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The Deserters Return to the Fold Hotly Pursued by Mr. Carker, the Tyrant of St. Kit’s!

(An exciting incident from Frank Richards’ great school story in this issue.)
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OUR LIVELY STORY OF THE REBELS OF ST. KIT’S SCHOOL!

The prefects of St. Kit’s make a gallant attempt to dislodge the rebels of the Fourth

The 1st Chapter,

One day whilst Dr. (‘hemes, the | above 1t,

headmastu of St. Kit’s, is walk

~ing through Lynn Wood he 1s

br uta,lly attacked by a tootpad,

aud, as a counsequence of the 1in-

juries he receives, he is ordered
away tfrom the school by his doctor.
To take his place a Mr. Carker

comes to St. Kit’s, and the new |

Head quickly upsets the school
with the tyrannical way in which
he deals with the boys.. Harry
Wilmot, the captain of the Fourth,
suspects Mr. Carker of being con-
nected with the attack upon Dr.
Chenies for he had seen him in
conversation with a man named
Slaney, who is wanted by the police
for the crime.

Later, the Fourth Form decide
to stand Mr.
longer and they determine upon
a barring-out. They take posses-
sion of the Fourth Form passage,
and barricade the stairs leading up
to it with innumerable pieces of
furnifure.

When all persuasion has failed
to get the rebels to return to their
work Mr. Carker decides to take
drastic measures with them,
he 1nstructs the Sixth Form pre-
fects to eject them at once by
forcible means.

The 2nd Chapter.
Holding the Fort!

The Sixth-Formers tramped up
the stairs, Carsdale bringing up
the rear. Carsdale was the only
St. Kit's pretect who was keen to
back up the new Head, and
approved of his methods; but his
keenness did mot give him any
desire to appear 1in the forefront
of the battle. He was quite con-
tent with a humble place in the
rear when it came to exchanging
hard knocks.

With glum faces the prefects
reached the landing at the foot of
the Fourth Form stairs.

Bob Rake waved a
to them over the bduicade

“You fellows want some mme'-’”
he called out.

“By gad!” remarked Algernon
Aubrey “Some fellows never
know when they’ve had enough.
Where did you pick up that nose,
Beauchamp?”

“Where did you get that eye,
Wake?"” inquired Stubbs.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You cheeky young rotters!”
growled Oliphant. *“Come down
out of that at once, or youwll be
fetched.”

“You’ve tried fetching us once,”
grinned Scott. "le it on again
as soon as you like.” '

“Come on!” roared Stubbs,
brandishing a fives bat.

'Thig way for .a
howled Wheatford.

Oliphant set his foot on the stairs.
There was some hesﬁatmn among
his companions. Never had the
felt so ‘““fed-up” as they did at
this moment—Ilooking up at the

TR
licking!

and |

cheery hand

| barricade and the grinning faces | to the winds.

(‘arker’s tyrauny no |

i
P

!

|

| Wake.

| them.

from their stronghold!?

and the variety of
weapons brandished 7ready for
them.

As a matter of fact the St. Kit’s
prefects were not in sufficient force

to carry the barricade by assault

| if the defenders stood to their guns.

Aund the magic of the pletectq
name had departed—accustomed
authority had broken down. A
few days before no mob of Lower
hoys would have dreamed of enter-
ing into a scrap with the Sixth
Form prefects; now they were not
only ready to do so, but quite keen
on it. They had beaten the Sixth
once, and c,ould beat them again.
“Look here, Oliphant,” muttered
Beauchamp. “It’s | Dokt
enough. What I say is, chuck it 1
“T've told Mr. Carker we’'ll do
our best,” muttmcd Oliphant.

“We jolly well can’t get over

that barricade unless they let us.’

“We'll try.”
“Oh, come on,” said Rupert
“We've gat to make those
cheeky young sweeps respect the
Sixth!”

“Back up!” said Oliphant.

He marched up the stairs. “The
prefects followed him, with many
misgivings. Carsdale trailed in the

1’!

| rear.

“Kire!” shouted Bob Rake.

Whiz! Whiz! Whiz!. Crash!

Missiles rained on the Sixth
Formers as they came on. Empty
sardine-tins, and cushions, and
books, and boots, all sorts and con-
ditions of things, showered on
A Greek lexicon landed on
Carsdale’s head—though he was

| farthest out of range—and he was

swept over. He crashed down on
the landing—and stayed there.

The rest of the seniors rushed up
resolutely.

They reached the barricade and
clambered savagely over it, laghing
out right and left with their ash-
plants.

There were wild yells from the

rebels as the hefty blows fell on
arms and heads and shoulders.
Bunny Bootles made a hurried
bolt for the top study, and one or
two other fellows followed him.
But most of the Fourth stood firm,
with Harry Wilmot & Co. Ld,shinn'
ashplants werc opposed by all sorts
of weapons with reckless energy,
and Oliphant made the discovery
that a golf club was a more formid-
able weapon than a cane. He rolled
off the stacked furniture as Alger-
non Aubrey St. Leger landed him

| with a golf club.

“Oh!” roared Oliphant.

“Sorry, dear boy, but you’ve got
to go—-"

“That’s for you, Beauchamp!”

(14 Oh g d RE |

“Down with the Sixth!” roared
Stubbs, lashing at Wake with a
fives bat—a terrific lash that
Rupert Wake just escaped by fall-
ing back and rolling on the stairs.

Oliphant came on again des-
perately He was i a furious
temper now, and he threw prudence

aood -

| assallants,

s | anoo

(Author of the famous tales of
Qreyfriars School appearing in
the “* VMiagnet ’’ Library.) y

.1 o

The vigorous defence
the 1rest of the
but Oliphant clam-
bered on desperately and sprawled
across the barricade. There his leg

back

drove

slipped into an opening of the
stacked tables and chairs and

' desks, and as he strove to drag it

out the other

leg slipped into
another crevice.

]TIL was held a
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WELL ON THE TARGET!

‘““ What ? ¥’ roared Gunter of the

werathful fist up

study
a yell from Gunter.

and it landed on Qunter’'s nose as he shook his fist.
““Ch ! You young villain ! ’" he roared.

and he tramped away.

Price
Twopence
“Travel, dear man,’ sald St.
Leger, shovmﬂ‘ the business end of

 the ﬂolf club under Oliphant’s
chin.
€ ¢ 011 ! OW !H

199

“Down with the prefeets!

“Oh, gad!” gasped Oliphant,
dazed and. dizzy.

He made a desperate effort and
wrenched himself free; but he was
no longer thinking of coming on.
He scrambled back to the stairs
and went stagwerm% down to the
landing . oiln his comrades
there. A roar of triumph from the
rebels foilowed him.

“TLicked !’ shouted Rake.

“Our win!” chortled Algernon
Aubrey.

“Give them some more.’

“Hurrah!”’

Missiles whizzed down on the

prefects and they were glad to seek |

the shelter of the lower staircase.
Carsdale was already gone.

“Come back, Oliphant!” yelled
.Scott *Come back and have some
more.’

2 Funks i &.hmeked Licke.

""Llcked to the wide. Ha, ha,
ha '™ .

On the lower staircase the pre-
fects gasped for breath apd looked
at one another with deep feelings.

“I'm done!” growled Beauchamp,

And the
others followed him.

Oliphant lingered a moment or
two, but it was clear that if he
made another attack he would
have to make it “on his own.”
With a moody brow he tramped
after the others. And deafening

‘“ Don't be an ass, Qunter !’ ex~-
claimed HarryWilmot impatiently,
Fifth.  **Ass !’ Qunter shook a

at the window. A sardine tin dropped from the ifop

There was

prisoner, within reach of a dozen
lunging weapons.

“Give him Jip !

“Mop him up !”

dea, has hal”

Oliphant struggled desperately.
His comrades rushed on once more
to his assistance, but again the
defence drove them back and omne
or two of them rolled down to the
landing.

“Stop it, you young scoundrels !”
gasped Oliphant.

Hisg ashplant had been wrenched
away, and Licke of the Fourth was

1?1

roared Stubbs.

belabouring him with i1t in great

excitement and with great energy.
Scott was jamming a poker 1into
his ribs, and Bob Rake fairly ham-
mered him with a shovel. The cap-
tain of St. Kit’s realised that it
was not good enough.

“Get going, then!” said Harry
Wilmot, laughing.

“You—you—you-——

23

cheers from the wvictorious rebels
followed him as he went.

The Vials of Wrath!

Mr. Carker was waiting in the
Fourth Form room.

His cane lay ready on the Form-
master’s desk.

Had the Sixth Form prefects
succeeded in overcoming the re-
sistance of the rebels, and marched
a defeated Fourth into the Form-
room, there would have been
an administration of punishment
which would have be¢en a record
for St. Kit's—even under Mr.
Carker’s rule.

Whether Mr. Carker expected
his prefects to succeed is doubtful.
He hoped, at least. His gaze was
on the door in the hope of seeing
Oliphant and his merry men arrive
W1t11 the defeated Fourth, shep-
herding them in to punishment.

the Sixth
‘Form-rocom, turning his back de-

4[4 /25

Three members of the Fourth
Form were in the room-—the three

deserters—Tracy, Howard, and
Lumley. They did not look as 1f
they were enjoying life. They
had been licked—severely—by the
new Head; their submission had
not saved them. Already they had
repented of their desertion, feeling
that they would have been better
off sharing the risks of the rebels.
The look on Mr. Carker’s face

roused their dismallest ' anticipa-

tions. Tracy, indeed, had not so
far shared in the revolt at all; but
that little circumstance seemed, in
Mr. Carker’s eyes, a trifle light as
air. He had caned Tracy as well
as Howard and Lumley; perha.ps
as a warning to him, or perhaps
because he felt such an intense de-
sire to cane somebody. And in the

Form-room, with Mr. Carker, the
wretched trio felt a good deal 11]50.

three Daniels in the den of lions.
Really, there was
whether Mr. Carker might not
turn on them at any moment.

But for the present, at least, Mr.
Carker did not heed them.

cgaze was fixed on the doorway. If
the rebels were brought to heel,
doubtless the submissive three
would escape further wrath.
if Mr. Carker was disappointed
Tracy & Co. were dismal, and they
had reason to be dismal.

There was a footstep in the cor-

ridor, and Oliphant of the Sixth.
appeared in the doorway.

Mr. Carker stared at him.
& Co. blinked at him.
was 1n a parlous condition.

He was dusty and dishevelled,
his hair was like a mop, ‘his coat

Tracy

was a torn rag, his nose streamed
red, and one of hig eyes was closed

and fast blackening. Obviously,
the captain of St. Kit’s had been.
tarough 1t—--—-badly

“WL” 7 exclaimed Mr.
angrily, *“I see you are alone, O}i~

phant. Where are they?”
“Where I left them, sir,” gasped
Oliphant. “They beat us off ——"
“What?”
“We did our best,” satd Oli-
phant. |
snort, from Mr. Carker.

“Do you seriously mean to tell
me, Oliphant, that the Sixth Form
prefects are incapable of dealing
with a handful of rebellious Lower
boys?”

“Yes, I do,” growled '()llpha-ut.
His temper had suffered much,
lmd he was in

“slanged 7 by Randolph Carker.

“What? What?
little more respectfully, Oliphant.
Do you mean to tell me that you
have left the juniors alone?”

6l 1"0

“l gave you orders—

22

“We’'ve done our "best, Mr.
Carker,” said Oliphant doggedly,

“and we're not doing any more.”
% \“\That? (jf:] ]_}a[‘k at ouncee,

phant, with the other prefects,

 and bring those young scoundrels

here by force!”

“Force 1s no good, sir;
mean business, and they're
many for us.’

‘Are you a coward?” bawled Mr.

Carker.

tlley
too

Oliphant’s eyes gleamed at him.

It was the last straw.

Y No,ostirl 1 'think ‘a/man a
coward who raises a storm like
this and then keeps out of the
trouble and leaves it to us!”

Mr. Carker gasped.

“What!  Oliphant, how dare
you—how 4 |

“We’ve never had this
with the juniors before!” exclaimed
Oliphant.
mot, is one of the most decent
juniors in the school.
backed you up because you re heads

master, not because you 're in the ..

right. And now we’re donel
Flmbhed' See?” |
And withe that Oliphant of

tramped outt of the

liberately on Randolph Carker.
“Oliphant ! roared Mr.

heed. He tramped away and dis-
appeared, . leaying Mr. Carker
panting with rage.

Tracy and Howard and Lumley
sat tight at their desks. They

Another big BOYS’ FRIEND surprise—6 ‘“ J. B. Hobbs ’ Autographed CricRet Bats oﬂ'ered in a splendid new competition in two weeks’ time!

no telling

His.

But

Oliphant

Carker

no mood to be-

Answer me 2

Oli-.

trouble
“The ringleader, Wil-,

We've

Carker.
" The captain of the school did not




KKKKKKK

41425

hoped that the new Head would
follow Oliphant. They trembled
at the thought of catching his eye.

But Mr. Carker did not follow
Oliphant. It was clear, even to
his dull and obhstinate mind, that
he had gone too far, and that he
could no longer rely on the sup-
port of the Sixth. As for punish-
ing Oliphant, that was out of the
question—the captain of St. Kit’s

could have handled Randolph
Carker with ease, and certainly
would have done so had Mr.

Carker laid a finger on him. Mr.
Carker’s last resource had failed
him, and he was left to deal
alone with the outbreak he had
provoked.

