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OUR WIRELESS DICTIONARY.

As nisnal the Mao¥EeT is first in the
field. This week yvou will find the com-
mencement of a Grand Wireless Diction-
ary. We have all been reduced to a state
of bewildermwent by the cargo of new
words which the ploneers of Wireless have
hurled into the English language. No
blame to them, of course. A brand new
stbject cannot De handled by means of
the old termne, Now, just to give all
Wireless students a leg up in a diffienlt
and most intricate business, I have set
a sound and unseful Wireless Dictionary
going, You will find capital instalments
of this admirable work each week in the
MacNET. And it is not merely a dic-
tionary. The new feature is a sort of
vade mecnm, a veal out and out com-
pendinm of the mysteries, ag well as the
odd =onnding phrases to which the mean-
ing of the wholo matter is hooked. 1
strongly advise all my chums who are
taking up Wireless—and thousands of
fellows are throwing themselves into the
fascinaling subjeet heart and soul—to
imake a careful note of the lucid explana-
tions they will find in this week’s number
of the MAGNET, and succeeding issues,
It all vroves once again that the answer
to the age-old question, Where is it ? is to
L fourml in the pages of this paper.
Aake a note of that interesting little fact
az well,

SPEECH IS SILVERN.

Yes, it may be, hut once you have got
ihe hang of Bunter’'s new scheme you
will appreciate the porpoise’s viewpoint.
For silemve is golden. Dunter is after
gokl. Thia iz the why and whoerelore
of the fresh amazing stunt of the editor
af a certain famous weekly whoge fame
i= far Hung. Frequently Duanter himself
his been far Bung—into the corridor—
but there iz no need to go inlo that
matter,

“BUNTER’'S LATEST ! "

You have there the engaging title of
noxt week's Greylriars yarn,  Bunter s
slinck dunth.  This is a figure of speech,
What I mean is, that the Owl subsides
inte golden =zilence, for reasons of his
own, sonnd and sufficient reasons, as will
e readily understood, Tt may not sonnd
possibile, but there it is—HBunter, William
Licorge of that ilk, cea<es to nogotiate
vhatty pleasantries ahout the com:
nussariat department ; his duoleet voice
is no longer heard hke musie in the
studies, bleating for another helning of
ham and eggs; the long and the short
of it 15 Bunter ecatehes the same ternihle
Imlﬂlluint ns afflicted a certain harp which
wesod to hang on Tara's walls,  Fnough
sanl, Yon will langh over this yvarn as
vou have never langhed before. Tt s pll
delightfully  plausible, like Bander hin-
s, Yeou can call him a wmom martyr,

much internal suffering.

= e

“THE PHANTOM HIGHWAYMAN !”

Sometimes when you are far away in
the country for a holiday, you get told
some wonderful wvarns about what the
highwaymen did in the ancient days;
how the knights of the road held up un-
suspecting travellers and eased them of
thewr hard ‘cash, and their repeater
watches. Duat you are in for something
miles better than such legends in next
week's Mac¥ET. There is a_grim reality
about this Phantom Highwayman,
though you might not think it. Tt is a
mystery of the present day—no tradition
[ of the bygone about it at all. The Phan-
tom Highwayman has been seen; he is
a modern personage, and has introduced
the most up-to-date methods for batfling
the police. Ierrers Locke has here one
of the toughest propositions with which
he has ever been confronted, and you
cannot fail to admirve the astuteness, let
alone the out and out pluck of the
famous detective as he sets about track-
mg down his quarry. It is not child’s
play by any means. Phantom or not,
the slippery delinquent iz well qualified
in the arls of offence and defence, and
the fight he puts up against all the
forces of the law-—and Ferrers Locke
himself, who comes in as a sori of forlorn
hope after the ordinary means have failed
ingloriously—is memcorable, The stor
iIs an  amazing one, pulsaling wit
interest, and marked by fibrous strength,
and just that sense of drama which
makes everybody, sit up and take notice,

e m—— ey

A SEA NUMBER.

It would be leaving my Chat incom-
plete to ignore the spirited numnmber of
the *“Greyfriars Herald”™ which  will
appear next Monday, There are heaps
of ways of looking at the sea. To zome
it i= merely a sick-transit ; to others the
mighty deep iz rather overdone, and
appallingly damp. But as far as space
will allow, Harry Wharten amd hiz co-
editors have grappled with the many-
stded subject, They know something of
the sea down at DPegg. It 158 close by
there that Buanter does his magnificent
chiff -climbing stunts when he rescues Bob
(herry from . certain death far below,
As we all know, they take the sea pretty
gorionsly at Grevfriars; it i= a neighbour

of theirs, Of course. to s:ome folk the sea
is merely something von look at once
a year, m summer-time. If you are lucky,
your can ealeh a few flonnders, and land
i erab or twa. Pnt, after all, yon want
to give the orean itz dne.
where the piraics Tived, the dashing cor-
saira who swept oul of seerct harbours
of a morniong, amd ghided baek at night,

all mwollionaives, thanks te hig hauls of

Ile did not bring off the wheeze without

Tt is the plac=’

Start right cway with the new Wireless feature on page 22!

vold and diamonds.,
o “see the sea”
“lay.

Anyway, make sure
supplement next Mon-

THE FOOTBALL COMPETITION.

I am not going to enlarge on the fas-
cination of a smart little Football Com-
petition with the Ten Pounds it offers in
prizes. 1t will suffice to point out-that
the next number of the MagNET Wil
contain one of the most exhilarating
footer problems ever turmed out.

"BRAIN WAVES,

Lots of people have these. They can't
help it, and it would be a pity if they
could, seeing that the whole progress
of the world depends on these quick
rushes of intellectual energy. 1 waa par-
ticularly struck by the evidence of some-

"thing in this line which I found in a

cheery and masterly little letter which
came to hand this week. The wniter
cordially agrees that people want tuning
up at times. It is the same wherever you

go. Writers, dustinen, politiciaps,
artists chestnut-vendors—they one und
all require jerking up every now and

again, else they are all bound to get
elack, every man jack of them. But my
correspondent savs thal he does not want
Harry Wharton & Co. to be tuned up
more than they are by another trip to
the tropics—not just yet, anvyhow. " The
Congo trip was tooping,” he says, " buf,
az a rule, there is plenty of good work lo
be done at Greyfriars.” Which s very
fair, and very true., I have made a note

of 1t,
Correspondence,
William Mill, 6, Strathmore Street,

Bridgend, Perth, N.B., wishes to corre
spond with readers anywhere.

Rin. G. Groves, 6841525, D Coy.,
st K.R.R.C., Quetta, India, wishea to
corresponid with readers anywhere,

Fred Ward, 6, Albermatle Street,
Newtown, Sydney, N.8.W. Australia,
wishes to correspond wilh readers any-
where,

Frank Laurvence, e¢c.0. Box 25618,
G.P.0., Melbourne, Victoria, Australia,
wishes {o correspond with readers any-
where, especially in France,

Liealic 8. Hope, Sheflield, Tasmania,
wishies to correspond with readers about
the Companion Papers.

Roy  RBtrike, 57, Thomas Street,
Croydon, N.8.W., Australia, wishes to
corvespond with readers in England so
as to exchange impressions and ideas.

Cleeve  Sculthorpe, Errington  Posl
Mfiee, Vancouver Tsland, British

CUolumbia, Canada, wishes to eorrespond
with readers of the Companion Papers.

TI.. MacMorran., 192, Evelvn Street,
Church House, Deptford, 8.F, wishos
to  correspomd  with  Beottish  readers

interested 1in the Companion Papers,

Mrs, K. Peacock, Nithsdale, Dunlop,
wishes to correspond with readers any.
l|i"l'l'l'l"l'i",

(r. Butler, 20, Britannia Row, I:ling
ton, N. 1, wishes to correspond with
reacders about sports papers and football
pProgrammes.

F. M. ITall, 47. James Sireet,
Worksop, Notis, wishes to correspond
with rveaders interested in foothall,

“oxing, cycling, and all sports,

your €ditor,

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from his chums !
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Next Monday’s Greyfriars
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yoern is a real stunner} 3

A long complete story of Hairy Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars, recounting in vivid fashion
the keen struggle for the Sports Cup presented annually by the governors of the school.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter in Training !
Walk up

' ALK up! 3
\}‘,ﬂ' The voire of Fisher T.
Fish of the Remove, trem-
bled with excitement.

The Awmerican junior stood in front of
the notice-board in the hall. e faced
round upon the fellows who were hover-
mg in the vieinity, and beckoned to them
cogerly.,

‘Roll up. yvou jays!
something hyer that
palates, =ome !

The excitement of Fisher T. ¥izh was
so catching that the fellows he addressed
(idd not walk up., Neither did they roll.
They ran!

“*Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. * Let’s see what all the excite-
ment’s about.”

Quite a crowd of Remaovites came
sprinting up to the notice-hoard,

The Famous Five were first on the
spot, closely followed by Skinner & Co.
Then along came Vernon-Smith, and
Tom Brown, and Mark Linley. and Dick
Penfold,

Theres was an announcement on the
notice-board, in the familiar handwriting
of the Head. It could only have bheen
recently pinned there. for the ink was
not yet dry, It ran:

“"ANNUAL SPORTS MEETING !
ASILVER CUP TO BE PRESENTED
TO TITE BEST ATHLETE IN EACH

FORM,

“1 have great pleasiure in announcing
that the Governors of Grevfriars School
have renewed their offer of a silver cup,
to be awarded to the leading athlete 1n
each Form,

“The Remove Sports will be decided
first, and they will commence on Mondav
norning next,

“The present holder of the cup. so far
a: this Form 1z concerned, is Robert
Cherry. He will now be called upon to
defend his tirle,

A complete list of the various con-
tests may be obtained from Mr, Lascelles,

I guess there's
will tiwkle your

I who, with Mr. Prout and Mr. Quelch,

will form the Committee of Judges.
“There will be a fair field and no
fuvour. Every boy in the Remoye Form
15 eligible to compete.
“Juniors are advised to commence
their training without delay.
“(Signed) IIERBERT H. LOCKE,

“Headmaster.”

The effect of this announcement was
electrical.

There was such a babel of voices that
15 was 1mpossible 1o understand what
anyone was saying.

Tom Brown threw his arm round
Vernon-Smith's waist, and started to
waltz himm up and down the hall. Fisher

T. Fish, his thin cheeks aglow with
excilemment, was gesticulating wildly.
Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent, and

Johnny Bull were cheering, and waving
their arms above their heads, Hurree
Singh was remarking that the something-
aor-other was terrific. Skinner, who was
simaply bursting to tell his schoolfellows
something, could not make himself heard.

Only two fellows stood silent,

Bob Cherry, who in other circumstances
would have been thé most excited junior
of all, was looking rather grim.

Bob realised that a stern fight lay
before him. For a whole year he had
been the proud possessor of the silver cup
presented by the Governors,

It stood on the mantelpiece in Study
No. 13—a magnificent  trophy that
glittered in the firelight.

Would Bob Cherry now have to yield
that cup to another? Or would he re
tain it, and prove himself yet again the
champion of the Remove?

Bob was no pessimist. But he realised
that he would have to perform prodigies
of vulour if he hoped to win the silver
cup Lwo years in succession,

The other fellow who stood silent amid
that noisy throng was Dick Penfold.

Pen was deep in thought., He was
thinking what a fine thing it would be
if he could manage to win that cup. Ie
was no mere pot-hunter. It was not for
the sake of self-glory that he wanted to

win it. It was in order to bring a ray
of happiness inlo the lives of his parents
—the old conple in Friardale. whose lives
wore a constanl struggle against poverty.

Mr. Penfold, a cebbler by trade, was
rightly proud of his son. Dick had come
to Greyfriars on a scholarship, and had
sinca won many honours in the scholastic
line. But in the world of sport he had
done very little. ITow fine 1t would be,
he reflected again, if he could win this
cip, and give his parenis the jov of
knowing that he was the finest athlete in
the Remove,

When the clamour had sufliciently died

down, Harry Wharton spoke.,
- “This is great!” he said jubilantly.
“ Another sports neeting, by Jove! You
will have all your work cut out to retain
the eup, Bob!”

“Yes, rather!" szaid Johnny Bull.
* Personally, I wasn’t in the running last
time, but I'm going to fight tooth-and-
nail for the merry honours this year.”

“Bame here,” chimed in Frank
Nugent,

“1 guness you galoots won't stand an
earthly,” said Fisher T. Fish.  *This
hyer cup's goin' to be won by a cule
Amurrican citizen |

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Skinner offered odds of a thousand te
one against Fish winning the cup.

“ Make it a billion !"" chuckled Vernon-
Sintth,

And there was a fresh peal of langhter
at Fishy's expense. It was extremely un-
likely that the American junior would
win a single event,

At that moment Peter Todd joined the
crowd n the hall,

“Heard the news, Toddy :™" asked Bolb
C'herry,

“Yes, rather!”

“But you haven't seen the Head's
announcement ——"

“No, but Bunter knew all about the
sports meeting an hour ago., His boot-
lace chanced to come undone ouisiude the
door of the Tlead's study, and he
happened to  hear the Head telling
Quelchy all aboul the arrangements.™
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4 First past the post every time—the MAGNET! A dead cert!

“Ju=t bhke Bunter!” =aid Ilarey
Wharton,  *Prust him 1o he first 1m0 the
Held with the news, ™

“Is Bunter going to compete this year,
to wive a touch of come vehef (o the
prn-w'lfj:lgn ¢ asked Tom Brown,

J*Nq Taodd nodded, .uul grimned.

*Banter dec L11+~. he's going to walk
ol with the cup.” he <aul,

“That means he's going (o steal 11,
grinned Bob Cherry.

“lla, ha, ha!”

“1He' 1 never ger Liold of if by any other
method,” =aid Mark Linlev., langhmg,
“ 1 ean’t imagine Danter hnishing first an
the marathon race, for mstance,

O knockimg Bols (Cherry oot in the
lmmmg ring,” grinued Nugent,

The crowd in the hall continued ta dis-
euss the sports with keen excitement,

Ihek Penfold, who had contmibuted no
word to the conversation, went off
thonghtfully to his study,

5y

11 found  his  study-miates —=Monty
Newland, Trevor, amd Preluce—gazing
ot of the window, They were con-

yul=edd with merrnnent,
Dick Penfold halted on the threshold

TGy LN ET

“What's the joke, yvon fellows?" he
ashed,
“Come  and  see ™ gurgled Trevar.

“Ihis is berter than a pantomime !

Penfold joined his stady-mates at the
“-Hlillh."\. lh" g’.“'{ LI dl':l\'l.ll I.'Iltl!'l- I‘I'].'!" { ]ll'-l-"
wvihiere an aazing scene Was (0 progress,

A comedy was heing enacted.  Only
one aclor was taking part ot and thai
vas Billv Bunter. The fat junior had
the ~tage to himseif, as it were.

Bunter was attired i shorta and o
tight-titting vest. e wore a pair of

vatovas shoes, but no soc h-, and s 1"![-.“ L
vilves were fully exposed to view,

Dunter would have looked odd enough
Lol he been walking across the Close
the ordinary wav., Bual he was not on
foot. Ile was mounted on a bayele,
which creaked and squeaked beneath hos
huge bulk. .

“What the tlmnp——" began Dk
Venfold m astonishment,

“PBunter's in training for iiw sports 1M
spluttered Monty Newland. *"He s put-
ting in some praciice, to make certain of
winning the L‘..'l'll’ race,’”’

“Oh, my hat!"

Hjlh, Bunler was careering across the
(lose in a most ervatic fashion. :

The bicyele stood the strain fairly
well, but 1t was unhkely that it wouhl
be able to stand it much longer. It

had been constructed to carry a !'EH-::M
of medium proportions, not a mountain
of flesh like Billy Bunter.

Billy had appavently lost all contrel of
the machine, Instead of mastering i, it
mastered him, It swerved dl'unkenl}r
{rom side to side, with Bunter clinging
lo the handlebars like grim death.

“Our prize porker will come a cropper
i a nunute ! muttered Treluce,

Scarcely were the words out of lis
mouth when Gosling, the porter, shufiled
iito view. He was carrymmg a large
hasket of eggs.

Thosze eggs had heen destined for the
school kitchen, But they never got
there,

Goshing scemed to have a magnetic
atiraction for the machine which Bunter
rodle.

Suddenly the bicyele ceased 1o swerve,
and it made a hee-line towards Gosling.

“Hellup!" yelled the porter in alarm.
“Keep clear, Master Bunter! Keep
ciear; that's wot I'm a-tellin® yer! Waot
I says iz this 'ere—"

Crash !

There collision.

was A grinding

Bunter, Geoshing, epps,  and IJEU}"L'I’F!
became inextricably mixed. They ali
rell together in a confused heap.

“Oh, my giddy aunt ! gurgled Monty
Newland,  “This 1= a sight for gods and
men and hittle fishes "

**Ha, ha, ha!”

Sude-splittivg  langhter rang  ithveugh
Study No. 9. And Dick Penfold laughed
more heartily than anybody,

The scene i the Close alimost beggared
deseription.

The bicyele lay twisted on the ground,
and hlly Bunter's left leg was clean
through the front wheel. RBilly was on
liis back, with the basket of ¢gps on top
of hi, upside-down,  Most of the eggs
had smashed, and their contents simply

potred over the fat jumor’'s face, aind
dovn his neck,
Poking out from the wreckage was

Goshop's head.  The porter was slrug-

ghng despeoiately but vamly lo extricate

himself,
“TElp! 'Elpt"

“1lon’t stand there a-mockin’

soung rips! Reseue !V
“Yow-ow-ow ! I've broken my back in

moaned Go:ling feebly,
of me, yon

al  least live places!” moaned Billy
Banter,

**Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Betler go down and sort oul the
merry tangle ! said Dick DPenfold, who

was almost exhausted with |.E.ng|‘df"]
The four juniors hurried down into the
Close. P'revor and Treluee grabbed hold
nf Gosling, and hauled lnm clear of the
wieckage. The other two wpmatul
Billy Bunter from the lacyele, They
veere thus engaged when Dick Penfold’s
langhing expression changed to one of
fuvy and dismay. He suddenly let go of
Bunter, and stood staving Jdown at the
battered bicyele,
“What s np,
Newland,

Pen® mnguired Monty

“Why, this is my Like ' hooted Ihek
Penfold, = This tat villam borrowed 101
“Oh, really, Penfold—-"

“1t's rimned 1 roared Dick. “ Benl,
battercd, and bosted ! Dented, damaged,
and done for!, And I gave a tenner for
that bike !

Billy Bunter, startled by the expression
on ek Penfold’s face, started sentthng
away like a fat, leghianl vabbit. Bul
'en was upon lum in a flash, Ha
grasped the fat junior by the serull of
the neck, and almost shook the life out
of him.

“You—yau bhurgling bounder! 1'l

teach you to lay hands on my property !
Shake, shake, shake!
“Ow-ow-ow ! leggo, you bullying

rotter 7 wailed Bunter.

But Penfold did not desist from shak-
mg Billy Bunter uuntil sheer exhaustion
compelled hun to do so. The fat junior
then fell awav from him, and collapsed
i a moamng heap.

Gosling, the porter,
the fat junior,

“Which serves vou right!"” he roared,
“Clareerin’ about like a madman, as ever
was ! You've bin an' smashed :I"mn
dozen mnoo-laid }mggﬁ an' wot I says 18
this "ere—you'll ’ ave » to pay for 'emn, yom
yvoung warnunt!”

“He ought to be made Lo pay for your
bike, too, Pen!™ said Monty Newland.
Penfold made a despairing gesture,

“What's the use of asking for com-
pensation?”’ he said bitterly, Tt would
be ecasier to get blood ont of a stone
than to get money out of Bunter, I

glared down al

valued that bike—I had grown ouite
attached to it—and I ecan't afford
another.*

The destruction of his bicyele was a
bitter blow to Dick Penfold. He spent
a most wretched evening in consequence.

Wealthy fellows like Yernon-Smith
wonld have accepted the situation philo-
sophically, and bought aunother bike.
But Dick Peufold, a struggling scholar-
ship box, lacked the wherewithal to do
50,

'en had relied upon that bicyele as a
datly means of transit to and from s
home in the village., e called on lus
people every day, and the bicyele had
heen invaluable,  Pen would now have
to walk—and all because of the clunsy
antics of Willlam George Bunter !

e —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Ready for the Fray !

REYFRIARS was agog with ex-
J citement,
Every Form parlicipaied in

the execitement, but in the
Remove it was al Fever pitch, TFor the
Remaove sporis were to take place lirst
of all,
The juniors went inlo sircl lraining,
with the exception of Billy Bunter,

Bunter had a training svstem of los
QW n. :
“Instead of slarving for a sports

tounrmawment, I believe i feeding up for
it,”” he announced.

And his “training " econsisted of hav-
ing as many helpings as they would give

himn in the dining-hall, and as many feeds
as he could procare at the school tuck-
shop.

Speeulation van high as to which

jainor would prove himself champion of
the Remove,

One fellow actually declared
thought  Billy  Bunier wonld
hanours, Wit as that lellow happened
to be Billy Bunter himself, nuo nopont-
ance was attached {o the staterient,

Many fe E]mh felt that Bob Chery
would sneeeed in retaining the champion-
ship.  And they had good grounds for
expressing such an opmion,  Bob was i
every way a splendid sportsman., Aol
what had been achieved ownee could be

ihat he
win the

achieved again, though not, as Tab
was the [irst o admit, withonl a stern
rtruggle,

Mher fellows spoke laghly  of ihe

chances of Archie Howell,

Avelie was a sindy-mate of Tlavry
Wharton awd Frank Nugent, though
they saw very httle of him these days
Archie had not been in the limehight for
a very long time. e had become
strangely veserved, and had kept himazelf
to himself,

But Archne was no duffer al sporls
He had shown up well in the previons
tonrnament, and had been runnerv-up fo
Boby Cherry. Some thought he would
go a step further this year, and win the
coveted cup.

Mark Linley had his backers, So had
Harry Wharton and Vernon-Smith. One
or two fellows spoke sagely of the
chatices of Peter Todd and Tomn Browin.

Dick Penfold appeared to be left oo
of everybody's caleulations.  Pen had
always been looked npon as a poet ra’rhm'
than an athlele. He had a place 1 the
Remaove footer eleven, it was true; bul
it was as a writer of poems and parodies
that he had won most renown.

On the Salurday afternoon prior {o
the sports meeting, the Famous Five sat
at tea in Study No. 1. It was not the
usual sumptuous spread. It consisled
merely of dry toast and weak tea. Seli-
denial had to be exercised during this
period of training,

“A day of rest fo-morrow,” s
Harry Whartan, “and then we plunge
inta the fray!”

“Yes, rather !

Billy Bunter, the popular schoolboy character—

THE Macxer Lirrary.— No. 786,



Let me have your opinion of our new wireless feature ! b

# Anybody happen to know how many
events there will be this year®”

“Crowds!" said Frank Nugent, “I've
got a st of the various contestz from
Mr, Lascelles, We shall kick off on
Monday with a foolball test, to decide
who is the best footballer in the Form,
There will be a trial match between two
teams of Removites, and the commmitice

of judges will carefully watch every
fellow’s play.”
“That’s a good idea.” said Johnny

Bull. “And what comes after the fool-
ball test "

“The running races, There's the han-
dred yards, and the quarier-mile, and
the wile. and so forth. But not the
marathon.  Thal will be held later in
the week."

“When does the esteemied racelulness
on the bikefulness tuke place, iny worthy
chum?” asked Hurree Singh,

“On Tuesday,” said Nugent. “Then
we shall have the shooting contest, and
the sculling contest on the river, and the
wrest ling-niateh——" '

“Help! I shall be worn lo a shadow
bofore we get that far!” said Bob
LUherry,

“1la, hu, ha!"

“Then there will be the marathon
Nugenl went on, conaulting his  list,
"#!'iltl‘"fh-l? boxing contests to wind up
with,’

Hm:ry Wharton gave a low whistle,

“It's a mighty stiff progranune!” he
said, ~ “Jolly lucky we've had time (o
Leain for it 1™

“The winner of each event will be
awarded Lhree points,” said Nugent,
“and the ranner-up will get one point.
That's the same as last year.”

“And the fellow who bagfully secures
the mosl points " began Hurree
Siogh,

“Will bagiully bag the cupful cup!”
chuckled Bob Cherry,

*Ha, ha, ha!”

The study door epened, and Archie
Howell came in.

“Welcome liltle stranger!” said Boh
Cherry, placing a chair for Arvchie at the
table.  “Corue and join the festive
board. There’s a picce of parched toast
left, and a thimbleful of weak {oo.”

Archic Howell declined this templing
offer.

“Thanks, but T've already fed.” he

sail, M1 had ten with Mauly, Were
your lellows diseussin’ the sports®”
“Yes,” saidd Harry Wharton, “Who is

gomg to win the cup this vear®’

“Billy Butter 15 my starred selection.”

“Don't rot! Whom do vou really
fancy. Archie?” : )

Archie grinned,

“Modesty forbids my mentioning the
feliow by name,” he sad,

“What 17 exclaimed Johnny Bull, “De
vou imagine you're going to win the cup
vourself Howell ¥

Archie blushed, and bowad,

“Well, 1 wish yvou luck,” said Whar-
ton.  ** Bot you won’t find it an easy job,
You'ie nol the brilliant sport=man of a
vear ago, Yoo ve dropped games a good
deal latelv, and become rather a slacker.”

