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ANOTHER GRARD CREVFRIARS SCHOQL TALE ! =

A Splendid Long Complete
Tale of Harry Wharton @ Co.,
AND THE :

Fags of the Third Form.
By FRANK RICHARDS

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Tubb is Dared !

INGATE miner of the Third had
ma histor
& There couid be no doubb about it.

In the first stage of the Third
Form hoxing tournament young Jack Wingate

had deteated Paget. In the second stah\,
after 4 dml snenﬂouﬁ ficht, he bad
heaten Bolsover mi And t{hus he had
gualified to (n orge Tubb in the final.
It was ai vas extraordinary! For

Wingate oh fairly uwsetul with
never heen ryegarded as one
in the Third.
rubbed their

his fists, had
af the best boxe:
Lots of The

eyes, -and

o

nt had they ever supposed that
would get into the final, and
ke Boltover minor and Paget
would he

among the “also
'm\n‘u*ul had ha*p;,\ened, and
to meet Tubb in the

big brether, who was the
ol, was immensely pleased
mincr’s success. And he
tea in his study eon the

splendidly, kid!” he said.
you, I don't think you'll
rhf»sf chance of licking Tubb.
3 e little box of trieks, and he
“do almo anything in the ring.”

“I know; but I mean to give him a jolly
good run for hLis momey!” was Wingate
inor's rejoinder.
1at’s t

h; hear

said the captain of
. “By the way, I
nany of  those jam-tarts
Th cy're hardly the sort of

shouldn't
it T were

on.’
Georze ! said Jack Wingate
moderate my transport

s!” said George Wingate.
. look ‘here. 'The chances
Tubb are about a thousand

1 pair of roller- =l\ans you've
F}Hn ha ers; after {or weeks.”
“oh, good!”

peejal Christmas present.”
ti

all his work cut out
rery hefty for his
4 of a powerful

wicdge oualy increased
l‘ﬁnnr's detertaination to force a

yi s
When tea

was over he adjourned fo the
fags’ commo)
i

1, where a number of Third-
e engaged in-frying herrings.

¢ sat down and watched them,
ned with an amused smile to
ents on the subject of the forth-

hands down,” ‘said Pages.
ie’d lek Wingate minor blind-
ULAR.—XN0. 100,
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¢ boxing championship of |

pulverised.

But if you pull it off Ill.

1 L'll persuade the pater to give you

were sparkling. He

folded, and with one arm tied behind his
back!” said O’Rourke.

“"B’ll make shavings of ’im!” chimed in
Bolsover minor. “There ain’t a shadder of
doubt about. that.”

Presently Jack Wingate spoke

“1'd like to remind you teilom of the words
of a celebrated old woman,” he said.

“Well?” queried Paget.

t and see.”

t gave a snort.

ou haven’t the ghost ef a chance
Tubb,” he said, “and wu kuow it!”

“At a quarter-past ten to-morrow moraing,”
said Jack Wingate, “you might have cause
to change your apinion.”

The fags’ final was due to be fought at ten
o’clock next morning. And Jack Wingate
was evidently under the impression tha’c by
a quarter-past he would have dusted the
gym floor with his opponent,

At that moment Tubb himself came into the
Cemmon-room.

“I say, young Wingate,” he said loftily,
“I want to speak to you.”

“@Go ahead!”

“You've got to meet me in the boxing final,
haven’t you?”

“Of course!”

“Well, you needn't.”

“Eh?”

“I'm going to give you & chance te stand
down,” said Tubb magpanimously. “I don’t

against

L want to batter your ehivvy so that your cwn

mater wouldn’t know you.
not a bad sort of kid. Se if you’ll just cry
oft, there’ll be no contest, and the gold
medal will go to me.”

Wingate. wminor started blankly at the
spet\ker

“You ought to know which side your
bread’s buttered,” Tubb went on. “H you
come up aﬂamct me in the ring, you'll be
And you don’t want that to
, 1 suppose?”
wmmg to risk ib,” was the reply.
What! Does that mean that you refuse
to back cut?”

_“Right on the wicket!” said Jack Wingate.

Tubb snorted.

“You're a frabjous ass!” he saids

“Thanks !*

“And a born idiot——"

“Same to you!”

“I shail flatten you, you chump!

After all, you're

By the

4 time I've finished with you, your chivvy will

be like a smashed bread-and-butter pudding!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” cackled Tubh’s friends.

“T’1l take my chance of that,” said Win-
gate minor. “And I shouldn’t crow too
much, Tubb, if I were you. The boot might
be on the other foot, you know!”

“Why, you duffer, you'd never he able to
lick me—not- in a4 thousand giddy years!”
shouted Tukh.

“I mean to do my best.”

“Look here, I've offered you

a ripping
clmuce to back out——"

“Poor sort of worm I nhou d be if 1 took

it
“Then you're gomg through with it?”
“Certainly !”
“Well, you can look out for squalls!”

“I expeet all the squealing will be dene
by you!” said Jack Wingate:

“You—you cheeky ass!” roared Tubb.

And he would probably have assaulted
Wingate minor thefe and then had not Paget
and Bolsover minor seized him and swung
him back.

“Leave
Bolsover.
the mill ¥

“I'il knock some of the confounded check
out of him!” said Tubb grimly.

The conversation then driited info other
channels.

Tubb superintended the frying of the her-
rings, and a savoury cdour pervaded the fags’
Commion-room.

Jack - Wingate did not join in the repast
which followed. He had caten an’ exeellent
tea in his major's study.

When bed-time eame, and the fags went
up to their dermitory, the ficht was again
discussed. And everybody—with the excep-
tion of Jack Wingate—agreed that Tubb
would have a walk-over.

After lights out the conversation took 2
peculiar turn.

The night was very dark, and nmo gleam
of light penectrated inte the dormxtory

Outside, the wind whistled through the
branches of the elms, and occasionaliy a
hurst of rain spattered against the window-
panes.

Ghost stories, real and. imaginary, were
soon being told. And Paget mentioned a
lonely hou‘w on the cliffs which was reputed
to be haunted.

“Nobody lives there,” he said, “and yeb
a ghostly figure has often been seen at one
of the windows by the Pegg fishermen.”

“The fishermen ought to take more water
with it!” growled Tubb.

“You mean to say you don’t believe in
this ghostly figure?”

“Not a sctap' 2

“1t appears at the window right enough,”
said- Jack Wingate.
old fishermen jawing about it. The house
is haunted; there’s no doubt about that.”

“Rats! I don’t believe in haunted houses,”
said Tubb. “I wouldn’t be afraid of gomg
into apy so-called haunted houses.”

Jack Wingate laughed quietly. S

“It’s easy enough to be brave when you're
tucked up safely in bed,” he remarked.

Instantly Tubb sat up.

“What do you mean, you cheeky rolter?®
he exelaimed.

“What I say.
enter this pdrtmular haunted house in the
day-time; but you'd be afraid to do it at
night.”

“T'm nob afraid of anything!” said Tubb
beastfully.

“Well, I dare you to visit the haunted
house to-night!”

it till the mornin’, Tubby,” said
“Then you can put 'im through

A Dbreathless silence follewed Jack Win~ ©

gate’s challenge.
answer.

At least
an

Everybody hung on Tuhb’'s

-a moment eclapsed before the
r came. It consisted of two words:

igol? -
“ Bravo ! salé Paget.

{Copyright in the United States of America.)

“F've often heard the .

You mightn't be afraid to
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“I'Il go right now!” said Tubb.
And he slipped out of bed and started
putting on his things.

“Faith, an’ T’ll come wid ye!” said
O’Rourke. 2
“No, no!” said Jack Wingate. “That

The arrangement is that
and that he brings

wouldn't be fair.
Tubb goes by himself,

something back to show - that he’s actually
bﬂen inside the haunted house.”
“What d’you want me to brmg back?”

asked Tubb.

.ka Wingate reflected for a moment.

“TLast time I went to the place myself,”
he said, “I clambered up on to the window-
sill of the drawing-room and loocked through.
There was hardly any furniture in the room,
but on the mantelpiece I saw an ornament.
It was a small black elephant, carved out of
ebony, I believe. You can fetch that, and
xt can be rep]aced to-morrow.”

Right you are!” said Tubb.

“It you bring back the elephant, it'll be
sure proof that you entered the haunted
house.”

Tubb had finished dressing by this time.

He had not put-on his boots, however. These
he intended to carry in his hand until he
reached the box-room window.
“So-long, you fellows!” he said.
b‘\ ck in abuut an hour.”
“If you're lucky!” said Paget.
long way to the house.”

‘Besndes the ghost mwht collar _w,ou ¥
said Bolsover minor.

Tubb. gave a scornful laugh Then, fired
with the determination to prove to his
Torm-fellows that he was not a funk, he
stole silently from the dormitory.

“T'1 be

“1t’s a ?ollv

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
An Adventure by Night! v
NCE outside in the dark and wind-
sweph Close, George Tubb became
less brave, and his spirits less
buoyant.

Still, he did not falter. He had made up
Lis mind to visit the lonely house on the
cliffs, and he had ne intention of returning
empty-handed. He ‘would clamber thmugh
the dmwmﬂ room window, secure the ecarved
elephant, ‘and take it back to Greyfiriars.

He battled his way across the Cl with
the wind whistling round his ears, and a
moment later he was clambering over the

school wall.

e wished that O’Rourke had been allowed
to accompany him. It was very lonely and
uneanny - out bere in the darkness.

But what would it be like in the vicinity
of the haunted house?

Tubb shivered a little. Bul he could not
—he dared not—go back. Wingate minor
would rag him unmercifully if he did, and
he would never hear the end of it.

He stepped out briskly along the dark
road, almost afraid to glance to the right
or left, or behind him.

His quickest way to his destination was
through the woods. Tubb' didn't relish the
proaptct of plunging into the woods just
then. But he did not hesitate. He found
the path by instinet, and promptly struck
off along it"

Tall trees stood sentinel on either side of
him as he walked. There. were strange
moanings and whisperings in the branches
100, and Tubb shivered again. He was feel-
mg far from happy.

*I was a fool to come out on this stunt!”
he muttered. “I oughtn’t to have let young

Wingate taunt me “into (‘Ollx“ it Btill, -1
must go through with it now. :
He was very relieved when at last he

emerged from the woods.

Only a short walk lay before him now,
and then he would be at his destination—
the place which everybody, barring himself,
scemerd to regard as haunted.

And even Tubb !)egdn to have his doubts
‘iren he preeentiy came in sight of the house,
z\mcl stood in lomely isolation on the clifi-
op

Far below huge breakers were dashing and
cmahmg upon the rocky shore. W lul@t out

a twinkled the lights of some passing

ot w)l
’lutfb had reached his goal.
nnﬁcult part of his undertaking was yet to
be faeced.

IIe had to clamber through the window of
the drawing-room and obtain possession of
the ebony etephant

But the most

and for-
the lonely
against the

There - was something sinister
fing . in the appearance of
ding which was silhouetted

bi
bu
sky.

No lights gleamed from anty of the win-

dows. There was no s'gn that the place was
tenanted.

In setting out on hig strange mission Tubh
had omitted to provide himself with two very
necessary things—a raincoat and an electrie-
torch.

His omission cost him "dear, for he was
already dresched by the rain. And an
clectrie-toreh would have been invaluable to
him in locating the ornament which he had
to take back to (.rmfrmre

Tubb hesitated for some time on the out-
skirts of -the house before muking his way to
the drawing-room window.

Although he would not have admiited as
much, he was sorely afraid. He would have
given a great deal to have been back in his
warm bed in the Third Form dormitory.

At last, aftér a long period of irresolution,
he went round to the window through which
he would have to clamber.

As he went, he fancied he heard the sound
of voices close at hand, and he spun round
fearfully.

There was not a soul to be seen.

“It was only my fanecy, I suppose!” he
muttered. “I'm a bundle of nerves to-night!
Wish I'd never taken this job on!"

He turned and gazed up at the window-
sill, which was several feet above his head.

“Only a blessed acrobat could get up there!”
he murmured. “Still, I'll have a shot!”

Tubb stepped back a few paces, then he
made a short run, followed by a spring. His
arms were upralaed and his fingers clutched
the edge of the sill.

He was in the
when there was a
behind him.

