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| Taffy Wynne to the ,
o Rescue! f s 40

i
i
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% Get out of th_e way!" cried the gLrl- “You'll be kf:ucked down!"” Taify had no idea of shirking. As the galloping beast reached him he caught the bridle with a quick, skilful spring,
and the next moment was being dragged along bodily, brulsed, winded, and his arms nearly pulled out of thelr sockets by the jerk, "
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The Ist Chapter.
Poindexter Refuses to Fag.

. UNTPUSHER!"
]:P Lircoln G. Poindexter heard the

name called as he came along the
passage, but he did not stop, or even turn his

head.

The American chum at Cliveden was rather
sensitive about his name, and though his
chums in No. 4 study were permitted to make
variations upon it ad. lib., so to speak, Poin-
dexter did not permit the same liberty to be
taken by others

And so Lincoln G. was quite deaf to the call
as he came up the passage, although the indi-
vidual who called was no less a person than
Grahame, the prefect,

“Puntbuster |

Grahame called out again, more loudly and |

angrily than before. Bat Lincoln G. Poin-
dexter marched straight on, with his nose mn
the air.

‘* Poindexter! Do you hear?” shouted
Grahame, coming out of his study.

The American chum stopped.

““Hallo, Grahame! Did you call mei” he
asked.

“Yes, 1 did, iuu voung cad; you heard me
call you before this.”

“No,”” said Poindexter calmly;
heard you call my name once.”

““ Come in here, Pointbuster, or Puntpusher,
or whatever your silly pame 18,"” said Grahame,
“ My fag’s gone out for the afternoon—I'll skin
him for it when he comes in—and——"

‘* Shows his sense,” said Poindexter. “I'm
going to do the same, as soon as I've fetched
my cap!’

“Are you?’ said Grahame disagreeably.
“1 think not, Puntdodger, if that's your name.
You're coming to fag for me now as young
Trimble's gone——" _

“Can’t be done!” said Poindexter, shaking
h,ifil head. *I've promised Neville and Flynn,
an = L. 7y

Grahame came a step-towards him.

‘“ Are you going to disobey your prefect,
Poindexter?™ . )

“T guess you're not my prefect,” said Poin-
dexter cheerfully. "If sou were mine I'd
drown vyou. Now, keep your distance!™

The American chum, keeping his face to-
wards Grahame, backed away down the passage
as the angry prefect advanced towards ham.

Grahame snapped his teeth.

He knew that Poindexter was as elusive as
an eel. and that if he chased him, he would
have little chance of capturing the nimble
junior. Grahame was a bally of the first water,
and always heavily “ down ™ upon the Cliveden
Combine, of which Poindexter was the chief
member. Polndexter knew. very well that
Grahame had picked him up now for the mere

urpose of paring off old grudges, and though
]:e would not have disregarded the orders of
any other prefect, he had po  intention of
taking any notice of Grahame.

“Will you come here, Poindexter?” shouted
the angry prefeet. - - -

Poindexter shook his head.

I-I EHEEE m-ll

“T tell you you've got to fag for mel”

“}, guess you'll have to look further for a

fag.

&l I Gnl?

|

|

——

st licking——"

calculate,”
I'm sorry I
can’t stay to continue this cheerful and inter-
esting conversation, but I must be off. You
must be off, too—off your rocker—to think that
vou can make a member of the Cliveden Com- |

“Tll give you the bigge
“ You'll have to catch me first, 1
Poindexter remarked. * Ta-ta!

bine fag for you! Ta-tal”

And %ﬂindeiter tarned and hurried down the
passage—right into the arms of a2 bi Sixth-
Former who turned a corner near at hand at
the seme moment. Grahame saw the collision,
and gave a shout

** Stop him, Carr!™

Carr, of the Sixth, was a chum of Grahame’s, |
His grip |

and a fellow of the same kidney.
closed on Poindexter’s collar immediately.

- The American chum made a desperate effort

to tear himself away, but he only succeeded in
tearing his collar out, and Carr’s grip remained
fast upon his jacket. _

“Pve pot him!? said Carr, with a cruel
grin. *'53 vou want him, Grahame?’

“ YVes, rather!”™ said Grahame, coming up,
with a gleam of triumph in his eyes "ﬁl’wf
told him to fag for me, and he says he won’t!

“Says he won’t, does he!” exclaimed Carr,

iving Poindexter a shake that made the
junior’s teeth rattle. “I'Hl tell you what it is,

o

Grahame, these kids in the Fourth are cFetnipg ;

altogether too cheeky. Pankhurst an

cads in No. 4 study are just as cheek;jr.”" _
“] guess I won't fag for either of yonu, said

Poindexter. * Panky and Price are not gomg

one better than us, I reckon.”
Carr shook him again -
“Not so much talk,” he said.

him into vour study, Grahame?”
“ Yes, bring him along.™

“ Shall I yank

Grahame took one arm of the American |

junior, and Carr the other. DBetween them
they marchéd Poindexter into the prefect’s

R hat t to do, Punt
“ Now, you see what you've got to ¢o, runt-
g o There's been a lot

dodger,” said Grahame. .
of cocoa spilled over my grate last night, and
my lazy little beast of a fag hasn't cleaned it
up.  You're to do it. Then you'll clean my
brown boots—you’ll find the stuff in the cup-
board, and then I want my bicycle lamp
leaned and polished.”
“ Anything else?’ asked Poindexter.

“ Yes - after that you can dust the study, and |

clean the handles of the door and cup d,
and get the coal locker filled.”

“Is that 217" ° _

““No. You will have to clean the window,
and lay the table for tea.” _

=3 s 1 shouldn’t have any time to pare
vour finger-nails, or comb your hair, or clean
your teeth for you,” said Poindexter gravely,
with a shake of the head.

Carr giggled, and Grahame turned red.

“Not so much, talk, you Chicago rat!
Start on the grate. Now, then!”

The two bullies released Poindexter, and
Grahame put his back to the door. The
American junior glanced round the study.
There was no escape for him, and against the
two big Sixth-Formers he had no chance in
a struggle. His chums were out in the
Quadrangle, waiting for him to join them. Yet
the American chum was not in the least in-
clined to surrender. ; _

“Well, are you going to begmi{”’ exclaimed
Grahame impatiently.

Price |
have refused to fag for me, and those young |

|
|

i

“The Cliveden Sweepstakes”—Another Grand Story—Next Wednesday.
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This most laughable story tells how the Combine
and the Old Firm put their heads together

and gave Urahame, the prefect, a

somewhat severe shock.
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“I guess not!"