His glance turned on the quak-
ing three. They had done little
or nothing to offend him, and what
little they had done had been

punished severely. But Mr. Carker:

was in want of a victim. He
picked up the cane from the Form-
master’s desk.

1 r_PI_'El,Cy I?J

“Oh! Yes, sir!” gasped Tracy.

“Come here!”

‘The wretched Tracy dragged
himself out before the desks.

“T—I’ve done mothin’, sir,” he
panted. “I—I was against the
barrin’ out, sir—I haven’t joined
in 1t £
““Hold out your hand!”

Swish !

Tracy gave a wild yell as he
received the cut. Howard and
Lumley jumped up. 1hey felt that
their turn was coming, and they
raced for the door.

“Stop!” shouted Mr. Carker.

But the two nuts of the Fourth
were vanishing out of the Form-
room. Mr. Carker
them.

Tracy squeezed his hand frantie-
ally, almost weeping with- anguish.
He went to the Form-room door
and locked out. There was a sound
of flying feet in the distance.
Howard and Lumley had fled to
join the rebels—the Fourth-Form
nassage was the safest place for
them, with all its risks, as they
realised rather late.

Tracy hurried out of the Form-
room with the same intention. But
Mr. Carker was in the way, and
he dodged into a recess in the pas-
sage, still squeezing his hand. *

Lumley and Howard were racing
desperately up the stairs, with
Mr. Carker behind them. There
was a shout from the Fourth-
Formers above as they sighted the
fugitives.

“Ha, ha, ha! The jolly old
deserters !” roared Bob Rake. * Are
vou fed-up with Carker already,
you chaps?”

“Rescue!” panted Howard.
 “Let us in!” howled Lumley.
“Tor goodness’ sake let us 1n.
That beast is after us! Wilmot,
old chap!”

“Come on!” exclaimed Harry
Wilmot; and he gave Lumley a
helping hand over the barricade,
while Scott and  Wheatford
drageged in Howard. The two nuts
rolled breathlessly among the
garrison, panting with rehief. Mr.
Carker was not far behind.

As he appeared on the landing
a tomato-tin whizzed and landed
on his chin, well-aimed by Bob
Rake.

Crash'!

£ Oh !!!

Mr. Carker disappeared again.

22

He hurried downstairs to the
Fourth Form-room. He passed
Tracy in the recess in the corridor

without observing him, and hur-
ried into the Form-room only too
clearly to visit his vengeance upon
the junior he supposed to be there.
Tracy’s heart almost ceased to beat
as he passed, and the moment he
was gone 'Iracy raced for the
stairs. '

“Stop ™

It was Randolph Carker’s voice
behind him.

Tracy panted and tore on. After

him came the infuriated Mr.
Carker. Tracy ran desperately, but
as he reached the upper landing he
felt the grasp of the tyrant of St.
Kit’s on his shoulder. He spun
round and in sheer desperation hit
out at the angry face with all his

rushed after _
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force, and Mr. Carker, with a gasp,
sat down on the stairs. Tracy tore
on, panting up the Fourth Form
staircase, and bhelping hands from
the rebels drew him into safety.

Mr. Carker picked himself up.
He dabbed his nose with his hand
—his fingers came away red. In
a frame of mind that could only
be described as Hunnish, Ran-
dolph Carker stamped down the
stairs again.

Nothing Doing !
“Oh, dear!”

Thus Cuthbert
Bootles.

Generally speaking, the rebels of
St. Kit’s were in great spirits.
Victory had had an exhilarating
effect on them.

Not so Bunny Boeotles.

It was tea-time..

Tea-time was always a serious
occasion for Bunny Bootles. It
was always a doubtful point
whether he would get enough to
cat—Bunny’s idea of “enough”™
being extensive. And it was very
important that Bunuy should have
cnough to eat. Nothing else within

Archibald

!
1

_ BOYS’ FRIEND

Wheatford did not even trouble
to answer.

“ Myers, old man

“Roll away!? snapped Myers.

Myers was also conscious of a deep

22

vacuum within, and he secmed
crass. “@Give us a rest!”
“Catesby, old top i
“Go and eat coke!” snarled

Catesby.
“Jones, old man——
Jones minor did not speak; bhe

reached out with his boot, and

planted that boot upon the fat

3

person  of Cuthbert Archibald
Bootles.

Cuthbert Archibald sat down
suddenly.

eé O.‘V 1!‘?

Dismally Bunny picked himself
up and rolled awayv.  He Trolled
along the Fourth Form passage,
looking into study after study,
searching cupboard after cup-
board, in the lingering hope of
discovering some morsel that had
been overlooked. 1t was not a new
task for Bunny; study cupboards
never were quite safe from him at
the best of times; he was well-
known as a snatcher-up of un-

| considered trifies.

GELS v. PREFEGTS!

on.

yells from the rebels as the hefty biows fell on arms and heads and shoulders.
. firm.

e e e e ———" _— e e
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‘““ Fire !’’ shouted Bob Rake as the pr
whiz ! whiz !
1 hney reached the barricade and lashed out right and

Crash !

limits of the universe was
quite so important as that, in the
fat Bunny’'s opinion. And to-day
1t was not a question of a thin tea,
or even a very thin tea—it was a
matter of no tea at all, after an
extremely thin dinner.

No wonder Bunny Bootleg’
lamentations were like unto those
of Job—and he was worse off even
than Job of old, for he had mno
comiorters—not even Job’s com-
forters!

The other fellows, in the most
heartless way, as 1t seemed to
Bunny, disrcgarded the fact that
he was hungry.

Possibly the fact that they were
hungry themselves outweighed in
their estimation the severe suffer-
ings of Bunny Bootles. -

“QOh, dear! Oh, dear!
say, Wilmet!”

“Shut up, Bunny!”

That was all the sympathy the fat
Bunny received from the captain
of the Fourth.

“1 say, Rake

“Cheese 1t !”

“Algy, old man——-"’

“Blow away, Bunny!”

“T’m hunery!” 1roared Bunny
indignantly. *1 say, Wheatford,
have you got any toffee left?”

Ow! 1
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any of the rebels and the rest of
the school. There was no more
crowding of the fellows up the

stairs to talk to the rebels over the

barricade. They were cut off from
the rest of St. Kit’s now.
Wilmot, Bob Rake and Algernon
Aubrey St. Leger held a sort of
council’ of war in the top study.
On one point there was absolute
acrecment; they were not going to
give in to Mr. Carker. But other
matters were not so easily settled.

“You see, old beans,” said Alger-
non Aubrecy, “somethin’s got to
be done about grub. 1 don’t eat
much myself, but I own up that
I’'m feelin’ a sort of sinkin’ feelin’.
If we’d had time to get ready for
this jolly old bizney we could have
laid in supplies. Bt we hadn’t.”

Bob Rake rubbed his mose
thoughtfully.

“I suppose Carker’s idea 1s to
starve us out,” he remarked.

“That’s his jolly old idea—and
it looks as if there’s somethin’ 1n
it, old bean.”

Wilmot knitted his brows.
“We've got to stand 1t!” he
sald. '

“Oh, yaas!”

efects marcheé up the atéirs.
Miissiles rained on the Sixth-Formers as they came
left with their ashplants. There were wild

o - - -

Whiz !

But the Fourth stood

Lashing ashplants were opposed by all sorts of weapons, with reckless energy.

But there were no trifles left

now to be snatched. Hungry
juniors had cleared out every
morsel. Like the celebrated Mrs.

Hubbard, Bunny found the cup-
boards were bare.

Meanwhile, less ravenous fellows
than Bunny were beginning to
think that the situation was get-
ting serious. Every fellow in the
cgarrison was hungry; and there
was nothing for tea, and no pros-
pect of anything for supper—and
nothing for the following day so
iong as they remained barred in
their quarters. Elliott remarked
that they couldn’t live om air;
and the other fellows agreed that
they couldn’t.

It was up to Harry Wilmot to
find a way out of the diflicully;
but so far he had not found one.

Stubbs desperately suggested a
sortie, and a raid on the school
shop; but that suggestion was
much too desperate to be adopted.
The prefects had refused to make
a further attack on the barricaded
passage. But they were ready to
collar any stragglers from the
carrison ; and Mr. Carker was un-
doubtedly on. the watch.  On the
lower staircase Carsdale of the
Sixth was lounging, placed there to
nrevent communication between

ey

“We've got friends outside,”
went on Wilmot. ‘“Most of the
fellows are on our side, though
they won’t join up. But some of
them may lend a hand in getting
in tuck. We’'ve got cash iR

“Yaas, that’s all right!”

“We could let a bag down from
a window on a rope if—if some
chap outside would take the risk
of filling 1t for us.”

“If!” murmured Algy.

Wilmot crossed to the window,
There were two windows to the
top study, and one of them gave
a view on the quad. Fifty fellows
at least were in sight—classes
werc over at St. Kit’s. Groups of
juniors and a geood many senlors
were staring up at the Fourth
Form windows. Gunter of the
Fafth, with his chum Price, was
standing quite near, within call.
Harry Wilmot shouted to him.

“Gunter !”

The Fifth Former glanced up.

““Hallo !”

“Come a bit nearer, will you—
I want to speak to you.”

Grunter stared. Apparently he
regarded it as rather a cheek for
a fag of the Fourth Form to want
to speak to him. However, he
came nearer, and stood under the
window, looking up. :

|

|
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“Well, what is
Cheeky?” he asked.

“We want some grub.”
~“1 dare say you do!” grinned
Gunter.

“Will you get some from the
tuckshop if we let down a bag?”

it, young

“Well, of all the cheek!” ex-
claimed Gunter indignantly. ¢

you think Fifth Form chaps arve

 going to fetch and carry for you?

Upon my word, Wilmot, I believe
that you're the checkiest fag that
ever came to dSt. Kit’s.”

““Oh, don’t be an ass!”
claimed Harry impaticntly.

“What?” roared Gunter.

6 .&QLSS!?J

Gunter shook a wrathful fist uy
at the window.

A sardine-tin dropped f{rom the
top  study, aund it landed on
Gunter’s nose as he shook his fist.
There was a yell from Gunter.

“Oh, you young villain!”

A Tump of coal followed. Gunter
promptly backed out of range and
Price foliowed him, grinning.

But two or three Shell fellows
came towards the wall below the
windows. Babtie waved his hand
to Wilmot.

“Anythin’ we ecan do for vou?”
he called up. :

“Good man!
grub here——--"

Eric Babtie chuckled.

“That’s what I thought. Let
down a bag or something and we’ll
manage 1t for vou. You ecan
square afterwards.”

“You’re a white man, Babtie,”
sald Bob Rake. “The sooner the
quicker, old scout—we’'re famish-
ing. .,

“Right-ho !”

Babtie of the Shell cut off and
Bob . sorted out a large bag, to
which a -cord was attached. The
juniors stood ready to lower it
from the window as soon as Babtic
and his -friends returned with
supplies.

The news spread among the gar-
rison that relief ° hand.

CX-

We want some

was ab
There was a crowding of fellows
into the top study in eager expec-
tation. @ The lamentations of
Bupny Bootles ceased. His fat
face was bright with aaticipation.

- ““All serene, after all,” sad
Durance. *“ But if Carker happens
to be on the wateh e

“He can’t be on the watch all
the time,” said Harry.

*No, that’s so.”

“ Hurrah, herve comes Babtie.”

A crowd of eager eyes ivatched
the Shell fellow, from the window
of the top study. Verney major
and Parker of the Shell came bhacik
with him. Butl, to the surprise of
the watchers above, their hands
were empty.

“Hallo!”' roared
“Where’s the tuck?”

es Sorry 33

“Never mind that—where’s the
tuck?” shouted Stubbs.

“Can’t be done!” '

“ Well, you silly Shell-fis o

“Awf’ly sorry!” called up Bab-
tie. ‘““Carker’s been too much for
us. The school shop’s closed.”

“Closed !” howled Stubbs.

“That’s 1t! Mrs. Coote has strict
orders from the Head not to serve

Bob Rake.

' anybody in the giddy school, ex-

cept on a written order from a
prefect.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Nothin’ doing,” said Babtie.
“ Awiully sorry, and all that. But
there yvou are!”

And Babtie & Co. walked away.

The rebels of the Fourth looked
al one another. There was a deep
and dismal groan from Bunny
Bootles. He sank down in Algy’s
armchair. The dreadful news
quite overcame nim.

“Tuckshop closed!” murmuxed
Bob Rake. “Oh. my hat! Car-
ker’s a wary old bird! Of course,
he foresaw this.”

“Yaas,” said Algernon Aubrey
sadly. ‘“We might have guessed
that he would. He’s an awful
rotter, but he’s no fool.”

“What on earth are we going
to do?”. sald Stubbs blankly.

Groan, from Bunny Bootles.

“Shut up, Bunny!”

Groan! -~d+. .

(Continued overieaf.)
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Tracy maliciously.
to be done, I'd like to know.”

“Grub or no

“It’s up to you, Wilmot,” said

“What’s goin’
Wilmot looked at him.

“We're holding out,” he said.
orub, we're holding
out! Any fellow who doesn’t like
the prospect can cut as soon as he
likes. You seemed rather keen to

get away from Carker a little while

ago, Tracy. But you can go back
as soon as you like.”
Tracy sneered and was silent.
“It’s goin’ to be a frost 1f we

can’t get anythin’ to eat, though,”

said Verney minor.
- “While there’ss life there’s
hope.”