'}"1bb was so startled that he nearly lost his
hold

“Collar him!” he heard a voice say.

And then his ankles were seized, and he
was dragged down from the” 5111 After
which, a grip of iron descended upon his
shounlder.

Turning guickly, Tubb saw that his captor
was a tall, pewerfully-built man, and that
another man of equally powerful build was
beﬂde him.

act of dmwmg himself up
sudden. rush of feet

“Lezgo!” gasped the fag.

But the pressure of the arip increased
until it became pz)amnl painful.

“You young spy!” his: sed the man in whose

grasp Tubb was wriggling. “What do you
want here?”

“Ow! I came here to--to——" faltered the
fag.

“To pry upon us, and to try and discover
the secret of this house!”

“Nothing of the sort! I—"

“He's a Greyfriars kid,” said the other
man, peering closely at Tubb. “We’'d better
shut him up 1n a safe place, or he'll be
makin’® things unpleasant for us.”

Tubb was startled by these words. And,
hopeless though his chances of escape
appeared to be, he resolved to make a
strenuous bid for fresdom.

With an almost superhuman effort he
wrenched himself free. Then, clenching his
fists, he hit cut fiercely.

Althouah small of stature, Tubb could get
plenty ot pewer behind his punches. He
struck one of the men just below the chest,
fairly doubling him up.

But there was the other man to b
reckoned with. He bore down upon Tu
and, although the fag continued to hit
his blows g‘anv‘ed off the man like
off a duck’s baeck.

And then, to his constemwtmn Tubb f
himself swung clean off his feet.

His assailant lifted him above his head as
if he had been a light dumb-bell. Then he
brutally hurled the fag to the ground.

Crash!

The unfortunate Tubb felt as if an earth-
quake was happening.

His senses swam; the darkness of the
night became intensified. There was a roar-
ix,g in his ears, and he realised that con-
sciousness was thpmn away from him. He
rolled over on the rain-soaked turf, and lay
motionless—completely at the mercy of his
dastardly assailants.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Night of Terror!
r y HEN Tubb of the Third came to
] himself ‘he was alone.
There was still a roaring in his
ears, but he discokered, after a
time, that it was the roar of the sea, He
could hear the breakers crashing ‘upon the
rocks.
All"around him was darkness—imperetrable
darkness.
Where was he?

“ MAGNET " Library. 3

With a great effort the fag staggered to
bis feet. He stretched out his hands, and
presently they encountered what apneared
to be the wall of a cave.

“This must be one of the old smugglers’
caves at Pegg,” he thought.

He imagined that it would be a simple
matter to find a way out. But he was wrong.
It was so dark that he could discern no
outlet.

A feeling of faintness came over him.

“T'd better wait a bit before I try to get
out,” he muttered.

And he sank down on to the floer of the
cave and recalled the evenis whxch had led
up to his capture.

Where were the two men who had attacked

him? Had they brought him here and
abandoned him? 1t seemed only teo prob-
able.

And then a sudden thoufrht struck him—
a thought which, try s hie would, he could
not banish from his mind.

He saw the® hand of Wingate minor in
this. =

Jack Wingate had been very keen for him
to visit the haunted house. :

Why?

Was it not possible that this was a put-up
job—that Wingate minor had bribed a couple
of roughs to Tie in wait for him and take
him prisoner.

Tubb was almost distracted at the time,
or such a thought would never have occurred
to him.

But the more he considered the matter, the
more convineed he became that he had hit
upon the correct explanation.

This was how Tubb looked at it. Wingate
minor knew that he had no chance of winning
the boxing final, so he had plotted to get
Tuhb out of the way. He had suggested the
visit to the lonely house, and he had arranged
for a couple of hooligans to overpower Tubb,
and take him away to some safe place.

“Fool that I was to walk into the trap!”
muttered the fag. “I might have known
there was something behind all this. No
Wonder Wingate wasn't keen for O'Rourke to
come with me. It wze me that he wanted
to get out of the way, and he’s succeeded,
too, by Jove! 1f I don’t get back to (xxew-
friars in time for the ﬁ"ht I shall lose it
by defanlt. The verdict will go to that awful
little cad W ingate!”

Tubb was so furious that he scarcely kuew
what he was saying.

In his sober senses, he would not have
dreamed of connecting Jack Wingate with
such a vile plot. But a hammer seemed to
be beating in his brain, and his imagination
was inflamed.

Had he remembered clearly the conversa-
tion of the two men who had kidnapped him,
Le would have recollected that they had a
seeret of come gort, and that they had

captured him lest m should find out and
hetray their secret—mot beeause they were
the hired agents of Wingate minor.

Calm refiection would have convinced Tubh
that Jack Wingate had nothing to do thh
the matter. But he felt anything but calm
now. His head seemed to be on fire, and he
clenched his fists savagely as he thought of
what he would do to Wingate minor.

{ter a while his strength came back to
(tlhough he was still very wrathiul and
ed.

rose to his feet, and groped his way
und the cave until he found an exit.

It was a very small outlet, and the fag
was obliged to go through it on all-fours.

He found himself in a narrow tunnel, and
as he ecrawled along in the darkness he could
still hear the roar of the sea. .

“It won't take me long to get out of this,”
he thought.

But a series of terrible disappointments
awaited him.

Instead of leading to the shore, as he had
anticipated, the tunnel merely connectcd with
another eave, similar to that in which the
fag had found himself on regaining conscious-
ness.

After a good deal of groping, Tubh
managed to locate, another tunnel, dIl(L after
foilowmu this for several yards, he found that
there were still more tunnels, branghing off in
different directions.

Tubb halted in dismay. =

It was.easier to solve.an intricate che\‘
problem than to ﬁnd a way out of that maze
01 tunmnels.

“I must try each one in tum > he reflected.

And he did, only to find thab each tunnel
ended in a cul-de-sac,

There seemed to be no way out, and 'Auh’)
was almmt in despair.

THE POPULAR.—No. 100.




4  The Grand Christmas Number of the *GEM*” Library—-

He felt tiat he would go mad if he re-
mained here much longer in the darkness.

Apart fromn the roar of the waves, he
seemed to kmar shrill wailings, and he was
seared ont of his wits. Moreover, he was
cold, wet, and hungry.

There seemud to be nothing for it but to
wait until dawn in the hope that the dark-
ness of his surroundings would lift.

But how cculd hie possibly remain in- this
place all night?

Tubb shuddered.

A greap I got hold of him, and he con-
tinued his de“uurm«r quest for a way cut.

Nearly two liours had elapsed before success
crowned hig hlo*ts

* He geemed tob have explored every tunnel

ther¢ was, bt at last he discovered one
which wag lonper than the others. And at
the far end of it was a subdued light.

The fag uttered a sobbing ery of relief.

He had found an outlet at last!

Five minutes later he stoo®l on the fringe
of the angry sea

All ground Bim the elements were raging
and the ,«ut ay beat into his face.

But ’Fu cared nothing for these things.

g hee. ;
ig awhile on one of the rocks
de had not yet xcach»d Tubb
=d on his journey back to Greyfriars.
heart was still © fuill of bitterness
towards Wingdte minor. But he resolved to
sy n(,thmﬂ of his suspicions—or, rather, con-

i fle would deal with Jack W mgatc
in his own v and in his own time. When
they came face to face in the boxing-ring he
would fight as he had *never fought before.
He wonld cram every ounce of effoxt into the

tu , and he would give Wingate minor the
Izicking of his life.

Vith stumbling, faltering steps, Tubb
toxleri up the eliff-path, and at length he
reached the narrow, winding lane which led
to Greyfriars.

The terrors of the night were over now,
and Tubb was more like his old self agdin.

But the bitter feeling he entertained
towards Wingate minor did not diminish. 1t
grew stronger.

As De clambered over the school wall the
clock in the old tower began to bhoom out
the hour.

QYue—two—Lhree—four—five !

-“Five o'clock in the morning!” gasped
Tubb., “My hat! I must have been in that

. cave for hours and hours!”

He crossed the Close, clambered through
thie box-room window, and made his way
without mishap to the Third Form dormitory.

He expected to find his Form-fellows asleep,
and the n]aioriu' of them were. But Jack
Wingate, - Paget; Bolsover minor, and
G’Rourke were gitting up in bed as he
entered. &

“That you, Tubby?” whispered Paget.
“y

Viiere the merry dickens have you been?”

“Faith, an’ what's happened to ye?’ asked
€)' Rourke.

Tubb groped his way towards his bed, and
removed his rain-soaked garments.

“I went to-the haunted house,” he sald
quietly

“You admit that it's haunted, then?” said

Jack Wingate.

“1 admit nothing of the sort.”

“g\[me you got the elephant?”

“No.*

Jack Wingate chuckled.

“I thought your courage would ooze out at
your finger-tips when it came to clambering
through the drawing-room window !” he said.

Tubb said nothing in reply to this taunt.
But he had to exercise a tremendous amount
of self-restraint. He could cheerfully have
throttled Wingate minor at that moment.
But he deemed it wiser to bide his time.

All sorts of questions were fired at Tubb as
he undressed and got into bed. But he
answered none of them. He declined to say
what he had been doing during the long night
hours.

There was one thing which puzzled him.

He had expected Wingate minor to show
signs. of dismay when he returned; wheraaﬁ
Jack Wingate seemed relieved, more than
anpthing.

This was extraordinary, thought Tubb. For

- the fellow must surely be annoyed to find
that his plot had failed.

But Tubb was not good at riddles, and,
anyway, he was too tired to solve this one.
Within two minutes of his head touching the
pillow he was fast asleep, after one of the
‘grimmest adventures he had ever known.
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Fight.
LANG! Clang!

It seemed to George Tubb that he
had only becn slecping five minutes
when the rising-hell clanged out its

harsh summons. -

He sat up in bed with a yawn.

All around him were signs of activity.

Most of the fags were already up and
doing. Bolsover mincr and O’Rourke were
bxi’“urvY cach other with pillows, and Paget

was ')x{lﬂd]‘\hlﬂ” a pair of Indian clubs. He
had lately been 1mpua<ed by an article in
the “Greyfriars Herald ” on the value of
keeping fit.

Paget desisted from his exertions when he
saw that Tubb was awake. And he imme-
diately started to bombard his chum with
questions. But all that he could get cut of
Tubb was a gruff “Dry up!”

Tubb glanced in the direction of Wingate
minor. He exp(\cvcd to see him showing
signs of fea
fortheoming ﬁ'*ht

But Jack W m\;“te looked cheerful uﬂd con-
fident.

“If he’s acting a part,” muttered Tubb,
“then-he's one of the best actors I've ever
struck !”

“Teeling fit for the giddy fra
ted Jack Wingate pleasantiy.

“I’ve never felg fitter in my life,””
Tubb grimly.

“QGood! That’s

“You den’t se
chance of bagging
gate?”’ said Po.f‘et.

“F thmk I've a ripping Lhame

“Fmtl% an’ it's simply burstin’
fidence that he is!” said O'Bonrkc,'pausing
in the act of wiclding his pillow. ‘ After
all, he might run Tubh pretty close for the
honours.”

“Not if T know it!” muttered Tubb under
his breath.

After he had washed and tewelled himself
vigorously, Tubb felt as active and alert as
if he had had his full quota of sleep. And
he looked forward with grim earnestness to
his encounter with Wingate minor.

The ficht was fixed for ten o'clock.
half an hour before that time the gym was
packed.

Harry Wharton & Co., of the Remove,
present in full muster. The fags were there
to a man; and even the high-and-mighty men
of the Sixth had condescended to put in an
appearance.

George Wingate gave his minor some very
good advice before the “fight started; and
Wingate minor resolved to profit by it.

Jack Harper, the famous sports trainer.
was the referee, and a cheer greeted his ap-
pearance in the gym.

During the interval of waiting there was a
buzz of animated chatter. And presently the
hands of the clock pointed to ten

“Now we'll get to husiness,” said Jack
Hamer and a hush fell upon [hc spectators.

