, war-time, the son . .was going to
his dutv. And hard as the blow was,
it was of his people, and not of him-
self, that he was thinking.

“*Look out in goal!”

“(Gone to sleep, Rawson?”

“What's the matter with the
chap ?”
Rawson, with a start, woke to his

surroundin s, The roar from the
Rookwood u*oud would almost have
awakened the Seven Sleepers.

The Rookwood attack ha,d broken
and St. Jimi's were comning on
—T'om Merry, and Talbot, Blake. and
D’Avey, the ball at their feet, pass-
and, as the roar

the home goal hard and fast.

Rawson grabbed at the ball and
missed 1t by a fraction.

. b (;Oﬂ] 133

“Oh, my hat!”’

The leather was in the net, landed
there by Tom Merry.

Rawson was erimson.

He hardly dared to meet Jimmmy
Nilver's eyves.  He had failed—failed
his side, when he had resolved to
play his very hardest in his last game
at Rookwood.

#f('Joal T'FJ

“One up, deah boys,” said Arthur
Augustus D’Arey of St. Jim’s, as the
ffmthnllon walked back to the centre
of the field. ‘““Not a bad kick, Tom
Mewwy; but I don't think much of
their goalie.”

“He was aking a nap with his
eyes open, I think,” grinned Blake.

“Yaas, wathah ! 12

The sides lined up again.

“Wake up, Rawson!” roared the
Rookwood crowd.

“This is what comes of putting
Classicals 1n  goal!” Lacy of the
Modern Fourth remarked to Leggett
who happened to be near him.

Albert Leggett grinned.

“Wake up, Rawson!” he yelled.
“Do vou call that keeping goal? Are
vou playing for Rookwood or St.
Jlm i

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Rawson heard Leggett’s unpleasant
voice behind the goa] but he did not
heed Leggett’s opinion did not mat-
ter very much to him.

He resolutely banished trouybling
thoughts from his mind now. He
had failed his side once; he would
not fail again.. :

(Contmue‘d overleaf )

The Paper for treats and surprises-—the BOYS’ FRIEND. Tell ALL your pals about our tip-top stories!
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‘a word to his goalkeeper.

And when the next attack came,
the St. Jim's men. found that tho
goalkeeper was very far from taking
a nap. |

The attack was hot; but Rawson
was more than equal to it. The best
shots from the St. Jim’s forwards
failed to reach home, and there was
2 cheer for Rawson as the attack
broke away, and Towle cleared at
last to midhield.

Just on half-time Mornington put
the ball in for Rookwood, and the
score was level.

In the interval Jimmy Silver spoke
Rawson
gave him an appealing look.

“1 know I let them through,” he
said.  “T'm ‘sorry ! '

“Keep smiling!” said Jimmy
Silver cheerfully. ¢ Can’t be helped.
But is anything the matter, old man
—anvthing special, I mean?”

“Well, ves!” Rawson coloured.
“J—1I told vou I had to go. home at
the end of the term.” :

*“Yes, old chap.” |

“Well, I've had a letter this
morning. I sha’n’t be able to stick
it out till the end of the term!
That’s all.”

“Sorry !” said Jimmy softly.

“““T—1 was a bit worried. But it's
all right, they won’t catch e
napping again. Perhaps I oughtn’t
to have played,” said Rawson re-
morsefully. |

“Bosh ! the man
want !” said Jimmy reassuringly.
“Your mistakes are better than
another fellow’s successes, as a rule !”

Rawson laughed.

“You can jolly well rely on me
now, anyhow !” he said,

“That’s right.”

Jimmy Silver was not the captain
to rag his men in a game, and his
cheery confidence was just what
Rawson wanted. When the whistle
blew he went into goal determined
that the skies should fall before he
leather passed him agan.

The second half began with an
early goal for Rookwood. After that
the St. Jim’s attack was hot and
strong, and for long the Rook-
wooders were penned 1n their own
half.

Fatty Wynn of St.

You're

Jim’s, in his

goal, stamped about to keep himself

warm. He had little else to do.

There was no doubt that the St.
Jim’s forwards were 1n terrific torm,
and in that match at least they out-
classed the Rookwood front line.
Even Jimmy Silver, at centre-half,
with Lovell on his right and Conroy
on his left, found the enemy too much
for him. Towle and Doyle, two
Moderns, at back, found the tide too
strong for them to stem. Again and
again the St. Jim’s men came
through the defence, again and again
an i1ntended Rookwood attack was
stopped and crumpled up, and St.
Jim’s came through. While Fatty
Wynn, at the other end, stamped
about and waved his arms, Rawson,
in the Rookwood goal, had the busy
time of his life.

But there was no more napping.

He secemed here, there, and every-
where—eyes and hands and feet just
where they were wanted. For the
time Rawson was not the {fellow
whose prospects had been suddenly
blighted ; he was the Rookwood goal-
keeper, playing the game of his life.
And good as the St. Jim’s shooting
was, 1t never came through.

There was an
roar of cheering for the goalkeeper
as the struggle went on.

“Well saved !”

““Rawson! Rawson !”

“Oh. well saved, man!”

“Bai1 Jove!” gasped Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy of St. Jim’s. “Is
that man a dashed goalkeepah, or is
he a dashed acwobat, what ?”

(Goalkeeper or acrobat, Rawson
~was Just what the Rookwooders
wanted, and wanted badly. The

game was drawing to a close, and
the Rookwooders were driven to
defence; but they were a goal up,
and keeping one up. Glances were
thrown' up at the clock-tower now,
over the beeches. Minute followed
minute of hard and desperate

struggle, and still Tom Merry & Co.-

Published
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ATornef Lack!

By Ouwen Conguesk. .

we

almost continuous

(Continucd from previous page.)

Pheep !

It was the whistle.

The tussle ceased. Rawson, in
aoal, wiped his brow, his face scarlet.
There was a roar from Rookwood.

“Iurrah! Rookwood wins!™

“Bravo, Rawson !”

Jimmy Silver clapped his goal-
keeper on the shoulder.

“Good man! It's your
Rawson—vour game, old man !”’

“Aud a jolly good game!” said
Lovell.

Rawson nadded.

“My game—and my last for Rook-
wood !’ he muttered as he walked
off the field, and the cloud was dark
on his brow again.

win,

——— i

The 3rd Chapter.
Townsend Lends a Hand!

“T.ook here, Rawson !”

“Yes, look here, by
know !

Townsend and Topham spoke to-
gether, and they spoke 1n tones of
remonstrance.

They seemed fed-up.

Really, 1t was hard cheese, from
the point of view of the nuts of the
Classical Fourth.

gad, you

There was Rawson, in Study No. 5, |
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THE FRIKT

“Been to a funeral,” asked Town-
send sarcastically,

“Kh! Nol!”

“(Going to one?”

“Of course not! - What do wvou
mean ?” exclaimed Rawson testily.

“Well, then, brighten up a bit!”
sald Townsend. ¢ We've come 1 {o
tea, and we don’t want a skeleton at

e R S i s — e e | TR e —

“A skeleton at the feast would be
merry and bright by comparison,”™
said Topham. *I never saw such a
chivvy ! Blessed 1if 1 don’t expect to
see the chap blubbing next ™

Rawson started.

(ertainly, he was not cheerful;
and though he often tried te keep up
a cheery countenance the task was
too hard for him. Ile had a feeling
of being down and out, beaten to the
wide, and, try as he could, he could
not banish the gloom from his face.

Indeed, he knew that his glum
looks were becoming a standing joke
in the Classical Fourth, most of the
fellows not troubling their minds to
bother about the possible causes of
his glumness. But he couldn’t help
it. He was facing his trouble man-
fully, with courage and fortitude,
but he simply couldn’t look joyful
about 1t. .

“What the dickens is the matter
with you?” went on 'Townsend.
“Tor a week or more you've made
the study a giddy house of woe. A
fellow ought to look a bit more
cheery even if he’s up against it !”

“T know,” caid Rawson in a low
volce.

“Well, if you know 1t, do 1t !” said

DB § 1 I\ 1

UK
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| ST. JIM’S SCORE !

‘ Jimmy Silver’s eyes.

with a face as long as a fiddle, as
Towny had several times described
1t. It was hard cheese to have the
shabbiest {fellow at Rookwood, a
mere pincher of scholarships, for a
study-mate. Towny and Toppy felt
that that was so, and often said so.
But of late Tom Rawson,- who had
been wont to be cheery and bright
in spite of his old clothes and his
shortage of pocket-money, had de-
veloped a gloominess which weighed
upon the spirits of his nutty study-
masdes.

A fellow couldn’t come into his
own study without seeing a long face
or a gloomy brow! Really, 1t was
hard! Towny and Toppy took a
cheerful view of the universe: their
own places 1n 1t were rather well-
lined and comfortable. They didn’t
want Rawson’s glum ‘““chivvy ” ever
present, like a death’s head at a
feast.

Rawson was sitting by the window,
staring out into the quadrangle, now
thickening with dusk.

His face undoubtedly was glum,
gloomy, pessimistic. It was not 1in.
spiriting to look at.

So Towny and Toppv remon-
strated. They felt that they were
entitled to remonstrate.

Rawson gave them a gloomyv look.
He was 1n no mood for nutty society
—he could not feel the faintest
glimmer of interest in Towny’s neck-

had failed to get through to the net. | ties or Toppy’s gold watch-chain.

““ Goal ! ”’

The leather was in the net, landed there by Tom Nerry. :
He had failed—Tfailed his side, when he had rescived to play his very hardest in his

“ Oh, my hat ! »’

last game at Rookwood !

=

Townsend tartly. “We've asked
some fellows in to tea. If you can’t
take that scowl off vour tace do the
next best thing and get out of the
133

study !
Rawson rose from the window-seat.
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Tom Rawson grabbed at the ball as it came in and missed
The Rookwood crowd yellaed their disappointment.
HRawson was crimscn.

! Townsend.

l
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N D | Price
; Twopence
He crossed to the door without

another word. Townsend glanced
after him and looked at Topham.
Towny was not a bad fellow; his
heart was all right, though there was
not much to be said for his head.

“1 say, Rawson, 1s anylthin’ really
up 7”7 he asked.

“What does that matter?” said
Rawson bitterly.

“Well, I'm sorry!”

“Thanks!” said Rawson. And he
reached the door.

“Hold on!”? said "Townsend un-

comfortably. “I—I didn’t mean to
hurt vour feelin’s, Rawson! Only,
it 1s a bit thick, 1sn't 16?7

“Yeos.”