“My hat!”" said Carr.
such cheek! He will have to have a lesson,
Grahame, and I’ll lend you a hand to give it
to him, if you like.”’

“Right you are!” said the prefect. *' Collar

Poindexter dodged round the table. Grahame
followed him on one side, and Carp on the
other, and the junior made a desperate spring
to get over the table and escape to the door.
But he had no time to take a run, and he
didn’t quite clear the table. He came down
right upon it with a crash, and the table, which
wasn't built to stand a full-sized junior crash-
ing upon it, gave a lurch, and went over.

Pens and ink, papers and books, table and
Poindexter, were mixed up on the carpet.

| him 1"

Grshame gave a6l ot the muht of the hevae:) Fourth there was a real good fellowship and a

wrought in his study. Before the dazed junior
could scramble out of the wreckage, the pre-
fect had seized him, and the next moment he
was pinned by Carr. They dragged him to his
feet, still very daszed, and Carr shoved him
across & chair and held him there.

*“ Now, Grahame, if you've got a cane——""

““1 have, rather! Held him tight!”

“T've got the beast!™

Poindexter an to struggle. Buot the
muscular Sixth-Former held him fast, and the
prefect made rapid play with the cane. Poin-
dexter was quite unable to defend himself from
this attack in the rear, and the blows fell thick
and fast. Poindexter knew what it was to be
flogged, but he had never experienced any-

“I never heard ﬂf'

thing guite like this before. @ Grahame was
guite reckless, and he struck as hard as he
could, and his arm was powerial

“] say, Grahamie, he’'s had encugh!” ex-
claimed Carr, as he saw the junior's face go
white and set. *“Chuck it!”

“Rot!"” snarled Grahame. “Look what a
wreck he’s made of my study! He hasn't had
half enough!™

“But I saz—"

“Oh, rats! Hold him!” 1

Thwack, thwack, thwack! Poindexter had
determined that no sound of pain should
escaps his lips, but the torture was t0o great
A low groan broke from him.

“1 say, Grahame, chuck it——"

‘“ Rats! I—"

Carr released Poindexter, and the junior
wriggled away, and sank to the fioor.
Grahame seemed inclined to start on him
again, but Carr touched his arm.

“Don’'t be a fool, Grahame! He's had
enough !’

The prefect flung the cane into a corner.

““ Get out of my study, Poindexter! That's
a lesson for a start, and you can tell your
friends in No. 4 study that there's the same
waiting for them if they don’'t mind their
p's and g’s. I’'m going to keep order among
you juniors, or I'll know the reason why. Now
get out of my study!”

And Poindexter, feeling too used-up to even
reply, draszged himself out, and slowly and
painfully made his way to No. 4 study.

The 2and Chapter.
A Plan of Vengeance!

e HERE is that Chicago bounder, 1
W wonder "’
Dick Neville and Micky Flynn

were getting impatient, and Pankhurst and
Price shared their feelings. Neville, Fiynn,
and Poindexter were generally at warfare with
Pankhurst and Price. otherwise known as the
Old Firm. But on this particular half-holiday
they had chummed up with their rivals for
the purpose of making a skating excursion
together up the river, which was frozen for
miles. Under the rivalry of the foes of the

mutual regard, and neither side ever bore

malice for hard knocks received in fair fight.

‘““Sure, and he's been long enough to feich
his cap. and no mistake,” said Micky Flynn.
““ Where can the spalpeen be 1"’

““1 suppose he’s got a new consignment of
potted -beef from his pater in Chicago,” sug-
gested Pankhurst, “*and he's having a feed m
the study.”

“Oh, rats!” said Dick Neville.

“ Exactly !I"" said Pankhurst. *“ Rais—canned
rats! T believe they're what you get as beef
from Chicago!”

“Quite so!” said Price.

(Continued on the next page.)
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# Grahame!” The name came inm a deep, sepulchral voice from the figure im white.

% Grahame, are you prepared to pay the pemalty of your crime?” The prefect fell upon his
He was too dazed and bewildered by the ferrible vision to do amything but yicid

knees.
to blind terror,
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Poindexter's Ghost. <

(Continued from the previous page.)

1 understand that you fellows live almost
antirely on Chicago canned things in No. &,
said Pankhurst. **The fellows say so, at any
rate.”’

““ More rats!” said Neville. *“I say, let’'s go
and look for Poindexter! I don’t see what can
be keeping him all this time.”

““Nor I, unless he can't tear himseif away
from the canned rats!’

“0Oh, come on!"

The rivals of the Fourth Form at Cliveden
walked across the Closa, and entered the school-
house together. They went upstairs to No. 4
study, and there, sure enough, they found
Poindexter. :

They stared at him in amazement as they
entered the study. _

Poindexter certainly presented a singrlar
spectacle at that moment. =

He was standing on the hearth-rug, twistin
himself about into the most remarkable an
almost impossible attitudes.

“ Sure, and it's off his giddy rocker he is!"
murmured Flynn.

¢ Clean off his chump!” said Dick Neville.

““Is that a new system of gymnastics,” asked |

Pankhurst, staring at the Chicago chum, “or
a new line in jiu-jitsu?!” \

“Sure, and ye—"'

“Ah DI've got it!” exclaimed Pankhurst,
smiting his forehead. ‘I always knew it
would come. Dear me! Horrid! But it was
bound to come!”

“What was bound to come, fathead?'" asked
Neville. A0S

““This was—this fearful calamity. This 1s
the result of eating tinned beef from Chicago !

He's got chicagoitis of the pericardium, or |
I warned vou what

something of that sort! :
you had to expect. You can't say I didn’t!”

“Oh, go and eat coke!”

“ How often,”” said Pankhurst, waxing
eloquent—** how often, dear boys, have I im-

lored you with tears in my eyes to let
gbieagﬂ canned rats alone? How offen—"

“Oh, drv up!” exclaimed Neville. *I say,
Poin, what’s the matter? Has somebody been
lamming you ?” _ ”

“1 guess so,” gasped Poindexter. ““I've
had it hot and hard! Oh, my word, Grahame
can lav it on!”’ _

““Grahame! Was it that brute again?"

“I reckon! He caught me in the passage,
and wanted me to fag for him. I wouldn’t,
then he and Carr collared me, and—"

“ And behold the mournful result!"
Pankhurst. “I'm sorry, Poindexter, but I'm
glad to know that this painful experience is
not the result of reckless indulgence in tinned
beef and potted-horse, and 3¢

“Oh, ring off I"” said Poindexter. * It hurts.
I sha'n’t be able to sit down for a month! All
the same, I'm glad I didn't give 1n and fag
for that brute.”