+Seconds out of the nng"’

Tubb and Wingate ninor stood face to
face. The latter was smiling serenely; the

¥~ Tubb?!

answered

exactly how I feel.”
usly think you've
that gold mcdal,

got a
Win-

with con-

were

SUPERB ART PLATE OF

THE PRINCE

CF WALES

{(Specially autographed)
An exclusive signed portrait of the

Prince of Wales in the uniform
of the Welsh Guards. Do not
miss it in TO-DAY'S issue of

SPORTS for BOYS

The Great New éports Weekly.
Price 2d.

and uneasiness in view of the

An(i 4

former was white as a sheei, and
blazed as if with pagsion.

It was seldom. that George Tubb gave way
to feelings of hatred, Hating was not in' his
line, but he hated Wingate minor at that
moment with a bitter hatred, and he resclved
to thrash him unmercifully.

“Time !”

Jack Wingate held out his gloved. hand fo
Tubb to take. He was surprised to find that
it was ignored, and while he was wondering
as to the why and wherefore of this Tubb
struck him a telling hlow between the eyes.

“Bravo !”

“Well hit, sic!®

“Keep it up, Tubby!” yelled Paget.

Tubb followed up fiercely. His whole
tude and ession seemed to sa
out for scalps!

Jack Wingate was dazed by that early on-
slaught, hh* he was a long way from throwing
up the sponge. He had pluck in plenty, and
he met his oppenent’s repeated rushes un-
fiinchingly.

Tubb attacked with the vigour of a prize-
fighter. Science and caution he threw to the
winds. His one aim seemed to be to find the
shortest way to his opponent’s body.

Very few fellows could have stood up to
that terrific onslaught for long; but W' gate
minor did: He offered“a stuu‘ resistance,
and once, when Tubb was u'jhtmf' wildly, he
broke through his. guard and de,wewd a
series of ‘sharp jabs to the ribs; L
looked pretty sick swhen Jack Har
“Time!”

“Go easy, kid!” muttered Harry Wharton,
who was acting-as Tubb's second. “You're
using up all your energy.”

“No, I'm not,” was the panting r
energy will last exactly as long as the s
lasts!"

Tubb spoke so vehemently
w harton stared at him in a
‘ou don’'t owe young Wing
you?” he asked.

No reply.

“This is a boxing mateh, not a p
Wharton reminded the iag.

But Tubb, even if he heard, did nat he

for in the second round hg 10\"1}}’( as fi

as ever,

Jack Wingate felt the
with a whirlwind. He b
to béhave so ferociously b

is eyes

atti-
i o

e

o

t he was bat
ever known 1

b

But" he dida’'t allo ‘s hurricape
tactics to terrorise him. He kept cool, and
by clever footwork he managed to dodge the

majority of
upon him.

the blows*whick Tubb raived

It was a Im‘i!ar “ham r‘mu -tongs fight.
The rest of 1 3 12d beeu quiet

and dignif ul b
“But, then, t can 10'1 expect irom a
pair .of fags?”® re tked Boh Cherry.
Jf Tubb had had his own way, Win 3
minor would have had to be carried off on
o stretcher at the end of the second rovnd.
Fortunately for Jack Wingate, Tubb didn’t
have matters all his own way. He fought so
recklessly that his nt was given
numerous cpenings, of wmcu he took fuil
advantage. 5

At the end of that round Tubb’s face was
a picture, and Wingate minor was in little
better case. One of his eyes was nearly

closed, and a bruise was forming on bhis
temple. For Tubh’s hits had been of the

straight from the shoulder variety,
plenty of power and puneh behind them.

During the interval the captain of Grey-
friars: whispered a few words in his minor's
ear.

“I ‘don't know whether young Tubh’s gat
anything up against you,” he said, “but he
secems to want to half-Kill you. Well, don’s
play him at his own game. Keep cool, and
carry on just as you have becen doing, and
you're a certain winner!”

It would have been well for Jack Wingate
had he followed this advice.

But when the third round st
dealt him such

with

arted Tubb
a_ terrific blow on the

jayr,

and gave him such a vindictive glare as he’
“He

did so, that Jack Wingate’s blood hoiled.
lost all his coolness and self-possession, &
began to fight wildly, as 'Tubb had heen
doing all along.

The fight waxed so fieree at this junctnreﬂ
that Jack Harper began seriously to consider
the advisability of stopping it.

Wingate minor “saw red,” and so did Tubb,
and they -hammered each other unmercifully.

Tubb, in particular, seemed to have tm,(n
leave of his senses. He fought like
demented. He was convinced, as he {
that Wingate minor had been responsible fo
luring bim into a trap overnight, and the
memory of those lonely hours of imprison-
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off the sill.

“ Collar him !’ he heard a gruff voice say.

(See Chapter 2.)

As Tubb was in the act of drawing himself up to the window his ankles were seized. and he was dragged down 1
‘“ He's a dangerous spy—come to .pry out our secret!”

|

ment in the cave goaded him into a state
of ungovernable Tury.

The spect s were looking quite scared.
They eouldn’t understand it. They had come
into the gym expecting to witness a rather
ta scufile between a pair of fags. Instead
h the afiair had all the grimness and
es of a duel.

“Tubb seems to have gone ciean off his
dot !” muttered Frank Nugent.

Bob Cherry, to whom the remark was
addressed, nodded.

“It last much longer, that's obe
thine.” he said. y

And it didn't.

Summoning ajl his energy, Tubb dashed his
t tull into the face of his opponent, and
iner feil like a log.
g grected tile knock-cut blew.
¢l Wingate lay so white and still that
was filled with alarm, and when
ents later he opened his eyes and
sat up a murmur of relief ran round the
erowded gym.
As for George Tubb, he had grown suddenly
calm again. - :
*The wild fit of passion had passed, and as
he: stood  cver his recent opponent, and
ked down at Jack Wingate's battered but
face, a wave of remorse surged over

pesing be had made a mistake? Sup-
Jack Wingate had nothing whatever
ith the affair of the night before?

“I don't believe he did it!” muttered Tubb.

i e he didn’t! He wouldn't playa dirty,
~dewn trick of that sort! I was wrong—
1.was wrong!”
He dropped on one knee beside Wingate
i Jack smiled at him, and the smile
4 lump to Tubb’s throat. He would
borne it better if Wingate minor had
ed at him, and called him a hot-headed
brute.

“I—I say, Tubb,” muttered the defeated
fag, “why did you fight like—like that? It—
it scemed as if you hated me like poison.”

“I did,” eonfessed Tubb.

“ But why?”

“I'll tell you later,” said Tubh huskily.

Aud he assisted jack Wingate to rise, and
then led him away from the scene of the

encounter.
. A crowd of fags were in the act of follow-
ing, but Tubb waved them back. :

‘coupte of hocligans.

“Buzz off, you fellows!” he said: “ We wani
to be alon

It was in one of the bath-rooms, after they
had sponged their battle-stained faces, that
Tubb made his explanation.

“Do you know what happened to me last
night?” he asked.

“Ne; but I've wondered.”

“Well, I’ll tell you. I went to the haunted
liouse, as per programme, and a was
clambering up on to the window-zill of the
drawing-room I was pounced upon by a
I put up a fight, of
course, hut it wasn’t much use. One of the
rotters lifted me above his head, and threw
me; and then I suppose I became uncon-

seious, for I didn’t remember anything niore

until I found myself in one of the caves at
P )

Jack Wingate listened to Tubb’s recital in

amazement. -
“0Oh, I know it all sounds like a fairy-tale,”
said Tubb, “but it's true enough. I crawled
out of the cave, and found myself in a wheie
giddy network of tunnels. TFor hours
hours I tried to get out; Hut I couldn't:®
- My hat'!”

“Of eourse; I felt awfully mad at the time.
My imagination piayed me tricks, and
jumped to an idiotic .conclusion. I thought
it was you who wangled my capture.”

oo :

“

s,

Yes. T thought you were funky of meet-
ing me in the boxing. faal, and that you
had plotted to get me out of the way. It
was a beastly, horrible thing to think, I
know, and it wasn’t until just now, after I'd
knocked you out, that I came to my r
senses. Then I knew I was wrong. I knew
that you wouldn’t play a cowardly, low-down
trick of that sort. .You knew nothing at all
about it, of course?”

“Nofhing 17 said Jack Wineate.
And Tubb knew that he was speaking the
truth.

It was jolly mean of me to think as I
did,” he d. “I suppose you'll pever be

able to forgive me?”
“There's scmething wrong Wwith your sup-
poser, then!” said Jack Wingate cheerfully.
“Dash it all, there’s nothing to forg Any
fellow. whose nerves were upset might have
thought the same as you. By the vay, who
were those two men?”
“Haven't the foggiest .notion.”

“We'll go aiong to the haunted house this
afternoon, and see if we can see anything
of them.”

“Good idea!” said Tubb.

The investigation, however, proved futile,
and nothing further was seen or heard of the
two cowardly scoundrels who had attacke
Tubb in the vicinity of the haunted hot
The strange affair .remained an ' unsol
mystery.

In due course Sir Timothy Topham’s wife
presented gold medals to the best boxer in
each Form.

Wingate of the Sixth, Coker of the Fifth,
Hobson of the Shell, Temple of the Fourth,

Boh Cherry of the Remove, Tubb of the

Third, and Dicky Nugent of the Second—these
were the lucky victors. And the fellow who
led the cheering when George Tubb walked
up to the raised platform to receive his due
was Jack Wingate. =1

Jack himself did not go empty away. His
major realised that he had put up a very
plucky show, and he bought him the pair of

{roller-skates upon which Jack had set his

Deart. He also wrote home to his peopie,
recommending that his youngef brother
should receive something extra special in the
way of Christmas presents.

THus ended the great boxing tournament at
Greyfriars.” But it would be a long time
before the fellows forgot those thrilling
tussles—_aud -especially that fierce ficht which

woll for@eorge: Tubb the championship of
the THird ! : = £

THE END.
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long, complete School Story of
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A STIRRING TALE OF MYSTERY AND

ADVENTURE AMONG THE BUCCANEERS.
By Famous MAURICE EVERARD.

BOB GREVILLE, and his cousin, JEFF
HAWKINS, are returning to . school when
ihey are met by BLACK MICHAEL, a serv-
Jing man of Bob’s father, SIR JOHN
GREVILLE. Mike gives them news of the
baronet’s ruin, and of his orders to take them
back to Talland Hall, the home of the
Grevilies.

During the journey to Exeter the three
escue. ALDERMAN CONYERS and  his

-

INTRODUCTION.

charming daughter from the "clutehes of a
notorious highwayman. To show his grati-
tude, Conyers invites them to his home.
There, after a good meal, he tells them that
he is a director of a certain big shipping
company, and that he will replace the lost
fortunes of the Grevilles on condition that
they bring about the capture of Avéry, a
daring buccaneer, who had made the seas
very bad for the merchants of the day.

They journey to Bristol and sign on as

“hands” on the chip Duke on which they
eucounter Avery in the guise of the first mate.

During the night, Avery, with a dozen
chosen men, seize the captain of the Duke
and the ship. The hands, unable to resist,
are made to obey the pirate, and the ship
alters her course and sails for Arabia. The
next evening they come up to a French ship,
and make ready for action.

(Now go on with the story.)

A French Ship is Attacked !

ND yet the boys might have known,
had they paused to reflect, that no
attack could be ventured for some

+ time yet. True, both below and on
the main deck the long-barrelled guns had
beéen run out, with powder and ball heaped.
beside them, and the pick of Avery's men—
ree-looking fellows, stripped hare to the
alst—waited with the icy wind blowing upon
their naked flesh for the signal to fire the
pieces. There was, however, a good deal to
be done, and none knew better than Avery
himself, before the Duke would be in readi-
ness to try her mettle against an adversary.

With a cunning few would have given him
eredit ‘for, he had chosen both the hour and
the darkness to produce such a state of armed
preparedness as might well he turned against
an cnemy, but was less capable of being
directed againgt himself.

To this end the newly-appointed first mate—
a rough, brutish fellow named Mason—was
tent round to split up the ship’s hands in
detached groups of eight or ten men, whe
were posted to different stations, and there
given separate instructions. ]

By great good Iuck, Bobh, Jeff, and Black
Milce, who by this time had re-possessed him-
self of his terrible weapon, were gent, with
six cthers, into the bows, and there told to
await instruetions. =

The spaciousness of their post gave the
shrewd sailorman just the opportunity for
which he was looking. S

“* Now, see you here,” he said in a eautious
whisper, drawing the lads apart, ““the first
chance, which our good friend the alderman
predicted “would come, has arrived. John
Smith has ghown himself in his true colours,
and we now know him for Avery, the buec-
cancer. What we have to do, my hearties,
Is to get that bit of information back to

he Old Country.”