“1 admil the soft impeachment, dear
boy,” said Arvchie, “1've chummed np
with Mauly, an” Mauly doesn’t exactly
inspire a fellow to be energetic, Bt
['ve been trainin’ hard for the last davy
or twag, an’ mean to Eive a ool {tf'f'ﬂilllll

of myself, In fact, I shall have (o,
TR ’ " L s _
hecanse 1y sister’'s comin’ over from

Cliff House to see the sporls, an’ Phyliis
has no use for a fellow who 15 a failure.”

*“1 should think not,” =aid Bob Cherry,
W hl':'_"u'l."d?* one of I’hyllis Howell's warmest
admirers.

“By the way,” said Archie Howell
suddenly, *“have you fellows heard what
EHP]H.'ILL‘{I to Penfold's bike the other

Ayt

The Famoas Five shook their heads.

“Well, 1t appears that Burder bor-
rowed it—without permission, of course—
an’ started gaddin® about in the Close.
He bumped. into old Gosling, who was
carryin’ a basket of eggs at Lhe time, an’
there was the very dickens of a mix-up,
I didn’t see the wreckage myself, but the
fellows who did told me il was sumply
appallin’ ™

“I can quite believe it,"” said Nugent.
“Just like Bunter to go fooling around
on ogther people's hikes. He can thank
his lucky stars it wasn't my machine he
borrowed !

“Surely Penfold scragged him
Wharton,

Archie Howell nodded,

“Yes: but that was no compensation
for the damage done to Pen’s bike. The
jigger's absolutely done for. It cost ten
quid, an' Penfold's eatin’ his heart out
about it. Instead of bikin' down Lo the
village every day to see his people, he
has to hoof it.”

“What a rotten shame!” said Johnny
Bull indignantly,

“The shamefulness is terrific!”

““Penfold can’t afford to buy a new
mke.” went on Archie, ““an’ he [eels
awfully cut up about it. I was wonderin’

LAY
L ]

saicl

if 1t would be possible to have a whip-
round in the Remove for the purpose of
getlin’ Pen a new machine.”

Bob Cherry thumped the speaker on
the back.

“That's a ripping wheeze, Archie! he
exclaimed,
“Hear, hear!”

“I shall be pleased {0 set the ball
rollin’ anyself,”  said  Archie, “with a
gquid,”

zenerous actions of this kind were
typical of Avchie Howell. 1le was

always a good pal to a schoolfellow in
disiress, IFellows might say thal Archie
was a4 back number, and a slacker, and
an unsociable bounder, but they could
not tax hiun with selfishness,

Harry Wharton and Johnony Boll con-
tributed five shillings each on Dick Pen-
fﬂ_lt’l'!?- behalf. And thf-l'g.' would have
given more if they had it o spare.
Hurree Singh produced u forin, and Bal
Cherry and Frank Nugehl gave a
shilling apiece.

“1I'm goin’ to trol round an’ inferview
the rest of the fellows now,” said Archie
Howell, “ Thanks agfully for givin® Dick
Penfold a helpin’ hand! He'd have
been bikeless for the rest of the term if
“if,!}ﬂdu'l’ taken the matter up., =e long,
altll

“8Bo-long, Archie!” said the Famous
Five in chorus.

Archie sot olf on hiz {our of the
Remove studies, and the subscription list
grew apace.

Practically every fellow in the iemove

contributed somelhing fowards a new
bicycle for Dick Penfold,
Archie Howell even performed the

amazing feat of squeczing sixpence out
of Fisher T. Fish. .Ehnf; he compelled
Billy Bunter, who was the cause of all
the trouble, to hand over the whole of
his assets. Unfortunately, Bunter's (otal

—E— = e

was Gosling’s head. *‘’Elp!

The bicyele lay {wisted on the ground, and Billy Bunter's left leg was clean
through the front wheel. The fat junior was sprawling on his back, with the
basket of eggs on top of him—upside-down !
"Elp !"" moaned the porter [eebly.
Chapter 1.)

Poking out from the wreckage
[ See

“—

~I8 the central figure in next week’s ripping yarn !
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8 ‘“My hat! The fellow behind the counter is doing a roaring trade ! "—

resources consisted of a threepenny-piece
with a hole o, a soaled postage-stamg,
and a couple of bent farthinges,

Dick Penfold, who had strolled dowu
lo the village 1o see ln= people, knew
pothing of what wos going on.

It was nearly locking-up time when
Pen returned to Crevirviars,  JTis stody-
iates were in the Common-room. hut he
found that a note had been left for han
;1 the study-table. 1 ran:

“To Dick Penfold.—Take a peep
imside the bicycle-shed before bediime,
and yvou will sce somerthing to your ad-
vanlage.”

Greatly wondering, Dick made his way
fo the shed where all the bicyeles were
stoved, He opened the door and switched
on his electrie toreh, and the tirst thing
that greeted his gaze was a brand-new
bicyele,

“What on earth——""began the junior
in astonishment.

There was a label tied to the handle-
bars,  Dick Penfold went np and ex-
amined 1t. Tt bore the briel mscription,
i printed capitals;:

“TO DICK PENFOLD, WITII THE
LOOD WISHES OF THE REMOVE
FORM.”

For a moment Dick stood spellbound.
Then he began to realise what had hap-
pened—that some generous spirit had
arganised a whip-round on his behalf,
with this hawdsome resalt.

“How jolly decent of them " muttered
Dick. “1—1 must thank them all pub-
licly for this, A brand-new bike, by
Jove—and what a beanly !V

With his heart full of gratitude, Pen-
fold turned away, and on re-entering the
school building he bumped into Archie
Howell,

“1I sayv, Howell,” he said breathlessly,
““all the fellows have clubbed togother to
wiy me a new bike! You were in it, of
course 7

Archie sunled.

1 weighed in with a modest contribu-
tion, dear boy,” he replied,

“T'd hike to know who lirst suggested
this whip-round,” said Dick Penfold.
“He's a dashed good sort, and I'm dying
to tell him so. I wonder who it could
have heen 7

“1 wonder !” murmured Archie,

And he hurried away before Dick Pen-
fold could pursue the topic.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Football Test !
SP["—'HTE WEEK ocpened with a burst

of brilliant sunshine,
There were to be no lessons that
week for the Remove, and every-
body rejoiced.

Bob Chervy expressed a wish that
eveiy week of the terin was a sporis
weck, to which Harry Wharton veplied
that if all the term was a holiday, to
sport would be as tedious as to wmﬁn

After breakfast on this bright Monday
morning lots of the juniors changed into
vheir football attive. At least half the
Formm had decided {o enter the great
football test,

Billy Bunter was one of the fellows
vwho donned football garb. Harry
Wharton & Co. overtook the fat junior
oin their way to Litile S8ide and regarded
him i astonmishment,

“What does thie mean, Bunter?" asked
Wharton. “You are surely not going
to take vart in the football test?”

Bunter snorted,

“What d'vou think T've changed inilo
footer togs for, then—to play dominoes?”

“But—but yon can’t piiw footer !
gasped the captain of the Remove,

“QOh, can™t 17 You wait and see! 1
shall show hps better than anvonge clse in
this tital match, I've got my shooting.
kaots on.”™

“You mean nnne !’ shouted Johimy
Bull suddenly. **That's my old pair of
footer boots you're wearving, vou [at
claom! T wondered where thev’d got to,
Take ‘em ofl at once, or——" 1

“ Bl T can’t play footei 1n my socks
piotested Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ha!”’ :

Johnuny Bull made a quick stride to-
warde the fat junior, but Harry What-
tor jerked him back,

5 ll.srt Bunter keep the bools for the
time being, Johuny,” he said. T don't
suppose he'll be allowed to play. He
made himself such a nuisance in last
yeai's sports My, Lascelles dis-
gualitied him.”

“(Oh, really, Wharton i :

The party of juniors reached the foof-
ball ground, where the committee of
judges—Messrs. Prout, Quelch, and
Lascelles—were awaiting them,

that
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RESULT OF
MIDDLESBROUGH
PUZZLE-PICTURE

COMPETITION.
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In this competition one competitor sent in
a correct solution of the pictures. The first
prize of £5 has therefore been awarded to:

T ALY
(LLLEELEER LR

1

W. BLACKHALL,
76, Pleasant Street,
West Bromwich.

The second prize of £2 10s. has heen
divided among the followiog five competitors,
whose solutions contained one error each:

Albert Woodeock, #, Warton Terrace,
Bootle, Liverpool: A, K. Barpard, The Bun-
galow, Chapel Farm. Braintree, Essex; Jack
Bird, Bonds, Chulmleigh, Devon; Douglas
Whiteman, 4, West Street, Sutton, Surrey;
Maud Brooks, 16, Nichels Square, Hackney
Road, E. 2,

The ten prizes of 52 each have heen
dividesdd among the following twenty-one com-
petitors, whose solutions contained two errors
each :

Wm. Brooks, 16, Nichols Square, Hackuey
Road, E. 2; Percy Brooks, 16, Nichols Square,

Hackney HRoad, E. 2; Blanche Brooks, 16,
Nichols Sguare, Hackney Road, E. 2; 5.
Daft, 25, Fairmile Avenue, Streatham,

W, 16: Ben MceMahon, 50, Clyde Street,
Belfast : Charles H. Morton, 8§, Hrunton
Terrace. Howarth Street, Sunderlaud; H.
Judge, 141, Brettenham Road, Edmonton,
N. 18; F. Apps, 67. Craigerne Road, Black-
heath, S.E. 3: E. Rushton, 19, Clarence
Street, Fenton, Stoke-on-Trent; W. Uousens,
5, Topsfield Par., Crouch End, N. 8; Fred
Cave, 50, Edwarnd Street, Grimshy, Lincs;
T. Topping, 62, Ivor Road. EBparkhill. Bir-
mingham: Erie Nunn, 19, New Road, Saw-
ston, Camba: W. M. Hole, 60, 8t. Edmonds
Road, Plainmoor, Torquay; James Brook,
174, Corporation Street, Halifax; Mrs. Lucy
Roshier, 146, Thoroley Street, DBurton-on-
Trent., Staffes: Yames A, Parker. 34, Corpora-
tion Street, Walsall, Staifz: Arthur Butters,
245, Roberts Street, Grimshy; Albert Broe-
ton, 73, Staniforth Street, Birmingham ; Olive
Knowles, #, Burton Street, Brixham. Devon;
E. Ashworth, 78, Oldham Road, Fallsworth,
Manchester.
SNLUTION.

Middleshrough is regarded by large nnum-
hers of fonthall supporters as a fairly modern
club, but its record goes hack a long distance.
Middleshrough has had some hard times, and
when it was compelled tao fnd a  fresh
ground, the hill ran into thousands of pounds,
But it has a splendid fighting record,

My, Lascelles placed a megaphone to

hi= lips,

“Line up herve, all who prapose in
take part o the football 1e=t!” he
':~I'I[‘|II1|=L|.

Fortunaiely, the nmmber of fellows
that Dned up was exactly twentv-two.

Phiz permitted of an eleven-a-side matceh
beimg played,

My, {.ascelles van hie eve along the line
ull he came to Billy Bauter,

Then his lips twitched humorously, and
it was only with diffienlty that he re-
frained from langhing outvight.

Billy  Bunter's appearance was Cer-
tainly grotesque, His jersey fitied him
like a =kin, and hiz shoriz were siained
with the yvolks of epgs—the result of the
emash-up on Dick Penfold’s bike,

Buunter's hair was parted in the cenire
and plastered back over his head, and
his nose vwas a heilliant ved., This was
either due to indigestion or ta the
climalic conditions, for although the day
wae sunnv it was bitterly cold,

“1—1 don’t think ! had better allow
you to participate in this football test,
Bunter,” said Mr. Lascelles. " Yon are
a clown aud a buffoon. Last vear, 1
remember, vou nearly spoilt the aporls
by your antics,”™

“Oh, really, =ir

“¥ou had hetter stand down, Bunter,
from this contest.”

“1 vefuse, sir!™

" What "

“You can't compel me to stand down,
sir., The Head says in lns announcement
that there will he a fair held and na
favour, and that every fellow in the
Remove is eligible to compete i the
sports.”

Mr. Quelch turned to Mr. Lascelles
with a smile, !

“RBunter is quite correcl, Lascelles,”
he said. *“Ile has the law on his side,
so to speak, Dr. Locke clearly statea
that the spoits are open lo everybody,
and we must observe his wishes 1n this
malter,”

“Very well,” assented Mr. Lascelles,
“We will now arrange the two teams,
Wharton ard Vernon-Smith will pick
sides,”™

Harry Wharton had first choice,

“1'1l" take Bob Cherry,” he
promptly.

“ Amd I'll have Linley,” said Vernon-
Smith,

“T'Il have Bulstrade for goalie.”

“And I'll have tlazeldene.”

And =0 the selection went on.  Whar-
ton picked Nugent; Vernon Smith chose
Tom Brown., Wharton then picked
Johnny Bull; and Vernon-Smith fol-
lowed up with Peter Todd.

Wharion completed his eleven with
Hurree Singh, Archie Howell, Russell,
Rake, Ogilvy, and Micky Desmond

‘ernon-Bmith  selected Dick Penfold,
I%ﬂm Redwing, Squiff, Monty Newland,
and Morgan—and found lhimseli com-
selled to take Billy Bunter (o complele
Li.n cleven, ;

Smithy made a grimace, _

“1 don’t want this burbling greal
bladder of lard!” he growled. *I'll
make your side a present of him, Whar-
ton. with pleasure!”

“Thanks!" grinned Wharton. * DBut
we prefer Bunter as an opponent !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

My, Lascelles
foothallers, _

“Just a word of explanation helore

LR ]

sanl

thean  addressed the

the game starts,” he said, * Wingate
will referee this match, and ihe three
jndges—Mr, Prout, Mr. Quelch, and

myszelf—will serutinise the play '\'l’ll'F'
closelv. We will award marks for bril-
liant play, and we will deduct marks for

The mantle of Ananias drops upon the shouiders of ‘* W.G."’—
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—" Of course

carelessness or clumsy play. Is thal
tlear?” . .
“Not quite, sir,” said DBob Cherry.

“In Bunter’s caso, you will be deducting

L3

all the tine, And you can’t deduct
something from nothing. That, as old
Euclid would say, 15 absurd,”

“Ha, ha, ha "

My, Lascelles snled.

“1 asee yvour point, Cherry," he said.

“Put the difficulty s easily overcome,
Supposing we have to deduct ten points
from Bunter in the course of the game,
and award him nrone, we will call him
winng ten at the finish.”

““Ha, ha, ha!'"

Billy Bunter blinked wrathfully at Mr,
Lascelles,

“1 think yvou might wait till I'm gulty
of careless or clumsy play, siv, before
you start deducting points,” he said,

“Certainly ! veplied Mr. Lascelles.
“1 don't think I shali bave long to
wait 1"’

“Ha, ha, ha!”™

“The game will now proceed.” said
the young mathematics master, making
a sign to Wingate of the Sixth,

The two teams lined up.

“1 say, Smithy,” said Billy Bunter,
“where do vou want e to play?”

“ Anywhere, except on the football
field " growled Vernon-Smith.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“] mean what position do you wani
me to take? hooted Bunter.

“You can play where you like, so lon
as you keep out of the way of the ball,
and don't obstruct your own men !

Wingate blew his whistle, and
game started, .

The three judges had been provided
with chairs on the touchline, and they
had their nolebooks and fountain-pens
handy.

Neither Mr. Prout nor DBbr. Quelch
knew a great deal about football.
they were content to rely upon the judg-
ment of Mr. Lascelles, who was a foot-
baller himself and knew the game inside-
oul

Harry Wharton’s men attacked from
the outset. Harry had Frank Nugent,
Archie Howell, Hurree SBingh, and Dick
Russell in his forward line, and they
played with rare speed and dash.

The opposing backs—Tom Brown and
Tom Redwing—were given plenty of
work to do, and so was [Hazeldene, In
goal,

Billy Bunter

flll’_-:

promptly went to the
assistance of the defenders, At least,
Bunter called it assistance. Hazeldene,
Brown, and Redwing called it something
else !

Harry Wharton picked up a pass from
Archie Howell and took a shot at goal.
It was a breast-high shot, which Hazel
could have saved without difficulty.
But Billy Bunter ran up and intercepted
tha Aight of the ball. He pulled it down
with hiz hands—a mnst palpable infringe-
ment, right in the penalty area! o

There was a howl from Vernon-Smith’s
e,

“* Bunter, you dolt!”

“Bunter, you dummy!”

“You've given away a penalty!”

“Bunter's always iving  things
away " chuckled Bob Cherry., *It's his
generous nature.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Wingate pointed to the penalty spot,
and Johnny Bull was entrusted with the
kick. He crashed the ball past Hazel-
dene into the net, and Harry Wharton's
side were one up—thanks to Bunter!

Yernon-8mith spun round upon the
fat junior with fury in his face.

“If you give away another goal,” he

But |
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Shortly belnre half-time Htmi.er slipped and sat on the ball. Sizz-z-z2! No
football eould have withstood such treatment,

gave up the ghost.

iaugiter rang out : ““Ha, ha, ha!®™

A mon ent later it was as flat as a pancake,

And this particular ball speedily
A peal of

(See Chapter 3.)

said fiercely, “you won't leave this field
in one plece !’

“Oh, really, Smithy——""

“Why don’'t you play for Wharton's

side?"” suggested Tom Brown., *Then
you'd be helping us!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The ball was kicked off from the

centre of the field, and Vernon-Smith's
men made a spirited attempt to get on
even terms, ;

A beautiful bout of passing between
Dick Penfold, Squiff, and Vernon-Smith,
resulted in the last-named player scoring
a grand goal.

Now that the scores were level, the
play became faster and more thrilling
than ever, and Mr. Lascelles was kept
very busy awarding points,

The outstanding players in Harry
Wharton's team were Wharton himself,
Bob Cherry, and Archie Howell. In the
other team, Vernon-Smith and Dick
Penfold were playing a sparkling game.
It would be a pretty problem to decide
who was the best player, but that was
what the judges had to do.

Billy Bunter was floundering about in
a most comical manner. He impeded
his own men, and gave valuable assist-
ance to the other side. Bhortly before
half-time he slipped and sat on the ball.

H122-7-2-2 !

No  football could have withstood
Billy Bunter's weight. And this particu-
lar ball speedily gave up the ghost. The
bladder burst with a loud report, the
air came rushing out, and the football
was as Hat as a pancake.

A peal of laughter rang out.

““Ha, ha, hal”

““The merry ball has gone West!™

Billy Bunter, seated on the flattened
ball, glanced towards Mr. Lascelles.

“Do 1 get a point for that, sir?’ he
mauired.

“Certainly not, Bunter! That comes
under the heading of clumsy and care-
less play. You get a point deducted!”

“But I kept our opponents from get-
ting the ball, by sitting on it!"

“You also kept your own men from
getting it!" retorted Mr. Lascelles.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“New ball wanted!” said Wingate,
running up. “It's hali-time now. The
fresh ball can be obtained during the
mterval !

When the game was resumed, the pace
was a cracker, Both teams struggled
hard for supremacy, but there was
nothing to choose between them. Ihck
Russell, with a surprise shot, put Whar-
ton's side ahead; but five mmnutes later
Vernon-Smith brought the scores level
again,

Then followed a stern fight for the
lead. )

Billy Bunter was not allowed to spoil
the game any longet, He was charged
off the buall without ceremony, even by
his own men. And at last the fat
junior grew so tired of being bowled
over that he crawled off the field aching
in every limb. Vernon-Smith & Co.
were very glad to see the back of him.
" The game was drawing to a close
when something happened which cast o
temporary shadow over the sports.

Archie Howell raced away on the right
wing, fired with the desire to score the
winning goal for Wharton's side.

Archie cleverly tricked Mark Linley,
and raced on. aﬁhen he got the better

—and . the effect is *f terrific,”” as Inky would say |
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8 “Tune up ” and “ listen in ”’ to ‘“ The Wireless Dictionary for Boys '’—

vl Tom Redwing moa tackle, and con-
foicived fpe ]w;uil-‘-ng career towards the
wogl,

Ho  great was the <peed ar which
Archie was travelling that he overran
Dinseli, and  crashed nto one of the

i_..,H []"1.""*!-"5.

It was Archie’s bhead which struck the
v ok, The  jumor spun round
izl and collapsedt,  He lay uneon-
serons ol the green tur,

There was a loud chorus of dismav,
and 1 own oestant Archhie Howell wuas
surromtated by o group of sympathetic
JUATRIOT S,

“Toor old Archie!” muttored
Cheirry with a cateh in his volce,
afranl he's badly huart.”™

Baob
“I'm

The game was held up whilst Archie
recelved attention. He goon came rownd,
but when his =choolfellows assisted him
to his feet, he was unable to stand.

“Rough Inck, kid!” <aiud Wingate,
“Afraid you won't be able to take any
further part in the sports!”

“This s very distressing,”” =anl Mr.
Quelch, coming on the scene with the
ether wasters.  ** Howell must be taken
ta the sruatormmm at ongce!”

Dozed and hart though he was, Archie
f'l:ll'l'l"l.j. il '11]]”1"'.

“Don't let this prevent the game
bein” played ont,” he muttered, " It was
my own fault. 1 made a blind rush lor
poal, and couldn’t pull myself up i
time.”’

Archie Howell was ascisted from the
field, and the doctor was sunnnoned {from
Friavdale.

Fortunately. the injury to Archie’s
head was not =0 serious as had bheen
feared, But the doctor prescribed abso-
lute rest and quet for a few davs, and
this put Archic out of the runnmmg for
ithe Form championship,

It was cruel lock, but Archie accepted
the situation with s uweswal  cheery
philosophy,

“Acadents will happen.  An’ anyway,
it might have been worse!” was his
comment. 1 shall now be able to watch

the s=ports from the wimdow of the
sanny.’’
Meanwhile, the foothall maich was

played out, and it ended i a draw of
2 -2,
~ My, Lascelles then announced the
Judges’ decision.
~ “There has been some sparkling
individual play,” he said. *‘and it has
heen no easy matter to select the winner,
But we are all agreed that the best
exposition of football was that given by
Vernon-8mith ’

“Hurrah "

“Good old 8Bmithy!”

“Aud  the puonerup i#
Cherry,” concluded Mr. Lascelles.

“That’s ond point to me,” said Bob,
with satisfuction. **But it will have to
prow 1nto a whole giddy forest of points
before 1 can hope to retam-that silver
cup! What's the next item on the pro-
gramme

“Judging by the way Bunter's hurry-
ing towards the buildmg, I should say
it was lunch!™ grinned Wharton,

“Ha, ha; ha!"

FYhe footballers trooped off in Billy
Bunter's wake. They were well satis-
fiedd with their morning’s sport, which
woulld have been perfect but for the
unfortunate mishap to Archie Howell.

Robert

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Penfold in the Limelight !

UNCIH was a frugal meal, for the
i jority of the Removites,

The :rll|1.; prer=oil whao l‘t‘{l“]gr
mivdle a meal of 1 was Billy
Buuter,

“The rvumog vaces come off  this
aftevnioon,  explamed  Bally, “and 1
shall never win the hundred vards and
the nule unle=s I lay i o fohd founda-
tion,”’

“Youll never win them in any caze!”
grmmed Nugent. A tub-race 13 about
the ouly thmg you'd ever be likely to
win!"’

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“By the way, who won the hundred
vards last year”” asked Johuny DBull,

“Archie Howell,” said Bob Cherry.
“He won by a foot, with Harry Whar-
tonr second,  Poor old Archie! He's out
of the hunt this year!™

“ Beastly hame about that accident,”
sakdd Wharton,  ** We shall have to. visit
Archie every evening and take him
books and things, aud make the time
pass as pleasantly as possible for him.”

“*Yes, rather!”

After lunch a general move was made
to the sports ground,

It was a  strenuwous dayv for the
RHemove athletes, and the wise fellows
were reserving some of their energies for
the eveuts which would take place later
i the week.

There were only eight fellows who
fancied their chances safficiently to turn
out for the hundred yard-, which was
the lirst race.

The long-distance runners, like Mark
Linley, were content to take a back
=eat. They knew thev would have no
chance against the Remove's champion
sprinters.

(nme of the eight enirants was Billy
Bunter.

Mr. Lascelles frowned as his eye
lighted on the fat junior, ]
“I do wish you would stamd down
from the sports, Bunter!' he said, 1

cannot compel you to do so, but it would
b better for all concerned if vou did !

“Yessir, I know all the other fellows
would like me 1o stand down,” replied
Bunter with & smirk. * They fear me as
a deadly dangerous rival.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You are talking Tudicrous nonsense,
Bunter!” said My, Lascelles sharply.
“You know perfectly well that you
stand no chance of winning a single
event.  Your clownish antics are begin-
ning to get on my nerves,”’

“Oh, really, sir——"

“Enough!” snapped Mr., TLascelles,
“1 am about to lire the pistol.”

C'rack !

The runners. crouching low, were off
hke greyhounds from the slips,

Bunter ran blindly—so blindly that he
swerved right off the course and buniped
full-pelt into Ay, Prout,

“Yooooop!" roared that unhappy
mwaster, as he toppled aver backwards,

“"Yow!" gasped Bunter. * Why did
you get in the way, sir? Just as T was
_Fﬂ_illlj[{ strong, too!” he added reproach-
ully.

What Mr. Prout said was drowned by
a deafening voar from the cvowd,

Already the race was over, It
been a close, thrilling finish,

Havry Wharton had gained t(he verdiet
by a matter of inches: amnd the fleel-
footed Hurree Singh took second place.

“Good old Wharton "

“Bravo, Inky!”

Harry Wharion's face was flushed and
rachant.  The three points he had just

had

gained would be a most valuable aecquisi-
tion.

The course
guil ter-mile,

Billy Bunter, having somehow managed
lo escape the vials of Mr, Prout’s wrath,
hned up with the other entrants.