“If you’re really up against 1t,
I'm sorry, and all that,” said Town-
send. “If there’s anythin’ a fellow
can do e

“ Nothing, thanks!” Rawson
turned back, and looked at the two
handsome knuts, well-dressed -and
debonair, 1 strange contrast to him-
seif. He was not angry: he rather
despised Towny and Toppy, but ne
rather liked them 1n a way. “I'm
sorry, you chaps—it must be a bit
rotten having me about ‘the study,
in the dumps as I’ve been lately.
But—you'll be shut of me soon—
I’'m leaving on Saturday.”

“Great pip! Leavin’ Rookwood!”
ejaculated Townsend.

“What on
Tophaim.

“T made the mistake of being born
poor,” explained Rawson gravely.
“You don’t recally get over a mis-
take like that, ever. My people are

599

carth for?

it by a fraction.

He hardly dared to mest

too hard up to keep me here, and
I’'ve got to go. I may as well tell
you, &now that it’s only a day or two
more. I thought I could stick 1t
out to the end of the term—but 1
can’t. Do don’t worry—you won’t
see my long face after this week.”
He left the study with that.

“Oh, my hat!” said Townsend
blankly.

“Poor beggar!”’ murmured
Topham.

And the two knuts were quite grave
and concerned for a minute or two.
They felt really concerned for Raw-

son, and they acknowledged that it |

was hard cheese.

“Dash 1t all, a fellow doesn’t want
to be unteelin’,” said Towny. ‘‘No
wonder the poor beggar looked blue.”

“No wonder,” agreed Topham.
“Still, there’s nothin’ a chap can
0.

““Nothin’.”

“We won’t chip him any more
about his long face.
warnt -to be caddish.”

“That’s so, Towny.
tea?”

“He played a jolly good game of
football yesterday, I hear,” said
“The fellows were cheer-
ing him no end. With that on his
mind, too. He's got grit, though
he's not much class.”

“Not much!” agreed the faithful
Toppy.

‘What about
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said Townsend, repentant again. *““A
fellow doesn’t want to be a snob.
After all, clothes ain’t everythin’.”

“Well, hot ecverythin’!” assented
Topham, after a moment’s reflection.
He really hesitated a moment before
he assented to that, however.

“His mauners are rather rough
and ready,” said Townsend. = “ But
then, he hasn’t had our advantages.”

“He basn’t, poor chap.”

“1f he had had, he might have
been hike us.”

“IHe might!” said Topham rather

~doubtfully.

“It's only charitable to think so,”
said Towny.

“Oh, quite!” .

“We'll be jolly kind to him till
he goes. 1 wish now I’d never said
anythin’ to him about his clobber,”
said Townsend remorsefully., * But
my hat! his trousers really are the
last word.”

“They are!”

“But, after all, brought up as he’s
been, what's he to be expected to
know about trousers?”’ said Townsend
generously. ‘“A fellow ought to
inake allowances.”

“Right as rain, old bean.
about tea?”

The study
and a thin,
looked 1nto

What

door was pushed open,
sallow, unpleasant face
the study. The face
belonged to Albert Leggett, of the
Modern Fourth: the most un-
pleasant fellow 1n Manders’ House,
or all Rookwood for that matter.

Townsend and Topham looked at
him loftily. They were disposed to
be %kind to Rawson, whom they
acknowledged to be a good fellow,
though his clothes, especially his
trousers, were unspeakable. But they
had no politeness to waste on the cad
of the Fourth, who was {far from
being a good fellow 1n any respect
whatever.

“Take
Townsend.

‘“Ehb, what?”

“Your face—if yvou call 1t a face.”

Leggett scowled. |

“I've come here for Rawson. He
wants his stamp album. Do you know
where 1t 187”

“Blessed 1f I know.
where, I suppose!”

“Well, you might hand 1t to a
fellow, as Rawson wants 1t,” said
Leggett.

Townsend was quite willing to
oblige to that extent. He glanced
round the: study for the dog-eared
old stamp album that belonged to
Tom Rawson. Leggett watched him
with a gleam in his eyes.

“Plessed if I see 1t,” said Town-
send. ““Rawson was tryin’ to sell 1t
the other day. Perhaps he’s sold 1t.”

“He’s sent me for 1it,” said Leg-
gett., " Perhaps it’s locked up some-
where 77’ |

“Rawson’s got nothin’ here with
a lock on 1t.”

“Then 1t must be
where.” |

“Well, you can look for it, if you
like.”

“Oh, all right !” .

Leggett came 1nto the study, and
proceeded to search for the stamp
albumn. Towny and Toppy discussed
tea, to which they expected some
guests: and Topham departed for
the tuck-shop with a list of supplies
required. + Unlike their .study-mate,
Tom Rawson, Towny and Toppy
vere well-supplied with that useful
article, cash.

Leggett was still rooting about the
study, sharply, watchfully, hurriedly.
Cecil Townsend glanced at him
several times impatiently. He did
not like Leggett in his study; the
less he saw of the cad of the Fourth
the better he was ‘pleased. And the
old stamp album did not seem to be
forthcoming.

“Look here, hadn’t you better go
and ask Rawson where he left it 7
asked Towny, at last.

“Oh, T'll find 1t,” said Leggett.
“You see, Rawson wants to show it
to Mr. Mooney, and he asked me to
fetch 1t.” .

Townsend was not a suspicious
fellow; indeed, his mind, occupied
with such important matters as neck-
ties, silk socks, and the cut of a
tellow’s trousers, had little room left
for suspicion or anything else. But
even the unsuspicious, unobservant,
and rather obtuse Towny could not
help thinking that this was queer.
Certainly, it was usual enough for
an 'obliging fellow to run up to a
study to fetch something for another
fellow—there was nothing sur-
prising in that. But Leggett was
not an obliging fellow—he was the
very reverse of that. And he was a
Modern, and Rawson was a Clas-
sical; and moreover, Rawson dis-

it away, Leggett,” said

About some-

about some-

“No, dash 1t all, he’s all right,” ! liked him and made no secret of the

iars Scheol in the ‘“ Magnet ”’ Library. Out to-day !




KKKKKKK

!.F

‘had been

claimed

- 14/3/25

fact. And now he let his mind dwell
on the matter, Towny remembered
that he had heard something or
other about Leggett in connection
with Rawson’s stamp album—Raw-
son had been trying to sell it, and
Leggett had oftered to buy it and
refused. And Arthur
Edward. lLovell had afterwards
caught Leggett in the study in what
he considered suspicious circum-
stances, and had handled him—
Towny remembered something about
1t now.

So as he watched Leggett, chiefly
desirous of getting rid of him, Towny
grew suspicious,

“Look here, Leggett,” he ex-
suddenly. “Did Rawson
really send you up for his album ?”

“Yes; I’ve told you so.”

“What was that about Lovell
findin’ you here the other day "

“Only one of Lovell’'s silly jokes

- “Well. 1 heard that there was a

jolly valuable stamp in that old
album, though Rawson didn’t know
which one it was, as he knows nothin’

about philately.” said Townsend.
“You spotted it, and wouldn't tell

Rawson which one 1t was, or some-
thin’ of the kind.”

‘“ Nothing of the sort,” said
Leggett, *“It’s a rotten old album

with a lot of rubbish in 1t.”

“rfl'l&tis -whﬁ,t 1 &l\’v'&yﬁ t-hought-.
St
“*0Onb, here

T

Evidently Rawson had put the
album 1n a safe place, as he con-

sidered 1t. It was at the bottom of a
large shabby bag, and over it other
things were packed—a number of
books, a football jersey, a pair of slip-

pers, and several other things. Only a

pretty thorough search was likely to
bring the album to light; but
Loggett’s scarch had been thorough.
The Modern junior's eyes” glittered
as he drew the shabby dog-eared
old album out of 1ts hiding-place.

*1t0s all right,” he said, ! A Y
take 1t to Rawson.”

And Leggett crossed hurriedly to
the door, But Cecil Townsend was
nmore than suspicious now. He
jumped in the way, with an activity
he did not often display.

¢ Stop!::

“Look here, Townsend
- Towny raised an elegant hand.

“Chuck 1t! I’'m not goin’ to let
vou take that album away, Leggett.”

“Rawson sent me——"

“Well, 1f Rawson sent you, that’s
all very well; and I'll come with you
myself and give him the jolly old
book,” said Towny.
“Look ‘here!” Leggett eyed the
dandy of the Classical Fourth evilly,
and breathed hard. '

“Don’t like the i1dea?”’ asked
Towny. )

“Rawson’s waiting for me.”

“We'll go together.,” said Town-
send, with a grin. *“Come on! The
fact 135, I don't trust vou, Leggett.
And Rawson’s a good chap, and he's
up against 1it, and I'm not lettin® him
be done.”

LLeggett breathed harder.

“Oh, all right!” he said.

?y

“Come

on, then!”

The two juniors left the study
together. In the Fourth Form
passage Leggett: made a sudden

soring, and rated towards the stairs.

Townsend, taken by surprise, stared

after him. _

“Stop ! he gasped.

Lieggett raced on. Townsend broke
into a rush after him, and caught
him by the shoulder.

Crash! ,

The  dog-eared old album smote
C'ecil Townsend full npon his shapely
nose. With a howl of anguish Towny
released the Modern junior, and
staggered back.

A, | oW ] My nose! Ow!
(rrooogh!”  Townsend eclasped his
nose with both hands. and crimson
oozed through his fingers.

Leggett raced on desperately for
the stairs. Then there was another
crash as he ran into Jimmy Silver &
Co., who were coming up to tea.
Townsend yelled a warning.

“Stop him! Stop that cad, you
fellows !”

And Leggett wriggled frantically in |

the grasp of the Fistical Four.

F

The 4th Chapter.
A Licking for Leggett.

Jimmy Silver grasped Leggett of
the Modern Fourth by the collar and
held him. Leggett’'s struggles did
not avail him much in the muscular
grip of the captain of the Fourth.

Townsend came up panting.

“He’s  got Rawson's album—a
giddy old stamp album.” |

“What!” roared Arthur LEdward
Lovell. ,, |
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“What!” howled Raby and New-
come together. |

“He says Rawson sent him for it !”
casped Townsend. “But 1 den’t
believe a word of it. He banged me
on the nose with it and bolted when
I saixd I'd go with him to take it to
Rawson. Look at my nose!”

And Towny dabbed his damaged
nose with a handkerchief.
“Let me go, you—you fools!”

breathed Leggett. ‘Rawson’s wait-
ing for me.”