““ Back to Merchant Conyers,” said Dick,
surprised. “ Yet how is it to be done?”

“ There iIs a way, and the chanee to do it
can be found,”’ the sailor replied. “ I take
it you, Master Jeff, ean cipher in the dark?”

The boy laughed.

“ We did little else at our school in Wel-
lington, seeing our night studies were done
by the light of a single taper for the whole
room. But ink, Mike, and paper: 2

The sailer laughed.

* D'ye think I came unprepared? We talked

THE PoPULAR.—No. 100,

such matters, the good alderman and me, and
in my pack below I have an inkhorn filled
with writing-powder, some paper, and blot-
ting-sand. It is easy enow to slip down and
bring them here. With so much business
afcot, you should be'able to serawl the missive
in the cipher the merchant told us of.”

‘* Indeed, nothing easier; but I still don’t
see how the same will travel back to England.
It we commit it to the waves in a bottle
the wrong persons may pick it up, or it may
never be found at all. And as for a
pigeon—-"

“Did T not say the captain's purpose is
to lie in wait for a Frenchman? That means
we shall both attack and board her, and thus
come to handgrip with ’em. In the general
confusion it should be possibie to make terms
with one—perhaps to spare his life on con-
dition that the letter is later sent across
to England. So get you busy, Master Jeff, as
soon as I fetch the materials, and tell our
good Master Conyers that we are even now
aboard Pirate Avery’s ship, and bound for
Madagascar.”

There was, fortunately, ample time, for the
armourer, who was going round, taking with
him each section to his store, there to arm
them with such few weapons as Avery, in
the guise of John Smith. had been able to
smuggle into the hold, had not yet come
nearer than amidships. =

So Black Michael made off in the darknass,
and in a little while he was hack again with
powder and water in the horn, a quill pen,
paper, and sand-hbox. With Bob's aid Jefi
translated the message into the secret marks,
and, sealing the missive with a wafer,
addressed it to the merchant’s house in
Exeter, and returned it to Mike.

“I fail to see why our captain is running
such a risk as this near to home waters,”
Bob said, when they had settled down once
nmore. ¥

Mike, with his broad banger upon his
hunched-np knees, was ready with the answer,

“Doubless for several reasons. To put the
men—those of them not used to buceaneer-
ing—in good humour, to show ‘em the game’s
not so risky as they think, and, more’n that,
to collect more arms than the Duke already
carries.” -

There was, however, more hehind the ven-
ture than this, but the facts were not dis-
closed until later. About: midnight Mike and
the two boys were summoned below to the
armourer’s store, where a fintlock and a

#

blade were handed to each of them. Then,
to their great amaze, they were given the
following instructions :

‘A little after dawn it is expected we
shall fall in with a French vessel lying 2t
anchor. She awaits a consort to proceed
up-Channel. On board her is much mer-
chandise, silk, and cloth goods, and spirituons
liguor. These our good captain needs for the
well-being of his crew. They will be taken
at the sword-point, but in the taking as
little hurt as possible is to be done to life
and limb.”

It was evident from this that Avery had
planned his expedition with rare forethought,
and that he knew the whereabouts of tie
Frenchman before the Duke hoisted anchor
and sailed across 8t. George’s Channel.

A little before daybreak the Duke assumed
a lively appearance.
during the night, and had taken her some-
what off her course, so that, at a signal
from the look-out, she was oblizged to hanl
off north-west and west-nor’-west to avoid a
sand called the Frenchman’s Bank, the wind
then being south-south-east. So they kept
away before the breeze, with mainyard braced
and tacks on hoard, but making altogether, as
Black Michael remarked, very had steering.

The lifting of the grey mist precedng the
dawn showed the object of their search less
than half a mile away. Avery had already
hoisted the black flag, and, as its sable folds
streamed from the mainmast, the little
Frenchman ran her own colours to the mizen-
peak, and opened with four chase-guns, This
was the signal for the Duke to draw clo
in by starboarding her helm, and to fire a
broadside. The smaller “vessel immediatelv
weighed anchor, and, with her sails bellying
slowly out, she, teo, returned a broadside.

As yet little damage had been done,
although the air was filled with deafening
sound and denge volumes of smoke, for the
Frenchman-had drawn so far ghead on the
weather-bow that now only two of the pirate’s
cannon could point at her. The wind, how-
ever, changed soon after, and ailowed of a
heavier broadside being poured in,
had the effect of carrying the other’s main-
topmast away.

A throaty cheer rose from Avery’s men,
who, crowding to the side, with their blades
betiween their teeth and flintlocks ready, were
ordered to be ready to board the enemy.

Avery knew his men well. Coming amongst
them in his gentleman’s clothes, he exhorted

The wind had freshened .

which -
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the same time, he reminded
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to be reduced by threats and terror.
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as able to mancenvre
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aze of smoke, Bob and Jeff
the forms and faces of the
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is mine!” he cried.
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privilege to be the sccond
this vessel. I perceive my

suffered grievous hurt; there-
fore, as the one

in authority, I demand to

your captain to arrange
for my men.”
pne,” said Black Michael, to
lated. “And I think good
siven. But my friend here
st a favour of you.”

f this remark having bheen
bhe captive, Jeff went boldly
proposition, which was
that the Frenchman should
opportunity of getting the
the Channel to the address

Being by instinet a gentleman, and anxious

te stand well with his capbors, the Freneh-
man consented, and the better was handed
over. Then a promise of silence having heen
&3 ed from him, Bla N\ ael took him
in hand, and conducted him into the presence
of Avery. =

They found the pirate in the captain’s
cabin, whither the first-mate, the armourer,
and the boatswain had a withdrawn to

make tally of such requisition as they re-
guired. The vessel had now been reduced

to. a sbtate of inaction, the prisoners put
under guard, the decks cleared of all traces
of the ort but somewhat sanguinary en-
counter, and everything made ready for
despoiling the prize.

“This gentleman is new first in command,
sceing that his capbain has been put out of
action,” said Mike, boldly advancing to the
table before which Avery stood with a glass
of strong liguor in his hand.

“Indeed so!” eried Avery, raising the goblet.
“Then I drink to him as a worthy foe, and
congratulate him on the ecourage of his

&

stricken French ship v
speck on the horizon.

S0, in this strange fashion, came to an end
ob Jeff and Black BMike’s first adventure
under the black flag.

vas but a mers
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Further Exploits of the Duke!
became clear what 2 's

in falling upon @ ve
s—a - perilou
ders the number
continually
5 and the West
The plot to seize the Dt

nate only in smuggling
ity of his own arms on board, to
of the extra supplies required for
voyage roupd the Cape to Mada-
Therefore a ship had to be taken 23
soon as might be possible to supply such
manifest deficiencies.

“Thé prisoner’s mine !’’ cried Bob.
and tendered the hilt of his swerd, which Bob tock. Then he stooped
and nelped the wounded saifor to his feet.

The Frenchman forced a smila

(See this page.

men, for I perceive that my own band of
rascals has suflered more than they.”

“It is the fortune of war, seeing we were
outnumbered but not outmatched,” said the
other grimly. *“What would you have with
us?”

“We require you,” replied the buccaneer,
“to surrender all arms, powder and shot, and
extra clething, to assist in transferring
stores and merchandise, and in exchange you
are guaranteed an honourable freedom.”

The terms seemed almost too generous to
be true, but for reasons best known to him-
self Avery had no hesitation in granting them.
Orders were given for the Frenchman's arm
to be bandaged, which service Jeft Hawkins
rendered, after which he partook of a glass
of his own cognac tendered by the mate,
and preparations went  forward for the
transfer of the prize.

For three hours until noon was passed the
work went on. The last bhle of cloth and
cask of brandy was hoisted to the deck of
the Duke, ironic farewells were exchanged,
the two ships were cast free * from the
grappling hooks, and, her big sails filling to
the wind, the Duke drew slowly away, and
before the afternoon was spent the gallant

There was another reason, too, and one
which showed Bob and Jeft the clever nature
of the rogue against whom they were pitted.
A good many of the polyglot crew taken on
voard at Bristel had little knowledge of, and
perhuaps less taste for, buccaneering. 1t was
therefore nee ry, to begin with, to show
them the operations in as favourable a light
as possible, the scant danger, and the high
prizes to be gained. And having thus far
achieved his purpose, the pirate went even
further. :

As soon as the several unfortunates who
had lost their lives from the enemy’s second
broadside had been sewn into weighted sail-
cloth and with mock solemnity lowered over
the side, the decks ‘were swabbed clean, the
slicht damage repaired, and all hands piped
to the poop, where the captain himself thus
addressed them:

“You have reccived vour baptism of fire
against a foe whom it is your bounden duty
as loyal Englishman to fall upon and despoil
on every possible occasion. In this, your first
operation, you have acquitted yourselves as.
befits those engaged in cur noble calling.”

Which little pat on the back, of courss,
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t the men in a good Humour with them-
selves, and evoked eheers.

1t is now my privilege,”
“to make| to each and every one such a
reward. as| befits his courage. It would be
unjust to single out one more praiseworthy
than anothe To every man, therefore,
whether he be ordinary hand or officer, -1
make a free gift of twenty yards of cloth,
ten yards|of sil};en material, one pound of
tea, and an allowance of rum for the dura-
tion of the voyage. More than this, to each
man’s pay| will be added two ounces of gold
dust, to he paid on arrival in port; and for
every subgsequent adventure two ounces of
pgold dust|and a hundred and fiftieth share
i whatever prize remaineth over after such
division has been made.”

He then proceeded to recount the many
advantages of th: work upon which they
were engaged; how in one encounter Captain
Bartholomew Roberts, the previous year, with
two ships, the Ranger and the Royal Fortune,
did take eleven sail in Whydah Road, off the
coast of Guinea; and that, as a result of this
operation,|the yield of gold and merchandise
to each man was more than seven theusand
pounds. -

To ignorant sailors, used to spending their
lives undar the most appallingly hard cen-
ditions, with only a few shillings to draw at
the end of a long voyage; such wealth was
unheard of, and set the seal of fact upon the
i tories ‘then circulating in England
the rich bauls of the buccaneers.
will ‘be little need for those who
well to soil their hands with labour
voyage is done. n guarantee to
all a life jof ease and luxuty 10; those who
desire it, in foreign climes, where the climate
is good, and all that man can desire can be
Liad for the taking.”

he crefw were then dismissed to receive
rewirds and to be given possession of
arms, which thcv were exhorted
hold in cadiness for any
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Mike nor the two hoys had
be dissatisfied with the voya
ad yielded much valuable inf
o little experi with compa -

any

3 €8s
e addition of the
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provisions and

stores taken from the Frenchman, the quality
of the food was wonderfully improved, and
on every second day wine was served out to
be drunk instead of the rough, stale beer.

It is of very great interest at this point to
note, from the documuxts which have come
down to us by reason of being in the posses-
sien of the Greville family, the articles drawn
up by Avery, the pirate, r“vardmg the eon-
duct of those who served under him in the
Duke and other vessels. On the evening
following the attack on the French ship all
the men were summoned to the steerage. A
large bowl of punch, especially made for tnc
occasion, was placed upon the table, together
with pipes and tobacco, and everyone having
answer to his name, Avery himsell, seated in
the armchair taken from Captain Gibson’s
cabin, read out the regulations. These were,
under cover of the wretcnedlv poor light
taken down in cipher by Jeft Hawkins, and
subsequently, afte manifold adventures.
found their way into the Greville archives
in Talland Hall.

In brief, they were as follow

1.,—Every man has a vote in affairs of
moment, and has equai title to the iresh pro-
visions and strong liquors at any time seized.
unless a scarcity make it necessary for the
good of all to vote for retrenchment.
: ery man to be called fairly, in turn,
on board of prizes, because they were on the
occasions allowed a special change of clothes.
But if they defrauded the company to the
value of a dollar, in plate, jewels, or money,
marooning was  their punishment; the
offenders to be put con shore en-some deso
late or uninhabited cape or island with :

gun, a few shot, a bottle of water, and a
bottie of powder.