1 shall win this race on my head!” he
declared bhoastfully, as the rynners wailed
for the pistol to crack.

“If 1T were you, I'd win it on my feet ™
chuckled Boeb Cherry,

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

The pistol went off, aiud <o did Bunier,
Unfortumately, he went off in advance of
the pistol. My, Lascelles called him back,
and rightly disqualified him from the
Fadve,

Meanwhile, the other runners forged
ahead,

Bob Cherry set the pace, with Wharion
anid Peunfold and Vernon-Smith in Lot
Ppursuit.

The vourse was once round the ground,
and Bob Cherry looked a winner all aver,
But he slackened his speed a little near
the end, and this gave Dick Penfold the
opportunity for which he had been wait-
mmg and watching,

Pen put on a tremendous spurt, gain-
ing rapidly on the solitary figure in front,
while the spectators cheered wildly,

“Gao it, Pen!”

“You'll catch him yet!”

Boby Cherry turned his head, and saw
the danger. That turn of the head lost
?rn'm a valuable second, and the next
mstant Dick Penfold was abreast of him.

There was a fierce dash for the tape on
the part of the two juniors, and Dick
Penfold just managed to squeeze home
hivst. It was a thrilling finish to a thiil-
ling race.

Penfold’s success was unexpected. Nor-
mally, he was not so good a runner as
Boby Cherry; but on this occasion he had
gone "all out,” and Bob had been beaten
by what S8kinner humorously described as
the width of an eyelash,

“Three poinls to Pen!"” panled Harry
Wharton, who came in third., * Well
done, old scout! Your people will Le
iq}';E]}* proud of you when they hear of
this,”

Penfold  smiled happily. He had
picked up three points at last.  That
morning he had striven gallantly on the
football field without success, But now
he had made a real start, and he meant
to add to his success at the earliest
opportunity,

There was an intervel of half an hour
before the next event—the mile—iook
place.

Many of the Remove sportsmen needed
that iuterval. They had hellows to mend,

“1Isay, vou fellows " said Billy Bunter.
“If Lascelles disqualifies me in tﬁﬂ mile, [
shall complain to the Head!”

‘*Ha, ha, ha!"

“Lascelles 13 a beast!” exclaimed
Bunter warmly, “He's got a spite
against me, and he's (rying to stop me
from winning any of the races.”

“Don’t talk rot ! said Harry Wharton
sharply. " You ought not to have entered
for the sports at all. Do you seriously
suppose you've got a chance of becoming
champion of the Remove?"”

**Aly chances are dwindling, thanks te
that beast Lascelles— -

“Another word against My, Lascelles,"
growled Johnny Bull, “and we'll bump
vou, roundly and soundly !

*“* Hear, hear!”

Billy Bunter rolled away with a snort.
And he did not show up again until the
runners lined up for the mile.

This proved to be the most thrilling
ravd of the afterncon,

was now cleared for ithe

What is Bunter’s latest ? Don’t miss next week’s story }
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Mark Linley took the lead, only 1o be
overhauled by Harry Wharton. Then
Vernon-Smith came along at a frantic
gallop and =hot ahead of both Linley and
Wharton. After which, Dick Penfold,
fairly flashing along the track, overtook
all thres,

ut Penfold had spurted a little too
soon. He was taking too much out of
himself. He went groggy before he
reached the tape, and Mark Linley came
to the fore again and won the race. But
Pen had the satisfaction of being sccond.
This meant one point; and every point
was valuable,

The part that Billy Bunter played in
the mile was hardly an heroic one. The
fat junior floundeved along for a dozen
vards or 20, and then rolled over on the
irack, complaining loudly that ore of the
runners had tripped him. As a matter of
fact, the rest of the runners had been far
ahead of Bunter at the time he fell.

“Now for the merry hurdle-race!”
saitl Frank Nugent. “I've been saving
myself for thiz event, I knew I hadn’t
much chance in the others. But when
it comes (o jumping, why, I feel as if 1
could leap over the blessed moon!™

“Tell you what would be a good idea,”
sail Bob Cherry. * Let Bunter take the
fead and knock all the hurdles down.
Then we sha'n’'t have to clear any.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I'm standing down from the hurdle-
race,” oxplained Bunter, “to give some
of yvou fellows a chanee,”

“Yery kind of vou!” saud Peter Todd.

The hurdles were erecled at intervals
plong the course, and Mr. Lascelles lined
up the competitors,

This was the first race of ihie afiernoon
thal failed (o furnish a close fimsh,

Frank Nugent enjoyed an easy victoiy.
He cleared the hurdles in magnificent
."'1_".']-!". [II]ET l"l':l‘l.'i'l'l"ﬂl. thl" jr'litﬂ‘f"".'{hllill:g
Ttrr-l:-huu of ground with the speecd of a
e e,

Vernon-S=mith came in second. Thiz
was Smithy's first point of the alternoon,
But he had already collected three points
oit the [ootball field, so he was not dis-
maved,

The next 1tem was the throwing of the
cricket-ball,

Johnny Bull had won this event at the
previons sports meeting, and he caused
guite a sensation by winning it agan,
Johnny's throw of ninety-one yards was
not approached by anvone else., Ihek

Penlold' s was  thie next best—half-a-
dozen vards leas,

I"|,iﬁ]f-, fish are sweet!” remarked
Dick.

“I've picked up another point,
That's five I've bﬂggﬂc}l this afternoon,
And now I've got designs on the long
jump,”’

So had others. But Dick Penfold con-
trived to beat all comers, and vyel
another three points were added to his
“l.aﬂ.ﬂ.'."

- Bob Cherry was runner-up in the long
jump, and runner-up also in the high
jnmp, which took place soon afterwards,
Thiz event was won by Frank Nugent,
whose form in the hurdles had suggested
that he would win the high jump also.

This brought the day’s sport to an
end. And 1t was interesting to take stock
of the positions of the vival athletes,

Dick Penfold was actually top of the
hst, so far, with eight points to his
credit.

Frank Nugent, by winning two events
oulright, had secured six points,
came Bob Cherry and Vernon-Smith
with four points apiece. Harry Wharton,
Mark Linley, and Johnuy Bull had each
secured three, '

Then |

every Monday.

It was an inleresting situation, full of
:'-:)I.-.m’c}1l|u{-..q. There was time for lots of
thinga to happen yet,

Dick Penfold was in high feather az he
P}'t"lf't:l tdown 1o the villﬁgﬂ that lf“l.'t‘ll'[]'_i:
on his new bicycle,

Pen's parenis were delighied to hear
of his prowess,

“You've done splendidly, Dick'”
yemarked Mre. Penfold. * And I hope
vou'll keep it up.”

"I shall go all oul to win the eup,
dad,” said the :-rllm[zlr:-zlnp boy, “If I do
win it, T shall bring it home. and stick it
on the mantelpiece.”

“And we shall be very proud of vou,
Dick, I'm sure!” said Mr:, Penfold, her
eves glislening. *In facl, we're proud
of vou already !”

“He's a boy thatl's worthy of our pride,
my dear,” saul the old cobbler, patiing
the junior on the shoulder. “You've
always a kind word and a helping hand
for your mother and father, Dick.
Heaven bless you for it ™

Dick Penfold did nol
home. 1le was tired out afrer his gruel-
ling exertions, particularly in the mile,
He proposed to go early to bed, so that
he would wake up fresh and fit for the
events of the morrow,

Dick was, in fact, the lirst fellow to
enter the Remove dormitory that even-
ing. And when lhe olhers came up,
later, they found him fasl {15!9{*11, with a
gmile plaving on his Lips.

Dick T'enfold was dreaming thal he
was being presented with the silver cup,
and acclaimed champiom of the Romnove,

Waould that dream come lrue!

stay long al.

" Broadcast '’ the news, chums? 9

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,

The Cycle Race!

“ SAY, Browny, old fellow !™
I Billy Bunter rolled up to Tom
Brown in the (lose next morn-
g, and nudged him in the riba
with a plump elbow,

" Buzz oft, porpoise !” growled the New
Zealand jurior,

“Oh, really, Browny!
an old pal a favour,
a bhike.”

“Well, vou sha’n’t borrow mine!™ =aid
Town Brown sharply. “If vou lay a0
much as a linger on my machine, [—1'1
burst you '™
. “Deast 1" ernmbled Billy Bunler, Lirn-
mg away. " Wait till 'm wealthy, ard
got my Daimler car, I sha'n't give vou
a lifp 1™ '

Tom Brown did not appear ai all heart-
broken by this thréat, lIle merely
grinned, 1

Bunter rolled away., He spolled Thck
Rake afar off, and waddled towardz Lin.

“1 say, Rake, old fellow. Le a sport
and lemd me your bike!” he pleaded,
“I'm going in for the cyele race.”

“8Ho am [.7 said Rake briefly. *““Cut
off, you fat chump! I'm likely to lend
vou my mke, after what vou did 1o Pen-
fold's!"”

Bunter rolled on with a short of dis-
gust, He was determined to gel hold of
a bicycle somehow, The race was com-
img offt 1n half an hour, and ithe fat
junior had specially trained for it, Nat
that his training was likely to help him
woh, Tt had simply consizted of how!-
mg Goshing, the porter, over, and smash-
inge a bievele boavond repair.,

Bunter's deaf study-mate, Tom Dulion,

You mught da
I vwvant lo borrow

iy
R, P
Hfgﬁﬁﬁ{

s Ay

There was a flerce dash for the tape on the part of the two juniors, and Dick

Penfold just managed to squeeze home first,

thrilling race, and the spectators acclaimed the victor in true sporting spirit,
(See Chapter 4.)

It was a thrilling finish to a

oy

Frank Richards goes one better every week !
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Bunior headed towards

bike,

came nio view.

hiine.

“Will you lend
chap?”" he asked.

8erap ™ said Duiton, misunderstand-
ing, as usual, ““Yes, I'm quite gane for
a scrap,  Where will vou have 1t?”

Aud the deaf junior clenched his fisis in
a warhike manner,

M1 didn’t say scrap, you asa!” howled
Puuter, backing away in alaim, o |
satd 2 Will you lend me vour hike? ™

“Sirtke " satd Dutton,  “Certainly

And his list -shot out, carching DBully
Punter on hi= snub nose.

“Yarogooo !’

“*You can have soine maore, il veu
hke,” saud Dutton cheerfully, *You
asked for it, you knuow 1"

But Billy Bunter was in no Oliver
Twist-ike mood. Sufficient unto his
naszal organ was the damage rthereof, The
thwl of the Hemove scuttled away, dab-
hing frantically at his nose with a hand-
kerchief,

Bunter continued his onest for a
bievele, but without success,

Nobody in'the Remove was willing lo
lend Bunter a machine. In fact, there
was 1o machine that would stand his
woeight,

The time for the race arvived, and
Bunter was elill bikeless, He rolled up
to Mr. Lascelles, who was a=sembling the
competitors in the school gateway.

“ Kxcuse me, sir—"

“You again, Bunter!” said My,
celles impatiently,  “What is it
time "’

“Will yon postpone the race for an
hour or two, sir, while T go down to the
village and hire a bike ¥

“No, Bumnter, I will not'” thundered
Mr. Lascelles, “X am heartily weary of
yvour impertinent requests. It is ex-
iremely fortunate that you do not possess
a machine, and are therefore debarred
from taking part 1o the race. Last year,

remember, you made yourself a
nuisance in this event, by collapsing in
the roadway and obstructing your fellow-
colpetitors,’?

“Oh, really, sir, don't yvou think it's
rather mean of you to rake up the past?
Can’t you let bygones be bygones?”

“Bunter [

“As I don’t possess a bike, sir, would

e your olid

Las-
this

vou turn it into a walking race, so that
I ciin compete ?”

That was the last stvaw ! My, Lascelles
sirode towards Bunter, and gave the
fat junior a cuff that sent him spinning.

" Yoooop !

“How dare you, vou voung raseal!”
roaved Mr, Lazcelles. ' You have tried
my patience too far., Do not dave to
make any more mmporunent requests !

Billy Bunter hurried away from the
incensed masier, and he resigned him-
self to the fact that the evele race would
take place without him. '

Quite a number of Remove cyeclists
were lined up in the school gateway,
Many of them had racing machines;
athers were content to rely upon bicycles
of the usual pattern.

Dick Penfold was there, keen and
eager, But no less keen and eager were
the Famous Five, and Vernom-Smith,
and Mark Linlev, and a host of others,

Mr. Lascelles explained the route to
be taken, and started the competitors alf,

A loud cheer followed the cyclisis as
they went specding down the read,

“{Fo it, ye road-hogs!”’

“Raise the merry dust!”

For the first half-mile the
hung together in a group.

Bob Cherry was the first to draw
away, and he made the pace a corker,

Wharton and Penfold and Vernon-
Smith, heads down, legs going like clock-
work, were after Bob Cherry like the
wind, It was a most thrilling race.

Beb maintained his lead for a long
time, but when ke was about to enter
Friardale, on the homeward journey, he
was overtaken by Dick Penfold.

Dick's brand-new bike was behaving
splendidly. It carried him along at a
dizzy speed. And there was only a mile
to go.

“TIf T can only keep this up,” muttered
Pen as he flashed along, *it’'s my race!”

He was obliged to raise his head and
look about him as he pedalled thmui%h
the village street, for there was traffic
about.

. Buddenly he caught sight of a number
of elegantly-attired youths, who were
langhing and chatting on the paveinent,
They were Ponsonby & Co., the
“nuts ” of Highcliffa. Penfold noticed
that they stood outside his father's shop.

cyclists
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His suspicions avouscd, he slowed up,
and saw what they were doing, They
were  defacing the shop-window wih
placards, one of which bore the mse p-
tiomn :
“Uents' Roois Soled and Heeled at
P'rofiteering Prices)
Smart and Efficient Hervice !

No Customer Kept Waiting More than

Twelve Months!”

The other placadds were equally in-
sulting.

Dick Penfold leapt off his
with a shout of anger.

“You cads!"” he cried hotly,

Cecil Ponsonby paused in the act of
pasting a fresh placard on the window,

“Why, here's the cobbler’s sonl!” he
drawled.  “We're just doin' a bit of
advertisin’ for yvour father, Penfold!”

“It ought to bring him lots eof
custom ! satd Gadsby with a grin.

“ Absolutely ! chuckled Vavasour,

Dick Penfold did not waste words on
the precions cads who were engiged in
tormenting a humble tradesman. He
leaned his bicyele against a lamp-post,
and rushed at the Highclifiians, hitting
out right and left. _

Pob Cherry came whizzing up on his
machine.

“Hallo, hallo, halle!
on?" he exclaimed. .

“These rotters have been persecuting
my pater,” =aid Penfold, without turmng
his head. “Youn can leave me to deal
with them, Cherry.”

“Rats ! retorted Tob, jumping off his
machine. ** The odds are five to one
against you. Let me give you a hand.”

“But the race——"

“Blow the race!" o

Keen as Bob Cherry was on winning
the eycle race, he was not going to leave
Dick Penfold to the mercy of Ponsonby

machine

What's goin’

& Co.

Bob dashed into the fray, and he sent
Cecil Ponsonby reeling with a smashing
blow between the eyes.

Pon measured his length on the pave-
ment, and lay prone.

At this juncture, Harry Wharton and
Vernon-Smith came on the scene. They
took in the situation at a glance and
promptly went to the assistance of Dick
Penfold and Bob Cherry,

Ponsonby was down; but Gadsby, and
Monszon, and Drury, and Vavasour were
still on their feet, fighting desperately.

Mr. Penfold appeared in the doorway
of the little shop.

“Young gentlemen!” he said in tones
of distress, “I'd rather you didn’t fight
on my account. These Highcliffe boys
are always annoying me. It's nothing
new, ™

“Tt's going to be stopped, dad!” said
Penfold grimly. “They are a set of
beastly snobs, and we're going to teach
them a lesson. Get up, Ponsonby!
You're not whacked yet.”

Ponsonby rose to his feet with o
muttered 1mprecation. He was down
again the next moment, floored by a
powerful drive from Penfold’s right,

The weedy Highcliffe juniors were no
matcli for the sturdy athletes of the
Greyfriars Remove. And with Ponsonby
down and out, the others were as sheep
without a shepherd. One by one they
were knocked off their feet, and they
had been tod severely punished to want
more, They lay groaning on the pave-
ment.,

“ Now clear off, yon cads!"” said Harry
Whartont. ““ And don’t let us catch you

Does Bunter get it where the chicken got the chopper 2—
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hanging round Mr., Penfold's shop

=g
F¥e

agiin !

[t was as mmch as Ponsonby & Co.
conld do to crawl away. They had been
soundly thrashed, and their faces showed
signg of wear and tear, The faces of the
vocigquerors woere nnimarked,

The cycling race had been abandoned,
and the 1uniors pedalled leisurely back to
Greylviars, On their arrival, they ex-
plained to Me. Lascelles what had taken
place,

“Yon acted guite rightly in thrashing
those 1lighcliffe rascals, my bovs,” said
Mr. Lascelles, “In the circonslances,
the race will have to be held again. T will
allow vou a breather first,"

When all the competitors had returned
tn the school, and rested awhile, a
fresh start was made.

History repeated itself on this oceasion,
Boly Cherry took the lead on the ont-
going journey, and he was overtaken by
Dick Penfold when homeward bouid,

Then followed a thrilling duel betw een
the two juniors. .

Bob Cherry waa the better eycelist, bul
Dick Penfold had the better machine, =o
there was nothing to choose belveen
them,

When the school gates came in sight,
the two juniors were riding neck-and-
reck,

There was a roar from the speciators
who were perched on the school wall,

“('ome on, Cherry ™

“ it your beef into it, Pen!"

There was a whitewashed line across
the roudway, to mark the finish, My,
Lascelles stood gazing down at the line,
lo see whose front wheel would cross
firsl,

As a matter of fact, they both crossed
sitnultaneously,

Dick Penfold and Bob Cherry were
riding abreast at the finish,

“A dead-heat!” exclaimed Mr. Las-
colles,

“Then who gets the points, sir?”
panted Bob Cherry, practically falling
off his machine,

“The three pointa for the winner, and
the one point for the runner-up, will be
adided together and then divided between
vou,” said Mr. Lascelles. “ 8o you will
cach receive two points.”

“Good ! muttered Dick Penfold,
I'hat brings my total up to ten. How
many points have yoa got, Bob*"

“Bix. You've a comfortable lead, but
there’s a long, long way (o go yet.”

Penfold nodded grimly as he wheeled
his trusty machine through the school
gateway,

i

——— .. —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Tha Plot Against Penfold !

EDNESDAY did not prove to Le
Penfold's lucky day.

It was a day crowded with

sporiing events, But Pen,

although he threw himself into the

struggles with tremendous energy, failed
to pick up a single point,

Other fellows came into the limelight,
and there were many surprising results,

The shooting match on the rifle-range
was won by Peter Todd., Peter was a
crack shot, and he was sorely in need of
points, for he had done very little in the
sports up to the present,

Peter Todd's shooting was so deadly
that the black circle which marked the
bullseye was: completely knocked out of
lus card !

The runner-up in the shooting con-
test was Vernon-Smith,

|
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one of them muttered,

The vehicle overtook the running junior, and then it slowed down. A couple
of men immediately sprang into.the roadway,
** Collar him ! *
and alarm, the two men sprang upon him.

*“ This is the youngster ! *’
Then, to Dick Penfold’s amazement
(dee Chapter 6.)

After dinner, there was a great excite-
ment on the river,

The sculling contest drew all Grey-
friars on to the towpath.

Johnny Bull, a strong and sturdy oars-
man, was hot favourite for the event,
And Johnny managed to get into the final
with Harry Wharton.

In a race that was charged with excite-
ment—first one junior taking the lead,
and then the other—Harry Wharton
proved the victor,

Wharton had only picked up three
points so far, and this additional three
put fresh heart into him. Ile was now
level with Cherry and Nugent.

The next item on the programme was
the wrestling contest,

Bob Cherry got inlo the final with
Vernon-Smith, whom he defeated after a
most stubborn struggle,

Then came the tea interval.

Dick Penfold thoughtfully purchased
some fruit at the tm-iﬁhup. and paid a
visit to Archie Howell, in the sanny.

He found Archie propped up on the
pillows, reading a book.

“Thought I'd just pop up and see
how you were getting along,” he said,
“I've brought you a few apples aml
bananas, and fortunately Mrs. Mimble
had some grapes,”™

“You're a brick, Pen,” said Archie
warmly, ““If it wasn't for missin' the
sports, life in the sanny would be one
grand, sweet song, Do yvou know, you're
the seventh visitor I've had to-day!™

“*You must be getting fed-up with
them——"'

“Not at all. The more the merrier !

“How's the head, Archie?"

“8tll a bit groggy after its collision

i T

with the goal-post, But the doctor says
I can get up to-morrow, So I shall have
the pleasure of seein’ the marathon.”

“That's good !”

*Bquat on the bed, dear boy, an' tell
me how the sports are gomn',” said
Archie,

“Toddy won the :-,hmtqu conlest, 1
expect you've heard that?'

“Yes, An" what about the
race "

“Harry Wharton beat Johnny Bull b
the width of an oar,” said ]’vnf{}hf:
laughing.

“Was it as close as all that?"”

“Pretty nearly. It looked almost like
a dead-heat to me. DBut Mr. Lascellea
was at the winning-post, and he had a
batler view than T did.  So we must
accept his judgment,™

Archie nodded,

“Who won the wresilin® match?” he
asked.

“Bob Cherry beat Smithy after a
torrific struggle.”

“But where do vou come n, Pen?"”

“Haven't won a single event to-day,”
was the roeful reply.  “But I'm still

sepllin’

leading, thank goodness. I've got ten
points. Bob Cherry c¢omes next, with
nine. ™

“An’ how many more evenls are
there ¥

“Three, There's the walking match
in an hour's time; the marathon to-

morrow, and the boxing contests the day
after.”

“Laooks Lke bein' quite a thnllin’
fimish,” said Archie Howell. 1 hope
vou bag the cup, Pen, but I'don’t envy
vou yvour job, You're up against it.”

Dick Penfold smiled,

~--0r does his ‘¢ latest '’ meet with success ?
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“You think Bob Cherry will retain his
litle, and bécome champion two years
rinuing ?

“No, I don't,” said Archie.

“Then, whoe—""

Archie sat up in bed, and leaned
lowards his companien,

A whisper in your ecar,
“Wateh Vernon-SBmith !

Penfold looked astonished.

“Hmithy ! Why, he's only got
points up to the present!”

“That may be. But Smithy's a dark
horse. He's goin' lo put on a nmighty
spurt at the fimish.”

“1e'll need to!" said Dick.

He flayed chatting with Archie Towell
for some titue. Then he went down info
the (lose to get ready for the walking
match,

Dick Lad won this selfsame event last

LF

he said.

:i'."'i

vear. It had been his only win in the
lovrnament,  How different it was this
vear, when he found himeseelf with ten

poiits to his erodit !

Dick was a fine walker. He had a
springing, athletic stride which carrvied
him along at a rare pace.

But when the race started he saw that
he was up against formidable opposition.

Dick swung along the road in capital
style, but Bob Cherry and Tom DBrown
troubled him sorely. Trv as he would
he could net shake them off,

When the last mile was enlered upon,
lowever, Bob Cherry eracked np. A
sudden and painful attack of “stitch ”
vompelled him to retire.

But Tom Brown was still walking
sirongly. The New Zealand junior was

out of the running for championship
honours, but he meant to finish first in
one event, at least,

When the school gales were sighted,
Dick Penfold and Tom Brown were walk-
g side by side,

“Wish you'd ease up a bit, Browny !
panted Peufold with a grin.

“Not this child!™ was the relort; “1
mean to reach that blessed tape first, if 1
perish in the attempt!”

And then something happened which
neither Tom Brown nor Dick Penfold
had taken into his calculations. A warn-
g shout from the ecrowd on the school
wall was their first intimation of danger.

“Look ocut, you two!"

“Bmithy’s gaining on you!"”

Vernon-Smith was coming along with
the stride of a giant. TIt.was a long
étride and a strong stride, and Smithy
was gaining hand-over-fist, as it were, on
the fellows in front.

With & gasp of alarm Dick Penfold
?;uc'l-:enml his pace, So did Tom Brown.

ut they spurted too late. Vernon-Smith

shot ahead of them at the erucial
moment, and was the first to breast the
lape,

“Hurrah!"

" Well won, Smithy !

The struggle for second place was
almost terrible in its grimness,

Both Brown and Penfold were well.
nigh exhausted. But the former had a
little more in him than his schoolfellaw,
and he got to the tape first.

Dick Penfold had the mortification of
being beaten by a matter of a second
only. But he had made a fine fight of
it, and the erowd accorded him a rousing
cheer,

The result of the walking match meade
the position trebly interesting.

Dick Penfold still enjoyed the lead, with
len points to his credit. But Bob Cherry
and Vernon-Smith were hard on his heels
wilh nine,
~ Only the marathon race and the box-
ing contests remained to be fought out.

“If T can only manage to win one of
them,” muttered Dick Penfold, |
think I shall be safe!”

But Bob Cherry and Vernon-S8mith
were forces o be reckoned with, And
Pen’s task was no light one,

He went early to bed tliat evening,
and slept the clock round. He needed
the rest, for the sports tournament had
taken heavy toll of his energy. He was
not such a sturdy fellow as Bab Cherry,
nor had he the intense vitalily of Vernon-
Smith,

Fortunately, there were no contests
next llmrning_ The marathon was not
due to be fun until the afiernoon.

After a very light lunch Dick Penfold
lined up with the rest of the runners.

Harry Wharton and Mark Linley wers
the fellows he feared most. They were
long-dmistance runners of proven ahility ;
and Pen knew that if he managed to
beat either or both of them il would be
a splendid performance.