“Are we .goin’ to stay barred
up here till we come to eatin’
boot-leather?” exclaimed Leigh
savagely.

“Yes, if mecessary,’ answered

‘the captain of the Fourth coolly.

“Hear, hear!” said Bob Rake.

“Yaas, begad.”

There was a deeper groan from
Bunny Bootles. Keen as his appe-
tite was, the prospect of coming
down ‘to boot-leather seemed to
have a discouraging effect upon
him.

“Well, I think it’s all rot!” ex-
claimed Lumley.

“You can think what you like,

of course,” assented the captain

of the
shoulders.

Fourth, shrugging - his
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By Frank Richdards

(Continued from

previous page.)

floggin’. We can keep on Carker’s
right side by®bein’ civil to him
and givin’ him his head.”

Wilmot’s lip curled.

“We’re holding out!” he said.
““Nobody’s coming over the barri-
cade from the other side; but any
funk who chooses can get over 1t

from this side and clear. ‘That’s
final ! |
“Hear, hear!” murmured

Stubbs: but it was rather a dismal
murmur. The St. Kit’s garrison
were dismayed; there was no mis-
take about that.

Indeed, with a rather less vigor-
ous leadership it was probable that
the barring-out of St. Kit’s would
have ‘‘fizzled ” out very soon after
tea-time, and that Randolph
Carker would have triumphed.
But there was no lack of vigour
on the part of the rebel leaders.
Harry Wilmot was firm as a rock;
Rake was determined to fight to a
finish, and Algernon Aubrey St.
Leger, with all his fastidious
ways, was of the stuff that heroes
are made of and he had not the
remotest idea of giving in. And
the resolute three held the rebels
together. And Tracy & Co.,
though  they murmured and
orumbled and ocroused, shuddered
at the bare thought of facing Mr.
Carker’s vengeance on their own;
and even Bunny Bootles preferred
to groan in safety rather than offer

“If we all give in we get a! himself up as a victim to the
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England v. Scotland.
There is a great day for Scotland
this week-end—the match between
the chosen of that country and the

‘best that the ¥nglish selectors can

produce. Somehow or other, Inter-
national matches in England never
seem to grip to any remarkable ex-
tent, and the attendances are usually
no greater than can be found at many
ordinary League games, and smaller
than the average for big Cupties. But
in Scotland the day on which they
play England is the biggest event ot
the football year, and when 1 mention
that at Hampden Park, Glasgow,
over 127,000 people have attended to
witness an International match 1t will
be realised that the desire on the
part of the Scottish people to pull
through successfully assumes big pro-
portions. This week-end Scotland 1s
the home of the great fight, and there
is sure to be a huge crowd.

Scotland Still Leads.

In these games Scotland still has a

decided advantage. Leaving out the
“Victory ” Internationals, which are
not included in the official records,
Scotland ‘has won twenty; KEngland,
fourteen ; and the remaining fourteen
have been drawn. So clearly there 1s
a considerable ampunt of leeway to
be made uv, but whether England
will produce a good enough side to
hold their own is very doubtful. For
the past few years the England team
has been in what might be called the
transition stage—very few fellows
have shown such outstanding ability
that they have “chosen themselves,”
as the popular phrase has it. By way
of illustrating this fact 1t may be
mentioned that only two players who
represented England against Ireland
last October found a place in the

England eleven which played against:

How do you like ‘‘ The Barring-0

| Wales in ¥February. My own opinion

is that the English selectors try too
many experiments, instead of lindimng

J. HILL (Burnley).

Saturdayy April 4th.

First Division.
Arsenal v. Cardiff City.
ASTON VILLA v. Sunderland.

BLACKBURN ROVERS v. Notts County.

BURY v. Burnley.

HUDDERSFIELD TOWN v.
LIVERPOOL v. Birmingham.
MANCHESTER CITY v. Preston N.E.

Everton,

Neweastle United. v. West Bromwich A.

Notts Forest v. Leeds United.

SHEFFIELD U. v. Tottenham Hotspur.
West Ham United v, Bolton Wanderers.
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WHAT MIGHT HAPPEN

Below will be found our expert’s opinion of the probable results of the big games to be played on
The likely winning side 1s printed in capitals.
anticipated, both clubs are printed in smaller letters.
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tyrant of St. Kit's. So, although

| the spirits of the garrison gradu-
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ally sank down to zero, the
barring-out was still going strong
when night fell on St. Kit’s.

Vir. Rawlings' Request.

Mr. Rawlings tapped at the
Head’s door late that evening.

“Come in!” snapped the voice of
Randolph Carker.

The IForm-master entered, to
meet a grim stare from Mr.
Carker. The hour was late; all
the junior Forms—excepting the
Fourth—were in their dormitories ;
the I'ifth and the Sixth had gone
to bed. Some of the masters were
still up, in masters’-room, dis-
cussing the unprecedented state
of affairs in the old school.

Mr. Carker had not deigned to
consult them in the matter; he
knew that he had no help to expect
from them. Indeed, he would
scarcely have expected a set of
middle-aged Form-masters to join
in an attack on a barricaded stair-
case. Certainly he would have been
disappointed had he expected it.
But he had not even moral sup-

{ port to look for from his stafi.

Every member of the staff dis-
approved of his methods and dis-
liked him personally. Every one of
them longed for the return of Dr.
Chenies and the departure of Ran-
dolpk Carker from the school. In-
deed, in all St. Kit’s there was mo
one who wished him well: even
Carsdale, the bully of the Sixth,
his toady, was growing “fed-up”
with him.

“You!” sald Carker, staring at

the Fourth Form master. “ What

do you want?”

He had no civility to waste upon
Mr. Rawlings,

“A few words, sir, on the pre-
sent state of affairs,” said Mr,
Rawlings.

Mr. Carker held up his hand.

“That 18 enough! I have no
intention of taking advice from a
master who has, I am convinced,

' encouraged his Form to rebellion.”

a team and sticking to it until the
men have a real chance of getting to
know each other’s methods.

Fewer Anglo-8Scots.

There is, however, one thing to be |

said in favour of England. The
selectors always confine their choice

to men who are at that time appear- |

ing with English clubs, whereas the
other countries usually call upon
piayers who are connected with clubs
outside the country. All the same,
there has been an increasing tendency
on the part of the Scottish selectors
keeping more and more to the
“home > material, and the number
of Anglo-Scots has steadily decreased.

The Most Memorable Struggle.

Of the five matches played between
the two countries since the war. Scot-
land has won two, two have been
drawn, leaving England just a soli-
tarv victory. But what a victory that
was—the most amazing International
game I have witnessed in the whole
of my experience! It was played at
Hillsborough, the home of the Wed-
nesday club, at Sheflield, in April of
1920. The pitch was 1n rather a

dreadful state, and this may have |
accounted in a measure for the riot |

of goal scoring. Anyway, the busi-
ness of finding the net started early,
and inside a quarter of an hour
England - were leading by two goals
to one. Then the match swung round
in favour of Scotland, who put on
three goals 1n rapid succession before
the interval, and were leading by

Second Division.

Barnsley v. CLAPTON ORIENT.
Blackpool v. LEICESTER CITY.
Bradford City v. Chelsea.

Derby County v. Manchester United.
IFULHAM v. Oldham Athletic.

HULL CITY v. Stoke.

Middlesbrough v. Crystal Palace.
PORTSMOUTH v. Coventry City.

Port Vale v. Southampton.

SOUTH SHTELDS v. Stockport County.
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“That is untrue,” said Mr. Raw-
lings, “and I insist upon speak-
mg, Mr. Carker.”

“I will not hear you.”

“You will hear me, sir,” said
Mr. Rawlings quietly.
“Take care, sir!”
Carker. “I have already told you
that your services are no longer
required at St. Christopher’s. You
are, in point of fact, dismissed—
dismissed, sir, for negligence and
dereliction of duty. I object to
your remaining in this building.”
“I shall not heed your objec-
tions, sir,” said Mr. Rawlings,
“and, as I have already told you,
I will accept dismissal from Dr.
Chenies or from the Board ot
Governors, and certainly not from
you. The other masters are of the

same opinion.”

“I shall comnsider how to deal
with you, Mr. Rawlings. In the
meantime, kindly leave my study.”

“I have not yet said what I came
to say, Mr. Carker. To my mind,
it is a very serious matter that the
boys of my Form are now going
without food.” 4704

“That is their own fault!”

“It may be so; nevertheless, 1t

snapped Mr.

is a serious matter, and 1f pro-

longed may affect their health.”

“They have only to return to
their duty, Mr. Rawlings. You
may tell them so, if you wish,”
sneered Mr. Carker. |

“It is a state of affairs that can-
not continue indefinitely, Mr.
Carker.”

“That is my affair.”

“Some reasonable concession to
the boys—-"

“Enough i

“I understand, sir, that you
have announced your intention -of
expelling three of my boys—Wil-
mot, St. Leger, and Rake.”

“That is my fixed intention,”
said Mr. Carker, with bitter em-
phasis.

“St. Leger’s father, Lord West-
court, is chairman of the gover-
“Wil-

mot’s father is also a governor. 1

'am assured that they will allow

414125

you to carry out mno such inten-
tion.”

Mr. Carker smiled sneeringly.

“Lord Westcourt and -Colonel
Wilmot both opposed my appoint-
ment here,” he said; “1 owe them
no regard. Their sons are a bad
influence in the school, and I am
determined that they shall go.”

“Once more, Mr. Carker, I sug-

gest softer measures. A reasonable
concession to the boys—withdrawal
of the sentence of expulsion on
their leaders, a lighter punishment
than a flogging, and, after that,
leaving them in my hands with-
out interference—on those terms,
I am assured that this rebellion
could be ended at once.”
! “T will make no concession, sir
—none whatever,” said Mr. Carker,
“and as for leaving the boys in
your hands, you shall never be
allowed again to act as a master
here. I. shall take steps to
regularise your dismissal, and de-
prive you of your pretext for
| remaining here; in the meantime,
you will kindly mind your own
business.”

Mr. Rawlings breathed hard.

He was a peaceable gentleman;
but he felt an almost irresistible
desire at that moment to knock
down the new headmaster of St.
Kit's.

i  Mr. Carker doubtless read the
| thought in his flushing face, for he
added hastily:

“We are wasting time; 1t 1s
useless to bandy words. Mr. Raw-
lings, I request you to leave my
| study.” _

“Very well, sir,” gasped Mr.
Rawlings. * Very well! For the
present, sir, I do not see my way
|t-o interfere, but I do not answer

for the future.”

And the Fourth Form master
went out, closing the door hard
behind him.

| (Look out for many startling de-
velopments n this great school
story. On no account must youw miss
next Monday’'s long nstalment.
Order your Boys' FRIEND in advance
" and avoid disappointment!)
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four goals to two when the teams
crossed over. 'The match certainly

| seemed as good as over, but 1t de-

monstrated the truth of the old adage
that a game is not lost until the final

-

(Glasgow Rangers).

whistle has sounded. England
buckled on her armour in resolute
fashion, scoring three goals, and re-

| tired winners of what was perhaps

the most memorable contest of the
whole series by five goals to four.

| Practically the whole of the England |

team of that day have now retired
from the limelight, though men like
Jack Cock, the
Kelly, of Burnley; Grimsdell, of the

ON SATURDAY.

Where a draw 1s
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ut at St. Kit’s ! ’>—Frank Richards’ great new story ? Write and

centre-forward ; |

Spurs; and Longworth, of Liverpool,
are still very active.

A Fine Big One.

Of necessity I must write these
notes before the names of the men
who will play for the opposing
countries are selected, but I.am giv-
ing you the photographs of a player
l of each side who. very likely will pe

in the teams if they are fit. Long
John Hill has during the last few
months gained a lot of admirers as a
right half-back, and he will probably
be called upon to face a flying wing-
man from Scotland named Alan
Morton. Hill plays for Burnley, and
my readers may remember that some
time ago the Turf Moor authorities
gave what was nearly a record fee
to obtain his services from Plymouth
Argyle. Hill was then a centre-half,
but early 1n the present season he
was hurt, and a substitute in Armi-
tage played so well 1n the Burnley
side that he could not be moved even
| to make room for the big-fee man.
So by way of experiment Hill was
tried at right-half, and there are a
lot of people who think that he 1s
better 1im this position than ever he
was at centre-half.

Little, But Very Good,

Alan Morton, the outside-left of
Glasgow Rangers, 1s only five-feet-
five, but he 1s without doubt one of
the finest exponents of the art of the
wing game to be found in the world
to-day. Morton 1s a Glasgow man,
and in his school days showed signs
of developing into a good one. F¥or
| vears he played with Queen’s Park as
an amateur, but eventually—in 1920
—the Rangers persuaded him to be-
come a “pro,” and whenever there
has been a Scottish team to choose
since then Morton has never been
left out of consideration. If Hill and
Morton are opposed to each other
the onlookers should see some fine

duels.

‘(‘Féédlie”’ will contribute another
top-notch footer chat to our next
issue., Don’t maiss 1tl)
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lend me a hand.

-Gunner.

- study is the goods—what?
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The 1st Chapter.

The Hour and the Man!

“Ha, ba, hal”

Dickinson minor jumped.

Prep was going on at Rookwood
School; and in Study No. 1, in the
Classical Fourth, Dickinson ininor
and Gunner sat on either side of the
table, hard at work.