““ Sure, and it's a broth of 2 boy ye are!”
exclaimed Flynn. “ You've upheld the honour
of the Combine, and I'm proud of ye!”

“0Oh, I don’t know !"” said Pankhurst. °** As
head of the Fourth Form, I disapprove of
fagging, but &

““As what?" demanded the Combine with
one voice.

““ As head of the Fourth Form at Cliveden

““Qh, draw it mild! Don’t be a red-headed
m!ii

“‘Sure, and he can't help it, Dicky darling;
he was born =0. It's a case of heredity!"

cal¥ | ess that's about correct,’”” said Poin-
dexter. ‘““But I say, don’t start rowing now.
I sha'n't be fit for a row again for days; and,
besides, vou're wasting the afternoon. You'll
be late home if you don’t start now.",

“ But you're not fit,”” said Pankhurst.

Poindexter made a grimace.

“I guess I car't come. I couldn't skate now

said

any more than I could 8y. ‘But don’t let that
spoil your little run. Be off with you! I shall
feel better presently, and then I'll fll up the
time doing all the impositions for the study,

. and T'll have tea ready for half-past five.,"

s> !

=)
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Dick Neville shook his head.

“ We're not going out and leaving you alone,
Poin.”

*“ Shure, and that’s so, Puntdodger darling!
YWe can stick here, too. Panky and Price will

. have to do that skate all on their lonesome.™

“Not at all!” said Pankhurst. “If wyou
chaps are staying in, we'll stay in, too; if only
out of fellowship !

“Quite so!” said Price.

**There's a pracitice match of the Sixth we
can watch,” said Neville. ‘ That's about the
only thing going on now. Unless £

“I've got an idea,” said Pankhurst.

“Get 1t off your shirt-front, then !"

“*We're going to stay in this afternoon,”
said Pankhurst, looking round. * I think we
couldn't do better than put in the time making
Grahame sit up.”

*“ Quite so!” said Price heartily.

“Good  wheeze!”  exclaiméd  Neville.
*Grahame will have to be taught that he can’t
treat members of the Fourth Form at Cliveden
like this. Let's sit down and plan 1t out."”

“If it's all the same to you,”" said Poin-
dexter, with a grimace, **I'll stand.”

Neville grinned.

**Yes, I suppose you'd rather, when I come
to think of it. I say, does it hurt very bad,
old chap?”

“Oh, it’s all right! T guess I can stand

Pankhurst glanced from the window.

*“ There Grahame!” he remarked.
““He's playing in the practice match. Tre-
velyan insists on his showing up on the footer
field sometimes. He doesn't like it."”

““The rotter wouldn't!” said Neville dis-
dainfully. **Football isn't much in his line.
He'd rather smoke cigarettes in his study, or
read sporting papers, or make bets on races.
He ought to be kicked out of Cliveden, and if
the ead ~would listen to me, he'd sack
Grahame to-morrow.”

““When the Head comes to the Fourth Form

it

' for advice,” grinned Pankhurst, *“I ‘expect

| he’ll come to my study !

“Rats! Let's get on with the washing!
Anvbody thought of a wheeze vet?"

**I guess so,” said Poindexter. ‘*I had been
thinking it over before you fellows came in,
and I rather think it will work." .

* Expound, my son!" said: Pankhurst.

““While Grahame's out, in the first place,
we'll wreck his study,” said Poindexter, as
calmly and cheerfully as if he were proposing
a game of marbles. “ That will be one for him
to begin with.”

** Easily done,” said Pankhurst; * only there
will be a terrific row about it when he finds it
out. He'll guess, of course, who's done it, and
he'll come to this study at once to look for our
tinned-beef friend.”

**1 guess that’s what I want him to do.”

“0Oh, I see! If wvou're loocking for some
more in the same place, that's all right. I
should rather think you'd feel hurt if he
came !” -

“I intend Grahame to feel hurt,” said Poin-
dexter, with a grin. “ There won't be any of
us in the study, but there will be a cord
stretched across for him to fall over!”

: “*But he won't come m if there's nobody
ere.”’

“Yes, he will; if he sees somebody he takes
for me sitting by the window.” |

** But how the—" _

*Oh, we've rigged up a dummy before now,
I suppose!"

‘““Ha, ha, ha!

(11 Quita m I'l'!'

“We'll stuff a suit of my clothes,”" said
Poindexter. ‘I have a wax mask to use for a
face, and an old Rugger football that will
make a good head. We must fix the thing up
well, and take him in. I'll partly plug the
ga&l':vurner with a drop of sealing-wax, so that

Good wheeze !” |

_ present, :
‘thereof, was their mosto. -

1'

THE BOYS’ HERALD is the Wednesday White Edition of “The Boys’ Friend.” >

certain to think that he's gof me alone, and
ne'll wade in"

$£Ha, bal

** Then he'll tumble over the string, and we'll
be round the corner ready, and as soon as we
hear him fall we'll rush in—"'

*Good !

*“ And we'll collar him, and give him a taste
of what he's given me,;” said Poindexter.
“I've often thought that a bully never quite
knows how much he huris a fellow when he
lams him, or he wouldn't be such a brute.”

ik ‘?'E!F ]EkEEE.H 4

“So I gness it's our duty to enlighten
Grahame on that point,”” said Poindexter.
*““When he has had a couple of dozen as hard as

we can lay them on_bhe'll know exactly what it’s |

like.™

‘* Perfectly clear,” said Pankhurst.** It's our
bounden duty, and you've made it as clear as—
as mud. Grahame shall have the licking."

*“We'll bring his own cane,"” said Poindexter.
“It's a jolly strong one, as T have reason fo
know., And, as there’s no good wasting time
about the matter, suppose we rig up the dummy
now, and then go and wreck the study?”’

“*Right-ho!” said the Combine and the Old
Firm with one voice.

And the chums of the Fourth Form set to

work.
]P ideas when they werf needed, and cer-
tainly on the present occasion his fer-

tile brain had evolved a good one.

True, painful consequences were very likely
to follow the vengeance of the juniors, but of
that the chums of the Fourth recked nothing at
Sufficient for the day is the evil

The 3rd Chapter.

Poindexter's Double.
OINDEXTER was seldom wanting in

They set busily to work upon the dummy.