The course for the marathon
wlentical with  that which  had
taken in the walking match.

Mr. Lascelles started the runners on
their long journey.

Fifteen lithe, athletic fipures vapidly
disappeared from the ~view of the
fellows clustered on the school wall,

“Run up, you fellows!"

“Go i, Bob Cherry !

“Put the pace on, Penfold!"

But Dick had wisely decided not to
overdo it at the start. He would have
need of all his energy later. He was
content to let several runners forge ahead
of him—for the time being,

He enjoyed the first few miles. The
going was to his liking, and Le had got
thoroughly into his stride.

When he came to the turning-point of
the route—a road which led back in the
f[orm of a semicircle to Greyfriars—Pen
found that he was third. Only Harry
Wharton and Mark Linley were ahead of
him. But both were running strongly,

Pen himself began to weaken at this
stage. He became conscious of a dull
pain in his side, and it hampered his pro-
gress a little, He cast an anxious glance
over his shoulder, but there were no
runners in sight behind him. Wharton
and Linley were the only two who would
give him" any trouble,

Dick ran on gamely.

Presently the hoot of a motor-horn
distracted his attention. Turning, he saw
E _big motor-lorry bearing down upon

im,

_ The vehicle overtock the running
jumor, and then it slowed down, and a
couple of men jumped out into the road-
Way,

“This is the voungster !" one of them
muttered. *Collar him !”

Then, to Dick Penfold's amazement
ﬁr_‘td alarm, the iwo men sprang upon

im.

Pen struggled fiercely to free himself,
but he was as a child in the hands of his
assailants. He was lifted bodily into the
scat beside the driver, and before he
could recover the power of action, the
lorry went rushing on its way.

Dick Penfold turned to the driver.
“What does this mean 7" he panied,
“ Never you mind!” was the cheerful

reply. * Just sit li!ght for a matter of

fi;tz” minutes. That's all you've got to
“ But—but where are you taking me?

What's the game? Who are vou *"

_ The driver vouchsafed no reply to this

jumble of questions.

The lorry rumbled on. It overtook
[Tarry Wharton and Mark Linley, who

was
heen

Quality and quantity go hand in hand—in the MAGNET!

caught- sight of Dick Penfold, and gave
a simultaneous shout of =urprize.

Then a couple of bicycles came into
view, They were ridden by Mr., Quelch
and Wingate, who were riding out from
the schoo!l to meet the marathon runners,

Baoth eyelists eaught sight of Dick Pen-
fold: and Dick saw an expression of
anger and marked disapproval conie svoer
Mr. Quelch’s face,

Pen uttered a ery for help, but 11 was
drowned by the thunder of the lorev,

A quarter of a mile from the schoaol,
the driver slowed up.

“You can hop down mnow, kil he
said, “an’ carry on with your race.”

Penfold jumped down into the roadd-
way with alabrity, He was naturally
olad of his freedom,

“Ain't vou goin' to thank us for givin’
vou_ this joy-ride?” asked ome of the
men whe bhad assisted in Pen's caplure,

“No, I'm not!” growled (e junior.
“This might be your idea of a joke, hul
yvou've mucked up my race.”

“Nonsense! We've helped you to win
it, that's all.”

The motor-lorry proceedad on its vav,
And Dick Penfold, his mind in a whirl,
set off at a jog-trot towards Gireylriars,

What did these men mezn by giving

him an enforeed lift in thew lorry? Tad
they acted from friendly motives, or
from motives of animosity ?

Pen was still puzzling over these

I}'I-ri}ilemﬁ when the schoal gates came in
sight.

Instantly the erowd on the school wall
started to cheer,

“ Penfold's the first man home!™

“By Jove, he hasn't lost any time !

“Give him a cheer!”

“Hurrah 1"

Dick Penfold slowed devwn into a walk,

“Don't cheer me, you fellows!" lia
exclaimed. “I haven't won,  Somne-
thing's happened that has put me out
of the runnimg.”

But Pen’s voice was drowned in the
clamour and commmotion.

Mr, Lascelles was about to congrain.
late Dick Penfold when Mr. Quelch and
Wingate came pedalling into view. They
dismounted breathlessly just outside the
school gates,

“Do not congratulate this
boy, Mr. Lascelles !” said Mr. Quelch
angrily. “He has endeavoured to win
this race by means of a trick !”

“(Good gracious !”

“He appavently persuaded the driver
of a lorry to give him a lift over a
distance of a mile and a half.”

Dick Penfold turned to AMr. Quelch.
His cheeks were flaming.

“That’s not true, sir!”
imdignantly.

“But we distinctly saw you riding on
the lorry, Penfold.” ;

“I know, sir. But I dido't do it from
choice. 1 was taken on board the lorry
by foree.™

“A very plausible explanation,” said
Mr. Quelch dryly. “But T cannot
accept it. You have been guilty of a
base attempt to cheat yvour school
fellows, and there can only he one
punishment.  You are herehy disquali-
fied from taking any further part in the
sports tournament,”’

wres el

he fashed

Dick Penfold fung out his arms
appealingly.

“YFou're wrong, =ir! You're mis-
taken! You're doing me an injustice !"
he broke out wildly. “I tell vou I was
forced—"

“Enough ! said AMr. Quelch sternly.

“By your unsportsmanlike conduct ven

{tk:m‘fmmd on page 17.)

Have you seen the real hand-coloured phato in this week’s ““ BOYS’ FRIEND ** ?
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MY GAY CAREER!

By Dick Turpin's Famous Steed,
“"BLACK BESS."
lmiﬂmum-m:mnmtq

¥
/
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I've never won the Derby,
And I've never won the Oaks;
IFor I'm an old-established hoss,
(No truck with modern mokes!)

I used to trol for Turpin,
A hero of renown :

If. Tishy-like, I'l croszed my legs,
1 should have **let him down!"”

My master used to love me,
My neck he would caress;
And murmur By wy halidom,
Thou art © some ™ steed, Black Bess!"

1 used to fly like fury
Along the lanes at night ;

And woe-betide the London coach
Whene'er it came in sight |

Ofi, al the Crown and Anchor,
Or at the Rising Sun,

I've scoffed a nosebag full of corn
When my day’'s work was done.

When Turpin rode {o York, sir,
The feathers fairly few ;

1 seattered scores of tiny birds,
And pigs and poultry, too!

Don’t talk of Gilpin’s gallop,
That simply wasn't in it!

I flashed along the frosty road
At half a mile a minute !

My master, though, was captured,
And hanged, to my regrel;

But never mind! Ilis fate and fame
Will hve for ages yet,

1'd never ind another
So good and kind as he;
: ' And when you talk
of Turpin's rude,
'lease  spare a
thought for me!

before 1

binys,

Andd juﬂ
close,
1ve somnething
else to R
appearing in
the
The * Popular's ™
got to-day !
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& By HARRY WHARTON., &

R e B S e S

I 4 living in the stirring times of coaches
and highway marauders!

As a matter of fact, the times in which
we now live are much more stirring; yet
there is always a glamour attached to the
period 1n which the highwaymen flourished.

There is something picturesque and fasci-
nating about a highwayman, as compared
with the modern footpad. We have precious
little sympathy with a man who “holds up ™
a bank or a post-office; yet we have a sort
of speaking regard for the best type of
highwayman of the past, who robbed the
rich to help the poor.

Much has bhappened since the days of
Richard Turpin, the son of a perk butcher,

ET us put the clock hack a bundred
yYears and more, and imagine we are

who made himself immortal by his daring
exploits. “This ‘ere Progress," as Gosling
remarks, “keep:z on Keepin' on.” Coaches

are things ol the past. Railways and motor-
cars have taken their places, and the high-
wayman's occupation is gone for ever.

Motor-bandits have sprung up in place of
highwaymen ; and, in due course, when we
are all living in the air, the motor-bandit's
occupation will be pone, too,

Highwaymen may he divided into two
groups. There iz the brutal and unpecultured
type, who waz murderer as well as robhher.
For thiz type we have no use. * Then there iz
the adventurons, chivalrouws, jovial type—the
“rentleman of the roal.”

Wihen I told my contributors that I pro-
posed to publish a Highwavman Numher,
they fairly jumped for joy'! And they have
hombarded me with =0 many stories and
articles that I have sufficient material for
six successive Hichwavman Numhbers! Of
course, 1 have szeparated the wheat from
tie tares, and am publishing the cream ot
the contributions. Dhicky Nngent's story, in
which he bas introduced o highwayman ot
his own, will doubtless provoke roars of merri-
ment.

Of conrze, you are reading the grand hich-
wayman =erial now appearing n our com-
paniou paper, the * Popular =2 If not, you are
mi=sing one of the grandest treats ever!

HAREY WHARTON.

‘ﬂ-"-l P o 0 B o B e e § l’f

%mnnom RIDDLES ! !
-~

By DICK RUSSELL, !

# 8 et e 5 5t 3 4 St 1 U

Why 1z the Greyfrims postinan like
ona of Dick Turpin’s victims?
Becanse he alwavs “stands "  and
“delivers,™
L] & L

How do we know that Claude Durval
was as strong a mman as Samson’
Because il i1s recorded that he often
“held up a coach.”
~ E %

What (acecording to a victim) is the dif-
ference between a footpad and a bull-

dog?
One bags his  watches—the other
watches his ""Img_,; |

" 3 »

What horse does Billy Bunter's sister
resemble when she emerges from the
coal-cellar?

Black Bess.

" - L5

Whai is the difference between a high-
wayman and a photo of Mr. P'rout play-
ing golf?

None. Both are “mounted ™!

" ® L

What advantage has a fooipad over a
navvy’
The former can pick pocketz, but the
latter can't pocket ** picks.”
* - ]
Whal particular cpoach was never “held
up " in the olden days?
A foolball coach,
* L] L]

Why was a highwavman's pistol like
lLaoder of the Sixth?

Becanse it was alwavs “going off ™ at
might.

® = ¥

What 13 the difference batween an un-
satisfactory office-boy and a footpad's
revolver?

None, Both are ““fired ™!

* - -

How did Jack Johnson, the pugilisl,
highwavman

ditfer fromm a forgetinl
armed with a pistol?
(e *shot out his

left, tha other
“left out his shot!”

. % .

Why did the
coach-passengera  of
long ago, when
wavlaid by a high-
WV I, always
think of the den-
tist ?

Becanse there was
first a “stopping,”
atel thew an " extrac-
Pl

Look out for our Special ‘' Sea '’ supplement—next week !
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It was the tinkle of hoarzc's hoofs

thoed, thosed!

I on the frosty road.

Dick Devildiire pulled up at the
sign of the Ancient Beaver. He =lipt off
hiz fiery =teed, and handed it to the ostler.

“Prithee. take my hounie :teed into the
stable, and bury b head in oa nose-bag!”
said Thick.

The ostier touehed hLis fourlocks.
nearly bald.)

“Eye, eve, sir!™ he said.

ik Devildare strode into the parler of
the inn. He was grected by the landlord,
a [at, rubicorp-leoking man, with a [ace
like a hectroot,

“A welcome to ve,

“Hame to thee, mine hos=t.,"" =aid Dick.
“AMarry, ‘tizs a hitter night! Bring me a
howl of streaming punch, And get thy=eff
one at the zame time.™

Ba saying, Dick pushed o
aeross the counter. (A very
man !—Ed.)

Mine host hrought the punch, and Dick
made him=elf comfortable in the chilmbley-
COTHET,

“Might I make =0 hold 2z te ask. sir,
what yvou be «doin’ ia thesze parts?" =aid the
Lanstlord,

“I am =eeking sdvencher, mine host.”

“Mercy me! Then voun should find plenty

(He was

travellpr!*?

Trezzury Note
modern young

on't hereabonts, Hast heard of Fifteen-
stringed Frank, the bizhiwavman?™

Dick wodded.

“A preshuz  seonndreel ! he saill, “In

sooth, he ought to bhave been swinging on o
jibhet long zinece!"

“Huszh. sir!" muttered the landiord. throw-
ing a fearful glance over his shoulder.
(Fortunately, nobody was streck.)  “They
say that walls have earz And Fifteen-
stringed Frank =ometimes [requints this
hostelry ™

“Then why doen’t vou hand him over to
jngti== 4" demanded Dick,

“Tis easier sald than done, young <fF
The man that betrayed Fifteen-stringed
Frank would straightway go to hiz doom!”

“Ratz!" sa'd Dick. “Dost think [ fear
him? 1f ever we should meet face to face,
woee hetide the preshus rough 'unl”

; .:Lml Diick fingered the hlunderbuss in his
elt,

The landlord came close to our hero, and
wispered in his ear.

“1 will tell thee a zecret,” he shouted.
“Filteen-stringad Frank hathh been here to-
night !

“arammerey !t pazped Dick.

“He hath sworn to bold up the Londan
Male, which passeth the crozs-roads at rid
night.™

“ And what o'clock is it how !

“'Tis but filteen minutes to the hour™

Dick sprang to his fect., Bparks of
darted from his pail blue eyes.

“TIt =hall be saved!" he cried, tipping his

fire

hot punch down the landlord’'s neek in his
eggsitement,  “The London Male shall be
raved ™

“Yooooap!" roared mine host,

“What's the matter with thee, man?”’
snapped Dick Impatiently.

“Verily, that punch was hot!™

“Bother the punch! Where do  these

Ccrosg-roads lie?"?

*Three miles from here,” said the land-
lord. “Thou wilt have to proceed in an
cagterly direction towards the west., Dear
a little to the north, and theo turn to the
sguth.”

“Very ecesplieit, T must =ay!” sneered
Nick. “But thine ostler is a more intelli-
sent fellow than thee, and he will direet me.
I 20 to zave the London Male!"™

Tie landlord rung his hands,

One
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dle fhach
a5 ggad!

‘It is madness, young sir—maoddness to try
to thwart Fifteen-stringed Frank! When
he =ees thee approach, he will riddle thee
with bullefs!"

Dick larfed, 2nd his fingers closed lovingly
over the handle of his blunderbuss,

_ “Thriee armed is he who gets his hullet
in first ! he said, turning to the door.

“Une moment, =ir!" called out the land.
lord. “Ift may interest thee to know that
a fair lady, of high estate, will he travelling
with the London Male, az a pazssenger. 1 re-
fer to the Lady Muary Sweeting.”

“Then she must be saved!" ecried Dick.
“"Not only the male, but the female!"

There was no time to he lost. Every
second was more preshus than roohies,
If Fifteeu-stringedd  Franl, the famous

highwayman, were allowed to hold up the
[ondon Male, he would rob Lady JMary
Sweeting of all her fine jools, aud probably
hidnap her into the bargain,

“"Ho, ho! The Lond ‘o Mate muzt be zaved!”
panted Iick, dashing omt inte the stable-

yard. “The Lomlon female must he saved
alszo! Where is my gteed?”

“Berried in the nose-bag, sir,” sald the
ostler.

“Bring her forth at once!”

At that moment, thie mare, hearing its
master's voice came prancing out of {the
stable, It gave a low winnie,

T e e
He reined in his steed in the shadow

of a tree.

Diek Devildare was astride: the animal in
two tix,

“Where do the cross-roads lie?" he called
to the ostler,

“Over yonder, sir," zaid the map, oodding
in a northerly direction.

Dick tost the feilow a golden ginny, and
wipped up his steed.

“Go it, Neddy!"” he urged. “0On the ball!
We've got about ten minutes to get to the
crozs-roads—angd the life of a noble lady is
at steak!™

Neddy zeemed fo understand, for he put
iz beef into it. No Derby winner could
have staved the pace with him. He fairly
flashed along the frosty hichway.

Biff ! Thud! Plonk'

The merry tinkle of the hoarse’s
rang out on the night air.

Would Dick save the
Would he reskew the
Wait and see!

The moon came out from behind a bank
of clouds, hathing the countryside in lickwid
gplender.

Bump-bumpety-hump ! Clump-clumpety-
clump! Thump-thumpety-thump!

hiools

Male?
female ?

London
London

By
DICKY NUGENT.

Dick s
suech o
hreethe.

Prezzantly the ecroszroads eame in sicht.
Then there was a rumbling of weals.

The male cosch was appoaching.

ek rained in his steed, in the shaddo of
a tree.

Suddenly there was a clatier of lools,
and a hoarse and its rider come iuto view.

The hoarse was a magnificent blacic bay
hrown mare, and the rider was a man in a

blue ecloak and a cocked hat. His face was
hevvily masked,

“"Tis Fifteen-stringed Frank !

carricd Lim s#lone  ab
rouldn’t hear himescll

grey  mare
pidce that bhe

muttered

Dick Devildare. “Snakes alive! To think [
should mect him in the flesh!™
The Tamous highwayman hore down npo

the comnel.
“Stamnd and deliver!” he eried,

The driver, finding himself gazing into the
harrelz of two pistolz, obeyed on the instant.

“Thon hast a fair lady inside, I helieve ™
=ail Fifteen-stringed Frank,

“Epare us!" groaped the driver,

“I will epare thee, thou pie-faced poltroon,

but the Lady Mary Swecting 1 will not
spare. "Tis my intent to Kidnap her, for-
soolh, T have heard of her womdras hewty,

and—zstay! Who comes?"

IViek Devildare came up at a zallop.

The soopreem moment had come.

CAt Jast ! eried Diek. At last I meet thee
face to face, thou scurvy knave! 1 chal-
lenge thee to a duel—=

Crackh! Bang! Zipp! Whizz,

_Frftvt'n stringed PFrank emptied both his
pistles at onece, and Dick Devildare awml his
steed staggered back under a hale of buliets,

But fortune waz kind to our hero.
Eggsept for g stray shot in the chest, and a
cupple in the right sholder, be wuas un-
harmod,

Dick snatehed hLis DLlupderhass fram  his
helt, aud fired poiot-blank at the dasterdly
highwayman, only to find he had left o1l lis
ammunition at the Ancient Beavor,

Nothing daunted. Dick urged his stecd
forward, and rushed at Fifteen-stringed
Frank. He dealt him one mity hiow with
the thick end of the blunderbuss, and there
was a cracking sound as of an  eggshell
being broken, It was meerly the highway-
man’s scull.

Fifteen-stringed Frank fell out of lis
saddle, and lay motionless in the mooaliziet,
Dick jumped off his steed, and nelt beside
his fallen foe. He felt Lis heart, and jpro-
nounced life distinet.

At the same moment, a stately ficoer
emerged from the ipterior of the coach, It
waz the Lady Mary Sweeting,

“AMy brave, hansom reskewer!' s<he eried,
“You have saved the London Meale, ppdd tha

female that accompanied it. I am yours
for ever!”

“Loud cheers!"” mermered Diek. *“This [s
the happiest moment of my checkered
career !

They were married unext day by special
dog-license.  All good stories end with
wedding-bells, apd thiz 5 ne eggs=eption to
the rule,

“And at the Ancient Reaver
Still is the =tory told

How hrave Dick Devilcare zaved the malg
In the dashing days of old”

THE END.

big long laugh — next Monday |
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1 HERE'S a new kid expected this |
alternoon,” said Harry Wharton.
“And here he ig, by Jove!” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry, gazing from

ihe window of Stady No. 1.
There was a claiter of hoofs, and a hand-
through

some Dblack horse came cantering
the Close. Its rider was a fellow of about
fourteen, with  clear-eut features and &

shock of dark hair. He was dressed in Etons,
and he sat his steed as skilfully as a cowboy.

“AMy ouly aunt!” gaszped Frank Nugent.
“What & qfieer way to turn up at the school!
1've heard of a new Kid arriving on a motor-
hike, and there was ope famous case of A
chap who rolled up on a wheelbarrow, hut
| believe this is the first time anyone has
arrived on horseback!”

“Let’s go down and interview the fellow,”
gl Jobuny Bull.

The Famouz Five hurried down into the
Uios=e,  The new hoy had dismounted, and
he stoodd fondling  his steed. He nodded

voolly to the juniors.
“fijood-morrow ! waz his grecting.
“(i-g-vood-morrow ! stuttered Harry Whar-
toi. “You're the new kid, aren't your”
“Yeu, verily.”
“What name?” Inguired Nugent.,

“Turpin.” _
“Not the immortal Dieck, s=urely?” =aid
ol Cherry with a chuckle.

“The zame.” _

“Ohr, come off it!” growled Johmny Hul
“Ton't start pulling our legs!™

The uew hoy looked guite zolemn.

“Fis not mine intent to kid thee, my
hurly friend,” he said, “1 am indeed Dick
Torpin.

“Hut Turpin®s dead and defunct——"" hegan
Wharton.

“1 am having a second innings on this

ephere, Tell me, I prithee, where 1 may
stahle my worthy stoed.”

“fiosling will =ee to him for you,” =aid
the eaptain of the Remove, “ But look here.
1= vour name really Dick Turpin?™

..-_l"j.."

“Then T hope you're not going to start
any highwayman stunts at Greyfriars!” sand
Wharton with a laugh.

“Not until after sunset.,” said the
hoy. Amd he strolled awav, leading
lhiorze in the direction of Gosling's lodge.

The Famous Five exchanged clances of
wonder.

Tnew
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“Either that kid's potty,” zaid Bob Cherry,
“or he's spoofing us."

“0, he's potty!” growied Jolinny Bull.
"Ulean off his rocker! “As if Dick Turpin
conld pozsibly come to life again!™

Gosling. the porter, showed extreme re-
hictance at taking the new hoy’s horse.
It was ouly natural that Gozling didn't want
another gquadruped on his handas. He already
posseszed three cats and a wateh-dog., But
Dick Turpin presged a couple of half-crowns
into Gos=ling’s palm, at the same time
whigpering something in his ear, and Gozsling
grintned and took over the steed,

The new hoy then rejoined the Famous
Five.

“I would fain hreak my fast? he an-
nouneed. “"Tiz long sinee 1 had hite or
sup.

“You can come and join uz at tea, with
pleasure,”  eaid Harry  Wharton. “Hut
hadn't you hetter see Mr. Queleh first, so
that he can allot vou to a study, and tell
vou which Form you're going into? I expect
it will be the Remove.”

“Methinks I will feed first, and, peradven-
ture. 1 will vizit Mr. Quelch later.”

“Why do you talk in that [uony, old-
fashioned wav?" asked Nugent.
“"Ti= the only way [ know. There Iis

nenght amise with my speech, 1 trow?”
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“Your speeclhifulness,” said Hurree Singh,
“ia like the speechfuluess of a hundred years
ago.™

Iick Turpin stared. )

“Verily, it can scarce he worse than thine
own manoer of speaking!” he said.

“Ha, ha, ha!'"

The Famous Five took the amarzing new
hoy along to Study No. 1, and euntertained
himm right rovally.

Dick Turpin seemed in no violen® hurry to

vo and interview Mr. Quelch. He remained
cuatting with lis hostz for quite a long
tune—until after duek, in fart, Then he
thanked them for their hospitality, and
strolled out of the study,

The Tamous Five sat spellbound.  They

could only conclude that the new hoy was

suffering  from  delusions. Ohviously, he
could not he Dick Turpin come to life again,
And  yet—— It was a  queer husiness
altocether,

The new hoy had been gone about ten
miuntes, when the door ol Stwlv No. 1 flew
open, and Billy Bunter burst in.

=] say, vou fellowsz, 1've heen rohhed!

Bv a real, live highwayman, too--Dick Turpin
himmself !
“What '™
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“I say, y-::nu j"f!'ﬂws, I ve ﬁccn- robbed !
gasped Bunfer,

“1U's a fact. I waz walkine alonz the
pa=sage, shiarpening a lead-pencil as [ went.
when all of a sudden a masked figure sprang
ot of a doorway, and shouted, * Your money
or yvour koife!™ "

“Ha, ha, ha!l™

“It's no laughing matter, you chaps!? 1
lad to liand over my knife—aimd the worst of
it is, it wasn't really my knife at all. It
was one I herrowed from Johnny Buall!™

There was a roar from Johnny. -

“You fat villain! You mean to say you ve
parted with my knife? I1—I'11 hurst you!™

“1t's wo use getting huffly with me, Bull,”
snid Billy Bunter. "I told the lLighwayman
thie knife belonged to vou, but he m2ezted on
tuking it, all the same. 1 say, fancy Dick
Turpin coming to life again!”

“How was he dressed?” asked Bob Cherry.

“1 was too seared to notice—that 18 1o =ay,
T was too precceupied-——"

Harry Wharton sprang to his feet.

“That mad new Kid is running amok, and

he'll have to he stopped!” he exclaimed.
“Come on!?!”
The Famous Five rushed out Into the

passage. There was wo gien of Dick Turpin,
Frem the junior Common-room came a huzz
ol voice:, Harry Wharton & Co. made their

ur ree
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By TOM BROWN.

Skinper and Snoop and Stoit were explain-

ing to their schoollellows how they had
just been “held up” in the Close by &
masked individual who ¢alled  himself a
highwayman.

“He took my watch!” Skinoer was
SAVINL.

“And all the monev T hiad in the world—
threepence-ha'penny !” adided Suvoop.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And he hagged my penkniie!” said Stott.

“That's a couple of giddy penknives gone
Weszt!" exclaimed Bob Cherry. “Was this
desperate ruffian armed. Skinner?”

“Armed to the teeth!” =aid Skinner.

“1 think it was only a water-pistol he
pointed at ue" said Stott, “1 felt a splash
on my cheek.™

“Anvway, lie got away
gaid =noop.

with the loot,”

Vernon-Smith, who wa= present, looked
very thonghtiul. _ )
“It's an amazing state of affairs,” he said.

“Hasz anvhody any idea wiho this highway-
man merchant is?”