Dickinson minor, at least, was
hard at work. Gunner should have
been hard at work also. But 1t
seemed that his mind was straying
from the delightful pages of Virgil,
for all of a sudden Gunner burst 1nto
a laugh that rang through the study.

“Ha, ha, ha!” Gunner roared.

1t was no wonder that Dickinson
minor jumped. Everything about
Peter Cuthbert Gunner was emphatic,
He was burly in figure, his feet were
large, his mouth extensive and 1n
constant use. His voice loud and
imperative, and his laugh was quite
a hefty one. Indeed, a fellow who
heard Gunner laugh, without seeing
him, might have fancied that 1t was

the roar of a train in a tunnel_.
Moreover, there was nothing to

 laugh at that Dickinson minor could

see. Nothing whatever of a comic
nature was to be found in the pages
of Virgil. At all events, any humour
that might have lurked in that great
T.atin poet was hidden from the ken
of Dickinson minor. Yet Gunner,
looking up from the pages of P.
Virgilius Maro, burst into that roar
of merriment which almost shook
Study No. 7.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“For goodness’ sake, old fellow, be

‘quiel, and let a fellow get on with his

prep !” said Dickinson minor.

“Ha, ha,; ha!”

Gunner chortled gleefully,

“T've got it !’? he said.

“You’ll get 1t 1n the Form-room to-
morrow if you don’t mug up this
stuff 1’ said Dickinson minor. * Mr.
Dalton is getting fed-up with the way
you do_your con, I can tell you!”

“Blow Mr. Dalton!”

“Well, yvou can blow him, 1f you
like, but I'm not chancing 1t What
the thump are vou cackling at, any-
how 2’ asked Dickinson minor crossly.

“T’ve thought it out,” said Gunner,

Dickinson minor brightened a little.

“Thought this out? Then you can
The stuff must
mean something, or I suppose Virgil
wouldn’t have written it down. Look
at this, Gunner! Is it ablative or
dative—if you’ve thought it out?”

“T don’t care which 1t is! It may
be both. for all I care!” retorted
“T’m not thinking about
prep. Do you know that to-morrow
is the First of April?”

“T thought it might be as to-day 1s
the last of March,” answered Dickin-
son minor sarcastically.

‘““ All Fools’ Day, you know,” said |
“There will be a lot of |

Gunner.
flat-catching to-morrow. I've thought
it out. That ass, Putty of the Fourth,

- thinks he’s the only fellow at Rook-

wood who can jave a chap. The fact
is, when it comes to a real catch, this
What do
you think?”

“T think we’d better do our prep.”

“If you actually want me to punch
yvour nose, Dickinson. you've only got
to say so plainly,” said Gunner.
“Don’t beat about the bush.”

“T.ook here, Gunner—"

“T've thought i1t out. The best
thing ever thought of in the japing
line,” sald Gunner. “I'm going to

" fool the whole of the Classical Fourth

to-morrow—every fellow in the Form,
érom Jimmy Silver to Tubby Muffin,
ee?”

—

| stonily.

to jealousy and detraction
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“]1 don’t quite see, but I'll take
your word for it!” said Dickinson
minor, with a lingering eye on Virgil.
Gunner's conversation, no doubt, had
its attractions, but prep was prep.

“ At eleven,” said Gunner, unheed-
ing, “we clear out of the Form-rooin
for the quarter. Lots of the fellows

| buzz over to" the sergeant’s shop for

tifin in morning break. You know
that?”’ :

Dickinson minor knew it—knew 1t
so well, in fact, that he did not see
any necessity for Gunner to mention
1t. .
“Now, I often stand a spread,” said
Gunner. ‘Often and often. Suppose
I ask all the fellows to a spread in the
sergeant’s shop. Think they’ll all
come?”’

“T know they will,” said Dickinson.
*“*1 will for one.”

“ And when they get there—— Ha,
ha, ha!” Gunner broke off mnto a
roar of merriment.

“Well?”? said Dickinson.

“When they get there——"

Gunner broke off again. The con-
templation of his own irresistible
humour was too much for him. He
was quite unable to continue, and he
roared again and laughed till he
almost wept.

Dickinson minor gazed at him
He did not ijoin 1n Gunner’s
merriment, but was only, obviously,
waiting patiently for Gunner to shut
up. He had quite a long time to
wait.

“When they get there,” resumed
Gunner at last. “ When they—ha, ha!
—get there—ha, ha, ha !—instead of a

spread. 1 shall tell them—ha, ha!—
that it’s the First of April. Ha, ha,
ha !”

Gunner roared again,

“My hat!” said Dickinson minor.

“Surprises you a bit, what?”
chuckled Gunner.

“Yes, a bit,” said Dickinson,
gazing at his study-mate in wonder.
“Is i1t a Jjoke?”

“Ts 1t?” hooted Gunner. “Yes, vou
ass! Yes, you burbling dufter! 1t's
a joke—the joke of the term!”

“Oh, all right!”

“Fancy thewr faces chortled
Gunner. ‘“They’ll all roll up, expect-
ing a roval spread, and there will be
old Kettle rubbing his hands, think-
ing it’s a terrific rush of custom, and
then—ha, ha!-—then 1t will turn out
to be a First-of-April catch!”

Gunner yelled.

Obviously Peter C-.thbert Gunner
regarded himself  as “some ”’
humorist, and his intended °catch ”
as the catch of the season. Dickinson
minor wrinkled his brow, as if 1in a
great mental effort to see the joke.
He failed, and continued to look quite
serious. |

T”

“Fancy . their faces!” lowled
Gunner. *“What?”
“And fancy your face—when

they've done with you!” said Dickin-
sOn minor.

“Don’t be an ass, Dickinson! 1
suppose the fellows will be able fto
see a joke, especially such a splendid
joke as that, There never was such
a catch at Rookwood before!” |

“T’m sure of that!” agreed Dickin-
son.

“And never will be again!” said
Gunner.

“T'm quite sure of that. No fellow
would jape the Form like that a
second time—after what he'd get
first time,” said Dickinson.

“If you’re only going to talk silly
rot, Dickinson, you may as well shut
up !” said Gunner. “I'm accustomed
in the
Form, but it's a bit too thick in a
fellow’s own study.”

By

OWEN CONQUEST.

(Author of the tales of R okwood appearing in

the ““ P.pular.’’)
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Ilh" Peter Cuthbert Gunner iricks his Form-
' mates in splendid fashion !

A S

“ But &
“Shut up!”

Dickinson minor shut up.
gave him a glare

Gunner
and turned his
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“I meant that it’s the First of
April, old bean,” he answered.

Raby and Newcome chuckled, and
Jimmy Silver grinned. The FKistical
Four, of the KFourth, were walking
out mmto the quad after breakfast, on
that sunny April morning. = Jimmy
had forgotten, for the moment, that
1t was the first day of April, when
catches were the order of the day.

“Muflin !” bawled Lovell, as Tubby
of the Fourth came rolling along.

Tubby Mufhin blinked round.

“Did you leave that bag of tarts
on the window-seat 1n the passage?”
asked Lovell.

“No—I mean yves! Where 7" asked
Tubby ecagerly.

“*In the Fourth FForm passage——

Tubby Muflin did not wait for
Lovell to fimish. He bolted for the
House like a rabbit for his burrow.

“Well, vou must be an ass, Lovell,”
sald Newcome. “Tubby will bag
those tarts now, and they're jolly
well not his.”

Lovell shook his head.

“Tubby won’t bag any tarts,” he
answered. ““You see, there aren’t
any tarts. Iirst of April, old son.”

“Oh! I—I see.”

“Blessed if I knew you were such
a jolly old humorist, Lovell,” said
Jimmy Silver. “ But if you've taken
to leg-pulling mmstead of Cross Words,
all the better. I was going to tell

B

attention at last to his prep, and, | you I'd thought of a word of six
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up-ended the jar of treacle.

jerked his head from

e

oreatly to Dickinson’s relief, shut up
also. L . .
But he grinned gleefully over his

| prep till he was finished, and any

fellow looking into the study might
have supposed that Gunner was dis-
covering hitherto unsuspected jests 1n
the Aneid. As a matter of fact, he
was giving very little heed to the
Atneid, and his prep was scamped 1n
an even more slovenly manner than
usual. But when a fellow was con-
templating the biggest First-of-April
catch ever heard of in the history of
the school, he naturallv could not be

| expected to bother very much about

his lessons. At least, that was how
Gunner of the Fourth regarded 1t, a
view that was not likely to be shared
by his Form master.

The 2nd Chapter.
Catching Lovell!

“ Jimmy !”

“Hallo!”

“What the thump have you come
down without your  necktie ' for?”
demanded Arthur Edward Lovell.

Jimmy Silver’s hand went up to his

collar. '

“My tie’s on all right,” he
answered. “What the dickens do
you mean, Lovell 7”

Arthur Edward Lovell chuckled.

EVEN WITH GUNNER! | Jionhine
The fellows who were holding Gunner on the floor kept clear.
‘“ Ooooooch !’

‘‘ Ha, ha, ha !’’ Treacle flowed down in a steady stream upon Peter
Cuthbert’s upturned countenance.
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clear,” said

Mornington,
Morny
spluttered QGunner.

He struggled frantically, and

side to side, but there was no escaping that
steady, sticky stream.

&

letters, beginning and ending with
L, and meaning a thumping ass.”

“*Rot! There 1sn’t such a word.”
¢ . | A ' '
Yes. L-O-V-E-L-L,” said Jimmy

Silver, spelling 1t out. :

Raby and Newcome ' chuckled
again, but Arthur Edward Lovell did
not even grin. He did not see the
faintest resemblance to even a
shadow of humour in this little joke.

“If that's the best you can do,
Jimmy, you'd better leave jesting
alone, and make up your mind to
give 1t a miss,” advised Lovell.
“Hallo! Here¢’s Putty. See me pull
Putty’s leg.”

Putty of the Fourth had rather a
thoughtful expression on his face.
He was apparently thinking about
igatters more serious than First-of-
April catches. Lovell gave him a
cheery nod. But before he could ask
Putty whether he had dropped an
imaginary half-crown, Teddy Grace
addressed him,

“It's all right about your Cross
Word puzzle, Lovell.”

“IXh? What about my Cross Word
puzzle?” asked Lovell, in surprise.

Lovell had spent the previous even-
ing 1 elaborating a Cross Word
puzzle, which was to bring a prize of
ten pounds to the end study—perhaps.
He had not quite finished it—in all
Lovell’s Cross Word puzzles there

L chump !

post 1{~——-

study for?

- with quite a clouded brow.

DS (

were two or three words that per-
sisted 1n escaping him—and he was
now hung up, so to speak, for a word
of three letters beginning with X and
ending with Z, with J in the middle.

Having failed, so far, to find a
word that would fill the bill, Lovell
had had to leave his masterpiece un-
finished for the present.

“You meant 1t to go?’ asked
Putty. _
Sl s oo et f‘("DCﬂ:LC(l Lovell.

“I hope I haven’t made a mis-
take,” said Putty anxiously. *‘Look-
ing 1nto your study, I saw your Cross
Word puzzle on the table, with the
envelope addressed to the ¢ Kvening
Despatch.” Naturally, a fellow would
suppose that you had forgotten to

2
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“It’s not finished yet, you ass!

“(Goodness gracious! 'Then you
didn’t want 1t posted?”

Lovell jumped.

“You footling ass!” he roared.

“Do you mean to say you’ve posted
my Cross Word puzzle when 1t’s not
finished 7’

“Well, I only mecant to be oblig-
ing.”

“*You—you—you crass 1diot!”
gasped Lovell. *“*What the thump
did you want to mess about 1n my
The thing’s no good if it
isn’t finished. It won’t get a prize.
They won’t even look at an. un-
finished puzzle. You—you {footling
Can’t you mind you own
silly business ?”

Teddy Grace looked paincd.

“1 don’t call that grateful, when a
fellow has been domg you a good
turn,” he answered. * Suppose you’d
forgotten to post it over-night, you'd
be jolly glad I'd caught the ecarly
morning collection for you.”

“You ass!” howled Lovell. ' “If
that letter’s gone, I'll jolly well
punch vour silly head!” Ille looked
hurriedly at his watch. ““It’s not
gone yet. Old Tuke doesn’t collect
the letters from the school-box till
nine,”’

Lovell rushed away towards the
gates. I |

“Hold on, Lovell!” shouted Jimmy
Silver. **You’ll be late for class.”

Lovell did not even answer.

Being late for c¢lass might cause
trouble with Mr. Dalton, but that
was a minor consideration now.

Lovell had laboured long and hard
over that Cross Word puzzle, and all
his labour was wasted if 1t went oft
by post unfinished. Somehow or
other, Lovell had to get back the
letter addressed to “Cross Word
Puzzles, ¢ Evening Despatch.” ”

“Well,, you must be a thumping
ass, Putty!” said Newcome. *“ Didn’t
you look at the puzzle to sce whether
1t was finished ?”’

“Didn’t look at 1t at all--only
noticed it lying on the study table,”
said Putty. * Lovell doesn’t scem to
feel obliged. I sha’n’t do good-
natured things hke this agan.”

" Better not, if you don’t want your
nose punched,” said Raby.

Putty of the Pourth walked away,
Jimmy
Silver & Co. followed lLovell, and
found him mounting guard over the
school letter-box. In the distance, on
the road from Coombe, the plump
figure of Myr. Tuke, the village post-
man, was already 1n sight.