“Can 16! sald Jimmy Silver
tersely. “Lovell caught you after
that album the other day, and vou
were nosing about this passage yester-
day, and he caught you and kicked
you out. We'll jolly well ask Rawson
whether he sent you.”

“He jolly well didn’t!” growled
Lovell. *1I told you leggett was try-
ing to pinch the album the other day
when 1 caught him. Now he’s after
1t again. I warned Rawson to lock it
up.!!

“He’s been after it ever since,”
said Raby wrathfully.
to Manders, but he’s always nosing
round the House since Rawson
showed him the album. Let's take
him to Mr., Dalton.”

Leggett panted.

“I—I—I tell you——

“Bring him along to the end
study,” said Jimmy Silver, “and vou
cut off and find Rawson and bring
him there, too, Newcome.”

A3
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clear out of his chair.
light.

| had so excited Albert Loggett.
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“He belongs

=

Jimnmiy Silver & Co. looked at one another.
locked through Rawson’s album.

‘“ Bless my soul !’

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

I've shown 1t to you. Don’t tell lies,

Leggett. You wanted to Ei_teal a
stamp. Lovell found you at it, and

now Towny’s found you at the same
game.”
“You ought to have locked it up,

as 1 warned youw, Rawson,” said
Lovell.

Rawson smiled faintly.

* I’ve nothing 'to lock '3 -in. i d

forgot to bring a roll-top desk when
I came to Rookwood.”
“Fathead !

“I put 1t out of sight at the bottom

- of a bag, with a lot of other things
- over 1t,’ said Rawson.

“1 was keep-
ing 1t safe, ever since Leggett saw 1t
and let out that there was a valuable
stamp 1n 1t. 1 should have taken it
over to the dealer’'s at Latcham
yesterday, only 1 was playing foot-
ball. I'll take 1t on Saturday.”
“And until then we'll lock it up
for you here, if vou like,” said Raby.
“Jimmy’s desk has a good lock on

lt 23

“Thanks !”

““As for this ¢ringing worm,” said
Lovell, with a glare of disgust at
Leggett, “it's as plain as anything
that he knows there’s a valuable
stamp 1n the book, and he meant to
pinch 1t. 1 suppvose we can’'t expect
too much of a Modern chap. But
stealing. Pah!”

3

began Leggeti.
What abeut taking

“I—1 never————7"
“*Oh, shut up!

iMR. MOONEY IS SURPRISED !

gasped out the words.

“Right-ho !

Leggett, proiesting in vain, was
marched along the passage to the end
study, the stamp album still in his
hand. Townsend followed, dabbing
his nose.

“Has he taken any of the stamps
from the book, Towny?’ asked
Jiminy Silver.

“No fear. He couldn’t with me
watchin’ him,” said Townsend. <1
didn’t suspect at first what he vwas up

3

to. "But 1t took him a long time to
find the album. 1 believe the fellow’s
a thief.”

“Not muech doubt about that,” said
Jimmy. *“Get i, you cad!” He gave
Leggett a shove which landed him on
the carpet in the end study.

(Cecil Townsend departed to attend
to his damaged nose. Jimmy Silver
picked up the album and laid it on
the study table, and then the three
juniors kept an eye on Leggett till
Newcome came up with Rawson.

Leggett’s face was pale and
alarmed when Rawson came in.

| Rawson gave him a look of contempt.

“Newcome's told me,” he said., “Of

| course, I never sent Leggett for the

album. 1 haven’t spoken to himn.”

Leggett licked his dry lips.

“I—] wanted to bhave a look at
1it."”? he muttered. “ You—you know
I’'m a stamp collector. 1 just wanted
to see the stamps. Mr. Mooney lets
me look at his album.”

“You could have asked,” said
Rawson. ‘' Besides, you've seen it.

—_—— e e S .
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him to Mr. Dalton or the Head?” !

askod Lovell.

Leggett shuddered.

“I—1—1I only wanted to look at the
stamps ! he gasped. “ I—T shall tell
the Head so. I—1I wouldn't have
touched them. 1 o

“You worm!” said Jimmy Silver.
“We know jolly well what you would
have done. You're a disgrace to
Rookwood, and you jolly well ought
to be kicked out of the school. Look
here, you cad, point out which of
those old stamps 1s a valuable one and
tell Rawson what i1s it worth. Any
other fellow would do 1t without
being asked.”

“They’re not valuable.” |

“One of them 1s, at least, or you
wouldn't have offered Rawson a
pound for that ragged old thing.”

“lIt’s worth a pound to make up
some of my sets,” said Leggett. ““ But
that’s all. Nothing more than that.”

“Oh, kick the cur out!” said
Lovell. “Give him a dozen with the
shovel and kick him out!”

Raby picked up the shovel from the
fender.

“T.ook here!” gasped Leggett.
“JTasten to me a minute, Rawson! 1
know you're hard up, and you've
wanted to sell that album. You know
it's not of any value i

“I don’t know anything about it,”,

said Rawson. "“Tt was given me by

* my uncle before he died, and he had

y ' kid.

then

Things that
might

it when he svasz
weren't valuable

Price

raluable now. I’'m jolly certain that
there's some stamp in it worth a
hiver 1t you offer a pound, and you

did.”

“I'll make it a fiver!” gasped
Leggett. | '

“What !”

“1 mean -1t,”” said the Modern
junior. ““I—1 haven’t all the money

now, but I'll hand you three quids
now and the rest next week. Honour
bright.”’

Rawson stared at him.

“You'll give me five pounds for
that ragged old volume that's been
knocking about m my study for
whole terms?” he satd.

1 mean 1%

“My only hat!”? said Jimmy Silver.

““ He offers five quids and wants you

to believe that he hasn’t spotted a
valunable stamp 1 1t. Looks to me
as 1f there may be something worth
a pony.”

Rawson’s eyes lighted.

“My hat! It does look like it,
Jmmy! If I could take home
twenty or thirty quids to my father

“Nothing of the kind!” gasped
Leggett. ‘1 tell yvou I'm a philatelist,
and I know, and 1 tell you—"

“Bend him over!” said Jimmy
Silver.

“Oh! Leggo! Oh,
Yarooh!” roared Leggett.

But the chums of the Classical
Fourth did not heed Leggett further ;

my hat!

All of a sudden Mr. Mooney jumped.
it was a rea! jump he gave
ie grabbed up Fawson’'s stamp album and rushed across to the window for a better
Jimmy remembered how Leggett had acted when first he
Obviously Mr, Mooney’s eye had lighted on the same specimen that
After that ejaculation Wir. Mooney stood, album in
hand, at the window, gazing at a particular specimen, breathless.

be |

‘* Good heavens !’ He I
he came |
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they were more than fed-up with the
outsider of Rookwood. His eager
desire to possess the old stamp-album

meant only one thing to them-—that |

he had spotted some valuable speci-
men in the otherwise worthless col-
lection, and instead of apprising the
owner of the fact, wanted to sccure
it for himself far below its real
value. It was pretty clear, too, that.
having failed to buy the album, he
had watched his chance of purloining
1t, with the intention of taking out
the valuable specimen and returning
the album to Rawson’s study minus
the only article of value in it.

That kind of thing was not good
enough for Rookwood, and Jimmy
Silver & Co. proceeded to make that
fact clear to Leggett—painfully clear.
In the grasp of the Fistical Four he
was spreadeagled over the study table,
face down. Jimmy took the shovel.

Whack! Whack! Whack! Whack!

“Yoop! Help! Ow! Wooop !”

The flat of the shovel fairly rang
on Leggett’'s trousers.

While bhis frantic yells rang along
the Fourth Form passage Jimmy
Silver whacked and whacked, with
all the energy of a sinewy arm, till
the whole dozen had been ad-
ministered.

Then Leggett was released, and he
rolled off the study table, gasping
and panting, and erimson with rage.

“Now cut!” snapped Jimmy Silver.

“Ow! Oh, you rotter!”

Twopence
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whack 1n the jaw.”

his

Mooney kindly enough.
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Jimmy Silver flourished the shovel,
and Leggett bolted out of the study
and fled. It was a breathless and dis-
appointed young rascal who limped
over to Manders’ House—his last hope
gone of ever , possessing, Rawson's
stamp album, whether by fair means
or by foul. Al'' he had captured was
a severe licking, which certainly was
not what he had wanted, but un-
doubtedly. exactly what he had
deserved. ' '

The 5th Chapter.
“something Like a Surprise !

" Lock it up!” said Lovell.

Rawson nodded ; but Jimmy Silver
shook his head. There was a very
thoughtful expression on the face of
“Uncle James” of Rookwood.

" Look here, you chaps, this has
jolly well made me think.” said the
captain of the Fourth. “There must
be something awfully valuable in that
old album. Leggett's offered five
pounds—he looked as if he’d have
offered almost anything if he’d had
it. * If we knew anything about rare
stamps we could spot it——"

“But we don’t.” said Rawson. “I
never knew anything about stamps—
I only kept that old album hecause
it had belonged to my uncle. I never
supposed anything in it was worth
half-a-crown.”

“Blessed if the rubbish
valuable to me,” said Lovell.
. “'Legg:ei:t knows,”  said - Jimmy,

and he's a cad not to tell us. But
something there is jolly valuable—
Leggett was after it like a shot.
And—and T'm afraid there’s no doubt
he would have stolen it if he could.
Well, Leggett’s a frightful rotter
and outsider, we all know: but even
a worm hke Leggeti weouldn't think
of stealing. unless 5

“Unless what 7 _

- “Unless he was after something o
jolly valuable that it threw him off
his balance a bit,” said Jimmy.
“Mind, 1t mayn’t be so, but. at least,
1t seems tome Leggett believesthere's
a stamp ‘in that old album worth a
tot of mouey—not a fiver or a tenner,

looks

but perhaps a hundred g

“Great Scott!”

“He may be mistaken.” said
Jimmy. ‘“But look here—a dealer in

Latcham might- give you a square
deal—or he mightn’t. ILet’s take the
album to Mr. Moonev and ask him to
look throuch it first.” :

“1t's rather a eheek to bother Mr.
Mooney.” said Rawson uneasily,
“and-—and a fellow would feel a fool
if 1t turned out, after all, that it's
all rubbish.”

“Old Mooney's a good chap; he
wouldn’t mind,” said Raby.

“Well, 1if you think it’s a good
1idea, Jimmy 2

“1 do!” said Jimmv Silver,

Rawson picked up the album,

“Right-ho! You fellows come
along with me and hear the giddy
verdict. Jf Mooney jaws us for
bothering him’ you can take vour

The Ifistical Four walked away
with Rawson, and they repaired in a
bodv to the study of the master of
the Shell.