If the robbery only !‘rt\\“en ¢
anothier, tlie ears nose of hxm that \\il‘

guilty to be slit.
3.—No person to game
money.
4—The 1

at

cards or dice for
its and candles
eight o’clock at night. 1f
any of the erew still remained

drinking, they were to do it en.

be uud for
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commence writing about mnext
gramme, I want you to know that
nd Chrxntmas Number of -the
Library ” il be. on sale next
This splendld number will contain
long . complete " story of Harry
& CO, dealing with a Christmas
which befalls them, an article
‘Christmas Fun,” which will be
useful in aiding you to obtain the
njoyment out of the fortheoming
lidays, another article telling you
tsmen do at Christmas-time, and a
set- of pictures featuring. the
Billy Bunter.
There i4 no alteration in the price of this
miggnificent issue, and three-halfpence will
advise you, however, to.ask your
to save you a copy, because there
s a great rush for .the Christmas
pi our famous Companion Papers.

an
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adventure
entitled
feund ver
utmost e
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‘[)Gabln, of Christmas Numbers,
issue of the Popul will be a
cumber. \For this issue I have obtained some
very fine stories. The first will be entitled:
“ CHRISTMAS AT BUNTER GOURT 1
By Frank Richards. 4
All my chums know that Billy Hhas

oliten boasted of Bunter Court,

Wharton & Co. have always t

granted that Bunter Court e
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the fertile imagination of t‘:e fat junior of
piriars. However,
when they are asked to spend their Christmas

-holidays at Bunter Court their disbelief turnss

to amazement. The end of the story reveals
something which will greatly interest every
one of you: .
Our second long complete story will be
ntitled: :
““ ROUGH ON JIMMY SILVER!?
By Owen Cenquest.
Christmas  without a story of "Jimmy
Silver & Co.’s adventures would indeed be a
blank. BMr. Conguest has, therefore, come
forward with one of his very best yarns, and
without writing any more about the story
itself, I am content to leave it to you in the
‘(mwled;re that it will be very much enjoyed
by all my chums.

Further instalments of our splendid serials
will also be found in our next issue, and as
you know the titles so very well there is
really no need for me to print them here. I
want the space at my disposal to Chat with
you. !

CHRISTHMAS FRESBENTS.
Semehigw cr other, Christmas is always the
time when one gives—and secretly expeets!—
prescnts. But the mmeans to obtain the
presents you want to buy for your friends,

The Grand Chri§tmas Number of the *GEM "’ Library——

be slung in -time of services with different
coloured ribhons over their shoulders.

6.—To desert the ship or their quarters
in time of battle was punishable with death
or marooning.

7.—No striking one another on board, but
every man’s quarrels to be ended on shore,
at sword and pistol, the disputants to face
each other so many paces distant, at the dis-
cretion of the quartermaster, and at the word
of command to turn and round twice and
fire immediately, otherwise the p)ew “is
knocked out of their hand. If both miss, they
come to their cutlasses, and then he is
declared victor who draws the first blood.

&—No man to talk of breaking up their

way of living till each had shared £1,000. If
any man should lose a limb or become a

cripple in their service he was to have 800
dollars out of the public stock; for lesser hurt,
proportionately.

9—The captain and quartermaster to
receive two shares of a prize; the master,
beatswain, and gunner one share and a half,
and other officers one share and a quarter.

10.—The musicians to have rest on the
Sabbath Day, but the other six days. and
nights none, mthout special anu

From which it will be seen that, however
more or less enviable was cone’s as a
pirate or buccancer, being a an cer-
tainly did nob promize to be the most

pleasant avoecation in life.

There was nothing in the constitution to
which either Boby Jeff Mike found it in
the least difficult to su be, and the oath

ha\'in" been taken all round,
£ was ordered,

a mn.wr rwtron
after whic

nOUT ‘ed that the vessel’'s course 1
ari yed by a visit to the

Afriean where a matter

moment needed attention. Which m

other words, an attack on some fort
for the purpose of obtaining furthe
which venture was to end in a
different  from -that the pirate
intended. =
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brothers, and sisters, are not alway

command, It is therefore a
as you can with the fa
al. It is with that idea

v g you aboub one p
can give at a very small cost
trouble, And who minds houhw
help others at Christmas-time?
conrse!

I dare say many of my chums have younger
brothiers and sisters, or
(’o sins, to whom they will w

mall token of their affection.

Those small
akeus, however, cost a small fortune!

re is ohe thing you can buy them—at
least, you can buy for yourseli—and then,
after exercising a little trouble, make them
a very fine present. That is in next weelk’s
issue of “Chuckles.” L

You're quite wrong if you're thinking that
i I consider that likely to amuse the youngster
a5 long as would the toy you have in mind!
“Chuckles ” can be read, even by
Loy or girl, in a week.

the smallest

of

But in the Christinas Number
“Chuckles” is a model pzmtomime. That is
where you come in. You make up the model

as instructed in t‘"n directions printed in the
same issue, cut out the Hook of words and
the figures eof the performers, and then you
have 4 present for the young%ters which
money cannot buy.

You notice I have not written anything at
all about the other contents of “Chuckles.”
I don’t want to, for the simple reason that
yowil have plenty of time to study them
after you have made up the model.

1f you want to test me, and see if I am
right when I say that your young brother
would rather have a toy pantomime than a
hox of chocolates, just secure mext w
issue of the paper, cn!ewred back and front,
d headed “Chuckles.

ceKigss
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THE FIRST OHAPTER.
B Kind Invitation Accepted !
IMMY SILVER whistled.
E It was a prolonged whistle, expres-
sive of surprise.
The eaptain of the Fourth Form at
od had a letter in his hand. His

5
chums—Lovell, Raby, and Newcome-—were
¢ ¢z him read it. They had very
L(l e\pr(‘aamm
ell}” said -Lovell, “how much?”’

udcntlv Lovell was under the impression

that there was a remlb‘ame in the letter.

Jimmy Silver did not reply to the question.
e whistled again, more expressively than
be 10!\

“How much, fathead?” demanded Raby.
B Nothing!”

“Nothing in the letter?”
¢Gome.

Soh no 1”

‘Wcil, you ass,” szid Lovell warmly,

vou're keeping us away from the footer
‘vmlo you d a letter with nothing in
1*‘ Chuek i way, aud come along!”

“Hold on!’

“Bow-wow! Lets wt down to the footer.
Ain't we pxa)m" the Modern bounders next
Ultunhn, and haven't we got to be in form?”

‘Never mind the \[odu‘n bounders now,
and never mind the footer! This is a rather
queer letter,” said Jimmy Silver. “Do you
chaps remember when the Greyfriars cnc et
tu\vn came over in the summer——"

Well, it's hardly long encugh ago for us
to 101‘”‘\_u it,” said Lovell. “What the merry
dickens about the Greyfriars cricket team?”

‘Du you remember a chap named Bunter?”

“Bunter? Can’t say I do.”

“1 do,” said Raby. “Fat chap in gig-lamps.
Tor some ird reason he was in the team—
ab least, I remember he said so. Bubt they
lcft him cut of the mateh.”

“I’'ve seen him at Greyfriars, tco, when
we've been there,” said Newcome; “a fat
bounder.”

“Did any of you
him?2”

“My hat! Not”

“Pid I?7 said Jimmy thoughtfully.

“Fou! suppos¢ you did,” said Lovell.
“But surely you ought to know whether
vou did or not.”

“Well, to the best of my belief, -1 didn’t,”
said Jimmy Silver, shaking his head. “But,
to the best of Bunter’s bellef, T did. I
must have, as he says so. This letter is from
Him, He’s written on accouut of our close
{riendship !”

“Great Seoth!”

“He can't bear the
- the Christmas holiday

exclaimed New-

chaps ¢hum up with

-rLa of c]ewrmg oft
without seeing us

“Can't he, by Jove!”
“So he's coming to visit us.”

“Oh 1>

- “Thig afternoon.” said Jimmy Silver. “He’s
accepted -our kind invitation to drop in at
Rookweod. Did you "ne him a kind invita-
tio on, Lovell?”
jolly well didn't?
“Did you, Raby?"

“No fear!”

¢You, Newcome?”

“Rats! No!”

“Well, T know T didn¥? said Jimmy,
rubbing his nose thoughtfullv. “Somebody

clse must have de
down to us by m

e £o, and Bunter’s put it
stake. TLcoks as if we're
going to have a visitor, instead of any footer
this afternoon.”

“Qh, draw it mild!” grunted Lovell. “Look
here. I don’t think much of that bounder
Bunter. Read out the letter, and see if we
can dodge him!”

Jimmy Silver grinned, and read out the
tetter. It ran, in large and sprawling hand-
1

writing :

“Deer Jimmy.—Before breaking up for the
Christinas holidays I shood like to see you

R O e T T o

A GRAND AND AMUSING
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and my other old pals at Rookwood once
more. HKkscuse my not having written before.
1 hadn’t forgotten our friendship, but Toddy
is very meen with stamps. I shoodn’t like
to cleer off for Christmas without seeing you
chaps once more. So I am accepting your
kind invitation to drop in at Rookwood, and
I'm coming down on Wednesday afternoon
early. It you like to mete the, trane -at
Coombe—two-thirty—I shall be pleesed to
see you there. If not convenient, send me a
tellegram.—Always yours,

* W. G. BUNTER.”

“Why, it's two now!” exclaimed Lovell.
“The fat bounder must bave been in the
train long before this letter was delivered.
How are you to send him a telegram?”

Jimmy rubbed his nose again, .

“Certainly, it’s a bit too late,” he said.

“It's a plant!” growled Lovell. “He
doesn’t mean to be put off. Leck here, I'm
not going to spend the afterncon crawling
round with a porpoise!”

“Rookwood hospitality, old chap. The
Greyfriars chaps did us very well when we
were over there.”

“Bunter didn't!”

“Well, no; but he's a Greyfriars chap.”

“Oh, rot! I wouldn't object if it were
Wharton or Cherry or Field—any of those
fellows. But——"

“It's up - to wus” said Jimmy Silver
resiguedly. “Noblesse oblige, you know.

After all, we can spare an afternoon for the
sacred duties of hospitality.”

“Oh, blow!”

Jimmy Silver looked at his hig watch.

“Just time to trot down to the station and
meet the two-thirty,” he said. “Come on!
Keep smiling !

“Br-r-r-r!” said Lovell. =

But Jimmy Silver’s word was law to the
end study. The Fistical Four took their caps
and sallied forth. There was no time to lose
if they were to meet Bunter’s train, and
they ‘hurried down to the gates.

Tommy Dodd & Co. of the Modern side
were chatting in the gateway. Apparently
they were in a humour for a rag, for, with
one voice, they asked the Fistical Four
whether they had found their features in a
museum.

But the chums of the Classical side did not
reply to that humorous question. There was
no time even to bump the three Tommiies in
the road. Thev hurried out, and “trotted ”
down to Coombe.

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Honoured Guest |
FAT face, adorned with a large pair
of spectacles, looked out of the train
as it stopped in the little country
station.

The Tistical Four of Rookwood were on
the platform, and they spotted that fat face
at once. .

“Here he. is!” grunted Lovell.

Jimmy Silver politely opened the door of
the carriage. William George Bunter of the
Remove Form at Greyfriars rolled out.

He greeted the Rookwood juniors with a
beaming smile.

“Joly glad to sce you!” he remarked,
shaking hands effusively with Jimmy Silver.
“Pleasure to see you fellows again! You got
my letter all right?”

“Yes; that’s wL\ we're here.”

‘Joll\ long way here!” said Bunter, blink-
ing at them “Not thgt I mind, to see old

als again!

The Fistical Four grinned politely. 1If the
Greyfriars junior claimed them as old pals,
they did not feel that it would be civil to
dispute the claim. But not one of them had
the slightest recollection of palling with Billy
Bunter. Perhaps W. (. Bunter had a better
memoery, or a more active imagination.
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8 <0< 0> 8<>0<-0< 000009 9<-0

OF BILLY BUNTERS

“How are all the chaps?” asked Jimmy, as

1ev piloted Bunter out of the station.