An old suit of Poindexter’s clothes was
brought to light, as well as a really striking
waistcoat, which the new chum had brought
with him from Chicago. That waistcoat had
been pronounced a little too gorgeous by the
chums of No. 4 study, and after a week or two
at the school the American junior had dropped
it, but he was still joked about its vivid epgﬁaurs
sometimes. It was the very thing for the
dunmmy, as at the sight of that waistcoat
Grahame would know at once that it was
L_I;:hm]u G. Poindexter whom he had to do
with.

The clothes wers carefully stuffed out with
rags, and what not, to the size of the slim and
somewhat lean American. The dummy was built
up round three cricket stumps, one for the back-
bone and one for each leg, to give erectness to
its manly form. The wax mask was fitted over
the old Rugger footbail, and made a very good
face, and a wig of the same colour as Poin-
dexter’s hair was placed on top. The chums
of No, 4 study frequently "amused themselves
with amateur theatricals, and so they were
somewhat skilled in the art of make-up and
Poindexter put & few touches of grease-paint on
the wax mask which brought it to a striking
resemblance to his own features.

" Pankburst held the figure up when it was
finsshed. The Eton suit was well filled out ; the
coloured waistcoat buttoned over the padded
chest ; the head well secured, and a wide collar
was round the neck. The dummy was start-
lingly natural, and in the twilight it was certain

to mustar
“* Good ! chuckled Poindextar. “I think it's
“Couldn't be

first rate.”
_ “Ripping!” said Pankhurst.

improved. Of course, it's ugly; but it was
necessary to make it ressmble the original, and
£0——

““Ha,  ha! Quite s0."”

“ What I hike about it most is the waistcoat,”
continued Pankhurst. * Anybody would know
that as Pointpusher’s waistocat at a mile
distance, I—"

“Cut the cackle,” said Poindexter. *It’s
time wo did Grahame's study up for him. He

the light won't be good, and Grahame is| may be back in a2 quarter of an hour now.”
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“ Right-ho! Let’s get it done.”

The dummy was placed in a chair by the
window of the stady, artfully arranged so that
1ts face would be shadowed by a corner of the
bookcase when the gas was lighted. .

The attitude of the dummy was strikingly like
that of a boy who.had fallen asleep in his chair,
and when the light was a little dimmer 1t was
certain to deceive the keenest of eves. And
Grahame's eves were not likely to be very keen,
2s h3 would be rushing In in a raging temper,
in all probability, and certainly suspecting
nothing of the wheeze,

“That will do,”” =aid Neville. *‘Coms
along! We must do Grahame’s study
thoroaghly, or ha won't be pleased.”

The five juniors proceeded zlong the dusky
corridor to the prefect’s study. Thev found it
empty, and entered it, The table had been set
up again, and the books and papers lifted upon
it. Dick Neville promptly started operations
by tilting it over, and this time its contents
were deposited in the fire-grate. Micky Flynn
considerately raked out the ashes over them.

The chums set to work. They had wrecked a
study before, in their time, having bestowed
that polite attention upon the captain of the
Fifth. on one occasion, when the Fourth and
the Fifth Forms at Cliveden were at logger-
heads. So they were not without experience in
the matter. '

Five juniors, resourceful and determined, can
do a lot of damage in a short time. The study
ll.lﬂapldlf assumed the appearance of a scrap-

eap.

It was growing dusk, and Poindexter, look-
ing out of the window, saw that the footballers
had left the field.

‘“It's about time we shifted. I guess,"” he re.
marked. ‘I think we've done enough for the
present. Grahame won’t know his old study.”

The juniors looked round the room with ex-
treme satisfaction. -

Everything that could be moved was upset.
The table was upside down, and the bookcase
seross it, the books being strewn over the flcor.
The bed was on its side, and the bedclothes
were tied in knots and trailed all over the
study, trampled on, and splashed with ink, red
and black, and smudged with bicyele oil. The
ocoal was strewn all over the room; but, to make
up for that the clock and all Grahame's clean
collars and ‘shirts were jammed into the coal-
locker. His inkstand was swept bodily into the
drawer which contained his ties, decidedly im-
proving them in colour, and his silk hat was
stood up and filled with water. There was little
more that the juniors could do, apd they felt
that theihad deserved well of their country.

They hurried away along the passage. very
well pleased with themselves. They gathered
in No. 4§ study again, and the final prepara-
tions were made or the expected wisit from
Grahame.

A thin but strong cord was stretched across
the study in the middle, from the firegrate to
a nail mn the wall opposite, about six inches
from the floor. I+ was now quite dusk, and
Poindexter lighted the gas. He turned it full
on, but, the burner being bhalf-plugged with
sealing-wax, the light was very dim.

The American chum chuckled a2s he glanced
at the dummy in the window. Never had a
dummy looked so lifelike as that one looked in
the dim light of the study.

“I guess that will take the cake, kids,' said
Poindexter,

1 kinder guess so,’
niny.

““Let's cut off. We'll wait in No. 10 study
till the beast comes  and than follow him. I've
got bhis cane here, all ready.”

“Mind you don't show yourselves, or make
a row, till you hear him down over the
cord,” said Pankhurst. ** We must wait till he's
down, and then pin hini suddenly, before he has
time to yell to the Sixth.”

**Right-ho!”

_The juntors, in a mood of gleeful anticipa-
tion, left the study, closing 513 door. They
moved along to No. 10 study, the room belong-
ing to Pankhurst and Price, and there they

(Continued on the next page.)

said Pankhurst, grin-
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ensconced themselves just inside, with the door
ajar, without a light.
There they waited in ambush. :
Poindexter stole along the passage in the
dusk, and looked over the stairs. He came back
mm a few minutes. ;
““Grahame’s just come in. He chan his
things on the ground; that’s what made him
late. He’s going up to his study.”
h:l.mk out for the fun!”’ murmured Pank-
rst.
There was a faint chuckle in the darkness, and
then dead silence, as the avengers waited for
the coming of the enemy.

The 4th Chapter.
Grahame Hits Too Hard |
RAHAME, ihe prefect, came into his
stady in a bad temper. He didn’t
like football, and he smoked tco many
socret cigareties to have much wind for the
game, anyway. Trevelyan, the captain of
Cliveden, insisted upon the prefect appearing
*.ngt:ln the football field for regular practice,
mind to resist, he had never quite screwed up
his courage to do so.