“Tt's the new kid,” =aid Harry Wharton.
“He behaved queerly from the moment he
arrived. Said he wess Dick Turpin—or a
resurrection of him.”

“Dvo you mean the fellow who arrived on
horseback ¥ asked Peter Todd.

“That's the cove! Let’s go and hunt for
him!™”

Quite a crowd of juniors rnshed out of the
Common-room in gquest of the modern high-
wayman, They searched dilizently, but they
found him nct.

Un questioning Gosling, ihe porter, they
were informed that the hlack steed and its
owner hiad departed a short time since.

“Which he mounted ‘is 'oss. an' made ofl.™
sgid fiosling. “You couldu’t =ee 'im for
fuast !

Astonished hevond measure, ile Famous
Five returned to Study No. 1. They found
a note awaiting them on the tehle. It ran
thus:

“ Prithee accept my learty thanks for thy
geperous lhospitality to a gentleman of the
road. The tea was top-hole, egad!

“Thou silly wvarlets! Thon hast heen
dished, diddled, and done by

“ DIcK TURPIN
“(aliag Dick TRUMPER),™

Johnuy Bull's penknife liad bheen returned:
likewise the property of Skinuer, Snoop, and
Stott, as they discovered later.

“T thought all along that the fellow looked
very much like Trumper!” said Nugent.
“put 1 suppose he wore a Mfesh-maszk, and
that's how he managed to deceive us.”

“By Jove, to think that we've allnﬂfer'i
Trumper to come here and do the Dick
Turpin  stunt!” gasped Harry ‘l-'.-'hartn!l_‘.
“Where did he get his horse {rom, I wonder!

“Hired it in Courtfield, I expect,” saul
Boh Cherry. “0Oh, what a sell!”

“The sellfulness is terrifiel"
Hurree Singh.

“Where's the genuine new kid?* asked
Johnny Bull. “Why hasu't he rolled upi”

It transpired later that no new boy was
coming at all. The fact that one had been
expected was due to a rumour which had
heen put ahout hy Sammy Buuoter of the

g£ro aned

Seeond.

As for the Courtfield schoolboys, thera
was great rejoicing im their ranks that
evening when they learned how successful

Dick Trumper had been at Greyfriars] —
THE END.

A strong supplement programme in hand !
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) CANDID OPINIONS
¢ of the New Highwayman
% Serial now appearing in

¥ the “POPULAR”
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MARK LINLEY (ihe famous wriler of
short stories) :--

“I have nothing Lut praise for the
serial in question. It is a long time
gluce wa were treated (o a highwayman
story, and the yarn in question i1s bound
to make a Lig hil. It revives the atmos-
phere of * lhe good old davs,” when life
wis one big adventure, not only for the
highwaymen, but for those who ventured
to travel by coach across g"hnstl}’ maoors
and haunted heaths. Altogether, il is
the most thrilling story I have read for
many a day,"

TOM BROWN [our tame humorist) :—

“The new serial is * first-class." That's
the “ticket "! T cannot but *express’
satisfaction with the story. Even

Gosling the ‘ porter ' i3 thrilled Ly it.
Saw him reading it by the fire, with
his foot on the ®guard. The wyarn
“travels " along al » good pace, and I
ﬂ*“”.‘:f‘ sorry when I reach its ‘destina-
ol '

BILLY BUNTER (our rival edilor):—

“There is one grate drorback, in my
ojunion, to the highwayman serial now
runming m the ° ﬂplﬁ.&r.‘ It wasn't
written by me! But perhaps the editor
will let me tackle the next serial?”
{Per-haps !'— Ed.)

IR JIMMY VIVIAN (the wouthful
baronet) :—
“The new seriel in the * Popular’

must be a regular corker, because my
study-mate, Lord Mauleverer, started to
read it, and for onee 1in a way he didn’t
drop off to sleep! 'Tis indeed a thrilling
varn that keeps Mauly awake!”

DICKY NUGENT (the frolicsome fag) :
“This highwayman serial i1sn't ai all
bad, but I could go 1 better, aud T'll do
it 2! They ought to have asked me to
write the yarn, What do thev take me
4—a dud and a_duffer? IU'll see 1f 5 got
ihe energv to write a highwavman story
for the fHerald ' -—a tail that will
captiv-8 vour harts! {We admire Master
Nugent for his 10-acity of purpose I--Ed.)

WILLTAAM GOSLING
the gate):

“What I say i1z this lere—that high-
wayvman serial in the * Popular ' 15 hke
the Head's carpets. It takes some beat-
img'! When T read the first distalment, T
was very disappoinied at havine (o wait
a whole week for the second helping.

(the keeper of

What davs  them
was, to be sure,
" when  that  feller
ek Turpentine
held up coaches at
the crossroads! T

hope the editor of
the @ Popular ' will
give us more stories
of this sort. Tt fair
 warms the muscles
jof  wmy  heart--I
¥ mean, the cockles!"”
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(n Courtlield Heath a hag you'll find,
Who says she can remember Turpin ;
Knew him in seventeen-forty, mind,
And yet she’s still alive and chirpin’,
'I'hei*u may be some who might believe
1er,
Bul I think she's 2 hase deceiver !

She says Lie used lo patronise
Her ancient inn, the Coach and Horses,
“A reg'lar Bunter!” she implies,
“He'd eat a meal of fifieen courses,
An' lhen he'd lay aside his fork,
An’ mount Black Bess. an' ride to York.

“A gallant gent,” the old hag said,
““He'd stop my lady in her carriage,
An’ point his pistol at her head,
An’ ask her for her hand in marriage,
Then, f she said * No jolly fear !’
He'( steal her jools, an' disappear!

“This happened years an’ years ago,
An’ Dick was hanged on Tyburn Hill;
But often, in the moonlight’s glow,
I see his mounted figure still,
A phantom horse, an’ phantom rider:
sure, it's Dick Turpin stis astride her!”

It 1z a pleasing fairy tale,
It fires our keen imaginalion :
But if we heard Dick Turpin's wail,
We'd fairly jump with consternation,
Piciure a phantom, armed to the teeth,
Galloping nightly o’er Courtfield Heath!

STOP-PRESS!

Wonderful glossy hand-coloured
Photo of a famous Inter-
national Footballer— FREE in
this week's “ Boys' Friend.”
HARRY WHARTON.,
(Ed. Greyfriars Herald).
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! IF I WERE A !
! HIGHWAYMAN! §
&
2
I]:' highwayv rebberv was still in vogue,

) By Billy Bunter.
and if it wasn'L a criminal offence.

e e T M S
I should become o highwavman
right away. I am just the tellow

for the part—a daving hoarseman, cun-
mng as a focks, and swift as a panther,

_l.'nfm'lurmte-!y. I shouldnt be able (o
ride a hoarse like Black Bess. My
welght would cause it to kollapse, 1
sheuld have to enlist the services of a
carthoarse,

I should dress in the old-fashioned
way, of corse—with a long cloak and a
cocked hat, and a pair of spars tethered
to my heels,

Picture me. dear readers, galloping
down to the railwayv-station one dark and
stormy night. to “hod up” the last train
to London! Mounted on my gallent
charger, I should dash through the book-
ing-hall and on to the platform, and
when the train came in 1 should shout
m a hoarse voice :

“Btand and deliver!”

I should then go from karrvidge (o kar-
ridge, making all the passengers hanl
over their munney and jools (if anv), 1
should have a special sack for all the
swag, and by the {ime T had collected all
the loot ¥ should look sumthing like
Santer Claws on Christinas Eve, IHaving
made my haul, I should allow the train
to proseed, and go galloping awayv wilh
the plunder, ‘

Before very long I should be known as
Sixteen-stringed Bill, the Terror of the
Road. I can imagine some of you larf-
ing, but it would be no larfing matter for
my victims! I should hold up motor-
cars, and lorries, and cyclists, and pedes-
trians.  There are several fellows at
Greyiriars that I should make a special
point . of robbing, bekawse they arve
beests. I can piclure myself pointing
my pistles at the heads of the Famous
Five, and making them turn out their
wekets.  And what a haul T should
f‘lave‘. Wharton's watch, and Cherry's
claspnife, and Bull’s bullseves—to say
nothing of Nugent's notecase and Inky’s
ink-eraser—would find their way into my
capacious sack,

Even the masiers would nol escape
me.  With what joy would I hold up ol
Quelchy ! “ Your munney or vour life!”
I should shout in toans of thunder. And
Quelchy would stop short with a look of
terror, and make me out a check for five
hundred pounds by moonlight.

I should releeve old Prout of his golf-
clubs, and the Ilead of his fur-lined
ﬂ\'?rf_'ﬂﬂt; H_Il[i Iy {'UH.‘iill “13“}'. EJ'H:!'
master of the First, would be made to
part with everything egegsept the clothes
he stood up .

What a delight-
ful dreem this 1s! g
Aud what a pity
there 18 no chance
of 1t coming true!
I should simply
revel 1 the roll of
a highwayman, and
I should aceumu- el
late  more f:trru‘*——;( ;
and  cash—in  one |
night's work than
Dick Turpin got in
the whole corse of
his career,

Glance at the ¢ Stop-press’ ahbove !
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'THE SPORTING CHAMPION !

I (Continued from page 12.) |

have hvought the fair name of Grey-
friars into disrepule, T am =hocked be-
yond micasure to think that any boy
i myv Form should have behaved so
despicably,™

Dick Penfold tuwrned away, and
etumbled blindly  through  the echool
gateway,

A loud hiss followed him, for: the
fellows seated on the wall had over-
heavd the whole of Mr.  Quelch’s
remarks,

The junior who had been =o popular
but an hour before was now in dire dis-
E'Jq':'tl_'l".

—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Saving His Honour !

ISQUALIFIED !
It was an ugly and a einister

word, It imphed that there

had been an infringement of the
rules: and a fellow who broke the rules
of sport was looked upon at Greyfriars
as an outsider,

Dick Penfold zat in his stndy in an
attitude of utter dejeetion. He had set
his heart on winning the champion-
ship of the Remove. He had been keen
to gladden the hearts of his father and
riother. And now he was forbidden to
take any further part in the sporta,

It was indeed a bitter blow. And
Dick Penfold eould not be blamed for
giving way to his disappointment,

Above all, he was innccent. Ie had
not ridden on the lorry from choice, but
pnder  compulsion,  Mr. Quelch, how-
ever, thought otherwiee.

There was a tap on the door of Dick
Penfold's study.

“Come in!” muitered Pen mi=erably.

Harry Wharton and Mark Ianley
entered.

“ Cheer up, Pen!™ =aid the captain of
the Remove. **This is a black business,

and we can understand that i;nu feal
pretty cut up about it. We've heard of
this acecusation against you, and we

don’'t behieve it.”

“We prefer to believe your own ex-
plavation,” said Mark Lanley. *We
know you to be incapable of such a
low-down trick as to cheat. We saw
you riding on the lorry, but it's guite
clear to us that you didn't ask for a hift,
YVou were taken aboard the lorry by
force.”

“That's s0," said Dick Penfold, look-

ing up. “I'm glad you fellows believe
in me, at any rate.”

“We mean to clear you of this
charge,” said Harry Wharton. *1 was
the first man home in the marathon,
and Marky was second. DBut we've
refused to acecept the points. We are

insisting upon the race being run over
again. It's guite obvious you were the
victim of foul play. By the way, Pen,
(i vou notice any name on the lorry 77

Penfold - wrinkled  his  brows n
thought.

“Yes, " he said at length; “1 remem-
ber now. It was Canter & Co., con-
tractors, of Courthield.”

“Good!” said Wharton. “We'll pop
over to Courtfield and make a few
inquiries.  And we'll leave no stone un-
turned to clear you of this beastly aceu-
gation,”

Ihick Penfold rose 1o his fect, Ilis
eVEs Werg Ehining.

“I1 say, that's anwfully  decent of
yori— " he began,

“Not at all.
justice 13 done,
We'll go aver
away.,"”

The two juniors nodded {o Dick Pen-

It's our duty to see that
Come along, Marky !
to  Courtheld right

fold, and quitted the =tudy. Glancing
fromn  the window shorily  afterwards,
Isick zaw them eyeling down to the

school gates.

They were abszent a
was dusk when they returned to  the
school, and thev brought with them
three men—the driver of the lorry, and
the two men who had taken Dick Pen-
fold by force, _

Harry Wharion and Mark Linley con-
ducted the three men 1o Me Quelch's
<1y,

The Remove master looked up in sar-
prize when his visitors entered.

“A\Wharton! Linlev!” he ejaculated.
“Who are these inent”

“Let them speak for themselves, siv,”
said Wharton quietly,

The men looked utterly shamefaced.
They stood with their caps in  theiwr
hands and their eves lowered. They
appeared to be studying the patrtern of
AMr. Quelch’s carpet.

After a long pause, one of them <poke.
[le was the man who had driven the
larry.

“My name is Harry Ilunt, sir,” he
said, “These two men "—the speaker
indicated his companions—“are Jones
and Jenkins,. We are employed by
(anter & Co., the Courtfield con-
tractors.”™

M. Queleh looked muystified.

“1 fail io understand the object of this
visit——" he began.

“T'm comin' to that, sir. It 1sa’t a
nice story that 1 have to tell—in fact, if
you like to be nasty about it, I'm not
sure that you can’t have us arrested.”

“PBlesa my soul! AWhat have you

done "

“We accepted a bribe, sir, from a kid

long {ime, It

called Ponsonby, of Highceliffe. It was
arranged that we  should capture
Master Penfold durin’ the marathon

race an’ give him a lift in our lorry.
Ponsonby knew that he would be seen

e —————————————— e S—— A —
R T T
L

Solord

By ROBERT
LOWiS
STEVENSDN

The most wonder-
ful and exciting
story of pirates,
the = JollyRoger,*
and hidden trea-
gure ever wrilten.
Yoa can start it
in this week's
“UNION JACK "
jout on Thursday,
March 1zt).

Order your copy
TO-DAY, and ask
your hewspgent
10 kesp FOU &
copy each wealk,
Ask for

UNION JACK
24

LIBRARY tocsy Tiondos

Look out for the next brilliant. Wireless article !
Tag Maoxer LiBrARY,—No. 786,

17

rilin® with us, an” that you would su3e
pect him of cheatin’.”
“Gracions ! gasped Mr. Quelch,
“We thought 1t would be rather a
joke,” went on Mr, Hunt., “We didn't

realise that the consequences would be

s0 serious for DMaster Penfold, Dut
when these two young genls "—the
speaker pointed 1o Wharton  and
Linley—‘"came over an' saw us this

evenin', an' told us that Master Penfold
had been disqualified from the sports,
wo thought it waa only vight to come
to you, sir, an’ make a clean breast of
tha matter.”

For a moment Mr. Quelch was fairly
flabbergasted. Tt took him some time
to digest Mr., Hunt’s confession,

“1 have done Penfold a grave injuss
tice,” remarked the Form master at
length, **and the matter must be recti-
fied at once. 1 am grateful to vou, Mr,
Hunt, and to your companions, for
having the manliness to come to me and
admit your offence. You acted very
wrongly, but it is not for me to =it n
judgment upon yon.”

“Thank wyou, sir,” said Mr. Hunt,
“We've returned Ponsonby’s bribe, an’
given him a pieee of our mind.  He
can do his own dirty work in future.”

Mr, Quelch nodded, and stepped to
the telephone. He rang up the head-
master of Highcliffe, and told him all
that had happened, Dr, Veoysey under-
took to see that Cecil Ponsonby was
sdequately punished,

My, Hunt and his companions then
took their departure. And the Remove
master turned to Wharton and Linley.

“You have saved your schoolfellow’s
honour, my boys,” he said. “I am
extremely grateful to you, and T do not
doubt that Penfold will be, also. Would
you ’be good enough to send him to
me ¥’

Harry Wharton and Mark Linley sped
off to Dick Penfold’s study. They
burst in upon him like a whirlwind.

“Quelchy wants you, old man,” said
Wharton, “I believe he’s going to
apologise for accusing you of cheating.
Anyway, yeu can set your mind at rest
now. FEverything in the garden 13
lovely !

Penfold jumped to his feet. Ilis face
was radiant.

“Does—does this mean that I am
cleared

““ Absolutely !” exclaimed Mark
Liunley.

“T've gpot you fellows to thank for

this,” said Dick. *It was simply rip-
ping of yon—"

“Cat it oout!” said Wharton.
was our duty to do what we did.
need to make a song about 1t."

Dick Penfold went along ‘to Mr.
Quelch’s study. Nobody knew what
passed between master and junior; but
many fellows could guess.

Pen was his old cheerful seli when he
rejoined his schoolfellows. The dark
clouds had rolled by, and his honour was
vindicated. _

As for Ponsonby of Highcliffe, who
had engineeved the [.lﬂ::rt against Penfold,
he received a puhblic flogging of such
severity that he decided not to interfere
any more with the Greyinars sports.

The committee of judges decreed that
a fresh marathon should be run. This
was the second time that an event had
to be held over again, DBut there was
not likely to be any interference with the
competitors on this occasion.

Dick Penfold lined up with the others
in the school gateway, And Avrchie

did Tt-
No
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Howell, veleased at {ast from his im-
prisottent o the sanny, grasped Pen's
havd warmly,

“Awlully glad te hear eveivthing's
oned  oaul all serene,”  wud  Arvchie,
“Good lnck, Peu! Run hard !

Mr. Lascelies fired the pistol, and ihe
ranners were off like so many streaks
ol higeht,

Dick I'enifold put all hie knew into the
straggle.  But the recent crisis ilirough
which he liad paszsed had told upon his
nerves, hence, lus physical condition was
not of the hittest, Besides, he had not
auite got over the effects of the previous
race, whereas somne of his rivals were as
Lresh and ns fit as ever.

It was Mark Linley who made the
runnimg.  Awd the Lancashire lad clung
tenaciously {o his lead until {he last stage
of the rare. Then Harry Wharton came
along at o canter and shot ahead of
Linley just v time to secure first place,

“The result’s ecxactly the zame as be-
fore!” panted Bob Cherry, who Anished
third. " Wharton's first man home, and
Marky second. Why couldn’t they have
told us at the start that thev meant to

win?  We could have dropped out then,
wstead of fagging all these miles  for
nothing.™

*Ha, ha, ha!"

Dick  Penfolid came in fowrth, e

showed siens of distress as he siruggled

towards the tape, and he collapsed
altogether on reaching at.
Mr., Lascelles and  Archie Howell

assisted the fallen jurdor to his feet.

“Well run, Pen!” said Archie. * But
vou should have eased wp a bit, dear
boy, when you saw there was no chance
of gettin® first or second place.”

“You have reduced yourself to a state
of utter exhaustion, Penfold,” said My,
Lascelles, It is guestionable whether
vou will be fit emough to take part in
the boxing countests to-morrow."

Dick Penfold forced a smile.

“1 admit T feel pretty whacked at
the moment,” he muttered, “but 1 shall
be as fit us a fiddle to-morrow.”

“Can  you walk?" asked Archie
anxionusliv,
“Yes. You might just give me your

arm across the Close, though.”
+ Archie Howell esvorted Dick to his
etudy,

“Lay on that couch, dear boy,” he
said, “an’ dou't stir. You'll want all
the rest you can get if you hope to
accomplish anythin' of note in the boxin®
lo-moryow,”

Dick Penfold allowed his head to sink
into the cushioned pillow which Archie
had prepared for him.

“This 15 topping ! he murmured, “T
feel as if I could go to sleep, like Rip
Van Winkle, and not wake up for years,”

“I'll take a chair beside the conch,

an’ stay here till you drop off,” said
Archie,

Penfold grinned,

“It's quite a wide couch,” he
chuckled, *so there's no danger of my
dropping off,"

"I mean off to sleep, wyou

dro
duffer!” said ﬁrcﬁie, laughing,

Dick Penfold closed his eyes, and he
was soon fast asleep, and breathing
deeply. A smile hovered on his lips.

Archie Howell rose to his feet and
zazed down at the slumbering junior. He
shook his head sadly,

“Afraid you haven't the ghost of a
chanee of becoming champion of the
Remove, dear boy,” he murmured.
“The position at the moment is Very
mterestin’—almost  thrillin', one might
say. You've got ten points, an’ Wharton

Bab Cherry have gol
nine each. Fvervthin' now hinges on the
boxin’. And you've never been exactly
a Billy Wells in that direction, Pen,.
Bob Cherry’s the best Lhoxer in the Re-
move, a1t really looks as if he'll retain
the eup. But  then, there's Smithy.
An' he's a dark horse. It's never safe
to prophesy, so far as Smithy’'s concerned.
Auyway, to-morrow will soon be here,
an’ theu--we shall see what we shall
gee ™

an’ =mithy and

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
The Victor !

VERYTHING now Linged on the
E boxing contests, as Archie Howell
had said,

There were four fellows in the
running for the silver cup, and all Grey-
frinrs was busy sizing up their chances.

Dick Penfold had scored ten points.
But nobody expected him to get any
HIDEE,

As a boxer, Pen was just useful, And
a fellow had to be something more than
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merely useful to defeat a boxer of Bob
Cherry's calibre—he had to be brilliant
super-brilliant, in fact.

The general opinion was that Dick Pen-
fold would go under.

Now came the question—what sort of
& chance had Harry Wharton, the cap-
tain of the Remove, of winning the silver
cup

He had quite a rosy chance.
one was agreed on that point.

Wharton was inferior to Bob Cherry
as a boxer—but only a shade inferior.
And if he had the luck to be drawn
against weak opponents in the early
heats, while Bob Cherry was drawn
agamst strong ones, Wharton's chances
would be greatly enhanced.

Then there was Vernon-Smith, Smithy
was at all times a dangerous rival to face.
He, again, was inferior to Bob Cherry as
a boxer, But he could rise to great
heights on occasion. DMoreover, when
Smithy made up his mind to secure a
thing he never rested until he had pot
it,  And he had long ago made up his
mind to win the championship of the
Remove,

Every-

A sensatlonal success—*‘ Stand and Deliver!" the new ** Popular ** serial!

The remaiing aspivant for honours was
Bob Cherry. And Bob had a solid back-
ing in the Remove, There were many
who declared with fiem conviction that
Bob would win the silver eup for the
second time,  He was quile a Trojan
i the boxing ring.

Long before the time fised for the
start of the boxing tournament ithe Grey-
friars gyvmnasium was packed,  There
seomed scarcely room to breathe, except
in the ring itself,

Billy Bunter, who had been very sub.
dued sinece the “licking-off * he had
received from Mr. Lascelbes before the
cyele race, bobbed up again now,

1 =zav, voun fellows,” he exclaimed.
“I'm out of the running for the cup,
but I vowed I'd win one cvent, at least,
and I'm going to win the boxing."

“Ha, ha, ha!'"

"1 expect old Lascellos will
some excuse for disqoalifying me,”
fat junior went on,

“f[?‘ll say you're about a stone over
weight ! gronted Johnny Bull,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“He's more likely to prefend that ii
isn't fair for a brilliant boxer like me
to take part in the competition,” said
Bunter. “It won't be giving any of the
other fellows a chance, you see.”

“0Oh, Bunty, Bunty, you'll Le the
death of me!” gurgled Bob Cherry, *
only hope I happen to be drawn against
you in the first heat, that's all!”

But Bob's hopes were soon shattered.

Mr. Lascelles came into the gvm  with
a sheet of paper in his hand.

“The draw for the first heat has just
taken place in Mr. Prout's study,” he
anpounced, *amdl the pairings are a3
follows, ™

Everybody craned forward to listen.

“ Wharton versus Bull.”

“My hat! That will be a rare scrap!”
muttercd Skinner,

“Cherry versus Bolsover major.”

Bolsover groaned.

“Just my luck, to be drawn against
the best boxer in the Form!" he said.
“Still, T'll give him a good run for his
money !

“Ruasell versus Nugent,"

“ Kasy for Russell,” murmurcd Ogilvy.

“Todd versus Linley, Brown versus
Fiald, Newland versus Blake, Hurrce
Singh versus Desmond, Redwing versus
Vernon-Smith. "

“Grood ! muttered Vernon-Smith,

He felt confident of his ability o beat
the suilor's son. They were close chums,
and had often had a friendly spar
together. On such eccasions, Smithy had
invariably had the better of the argu-
ment.

Mr, Lascelles continued his recital.

Ogilvy was paired with Tom Dutton,
and Morgan with Bulsirode. Wibley
was drawn against Kipps, and Hilary
againist Delarey. Trevor and Treluce
were to try conclusions, also Hazeldene
and Bir Jimmy Vivian, and Smith minor
and Dupont,

The last iwo names of all caused a
profound sensation. My, Lascelles smiled
as he announced them:

YPenfold versus Bunter!"

There was a vell of laughter,

“Poor old porpoise !

tnvent
t]’:l"'

“Fetch a stretcher for him, some-
body 1
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Ihck Penfold could scarcely credil his
good fortune, o be paired with the
fut and flabby Owl of the Hemove was
mmdeed a stroke of luck. It meant that
Pen would simply walk into the second
heat,

The sixteen fights oceupied the whole

Billy’s minor understudies his fat brother—
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of the moining.  Some of them were
got thvough quickly, and ended in the
fivst round; others weFe stubbornly con-
testedd to the bitter end, and the verdi
had to be awavded gn poinds.

Harry Wharion won his bout wiih
Johuny Bull, but only after a dowy
s r-qu_j'[[-. .]'ﬂi]h!r:,.' sent Wharton o the

flosr twice before he himself was =eni
down for the count., Aml Wharton wa-
not in a very fit ~tate for the second hear.

The same remarks applied to the bout
between Bob  Chervy  and  PBol:o.er
major. Beb finished on tep, but the
huJJ[y of the Remove gave him a lot of
trouble; and when the fight was over
Bob's face was a piciure. %\"'ﬂt a heauti-
ful preture, either!