“Oh, they're fumbling at footer this after-
noon!” said Buntéer. “I declined to join
them. I'm left out of the eleven, you know.
Wharton is rather an ass!”

“He must be to leave you out of the
footer eleven!” grinned Raby.

“You're right, old fellow! There's a lot
of jealousy in footer, too. A skipper doesn't
like to be outclassed by one of the team,
you know! By the way, I'm rather peckish
after thiat journey. I remember there's a
shop here.” Billy Bunter blinked up and
down the High Street of Coombe. “1 dare
say vou fellows could do with a snack—what?
Come with me; it's my treat!”

It was not an hour since the Rookwood
juniors had dined. but -they politely piloted
Billy Bunter to Mrs. Wicks’ little shop.

“1 hadn’t anything in the train, excepting
some sandwiches, and a pork-pie and soumie
doughnuts,” said Bunter. “I'm pretty nearly
famished! Pile in, you chaps; it’s my treat!”

“Not at all,” saild Jimmy Silver. “It’s our
treat, Bunter. Pile in!”

“Well, it you insist!” said Bunter.

The Fistical Four contented themselves with
ginger-pop; and they watched Billy Bunter
pile in. They watched him in growing
wonder.

Billy Bunter started on pork-pies.
cceded to cold hain and tongue. He went
on. to_cake and pie. Donghnuts came next,
and then biscuits and preserves. His round,
fat face assumed a very shiny lock, and his
breathing grew slower. But he went on with-
out a break. 3

“That’s better,” said Bunter at last, eve-
ing the jam- -tarts regrebiully. It was evident
that-he hadn’t room for even one more, “f
feel comfy now. I'd rather you let me settle
this hill, you chaps—-"

“Oh, no; not at all!” gasped Jimmy.
it to me, Mrs. Wicks!”

Mrs. Wicks passed it across the counter.
It came to feurteen shillings and ninepence.
Billy Bunter strolled to the door, and stood
blinking into the village street.

The Fistical Four, glad that his back was °
turned, held a hurried consultation. -

Jimmy Silver’s supply of cash was limited
to flve shillings. Lovell added half-a-crown
to it, and Raby sixpence. Fortunately, New-
come, after a hurried search of his pockets,
was able to make up the remainder. The bill

was settled, and the four juniors joined
Bunter.

“Uome on, Bunter!” =a1d Jxmm\.

Bunter vawued

“@oing to walk?” he 1aked

“Well, we generally walk.”

“Can't gev a taxi here, I suppose?”

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“They’'ve never heard of taxis in Coombe,
my dear chap,” he replied, ** All we could
get would be the station-cab—made before
the flood.”

“Well, that’s hetter than nothing,”
Bunter. “I've ‘had a long- journey,
know. I'm tired. Let’s take the cab.”

“Ahem!” -

“I'll pay, of course,” said Bunter. “Youl've
stood me @ rippmg feed; now I'll stand you
a drive. Come on!”

The Fistical Four would bave preferred
walking to taking the slow, dusty old station-
cab. But it was a case of noblesse oblige. and
consideration for a guest came first. They
walked down to the station again, and
Bunter rolled into the cab, and the Rook- _
wood juniors followed him. .

The ancient ‘driver whipped up the ancientf,
horse, and they started-for Rookwood. Billy
Bunter leaned back in a corner of the cab,
and closed his eyes.

“Hallo! Going to sleep®’ said Lmeﬂ

- Bunter hlml\ed

“I'm rather fagged,” he said. “If vou
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fellows dou't mind, T'l take 2 nap till we
get to Rookwood.”

“Dh, go ahead!” said Jimmy Silver.

Bunter went ahead. His eyes closed again,
and in a few minutes a deep and sonorous
snore proceeded from him.

Jimmy Silver & Co. exchanged silent
glances. But it dawned upon them that
they were not going to have a happy after-
noon.

The cab crawled on to Rookwood. Sitting
inactive on that keen, clear winter's after-
noecn was not gratifying to Rookwood juniors.
But there was no help for it.

The cab stopped with a jerk at the school
gates. Jimmy Silver shook Bunter by the
shoulder,

“Here we are!” he szaid.

Bunter grunted angrily.

* Lemme alone, Bob Cherry,

“Ha, ha, ba!?

Bunter opened his eyes as. Jimmy
continued to shake.

“Oh! Ah! Yaw-aw-aw!® he said, rubbing
his eyes and settmv his glasses atr“wht on his
fat little nose. ~1 believe I've been fast
asleep, hy Jove!” 2

“I believe you have!” grinned Jimmy.
“Come on; here’s the school!”

Billy Bunter rolled out of the cab, appa-
rently havipg forgotten .the driver and his
offer to settle with him. The fat junior
sauntered in at the gates. Jimmy Silver
& Co. looked at one another.

* Three-and-six, please!” said the driver.

The juniors glanced at Bunter, but Bunter’s
broad back was turned. They went through
their pockets hurriedly.

“Anybody gct any {in?"’

“Stony!”

“Broke !”

“Sanie here!”

“There’s Gswald in the quad.
screw three-and-six out of
Jimmy.

Lovell, with a very peculiar expressicn on
his face, ‘dashed away to intercept Oswald of
the Fourth. Dick Oswald obliged willingly,
and Lovell came dashing back. J]mmv Silver
found some odd coppers for the driver's tip.
and he was duly paid. The cab rolled away,
and the Fistical Four hurried after Bunter.

you beast!?

Silver

whispered Jimmy.

{ Cut off and
him !** whispered
:

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Pay Up !
ILLY BUNTER was looking very
thoughtiul. Several fellows in the

Rookwood quadrangle glanced at him

with smiles. William George Bunter’s
ample proportions would have attracted
notice anywhere,

Smythe and Howard and Tracy, the Nuts of
the Shell, were staring at him. Smythe had
adjusted his eyeglass fo take a good look,
apparently regarding Bunter as a curious
specimen of zootogy.

Jimmy Silver & Co. glared at the Nuts of
the Shell. They were not particularly proud
of their old pul Bunter, and they did not
like Smythe & Co.’s looks.

“Come down and see the footer, Bunter,”
sald Jimmy. *“There’s a good gume on this

afternoon — First Eleven match Bulkeley
and Knowles——7?

Bunter yawned.

“Don’t care much for Iooter he said.

“Like to see my photo«mphs" asked New-
come,

“Fed up with photographs. When I go to
St. Jim’s that chap Manners trots out his
plmtog,raphs Awial rot!”

“gh!” said Newcaome.

“What price a climb up the clock-tower?”
grinned Lovell. “You get a ripping view 1rom
_there—right ou{ to the Channel!”

Bunter glanced at the eclock-fower,
shuduered

“Thanks! I'd rather not.”

“Like a stroll?” asked Raby.

“Fed up with walking.”

“Oh!"” gaid the Fistical Four. They were
rather at loss what to do with their visitor.

“The fact is,” said Bunter, “I was thinking
that, as P'm getting a little bit hun"ry—“

“Hungry !’ Jlmmy Silver could not h"p
L\clalmmg

‘Yes. You have a place here——"?

“There’s the school shop.”’

“Good! Come along with me.
thig time.”

*“0Oh, my hat!”’

There were several fellows
Kettle's little tuck-shop in the old ciock-
tower. They glanced at Bunter as he came in.
Billy Bunter gave %hem an affable nod, and
::mted himself upon a counter at onze.
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It’s my trea

in Sergeant

‘tremendous blow-out in

He rapped out orders, and Sergeant Kettle
supplied him, and the Fistical Four watched
him dazediy.

How Bunter could eat anything after that
the village was a
mystery to them.

Bunter had often surprised fellows who
knew him well by his powers in that line.
He astounded the Rookwood fellows.

“1 say, these are ripping tarts!’”’ he said,
with his mouth full. “Why don't you fellows
have some? It's my treat, you know. Order
anything you like!” Z

“We've—we've only lately had
stammered Jlmmv Silyer: - “SHill;
some ginger-pop !’

“Po try the tarts,
topping !*?

Thus urged, the chums of the Fourth tried
the tarts. Fellows were beginming to drop
into the tuck-shop to watch Bunter.
sight worth seeing. The way he travelled
through the sergeant’s tuck would have done
credit to a hungry Hun. Where he put it
was a mystery to his companions. Ample as
his eircumference was, it seemed secarcely
possible that there was room for more inside.
But Bunter went on.

“My hat!’”” murmured Jones
Fourth. “They must starve chaps
friars, T should think!”

Jimmy Silver made a grimace.

“This i3 his second feed sinee two-thirty!”
he said.

“Oh ecrumbs!”

Billy Bunter rolled off the stool at last.

“I won’t have any more.”’ lhie announced.
“I don’t want to spoil my appetite for tea.”

“Oh!” gasped Jimmy.

“How much is tha my man?” asked
Bunter, blinking at the old sergeant behind
the counter.

“Nine shiilings,
aruffly. .

The old soldier did not like heing addressed
s “my man >’ by the Owl of Greyfriars.

Bunter ran his -fat hands through his
pockets.

“By Jove!” he exclaimed,

“Lost anything?” asked Jimmy Silver.

“I don't know. I suppose I must have left
it behind—my purse, you know,” said Bunter

a!mrv
h')’

“It’s too bad!”’ said Bunter. “All my money
was in my purse, and I've left it hehind !’

Jimmy Silver might have asked how it was,
if he had left all his money behind, that he
had been able to take his railway ticket te
Rookwood ; but he refrained.

“You fellows settle this,” said Bunter airily.
“I'll send you a postal-order as soon as I
get back to Greyfriars.”

“But—but—"" stammered
dismay.

“Rely on me,” &said Bunter.
jor you outside. Don’t be long!”

The fat junior walked out of the shop,
leaving the Fistical Four in a stale of dismay
that amounted to consternation.

“Well, I'm blowed!” said Lovell;, with more
force than elegance.

“You've been spoofed!” chuckied Townsend
of the Fourth. “What a giddy visiter to

dinner,”
we'll have

" urged Bunter. “They’'re

minor of the
at Grey-

’ said the sergeant rather

Jimmyy, in

“I'lII wait

have! I congratulate you on your choice
of pals!”
“He's mo pal of ours!” growled-  the

exasperated Lawell. “He's simply fastened
on us like a leech!”
“Ha; ha, bal”

* Nine shillings, please,” said Sergeant Kettle,
looking at Jimmy Silver. “Am I to ask the
young gentleman for it, Master Silver?”

“N-n-no!” stammered Jimmy.“  “We—
we'll gsettle. Oswald—where's Oswald? Flymn,
Jones, Hooker! Somebody lend us some tm'”
“Ha, ha, ha't?

There was a roar of laughter in the tuck-
shop. Billy Bunter was strolling contentedly
in the quad. The predicament of the Fistical
Four seemed to strike the other Rookwood
fellows as funny., Tommy Dodd and Tommy
Cook and Tommy Doyle, of the Modern side,
almost shrieked.

“8poofed, by gum!”
“Why don’t you take
him?”

* Nice pals these Classical duffers pick up,
don’t they?” gmmed Cook.

“Oh, shut up!” growled Jimmy Silver.
“Will somebody fend me some = tin till
Saturday?”’

Loans were ferthcoming, amid
laighter, and the nine _shillings were duly
handed to Sergeant Kettle. Then the
Fistical Four, with heightened colour, left
the tuck-shop, leaving the other fellows
howling.

said Tommy Dodd.
iim out and drown

howls of

It was a°

. They were beginning to-suspect, teo. t
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Outside, Lovell grasped Jimmy Gilver by
the shoulder amu shook him.

“Fm fed-up!”’ he snorted.

“Same here!l” groaned Jimmy.

“Nice sort of rotter to ask here—"

“I didn’t ask him! You must have!”

“1 didn’t!” roared Lovell.

“Well Qo.mebody must have! That fat-
l’ead I\L\.b}’—'

“No jolly fear!” said Raby. “I weuldn't
be found deud within.a mile of u m"

“Well, we’ve got to stand it,” grunted
Jimmy Silver. “Don’t forget Rookwood
hospitality. Keep smiling!”

“Oh ratet?

“Shurrup! Here he comes!”