“You can’t get the letter back
now, Lovell,” said Jimmy. *“It's a

goner! Postmen aren’t allowed by
the rules to hand a letter back.”

“T’'ve got to have 1t, fathead!”

“Old Tuke won’t dare to give 1t
vou, even if he wants to,” said Raby.
“Don’t be an ass!”

“T'lIl jolly well make him

“Now, look here ” began New-
come.

“Oh, dryv up, you fellows!”
- Arthur Edward Lovell seemed quite
cross. Mr, Tuke came up with his
bag on his shoulder and nodded
good-morning to the Rookwood
juniors. He unlocked the box and
proceeded to collect the letters.

“There’s a letter of mine that was

'J..'r'

posted by mistake, Tuke,” said
Lovell. *I want it back.”

Mr. Tuke shook his head.

“Sorry, sir: can’t be done. Once

25

a letter’s in the box

“Tt was posted by mistake.”

“As much as my place i1s worth,
sir.” said Mr. Tuke.

“Look here, you know my fist,”
said Lovell impatiently. * Look!
Here’s some of my writing. You can
compare it with the address on the
envelope. It's a Cross Word puzzle
that’s been dropped into the box by
a silly ass who couldn’t mind his own
business.”

“Sorry, sir;-but—-

“Look here, vou can show 1t to my
Form master. if vou like, .and he’ll

3

tell you it’s all right;” urged Lovell.

Mr. Tuke hesitated. He was an
(Continued overleaf.)
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Dalton answers for 1t—-

posted 1t for me by mistake.
Just look over the letters, and I'll
point it out to vou—without touching

box

done with my Cross Word puzzle’

obliging old gentleman, and a shill-

ing slipped into his hand by Lovell
1t Mr.

decided him.

“Very well, sir,” he said.

22

“Oh, he will!” said Lovell confi-
dently. “You see, I’ve taken a lot

of trouble over that puzzie, and it’s

awful chump
See

not finished, and an

it, 1f you like.”
e Al vight; sie™
Mr. Tuke took the letters from the

box one by one, and Lovell glanced
at each as 1t was transterred to the |

bag.

There were a good many letters;

but the last was transferred, and still

the letter addressed to * Cross Word

Puzzles, ‘ Kvening Despatch,” ” had

not come to light.
“PDon’t seem to be here, sir,” said

Mr. Tuke.

“\gou must have left one in the
“ Look for yourselt, sir.”

Lovell looked. and had to be
satisfied. Mr. Tuke locked up the
box and plodded on his way, the
richer by a shilling easily earned.

“That i1diot Putty must have made
a mistake, after all,” said Lovell, 1n
oreat perplexity. ‘I suppose he 1n-
tended to post the letter, and left it
in his pocket all the time; he’s that
sort of a footling ass.”

The Fistical Four hurried back to
the House. It was time for morning
classes now, and the IFourth were
going 1nto their Form-rcom. Lovell
spotted Teddy Grace in the corridor
and rushed up to him.

“Putty, vou churap, what have you

23

“Eh? Nothing!”

“Where 1s 1t?”

“Where you
think !”’

“What?” roared Lovell.

“Didn’t you leave 1t on your study
table?” asked Putty innocently. *If
vou did, I should think it was there
now. - My hat! Did you gather from
what I said to yvou in the quad that
I had posted 1t?”

left 1t, I should

“Of course I did!”? shricked
[L.ovell. !
‘“Ah! You should have remem-

bered———"

“Remembered what, you ass?”

“That 1t was the First of April,
old man!” answered Putty affably,
and he strolled into the Form-room.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Jimmy
Silver & Co.

L.ovell stood rooted to the floor.

He had watched and counted the
letters 1n the box, and tipped Mr.
Tuke a shilling, and all the time—as
he now realised—his famous Cross
Word puzzle was reposing where he
had left it—on the table i1n the end
study ! ~

“Why, the—the silly ass! The
cheeky chump! I—I—" spluttered

Lovell.
“Ha,-ha, hal”
“What are you cackling at?”

howled Lovell. “I don’t see any-
thing funny 1n this!”

“Isn’t 1t as funny as sending Tubby
up to the Fourth Form passage to

look for a bag of tarts that 1isn’t
there?” inquired Jimmy Silver.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
23

‘“Fathead! T’

Lovell rushed

jolly  well

after Teddy Grace with his fists
clenched. |
“Putty! You silly chump! I'm

b )

going to——
“Lovell I’
It was Mr. Dalton’s voice. In his
excitement Lovell had not noticed
that the master of the ¥ourth was
already at his desk. Mr. Dalton gave
him a very stern look.

“T.ovell! What does this mean?”
“Oh! I—I——" Lovell stuttered
helplessly.

“You will kindly behave yourself

in the Form-room, Lovell,” said Mr.
Dalton severely, “Take fifty lines,
and go to your place!”

Lovell went to his place with feel-
ings that could not

into the Form-room

have been

e il
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expresssed 1n any language—even
German. Putty of the Fourth gave
him an agreeable smile as he sat
down.

The 3rd Chapter.

Catching the Fourth'

Tubby Mufin was the first to hear
the glorious news.

As he sat 1 class Tubby beamed.

Generally ‘l'ubby did not beam 1in
class. He did not like class; he had
an mborn dislike for anything in the
shape of work. That morning, too,
Tubby’s con was a Irittle worse
usual-——mot very much worse
than usual, for that was 1mpossible,
Tubby generally getting 1t nearly as
bad as a construe could be. Mr.
Dalton had rapped out ~wrathful
words at Tubbyv, and given him a
hundred lines. 3o really 1t did not
seem that Regimnald Muthn bhad any
great cause for beaming that morn-
ing in the Fourth Form-room.

Yet he beamed—he beamed lLike
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‘““ There’s only one little thing

April !

unto the sun at noonday. Iat satis-
faction 1rradiated his plump {face.

¥ was because he had heard the
news ! .

It was great news!

Whispered by Gunner, it had
reached Muffin first, and his fat ftace
came out 1n smiles like the sun
through the clouds. '

The news was that in quarter—as
the Rookwood {fellows called the
morning break of a quarter of an
hour before third lesson—in quarter
there was to be a royal feed in the
school shop. It was not to be a com-
mon or a garden feed, so to speak—
it was to be a royal and imperial
spread. Gunner, well-known to be
the happy possessor of plenty of cash,
wag standing it—standing 1t royally
to all the Classical Fourth. Kvery

~member of that happy Form was wel-

come to come along, to range him-
self at Sergeant Kettle’s counter and
to call for what he chose.

There had been other occasions
when such a spread had been stood
by some fellow in happy possession
of large cash resources—some fellow
with more money than sense, as it
were. But such occasions, naturally,
were very rare. Lubby Mufhiin could
remember one or two such,

The glorious news quite bucked
Tubby.

In morning break he was wont to
feel hungry. Many fellows dropped
into the sergeant’s shop in quarter
to fortify themselves for third lesson
with buns or tarts. Tubby always

said Gunner cheerily.
‘““ First of April—April Fools, you know

-

dropped 1n 1f he had any money, and
did not leave while any money was
left. But Tubby’s financial resources
did not equal his appetite—they were
extremely limited, and his appetite
was practically unlimited. So  the
news that Gunner was standing this
magnificent spread was tidings of
greab joy to Reginald Mufhn.

Ile proceeded to spread the glad
NCWS,

Myr. Dalton undoubtedly noticed an
unusual amount of whispering 1n his
Form during the lesson.

Once or twice he rapped out at
whispering juniors, and there was
stlence; but always the whispering
started again.

FFrom cnd to end of the Classical
Fourch the olod news spread.

Every fcllow was glad to hear 1t.

Iiven Jimy Silver & Co., leaders

. of the Form, were quite prepared to

back up Gunner on such an occasion.

Gunner, of course, was every sort
of an ass—he was hot-headed, he was
obstreperous, he had a ludicrous be-
lief that he could play games, he was
cheeky, and insulferably satisfied
with himself. But even Gunner was
tolerable at times—such tiimes as this,
for 1nstance, The Fistical Four
nobly resolved that they svould back
up Gunner, and help him to make

- this great function a success.

Even Mornington, the

l On Sale Thursday, April 2nd.
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I AP ST GRS of
GUNNER’S APRIL FOCGLS! 0

““ Eh !
““ Which ? **

“Eh? ¢ What ?

it’s a catch, see 2 77

supercilious dandy of the ¥ourth, was

| on. Townsend and Topham gave
Gunner quite kind and {riendly
| glances. The two nuts did not as a

rule conceal their opinion of Gunner
as a heavy-handed, uproarious soré
of a rufhian. Still. it was clear now
that Gunner had his good points, and
Towny and Toppy admitted 1t freely.
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THE BOYS' FRIEND
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ner stcod at the counter of the schooi tuck-shop, leaning on it, and
surveved his Form-feliows with a joyous grin.
said, ‘‘ you’ve come here for the biggest spread ever stood in the history of Rocokwood
you’ve forgotien e Wha‘t’at“ E;at .

a,

! The whole lot of you! There isn’t going to be any spread!

r

. — S oW

-sion he

There was perhaps one fellow who
did not share -in the general feeling
that Peter Cuthbert Gunner, for once,
had deserved well of his country.
That fellow was Dickinson minor.

Dickinson minor, mindfu! of what
Gunner had told him in the study
the previous evening, realised that
this was Gunner’s colossal jape—that
his fatuous study-mate really bad the
nerve to spoof the whole Form in this

- absolutely idictic and unpardonable

tnanner,.

Dickinson minor wondered rather
dazedly what weuld happen to

Gunner. He was guite sure that 1t
would be something starthing.

Ile did not venture to breathe a
hint to the other fellows of what they
might expect. He did not want to
draw down Gunner’s wrath upon his
own devoted head. Gunner’s punch
was far too heftv for Dickinson minor
to face it unnecessarily.  Certainly
Gunner would never have forgiven
himn for spoiling that colossal jape.
So Dickinson minor sat tight and did
not speak—only making up his mind
not to be present when the spoot
came off. He did not want to be In
at the death, as 1t were.

Lines fell unusually thick in the
(lassicel Fourth that morning; the
inattention of his class rather 1rri-
tated Mr. Dalton. But lines might
have fallen as thickly as leaves In

‘“ Qentlemen,’ he
¥ -t6¢ Hear, hear ! !

it That it’'s the First of
ha !’ roared Gunner.

ha,

Vallombrosa of cld without disturb-
ing the equanimity of the Classical
Fourth just then. Almost every
fellow 1n the Form was looking for-
ward keenly to quarter.

Tubby Muffin, indeed, was 1n an
ccstatic state—almost exalted. He
was to roll up to the sergeant's
counter and order what he liked—and
not to leave off the feed till his
rargantuan appetite was satished—
or till quarter was up. It was a
question of how much tuck Tubby
could stow away 1n fifteen minutes.
It was quite certain that every
minute of the fifteen would be
crammed with effort on Tubby’s part.
Often and often had Regimald
Adolphus Muffin distinguished him-
self as a trencherman. On this occa-
was going to break eall
records.

Tubby received, without heeding, a
hundred lines from Mr. Dalton; he

scarcely heeded even a rap on his fat |

knuckles from the pointer. In his
exalted state Tubby was far removed
from the common things ot the earth
—he was almost m a delightful
trance.

Never had the signal to dismiss
been so eagerly &waited by the
Classical Fourth. '

It came at last, and the juniors
swarmed out of the Form-room.

Like an army, they gathered round’

Peter Cuthbert Gunner in the quad-
rangle.
with a cheery-smile.

The colossal jape was already a

Price
Twopencs

| forgetting 1t.
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success. - Jimmy Silver, captain ol
the Form, was there—Arthur Xdwarc
Loovell, who never made a secret of
the fact that he regarded Gunner as
a clown, was there. Putty of the
Fourth, the practical joker of the
Forin, was there—to have his leg
pulled with the rest. Mornington,
the dandv—Toeowny and Toppy, the
immaculate nuts—Rawson, Flynn,
Oswald—almost every fellow 1n the
Form—Tubby Muflin prominent,
with his mouth watering. Really, it
was a glgantic success already; not
a fellow seemed to remember, for
the moment, that 1t was the First of
April. Gunner was going to remind
ten.

“You fellows coming?” he asked.

“Yes, rather !

*“ What-ho !”

“Good old Gunner !”

“Rolling 1n it—what ?”" asked Raby,
with a smile. Evervbody at Rook-
wood knew that Gunner was rich;
nobody, indeed, had much chance of
It was a circumstance
to which Peter Cuthbert constantly
alluded. Nobody at Rookwood could

faill to know that Gunner’s World-
Famed  Hardware had  turned
Gunner’'s pater into a millionalre,

and that Gunner senior handed out
liberal remittances to Gunner junior.
“Oh, ves!” said Gunner carelessly.
“J belteve I've got a few fivers in
my pocket. I generally have.”
“Lucky -bargee !” said Newcome,
with a laugh. -
“1 say, we're all ready, Gunner,”

sald Tubby Muffin breathlessly.
Tubby felt that time was being
wasted.

‘“Lead on, Macduff!” said Mor-
nington.

“After you, Gunner!” grinned
Flynn.