Vernon-Smith defeated Tom Redwing,
ind he finished s fresh as he started.
Dick Russell, boxing superbly, laid
Nugent low in the second round. Mark
Linley defeated Peter Todd on poinis;
and the rest of the bouts ended n ac-
cordance with antwipation,

The hattle between Dick Penfold and
Gilly Bunter vas indeed a sight for the
gods,

The affair lasted exactly three seconds.
Only gne blow was struck, and it wasn’t
Bunter who struck it.

Dick Penfold lashed out with his left,
and Bunter crashed to the floor hke a
stont oak, He volled over and over,
shrieking al the top of his voice:

“Toul! Foul! IHe it me vnawares!
Yowp!" '

““Ha, ha, ha!™

“Enough of this nonsense, Bunter!”
said Mr. Eascelles sternly.,

“Wow I gasped the fat junior. “I'm
certain a {:ﬂLlp{t‘. of my ribs have been
stove in ™ '

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter was duly counted out,
and then the dvaw for the second heat
took place.

hiut Penfold was again in clover. He
had to meet Trevor, who was nothing
of a boxer. 'T'rue, Trevor had beaten
Treluce in the first heat, but Trehice
was of no account in the hﬂlinprin%

ik

Bob Chervy was paired with
Russell.  ITarry Wharton had to face
Mark Linley, and Vermon-8mith was

drawn against Tom Brown,

The seconid heat furnished a staggey
Ing surprise,

PBob Cherry was heaten.

This sensationai result was due to two
things—firstly, to the fact that Bob had
used up a lot of his energy in defeating
Bolsover major: and secondly, to Dick
Russell’s deadly boxing., Dick was bang
on top of his form. He gave Bob Cherry
a rare gruelling, and knocked him across
the ropes in the fifth round,

Harry Wharton heat Mark Linley after
a stern struggle. Tom Brown put UE i

lncky fight against Vernon-Smith, bul
1@ was outclassed. And Dick Penfold
accounted for Trever with the greatest
of ease,

The other winnera in the secand heat
were Ogilvy, Bulstrode, Wibley, amnd
Delarey.

As the tournament progressed, the ex
citement rose to fever-pitch.

Dick Penfold was not so fortunate
the draw for tha third heat., He wna
matched with Buolstrode, a strong and
stubborn boxer,

Harry Wharton and Dick Russell were
drawn together, Vernon-Smith had to
meet Delarey, the South African junior,
and the remaining pair were Wibley and
Ogilvy.

Four
follows:

Penfold Leat Bulstrode in the seventh
round,

very stern Bights  resulted as

Russell beat Wharton on points,

Vernon-Smith beat Delarey 1n
fourth round,

Ogilvy beat Wibley in the sixth round,

Archie Howell, who had been acting
as Dick Penfold's =econd, clapped him
on the back.

“Bravo, dear boyv!" he said hearrily.
“You lhicked Bulstrode in capital style—
though T adnit wy heart was in my
mouth once or twice. Wharton and
Cherry are out of the running for the
cup, an' it now lies belween you an’
Smithy. Let's hope you're paired with
Ogilvy in the semi-final. If vou have to
meet Dick Russell nothin' will save you.
Russell’s at the top of his form.”

Dick Penfold becamie the darling of
Fortune once again. e found himseli
drawn against Donald Ogilvy, while
Vernon-8mith had to meet the redonbt-
able Russell,

There had already been an interval
for lunch, and there was a much longer
interval before the semi-finals took place,
Indeed, it was late in the afternoon when
Dick Penfold and Ogilvy faced each
other in the ring.

Ogilvy had done well to reach the
somni-final, But he, like Penfold, had
had the luck to be drawn against weak
opponents.

The Scottish junior fought very stub.
bornly against Penfold, and Dick found
himi almost as tough a proposition as
Bulstrode had been, Bul in the sixth
round Penfold floored his man with a
powerful uppercut, and Ogilvy was
counted out.

The other semi-final was one dizzy
whirl of thrills,

Dick Russell led Vernon-Smith a rare
dance in the first couple of rounds. Then
Smithy made a wonderful recovery, and

Lhe
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slowly but surely he began to master his
rian.

Russell was the maore scienlilic of the
two, but his opponent’s dash and energy
nearly brought about Iick’s dowpfall
more than once.

The bout went the f{ull number of
rounds, and the judges, after a lengthy
consultation, awarded the flight to
Vernon-Smith, on paints,

“Now cowmes the tugofwar!” ex-
claimed Archie Howell.  “Smithy an’
I'an in the final!™

“And the fellow who wins the final
will win the cup!” added Wharton,

Mpr. Lascelles allowed a good half-hour
to elapse before he called the hnalists
together,

“The final will now take place,” he
announced, * Herbert Vernon-Smith!”

Smithy stepped into the ning. looking
ag fresh as paint, in spite of the lact that
he had already got through four engage-
ments that day.

“Richard Penfold ™

The  scholarship boy promptly
answered the vall. He, too, showed very
little sign of wear and tear. DBut then

had three previous engage-
farce with Billy Bunter

he had onl
ments. The
didn’t count,

There were rousing cheers for both
Hmithy and Pen. Both were popular—
Smithy as a sportsman, and Pen as a
poet. But this sports tournament had
shown Penfold to be something more
than a mere stiinger of verses, He had
proved himself a fine athlete, and now
came his supreme test.

Both juniors fought doggediy in the
first round. They paid little or no atten-
tion to defence, but hammered each other

arimly.

L LRI Tmee
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Dick Penfold’s breath came and went in great gasps. He was utterly groggy,
and Vernon-Smith was swiit to seize his opportunity. He sailed in and floored
his man with one all-powerful blow to the jaw.

(¥ee Chapter 8.)

—and then the fat’s in the fire with a vengeance !
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A right hook to the jaw sent Dick Pen-
fold reeling. But he managed to recover
his equilibrium, and, dashing in, he beat
a tattoo on his opponent's ribs.

Pen was still attacking when the end
of the round came. But the honours had
been pretty evenly divided.

When Penfold went to his
Archie Howell fanned hun
with a towel,

“Keep it up, dear boy!" he said en-
couragingly. “You're standin® up to
him splendidly. But don't forget your
defence. How are you feelin'?’

“Top-hole!” was the reply. * But
Smithy's a hard nut to crack, The fellow
seems to be made of cast-iron!"

In the second round Vernon-Smith
attacked hotly, but Dick Penfold set up
a stone-wall defence.

Thing: went on like this for two more
rounds, and the onlookers watched
anxiously for signs of weakness to mani-
fest themselves 1n one of the boxers.

Dick Penfold was the first to weaken.
His task seemed a hearfbreaking one.
However hard he hit his opponent—and
sometimes he got in a sledgehammer
punch—Vernon-Smith seemed to shake
off the effects of the blows as if they were
mere taps,

Now that he felt himself weakening.
Penfold knew there would be no sense 1n
prolonging the affair. He must force a
win now, while he had the strength, or
be doomed.

3 corner
vigoronsly

Pen dropped his defensive tactics and
concentrated solely on attack. But his
opponent gave him blow for blow, and
did not retreat an inch.

The fighting was fast, thrilling, and
desperate,

A smashing blow on the temple turned
Penfold dizzy. His srrengih was failing
him fast, He could but dimly discern
the figure of his opponent. There was
a roaring in his ears, as if strange voicea
were mocking him., He rocked on his
feet, and his breath came and went in
great gasps. e felt utterly groggy.

Vernon-Smith was swift to seize his
opportumty. He sailed in and Aoored his
man with one all-powerful blow to the
jaw,

It zeemed to Ihick Penfold that an
earthquake had happened. He fell like a
log, and lay half-stunned, while the
Tf‘?l'l't‘l‘ counted him oul.

Pen was scarvcely conscions of whal was
gomng on. But presenitly a deafening
roar of “Good old Smithy!" told him
that he had lost the fight. And in losing
the fight he had lost the cup.

Something resembling a sob shook the
frame of the fallen junior. And then he
heard the clear, ringing lones of Archie
[Towell,

“Three cheers for the loser!™

The cheering rang through the hisioric
oyvinnasm,

All was over now. The long series of
titanic tussles had dravwn to a close, and

Herbert WVernon-Smith was acclaimed
champion 6f the Remove, and winner of
the silver eup presented by the governors
of Greyfriars,

L] L ] L ]

Next day there was a jovful surprisa
for IDick Penfold,

The governors, in view of the closa
nature of the finish, had decided to award
g cheque for lwenty pounds to the
runner-up in the grear sporls tourna-
ment.

That generous sum of money came as
a godsend to Dick Penlald. Not that he
needed it himself, but his people did;
and there was great jov in the lirtle
village shop when Dick handed over Lhe
spoils,

Pen's father insisted npon his retaining
a “fhver” for himself; and to this ar-
rangement, after a good deal of pressure,
Dick consented,

Vernon-Smith was duly presented with
the silver cup which he ha | so deservedly
won. And for a whole vear, at any rate,
he would hold the coveled title of
Champion of the Remove !

THE EXD.
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“Bunter's Latest !~ uwe of the funnicst
Greyfriovs  yarns  that  Me.  Frank
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WHAT YOU HAVE TO DO.

Here is a splendid Fooler compelition
which I am sure will interest vou, (I
this page you will find a Listory of Fulham
Football Club in  picture-puzzle  form,
What you are invited to do is to solve
this picture, and when you have done o,
write your solution on a sheel of paper.
Then sign the conpen which Appears
below, pin it to your solution. and post it
to “ Fulham " Competition, Magxer Office,
Gough House, Gough Square, F.('. 4. so
as to reach that address not later than
THURSDAY, MARCII 8th, 1923

The FIRST PRIZE of £5 will lLe
awarded to the reader who submits a
solution which i1s exactly the same as, or
nearest to, the solution now in the posses-
sion of the Editor., In the event of ties
the prize will be divided. The other
prizes will be avwarded in order of merit,
The Editor reserves the right to add
together and divide the value of all, or
any, of the prizes, but the full amount will
be awarded. It is a distincet condition of
entry that the decision of the Editor must
be accepled as final. Employees of the
proprietors of this journal are not eligible
to compete,

This competiiion is run in conjunction
with the “Gem,” “ Popular.” and * Boys'
Friend,” and readers of those journals are
invited to compete,

I enter “ Fulham ” Competition. ind
agree to accept the Fditor’s decision
as hnal,

Name
Address




Plenty of good things in store, chums!

!- T ihe usual weekly meeting of the
Greyiriars DParliament the pro-
ceedings wore opened by a short

speech on optimism,

The Bpeaker: ™1 cannot do hetter
than vead the remarks made by Reader
MARGARET ADAMS, Weir Street,
Coathridge. She says: *1 have a query
to lay hefore the House, and I should
like to hear the various members’
opimons, To readerz of the MagNET
My, Cherrv is nmversally known as the
optimist of the Remove., Therefore, 1
should be extremely obliged if the haon.
lJH'I]fliHE"'!' iI] fllll_‘:\li{}l] "l."i'['lll.l.m inf{}]"'m me
upon this point: Is optimism a gift, or
15 1t an asset which can be eultivated ¥
Iv my opinion it iz extremely diffieult
at times to entertain optimistic feelings.
Will Mr. Bob Cherry give me a few
hints upon the subject?  Then the
thanks of a frank pessimist shall be due
to bim." ™

Mr. Bob Chevry: “Ta put it plainly,
1 don’t think T am half as cheery as the
veader makes out, (f course, there are
time: when none of us can feel opti-
mostie, [ get that way myself., But it
sectns to me that the way for anvbody
15 go about being merry 15 to forget
the iroubles that can’t be helped, as
~sonti as possible.  Alter that iz done,
vorr want to thinlk of something funny

like the pornoise—and the thing is
done,

Mr. Bunter: “T have no wish to he
dhisagreeable, but 1 resent being called
funny, as if 1 were some specimen,’”

Several Members: **So you are!”
The Speaker: “1  hope Reader

Margaret Adams will continue to read
the Macxgr, and cheer up. It 13 a
common duty to chuck pessimistic
thoughts out of the window. Now, I
have no wish to hustle the House, but 1
think we had better be getting on. 1
will give you something about music.
The speech comes from Wales, a land of
Lusie,

“Reader G. B. HEWITT, 32, Villiers
Strect, Hafod, Swansea, South Wales,
says: ‘1 desire to submit to you that
one of the most fascinating subjects is
music. Sweet sounds are jbound te im-
press, or, at least, attract, the attention
of man and beast, I expect nearly
every member present has noticed at
some time or another the effect a good
hand has on the people in the street.
'Then look at the effect of a violin solo
an the audience in a concert-hall ! S8uch
is sound; it will inspire t6 &nger or
content. I should be delighted to see
fellows take more interest in musie,
Wly not seleet a Remove orchestra?
What's wrong with a jumsor fpoter band
to play at matches? What effect on
members have the sounds produced by
Bunter when Bob Cherry is using him
as a football?’ ™

Seen the Chat ? £1

Lord Mauleverer: “A  jolly fine
notion, what, that of haviug a band to
plag 7 1 could feel more kindly ta the
game myself if there were musie.”

The SBpeaker: 1 suppose the
wonld be, * After the Ball was Over

Mr. J. Bull: “After the goal's won.”

Mr. Bunter: * Rotten!”™

The Speaker: “1 have heard 1t said
wa do not pav enough attention to
Scouting. T will read a clever speech
from PATROL LEADER J. HOIL-
FORD, 69, Rutland Street, Holmes,
Rotherham :

“*The Scout movement aims at the
development of good citizenship among
bhoys. It achieves this purpose by train-
ing them in habits of ohservation, obedi
ence, and =elf-reliance. It teaches
lovalty, thoughtfulness for others, ser-
vices to the public, and handicrafts use-
ful to boys. Some fellows think that
Scouting means walking up and down
the pavements 1 a spick-and-span
uniform, but it is far more. There is
the daily life to consider, there are good
turns to be done, and several other
things that go to make a good Scout.
It is a pleasure to do good turns. Think
how the old lady smiles when you help
her carry her bag, or the children when
yvou lift them from the car. Then
there is camping. Camping is the joy of
life, and 1T am looking forward to the
summer with 1ts walking-tours, ecamps,
and trekking.” "

Mr. Wingate: “T think this speech is
admirable, and I should ke to hear
more of Scouting.”

Mr. Bunter: “We do go camping.”

Mr. Frank Nugent: “The less said
about Bunter's camping, the better.™

Point was given to the debate which
followed by a pithy little speech fromn
no less a personage than Mr. Quelch.
The Form master spoke for ten minutes

tune

oy
"

about the splendid principles of the
Scout movement, and was loudly
cheered, :

The Speaker: ** We still have a good
slice of the winter to go through, and I
am sure that a notion which comes from
Reader . SANDLE, 39, Vicarage
Road, Norwich, will meet with favour.
Reader Sandle says:

“4 A very good hobby, in my opinion,
is cutting interesting paragraphs from
newspapers  and journals and  sticking
them in a . book. I don’t meéan things
about murders and burglavies, but the
latest engineering achievement, or any-
thing like that., A book in which to
paste the cuitings won't eost much: a
full exercise-book would serve. (ut-
tings are as plentiful as sand in the
desert. You won't get bored stift, or
suffer from eve strain looking for them.
There are plenty in any daily paper, or
in .tha weecklies, You will find facts
in " Answers.” Anyone who iz looking

for a really uselul hobby should try this
plan.” ”

Mr. Alonzo Todd: “Personally, 1
have always kept a commonplace hook,
and find 1t most useful.”

The Nabob of Bhanipur: “I wish I
had hit thoughtfully on the esteemed
notion. 1 snipfully cut the bitsfulloess
out of the papers, but after carrying
them in my pocket for a few weeks they
go tumblefully to pieces.”

Mr. Bunter: *“I1 have quite enough
to do without cutting bits out of my
contemporaries.”

There was a tolerably brisk discussion
on the matter.., Mr. Dick Peniold
declared he should start right away.
Mr. William Greene said that he had
aimed at something in this line, but
Coker spilt the ink over it, and the pro-
ject came to an end,

The Speaker: “1 am bound to czay
that 1 have alwavs been meaning to fix
un a record of the kind myself. A book
with a heap of information of what s
going on in the world is simply bound
to be interesting. You read abaut a
new railwav-engine, or something fresh
in  turbines, or a big road-making
scheme, and afterwards you are wishing
yvou had snipped out the article so as to
refer to it again. 1 consider Reader
Sandle has scored with his really valu-
able suggestion.” :

The House adjourned at nine-thirty,
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The objeet of thiz dictionary is to rr-
gline o simple language the meaning
af the teelhuieal terms or rrpressions
used in eannection with clectricity
and gicireless teleplony.

OMETHING should be said, at the
outset, of the order in which these
otherwise 1L may
Lbe thought strange that a
dictionary should begin with the 6fth
letter of the alphabet instead of the first.
The reason for this departure from usual
practice 1s that we design to help those
who have little or no knowledge of the
subject,

It will be readily understood that it
would be useless for a boy to attempt
the study of wireless phengmena without
first having some knowledge of the laws
of electricity and magnetism,

That 1s the reason why we deal with
electricity before we attempt to explain
*“Alternating Current.” A boy would
not be able to follow the explanation of
the one without knowledge of the other,

articles appear,

Electricity.

“A subtle agent which is usually ex-
cited by the friction of glass, but origin-
ally of amber (elektron in Greek), whence
s name. It produces shocks of the
body, mechanical violence, heat, light,
attraction, repulsion, and polarity.”

This definition of electricity is taken
from a dictionary, but to the boy seeking
knowledge it is worse than useless, be-
cause it 1z likely to mislead him, rather
than help him to an understanding of the
subject.

The word covers too wide a Geld to he
explained in a single paragraph. We
will, howefer, endeavour to explain it
without going too deeply into detail.

More than four hundred years ago the
name ' Electrica” was given to a form
of energy obtained by rubbing amber
with a piece of silk. Two thousand years
before that mankind knew that this
energy could be obtained, but, so far as
we know, their knowledge did not éxtend
Leyond the faet that it could be obtained
from amber or jet.

In the reign of Queen FElizabeth an
Englishman, Dr. Gilbert, of Colchester,
discovered that it could be obtained
from a great variety of materials, such
as sealing-wax, resin, rock crystal, glass,
etc., and, wishing to give a short name
to these phenomena, he ecalled them
*!Electrics,” a name which he derived
from * Elektron,” which, in the Greek
language, means amber,

It is only during the last fifty or sixty
vears that real progress has been made in
the development of electricity. In this
period development has been as rapid as
It was previously slow, so that to-day
electricity is used throughout the civilised
world as a means of the transmission of
power,

We do not know what electricity 1s.
All we know 1s that it is an agent which
enables us to transmit energy generated
or collected m one place, to another
place, where 1t can LE converted into
~ound, light, heat, or motion.

Perhaps it will help vou to a better
understanding if we liken electricity to
wind, Wind cannot be =een, but its
effect can be both seen and felt. Wind
i= 4 means of transmitting energy: in
other words, 1t i3 energised awr., This
will readily be seen by watching a
sailing-ship moving through the water,
The wind presses upon the sails, thus
transforming the energy, which it con-
vevs, into useful work, The effect of the
wind is therefore visible, If you stand
it an open place you can feel the wind
blowing agamst your body, The pressure
varies according to the strength of the
air current, therefore the effects of wind
can be felt.

The same thing appliez to electricity;
it cannot be seen, but its effects ecan Lﬂ-
hoth seen and felt. Wateh an electric
fan at work; you cannot see the elec-
tricity, but the energy which it conveys
18 visible in the revolutions of the blades

of the fan, The effect of electricity is
therefore visible. If you touch a wire
through which an electric current is

lowing, it will result in a shock of the
body, the shock varying according to the
strength of the electric current. The
FITEETL:: of electricity can therefore be
elt.

In approaching the study of electricit
the student should not dwell toe mue
upon the mystery of it; he will do better
to confine f‘liﬁ attention to the methods
by means of which it collects the energy,
the way it transmits the enerpy, and the
manner in which the energy is trans-
formed into useful work,

It will be shown in the succeeding ex-
planations that energy must be put into
a body before it can be taken out. In
the sitnple experiments which are used
to explain electrical atiraction and repul-
sion, it will be seen that before the glass
rod or sealing-wax can be electrified, or
changed into energetic bodies, they must
be rubbed, the energy used in rubbing
being transferred to the body rubbed.

In the case of an electric tram the
energy is generated in a power station,
from which it is conveyved or conducted
to the point where it is required to move

the tram. The energy is collected by
burning coal in the furnaces of the
boilers, The water which they contain

15 energised and changed inlo steam :
the steam is conducted by pipes to the
steam engine, which changes the steam
into motion ; the motion is conducted, by
means of a shaft, to the dynamo, which
changes the motion into electric energy.
This energy is conveyed by copper wires
to the tram, where the electric motors
convert the electric energy inlo motion,
thus moving the tram,

Electricity may therefore be defined as
an element for the transmission of

energy. It can be collected, micasured,
and controlled, but it nature 12 unknown,

Electrical Aliraction and Repulsion,

Bodies having wnlike «charges of elec-
tricity attract one another, Bogdies hav-
ing hike charges of eloctricity repel one
another, Dodies not charged with elec-
tricity are attracted by bodies charged
with electricity.

This may be proved by making a few
simple but interesting experiments with
inexpensive materials, All that is re-
quired is two glass tubes, two sticks of
sealing-wax, a piece of silk, a piece of
fur or fAannel. some silk thread, and a
small feather.

In a place free from draughts suspend
a feather by means of a silk thread.
When the feather is quite still move yvour
hand slowly towards il. It will be
noticed that the feather does nol move,
Now rub a stick of sealing-wax with a
piece of fur, or woollen cloth, and ap-
proach the feather with it. The feather
will move towards the wax, showing that
it has a strong altraction for it, and each
time the wax approaches it the same at-
traction will be displayed. Now let the
feather be approached by the stick of
sealing-wax which has not been rubbed.
It will be seen that there is no attrac-
tion,

This indicales that the rubbing gave
the sealing-wax some property which it
did not have before. If the feather is
now allowed to touch thé sealing-wax
which has been rubbed, it will stick to
it for a moment and will then fall off.
Any attempt to touch the feather with
the rubbed sealing-wax will now be
frustrated by the feather moving away
from the wax as it approaches it. In-
stead of being attracled it is now re-
pv”ﬂ-d.

Now, by holding the hand near ithe
feather, but not near énomigh to touch
it, the feather will move towards the
hand, showing that an attraction exisis,
If the unrubbed sealing-wax is held near
the feather it is attracted by its presence,
As, in the first instance, the feather v-as
not affected by the hand or the nurubbed
wax, something must have occurred to
cause the change. 4

What happened was this: when the
sealing-wax was rubbed. it collected a
charge of electricity upon itz surface, and
this charge attracted the unelectrified
feather, After the feather was allowed
to touch the sealing-wax it, too, became
charged with eleclricity, because it was
atiracted by the unelectrified hand and
sealing-wax. Therefore  unelectrified
bodies and electrified bodies atiract each
other,

After the feather received the charge
of electricity, it was repelled by the seal-
imng-wax from which it received the
charge. Therefore it would indicate that
Lbodies charged with the same kind of
electricity repel cach other.

(Don't miss next Mounday's splendid
article.)

A powerful detective thriller next Monday !
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A SENSATIONAL EPISODE FROM
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By OWEN CONQUEST.

PERIL OF
PRINCE!

L K

THE ADVENTUROUS CAREER OF

FERRERS LOCKE, AND HIS BOY-ASSISTANT, JACK DRAKE.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Snub for Pycroft!

TIIH fast passenger train from Wim-
borne drew into Waterloo Station,
the London terminus, at ten-thirty

ant. punctually to scheduled time.
Among the first to step out oo to the plat-
formv aml hurry to the barriers where the
ticket collectors waited were Ferrers LocHe
and Jack Drake.

Hoth the world-famons detective and his
heilliant young assistant were carrying suit-
cases,  Their steps were springy and their
vhiceks ushed with the glow of health. Far
Loche and Drake had enjoyed what was for
them a rare treat indeed, a weck-end in
the country. They bad spent their hriel
holuday at the home of an old friend of
the slenth, and they had returned to town
fall of vim and vigour and ready to tackle
Juy cas=e which a kind fortune shonld place
in their path,

Az the two passed through the barrier, a
burly, stolid figure garbed in a brown over-
coat and a hlack “bhowler ™ hat attracted the
detective's eye, He raised his hand to the
salute amd the man stepped forward to meet
hia with a friendly =mile.

“Good-day, Mr. Locke,”” he said cheerily,
“Leen away for the week-end, ehi”

Ferrers Locke gave a chuckle as he shook
[THITL ER

“Your powers of Jeduetion are as brilliant
fa ever, my dear Pyveroft,” he remarked. “If
the authorities don't promote you to he a
Superintendent at Scotland Yard when tha
next vacancy ogaeura, 1 shall write to them
very severely about it.”

The voml-natured
hroadly.

“Yon will have yvour little hit of fun, Mr.
Lowke,” he 2ald. " But we fellowa at Scotland
Yard are a deal smarter than you give us
credit for beiog at thmes. We do a whole
heap of work of the unobtrusive kind which
the public never gets to hear about. For
iwstanes, 1've got a job on this morning of
the sort which i=n't likely to get into the
newspapers”

“1'm sorry to hear that, Pyeroft,”” mur-
wured the private detective sympathetically,

The inspector raised his evebhrows.

"Sorry ™

“Yea, there's nothing
verti=ement to help yon
you know."

“H'mn.,” grunted the Scotland Yard man.
“Anyway, I'm not likely to get much out
of this job."”