Billy Bunter rolled up with 2

smile. He was feeling very center
visit to Rookwood was pann
sfactorily, from Bunter's
“Anything wrong

e\presuons on the faces of the Fistical Four.
‘Nunno! N-no!
“Let’s go down to the footer,”
Lovell
At that -mement Lovell would have

taken
a fiendish delight in making the fat and un-
wieldly junior play footer.

But Billy Bunter shook his head

“Fed-up with footer,” he said
rest for a bit. Where's your s
The Pistical Four piloted Biliy

the end ctudy.

I q like to

y,umm to

THE FQURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Too Funny!
jI\I\IY SILVER & CO. were fecling some-

what harassed by this time.
weod hospitality was all very we

they were fed-up with Bunter.

They wanted to keep smiling to the end,
if they could, and they felt thankful thau
Bunter would have to cateh an early train.

at
there was no mistake in the matter, and Lhm
nobody had invited Bunter to Rookwood.

The Owl of Greyfriars had simply planted
himself upon them for the half-holiday:
the recollection of Greyfriars hospitality
the chums anxicus to stand it to the end if
they could.

Bunter stretched his fat limbs in the arm-
chair, and blinked at them amicably. He
was in high feather. He favoured them with
some views on the gamé of football, and ex-
pressed his opinion frankly of Harry W harton
of Greyfriars, who declined to play him
the Remove eleven. By rights, aceo
to Bunter, he ought to have been ¢
of the Remcve, but there was a
jealousy about.

“What time do you fellows have tea?’ he
asked.
“Generally about six,” said hmm\ Silver.

“But if you want to*start early

“Oh, no, that’s all right! I've got & late
pass,” said Bunter. “I needn't leave. here
before the seven train. I shall have to <
one of you chaps to take my ticket, as I've
left my cash behind. Of course, I'll send you
the amount on td-morrow !”

Bunter yawned.

“What do you fellows say to a little came
of nap?”’ he asked.

“For buttons?” asked Lovell.

Bunter snorted contemptuously.

“Of course not. I'll play you for IO U’s,
as I'm short of tin!” :

“You -won't play for money here,” said
Lovell, forgetting his politeness for a moment.
“If you want to know what we think of that,
we think-it's bad form,and blackguard!_\‘ B2

“Pretty slow here, ain % you?” said Bunter.
“Well, have you got a cigarette?”

“No1”

“You sm
Jimmy Silver.

“Well, the spoonies don't—Wharten and
that lot,” said Bunter. “But I'm rather a
blade],. I go the pace a bit, you know!”

Qe

“I don’t get much chanee of smoking in
the stud)—that beast Toddy goes fer me
with a cricket-sbump, you know. But we have
merry little parties in the box-room!”
Bunter chuekled. “We’re awfully goey,

at Greyfriars, do you?”’ asked

Bily
seme

L of us!

Jimmy Silver looked at the fat junmior
with a mingling of contempt and- compas-
sion. Courtesy fo a guest forbade nim te
utter his thoughts.

“Excuse me,”’ said Lovell, who seemed {o
be ‘having an- inward struggle. “I've zot teo
speak to Oswald about the footer!”

Lovell quitted the study.

Raby and Newecome looked after him, and
then looked at Jimmy Silver. But they would
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not desert their leader at that trying moment.
They nobly resolved to stand Bunter as long
as Jimmy did.

BRilly Bunter blinked after Lovell, and
grinned. He ceemed to he thinking some
minutes; then he grinned again. >

“I'll show you fellows a ftrick,” he said.
“It simply makes ‘em roar at Greyfriars!”

“Go ghead!” said Jimmy.

“Open this door, Jimmy, you silly idiot!”

Jimmy Silver jumped.

It was Lovell’s voice from the passage.

Jimmy~ stepped to the door and threw it
open. =

Nobody was there.

Jimmy glanced ocub into the passage with
a puzzled look. He had distinctly heard

© Lovell’s voice thirough the keyhole.

“Well, of all the silly asses!’” he exciaimed.
“What an idiotic trick for Lovell to play!”

Jimmy closed the door and eame back
to the table, and sat upon it.
he seated himself, when
Lovell's voice was heard
again from the passage:

“Jimmy Silver!”

“Hallo!” called
Jimmy.

“QOpen the door!”

“Open it yoursell, fat-
head!”

“I'll give you a thic
ear, Jimmy, if you don’t
open the door!”

“You gilly ass 2

“I'll wallop you, you
idiot |7

“Will you, by Jove?”
exclaimed Jimmy
warmly, and he jumped
off the table and rushed

Barely had

out

to t door and threw
it open. “Now, you
burbling ass—— My
hat !”

The passage WwWas
cmpty.

Jimmy Silver looked
out in blank amaze-
ment. It seemed im-
possible  that  Lovell

could have had time to
dodge out of sight so
quickly. But he was
not there. Why Lovell
should he playing sueh
kiddish tricks, like a fag
in the Second Form, was
a mystery.

Jimmy slammed the
door. :

“Must be oft his
rocker!” said Raby.

Billy Bunter chuckled.

“Hallo, in there!” 1%
was Lovell's voice again
{from the keyhole. “You .
silly asses, why don’t
¥you open the door? You
silly duffersi”

“I'm fed" up - with
this!” exclaimed Jimmy

“T tell you he's been yelling like a lunatic
into the study.”

“And T tell you he hasn’t.”

“Of course 1 havenw't!” roared Lovell,
serambling up breathlessly. “You silly
chumps, do-you think I play tricks like a
fag?” :
““But—hut it was your voice!” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver, taken quite aback.

“Do you think we don't know your voice?”
hooted Raby.

“F tell you I

“0Oh, rats!”

“If you can't
Silver——"

“1 know your voice, fathea

“Then you can take tha

“Hold on!” exclaimed Oswald,
Lovell back “Don’t begin to scrap,
duffers! There's some mistake.”

“He, he, he!”

The juniors stared round

didn’t 2

take my word, Jimmy

£

dragging
you

as they heard

Instead of showing appreciation of Banter’s
exquisite humour, Lovell made a rush ab
him, quite forgetting that he was a guest,
and got his head into chancery. :

Then the roars that rose from Bunter were
like unto the roars of a bull; and the Rook-
wood juniors roared, too, with Iaughter. To
Bunter it no longer seemed funny.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the V;mt.r-i!oqu'xst!

1 AROOOH! Help! Yowpl! Yowp!
Groooh!" Draggimofi [
Thus William George Bunter ab

the top of his voice.

Jimmy Silver was the first to remember thab
Billy Bunter was thiere in the sacred character
of a guest. He rushed at Lovell and grasped
higr - —

“Chuck it, Lovell!”

wrathfully. “If that’s
Lovell’s idea of a joke,
he wants humping
Let’s go and

Dommy Dodd pesred into the dpening.
And to the amazement of the juniors the voice came from the chimney.

‘“ Are vou there 7

“ Hers ! am!”

he gasped.
(See Chap. 6.)

bump him!” -

“Hear, hear!” said the Co.

The three juniors rushed out of the study,
leaving Billy Bunter doubled up with merri-
ment in the ammchair.

Jimmy and. Raby and Newcome _rushed
down the passage. Lovell was on the land-
ing, chatting with Oswald of the Fourth.
b“Without; a word his three chums seized

im.

“Hallo!” roared Lovell.

Bump !

“Yaroooh! Wharrer marrer? Leggo! Yow-
ow!” :

Bump, bump!

“Now do you feel funny, yvou fathead?”
roared Jirnmy Silver. .

“Funny!” spluttered Lovell. “Why, T'l}
squash you! You howling asses, what’s the
matter with you?” - :

“Next time you want to
keyhole, seleet some other
Jimmy Silver.

“Eh? Who's been yelling through a key:
hole?” roared Lovell.

“You have, you ags!”

“You silly chump, I haven't! 1I've heen
talking to Oswald for the last ten minutes,”
stuttered Lovell.

“Rats!”

“But it’s a fact,”
“He has, you know.”

“What the—"

yell through a
keyhole,” said

said Oswald, in wonder.

- Perhaps it was.

that fat chuckle. Billy Bunter had rolled out
of the ¢nd study, and he was chucKiing as if
for a wager. Evidently he was in possession
of an extra good joke.

“He, he, bet —1i's all rizht!
Lovell 1?

It wasn't

“Who was it, then?” demanded Jimmy
Silver.

4Nl

" Nouls

“What-ho! That was the trick I was

going to show you.” grinned Bunter. “Funay,
wasn't it? I'm a ventriloquist.”

“A—a—a what?” i

“A ventriloquist, and a joily good ome,”
said Bunter. *“I can imitate anybody’s voice,
you know—specially a queer grunting voice
like Lovell’s.”

“What ” ejaculated Lovell.

“Or a squeak like Newcome’s.”

“Why, you fat idiet——" hegan Newcome.

“0h, really, Newcome! fanny, wasn't
it?” chuckled Bunter. “It was me all the
time, you know. I knew you'd go for Lovell
if T kept on chopping you with his funny
voice Here, keep off, you know! Only
a-joke! Yah! Keep him off!”

Bunter had stated that it was very funny.
But Loveli had been bumped
find
£

hard, and it was excusable if he did net
it funny at all.

£

Punch, punch, punch!
“Yaroooh! Help! Beast!
“Ha, ha, hal”

“Chuek it!” roared Jimmy Silver, *©
ter’s a guest, you fathead! Is this
yon treat visitors?”

“Ha, ha, ha!’—

Raby and Newcome added their g
and Oswald scized Bunter, and the two w
dragged apart. Loveil panied.
emme get at him ! =

“Yaroooh! Oh dear! Beast! Took here,
if this is how you treat a—gruoh l—zuest—"

“ Lovell, you ass——"

“Never mind, Bunter!” —

“But I do mind!” roarcd Bunter. “I'm
hurt! That silly idiot has broken my nose,
and dislocated my jaw, and hlacked bhoth
my eyes! I'm going to lick lum!  Hold
my jacket, somebody ! : -

“Hold the fiery porpoise, not hi
said Raby.

“Let him come on!” ro
teach him to play tric
burbling idiots scragging me!”

“Shush !” =

Billy Bunter was mnot really much
Lovell, excited as he was, had punched ear
fully to avoid his big glasses. 1t was Bunter's
fat nose and chin that had suffered chiefiy.
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s iacket.”

iy




12
He caressed them with a pair-of fat bands,
and glared.

It this is Rookwood hospitality——" he
snorted.

““Apologise, Lovell I =

“Rabsl”

“We'll bump you again if you don't:

Think of the good name of the end study,
you fathead!” said Jimmy Silver severely.
‘Well,” said Lovell, ealming down, “['m
sorry I—I didn’t give you a few more,
Bunter.”
“You fathead, that’s pot an apology!”
“Itls all youwll-get out“of me.”
“Your apology is accepted.” said Bunter

loftily.  “I don’t want to lick you, as I
came here as a visitor.”

“Lick me! Why, you fat toad

“Shut up, Lovell !”

“I must say that Rookwood manners
wouldn't do for Greyfriars,” said Bunter.

< We don’t treat Rookwoed fellows like this.”

Rookwoed fellows know how to behave
themselves!” snorted Lovell. “ Still, I'll say
Im sorry. There!”

“All %crene"’ sa]d Bunter :magnanimously..

“I forgive you.”
Grunt !
“Come and bathe your face, Bunter,” said

Jimmy.

“That's all right. I don’t-believe in foo
much washing. It’s-not good for the health,”
said Bunter. “I must say you fellows haven’t
miich of a sense of humour. I set ’em in a
roar at Qreyfriars with my wentrxloqmam
Wharton comes to me sometimes and beg
e to give "em a show in his study. I‘el'r,w
in the Sixth ask me to give ’em an entertain-

_ment on special oceasions. Even the Head
often—"

nd you're really a ventriloguist?” said
mey Silver, with some interest.

“Yes, rather!” said Bunter. “It’s a gift,

you know.” -

“I'm sure of that,” agreed Jimmy.
Jimmy's idea was that it must be a gift, as
Bunter wouldn’t have had the brains to
learn it. But he did not explain that™

“I'll show you what T can do, if you like,”
said Bunter, “I can make my \01(,8 secm
to come from anywhere, you know.”

‘Lct hear you do it,” grunted Lovell.

“Bow-wow-ow-wow! Grrr!”