He was tired, now, and ill-tempered. He
came into his study in the dark, caught his shin

ainst an overturned chair, and fell blindly.
Eﬁ crashed down upon something, he knew
not what, but it hurt him. He jumped
a blind fury. : :

His first thought was that Poindexter had
laid some trap for him in the etudy. He
fumbled in his pocket for the matches, and
lighted his gas. Then he looked round his
study speechlessly. He could hardly believe his
eves for some seconds. ’

The utter wreck that surrounded him would
have excited anybody, when he came to realise
it, but on the harsh-tempered prefect it had a
eimply infuriating effect. It would take hours
to get things to righis again, even if he 1im-
pressed half a dozen fags into the service, and
even then half his belongings would remain in
a damaged and dilapidated state.

“It's Poindexter's work!” hissed Grahame,
through lips white with rage. “ I'll—I'll half
kill him for this!” : _

He glared round for his cane. Ii was muss-
ing; but he caught up a cricket stump, and
strode from the room. _

A cricket stump, used as the furious prefect
meant to use it, would have done sericus
damage to the victim, but Grabame was too
enraged to think or care for that. _

He strode along the passage in a white heat
of fury. up the seccond staircase, and towards
No. 4 study.

up in

He had mo eves for No. 10, and did not |

guess that five juniors, with gleaming eyes
and bated breath,

behind the door ajar, waiting for him to pass.

He reached the door of No. 4, and hurled it |
open with a savage kick that tore the latch |
away from the lock. He strode into the study, |

and glared round him.

H:is.rg eves fell at once ppon the figure by the
window. o

The face was in shadow, but the waistcoat
was the waistcoat of Poindexter, and .the long
legs, stuck stiffly-out from the. chair, were the
longest in No. 4 study, and those long, shm
trousers could have been worn by no other
than Linceln G., to say nothing of the neat,
narrow American boots.

‘* 80 yvou're therel”

Grahame glared across the study at the
Amifican. . Ty

““I've got you, have 1:

The ﬁEureF did not move or speak. The
head seemed to be bent forward as if the boy
had fallen asleep in his chair. Grahame
grimmed savagely. He raised the cricket-
stump high in the air, and stole quietly tfo-
wards the figure. His intention was to wake
the sleeper by a sounding thwack across the
shoulders. 3

There was a faint sound mm the passage.
Five juniors were crgepin% along to the open
door of No. 4, and in a few moments Pank-
hurst had his eves glued to the crack of the
door. The chief of the Old Firm gave a
sniff of disgust.

“ Suspicious beast ! _

Beast or not, Grahame was certainly sus-
picious, Perhaps his experience on enfering
his own study in the dark bad made him
more alert than usual, or perhaps ke did not
fully believe that the figure was really
asleep. At all events, as he strode across the
study he Jooked warily for any kind of a
concealed trap, and spotted the cord stretched
tightly across the room.

He grinned malevolently. <

“ 8o that's the lLittle game, 1s 1f, you voung
hound !” he said, kicking the cord and jerk-
ing it in two. “ That's why you're pretend-
ing to be asleep: I'll wake you up!”

He whirled the cricket-stump high, and
brought it down with a terrific crack across
the shoulders of the sleeper.

Without a word, without 2 sound, the figure

fell forward, and lay face downward on the }

fell

carpet, in the shadow of the table. It f
a novelist

with a dull, sickening thud, as
would put it, and lay quite still.

Thwack ! The stump came down
upon the figure as 1t lay.

Grahame whirled up the stump to strike
again, when he suddenly paused. Something
imn the lifeless stillness of the figure was very
queer. The stump remained upraised, and
a strange pallor crept over the face of the
prefect.

“ Poindexter ?

There was no reply.

“ Get up, you whelp!

again

Don’t pretend vou’ve

though Grahame had often made up his |

l :
fainted! I know you're only shamming!

Get up, you young cadl”
he prefect was pale as death now.

‘“ Poindexter, get up! I—I didn’t mean to
hit you so hard! I—I'll let you off the
rest—— Good heavens, get up! Get up!”

The words were clearly heard outside the

| door by the juniors:

As Grahame had failed to fall into the trap,
they had waited, not quite knowing what
course to take. They didn't wish the bully
to escape, but to tackle Grahame on his feet,
with a cricket-stump in his hand, was not an
mv:tmf task.

A gleam of fun darted into Pankhurst's
eyes.

He turned quickly and caught Poindexter
by the shoulder. '

*““Get into No. 10, quick ! he whispered.

“ What for?™ :

‘““ Because you're dead!”

il Eh?!l

sight, quick !

stay out here till I signal.”

thin a second Poindexter caught on the joke,
n

wide open the door of No. 4, strode in.

The 5th Chapter.
| The Death of Poindexter |

on the floor.

“ﬂr | 7

v
%

were crouching there

|

“You're dead, I tell you—at least, we're
going to make Grahame think so. Get out of
Leave it to me, and you others

RAHAME was staring in utter and
terrifying dismay at the still form
It lay in the shadow

of the table, and the light was dim, but he

could see plainly enough the rigid figure, the
hanﬁblﬁ lifelessness of the extended limbs.
wd a ﬂ-!”

grinned and vanished. Study No. 10 |
swallowed him up. And Pankhurst, puahjngl
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“It's the truth!™

““It—it can’t be!"

““Feel for yourself, then

The prefect shuddered and drew back. Not
for worlds would he have touched that
inanimate form.

Pankhurst rose to his feet. His face was
stern and accusing. If there was a twinkle
in his eyes it was not seen in the dim light
of the study.

“You've done it this time, Grahame !

“I—I haven't touched bim !

“What were you doing with that cricket-
stump, then?”’ .

The weapon fell from Grahame's hand with
a dull thump to the floor.

“T always knew it would come to this,” said
Pankhurst. ““A fellow can’t keep on bully-
ing and- ill-treating juniors without harm
coming of 1it. What did you expect to happen
when you hit a boy like that with a cricket-
stump " |

“It was just a tap.™

“Don’t tell lies!” said Pankhurst scorn-
fully, “ That's no good now. You must have
given him a fearful blow. Poindexter wasn't
a baby; he must have had a fearful crack to
settle him like that.”

“Good heavens, I—I—"

“8till, 1t’s no business of mine,” said Pank-
hurst; "‘it's for the Head to see about this
affair now. I'm going to—"

Grahame started, and shuddered.

“Where are yvou gomng?"

“I'm going to the Head.”

“What—what for?”

““To tell him that you've killed Poindextaor I
said Pankhurst inflexibly.

“Don’t! Stop a minute! For
sake, Pankhurst!"

It was strange for the overbearing, bully-
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" The stump remained upraised, and a strange pallor crept over the face of Grahame.

“ Poindexter, get up !