He took Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake by
the arm and led them out of earshot of a
porter who was busy piling luggage on to a
trolly. Then Le jerked his thomb over Lis
shoulder

“I'you see those two fellows waiting out-
gide thc barrier of the platiorm where the

inzpector  prinmed

like a hit of ad-
on in the world,

Southampton train  will Arrive in  ten
minutes?'? he asked. “1 mean that fat chap
with the white spats, and the thin youth
with the tooth brush moustache and the
attache case.”

Locke podded,

“You mean Mr. Neal Calder, the oll mag-
nate, and his secretary?”

Inspector Pycroft started.

“You know ‘em, then?" he said.

“Not personally,” replied Locke. “Natur-
allv, a personage of Mr. Calder's standiog
is kmown to me by sight. His secretary’s
name is Arthur Fleming Jones. 1 saw it in
the Great Alblon (il Company's prospectus
recently. And a= the attache case of that
vouth over there is marked with the initials,
AFJ., I think it is safe to presume that
he is Calder’s secretary.”

The iouspector accepted a cigarctie from
Locke's case aod lighted it.

“Well, you're guite right,”” he admitted
rather grudgingly. “Mr. Calder and his
geceretary have come bhere to meet o personage
of the highest eminence, none other than
the young ruling privce of Caudovia.”

It was now the turn of Ferrers Locke and
Jack Drake to look surprised.

“Crumba!™ muttered the boy. “Funny
thing we've seen nothing about the expected
arrival of Prince Paulos in the papers.”

“Not at all,” zaid Inspector Pyeroft, “and
for the very simple seazon that the news of
liis  intended vizit to England has never
reached the newspaper offices. And a jolly
gaod joh, too, 1 say. Candovia, as you
know, is a State which is cordially hated by
all her neighhouring States in the Balkans.
Right here in London there are anarchists
who would «cheerfully blow the young
Candovian roler to atoms if they had the
chance, Our Foreign Office, through its In-
telligence DPepartment, got wind of the pro-
posed visit of Prince Paulos and his uncle,
the Baron Schaka. So the Foreign Office,
notifled Secotland Yard, and 1've been sent
down here to offer the prince a bodyguard
during his stay in London.”

“And you will step forward amd politely
offer the services of Britain's best deteectives
as an escort for the distinguished visitors,™
murmured Ferrers Locke. "1 sineercly hope
vou are not well and truly soubbed, my dear
Pycroft.”

The inspector squirmed as thongh an ice-
eold collar-stud had slipped down the back
of his neck.

“I expeet T shall be,” he said gloomily,
“8till, orders is orders, Mr. Locke.”

"The prince amd the baron are travelling
incognito, of course;”

“Yes, the Foreign Office Informed vs that
they took pas=age on the =teamship Patricius
from Salonika under the names of M. and (.
Kirche. The ship arrived at SBouthampton at
ten o'clock last night, too late for them

to come up to town., But 1 got wwio com-
munication with the Chlef Constable of
Southampton, who informed me that two
peocple of the name of Kirche Lad booked
rooms in the Outlook Hotel and had lelt on
the eight thirty-nine train this morning. So
I hurried down here. Hallo, it's time the
train arrived ™

He drew from his pocket a couple of small
photographs  and regarded them  with
frown. Locke, standing by his side, saw thatv
the pictures were of a4 good-louking youug
man of about twenty-one and a middle-aged
personage who hore a striking likeness to
the German ex-Kaiser.

“Well, Pyeroft,” said the detective, " Drake
and I must be moving along. YWelll sce
you——""

“Don't go for a minute or two, Mr. Locke,”
saiid the inspector. “The train’s just coming
in. I'll introduce myself to the prince, and
then 1’11 come along to the buffet with you
for & ovoffee. 1'd like to have a chat if
you «an =pare the time.”

“Right-ho,” agreed Ferrers Locke cheer-
fully, = we're in nodesperate hurry. i_ﬁ‘:lp]}l}ﬁﬁ
that the astute Mr, Calder yomder is alter
oil concessions in Caudoviai”

“That's about the ticket. Caudovia is
rich in petrolenm, though it's never been
worked properly as yet. The raling prince ol
the country is reputed to be Pretty hard
np, amd-——  Ah, at lastl  Excuse me, you
fellows."" _

With that the burly Seotland Yard man
hurried towards the barrier by which the oil
magnate and his seeretary were wating,

Fhe  Southampton train was  steaming
glowly Into the station a few minutes hehiud
Lime. 4 couple of dozen porters strung
themseives out along the platforin in r-.-:lllh-
nee= to hamdle the lugeage of the lucoming
passengers.  Ferrers Loecke and Jock Iirake
moved slowly alter Pyeroft towards _thu
barrier., as though drawn by an invisible
magnet, )

The passengers from the train quickly dis-
embharked amd dispersed. But Locke amd
Drake had longer to wait than they had
expected. suddenly they mnoticed a stout,
¢lean-<haven man of foreign appearance, ac-
pompauicd by an undersized, good-looking
youth who wore spectacles and whose hair
was close-cropped, approaching tlem.  The
strangers  halted  uncertainly and  looked
about them, while the porter who hiad a pile
of their Iuggage on his trolly mnttered
nmider his bhreath.

Then Ferrers Locke was roughly hrushed
agide, aml Mr. Neal Calder, the oil magnate,
touched the stout foreigner on the arm.

“Mousicur Kilrche, I bhelieve®”

The faces of hoth the foreigners lighted as
the elder one answered in the aftinmative.

“H'm!" thouweght Drake. “The prince and
the baron did not  trouble  ta  disguiee
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themselves much., They still look like those
photos old Pycroit showed us.”

The oil magnate shook hands with the
baron, and then grasped the prince's hand.
0 the surprise of Locke and Drake, the
roung .ruler of Caudovia squirmed into a

ozt unprincely attitude. Locke noticed
hat the first aod second fingers of the
rince's right hand were covered in a red
rash, .

Bo interested was the detective in this
phenomenon that he slouched by the prince
to get a closer view of it. Drake followed
*him, wondering where his chief was going.

From the distance of u few vards Locke
and Drake saw Inspector Pyeroft approach
the royul visitors and raise his hat., They
saw the faces of the prinee and the haron
redden with anooyance, and I'yeroft's own
visage azaume a purple tint,

“Poor old Pyeroft!” murmured Locke
ﬁeeliuuh'. “It's obvious that onr roval visitor
joes not appreciate the thoushtiulness of
our motherly Government.”

When, some secouds later, Tunspector

yeroft left the newcomers, awd rejoined

ocke and Drake, his face was as loug as a
Eea-hoot,

“Hard luek, sir!"™ said Jack, trying not to
gmile. “A bhit tough, telling vou to co and
eat coke—-what "

“They didn't exactly use those words,"”

oaned Pycroft. “But thev gave me n

eszage to take to the superintendent which,
H T delivered it, -would knock my chance of
romotion Into A cocked het. But come;
et us go amd have some coffee. 1 feel |
want a reviver.” '

As- Ferrers Locke walked =lowly across fo
the buffet in company¥ with the i||;,t:pp{rt,:]r
aond his voong assistant, he glanced back
over his shoulder at the Caudovian digni-
tarles. And  his  glance was strangely
thoughtful. *

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Etambov the Anarchist!

i ARON, I want to speak with you'"
Haron Schaka =pun round as
though sliot. It was late in the
afternoon of the day of his arrival
In London. Ile had been about to
to his hotel—the Great Moderne—when he
heard the voice address hiw.

At his side he saw the stooping form of a
oreign-looking  individual who wore a
uriois, menacing smile at the corners of hls
hin lips. The fellow was hollow-eved, with a
Yellow, cadaverous look about his checks.
He wore a drooping black moustache, and his
chin had a hlue, unshaven appearance which

id not improve him. A greenish coloured
slouch hat was pulled down over his earz, but
this did not prevent his tousled black locks
from heing partially vizible. A long over-
coat with a fur collar, a flowing tie, and
Ehtent shoes, completed the get-up of the
tranger.

Baron Schaka  stared  at  the [fellow
haughtily, and yet with a tinge of fear in
his eyves.

. “Who—who are you?" he demanded in
Eillgiiﬁla. “Why do vou address me by g
title I do not possess? My name i Kirche.”

{*‘hsa stronger gave a low, gureling laugl.

“I, too, have two names.” he murmured.
“Most men know me as John Brunson, hut
my real name is Stambov. My father was
& Russian, who settled in this country before
I was horn.”

The baron replaced his eizar belween his

lips, and made as though to move on. But
the strancer touched him on the arm

“Look lLere, my nn,” eaid the Baron
Schaka, turning angrily on him, “1 shall

give Yoeu in charge i you persist in molesting
me! 1 am not a baron, and T am not iu
the least iuterested in your family liistory."

The curiong smile whichh played at the
comers of Stambov's lips hecame a trifle
more menacing.  He stepped a trifle eloser
to the Candovian dignitary.

“Dou’t he a fool, Baron Schaka!” lLe
hissed. “It is of the wutmost importance
that T should speak with you and the Prince
Paulos. You are both in the eravest peril !

The fellow's amazing knowledee of his
ldentity. even more than the tenze nianner
in which the remark was made, eaused »
¢hill to run through the baron’s frame.

“Come!" he said hoarsely,

Stambov showed a set of vellow teeth in
B satisfied  amile, and  followed the

return |

Have you altempted fo solve the picture-puzzle

Caudovian into the Ureat Moderne Hote!, A
lift whirred them to the first floor, upon
witich the prince and the baron had their
ite of rooms.

Upening a door, the buaron entered first,
apd gestured th the other to follow him.
inside the sumptuously furnished apartment
-—a bhed-room- » Young man was reslining on
the ottoman. He was fully dressed, zave for
hiz coat, but he made up (or this by =porting
@ wonderful jazz-patterned dressing-gown.
At the sight of the baron and the stranger
e tossed down the hook he bad been read-
ing, and leaped up with an expression of
alarm on his face. Then, regarding the
stranger suspiciously, he rapped out a
question in a foreign tongne.  The baron
replied in English, telling him of the stravge
meeting with Stambov near the hotel,

Stambov, as  though remembering  lLis
manners, removed his green felt hat, nod
mude a slight bow.

“I think, your Highnes=" he muarmured,
“you will not regret granting me this inter-
view when I have told you the resson for
my coming. There are szome who, if they
kuew 1 had ecome to you, would kill me
even as they wish to kill you.”

Every wvestige of colour leit the face of
the prince. He sank back on the ottoman
as though smitten with esndden and dire
sicknesa. His voice trembled a3 he bade the
visitor to be seated. ,

Htumboy selected a eRoir between the
gllded bedstead aod the marbhle wash-
hand stand. His shifty eves wandered about
the apartment, as though taking in  its
every detnil.

“Well, what is it, fellow?" demanded the
baron testily. “Of what have you come to
WAt usy"”

Stambov drew Lis chair a trifle clozer to
the ottoman.

“Your Highuess,” he said earnestly, " you
think, perhaps, that ounly the hig men of
the Great Albion 0il Company know of your
vicit to Londow. Bub such is not the case.
The news of your presence in London is alzo
known to some of the deadliest enemies of
the Caudovian throne, There is a small and
select society of Caudovian anarchists here
in London who have vowed to kill you. 1§
you stir from this hotel vou will be in the
deadliest peril.,”

The prince shrank back among the cushions
on the ottoman, hiz eyes staring with the
Lhaleful light of fear.

“ Anarchists'" Tie repeated in a hiearse
whisper. “"How—-how do T know tlhat you
gpeak truth

Stambov laid his hand over hiz heart and
leaned forward in his chair.

" Because, your Highness,”
am one of them!”

The prince shot holt wpright,

Why—why have you come here?
feliow '™ he spluttered

The breathless, apprehensive tone of the
question  which Prince Paulos mananged to
blurt out caused the enriouz smile to flicker
still more ou the lips of the vizitor,

“1 have come to warn you, your Highness "
he sabd suavely, “As I have already inti-
mated, 1 am not o Candovian mvsell. I
mizht even eall my-elf an Englishman, for T
have never been out of this country of my

he replied, “I

s“peak,

birth. By trade 1 am a mechanical
engincer, and for a hobby 1 dabble in
chemistry., I am also an anarchist, and u

member of the Candovian anarchist society.
But 1 am a member only for what 1 ean
wain, and through no hatred of rovalty.
[ thought, your Hichoess,” he went on, in
A more oily tone, “that youn would make
it worth my while if 1 revealed the plot
wpainst your life,”

Privce Paulos roze tremblinsly Trom  Nis
seal anld stood facing Stambov, who, after
a moment’s hesitation, alse got up.

“Wh-what i= this plot, fellow?"

“The plot is » simple one, your Hizhiness.
From to-night vour movements will he closely
watched,  Then, when yon go driving in an
open carringe or motor-car, a homb will he
thrown.,  The man who has been detaited
to perform the set T do not know,”

The baron seemed even maors unnerved than
his= royal eompaniocn, He wmuttered some-
thing hencath his breath in a foreigo toncue,
Then, #= though =truck by o sudden jdea,
he demanded in English

“B-but bow are we to know that you Lave
not concoeted thi= story to extort monsy
from his Roval Highness®

stamboyv shrugeed his shoulders.

on page 20 ?—

“You must tuke my statcment partly om
trust. But the fact that I know of ¥Our
identity should tell yon that I speak the
truth, Awnarchists in Caudovia, through a
spy in the paluce itself, learnt of your pro-
posed visit to Eosgland, They in turn aent
a secret  communication te the London
society.”

The prinee and the baron were obviously
puzzied,

“Perhap=, vour Highoess," sald Stambov,
“vou would like proof that I am connected
with the society of anarchists who seek
your life. A= I said, T work only for cain.
I was paid very handzomely for the bomba
which 1 made for the Caudovian anarehists
for their proposed exploit against the throne.
HSee thist”

The visitor carefully drew a linen hands
kerchicf from bis  breast-pocket. He un-
rolled this, revealing a strip of some suls-
stance which looked like soft, brown clue.
In turn be handed the sticky stuff to the
]['lr]i:lf‘t' and the baron, who examioed It doubt-
ully,

“That,” =aid Stambov, as he replaced the
substance carcfully in his handkerchicf, * ia
gelignite, prepared by a special process of
my own. It i~ a very powerful explosive,
vour Highness. ™

The two Cuudovian dignitaries drew sharp
breaths.

Having put the handkerebiel containing the
brown substance back in his breast-pocket,
the anarchist uext drew “forth a  small,
coloured cardhoard box {rom the side-pocket
of his overcost.

“This, - your Highness," he sald, “looks
like 2 box which contains ordinary plaving-
cards, T think you will agree” He opened
the box wvery slichtly and fumbled inside
with his forefinger. * Listen!” he said.

He thrust out the hand containing the hox
ciose to the ear of the prince. A stemdy
and ominous ticking sounded. Immedistely
tie prince gave vent to a lond squeal, and
dived headlong vuder the bed, while Baron
Sehaka, deadly pale, stageered hackwards.
But Stambov, with a gurgling laneh, tossed
the little box carelessly into a basin of
water which stood on the washand =tand.

“It's all right, yonr Highness,” he said, as
e retrieved hia property from the basin and
wiped it with a towel; “I had uno inteniion
of frightening you. But I think you will
now understand the deadly peril in which
you rest wheu I say that there sre many
other bombs equally ingenious in the hands
ol the Caudoviaus who seek your life.”

Peering from under the bed, the prince
gaw the visitor drop the cardboard bhox hack
lnto his overcoat pocket. Then, and not 1131
then did he emerge and stand up trembling,
with the bed between himself and Stambov.

“You—you murderous villain ! Lie hreatbed.
“I--1 ought to ring that bell and =ummon
the police.”

“You would but defent
your Highness,” replied Stambov  politely.
“"Yonr death would follow az o matter of
course,  Only Ly agreeing to my terms and
following out my instruetions, can vou hope
to escape the peril which besets your path.”

“What are vour terms? hastily demanded
the haron.

“That his Hichness pays me a thousand
ponnds.”

“Tmpozzihle, fellow ! W have no such sum
available.” :

*1 did not think vyem had, hers and now.”

your own ends,

sald Btambov calmly.  “But I am not un-
reasomnable, [ will he content 00t he Fll:i[||.!+"
writes me o premissory  uote  for  that
amouant.”

A sly gleam erept into the eyes of the
baron as he faved hiz royval companion. It
strick him as rifEii'l]|1|1iﬁf_1.' ARy tirx Write o
promissory unote.  If things turned out all
right, it need pever be retrieved. He
nodded his hewd, and the prince said:

“Very well, | will do that.”

“Laocil ! 1, dor wmy part, will see
any  bomb  is thrown by one of these
Candovian fanatics it will contain nothin g
more harmiul than & few strips of
But you wiil he well advised to stavy as
miuch as po-sible within the wall: of thi-
frote]

It took bhut a few

hat if

LR TR

minutes to draft the
promizsory note  This Stambov inzisted the
prinee shonld sign with hiz eorrect name,
Then, leaving the two Caundovian dignitaries
sullned and dazed in the palatin]l bhed-room,
the awapgering snarchist gliched out of the
farent Moderne Hotel and turncd his steps

A modern highwayman meets his match in Ferrers Locke !
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—It’s quite simple; and the prizes are worth having !

towards Piecadilly.
back over hiz shoulder to make sare that he
was not being followed, and then he made
his way to a small restaurant in Soho, where
he sipped coffee apd =moked until darkness
settled over the metropolis,

Leaving the restanrant, =tambov took a
worth-bound bus to Baker Street, where he
alighted, Then, by a deviousz route, he
made his way to the house in which a
certain world-famouns private detective lhad
his yuarters,

Hi= knoek was  answered
oking Chinaman., 1t was
servant of Ferrers Locke.

“ls this where Mr, Locke live=7" demaided
the anarchist,

*Yessee -but Missa Locke
hack pletty =oon me tink,”

AN right.” rrowled Stambov, =PI wait.”

“Please cowe top-zide to consultin®-room,”
said Hing-Sing.

He showed the visitor upstairs  amd
ushered him into an arvinchair by the fire.

“Plaps,” said Sing-sing, "you hkee =e¢
Massa Dlake?

“Who's he?”

" Allee same
AMissa Locke.”

“ AN right ! said Staanhov,
Bere.  Never mimd my nawe
it I'm thinking.”

Sing-Sing withdrew  in ecat-like
from the room, A few monents
anil Jack Drake stepped smartly in.

"] evening ! he =aid brisklv. “1'm
~ufTY Mr., Lawhke oot 1. He went ofl
sonpew here directly after loueh amwd 1T don't
hyow when he'll return, 12 there anvthing
I ean ddo for you!™

stambov rose from his chair scowling.

“You don't know where Mr, Locke =¥ he

stolid-
the

by a
SINg-SIng,

TR Come

velly  elebber detective like
“Tell hum 'm

e won t Enow

silenee
elapsed

| =

walitl graffly,

“ Ny, 'meoafeaild T don't.™

“"Then 1'1 tell vou,” bhizeed Stambov, Al
i a complete ehange of tone, he added:

“He's rught here!

Drike’s eves nearly popped from his lead
a= the visitor removed his lank black locks
ardl moustache.

“Memy o gegiddy aunt!” he gulped. S AMr
Lawke !

The Tamous sleath gave vent to a hearty
bk e,

“Really T eomldn’t resist having a  little
ke at your expense, my boy,” he said n
his= noermal voice., *For the whole of this
alternoon | have heen masgnerading as
Stambov, the anarchist, It is nothing to

vonr diseredit that you were not able to
picree this disgaise. It wasn't a bad one!”

“Hnakes  alive!" ejaculated Drake. "It
was 4 thumping good one if yon ask me,
|

“1 denned it in that little room I rent
in the East End,” saind Locke, helping hin-
self to a cigarette. “ By means of it 1 was
able to put the wind up two people com-
pletely,  You see, | paid o visit to the Great

Woderne Hotel, where Messrs. M. and 0.
Kirche hhave booked rooms.™
“You mean,” sald Drake, still somewhat

hewildered, “that you lhave been to see
Privee Paulos, of Caudovia, and the Baron
<chaka’"”

“1 think 1 saw the Baron Schaka,”
Foske, "1 glso saw the young man who was
with him at Watérloo. But he's no mbre
the ruling prince of Caudovia than 1 am!"”

replied

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Secret of Stangways House!

if FRHAPS, sir, you will now explain
thing-?”
Throughout dinner Jack Drake had
cagerly looked Fforward to hearing
the explanations  whiech his  chief had
promiszed to give after the meal. Now he
al Perrers Locke, wha had doffed his clever
Jisguise, were sitting together in the cosy
warmth of their sitting-room.
The detective got his pipe drawing well,
ammd then started.
“It was the merest detail, my boy,” he
sabd, “which first made me suspect that
the young companion of Baron Schaka was

mot all  he  presumed to  he, Inzpector
Preroft gave us at Waterloo a few seraps
of information about Messra, M. and (0,
Kirche, as the baron and his companion
called themzelves, He said that they
arrived at Southampton at ten o'clock at
might by the steamship Patricius. They left

tiuce or twice he glineed | southamption by the cight thirty-nine train

for town. Now perhaps, my boy, you
noticed that the young ' prince’ had a red
rash on his right hand?"

“Yes, sir. 1 couldn't help smiling at the
way he winced when Mr., Neal Calder, the
oil magnate, gripped him by the hand.”

“Quite 50, resumed Locke. " Well, the
reanson he did =0 was that bhe had a bad
attack of nettle rash in two of his fingers.
That strnck me as very peculiar.”

“By Jove, sir,” exclaimed Drake, "now
you mention it, it strikes me as queer also,
Of courze, the prince had c=pent nearly a
fortnight at sea on the Patricius, He
couldn't have got npettle rash then, and it
woulin't have Insted a fortnight f he had
caught it in his own countrv.”

“That ia how 1 reazoned.” saiwl Terrers
Locke, “Tt did not seem probahle con-
sidering that he only slept for one night in
Ssouthampton hefore coming to town, that
he counld have come into contact with any

nettles  there, Nettles  don't grow  in
hotels” _
He paused to give the fire a =tir, and

resnined :
“To satizfy my own curiesity 1 determined

20

his  cousin,  Put slili 1 was not
satiztied.” ;
He =topped again and comipared his watch

with the clock on the mantelpiece.

quite

“Ah, we have pléenty of tiwe.” he mur-
mured; “it doezn’'t Jeave until half-past
eight.”

“What  doesn’t, sird” ashed Drake, in
EUTpPrise.

“The train—tut, tut, how carclesz of me,
my hoy! 1 didon't tell you that we are
catehing the eight-thirty train f{or =outh-
ampton this evening, did 1%

“1'm ready, =ir. But what—-"

“Let me linish telling von of my investiga-
tions, Drake., Az T was saving, T was ztill
auspicions that all was not correct so far
as the prince and the Baron Schaka were
concerned, So I visited Mr., Calder, the oil
magnate, 1 told him that | knew that
Prince Paulos was in Englaud and that he
wias 1o peril. Balkan princes always are
more or less in peril, Drake. He was greatly
comcerned, and willingly gave we what I

requested, This was a letter sent to him
whiclh bhore Prince Paunlos®™ zignature amd
which had been =ent from Camlovia some

time previousty, Ulose to the siguature was
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Stambov thrust out the hand containing the hox close to the ear of the prince.

A steady and omtinous ticking sounded.

to a loud squeal and dived headlong under the bed, while Baron Schaka, deadly

pale, staggered backwards. WIith a gurgling laugh, the anarchist tossed the
little box into a basin of water. ({See Chapter 2.)

Immediately thé prince gave vent

to probe into the matter. Before lunch 1
put throngh a trunk call to the Outlook
Hotel, at Southampton. From the manager
I learnt that although the people who
signed themselves M. and O, Kirche in the
visitor's book did not reach the hotel until
nearly ten-thirty at night, they went out
again almost at once. The stout man—that
would be the baron-told the manager that
they were going out to pay a flying visit to
some friends at Stangways House, a large
place on the outskirts of Southampton.
For thia purpose they engaged a taxi.”
“That's soumds lishy, =sir,” was [Drake's

comment. “Yon'd think that their friends
would have met the bhoat.”

“The baron said that they must have
missed one another. Anyway, by making

inrther inguiries 1 found out that Stang-
way¥s House i3 occupled by a man named
Oscar Sturme, and that the ecousin of
Prince Paulos resides with him, This youth,
who is of about the same age as the
prince, goes by the name of Rentoul and
Is being educated in England. (f eourze, on
the face of it, nothing was more natural
than that Prince Paulos shonld want to see

a distinet thuembmark undoubtedly made
by the prince himself,

“Having sworn the oil magnate to secrecy,
I next paid a wvisit to the Rurrey Commers

cial Docks. Here 1 found the Patricius,
which had vovaged round the coast from
Spouthampton during the night. The cap-

tain very kindly allowed me to see the signa-
tures of M. and ©. Kirche in one of the

purser’s  hooks, The signature of O,
Kirche had been writtén undoubtedly hy
Prince Paulos, for it was in the identical
writing of the letter received from

Caudovia by Mr. Calder.”

"I wsee, s=ir,” eaid Jack Drake. *“So your
next step was to visit the Great Moderne
Hotel?"”

“Yez,” replied Locke zmiling, “after don-
ning what 1 thought might be 4 pretty
cffective disguize, As Stambov, the anar-
chist, I had a most interesting ionterview
with tha baron aod his young [riemd. Haviug
to!d them a plaueible tale, 1 invited them
to examing this.”