“Every fellow's welcome,” said
Gunner, with a chuekle. “Glad to

see you all round the festive board—
every man of you—ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha!” echoed some of the
juniors. They did not quite see what
there was to laugh at; but they
laughed because Gunner laughed; a
fellow who was standing that record

spread was entitled to be given his
head.

“Walk 1n, and call for what you
like,” went on Gunner categorically.
“1’ll be realiy obliged if every fellow
wall do his very best. 1 want this
spread to be a record.”

“We'll see to that,” said Oswald.

“Rely on me, Gunner!” gasped
Tubby Mufiin.

“Come on!” said Gunner.

He led the way briskly across tc
the tuckshop, behind the beeches.
I.ike one man, the Classical Fourth
followed on.

That Gunner was an ass, a rather
swanking ass, that he had more
money than was good for him, and
did not know how to spend 1t—all

this, no doubt, was clear enough.
Nevertheless, the Classical Fourth

felt quite kindly towards Gunner
just then; and if he found pleasure
in standing that royal and mmperial
spread, they were prepared to con-
tribute to his pleasure by fairly ex
hausting Sergecant Kettle’s supply of
good things.

Peter Cuthbert Gunner marched
into the school shop, with his army
at his heels.

Sergeant Kettle came out of his
little parlour and stared a little as
the Classical FFourth fairly crammed
his shop. He was accustomed to
doing a little business 1n quarter:
but this really looked like a shipping
order. The tuckshop swarmed—Shell
fellows who wanted to come 1n for a
ginger-pop or a bun found that there
was no room—even two or thrce of
the Fifth could not come 1in. The

| Classical Fourth were in possession.

Gunner stood at the counter, lean-
ing on it, and surveyed his Form-
fellows with a joyous grin.

“Gentlemen !” he said.

“Right-ho, Gunner, cut out the
speech !” said Tubby Muffin. “ We
don’t want to waste time!”

“ GGentlemen, you’ve come here for
the biggest spread ever stood 1n the
history of Rookwood 1

‘““ Hear, hear!”

“There’s only
you ve forgotten——

“Eh?' What's that?1”

“That it's the First of April!” said
(funner cheerily.

“Eh?”

“ What 1>

““Which 7”

“Ha, ha. ha!” roared Gunner.
“First of ' April—April Fools, you
know. The whole lot of vou! There
isn’t going to be:any spread! It’s a
catch. see? No giddy spread this
journev ! I've pulled your leg, see!
Ja. ha, ha!”’

one little thing

1)

Gunner' looked round him | Gunner roared with laughter.
| R
Don’t miss * Fooled at the First! ’>—the long story of Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim’s School, in the *“ Gem *’ Library. Out on Wednesday!

The other fellows did not roar.

eally, having been treated to so
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stupendous a joke, free of charge,
they ought to have roared. But they
didn’t! LThey stood and stared at
Gunner.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Gunner.

And when Gunner had finished
roaring, there was dead silence—a
silence that was positively painful.

The 4th Chapter.
Not a Success.

~ Peter Cuthbert Gunner
about him.

He seemed rather puzzled.

The joke of the term had failed,
somehow, to catch on. Apparently
Gunner had expected great merri-
ment, No merriment was to be
observed. Indeed, in Tubby Muffin’s
tat face there was something like
tragedy. It was no joke to Tubby.

““No spread !” said Muffin faintly.

looked

(' NO TJJ .

“Let’s have this clear,” said
Jimmy Silver soberly. “You've
asked us all here for a spread, and
now you say there 1sn’t any

spread.”

“It's a catch,” explained Gunner.

“1 don’t see the catch. Any fel-
low could tell whoppers, I suppose—
telling fibs and getting them belicved
1sn't a catch. Is that your idea of a
joke, Gunner?”

“It’s jolly well the biggest joke
ever heard of at Rookwood, and
chance 1t,” said Gunner warmly.

“1've spoofed the lot of you! You've |

come here for a spread, and there
1sn’t any spread.” |

“Is this where we laugh?” asked
Arthur Kdward Lovell, with deep
sarcasm.

" Look here, Lovell—-—-

Mornington pushed his way for-
ward. There was quite a grim ex-
pression oh Valentine Mornington’s
face. The dandy of the Fourth con-
sidered  Gunner’s  spreads rather
below his lofty dignity, at any time.
Now, after he had condescended to
take part in this particular spread,
there was no spread—only an extra-
ordinary effort at humour on the part
of Gunner. Mornington was wrathy.
- “Gentlemen,”  said Mornington,
“Gunner brought wus here for a
record spread. Now he says it's a
joke. Possibly there may be some-
thin’ funny in it—Gunner seems to
think so; that noise you heard just

1)

now like an air-raid was Gununer
laughing. But we didn’t come here

to see Gunner doing a funny turn.
Collar him !”
* What-ho !

“ Here, hands off I”” roared Gunner. .

in alarm. *“Can’t vou take a joke?”

“We'll take you instead!” said
Morny. |

* Hear, hear!”

Gunner struggled as six or seven
irritated fellows grasped him. He
was a hefty fellow, and his struggles
were powerful; but they did not
avall him. Ile came down on the
floor of the tuckshop with a bump.

“ Keep him there,” said Morning-
ton, who had evidently taken upon
himself the leadership in the proceed-
mngs.  “Sit on him, Muffin.” '

“What-ho !” gasped Muffin.
there was an agonized squeal from
Gunner as Reginald Muffin’s avoir-
dupois came down on him with a
bump.

“A jar of treacle, please, M.
Ihettle,” sgid Mornington.

. YQE‘, sip. P

“Ieep clear,’

J

said Morny.

The fellows who were holding
(runner on the floor kept clear.

Morny up-ended the jar of treacle.
" Ooooooch ! spluttered Gunner.
“Ha, ha. ha !
Treacle flowed down in a steady

stream upon Peter Cuthbert’s up-
turned countenance.
IHe struggled frantically, and

jerked his head from side to side:
but there was no escaping that
steady, sticky stream. |

It flowed over his face, it flowed
over his hair, 1t flowed into his collar
and down his neck and over his
walstcoat.

Sergeant Kettle looked on blankly.
He was not unaccustomed to pranks
among the cheery young gentlemen
of the Ronokwood Fourth. But this
seemed to Mr. Kettle really the
Limit.

"Gug-gug-gug !” came faintly from
Gunner. '

“Have you any cheap eggs, Mr.
Kettle?” asked Mornington politely.

“New-laid, Master Mornington.”

““New-laid eggs are no good. The
older laid the better.”

“I've got some at ninepence a
dozen that I've had in stock some
time, sir,” sald the sergeant doubt-
fully. “But they ain’t any good,
excepting for -cooking.” A

“That’s all right, We’re cooking
Gunner.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Really, young gentlemen——->=?
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“Hand over those eggs.”

“I—1 say!” gasped Gunner 1in
“I—I say! Lemme gerrup !
I say! Tll smash you! Grooogh!
Ooooch !”

Mornington proceeded to break
eggs on Gunner’s prominent nose.

The sergeant had said that the
eggs were no good, excepting for
cooking. But to judge by the scent
that arose from them only a very

hardy cook could possibly have used |

them.

But they were good ‘enough for
Gunner.

Ancient egg after egg cracked on
his nose, and Gunner spluttered, and
gasped, and squirmed in a state of
horror and misery. The fellows who
were holding him coughed and
gasped, but they did not let go.
Gunner had asked for this, and
Gunner was going to have it.

“This 1s where you laugh, Gun-
ner,” .said Mornington.
of the term, old chap.
all of us, and now all of us have
caught you., See?”’

“Grooegh !

“Like a few more ?”’

“Gug-gug-gug! Ooooch!”

“I think he’s had enough,” said
Jinmy Silver laughing.

“Well, 1t’s up to Gunner to say so
if he hag,” said Mornington. “ Have
you had enough, Gunner?”

“Ow! Qooch! Groogh! Yes.”

i

“The joke -
You caught

I

“We came here for
Well, then——"
It

indignantly.
a spread, didn’t we ?

“Now then, what’s all this?”
was the
Sixth at the door. ‘“Make room,
there! Is this a riot?”

The captain of Rookwood shoved
into the crowded shop with a frown-
ing brow. Prefects of the Sixth took
their light refreshments in the inner
room, in great state, and they were
accustomed to walking through the
other shop loftily, with respectful
fags making way for them. On this
occasion Bulkeley of the Sixth had
to push his way in, like a fag of the
Third of Fourth, which considerably
ruffied the great man.

“You young rascals! Why, what
—what—what———"

Bulkeley fairly stuttered as he
caught sight of Gunner. The treacly
and eggy youth was scarcely recog-
nisable.

“What
Bulkeley.

“Groooogh! Oooop! Ug-gug

“Is—is that Gunner ?”

“Gug-gug-gug !’

The crowd i1n the tuckshop melted
away. KEven Mornington felt that it
was time to go when the captain of
the school took a hand in the pro-
ceedings. In a remarkably short
space of time the swarm of Fourth-
Form fellows had cleared off, leav-
ing Gunner to face the captain of

2

on earth——’ gasped

15!
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startled Sixth-Formenr.
landed.
Qoooch !

UNNER’S BOOBY TRAP'!

Right on Bulkeley’s head came the cardboard box, shooting out its contents as it

Bulkeiey
pushed en and entered.

it op

Floods of soot flew round Bulkeley, and smothered him from head to foot.
Mmmmmmm ! "’ came in choked accents from the captain of Rookwood.
from the Fourth.

“He's done it ! "

“Are stand the
spread ¢’

“What ?”

“We're ready, if you are.”

“You silly ass—groogh !—there 1sn't,
any spread. OQoooch! Don't I keep
on telling you it's a catch?
Qoooochhh !

“PDear me ! He wants a few more,”
said Morningon.  *‘ Another dozen
eggs, sergeant, 1f you please! Older
ones, 1f you have any,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“Hold on!” shrieked Gunner.

“Are you ready to stand that
spread 7”?  asked Mornington -amid
yells of laughter from the IFourth.
The juniors could see now what
Morny was driving at.

“Ow!. Yes—anything!” shrieked
Gunner. “Oh dear! I’ll stand any-
thing you like! Oooooch! Leggo!
Keep off | Ow! Wow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!™ |

“Let him get up,” said Morning-
ton. “Mind, Gunner, the eggs are
ready. Tell the sergeant, and hand
over the cash 1n advance.”

ii'I I I 33 |

“What a joHy good 1idea!”
chortled Tubby Muffin. *“ He brought
us here for a spread; make him
stand 1t.”

“'m jolly well igoing to,” said
Mornington coolly. &

“Hold on! That’s rather too
thick, you know,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Gunner’'s had enough. Let him
I‘ip..” .

“Rabal™”

you ready {o

1V “Yes, rats!” roared Tubby Mufiin |
‘“ Lovell’s Revenge ! ”’ is the magnificent story of Jimmy Silver & Co. for Monday nexi.

Rookwood, spluttering treacle and
COUOSs

e N
.

"What have you been doing, Gun-
ner?” demanded Bulkeley.
you fall- mto a box of eggs,
what 7"’ _

“Lroogh! [—I——~ Oooooch !”

“You horrid voung ass! Go and
get yourself clean at once,” ex-
claimed Bulkeley. “ Do you hear?
(o and clean yourself !”

H.I ‘I _Jl

“And come to my study at four
o’clock,” said Bulkeley. “I shall
give you six for this. A pretty state
for a Rookwood fellow to be in!”

“I—1———" spluttered Gunner.

“Cut!” snapped Bulkeley angrily,

And the unhappy Gunner -cut,
fairly streaking across the quad, and
bolting into the house, and not
slackening pace till he was in a bath-

| rYOOIll.

The 5th Chapter.
Sauce for the Gander.

Third lesson was in progress in the

Classical Fourth room, when Gunner |

reappeared there.

He was very late for class.

With all his efforts, with steam-
ing water and plenty of soap, he had
not quite succeeded in cleaning off
all the treacle and eggs. His hair
was still sticky, and an aroma of
ancient eggs clung about him lov-
ingly. He was only 1mperfectly
swept and garnished when he reap-
peared m the Form-room, though
his face was crimson with his efforts.

voice of Bulkeley of the |

"""“'l\ﬂlﬂ\”lm“{"'*} .
R

;'f i;he Sixth reached his study
Crash !

‘‘ Ha, ha, ha ! "

o Peice

| Mr. Dalton gave him a stern ‘look. '

“Gunner, you are a quarter of gn |
hour late!”
| ; Yes, sir; I—"" began Gunner. ﬁ

I'ake two hundred lines.”

“q 99 |

“Go to your place!” said Mr. Dal-
ton, frowning.
| Gunner sat down indignantly.

During the remainder of the third.
lesson he cast indignant glances at
his Form-fellows, and scowled at
Dickinson minor, upon whose face he
fancied he detected a lurking grin.

Gunner felt that he was a much
misunderstood youth.