The prefect gave a start, and his pallid face

flushed red as Pankharst strode in. He
glared in silence at the junior.
‘“Hallo!” repeated Pankhurst. *“‘Is that

{ you, Grahame? Is Poindexter here?”

**No!"” said Grahame thickly.
Pankhurst stifled a chuckle.
that leaped to the prefect’s lips showed the
state of utter * funk™

fallen.

“I expected to find him here,”” said the
chief of the Old Firm. A

“So did L*” muttered Grahame. *“1—I
: came to speak to him, but he’s not here.”

“ What's that?"” exclaimed Pankhurst, point-
ing to a boot that showed round a corner of
' the table.

He sprang forward, and stood gazing down
with an expression of utter horror at the life-

| less form—an expression as good as anything |
| he had ° ever worked wup 1n amateur
theatricals.

‘* Poindexter! What’s the matter with
him ¥

“T—T don't know I

Pankhurst knelt by the still form, and felt
over the chest. He turned his face up to the
watching prefect with a startled look.

““His heart’s not beating !

“Don’t tell lies?™ muttered the prefect
thicklv. “You young hound; you’re saying

that to frighten me!”

The ready lie
into which he had

[—I didn't mean to hit you so hard.
Heavens, get up—get up!"” The words were clearly heard outside the door by the juniors.

- Besides,

i t0 you.

I—T'll let you off the rest. Good

ing prefect to be be pleading with the junior

whose ears he had often boxed. But
(.“i:-aha.me would have pleaded to anybody just
then. -

Pankhurst turned back.

““Well, what do you want?” he said.
“You can't hope to keep a thing like this
dark, I suppose?”’

“I—I—— Give me time!” groaned the
prefect. “You know I never meant to do
anything of the kind! Oh, heavens, I wish
I had let him alone! T—I didn't mean it!
Give me time to think! Don’t say a word
yet 1"’

“I can’t keep a secret like that, thank vou!
Price knows all about it. Price is
here.”

The Welsh partner in the Old Firm was
already standing in the doorway. Grahame
shivered as’ he saw that a second pair of
accusing eves were fixed upon him.

**What has happened?” said Price, in a
lotv voice. =

“Only Grahame has killed Poindexter!”

“Good heavens!™”

“I—I didn’t!” panted Grahame.
touched him, and he fell down!
must keep the secret, you two.
worth yvour ‘while !I*?

“You're not going to bribe us!”

* You. never liked Poindexter; he’s nothing
¥or mercy's sake, let us clear out,

“I just
; Y'ﬂu-—.:’i’ﬂﬂ
I'll make it

l

—ﬂ_

and say nothing about it!” said Grahame
huskily. ¥
You attacked a fellow

‘““Can’t be done!
unprovoked, and——"

“I—I didn't! He—he attacked me first!™

A curious sound came from Pankhurst's
throat, and it was echoed by Price. It
sounded uncommonly like a chuckle, but, of
course, at such a terrible moment neither
member of the Old Firm could be suspected
of chuckling. |

“Is that the truth?” demanded Pankhurst
sternly.

“1 swear it!”

“¥You mean to tell us that—that—I mean
that he attacked vou first ¥ :

" Honour bright,” said Grahame eagerly;
“T’ll swear it. I—I was just giving him a
flick, more in fun than anything eise, when he
—he sprang at me like a tiger, and—and I had
to knock him down, or he'd have strangled
me.

Again that curious sound from the Old Firm.

Grahame looked at them quickly, but their
faces were solemn enough. Pankhurst ran his
fingers thoughtfully through his red hair.

“Well, if it's as you say, that makes a
difference,” he said, with a sly wink at Price.
** Poindexter was always a bit too big for his
boots; and if he attacked you first, T don't
know that we're called upon to give you
away,” -

" Quite so!"” said Price.

“TI’'ll swear he did,” gasped Grahame: “he
spr at me like—"

= right. After all, now Poindexter's
gone, we shall be cocks of the walk in the
Fourth Form,” said Pankhurst heartlessly.
“Those two silly bounders who shared this
study with him are no good, and couldn’t
stand up against us for an hour.”

This was for the benefit of Neville and Flynn,
who were outside the door, and heard zll that
was said. They couldn’'t repudiate the state-
ment without spoiling the joke, so it had to
pass unchallenged,

*“Quite so,”" said Price. ‘' They're a pair of
helpless monkeys, and we shall soon put them
in their place.’ !

“Then, if you like, Grahame—you swear
that he attacked vou first?’

"“Yes, yes; he sprang at me——""

“Right-ho! We won’t go to the Head. It's
really no business of ours what happens in this
study, that I can see. Let's clear.”

“Yes, yes; come on.’

“We won't say 8 word to the doctor. They
can find the body themselves. dare say
Neville and Flynn will ind i, and it may be
supposed to be a natural death,” =aid Pank.
hurst.

*“I—I hope so.”

* Better pick up that cricket-stump; it may

| be identified as vours, and will prove that you

commitied the—""

* Don"t—don't use that word!™

“ There isn’t any other that will do. Better
call a spade a spade, and a—"

“Come along.”

“You're in a hurry. T'll tarn out the gas
here, and they mayv fancy Poindexter just
tumbled off his chair in the dark and died
from an overplus of tinned beef, or faity
degeneration of the head, or something.”

If Grahame had not been in such a blue

funk, Pankhurst’'s heartless references to the

dead body would certainly have awakened his
guspicions.

But he was too confused and dismayed to
think clearly about anything. '

His only anxiety was to get away from the
study, to get as far as possible from the terribly
still form on the floor, and to keep the secret.

Pankhurst followed him out at last, after
turning out the gas. Neville and Flynn had
promptly skip away, and were not to be
geern.
an unsteady step.

He passed Trevelyan on the skairs, and the

| captain of Cliveden looked curicusly at his

strained, white face. _

** Anything wrong, Grahame?” he asked.

*“No,” muttered the prefect. _

“You're looking pretty sick.”

“I—I think I overdid it a bit this after-
noon,’ muttered Grahame; and he passed on
as quickly as he could.

Trevelyan looked after him in amazement.
It had certainly not appeared to him that
Grahame had overdone it on the football field.
As a matter of fact, he regarded the prefect
as a slacker of the first water. But Grahame
certainly looked illL |

Pankhurst nudged the preféet. ‘

“1 say, Grahame, is there any blood on your
hands?” he asked, in a sta.ﬁ whisper,

The prefect trembled from head to foot.

“Shut up!” he mauttered, with a terrified
look round.