Ferrers Locke took from his pocket the

brownpishh #ubstance which the Caudovians

The greatest detective of all times—Ferrers Locke |
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had Delieved was o specially prepared type walk for o

of explosive,

“u this gelatine, Drake,” went on the
detective. “you will see a number of fluger-
print=. This very elear mark at the side
wis muule by the thumb of the fellow who
I+ now posing  as the rling  prince  of
Condovia™

“And you've campared that with the thumb-
mark of the real prisee on the letter given
you by Mr., Calders®

“"Yoes: after 1 left the Great Molerne
T =pent some little time in a private room
of o favourite restaurant. With the aid
of & magnifying-zlazs, I earefully compared
the twao thumbprints, They were made by
dilferent  persons.  Moreover. 1 compared a
signature which 1 obtained from the haron's
tompanion with that of the one which ap-
peared in the letter and in the purser's
hook of the steamship. The one made hy

the youth at the hotel i= merely a  had
imitation «f the prinee's signature.”
“Well. 1I'm blessed!” muttered Drake.

“Then it look- as though the Laron, if this
chap is the baron, wot rid of the real Prince
of Candovie at Sonthampton.”

“The most probabile theory, in my opinion,”
gaid Terrers Locke, i3 that Baron Schakg
and thi= person, Oscar Sturme. who lives
st Stangwiays  House, con=piredd  together
arainst  the prinee. The prince’s  «ousin
wis in the plot, too. When the haron and
Prince Paunlos visited Stangways House, the
Litter was either killed or made & prisoner:
the latter I should think. Then the cousin,
who is about the same age ns the prince,
dressed Limself in the prince's attire and
returned to the hotel with the baron.”

“That’s about the tieket, =ir!" said Drake.
“But what’s against giving these two chaps
who are staying at the Great Maderne in
charge Lefore we go down to Southampton "

“We must ret more evidence first, my how."

Locke's hand, wandering on the =malil tahla
hy his chair in zearch of lis tohacen pouch,
lighted upon o soiled box of the Lype in
which playing-cards are packed. The hax,
which he had taken out of his pocket hefore
removing the disguise of Stamhov, brought

hack a vivid recellection to Lim. He gave
vent to a hearty chuckle.

C“What's the joke, sir?" asked his as-
Blstant.

In a few words Ferrers Locke narrated
how le had led the baron and the pre-
tended prince to believe that the hox was a
deadly kind of bomb. After fumbling inside
the box for & moment or two, be succeeded
i produciog the effect which had so startled
the youth in the hotel.

* Listen to this, Drake!™

Drake listened and heard the ominous tick-
Ing inside the hox.

“Crumbs! What is it, sir?”

For answer Ferrers Loeke tore npen the
hox., to reveal an old tarnip wateh!

“Ha, ha!” he langhed., *If only the haron
#nd his companion would see this! The Wiy
that young chap dived under a hed when
he heard my old wateh ticklng reminded
me of that farce we saw in the theatre last
week. But. by Jove, it is time we were
moving along to cateh our train, my boy !"

A few minntes later, Ferrerz Locke and
Jack Drake left the bouse, aflter telling
Sing-Sing that they would not be back again
that wight.

The two obtained a taxi in Baker Street
and drove rapidly to Waterloo, They had no
luggage, hut their overeoat pockets con-
tained their sleeping suits and toilet cases.
But in addition to these haomely articles
*helr pockets were also the receptacles for
other things of a more business-like character,
revolvers, electrie torchez, handeuils, some
wtrong cord, police-whistles, and jaeck-kuives,
Locke, in addition, earried a small Aask.

JLCatching the eight-thirty train  from
Waterloo they arrived in Southampton
bunctually at eleven-ten. Outside Sonthamp-
ton Station they engaged an ancleut earriage,
and Ferrers Locke told the driver, who was
s ancient-looking as his vehicle, to drive
out to the Greenwood Hotel. This hotel,
Ferrers Locke had learnt by means of a
judicious conversation with an attendant on
the train, was pear Stangways House.

The detective paid off the carriage beflore
the bhotel was reached, =aying that a brisk

cople of hundred vards wonlid
Ldo him good. Then he and Drake withont
much diflicnlty  discovered  the residence

which hore in white letters on ils gate-posts
the name, stangwavs House.

The home of Oscar Sturme proved to be a
gaual, eerie-looking pluce, which stood back
i short distapce from the road in its own
grounnds, The detective and Lhis assistaut
crept round it, regarding it narrowly. Rays
of light <hone through the chinks in a
venetian blind of a 1o0m on the cround
iloor,  Locke hoistod Drake eantiously on his
~handder, and the bay  peered through. A
stoul, bald-Leaded man of foreign appear-
anee, cliul in evening dress, was sittiog 1
an armehair, browsing over a hook.

“That's  Sturme, 1 expeet,”  whispered
Ferrers Locke when Drake had told him what,
he had seen. “Now my plan is to effect an
entrapee anto this place and have a look
ronnd, Il do it now before that chap goes
to hed. 1 can Keep sn eve on his mave-
ment=,"

“Let me go, sie” pleaded Drake. "I'm
sigaller and lighter than you are. 1 conld
slip into that small open pantry window we
saw ol thie other side of the house withont
having to force a woy in.™

“Very well, my bLov., Take
olf before yow get  inzide.
quietly around and sce if yon ean discover
any  stgns of the missing  prince. Search
the ccllurs and atties if yon can. I will wait.
[T you are in any imminent danger, hlow
vour police-whistle,

Proud of the trust reprzed in him hy his
chief, the dauntlesz Loy crept round to
the other <ide of the house. Maviae «dis-
carded his boots he wriggled his way noise.
lesaly into the darkened house througl the
small open window of the pautry. Passing
through a well-appointed kitchen, he emergod
i a wide, dimly lghted hallway,

Suddenly, he leard the sound of shnffling
footsteps. Ie drew hack into an aleove
hehind the staircase. The bald-headed man
he had seen sitting in the library came ont
of the room and went upstairs, Dirake
heard him plodding slowly to the top of
the house. Az the man reached the second
landing, the youngster came from his hiding
Mlace and glided swiftly up the stairs. He
=aw Sturme open a door and heard him
address =omeone iu a harsh voice.

“Hang Foulkes!” came the voice of Sturme.
“He hasn't hrought you any supper to-night,
T see! 1 told him to do =0 before he went
out. When vou are dead I want it to
appear that you met your end by an neci-

your honts
Then c¢reep

deat, I don't want it to scem as thoush
you've heen starved.”

With a guttural chuckle, Oscar Sturme
turned to scend the stairs.  Jack Drake
drew back behind the door of an empty
bed-room &djoining the first foor landing.
He waited until Sturme had pazsed on hia

way down to the Kitchen, and then the boy
darted upstairs,

Through a half-open door a pale light
shone. Drake peered in. The room was an
attic, bat what immediately attracted his
attention was the form of a well-dressed,
good-lookiong youth who was handeuffed and
chained to a big iron staple in the wall,

Knowing there was no time to he lost,
Drake stepped boldly into the room. The
youth looked up in hlank amazement and
swidd  something in a language Drake did
not understand.

“Who are you?" asked Drake gunietly.

The yvoung man replied in English.

“The Prince of Caudovia. Are yon in the
pay of that villain Sturme?”

“No: I have come to reseune vou., Let me
¢ those handeaffs.™
As Drake worked at the lock:s of the

“hracelets ” with some keys he had in his
pocket. he Leard a hurried account of the
young prince’s adventures, The baron, the
prince’s consin, and Sturme had eovapired
together to obtain the large sum of money
which it was expected Mr. Calder would pay

ANSWER

Tell all your friends about Greyfriars and induce them to read-—

for tae oil concessions in Candovia, They
had eaptured the prince at Stanzwayvs House
on the wight of his arrival fn Southampton,
atil the cousin Liad then impersonated him.
The ascheme was that Sturme should kil the
real prinee and give out the news thnt the
prince’s cousin Kentoul, had met bis death
owing to a all from his horse. By calling
in a doctor who had uever s=een Beutoul
helore, Sturme hoped to get the necessary
death  certificate without fusz. The only
reason that Sturme had  not already  fal-
tled bis dread deed was that he apparentlv
aped Lo blickmail Baron Sehaka inbo giving
Bimgow larger smm ol money in advanee.

“Whe i that fellow  FPoalkes, | hwearld
Stiurme mention?” whispered Diake

“He's the deal manpzervant who looksz
aiter this hovsze f[or Sturme.” replied the
prince. “He's seemed to take 4 tlelight
in trying to starve me. Bot that hasnt
suited Sturme’s book.™

Hardly bLad brake got the shackles from

the young prince’s wrizts, than shufflino
lootsteps  counded {rom  below,

"Quick!”  whispered Drake. Cdaive e
vour coat and pget bebimd that pile al
immber in the far coroer of the attic! It's
too late to pet out of the room now. You

can leave Storme to me.”

The prince obeyed his yvoung rescuer wilh-
out  guestion, Thereupon, Drake dreew  the
privce’s coat abont him<slt amd lay down on
the floor. The handeuffz attached to the
chain he put lightly about his wrists. He
kept his face averted from the dim light.
A efuple of momentz later O:car Sturme
shyifled into the attie bearing a small howl
of cold porridege in hiz two handsz.

He stood over Drake for a zecond and
chuckled hoar=ely. Then Yte bent downe with
the bowl,

“Here, eat this,” he said, “Tt's not what
vou've been acenstomed to in vour Caudoviaw
palace, 1 kpow., But sou aren't a prioce
auny longer, you must remember.’t

Jack Drake shrunk away slichtly, and
Sturme brought the Lowl of porridge closer
to the boy’s hands. Then an sstounding
thing happened. There were two  sharp,
metallic snaps. A puftural cry left the lips
of the rogue and the bowl of porridee clat-
tered unbeeded upen the floor. And Oscar
sSturme found about his wristes the self=ame
handeuffzs which a few moments Lefore liad
held Prince Paulos a prisoner!

sputtering and  shrieking  threats, the
villain tore and fought to get free, hut the
chaln was a strong one and he only succeeded
in hurting his own wrists badly.

Drake staggered to his feet and addresszed
the prinee, who had come out of hiding.

“8lip downstairs,” he erled, “and open the
front door! Call eut for Mr. Ferrers Locke
amd bring him up here.”

Vhen, after an interval, the prince re-
turned with the detective, Ferrers Locke
viewed the prizoner with the greatest satis-
faction,

“Well done, Drake!" he sald. “A right
smart capture indeed!”

“But it was through your work, sir, that
we brought the rotter to book,” said the
boy modestly.

“Well, walt with bhim for a few momenta
while I telephone to the police.”

Led by the prince Locke went down to the
Lbrary and rang up the police-station in
Southampton, That done, e put through a
trunk call to Scotland Yard,

As luck would have it, Inzpector Pyeraft
himself happened to he on duty. As briefly
as: possible Ferrers Locke narrated the story
of the amazing conspiracy against the Great
Albion Oil Company and the peril which lad
heset Prince Paulos of Caudovia.

“And now, my dear Pycroft.” saiil Locke
in conclusion, “you can call as soom as vou
like at the Great Moderne Hotel and arrest
the Baron Schaka and his companion, Ren-
toul, the prince’s cousin. And, by the way,
Pycroft, when you do so0, kindly present
them with the compliments of Etamhov, the
anarchist ™

THE END,
(lhere will be avother grand long eoms
plete  story of Ferrers Locke next week.

entitled: + The
by Owen Conguest,

Phantom Highwayman ™
Order wour copy now!)
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CORRESPONDENCE
EXCHANGE !

= Readers' notices are inseried
= free of charge, when spuce
E permits,
3
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Miss Chrigsie Thomaon, 66, Argyle Street,

=
=
=
=
=
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St. Andrews, Fife, wishes to corresfond
with readers overseas from 17 upwards,
especially in the United States and

Anstralia, with a view to corresponding and
exchanging snaps and papers,
Miss Hetly Edie, 10, Kinness
Andrews,
readers

Place, B8t.
Fife, wishes teo correspond with
OVeTSEUR from 17 upwarids,
ecspecially  in the United Btates and
Aunstralia, with a view to corresponding
amd exchanging snaps and papers,

Migza Miriam Forrester, Tg: High Street,
Bilston, Staffs, wishes to correspond with
readers anywhere, ages 14-16.

A. W. HRobertshaw, 8, Canada Street,
wizhes  to  hear from  readers who are
iterested in amateur magazines, as he is
starting a paper called the * Backwoodsman.”

Hans, Acres Goodwood, near Cape Town,
South Afrieca, wishea to correspond with
readers interested in the Companion Papers.

Alec Beeney, 17, Langton Park, Southville,
Hristol, wishes to correspond with readers,
ages 18, upwards. All letters answered.

Leong Al Kay, 16, Belfield Street, Ipol,
Perak, Federated Malay B8tates, wishes to
correspond with readers anvywhere,
interested in stamps, postcards, ete.

You know it's the goods!

Miss Joan Dumaresq Eales, Berry House,
Duckenfeld Park, Morpeth, N.8.W., Aus-
tralia, wishes to correspond with readers im
Canada—the North West.

Miss Corinda Clarke, Blakebrook, via Lis-
more, Riehmond River, N.8.W. Australia,
wishes to correspond with  readers in
England, ages 15-10.

Miss Dott Cosgrove, Priary Park, Bangor
KRoar, Holywood, Ireland, wishes to corre-
spond with readers overseas, ages 17-18,

N. W. Tweedie, 2, Larkin Street, Camper-
down, Sydney, }E,ﬂ_h’., Australia, wishes to
correspond with readers who collect stamps.

Miss Dorothy Manders, Liberal Club, West-
brough, Searborough, Yorks, wishes to corre-
spond with readers anywhere.

Antonio Crolla, Viale delln Regina, 438,
Rome 24, Italy, wants to hear from readers
intergsted in his World Wide Correspondence
Club, ages 15, upwards! _

G. Wildamith, 735, Mill Housze, Kimber-
worth, Rotherbham, Yorks, wishes fo cofre-
gpoud with readere.

. Butler, 20, Britannia Row, London, N 1,
wishes to correspond with readers anywhere.

B. Tatterzall, Westhourne, Helmshore,
Lance, wishes to correspoud with readers
aunywhere,

(. 8cheel, 23, Cleveland Road, Central
Estate, Hartlepool, wishes to heat f{rom
readers who would eare to join his book and
correzspondence cfub; amateur magazine.

Arthur Bapwell, 25, Smedley Street, Clap-
ham, S.W. K, would like to joim a roncert
party as ventrilogquist, in the role ol
Hehoolmaster and Pupil.

John Angelina, Welle Street, Birkenhead,
South Awustralia, wishes te ‘hear from

Perhaps they dcn’t! 27
Zelza  Joues, 83, Sydoey Road, Coburg,
Melbourne, WVictoria, Australis, wishes to
correspond with readers anywhere, ages
| 16-18.
C. E. Hillier, 22, Eastcombe Avenue,
Charlton, London, 8.E. 7, wishes to corre-

spond with readers anywhere, overseas pre-
ferred, ages 14 upwards.

R.. Milton, Penola Road, Mount Gambier,
South Australia, wizshes wurgently to corre.

spond  with readers of the Companion
Papers; all letters answered.
W. A, D'Arcy, 10, Ilford Lawue, liford,

Essex, wishes to correspond with readers,
ages 15-16. Ilford readers specially asked;
all letters answered,

Stephen Muller, 72, Perkin Street, Port
Elizabeth, South Africa, wishes to corre-
spond with readers in other countries, ages
15-17.

Leslie W. Richards, 42, Fore Street, Ilfra-
combe, North Devon, wishes to hear from
readers who are interested In amateur
magazines, as he is publishing on the first

Monday of every month a first-class
amateur magazine, called *The Comet.”
_Jack  O'Brien, Blaketown, Greymouth,
New Zealand, wishes to lear from stamp
collectors, for exchange. All  letters
answered.

Willinm W. Simpkine, 133, 8t. Philip Strect,
Yueen's Road, Lavender Hill, 8. W, 8, wishes
t¢ hear from readers interested in the
“Wireless”: also from readers, ages 15-16,
on any subject of general interest.

Fred Hope, 2, Cage Lane, Chatham, wishes.

He is | readers in America, Canada, England and { té bear from readers interested in  his
Hrotland who are interested in Australia. amateur magazine, the “ Gladiator.”
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b SOMETHING QUITE EXCEPTIONAL!

. - )
T This Week’s Issue of our Great Companion Paper §
T 7 -

1} TEE EBOYS FFRERIBEND™

% contains i
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& “TEE PEHANTOM PIRATE!™ T
i A Tharilling Story of Modern Buccaneers on the Spanish Main. By MAURICE EVERARD.
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G Other Star Features Include : ﬁ:
i "SCUND THE ETERNAL!" The Most Amazing Adven- “THE FISTICAL FUNK!" A Grand Story of Jimmy 7
+ ture Yarn of Modern Times. Silver & Co., of Rookwood School. -i,’I:-
i " THE VOODOO MYSTERY!" An Exciting Adventure of “THE KAFFIR CHAMPION!* A Splendid Yarn of the ..
::"'F Bulldog '* Holdfast, the Amateur Sleuth, 2 Beoxing Ring. st
= an '
] A Superb Hand.-Coloured Real Glossy Phoio of Tem Lucas, the International Full-Back of Liverpool Football Club. 41:
J is given FREE with Every Copy. T
Ask Your Newsagent for **THE BOYS' FRIEND " To-day! :: : : :: i+ Sirteen Big Puges! Price 2d. &
L T L R e L T e e e T s T e e L g L e

Don’t miss * The Phantom Highwayman ! '’—next Monday |

Tue Macxer Linpary.—No. TED
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15 all you pay for our No. 4004 lady's
or gentieman's Mead ' Marve! "'—
the finest cyveles ever oftered on
such exceptionallveasy terme I{m.
to stand hard wear. Brilliant!

Plated ; richly enamelled, E-Z-.-..:I:'i-

sitely lined in two colours., Sent
pacled free, carriage paid on

15 DAYS' FREE TRIAL.
Fully warranted,
Money

Promptdelivery
refunded if dissatisfied,
Big bargains in  slichtly factory
soiled mounts, Tyres and
Accessories 3% below shop
prices, Buy direct frons the
factory and save pounds.
How a seven-year- ol I'uhﬂ'ﬂ
which had traversed 75000 miles,
beat 650 up-to-date machines and
hrole t"u wiorld s record by Coveri ing
J4. 366 miles in 385 days isexplaived in
our art catalogue. Write TO-DAY
for frec copy—=brimful of ine
formation about bicycles and
contains gigantic phoboe
graphs of our latest models.

MEAD CYCLE CO. (Inc.)
. (Dept. B797)
Birmingham

RHEUMATISM GURED

After Life of Pain and Sleepless Nights,

4%, Eldon Sireet, Shefeld,
Dear Sir,—I Lad no sleep r T manths, and doctors told
me there waA3 ho cure Before I bad taken U'race &
fortuight I had sleep and rest, and waa free from pain.
fince tRking-Trace I have not lost one day's work
Litrough rheamatism.

. Yoyrs sincerely, Me. Winsox.
CRACE, and TRACE alon &, eAn cure Rheamatism, Tt
dircetly attacks the causc—urie Aclil—dissolvea mnd
expels 1t Trom the ma.rrn and j:f"l."-l""ll|-ﬂ- ite roAppeRr-
ance. That is why it CURES and O REs QUICKLY,

1/3, 3/ and 2/- per box.
] [l L F E'\.:Il'llt-! I-|J1|:|I: I||"|" Wh 1le B ‘1I_II TE.'..l_ 1] B, '1'|"'II .E” {'r p”'”_a.r.\_ ‘Il'll,' Hin res, or
1j.|u 2 IHI l' ¢ URACE Laboratories, 89, Woburn Hoise Slore Street,
oneon,

. 13, 8- & B~
.' From Boots and
: all Chemists. :

T ABI_E _ X S

This Landsome [ull-sized Gent's LaverWalch
sent upon receipt of L., Afar approval
send 1/8tore, the balance may then be
pald by 5 monthly instalments of - each
Guaranteed 5 years. Chain glven Fres
with svory wateh. Wrist Watches, eti-,
I stock on same terms. Cash returned
1 in full if dissatisfled. Bemd 1- now 1o =
h"' Simpsons Ltd., (Dept. 90 ) 94,
ﬂu-m s Road. Brighten, Sussex,

HEIGHT INCREASED 5/ Complete

IN 30 DAYS. Course.

Ko Apphances, 5o Drugs. NolMeting,. The MoelvinStrong Syslem
NEVER FAILS, Full particonlars and Testimoniaols, slamp, —
Melvin Strong, Ltd. (Dept. 8.), 10, Ludgate Hill, London, Eng.

| HoEoNoNOR¢EINITIHONIEINIHON

CINEMA FTILMS, MACHINES, SPOOLS, SLIDES, stec., CHEAP!
Comic and Cowboy Films - 50-fool Sample Film, 1/3. Siamp for Illus-
trated Lists. —=TYEON & MAHSHALL, 89, Castle Boulevard, Nultingham.

Cure yourdelf as I Qdid. Par-

STOP STAMMERI“G! ticulars Free.-—-FRANK B.

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.1,

[/ 50 HUNCARIAN STAMPS FREE is,drmicents o mie

Mention Gift CCOBRYN, 1D, Wave If || 5t, ‘l.'i. By x[.aL-Ee-, Eent.

CUT THIS OUT

“The Magnet." PEN COQUPON. Yalue 2d.
Send 7 ol Lhcse coupons wi only 2/4 direct to the Fleet Pen Co.,
119 Fleet ‘:rll'eet LU]I".].H:II. E.C.4. You will receive by return a Splendid
11-.;[' h Ka 19-ct. Gald XNikbed Fleot ir;':*nl,nm Pan, walue 10/6 (Fine,
Medinm, or H!'I"LI.! Nibh, IT only 1 eoupon is sent, the prics is % 9, 2d. bei ng
ul.uuw lor un;l: CXLra conmpon up Lo 6 H‘-_n:ﬁm Clip, 44d.) [-;:g.[Lu:aL-;_J.;.n
FHRIAEEed T s b |'.JI'!.' d  Speclal New Offer—Your ewn namae i Eilg
gtiera on elther pen far 1/- oxtea
Lever Solf-Filling Model, with Safety Canp, 2/. extra,
HN

?.D |:|.|'I.H.F|'-' F‘qf-rl. r\-

& Macazivg 2D
\ -_-.* FACSJMILE{FE

AN EXCEFPTIONAL
Special Offer of— Depoait.
High-grade Registered Professional Itahan Model

MELODEONS

superfine 8alo Melodeon : handsome
Folished Cabinet, with 12-fold
Metal-bound Bellows; 10 Keys and
i Bass Chords. This instruomcnt iz
the acine of perfection in construc.
tion, and a mwagniflcent example
of carefully studied mu=ical detail,
uncqualled for execliencé of tone
and power.- 1/« Deposit only s
required, and wo will dispateh this
Buperh Melodeon to ;n:ur addresa,
1f entirely to your satisfaction,
balancsa ia payable 3/« within 7
days, and 47 monthly until 35/

YOURS w q/-

iﬁ

ls pald—or complete balance within
T davs 30/-, making Cash Price 31/ o1 iy,

. A, DAVIS & CO. {ﬂnpt 88),
26, Denmark Hill, Camberwell, London, S.FE. 5.
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» HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS
STOCKTAKING SALE.

SPECIAL CHIEAP OFFER of Home Cing-
matographs at 96 and 11/8 earriaze paid.
Write for free lists of M nchines and Filins

FORD’'S, Dept. A.P. 3,
) 13, Hed Lion Equare, Lenden, W.G. 1

5 —Il ¥youn ara under 40 wou rcan easil
nﬂ“ T BE‘ SHDHTJ increase  your helght by the lemﬁ
Belentific Treatment, Btudenta report from 2 to 5 inches increase,  Herulis
quite permanent.  Your health and stamina will be greatly improved. You
will gucceed in business. Owver ten years' unblemished reputation. Bend
P.C. md-l.v lor particulars and our £100 guarantes 1o FNQUIEY DELT.
A.M, . 17, BTROUD GREEN ROAD, LONDON, K.4.

FREE. The “ A.B.C.” Packet of Stamps containing:—

Angola, Bulgaria, Cape, Dahomey, Egypt. Finland, Gold “mast,
Hyderabad, Inhambane, Jamaica, Kenya, Louronca Morgies, Mauritii %,
Nigeria, Oeeania, Perun, Quelimane, Russia, Bohilezvie, ‘Travancore,
Tkraine, Wictoria, W. Russia, Xpress Austria, Yellaw ) ina, Eanzivar,
send 1§d. postage and ask for Approvals, —=Wictor Barncroft, Matlock.

MAKE YOUR

WIRELESS OWN SET

ihe mysteries of Wireless made clear.

WIRELESS FOR ALL = = = @i
and its sequel
SIMPLIFIED WIRELESS = = |/=
At all booksellers or 1/9 past free fram

RADIO } 3. Devereux Buildings.
PRESS w.C. 2.

£2 Dun Worth of Cheap Job Phot 1-'u'||l ic Material, Camwerss, Ee,
Send AL Ouce for QATALOGUE AND SAM FII*- FREE. -
Hﬂ.ﬂEE'ITE WORKS, JULY¥ ROAD, LI'FI‘HFDDL E.

All you require—Roots, Suits, Costumes, Raincoats, Overcoats, Accor-
deons, Watches, Rings, Clocks, ete., from 4/ I]]lJII1]I|1r Write fur
free catalogue to Mastm Lid.,, 6, Hope Stores, Rye, Sussex.

GRAND FREE REAL
AUTOGRAPHED
PHOTO GIVEN
AWAY WITH THIS
WEEK'S “GEM”
LIBRARY.

2-3-23.