That fellow Putty of the Fourth
| was always japing somebody, and the
fellows generally laughed over his
jests. And here was Gunner, spring-
ing the catch of the season on the
Fourth, and getting the ragging of
his life by way of reward. Gunner |
felt that 1t was unjust, and he re-
flected bitterly that a fellow of his
| intellectual powers was wasted at
Rookwood. He had bagged a terrific |
ragging from the Fourth, and he was
booked for “six” from Bulkeley’s
ashplant; that was his reward for
seeking to add to the gaiety of exist-
ence at Rookwood with his colossal
jape. No doubt 1t was the reward
' he deserved, but Gunner failed to
understand that. Indeed, the things
Gunner failed to understand were

777% )y,

door, and, finding it ajar,
‘“ Whooop !’ roared the

‘““ Groogh! Hoooh'!
There was a shriek

too numerous to enuwmerate. 'This
was only one of them. |
(runner sat and glowered, while the
rest of the Classical Fourth grinned.
Only one fellow glowered like Gun-
ner. Tubby Muffin was burning with |

resentment. He had dreamed
ccestatic dreams of that unlimited
spread which, after all had never

come ofl, and never was to come off.
His 1magination had wandered a.i.l
large among unnumbered cakes and |
tarts, piles of dough-nuts and monn- |
tains of meringues. And 1t was only
a catch—and that idiot Gunnerl
thought it funny!

IHad Tubby Muffin been a fighting
man, like Jimmy Silver, or Lovell,
or Conroy, Gunner would have been
booked for a battle royal after class.
Unfortunately, Tubby was not .a
fighting man. Sometimes he related
to the Fourth deeds of derring do
that had occurred in the holidays,
but at Rookwood these bold deeds

| were never 1n evidence. Tubby
| vearned for drastic vengeance on

| Guuner, but was pamnfully aware of
the fact that he was quite uinable to
tackle Gunner’s little finger in actual
combat. But he wanted vengeance,
and he wanted 1t badly. Iiven the
worm will turn, and 1t was generally
considered 1 the Rookwood Fourth
that Tubby was a good deal of a
| worm. That royal and imperial
spread, which was gone from his gaze
| like a beautiful dream, haunted
Tubby’s fat mind, and his wrath
agrew and grew.
| After third

lesson, when the

Be sure you
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Classical Fourth came out, Gunner
stalked "away by . himself—refusing
even te speak to Dickinson minor.
He was angry and he was indignant
—though not so angry and indig-

lnant as T'ubby Muflin.© Muffin rolled

out after the Kistical Four. ,.

“I say, Jimmmy, old man, that
beast—that ass—that villain—that—
that Hun, Gunner—he ought to be
jolly well licked-———"’ |

“He's been jolly well ragged,” said
Jimmy Silver, laughing. 1T fancy he
will think twice before he plays silly
tricks again.”’

“What's a ragging 7’ said Tubby
contemptuously. ‘*What he wants is
a thumping good licking! I say,
Jimmy, do you think I could lick
Gunner 77 '

1_“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Jimmy
Silver.  “Perhaps you could, old

man, if his hands were tied, and he
sat down and let you do it.”

v ‘; W"ell, you lick him,” :iaid Tubby.
“ You're captain of the Fourth, and
it's up to vou. I’ll hold your jacket.”

*“Oh, give Gunner a rest.”

“He bhasn’t had half enough !’
roared L'ubbyv. “Not a quarter!
Look here! 1f you’re afraid of him,
Jimmy Y aroooooooh !*

Regmald Muffin suddenly found
himself sitting down in the quad; and
Jimmy Silver & Co. walked on and
left him there. | |

The fat Classical picked himself up
and snook a plump fist after the
chums of the Fourth, and rolled away
in wrath. Until dinner-time Tubby
Muflin. was quite busy interviewing
various fistical members of the Fourth
Form, such as Conroy and Morning-
ton and Erroll and Rawson, urging
that Gunner should be given the lick-
ing of his life, But the general
optnon seemed to be that Peter Cuth-

bert had had enough. = Indeed,
Morny, on reflection, wondered

wiether he had not given him a little
too much. T'ubby was sent bootless
away, only .comforted by the know-
ledge that Guuner was to go to
Bulkeley's study at four o’clock to
take “six.”” That was something
but 1n Muffin’s opinion it did  noi
nearly meect the case, |

Iiven dinner did-noet placate Tubby
He had only cnough for
three fellows, so he was still hungry
when he finished. He eved Gunner
morosely as the colossal japer stalked
away alter dinner. Never had
Reginald Muffin so deeply regretted
that he was not a fighting-man.
Gunner had to be punished.
Ordinary offences 'T'ubby could have

forgiven. Had Gunner kicked him,
i
L'ubby would have forgotten the

matter as soon as the ache had worn
off. Ie was not unaccustomed to
kicking. But to ask a fellow to a
magnificent spread, and then to tell
him that it was only a catch, was
unpardonable! It was bevond the
limit ! It was what some novelist has
called the Thing-too-Much.

Tubby Muffin was not used to
thinking, but now he thought and
thought, and though his fat brain did
not work easily, 1t worked at last.
I'rom the depths of his wrath and
resentment was born a scheme thai
irradiated his fat face with a cheery
I,

He rolled along to Gunner’s study
in the IFourth.

Peter Cuthbert Gunner had retired
to his study, like Achilles to his tent,
in the same sulkv humour as that
(recian chief. He did not Jook
pleased when Tubby Muffin's fat face
looked 1n. |

In fact, he scowled, and reached for
a Latin dictionary, with the obvious
intention of “buzzing ” it at Reginald
Mufhin.

*“1 say., Gunner,’
hastily, ‘““‘hold on!
sage !

Gunner paused, dictionary in hand. -

“Cough it up!” he snapped.

“Bulkeley——-"’

“Blow Bulkeley! I haven’t got o
go to his study till four!” growled
(runner. “’Tain’t four yet. And
I've a jolly good mind not to go, any-

" exclaimed Tubby

I've got a mes-

how. Who's Bulkeley, I'd like to
know ! >
“The ‘six’ is off,” said Tubby.

gt 1+ e

“You see, Bulkeley didn’t under-
stand,” said Tubby amrily. “He
didn’t catch on to your ripping jape,
vou see. Now he knows, he’s no end

tickled. He thinks it’s the biggest

First of April catch ever thought of.”

Crunner’s brow cleared.

He smitled.

As 1t was still the First of April,
and Gunner was so keen on flat-
catching himsclf, 1t might have
occurred to him that Regmald Mufhin
was pulling his egrégious leg.

But it didn't! So convinced waz
Gunner that admiration was his due

(Continued, overleaf.)

read it !
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him out a dose of his own medicine,

as 1t were, ‘
“Welil, want to hear the message 77’
asked Tubby, affecting to turn to the
door.
“Get on with 1t!” |
study,””  said

~ Published
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“Ha, ha, hal”

In about ten minutes most of the
(lassical Fourth knew where Gunner
was, and what he was doing, and

quite an army of juniors gathered to

watch for Bulkelev. of the Sixth fto
return from his walk.

_THE_BOY

chair, chortling. In that black and

@ | sooty figure he did not recognise the
T ROOKWOOD t | captain of Rookwood. He supposed
APRIL FOOLS A ® that this was Neville, caught as per
. | | - programme. | ‘ )
(Continued from previous puge.) “Ha. ha, hal!” roared Gunner.
- “Caught!  What? First.of April,
$M@‘WWWWMW i you know ! .Ha, ha, hal?- - L
. Tl . i , " Bulkelev gouged soot from: Lis eyes.
that he was not in the least surprised “ Great pPip ! Even  Gunner | Hg gave Gunner a sooty glave of the
io hear that Bulkeley—now he knew | couldn’t be such an ass ! exclaimed { 1host intense ferocity.
the facts—regarded him with the | Jimmy Silver. “You—you! Did vou do' this,
merited admirvation. “He is—he are-—  Ha, 119:.; ha !l Guoner?” |
Not for a second did it enter his He, he, he_}_” squealed _Tl'ubby. He's | ““Veos:  rathert " “Ha," ~ha, " "hal
<olf-satistied mind that so insigniicant keen on Iirst Of, April catches, 130“ Where's Bulkeley ?” '
a person as Lubby Muffin was giving ]‘i'ﬂf}";’%-’- Now he e geiting one iaun- “What! Don’t you know I'm
Lhim a HFirst of April jape—handing self !  He, he, he '™ Bulkeley, you young 1diot? Are you

mad ?”’ yelled the captain of Rook-
wood. |

Gunner jumped.

“Youl, ©Oh! 1:thought—l—1
what—oh my hat! Here, leggo!
Leggo my collar! 1 meant—I—I1
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“THE BARRING-OUT AT
ST. KIT’'S!"

crafty Chink, who 15 wiiling to act
in any capacity if he 1s well paid,

rqgn . 4 O ¢4 L ’ ' ! ‘ ' z, <4 !
“UTea 1n Bulkeley’s | : M s e Aoy SRR i -'?mi See Yarooh!  Whooop! . Gaskho risks- little.  Naturally he
Tubby. “He’s gone out with Neville | eanwinlie, rerer Lutloel unner | Help ! Next week’s grand instalment of | knows there 18 some risk, and that, 1if

now : but he will be back at four to

tea. 1 suy, Gunner, I wonder i
Bulkeley would mind if you took me
with you?”

This was really a master-stroke of
diplomacy on Tubby’s part. He
knew what the answer would be.

Gunrer snorted.

“ Catch me taking you, when I'm

was busy in Bulkeley’'s study.

He was very keen to help in that
supposed jape on- Newville, and to
shaw the Rookwood captain that he
was an ally to be relied upon.
for a moment did a doubt cross s
mind. The booby-trap in Bulkeley's
study was quite a masterpiece in 1ts
way.

Never

Bulkeley had scraped away eunough
soot .to ‘see his way :about. He
grasped Gunner with his leit hand,
with his right he grabbed up his ash-
plant from the table. Why Gunner
had done this, how a Lower boy had
found the nerve to jape the captain
of the School in his own study, were
questions Bulkeley did not bother to

Frank Richards’ serial sees hostilities
in full swing. It’s a ding-dong
struggle between Mr. Carker and the
rebels. Full sympathy will go to the
insurgents in their revolt. hey had
Leen stung into rising agatnst the

enormities of the temporary Iead,.

vice Dr. Chenies, who was the victin
of a somewhat mysterious assauit.

failure comes, hidings will be handed
round generously. Still the Bey takes
the chance, and the result of the fell
conspiracy wiil ~ocecasion some sur-
prise. Scorcher Wilkinson takes =
hand in this sensational and ingeni-
ous .varn. I am constantly getting
requests for more adventure stories.
Here vou have one of the very best

asked to tea by a friend in the Sixth l Guuner set the door a few inches® find 9 ahbNer to J_L?St' then. All he | At present Mr. Carker is almost | ever devised.
Form !’ he said contemptuously. ajar., On top of it he carefully though? . about e ‘-“-‘*ﬂ”}% _“”t'h alone in his glory, and there is very | =
Tubby winked at the ceiling. balanced a cardboard box he had | G”]];ml = the w 4d h? (1“_&'?;?{]: , | little of it. 'T'here is plenty to grip -
“Well, as a pal, Gunner, you know | scouted out of a cupboard. The \,‘ hack ! '\VhacL. W had} : \-*111.;1(4:. vou next Monday in the stand-up “GOALIE’S ” MIXTURE!
L) i | cardboard box was nearly filled with Gunner roared and squirmed, and b ahit -of Harry Wilmot & Co: | against . S i
¢ Ohecss 161 said Cunner soot industriously scraped out of the | collected a good quantity oif soot | '© il Tangedior UEIES il B peli I W Our smart little football feature
¢ M1 | R WY : SRR e 7 - from Bulkeley. But there was no i e sl b every week puts the gilt on Monday.
Oh: ‘Lu }lght . _Sﬂ,ld '!'Ubby. t,hm'lne}. < ; y T 1 . 4 ' f]fllﬁh. T oo Ik Lo % o ML ,b.'- o :
sulkily. “I don’t want to come !” . Having - completed his prepara- | Soby 'fm- him. Whack! Whack! ~ Goalie " to”“-‘.’?f Ox the great El_"b'
“You jolly well do, but you| tions, Gunner sat down in Bulkeley's \\f{iaﬁlf. .1 . 4 o ject Ot: the winter. game \‘_ﬂ}l.th ‘the
won't I’ said Gunner coolly. “Is | armchair to wait with a checry satis- Sulkeley secmed to U.““" that he ‘“« POSH AT THE WHEEL!!"” talent of. the true expert. - e 1s a

there anvthing more? Cough 1t up
!!!

gnd take your tace away :
“T’ve a jolly good mind not to tell
3‘0!1 )
“Out with 1t!” snorted Gunner,
with a threatening motion of the
Latin dictionary.

fied smile on his face.

At a short distance most ot the
Classical Fourth were waiting. There
was a buzz of excitement among the
juniors when Bulkeley of the Sixth
was observed crossing the quad from
the gates.

was beating carpets.
Whack! Whack! Whack!
Gunner had been booked {or “six’
from the ashiplant. But 1t was prob-
ably nearer sixty that he collected.
Bulkeley did not leave off till his
arm was tired—and he had a hefty

)

There are brisk doings at the Wick
in  the new - instalment of David
Goodwir’s story. Cyril Dabbit once
again . shows himself to Dbe ‘a
thoroughly enthusiastic sportsman,
and he and Posh play very stiiking

-

man with an all-round grasp of the
game, and he is a daisy for detail. 1
am certain’ his coming article will
aget there with all footer cnthusiasts.

i e i

LOOX QUT FOR THIS !