“1 only wanted to warn you,” said Pank-
hurst.-

*“ All right—let me alone.”

““But_ is there anv blood—"

The prefect tore himself away, afid hurried
to his study. The wreck of that apartment no
longer troubled him. He had more serious
matters to think about. He .threw himself
iilntﬂda chair, and covered his face with his
ands. -~ :

The 6th Chapter.

The Ghost of Lincoln G. Poindexter.
_ IVE juniors gathered in No. 10 study,
F and in the glimmer of the low-turned
gas they -hugged themselves with
mirth. '
“Ha, ha,

ha ¥’ cackled Pankhurst.

““He, he, he!” choriled Price. -
““Ha, ba, ha!” chorussed the Combine.

“l Hﬂ,

(ha, ha!”

Grahame went along the passage with
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Poindexter’s Ghost.
(Continued from the previous page.)

They laughed till the tears ran down their
cheeks. The absurd mistake of the prefect
seemed too funny for words.

“ He attacked him first!"” said Pankhurst,
wiping his eyes. ‘“He—that dummy—that
stuffed bag of clothes—he attacked him frst!”

“ Sprang at his throat ” gasped Neville.

“lake a tiger,” said Price.

“* Arrzh! Saure and it's the wonderfullest
dummy that ever dummed !”” murmured Micky
Flynn, twisting himself to and fro. " Oh,
ochone! Ha, ha, ha! Sure and me ribs are
aching, that they are, wid laughin’!"

“Ha, ha, ha! The joke has panned out
better than we expected,” chuckled Poin-
dexter. *‘‘This is better than licking the pre-
fect, by a long chalk.”

“ Rather! Bat, I say, what are we to do
with the body "

“By Jove, I forgot the body!”

“We've promised not fo say a word to the
Head!” said Pankhurst solemnly. And the
juniors went off into a fresh yell of laughfer.

“The question 1s,"" said Poindexter,
“* whether Grahame is sufficiently punished, or
whether he wouldn’'t be impressed with the
enormity of his crime still more if he saw the
ghost of the dear departed.”

The juniers simply screamed.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ripping !’ gasped Pankhurst. “Get to
work! We've got plenty of chalk here, and
Price can sneak a sheet out of the dormitory.

““Ha, ha! Right you are.” X :

“1 guess it will work first-rate,” said Poin-
dexter, with satisfaction. ““We must pile on
the agony while we've got the chance, you see.
I can’t remain dead very long, for I'm getting
bungry, and want my tea."”

“Ha, ha! Here’s the chalk.”

Pankhurst set to work. Poindexter’s face
was chalked all over, till it assumed an “abso-
lutely ghastly whiteness. Price returned from
the dormitory with the sheet, and it was
draped gracefully round the slim form of the

Amerigan.

“ My word!” said Neville. “If I hadp’t
helped in the make-up, I should think 1t was
a ghost, or a messenger from Mars, or some-
thing.”

Y5 it all right?”

“Right? I should say so.” BUE

“Then see if the coast is clear, and I Il nip
along to Grahame's study and— _

“ Wait a minute; I'll turn the gas out in the

corridor.”

Darkness fell upon the passages when Pank-
hurst had turned out the gas-jets, and then the
ghost of Lincoln G. Poindexter glided from
No. 10 study. ‘

Certainly the figure looked very ghestly as
it glided along the passage in the dimness.

“Mon bleu! Vat is zat! Ciell”

It was the voice of Monsteur Friquet, the
French master. He caught & glimpse of the
gliding figure, and then bolted down the stairs
at top speed. The ghost gave a chuckle, and
hurried on to Grahame's study. _

“ Knock!” said Pankhurst, in a whisper.
The juniors crouched back in the shadows, and
the ghost solemnly knocked at the door.

Grahame was alone in the study, sitting
there in a mood of fury and despair. The
remorse he might have felt for his deed was
awallowed up in terror, in the fear of what
the consequences might be. Could he hope
that the chums of No. 10 study would keep the
secret? He had always bullied them; they
had nothing to thank him for. Why shoul
they screen him?

No, he could not expect it. The truth would
come out. What would happen to him then?

Knock! The tap at the door came in the
midst of his gloomy meditations, and he started
and turned white, as if he felt the hand of the
policeman already upon his shoulder.

Knock ! _

“(C.ccome in!" said the prefect, 1n a
Ing volce.

Knock ! _ .

The Sixth-Former rose to his feet, frembling.

shak-

T "Cw
HaL o™

STORY- Boon

-
-
-

1

1

I that the searchers would

I

i

door? It could not be the police, surely,
already!

Knock ! 3 .

The sound smote upon his heart like a
funereal knell. He went to the door with
slow, dragging footsteps, and threw it cpen,

Then he staggered back with a yell of terror.

Poindexter stood before him! :

The boy he had so brutally struck down in
No. &4 study stood there, his face white, his
eyes wide open, his hand raised to point.

“Grahame!” The name came in a deep,
sepulehral volce from the figure in white.
““Grahame, are you prepared to pay the
penalty of your crime?”

The prefect fell upon his knees. He was too
dazed and bewildered by the terrible vision to
think—to look—to do anything but yield to
blind terror

‘“ Are you prepared——"'

“ Mercy !’

“Wretch! Canst thou ask for mercy, when
thou hast smitten a y youth with a cricket
stump, and cut him off in the bloom of his
vouth? Canst thou ask, when thou bhast
destroyed the head of the Fourth Form——"

““Oh, rats!"”" came very audibly from the

passage.
.5t ng:;t: up, Pankhurst, you ass!"
the ghost. ;

“ Well, you shut up about being the head of
the——""

“Dry up, ass!” . 1

“ Sure, and ye'll spoil the joke, Panky——’

Grahame heard only indistinctly the whispers
in the passage, but they naturally roused his
suspicions. e sprang to his feet. He did not
believe in ghosts, and his suspicions being once
aroused, he jumped to the conclusion at once
that he was the victim of a trick.

‘“ Are you prepared——" _

There was a sound of foosteps in the passage,

whispered

| and a hurried voice.

““ Hook it! Here comes Trevelyan!”
The ghost vanished from the doorway.

— — —

The 7th Chapter.