Junmy Silver knocked at the study
door, and Mr. Mooney's voice bade
him enter.

LThe Shell master blinked rather
curiously over his glasses at the five
members of the Classical Fourth, who
presented themselves to his view as
the door opened. |

As 1t happened, the Form master
was, engaged with his own stamp
album—a huge and imposing affair
about ten times the size of Rawson's
hittle dog-cared book. Mr. Mooney
was a keen philatelist. and for about
twenty vears he had been adding to
colleetion, with great com-
placency watching his earlier speci-
mens increase 1n value with the
passage of time. He paused over his
stamps, tweezers in hand, and looked
inquiringly at the Fourth-Formers.

“What 151t ?”’ he asked.

Rawson was rather pink and un-

comfortable : he was a diffident fellow.

“Uncle James” of Rookwood, how-
ever, was not bothered by any un-
due allowance of difidence. He
spoke up cheerily.

““Rawson’s got some stamps he
would like you to look at, sir, if
voir'd be so kind. A fellow on the
Modern side thinks one of them:
valuable—at least, he seems to.”

“Indeed!” said Mr. Mooney.
“Would you be so kind, sir, as to

look at them and tell Rawson whether
there’s anything in his album any
good.”

“Why, certainly,” said

Mr.

Rawson laid his old album on the

table before the master of the Shell.

Mr. Mooney " procteded to look
(Continued on page 592.)
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‘Mr. Mooney’s eyes had lighted on |

looked, on Mount Pisgah, with the

exactly,” said Mr. Mooney. “If| And he reflected that when the |
through if, the juniors watching him | Rawson wishes to dispose of it, it | stammp was sold Rawson would
L o = 9 . - | }

cagerly. 3 ]
The expression on Mr. Mooney's
face was kind and patient, and

another—worth, perhaps, rather less |
than the paper they were printed on.
But all of a sudden Mr. Mooney
jdmped.
“Good heavens!”
He gasped out the words.
It was a real jump he goge—he |

“Bless my soul!” ‘
After that ejaculation, Mr. Mooney
stood, album in hand, at the win-
dow, cazing at a particular specimen,

The juniors ventured a little

nearer, and gazed at the specimen ;
# k- [ bl .

npon which Mr. Mooney’'s eyes were

" breathless.

ecstatic expression on his face—the
expression of one who sees for the

Promised Land  stretching before
him—a land flowing with milk and
honey ! |
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» By Owen Conquest.

(Continued from page 5835.)

have you no idea of the rarity, the
value, of this stamp?”

““No, sir,”” said Rawson.

““What’s its’ "value; sir?”
Jimmy Silver.

“It would be impossible to say

asked

should be sold by auction. But a
reserve price of at least two thou-
sand pounds should be placed on 1t.”

say,
sir 7 he babbled. * W-w-would you
mind saying that over again, sir?”
“T'wo thousand pounds.”
“T'm  dreaming thig!”
Rawson.
“Hurrah!” gasped Jimmy Silver.
““ No wonder Leggett wanted to get

sald

saitd Mr. Mooney. * For goodness’

in existence—less than twenty.”

“Two thousand pounds!” gasped
Rawson.

Jimmy Silver gave him a terrific
smack on the back.

“You won’t have to leave Rook-
wood now, Rawson!”

“ Wha-a-at?”

rather too much for him to assimilate
on the spot.

such 1mmense value is not safe in

a junior study.”
*““Not with Leggett aboutl!” mur-
mured Raby. '

W
Mr. Mooney’s study, leaving the
enthusiastic  philatelist’ feasting his
eyes upon the Post-Office Mauritius.
Jimmy Silver & Co. marched their
comrade back to the Iourth FKForm
passage, where the amazing news
soon “spread through the Fourth.
There was a chorus of congratula-
tion for ]},&“'5011; and foremost came
Townsend and Topham to offer what
Towny called ‘““congratters.”  I'he
shabbiest fellow at Rookwood was

| still {o remain a 1enant of Study

No. b after all—that was assured
now. But Towny was glad—really
glad; he was a good fellow at heart.

undoubtedly buyv some new clothes—
| and that reflection comforted Towny,

| cynosure of all eyes in the House
when the news spread far and wide.
He was congratulaled on all sides,
and Modern fellows heard the news
and came over to congratulate him.
And Arthur Edward Lovell made a
special trip across the quad to
Manders” House to kick Leggett. He

Tom Rawson did not leave Rook-

The sale of that precious stamp

kindly invested for Tom under the
speclal supervision ‘of the head-
master. It brought relief to his
troubled home—plenty in the place
of scarcity ; and Rawson, able now to
belp his people through, and at the

trousers, though never likely to ap-
proaci Towny’s in cut and fashion,

philately was the favourite hobby in
| the Classical Fourth; even Arthur
Edward Lovell gave up Cross Word
puzzles m favour of it. MThere was
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and gave an added sincerity to his '

realised a handsome sum, which was |
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All that the famous author tells |
us about Posh next week is 1m-
menscly to the credit of the fine fel-
low who has captured the sympathies
of everybody. Posh was bound to
do this. He 15 the type of individual
who can be relied upon to create his-

before, and which you can bet your

NEXT WEEK’S QRAND THRILL.

So we get Posh standing in as a
hero, and not knowing 1t! What he
does 1s all in the day’s work. "That's
how 1t 1s we meet him in our next
issue, facing not "‘merely all the
myriad chances of the motor track,

a mortifying accident. Posh is in it
—all in! Of course. in the case of

stances don’t count. That’s momen-
tous enough; but when 1t is a
tion of dirty work as well, then we
have “une autre paire de manches, 3

ques- !

iorvratfor (¥ . ' _!J g J ! LE
perhaps slightly amused as he looked Rawson very nearly fell down. | C'Ojl_ibl“*ttels- : POSH AT THE WHEEL | «* ARIZONA JIM’S NEW PARD!*
at one cominonplace specimen after “Wha-a-at—what did you | 'hat evening Rawson was the By David Qoodwin, ¢ By Gordon Wallace.

. Never has . this writer got
characters going to such good advan-
tage. The 1nterest centres round
Dick Tozer, who 1s a bit of a
mystery, and a tragic happening in
the Muskrat Lake district. Arizona
Jim has a splendid part to play—and

came clear out of 1}1;:, chair! Hg his paws on 1t!” kicked him hard and he kicked him | tory. Of course, people may say of | how he plays it!
grabbed up Rawsol's 'a.lbum ?_’11_ | “Two thousand pounds!” =said | often; and when he departed the | 29 outstanding character, “Qh, yes, ——
‘rushed across to the window tor & | Avthir Edward Lovell dazedly. | groaning cad of Rookwood wished | he makes history ! and let it go at
better lhight. : , “My hat! We've been entertaining | from the bottom of his heart that his ; that. ~ But there’s much more be- | THE SMUGGLERS OF TAO
Jimmy Silver & Co. looked at one | giddy millionaire unawares!” ¢ greedy eyes had never fallen on | Rind. The live youngster who finds | TG 179 el
“another. | L ek “The value may be anything from | Rawson’s Post-Oflice Mauritius. | adventure and plays up to the Op- | s
Jimmy remembered how Legge | . ] d T l - portunify 1s putting something good Merry  Maid, ahoy! Duncan
had acted when first he looked | tWo to O chousend pougis, Jarge i T : ' ; into the world which was not there | Storm’s next Bombay Castle sur
throngh Rawson’s album. Obviously, according to the state of the market, : A e ol SR ik sl g

prise will send Dick Dorrington &

i1 snecimen that had so ex | sake, Raw son, take care of this wood. boots would never have been there | Co. u P pegs n pop ular favour. The ¥
'E, ‘E]}I‘i-le 'Iu.-. o O A8 o) § ‘ 3 - ® . a E! ;’ ‘} ’ 1 P - . 3 i S : % - . ~ , : | J e

and a certain hefty little company of

pirates have the joy time of their

lives.

““THE CAPTAIN OF THE
FEOURTH ! *

WTEECIRrAT

Frank Richards runs down the:cur-

3 m Hatels {orm master “You're all right, old man!” same tlime continue his studies at P P R 0 B : : .

2lued. The philatelist FO} f‘ : R o Ve v i o gl SN i" it ]e fOltlil 111:.1 il-ld_lﬁ‘b_ at | but also risking an unseen pertl m ' ¢oin ‘on- this chapter of the orand
seemed 1o .have_ forgotten thelir aWson lOoOoKe _ (II.III_.O aazed. 118 ‘1-00 L\ (_)OL, Was ]J;l('.lba-bly tne hu.ppleﬁt; place of his master, Cyrll Babbit. | Lorv. of Q. Kit’ . The wind-un next
presence, - There 'was an almost | sudden change in his fortunes was | fellow in the old school. ' And "his\| Babbit is out of the race. thanks ta | rory Qb Db BelhBe HHE WL-ED DEL

week leaves you wanting more. In
two weeks’ time look out for the

- i R, . : : R , st : _ follow-on :
- first time so_-met-lt‘ung that he hatll ”Perha.ps_ you would like to leave Get{t-bf;d ’l-f}_ I._)e, fll{llml)ejﬁln#ble in the terrific speed you move into a new ? A
hoped to see.. So Moses might have | said Mr. Mooney. “An article of Ifor  some  weeks afterwards | bilities. Ordinary, everyday circam:

¢ THE BARRING-OUT AT,

ST. KIT'S.'"

Tii “a fortuight ' The new serial

. - . 1 | LA 1 A | ; \ _ i . . 1 *i-.‘ . TOT 1"1] an o :__hl-} ~ax
There was nothing 1n the stamp 4T will ask the Head to lock it up always a _ehmu.-,(z, Arthur Edward de- | as the Trench say—aquite a different ‘{'I_(;(’-" lm%? _7('_1' m ?Tn ‘“1 lq",‘.t‘hL ‘Jrﬁi-'?.
itself to impress the casual beholder. | in his safe,” said  Mr. Mooney clared. of coming across a Post-Office | pair of sleeves! And there is foul ';;"”C—.l o 11}111%\111:%* s dﬁtol{ oy 11‘
Jimmy Silver & Co., having mno ’ ' ' 7o L Maunrrtius, 1847, at some unexpecled play, as next week’s gripping instal- APFHIEEIRE | SRR oL - o

knowledge of philately, gazed on 1l
unmoved. It was a penny stamp,
nnused.  Above the head on 1t wasi
printed the word ‘Postage ’; below
the head, “One Penny.”” On the
left-hand side was thesword ** Post-

*“You must, of course, consult yvour
father. Doubtless he will advise you
to dispose of it, and invest the pro-
ceeds.
vou receive fair
sale, my boy.”

treatment i1n the

I shall take every care that |

moment 1m some unexpected place.
r_1 | - ‘ | . ! -
I'he chance, however. seemed a slim
one. 1t never materiglised.

| THE EXD.

ment shows.  You will have a still
higher ovinion of Posh after this, for
he 1s not badly enough ecrocked up
to prevent him tumbling on what
you might call the Joe Cleugh clue.