Tk - 1 RO A T S armn. When he was finished he ! varts gt the oreat fixture. This is ¢ a R ; :
“Woll. vou're to wait for Bulkeley IHere he ' comes!” murmured RN C I e ) A 3/ i) parts at fh(; great iﬂ‘*-‘,}m‘-—- This 15 a Our list of Results 1in the recent
: R T R | | Puttv of the Fourih. And Puttv re: wirled Gunner from the study, and | gathering for costers’ donkeys, and ph b ol e R B b AT i
in his study, and he wants you to help Taldg(l Dot il t"i\i s L ¢ Uity 7€~ 1 the colossal japer of Rookwood went ?h{ moke races are.the limit j Bt Competition ‘,i“fl he  1ort IO NG
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hun 1 a jape on Neville of the Sixth | e g e AR et sprawling along the passage. Kven very soon. Sporting avourites

-—you being such ajaper, you know.”

almost with envy. 'T'his was a jape

after his own heart, and he was not

then the scoty prefeet scemed  dis-

when feeling runs high, trouble may
be expected, and Ike, the Basher,

was a roaring success, and the entries

Tubby pautused, wondering just how | AS. | el SRy Lt S by SHE Y AL | | e T EYaL L . were exceptional. This explains the
ljltl(*llu(}:;ll'lflel‘,g credulity \zodld stand. | the perpetrator thercof. That distinc- E*%Fd. Fol 11__({1_:_1(., o af:rn }m‘n, ‘?“;1 makes mischiel. 1t 15 a topping | heavy work of the judges.
: - - th” WS l\lllfﬁll’&t. runloel 1ad ( Jl“‘ﬁl, ("I‘l()”h“ (*-l.!ﬁlgy - tr lnstal“lﬂnt.’ _ -............_:-_

But Gunner’s credulity was proof
acainst anything.  He rubbed his
hands and grinned,

“DP’m the man!” he said. “1'm on!

dulkeley 1sn’t half the ass I’ve always

125

thought him !

“The idea is a booby-trap;” said |

Pubby. '« You.  xig ' 1% 1p - OVer
Bulkeley’s door, and when he comes
back he gets Neville to’come 1n f{irst
~—see 17’

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Gunner,

139

“1t won’t woirk !” murmured Lovell.
“liven Gunner can’t be such a crass
ass—such a blimking 1diol—-—+""

“He's 1diot enough for anyvthin’,”
grinned Mornington, ““and if 1t works
he will be fed-up with ¥irst of April
catches,”

“Ha, da, lhe .

Bulkelev of the Sixth came nto
the House. and seemed rather sur-
prised to see so many of the Fourth
hanging about the end of the Sixth

to pick himself up and flee 1cr his
life.

It was acknowledged by all the
IFourth that this was the, biggest
catch of the First of April at Rook-
wood. 'The juntors roared over 1it.

Gunner had undoubtedly brought
off the biggest jest of the term,
though quite unintentionally.

‘When the hapless Gunner learnod
the facts of the case, Tubby Mufhn

. T
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It may be that Lovell 1s too clever
by half. You can judge of this next
week when vou have the new Rook-
wood varn in your hands. 1t hap-
pened like this.  The ponderous Mr.
Greely, not at all a bad old sport,
but heavy in his stvle, fell foul of
Lovell. Lovell could not stick the

————

our Grand New Competition.
U [R5

ANOTHER RBRIG OFFER!

Hai gl i v ess Wbtk d Bt
time vou will have
DX
Hobbs Aulograpied Cricket
Bats ficure on the Mrize last. 'T'hese

s
WeEeCies

In

twWo

bats will be there waiting for winners
everv week.
this fresh chance.

Tell all your pals about
Suminer is coming
and those bats will be handy. You
can manage this special new competi-
tion like pie, off your own bat, and

e | il . {S FIPR R ity TP sk Ak | YR |
“Shall T come and. help yow. | Form passage. However, he walked stood 10 need of vigorous protectior. lj””“’l”f""m meted out 1‘0 ].],,”“’ and | ihen eget a Hobbs one to make all
GGunner, and—and stay to tea?” S e U - €d | The Fistical Four rallied round him. | determined to lead Mr. Greely a | ( iare
runner, DLy . on to his study without taking any The lained to CGunner that a | dance. This was entirely Hhsiitable S(UALC,
asked ~ Tubby, still  masterfully | particular notice of them.- SRl ORENAGIEE M S I e o e b S CE R SO gl AR
diplomatic The juniors watched him breath fellow” who was so keen on First-of- | It stands to reason that Alr. E“(m]y
prs: --f.r . : - 3 - | : ‘- TR : 8 ‘ : it ]- : A 2 E _ ,.‘..L J . 5 Ay Al ’
“VYou bl”"f owl! Do vou think ¥ ].th"}’. *\I[J!Il {'fd{(_lfef: had ll]O llg}ltlf(;_ (.(;III; lft'.w nif] fl::].n(?{_]]-] Heoe s tl![lltllozfllfjﬂt not OUT ON FRIDAY!
TR Ot L 2 (3 ’ % . I - L : NG , , ot | fantastic, and report has 1t he runs | e
want your help? Get out! |  Was 1t possible?  Was Gunner PHML DUy OIS SRR, RIME WS oA ‘ | :

Tubby Muffin got out.
That Peter Cuthbert Gunner was

really so egregious an ass?
He was. That was soon clear.

was sauce for the goose was sauce for
the gander. And as argument did

to gout. There are heaps of curious
happenings 1n Mr. Owen Conquest’s

What’s that? Why, “The School-
boys’ Own ” 4d. Tibrary! Just rush

= L ; bt . . . - . . 1
AVOTYV 1MAaoin: ‘ - 3 . Sauisly unner nd he still atest. Don 't risk missing  this our orders 1nito tihe nearest NEWSs-
cvery imaginable kind of an ass, all |  Bulkeley of the Sixth reached lis | 10F salisly tiunner, ane ne oo gy B i D . s i O
the ].*OLII'th Form knew by experience, | Stl.l(]y dOOI‘, and, '["illdl-llg it ajar, sougnt \engeance tney bumped im €4 ; | agentt and make cerialr or Ixulmbpers

But that he would “fall” to so pal-
pable a catch as this was really too
rood to be true, and Tubby Muflin,
with a lingering doubt, hung about
the passage, t1ll Gunner came out of
Stucdy No. 7.

pushed 1t open and entered.
(Crash !
“ Whooop !”
Sixth-Former.
Right on Bulkeley’s head came the
cardboard box, shooting out its con-

roared the startled

in the Fourth Form passage until he
cave up that idea.

And for quite a long time after-
wards, in order to rouse Gunner of
the Fourth to a state of Hunnish
fury, 1t was only necessary to wiisper

STHE WAY OF THE WEST !V

In company with his bright young
pard, Dick Nozer, Arizona Jim, the
Indian agent, strikes a pretty amaz-

1 & 2 of a superb netw librarvy.

No.
1 of this new Library will contain a
maenificent long storv of the Chums

of Groeviriars; No. 2 will give a splen-

did complete varn of our old favour-
ites of St. Jim’s. 'I'hese stories have

. . . S Ee YR e R ' 348505 _
The cheery smile on Gunnei's face | tents as it landed. in his ear * First Of? '-;ﬁpll“ ing adventure in next Monday’s | been ]?Ilg‘ “’-‘:ﬂ'lf.l‘?i]_. TT can t (:mmi‘i the
showed that all was well. ' ¥loods of soot flew round Bulkeley (Oiser (?HE LI:,D' e igue. . ““Bad” - Phil "Hicks ~and | TeIUests J have had. ,}0” all know
He walked away to the Sixth Form | and smothered him from head to | «; M}}i L i Al fi(;n LOUTES | w7 oft-Hand  Britton are in it, and Frank Richards of ot Elt{ and
passage in a bright mood, and Tubby | foot. ‘J‘”-“*}' "?z 7 I'Flr”f]“‘ﬁ-' - .m;'}'? i E”;IT{;- vou get a rousing and Al. thrilling {-'f.]ﬂ':fﬂ_um iy i Allhoq "h],]a'rtl"n
trailed him as far as Bulkeley’s door. Soot filled the air in black clouds mﬁ(ﬂ,?’; fﬂ‘yz 0{- ..,mz,{zzg:' i {i!;u. varn of the Western wilds. (.’l"{.i 01”] ”.ﬂ.ml_ h"*_"" il "'-t‘._‘ Foniki
sunner went into the Rookwood | and floated over the study and out of LRoolkwood Schooe 10 next J1omn- | series. Therefore be on to this excel-

captain’s study, and the door closed
after him; and Tubby rolled away
orINNINg. ’
He joined the Fistical Four in the
quad, gurgling with merriment.

into the passage.

In the midst of 1t Bulkelev stag-
gered, suddenly transformed into a
black man of the deepest dye.

“Grooogh! Hooooh! Oocoooch'!

day’s Boys’ FRIEND. Dow’t miss i,
Order your copy of the * Green’Un ™
to-day, and thus make certatn of 0b-
taining ttl)

«THE PLIGHT OF THE GLORY

T Lt T A P R Y T T UMD

HOLE GANG!”

lent new attraction. Ask for ““The
Schoolboys’ OQwn ” Library, price 4d.
One of the coming treats in this
Librarv 1s a magnificent long com-
plete story of Jimmy Silver & Co. of

] “You fcllowshlike to see athr};i?” Mmmmmmmumin ! came 1n choked THE BEST FOR SPORT. I(iasl{ho sty & (f‘fy. atre tirwffgt(ii*atp Rookwood School. Look out for it!
e asked. o 'LIHHE:I' 3 e 1€, | aceents frmn thc cat}tain of Rool- | ) Otter&:, ana we get a4 taste O 1elr ] ; o *
he 2 | wood. ] ADVENTUIS"{TE‘:OR&IESETECTIVE }lua]it}r in Duncéan Storm’s splendid your Edltﬂr.
“Gunner at 1t agam?” asked There was a shrick from the | : new story of the Bombay Castle, |
Jimmy Silver. Fourth. | ‘Four New Numbers of the These Orviental rogues -stick at. Bt
““He, he, hel” I “He’s done 1t !” “BOYS’ FRIEND’’ LIBRARY nothing to gain their ends, and their
“What’s the merxyy jape this tune ?” ““Ha; 'ha, a1 determination 1s to maroon Dick

mquired Arthur Hdward Lovell.
“He, he, he!”
Tubby Muffin got 1t out at last, and
Jimmy Silver & Co. simply gasped.

[

“Mmmmm !” spluttered Bulkeley.
He staggered into the study, fairly
blinded and suffocated with soot.

Gunner jumped up from the arm-

YOURS FOR &di. ONLY

and Four New Numbers of the

“SEXTON BLAKE LIBRARY”

QOut on Friday, Price 4d. cach.

I‘_LI;IF_

7k \' a penny stamps, cr a Large

Dorrington & Co., leaving the young
adventurers safely tucked up on a
desert island. This nefarious job 1s

to be carricd through by the aid of ‘a

£y DON'T BE ,
A d Special offer. TWO ILLUS. SAMPLE 'LESSONS
. . from my CompleteCourse on JUJITEU foriour

BULLIED

1llus. Portion of

J

.. This handsome full-sized Gent's

'\ Lever Watch sent upon re-
ceipt of 6d. After approval
send 1/-more, the balanceis
then payable by 6 monthly
instalments of 2/- each.

§ -
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g \1 Packed Free. Carriage Paid. Fiftecen Days’ Tria!

i\ £4 19s. 6D. CASH or 2/6 WZEKLY.
‘\ \ Promipt delivery. Buy direct from Factory.
\l,-.‘_;' i Save Dealers’ Profits. Factory Soiled and
*‘;‘ ¥ Second-handCyclesCHEAP. Juveniles'Scooters
M8 stocked. » Tyres and Accessories at povular
WY ¥ prices. Satisfaction guaranted. Write for ¥reeo

ist and Special Ofer of Saniple Bicycle.

o Oourse for P.O. 2/6. Jujitsu is the best and
| simplest science of self-defence and

m sttack ever invented. Learn to take
DA Y sdcare of yourself under ALL circum.
A B stances. SEND NOW. “"YAWARA™
(Dept. A.P.9), 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Feltham, Middlesex
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Bestt Cycle
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4 % in the British

Meja CYCLE COMPANY, Inc.” S Simpson’s Ltd. (Dept. 1194), 94, Ve Ve Vs Vo UL };}I{lwﬁ I*‘J-:i!“‘IT-‘UI\i}%;O%TE o% -&%1 a
Nent.p602 BIRMINGHAM. Queen’s Road, Brighion, Sussex. RTAGE BALD s UL NTRED

PATTER Crosstalk, Comic Sketches, Joke ‘Books, ¥ o oo T - { 3 : - WIE FOR EVER. Money refunded if dis-
3 Ventriloguists’ Dialogues, ete. - List, 4d.— 13 93 tninine A”a f__}_catlons oy Aduertisements acein thfS satlsfied.” Art Lists FREE., Write
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Machinists

Metropolitan
Co.. Ltd,)
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M. Congo, Egypf, Reunion, Deccan, Mauritius, Queensland, ( Y

Guyane, N. S. Wales. Schlezyig, Nigeria, and P,. Congo.
Ask to cee Approvals.— VICTOR BANCROFT, Matlock.

dur& yourselfas

STOP STAMMEENG! I did. Particulars

free. — PRANX B. HUGHES, 7, Southampton
Row, London, W.C. 1.

tisement Manager, BOYS FRIEND, The Fleet-
way House, Farringdon Street, London, E£.C.4,
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