Brought to Light

‘ T vas ze terrible sight,’”! said the \'o-if:a
H of Monsieur Friquet. “I see it dis-
tinctly viz my eyes!” *
The captain of Cliveden looked round im-
patiently as he came up the passage. Monsieur
Friquet, full of the ghost he had seen, had
dragged the school captein to look for it, but
Trevelyan did not expect to start any unearthly
visitors in the corridor. .
Five juniors crouched in 2 doorway, hoping
They had not
had time to close the door, and they were
afraid to do so as the captain came slong, in
case he should hear. 3
Grahame dashed out of his study. i
“Have you seen anything, Grahame?
asked Trevelvan, looking at him. _ :
““Ves," hissed the prefect. “It is a trick!
They cannot be far away! Ah, this door is

open'’ . . |
A figure in white rose before him It was
impossible for the juniors to escape discovery

now, and they had to face it out. :

it Beware,"ysaid the deep, sepulchral voice—
“beware | _ A

“ What nonsense is this?’ said Trevelyan
sternly. *‘ Light the gas, Monsieur Friquet.”
A match glimmered, and the gas flared up.
““ Ah, I thought so!” went on the captain of
Cliveden. *‘ Poindexter, what are you doing
in that absurd guise?"

Poindexter grinned. g

- ess I'm a ghost,’”" he said.

Grag:ma was staring at the American chum
with his eyes almost starting from his head.
Relief at finding that the boy was really alive
overmastered every other feeling for the
moment.

%tﬁ:t Trevelyan's lfhe%’ n;aad 'ﬁ:}* stern.

“ Explain yoursell, roindexter. |

“It'a?l: fact,” said Pankhurst. ‘‘ Poindexter
has been murdered, and this is his ghost, got
up specia]ly for the occasion,’ for one night
only."”’

‘“ What do you meani”

* Ask Grahame,” said Neville,
giddy criminal.”

Trevelyan stared at Grahame.

“* He's the

! What meant that mysterious knocking at hisl

[ you were

oricket stump, and killed him—only it hap-
pened not to me, but a dummy rigged up in
my clothes!"

Grahame gave 8 yell of rage.

‘“80 that was it, you—you——"" He sprang
blindly at Poindexter, but Trevelyan dragged
him back with an iron grip.

** Stand back, Grahame!”

“I will not! o

“Stand back!” thundered the captain of
Cliveden, and the prefect shrank from his
blazing eyes. -

“And so,"” said Trevelyan, “ Grahame
thought he had injured a junior so severely,
and was going to say nothing about it? And

gl:viaping ghost to punish him, I sap-
pose. Well, you can go nncP get that nonsense
off.  You have done wrong, but you will not
be punished this time. The blame rests upou
this scoundrel !

““This what?” yelled Grahame furiously, as
the juniors filed out of the study, Trevelyan
standing between them and the enraged
prafect.

‘*1 said scoundrel, and I mean scoundrel !”
said the captain of Cliveden, between his
teeth. ““ Yoo must have struck the dummy

Ll
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they speak of under the impression that it was |
a boy, and in such a brutal manner that you |
actually believed you had caused death. You |

have been a fool to be taken in so easily by g | the magnetic hand, 3d. Both, 5d.——M. Malkarny,

juniors’ trick, but not half so much a fool as
you are brute and rascal. That's plain speak-
ing for you!"

*“ They wrecked my study.”

"1 don’t care what they did. You had
no right to act like a ruffianly hooligan !" said
Trevelyan sternly. *I tell you they shall not
be punished. You have deme more than

enough to disgrace yourself and the Form you

belﬂi:g to 1"
“Not a word more! You will not touch
them again! Hold vour tongue,

I say!

Another word and I will go straight to tﬁe
Head and tell him the whole story !

Grahame shrank from the study like a

whipped cur.

L] - - L3 - 3 N

In No. 4 the Combine and the Old Firm
gathered in high glee. Poindexter had re-
moved his ghostly make-up, and, though he
still felt a pain where the prefect had caned
him in the afternoon, bhe was in high spirits.
So were the others.

Tea in the study had never been a merrier
meal. The rivals of the Fourth feasted to-
gether to celebrate their victory over the
common foe, and the famous dummy was
seated at the table in honour of the part he
had played in the affair. And for a great
distance from No. 4 could be heard the shouts
of laughter of the juniors as they discussed the
joke on the prefect.
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““ What does this mean, Grahame?"

The prefect drew a deep, deep breath.
Poindexter was alive; he had been deceived;
how, he did not know, but it was certain that
the American chum was very much alive. And
as he realised that clearly, rage replaced the
relief in the prefect's breast. He had been
“ done ”"—hopelessly done by the juniors, and
his hands clenched with fury. |

“It's a trick!" he said savagely. * They
tried to scare me——"’ . *

“ And succeeded!” chuckled - Poindexter.
“ What grice your going down on your knees?

Ha, ha, ha!”
rascal 1"

“You lying youn . :

““It's the truth. We all saw ye,” said Micky
Flynn. “Ho, ho, ho! Ye baste, ye, to kil
an inoffensive young gintleman——"'

“* And ask two respectable juniors to keep the
dread secret of vour giddy guilt,” said Pank-
hurst solemnly.

“1 must know what this means,” said
Trevelyan, as the French master quitted the
study. * Tell me, Poindexter, as Grahame will
not.””
“If you look in at No. 4 study,” grinned
Poindexter, “yon’ll see the giddy corpsey-
worpsey. Grahame knocked him down with a

| to boil and stir them constantly until every drop of
' water has evaporated. Now add the finest whiting
| till the whole is of the consistency of soft putty. When
| cold the composition is hard, bant when steamed it

' becomes soft enough to mould to any shape or design.
B “ 237 | STAMPS.—A. E. Grainger, London, S.E.—The
Au il B . stamp you inquire about is an early English revenue
issue which is of no valae,

B
- o= —_

Nﬂ’M..quqiil---i-ll.lllililtliinliltr-l

| Address all letters on hebby matters to THE BOYS' HERALD Hobby Club, 2, Carmelite
House,K Carmelite Street, London, E.C.

“THE BOYS' HERALD” HOBBY CLUB.

I wish fo be enrolled a member of THE BOYS HERALD Hobby
Club, and will do my best to help fellow-members of the Club,

-Nﬂm R e e P T Y T R Y IRyt §

My hobby 18- cocsrssnccrescrscssoreos  AQAIESSccmnrrsrcrsnrssrsssessosnssssrsanssosarena

i

LALLA T TR IRTE R TR PRy IR R PR R R AR R T Rt

Me- copE SesteSsEEREEEEF ERARREES FESFERFRA s s v R B an 0 BEEP

B.H. No. 237.

Enclose a penny stamp for the return of your membership card.
these Coupons are necessary if you bave more than one hobby,

Z

'Tﬁ"ﬂ of

|