I'rank Richards has a tremendous
tale to tell. The trouble has been
stewing up for weeks past. Nobody
could stand Carker and his buallying
any movre. It 13 a great moment
when the flag oif revolt 1s boldly un-

Office > ;. on the right-hand side, ““Oh, sir!” gasped Rawson. 3/0(?: ?z{ii( Z?n”(?i:,f:::.ii CE:;{;?-i:,f”i’;,r{;,/;ii 1 : Al ! | furled 1 a just cause, .rflll'i{:t.?
“Mauritius.” And these detaills, “ For an hour or two I should like | newt Monday’s amusing long story (;f bt M s ol b blessed 5 e A (s i B
which conveyed nothing to t-he* ?0”1{eep 1t 1In my study—to look at | ¢the chums of Rookwood Sehool. [t This coming Rookwood yarn is 1456, as the poet so beautiiully says.
Classical juniors, had set the | 1t,” said Mr. Mooney. s a good idea to order your Boys | Owen Conquest at his merriest. » | You may be led to pity Carker, as

philatelic Mr. Mooney fairly tremb-
ling from head to foot.
He came out of his trance at last.

“Yes, sir!” stuttered Rawson.
1
Tom Rawson almost tottered from

AR . e

A — e

. I'RIEND in advance, for by doing so
'V yow will be certain of your copyl)

_ e [ e S —
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- - " . rj-‘l]e y
fact ts the author delights in pulling
Gunner’s leg. Gunner cheeks the |

master, and gets a generous hundred

the kindly minded will sympathise
with the sorrows of an obstinate
worni: who has asked for 1t! Mind

his

‘< 1y g v Ll e A  p i TR ; AN on 1ieo 1] your get this story! |
aon?:E’{’&“SOIL i A s e oot :000..00000000oooooooo.ouunuuocooo.&ooooo.oooooooooooo. gzﬁi'urieilziz ;}}Eﬁkllp ﬁ?&e&gl?;;t! I § i

“Yes, sir.” S e | Gunner has a grand total of a cool

“How (:l,id it come into your - IN TWO WEEKS’ TIME! . thousand. Not so cool, either, when | * GOALIE,”’ ETC.
IJOQ“ﬂhﬁfElOH?l " : bon T ° - e | 2 fellow has to plod through them! v PRSI P S TR e

¢ 1 y ulcle gave 1t me, Sir, wnen ® | A oiddy thousand! But Gunner was ~ Xou Knos ‘nat  Loalle w )0
was a little kid, before he was killed | g Grand Boat Race Number Of -4 notg bo{'u yesterday, though not so doing next week.  His article will |
in_the War. iHe 1'135’61" thought 1t . ® | long before! He gets his pater to a*ppi}al to ?\-t;r-_ybod}'. '.l.‘}iat f cte.”
valuable. People used to give him b | § 4 anal Lo i e Naturall at the top of this paragraph refers to
ol whes T e » e Bt e 1 BOYS FRIEND 1 3= b e gpeiien’ Nabmlls 1 08 e N e i et 7
never knew much about them, I | € | ® 1] - , ,. faid 1 weeks’ time, and to the host of splen- o

. % | ® o | spell; some can’t for nuts!—a thou :. . . |
think.  Is that stamp valuable, sir?” | e Look out for a real treat, chums! e | sand lines is a trifle. Look out for | did surprises in store.

“Boy! Have you never heard of | o that typewriter on Monday—and for l ,
the ¢Post-Office’ Mauritius? Boy, ...IOOOO0.0000000IIGGOOQOOOOOGOQ000090000000.000.000000: Gunner! You will laugh! You”" Edltor-
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OUR LIVELY STORY OF HA

The 1st Chapter.

When Harry Wilmot gains the
captaincy of the Fourth Form at
St. Kit’s by reason of the vote cast
in his favour by Bob Rake, a new
junior hailing from Australia, he
invites the Cornstalk to dig in the
top study which he—Wilmot—
shares with his cousin Algernon
Aubrey St. Leger and Bunny
Bootles, the fat boy of the Form.

Rake jumps at the chance offered

him and soon becomes greatly
attached to his study-mates.

One day Dr. Chenies, the head-
master of St. Kit’s, is brutally
attacked 'by a footpad in Lynn
Wood, and as a consequence of his
injuries he is ordered away by his
doctor. A Mr. Carker, who has a
reputation for being a tyrant, 1s
appointed to take Dr. Chenies’
place while the latter 1s away from
the school, and no sooner does the
new headmaster arrive at St. Kit's
than he makes his presence felt.

Harry Wilmot, who quickly falls
foul of Mr. Carker, is placed in the
“ Rat-trap “-—the detention-room at
St. Kit’s, by order of the new
Head. At mnight, however, Harry
escapes by climhing down the 1vy
which grows thickly upon the walls
of St. Kit’s, and 1t 1s whilst he 1s
making his way to a box-room
window, throungh which he intends
caining admittance to the school,
that he seces, 1n conversation with
Mr. Carker, at the French windows
of the Head’s study, the man who
is wanted for the brutal attack
upon Dr. Chenies.

When Mr. Carker learns, the
next morning, that Harry Wilmot
has escaped from the Rat-trap ™ he
visits the Fourth Form-room with
the objeet of administering a
severe castigation to the Captain
ot the Fourth. The Fourth, who
are in a rebeilious spirit, eject the
new Head {rom the room and then
decide not to do any more school
work wunless Mr. Carker leaves
them entirely in the hands of Mr.
Rawlings, their Form-master.
Having come to this decision, the
Fourth proceed to Mr. Rawlings’
study, where Harry Wilmot asks
him to take charge of them as
usual and to bar Mr. Carker from
entering the Form-room.

The 2nd Chapter.
A Difference of Opinion.

Mr. Rawlings coughed.

He was rather at a loss,

In his heart he was fully in
sympathy with the juniors.

As he had chosen to resign his
position rather than submit to Mr.
(lfarker’s tyrannie dictation, he
could hardly condemn the jhniors
for having rvefused to submit in
thelr turn.

But the situation was a very
awkward cne; it was impossible
for a Form-master to place hhimself
at the head of a school rebellion—
and that was practically what it
amounted to—though the juniors
did not realise it.

He coughed —and  coughed

-again.

“T-—I am afraid, Wilmot, that I

FPublished
Every NMonday

cannot do as you ask,” he answered
at last. It would be—hem—im-

possible. I do not conceal that 1

. L ' 1.' - & 'l" “
disapprove of  Mr. Carker’s
methods.. But the fact remalns

that he was appointed Head of St.
Kit’s during Dr. Chenies’ absence,
by the Board of Governors duly
constituted. Mr. Carker holds
supreme authority here.”

S BOt, sir— .

“I can only recommend you, my
boys, to submit for the present,
and bear Mr. Carker’s rule ~with
patience.” | . -

“You haven’t submitted, sir
yelled Stubbs from the passage.

Mr. Rawlings coughed again.

“Shut up, Stubbs!” called out
Bob Rake.

“Well,
Stubbs.

“I have resigned my position,
for the present,” said Mr. Raw-
lings.

“We can’t resign, you see, sir,”
said Harry.
“N-n-o!

Wilmot.”

“We should like to keep Mr.
Carker in his place, sir, and keep
on as before,” said Harry. “ We
are all prepared to obey your
orders.”

]".'."J

he hasn’t!” persisted

I am aware of that,
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| mot. I
| against the headmaster appointed !
by the governors.” '

gt 33 “F Within reason ! ”’ assented Verney major.
Mr. Rattrev, the master of the Shell, stepped into the Glory Hole. _ ! :
up his hand. ‘ All Shell boys will leave this rcom immediately,’”’ he said, taking no notice of the Fourth.

Vo

RDS

Mr. Carker calls in the prefects to deal with
the rebellicus Fourth Formers!

N

“I fear it is impossible, Wil-
cannot set myself up

The captain of the Fourth was
silent for a minute or so. He
realised now the difficulty of the
Form-master’s position. But
made no difference to his deter-
mination.

“Very well, sir,” he said at last.
“I'm sorry. DBut we don’t intend
to -submit to Mr. Carker. The
Feurth Form will go on strike.”

“Bravo!” came 1In a roar from
the passage.

“Suppose, sir, that Mr. Carker
should ask you to take charge of
us again, agreeing not to inter-
fere——-" |

“That would be quite a different
matter, Wilmot. I should consent at
once. But Mr. Carker 1s not likely
to make such a request.”

“Very well, sir, the Iourth
goes on strike until he does,” said
the captain of the Fourth. “'That’s
all, sir! Clear off, you chaps.”

“Hurrah!”

The deputation quitted Mr. Raw-

lings’ study, leaving that gentle-
man in a very disturbed and

thoughtful mcod. The rebels of
St. Wit’s adjourned to the Glory
Hole to debate their mext step.
In the Form-rooms there was
much suppressed excitement. The

e

——
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Babtie ceased suddenly.
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Sixth  were left to themselves—
Mr. Carker usually took the Sixth,
but he was not taking them now;
he was repairing damages. But

| the Sixth, of course, were much

too lofty to dream of such things
as “‘rags’; there was sedate quict
i1 the Sixth Form-room.

The Fifth, being seniors, were
almost as sedate as the Sixth—Mr.
Tulke had no difficulty with them.
But in the Shell room, Mr. Rat-
trey was hard put to it to keep
down the buzz of excitement. And
m  the Third F¥Form-room,

lessons were more or less of a farce.
It was known all over St. Kit's
that the Fourth were in open

| rebellion, and in such an amazing

state of affairs it was not easy for

| the other Forms to pursue the even

tenor of their way.

In the Glory Hole there was
much excited discussion among the
rebels. A barring-out was the
favourite topic.

Mr. Carker was defeated—for
the moment! But when he had
time to rally his forces the

struggle would come
There was a heavy responsibility

on Harrv Wilmot’s shoulders, as:
5

leader. But the captain of the
Fourth was equal to it.

While the rebels were engaged
in  excited discussion Harry
Wilmot was busy with pen and
ink and a sheet of impot paper.

When classes were dismissed at
St. Kit’s that morning, there was
a large notice on the board—and

crowds of juniors of all Forms

It was
with

gathered round to read it.
written 1in Wilmot’s hand,
plenty of capitals.

NOTICE 'TO 8T, “KI1s1
DOWN WITH CARKER'!

It 1s hereby announced that the 1'

Fourth

Form have decided to

SACK CARKER'

All other Forms are called
upon to

BACK ‘UP THE FOURTH'

Meeting at 12.30 in the Glory
Hole

to discuss the Plan of Campaign.

Signed, H. WiLmor.”

The Shell and the Third, ::1:11{1.
cven the fags of the Second,

that mnotice, and

crowded round
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ffWe'lre the Middie Sc!'mﬁ!,”" said Babtie of the &Shell, from his perch upon the
‘““ We're prepared to take the lead in standing up to Carker—within reason
““But——' continued Babtie.

The dcor opsned and
Vir. Rattrey held

Mr.
| Sheldon simply could not suppress
' the excitement of the fags, and

e

F

!

{

L captain of the school.
I've come here fo tell you that this
meeting has got to disperse imme-

St. Leger.
doesin’t exist any longer, so far as

port the
Ohiphant.: .*
job or not doesn’t matter—we’re
going to do our duty.”

039

——

.

mented upon it.
“*Back up the Fourth!”

Babtie of the Shell. “That’s all

very well—but the Shell, of course,

couldn’t play second fiddle to the
Fourth!” |
“ Impossible !
MAJOriln M3
“If they.

said

lhike to ask us to

lead———" said ‘Babtie.

“ And obey our orders ” said
Verney major.

“Something might be done 0

“It might.”

“We’'ll go to the meeting, any-
how.”

“Oh, yes!”

Nearly all the Lower School had
decided to go to the meeting, at
any rate.
there was a crowd in the Glory
Hole—that celebrated
was crammed.

Harry Wilmot & Co. watched
the juniors crowding in

much satisfaction. They were

prepared to stand up to the tyrant

alone; but if all the Lower School

read 1it, and re-read 1t, and com-

sald

Verney

Very soon after 12.30

apartment

with

came 1n, their position would be

Kven the
up. the

ever so much stronger.
Sixth, 1f they backed

tyrant, would find 1t difficult to

deal mitwh the whole Lower Forms
1m rebellion.

The Shell were there to a man,
and mnearly all the Third, and
a swarm of the Second. At 12.45
Bob Rake closed the door of the
Glory Hole, and Harry Wilmot
mounted on the table to address
the crowded gathering.
the Shell mounted on a chair at
the same time.

“ Gentlemen of St. Xit's 4
began Wilmot.
“Gentlemen of St. Kit’s g

| be can Babtie.

“Order!” bawled Bob Rake.
“Stand down, Babtie!”
“Go 1t, Babs!”

“Shut up, Wilmot !”
“Checse it, Babtie!”

* Gentlemens——<s" 1
“(entlemen h

“Order 1

The door of the Glory Hole
opened, and Oliphant of the Sixth
appeared, with Lis ashplant under
his arm. And the hubbub died
away suddenly.

Desperate Measures!

Oliphant strode into the Glory
Hole, with a grim expression on
his rugged face.

Harry Wilmot
orim, 1oo. -

They liked “old Oliphant ”; bub
they did not intend to let even the
popular captain of St. Kit's inter-
fere with them now. If Oliphant
backed up Mr. Carker, they were
done with Oliphant.

“There’s a paper on the board,”
sald Oliphant. * You put it there,
I think, Wilmot?”

“That’s vight!” assented Harry.
“Are you going to join us, Oli-
phant?”

“What?”

“We'll back vou up as leader, if

& Co. looked

you’ll stand up against Carker.”

“Hurrah!”
“Back up, Oliphant.”
“You young asses!’ roared the

“Dry up.

diately. You are to take that

notice down from the board. Wil-
mot, and take it to Mr. Carker in
his study.”

Harry laughed.

“We're done with Carker!” he

answered.

“Quite finished, old bean,” said
“The excellent Carker

the Fourth KForm are conecerned.
Catchy onr”

“Silence———"

“ Let’s have this plamm, Ob-

phant,” said Harry Wilmot quietly.
“Are you backing up Mr. Carker?”

“The prefects are bound to sup-
headmaster,” growled
S Whether we like the:

“MThen - }T'.(]u‘m 3 ,a-g&illSﬁ- uS?"’*

‘demanded Bob Rake.

**Yes, of course.”
(C'ontinued overleaf.)

There’s an extra-long school siory of Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim’s in the ‘“ Gem >’ Library, out on Wednesday. Don’t miss it/

Babtie of
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“Then you can buzz out of this
room,” said Bob. *“Only sympa-
thisers are wanted at this mect-
ing-!!

“Take care, Rakec i

“Sorry, Oliphant,” said Harry
politely; “if the prefects back up
Mr. Carker we decline to recognise
the prefects any longer. Will you
walk out of the room? We don't

want to handle you.” _
“Handle me!”’ stuttered Oli-

phant.

“We shall have to, if you don’t

oo quietly.”

“Yaas, begad.”

“You cheeky young  ass!”
roared Oliphant, beginning to lose
his temper. “1’ve come here to dis-
perse this crowd. Clear out at
once, before 1 lay my ashplant
about you.”

“Rats!”

“You—yon

“Rats!” roared Bob Rake.

“Yaas, rats, old bean!” said
Algernon Aubrey. *“Go and masti-
cate coke.” |

“Ha, ha, hal”

Oliphant breathed hard. He had
come alone to the Glory Hole,
never doubting for a moment that
the juniors would toe the line, as
usual, at the command of the head
prefect and captain of the school.
They might “rag”™ Mr. Carker,
Head as he was; but Olipbhant
had mnever dreamed that they

)
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would venture to rag him. He
woke up new, as it were.
“Better go ' quietly!” said
Harry.
“Go?” repeated Oliphant.
“Yes; otherwise you’ll be put.”
“Put!” stuttered Oliphant.
“Yes. Take your choice.”
Oliphant’s «c¢hoice was  soon
taken. He made a rush at Harry

Wilmot and grabbed him by the
collar.

Then there was a rush of the
junlors. |

Oliphant of the Sixth was sur-
rounded—hands were laid on him
on all sides, and before he knew
wlat was’ happening he was on
the floor, and a crowd of juniors
were dragging him to the door.

The St. Kit’s captain struggled
wildly. |

But there were two or three
pairs of hands grasping each arm
and leg, and he went fairly whirl-
g and spinuing along the floor.

“ Here, that’s rather too thick!”
cexclaimed Babtie of the Shell.

But the Fourth did not heed
Babtie.

They rushed the gasping, strug-
gling captain of St. Kit’s to the
doorway and shot him out into
the corridor.

Ohphant went rolling.

The doorway was crammed with
belhigerent fags, yelling defiance,
as the captain of St. Kit’s sat up.
He sat up dazedly, with a feeling
as 1f the world were coming to an

| end.

He blinked at the crowd in the
doorway.

“M-m-my hat!” he gasped.
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Concerning Transfers.
In at least one respect this 15 an
important week for certain football
clubs. « At the end of 1t the teams

which are making a fight for this or |
‘that championship, and those which

are engaged 1m a struggle to avowd
relegation, - will be debarred ftrom
adding star players to the stafl.
There 15 now a rule on the books
which says that after the muddle of
March the League authorities waill
decline to sanction any transfer if, in
their opinion, such transfer 1s sought
bv- a c¢lub with a view to gaining
advantage over some other side. If
that sounds a Dbit complicated, per-
haps -I had better make 1t quite plain.
In practice 1t means that clubs after
honours or 1in danger are not allowed
to buy men to save themselves during
the last few weeks of the season. So
after this week clubs will have to sink
or swim with the material already on
their books.

" A Desperate Viove.

It was not always thus, and I have.

distinct recollections of the Chelsea,
club, near the end of a scason before
the War, going out with a fat cheque-
book and purchasing about half a
team during the month of April
the hope that the new men would get
the club sufficient points to enable
them to dodge the relegation bogey
which was stalking about their play-
ing-pitch. It i1s clearly unfair, how-
ever, that a rich side should thus be
able to take advantage over a poor
one late 1n the season, and for my
part I should very much like to see
this restriction 1dea applied earlier m
the season. Indeed, in the Cup com-
petition the rule 13 one player one
club one season, and although 1t
might seem a bit hard, I think the
interests of the sport would be ad-
vanced if there were a similar rule in

operation 1n regard to League games.
1The present system permits a
manager to take a gamble during the

\

| chaps!
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“Clear off I roared Stubbs.

“Go home, Oliphant!”

“Yah! Down with the prefects.”

“Kick him along the passage!”
velled Stubbs.

“Hurrah !”

“Hold on!” exclaimed Harry
| Wilmot. “Let him alone, you

3

Sorry, Oliphant

“You—you cheeky young
villain 7 gasped the St. Kit's
captain.

“Sorry—but you’ve got to go.
If you come in here again you’ll
be handled rather roughly.”

“More than rather!” hooted
Bob Rake.
“Yaas. Blow away, old bean,”

sald Algy.

BOB RAKE, of the Fourth Form at
St. Kit'’s.

Oliphant staggered to his feet.
He made a step towards the door-
way of the Glory Hole; and the
Fourth clesed up grimly to meet
his attack. An inkpot flew out
and narrowly missed him.

He paused.

It was evident that he could do

nothing single-handed, now that
the Fourth were m determined

revolt. Gasping for breath, the
captain of St. Kit’s turned away—
wondering what on earth things
were coming to. The juniors were
glad enough to see him go. It
went against the grain to handle
“old Oliphant,” though they would

& F

summer, for he knows that if things
oo wrong with the side he can go out
and buy recruits while the campaign
1s 1n progress. However, such a
sweeping reform is hardly likely to
come about without meeting with a

great deal of opposition from inter-

ested quarters.

Back to the Homeland.

Blackburn Rovers are among the
teams which have had a lot of
anxiety since the start of the season.
In the early days they seemed like a
side which would do well. but trouble
came 1n the shape of unsatisfactory
play at centre-forward.  I'irst one
experiment and then another iwas
tried without rveal success, and at long
length the Rovers decided that the
only way to solve the problem was by
paying a big transfer fee. So they
went to Falkirk and, some little time
ago, secured the {transter of a
much-talked-about
Sydney Puddefoot. He 1s, of course,
an Englhishman, and since the War
has played 1 International matches
for the comntry of his birth. T'hen
he wore the colours of that club
fainous for the production of real
centre-forwards—West Ham United.
Falkirk paid five thousand pounds for
his services, a transaction which was
somewhat unique, for in this kind ot
business the boot 1s usually on the
other leg—Inglish clubs paying the
big fees for Scottish players.

A Man of Many Voves.

centre-forward, |

Pirice

not have hesitated if he had
attempted to enter the Glory Hole
again. |

The wvictorious Fourth crowded
back into the Glory Hole. Babtie
of the Shell was on the table now.

“Now, listen to me ? Babtie
was saylng.

“Shut up,
Stubbs.

“Oh, let him rip

Babtie went on:

“We're as fed-up with Carker as
you are. But what’s the game’
Carker’'s backed up Dby the
governors.”

“Blow the governors!”

“We’re going to' bar Mr.
Carker,” said Harry. * We want
the Lower School to join  us—
the seniors, too, if they like.”

Babtie!” howled

'!?

said Harry.

“Who's going to be leader?”
demanded Babtie.
“Wilmot!” roared the Fourth.

Babtie shook his head..

“That won’t do! I'm willing
to take the lead—within reason.”

“Ratsg I

“Rog!"

“Stand down!”

“As for a barring-out, that’s a
bit thick,” said Babtie. * You
fags 4y |

“What?”

“You fags are too reckless.
Now, we’ve got more scnse in the
Middle School U '

“Hear, hear!” concurred. the
Shell fellows.

“Bless your Middle School!”
snorted  Bob Rake. “You're

juniors, the same as we are!”

“Yaas, begad.”

“Juniors, perhaps—but not the
sameé as you are,” sald Babtie,
loftily. *“We're the Middle School.
We’re prepared to. take the lead
in standing up to Carker—within
reason /i |

“ Within reason!” assented Ver-
ney major.

‘e But——- v 33

The door opened, and Mr. Rat-
trey, the master of the Shell,
stepped into the Glory Hole. Bab-
tie ceased suddenly.

Mr. Rattrey held up his hand.
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not been asked to appear for England
since he went to pfa}f for a Scottish
club. The English selectors could
have chosen him had they wished to
do so, but although several Scottish
players with English clubs are usually
found in the Scottish International
teams, the English selectors have
never made a habit of gomg outside
England. At Blackburn Puddefoot
has mmmediately behind him a very
etiective  centre-half 1n Harry
Healless, a native of the town, who
started his career with the Rovers as
an oufside-right. Later he became a
rigit half-back, and was then moved

A. FINNEY (Boltoen Wanderers).

WHAT MIGHT HAPPEN ON SATURDAY.

Below will be found our expért’s opinion of the probable results of the big sgames to be played on

Saturday, March 14th.

The likely winning side is printed in capitals.

Where a draw 1s

anticipated, both clubs are printed in smaller letters.

First Division.
Birmingham v. West- Ham United.

BURNLEY v. Newcastle United.
CARDIFF CITY v. Notts Forest.
Leeds United v. Shetheld United.
Notts County v. Arsenal.

PRESTON NORTH END v. Liverpool.
SUNDERLAND v. Bury.
TOTTENHAM H. v.
WEST: BROMWICH A. v.

BOLTON WANDERERS v. Aston Villa.

Huddersfield Town.
Blackburn R.

Second Division.

CHELSEA v. Blackpool.

CLAPTON ORIENT v. Bradford City.
joventry City v. Barnsley. ;
CRYSTAL PALACE v. South Shields.
LEICESTER CITY v. Fulham.
MANCHESTER UNITED v. Portsmouth.
OLDHAM ATHLETIC v. Middlesbrough.
THE WEDNESDAY v. Port Vale.
Southampton v. DERBY COUNTY.
Stockport County v. Hull City.

STOKE v. Wolverhampton Wanderers.

First Division.
Scottish League.

AYR UNITED v. Raith Rovers.
(‘owdenbeath v. Celtic.

DUNDEE v. Motherwell.
HAMILTON ACADS. v.
HEARTS v. Kilmarnock.
Partick Thistle v.
RANGERS v. Aberdeen,
St. - Mirren v.
THIRD LANARK v. Morton.

Quecen’s Park.
Hibernians.

AIRDRIEONIANS,

Twopence
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“All Shell boys will leave this
room 1mmediately,” he said, tak-
ing no notice of the Fourth.

Babtie hesitated. All eyes were

fixed on him, and some of the
Fourth were grinning.
Now was the time for the

aspirant to leadership to show his
quality.  Certainly the daring
leader of a school rebellion could
not step down quietly and walk
out at his Form-master’s order.
But Eric Babtie was mnot cut out
for a daring leader of revolt—he

was quite mistaken on that
point. Under Mr. Rattrey’s calm,
cold glance, Babtie felt all his
belligerency oozing out at his
finger tips.

“You hear me?” 6 said Mr,
Rattrey.

And Babtie of the Shell

answered meekly:

s T Rl

He stepped down from the table,
his face reddening wunder = the
mocking glances of the Fourth. He
walked to the door, and the rest
of the Shell followed him. TUnder
Mr. Rattrey’s eye they were shep-
herded out of the Glory Hole, and
the door ciosed on them. But it
was opened again for the Third
Form fags to steal quietly away.
The Third did not wait for their
Form-master to call for them.
And among the fags, Rex Tracy of
the Fourth slipped away unostenta-
tiously.

The cold fit had followed the hot
fit. Some of the Fourth looked
dubiously at one another—and
Bunny Bootles made a strategic
movement towards the dogor.

Bob Rake’s grasp closed on his
collar and jerked him back, and
there was a howl from Bunny.

“Yow-ow!”

“Where are you
manded Bob.

“Only—only—only to the tuck-
shop =

“The tuck-shop can wait!” said
Bob, grimly. And he locked the

- ':J}J' 0o
going?’ de

door of the Glory Hole, and put
the key in his pocket.
(Continued on the next page.)

to the centre with such success that
he has played in representative games
in that position. Healless 15 not
what I should call a really great
player, but he i1s a tremendous worker
of the never-tired variety, and an
extremely useful club man.

Faults of a Fine Full-Back.

I think T have previously pointed
out that the town of St. Helens has
provided big football with a goodly
proportion of players. Among them
15 Alexander Finney, the left full-
back of Bolton Wanderers, who has
also caught the eye of the selectors of
representative teams. Finney is in
his third season at Bolton, and he
was secured by the Wanderers froui
New Brighton. There was some
ittle trouble over the signing of this
player by the Wanderers, and an in-
quiry was held as to how the Bolton
club managed to obtain his services,
but nothing serious havpened, and
the  Wanderers have been quite
satishied with their bargain. I know
that full-backs are not supposed to
take unnecessary risks, but 1T think
the valuc of Finney to the Bolton
team would be increased considerably
if he added to his fearless tackling
and sure kicking a greater carnest-
ness tor keeping the ball in play.

Taking No Chances.

Mention of the Wanderers reminds
me that somebody in charge at
Bolton watches points pretty cave-

fully. Here is an illustration of the
fact. When the Wanderers were
drawn to play the ’Spurs in the

second round of the Cup they realised
that they would not be able to play
i their usual white shirts. So the
tecam was arrayed 1n the new red-and-
white striped jerseys for a League
match and a Lancashire Cup-tie to
enable the players to get accustomed
to the new colours in which they had
to play against the ’Spurs.
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(Loolk out for anoller splendid fooler
article next week.)

Money Prize to be won in a Simple Limerick Competition in this week’s ‘‘ Popular.”” Qut on Tuesday!

—




14/3/25

"The Attack on the Qlory Hole!

Harry Wilmot glanced round over
the crowd of the Fourth in the
Glory Hole. There was doubt in
a good many faces now. Evidently
.the Lower School was not going to
join in the revolt; the Fourth, if
-they rebelled, had to rebel alone.
The prefects wereé against them—
‘and the rest of the school was in-
-different. But there were three
“fellows who were quite determined
still-—-Wilmot, Algy, and Bob
Rake. But for that firm and un-
yielding trio it is very probable
that the Fourth-Form revolt would

have ‘ fizzled out,” and that the |

st. Kit’'s rebellion would have
proved nothing but a flash in the
pan. But Harry Wilmot was a
leader of a very different calibre
from Babtie of the Shell.

His cool, determined face was an
encouragement in itself. Looking
at him, the juniors could see that
he would hold out to the bitter
end, 1f he held out alone. And
that was the kind of leader they
-needed in this emergency.

- And Harry Wilmot realised this.
He shared a secret with his two
chums, Algy St. Leger and Bob
Rake—a secret that he was burst-
“ing to tell the loyal followers. For
Harry had overheard a chat be-
tween Mr., Carker and a man
named Slaney which condemned
the temporary Head as a ruffian
-of the worst dve. Harry felt con-
vinced that Carker had hired
Slaney to make an attack on Dr.
Chenies, so that he could come to
St. Kit’s and stay there.

The three Fourth-Formers had
talked the matter over again and
again, and it was only because
_Algy and Bob had persuaded him
to say mothing until more evidence
could be produced that induced
- Harry to hold his tongue.

And now, as,he gianced over the

erowd in the Glory Hole, he found |

it harder than ever to keep his
dreadful secret.

“By gad!” exclaimed Algernon
Aubrey St. Leger,
““‘we’ve forgotten somethin’.”

“What’s that?” asked bSmith.

“I'oot-warmers.”

“Foot-warmers!” repeated
several astonished voices.

“Yaas, dear boys,” answered
the dandy of St. Kit’'s amiably.
‘We ought to have taken some
measures against cold feet.”

There was a laugh.

“We-—we .haven’t got cold feet,
of course,” sald Stubbs. " But—

%

hut things don't seem to be going |

very well. Rawlings won’t help--
and mow the Liower School has
civen us the go-by.”

“Wilmot’s 1deas don’t seem
much good, do they?” remarked
Liumley.

“Rotten, - in  fact!” agreed
Verney minor, -

The knuts, at least, were
weakening.

“Gentlemen!” 'The captain of
the Fourth addregsed the erowd.
“We're up against 1t. |
nobody here’ 1s thinking of sur-
render.”

“Ahem !”

“N-n-no—but—

“B-b-but 5

“1f Carker gets the upper hand
now, you can guess what you'll
have to go through,” said Harry.
“He will take 1t out of you all
for what’s happened this moran-
ing.”

“Ye-e-¢s.” _

“There are three of us who will
never give 1ih,” continued Harry.
S 1f the Fourth deserts us, we shall
hold Top Study against Carker,
and all St. Kit’s, if necessary.”

23

“Hear, hear!” bawled Bob
Rake. ' -
“Yaas, that’s the game,”

assented Algy. “ By gad, a barrin’

out in the top study isn’t balf |

.a bad idea.”

“You won’t be three—you'll be
four!” saidd  Dick  Durance
quietly. “I'm with you all along
the lme.” |

“Same here!” said Stubbs, reso-

“lutely. :

“Count me in,” said Scott.

“What about trying to make
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if it was any good,” said Harry.
“We've got to beat Carker, or
Carker will beat us.. But any

fellow who funks going on can

~eclear out.”

i
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suddenly, j

I hope |

|
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“Rot!” snorted Bob.

“Better 'so,” said Harry.
“Iunks are no good in a scrap—
going to be real
trouble. Unlock the door, Bob,
and let out every fellow who'd
rather knuckle under to Carker.
Bear 1m mind, you chaps, that
Carker will take it out of any
fellow who’s fool enough to get
into his hands.”

Catesby was
towards the door—but he stopped
at that. Bunny Bootles was mgv-
ing-—and he stopped, too.

“You can bet on that!”
Bob.

“Anybody going?” asked Harry,
and Bob Rake tock the key out of
his pocket. DBut there were
“takers.”
were better than the certainty of

falling ito Mr. Carker’s ruthless.
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hands. Surreander was not hikely
to placate that gentleman, and all
the juniors kunew it.

We—we're stonding: by . you,
Wilmot,” stammered Catesby. He

realised that there was no choice
left. ol
“Yes, rather,” gaid Bunny.

“We—we—we're backing vou up,
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Adventures of the celebrated boyvs
of St. Frank’s, introducinz NIFFER
and NELSON LEE, appear every

week in

THE NELSON LEE
- LIBRARY.

This weék:
“THE SCHOOLBOY
MUTINEERS !

A Grand Long Story of ST.
FRANK'S of a powerful new series.

“THE INVISIBLE
GRIP!”

A thrilling instalment of a NELSON
LEE versus ZINGRAVE serial.

THE ST. FRANRK'S MAG.

Out on Wednesday - Price 2d.
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The risks of the revolt:

DESPERATE MEASURES !

Oliphant sef his teeth and put his head in, and his shoulders followed.
or nothing now-—fiarce dafence or defaat.
jerked the captain ot the school hack j
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THE BOYS’ FRIEND

old fellow—right to the finish! No
surrender.” L

The door-handle rattled. At
that sound the crowd im the Glory
Hole pulled themselves together.
The voice of Oliphant of the Sixth
was heard outside,

“Is this door locked?”

“Yaas, old bean.”

“Unlock 1t at once.”

“Go an’ chop chips.”

Oliphant rattled the door again.

“We're not letting you in, at
present, Oliphant,” said the cap-
tain of the Fourth.

“Let me in at once!” shouted
Oliphant.

*Ratal”

“Listen to me. All the Sixth-
Form prefects are here. We have
come to take you in hand, at Mr.
Carker’s order.”

“Tell Carker
coke.” |

There was a scuifling of feet in
the passage. All the prefects were

to go and eat

| there, armed with the ashplant of
authority: Most of the Fourth felt

R,

Gitvir ity

.‘f.

““ I shall hit out if you put your head
grimly. ‘" Yes, begad!?"

younhg villain ! ? panted Wake.

T e

SR

*“Hor the last time, Wilmot—-— -
“Buzz off I”

“We shall force a way in——
“Bosh !”

“ Very well, wait a few minutes.™
There was a sound of retreating
footsteps.
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HMe swung up the chair and it came crashing at Oliphant.
ust in tine, and the chair crashed cn the broken window,

-~ 8TORIES OF SPORT,

ey Ask Your Newsagent to Show You These Books. @—‘ g

s No.763.—THE TROJAN,
A Splendid Yarn of Second Division Footer, introducing Dick Dare
and the Mapleton Rovers.

No. 754.—THE CRIMSON SECREET.
A Thrilling Story of Vivid Adventure.

No. 756.—THE BARRING-OUT AT
A Topping New and Origiral Story of the Four Maos and their
Chums at Haygarth School. Specially written by JACK NORTH.

| Never mind—in for a penny, in
| for a pound.” '

“The giddy die is cast!” grinned
| Bob Rake.

| " Jacta est alea!”
putting 1t classically.

“Look out!” roared Durance.
“They’re coming at the windows.”
| " On guard!” rapped out Harry
Wilmot.

There were three tail windows of
the Glory Hole, looking out on a
rather secluded part of the qual-
rangle, shaded by a big oak-tree.
At the other end of the long room
was a single window that looked
out on a passage between the
library wall and a portion of the
schoolhouse. 1t was at the three
tall windows that the prefects
appeared. |

All three windows were shut—
fortunately. Eight stalwart Sixth-
F]ormers appeared against the
olass.
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in, Oliphant ! *’ said Harry Wilmot

Algernon Aubrey St. lLeger.
Wilmot did not hesitate. It was neck
Wake

““ You-—you

Harry Wilmot & Co. lined up
at the windows at once.

Although the Glory Hele was on
Ithe ground floor, the windows
were well above the ground, and
| Oliphant’s

chin was little more

than on a level with the si1ll as he
looked 1n. '
“They

won 't break t he

SCHOOL AND ADVENTURE, (
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By RANDOLPH RBRYLE,
By SIDNEY and FRANCIS

No. 755.—TOPSAIL TONY.
A Breezy. Long, Complete Yarn of Adventure at Sea.

By DAVID
HAYGARTH.
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! Blake
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TICKET.
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Adventure,

No. 371.—THE CASE OF THE PINK MACAW.
A Magnificent Story of Thrilling Detective Adventure, featuring
Sexton Blake, Tinker, '
of the popular DR. HUXTON RYMER Series.

- No.372.—8BY ORDER OF THE

of the Russian Trade Spyv.
An Amazing Tale of Deduction and Stirring Adventure
and RIUSSIA.
(rolden Casket,?” ete.,
No.373.—THE CLUE OF THFE CLOAK-ROOM

A Romance of Rafiling Detective Work
Bv the Author of *““The 0il Pirates,” eotc.
No.374.—IN THE NIGHT WATCH:

- Case of the Yellow Ingots.
A Powerful Story,introducing WALDO, 1the Wonder Man.

Now on Sale !
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and THE BLACK EAGLE. By the Author

SOVIET: or, The (Case

By the Author of **The

ote.

and Thrilling

or, The

Price 4d. each.

sald Scott,

| Duke of Plaza-Toro,
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“ Up against the prefects!” mur- | glass ” murmured O’Donoghue.
mured Stubbs. “Oh, my hat! “Won’t they!”  said tt.

Scott.
““Look—there’s Carker!” A

The angular form of Mr. Ran-
dolph Carker came round the big
oak tree, and joined the prefects
at the windows. A yell of defiance
burst from the garrison of the
Glory Hole. At the sight of their
tyrant, with his thin lips tightly
drawn, and his lead-coloured eyes
glittering under bent brows, all
thought of surrender vanished.
Only too clearly the juniors could
read their fate in that cruel face.

“Open these windows!” shouted
Oliphant, probably mot in much
expectation of seeing his order
obeyed.

“Rats! Go home!”

“Shut up, Oliphant!”

“Yah!” .

Oliphant turned to Mr. Carker.
His manner was formal and cold:
he made no secret of the fact that
he did not like the mew Head,
though he tried to keep up a
manner of respect towards him,
Tradition was strong at St. Kit’s.

“ Are we to break the glass, sir?”
he asked.

“Certainly! The cost of repair
will be charged against the
parents of the ringleaders in this
revolt,” said Mr. Carker. ‘Break
in without hesitation.”

Oliphant did not hesitate. He
signed to his companions, and six
ashplants crashed on the lower
panes of the middle window.

Broken glass flew in showers into
the Glory Hole.

The juniors jumped back from
the dangerous shower. Oliphant
and Wake, bunked up from be-
hind, clambered on the sill.

They knocked out more frag-
ments of glass to clear a passage
through the window. Harry Wil-
mot, with a grim face, picked up
a chair. Bob Rake followed his

example.
“Back up, you fellows!™
“Yes, rathert?: . s o
“Stand back!” roared Oliphant,
jerking back his head, which he
had put in rather hastily. ‘
“You can’t come in!? said
Harry.

“Stand back, I tell you.”

“I shall hit out if you put your
head 1in.” -

“Yes, begad!” |

Oliphant set his teeth and put
his head in, and his shoulders fol-
lowed. Wilmot did not hesitate.
It was neck or nothing now—fierce
defence or defeat. He swung up

| the chair and it came crushing
' at Oliphant. Wake jerked the cap-
| tain of the school back just in

time, and the chair crashed on the
broken window.

“You— you
panted Wake.

“Keep out!” gaid Harry,

“We're coming in!”

“You’ll take the risk, then.”

“Go in at once, Oliphant!"”
shouted Mr. Carker. *“What are

you delaying for? I command you
to go mm at once.” |

Oliphant turned a savage glance
on the new Head.

“Perhaps you'd like to show the
way in yourself, sir,” he snapped.

“Don’t be insolent, boy.”

“Let us alone, then.,”

Mr. Carker gritted his teeth,
but he made no rejoinder. Perhaps
even his hard and obstinate mind
realised that it was injudicious
to add a quarrel with the Sixth
to the other troubles just then.

young villain!”

| And most decidedly he had no in-

tention of putting hjs head in at

| the broken window and leading

Like the celebrated
who led his
regiment from behind because he
found it less exciting, Mr. Carker
preferred to exhort from the rear

the way.

—and he did!

(Will the Stxth Form prefeets suc-
ceed n dislodging the rebellious
Fourth-Formers from the Glory Hole
or not?)

(Whatever you do don’t miss next
Monday’s execiting long instalment of
this ripmng school story. Order
your BoYS’ "FRIEND fo-day and thus

terms?” asked Catesby, uneasily. | § 1 | | WA i
“*It'gnoo late to think of that— | B AR oot e e e e

Be sure you order next Monday’s great number of the BOYS’: FRIEND in advance. By doing so you will be certain of obtaining it!

make certain of obtaining tt/)