Lovolluumped almost eclear of the floor,
as the barking and growling of & savage dog
sounded at his very heels. He spun round
in alarm. Then he almost staggered.

Ko
‘o" was to be seen in the passage.
* Why—what—where—" .
@ }rrrrr"’
“My hat!” TLovell spun round again as
the savage growl came behind him. “ Wherc's

that dog? “What the thunder—"

“He, he, he!” chuckled Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Rookwood juniors.

Lovell gasped.

“Do you mean to say that was
Bunter?” he exclaimed incredulously.

“He, he, he! Yes, rather!”

“Well my hat!

“Didn’t it make you jump?” chertled Bhun-
ter. “Seared vou out of your wi ts~w1‘1t'”

“T Vvdbﬂt scared—only a bit st

he, het”

“Lnok here, you fat hounder

“Shush!” said Jimmy Silver. “’Ih“'i g jol
clever, Bunter—I mean, it's a wonderful g
Can you do that whenever you like?2”

“Certainly !”

“You mnrust hq e -a jolly queer throttle,”
2id Lovell. - “Something  wrong with -it, I
should say ”

“Why, you ass

“Will you ring off, Lovel? Where's vour
Rookwood manners? Bunter, old chap, come
with us and sce the Moderns. Let’s see you
pill Tommy Dodd’s leg.”
-“Good egg!” chorused the Co.

“I don’t mind,” said Bunter.

- ahout tea?”

- Tea s

“Yes; I'm getting

“Oh. dear!”

“We—we shail have to have tea in Hall!"
said Raby. “I'm afraid it won't run to it
in ‘the study.”

Bunter-grunted. -

“T could have had tea in Hall
frhrs, he said di~contentcd!y.

“Well, you sce

Brmv your pal to fea in my study.
Dick Oswad coming to the resecue. “We
having mbher a spread, and we'll kill
extra-special fatted calf.”

“ Better make it a fatted bullock for Bun-
ter!” murmured Lovell.

“Thanks awfull\, Oswald !”
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“But what

a bit peckish!”

at Grey-

€
an

said Jir

mmy

Silver gratefully. “Now let’s go and see the
Modern worms, and spring Bunter on them.”

“l’m game,” said Bunter. “Any old thing!”
fat junior strutted, feeling investe
with new importance, as the Classical juniers
marched him away. -

Even Lovell was grinning now. In all their
alarms and frays with the Modern juniors
they had never had a chance llke this. It
was their firab opportunity of “springing”
a ventriloguist on Tommy Dodd & Co. Tho

prospect of pulling the Moderns’ leg aimost
consoled the Fistical Four for Buntcra visif.
The Fistical Four and Oswald and Bunter
sauntered out into the quadrangle
looking
Co.

togetiier,
Tommy Dodd &
so the Classicals

for the Moderns.
were not to be secen, ca
ed over to Mr. Manders’ House. Mr.
nders, the senior Modern-master, was in
the doorway, and he frowned a little at the
sight of Jimmy Silver & Co, Mr. Manders
gnné\ran; frowned at the sight of those cheery
vouths. There had beén old troubles hetween
them.
ilver!” rapped out Mr.
“Yes, sir!” said Jimmy me
“What are you doing onr this ~1de

Manders.
ekly.

Afr.
Manders evidenily scenfed a “rag :
“TPaking Bunter to see Dedd, P\mter s

come over from Greyfriars this aiternoon.

“Oh! If there is any disturbance, Silver,
while you are here your cundmt will bc
reported directly to the Head.”

“Thank you, sir!” said Jimmy demurely.

M. Mandcrs frowned again, apd Jimmy
Silver & Co. went on. Thcy arrived at
Teminy Dodd’s study, and thumped on the
door. Jimmy threw vhe door open.

The three Tommies were there. They were
gathered round the table, upon which lay
the sum of cightpence-halfpenny in coppers.
The Modern chums were debating how eight-
pence-halipenny could best be expended for

said Tommy Dedd,
Where did you

“Hallo, Classical cads!”
looking round. “My hat'
pick up that prize- ‘porker?’

“Just looked in to see you, Tommy Dodd,”
said Jimmy cheerfully. “Why, what lmve
you been doing with your -face?”

“My face!” said Tommy, pa‘-sm" his hand
over his countenance. “ What—

“There’s something m!\mg on it—
a 'i(lulluhﬁd gooseber 5

“What! 1 didn't krow > Tommy Dodd
spun rour\d to the glass. “Why, you silly
ass, there's nothing on my face.”
mistake,” said Jimmy blandly. “It's
only your nose. I didn't recogunise it as a
nose for a moment——-"

“If you want to go out of this study on
your neck——" b"gan Tommy Dodd wiath-
faly.

Tommy Dodd paused. From under his feet,
as it seemed, there came suddenly a low,
deep groan, so blood-curdling that it made
all the juniors inmp. ]

looks like

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Tommies to the Rsescue!

66 HAT the thunder!” ejaculated
Tommy Dodd.
“Tare an’ ‘ounds!” exclaimed
Doyle. “Phwat was that?”

“It—it sounded like a groan!” gasped Cook.

Groan !

The dreadful sound eame again. Tommy
Dodd stepped quickly aside. It was fairly
under his feet.

“What on earth——"

“Let me oub!” came a faint voice
let e out‘ I'm suﬁovatnu !
For mercy’s sake let me ou

“It's somebody under the ﬁoor!” shrieked
Tommy Dodd.

“0h,
wI'm dying!

Groan!

“Great  Scott!” ﬁasped Jimmy Silver.
“That ean't be—it can’t!

Iie looked at Bunter. Biliy Bunter was

staring out of the window into the quad-
rangle, and scemed unconscious of* what was
happening in the study.

“Let me out!” The voice was faint and
iausted. *I'm dying!"”
Who—who are you?” gasped Tommy Dodd.

“Help.’"

“Where are you?”

“Under ths fioor!”

“How the thunder did you
howled Tommy Dodd. , - -

The juniors gazed at’one another in con-
sterngation, Tommy Dodd seized the study
carpet and dragged it aside. The planks of
the floor were revealed. 1‘)1&" wore stroug,
wide planks, firmly nailed down to the joists.
Certainly nvhod\' got under the study floor
imm ihe study

SLet me oub!?

get. there?”

moancd the-voloe, = “I'm
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suffocating! I can't find the way out! I've
been here for hours! I'm dying!”
“My hat!”? said Tommy Dodd. “Some-

hody’s got under the floor somewhere, -and

crawled along here, I suppose. Who are
\0‘17’ he shouted.
“Um the gasfitter!”” moaned the voice. “1

gob under the floor to see to the pipes, and
I've lost my way. Help, I'm suffocating!”

“Well, of all the duffers!” gasped Tommy
Dodd.

(iroan !

“We'll help you!” shouted Tommy. “Buck
up! We'll scoon hiave you out of that!”
Tommy Dodd made a bound for his tool-
t. In a moment more he was kneeling
with a hamnter and chisel  in his hand. He
hammered and chiselled away desperately at
a joint in the plank.

“Shove in the poker, Ccokey, when I get it

loose!” hie panted.

“Rigift-ho!’ Cook stood ready with the
poker. “Buck up!”

Groan!

The groan was fainfer now, and full of

Jimmy Silver & Co. stood dumb-
Bunter was still iooking out of the
If this was ‘the work of the Grey-

friars’ ventriloquist, it was certainly very
remarkable. They wondered.

Barg, bang! Crash! Thump! Bang!
Tommy Dodd worked away like steam.

The planks were well ‘set; but Tommy wa
working like a Trojan. Bang, bang! Grind:
Crash!

“Tt's coming!” gasped Doyle.

“My hat! You'res doing some damage!”
said Lovell.

Blow the damage—T suppose we've got o
save the chap’s life?”-panted Tommy Dodd.
“Buek up, my man—we're belping \m'f 2

A low moan responded, fainter and weaker,

Tommy Dodd bad succeeded in looserding
the end of the plank. Tommy Cook shoved
in the poker, and wrenched.  With a creak
the plank came slowly up.

Moan !

The sound was. directly below the opening.
The three Temmies grasped the rising plank,
and dragged it away with a wrenech. A dark
and somewhat smelly orifice lay before them
—darknezs befow, and dust and spiders’ webs.
Tommy Dodd, on his knees, peered into the
opening,

‘Hallo! Are you there, gasfitter?” shouted
Cook.

“Here 1 am!” said the voice.

To the amazement of the Modern juniors

the veice came from the chimney.
a fire in the studv grate; but the voice cam
unm. stakably from the thmne)

G

“In—in the chimney!”’ gasped Tommy
Dodd.

“Here i am! Help! T'm scorching!™

“How did you get into the chimney?"
gasped Cock.  “There can't be an open
if——>*

“Help! I'm scorching!” shrieked the voice,

‘“Better put the fire out!™ suggested
Oswald.

“Heip! Oh, help!®

Tommy Dodd caught up a jug of water and
dashed it on ths fire. There was a terrifiz
sizzling and spluttering.  The three Moders
juniors raked out the fire in tremendous
haste.  Blacks and ash rose in clouds, and
Silver & Co. retreated to the door. But the
three Tommies faced it heroically. They were

dusty, they were black, but they were
anxlous to save the life of the unfortunate
casfitter:

“Now you ean come down!"

shouted
Tommy Dodd up the chimney. -
‘Help me! I'm wedged in"'

* Good heavens!”’

Tommy Dodd paused, but only for a
moment, Then he threw off his jacket.

The chimuey was wide, affording ample
room for Temmy Dodd. Careless of scot, he
squeezed over the grate and put his head
up the chimmey. He withdrew it again as
lack as ink, gasping:

“He ain’h there!”’

*What?'* yelled Cook and Doyle

“There’s nobody there!

“Oh, rats!. He must be!”

Cook took the electric lamp and put his
head up the cbimney. He came out again
as black as Tommy Dodd and as puvzlpd

“Nobedy there!' he gasped.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Classical juniors,
unable to  contain their merriment any
longer, :

Tommy Dedd glared at them—a very black
look indeed! He was as black as a Christy
Minstrel.

‘;?{gu silly asses, what are you cackling
“Ha, ha,
“Come on,

ka!®

Bunter, chapp:;‘,’ The (hE nnl.
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juniors retreated from the study.
Silver pat.aed to speak one more word in the

doorway. “We thought we'd entertain you
a hit, you Modern duffers, with our tame
ventriloquist. . Ta-ta Iz

_“Ventriloquist!” shrieked Tommy Dodd.

“Ha, ha, bat”

Jlmmy Silver slammed the door and sped
after his chums.

Tommy Dodd & Co. looked at one another,
dumb for a moment. Tommy Dodd found

his voice.

“Ventriloguist!” he stuttered. “That—
that fat pig is a ventriloguist! It’s a jape!
“Look at the flopor! Look at the grate!

L-Llook at me!”

“ Afther thim!” roared Doyle.

Tommy Dodd bounded to the door. He
was not in a fit state to appear in publie,
ce;tam‘v, but he forgot that in his fervid
desire {0 get to close quarters with the
humorous Classicals. Cook and Doyle fol-
lowed him fast. They rushed out on the
Janding.

Jimmy Silver & Ce. were «peﬁdm" down-
stairs.

“

er them!” yelled Cook.

“Hold on!” The voice of Mr. Manders
was heurd below, and the three Moderns
stopped. They did not wish Mr, Manders to

see them in their present state. “Cut it!”
Temmy Dodd & Co., breathing vengeance
and soof, whipped back into the study.
\ehvnxzu had to be postponed. But ven-
geance was already upon the track of the
Classical japers, in the shape of Mr. Manders.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Kiif that Wasp !

§¢ ~; TOP!™
% The hilarious Classicals had
forgotten Mr. Manders. They

thinking only of Keeping at
m the sooty Moderns
s ther His

cd as the juniors
and bLe raised his

quite
were
a safe

long,
were
hand

halted
Mr. Ma
about the Honse in this dis-
:r? I presume that you- have
ing With my Fowﬁals usuall I

ver & Co.
repeated

i h'wmv Sitver. “We

never quarrel sir,”
hen why were vou® rqum,rz down stairs
of wild animals?’ demanded

“Ahem!”

“1 will not have this horseplay in my
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Every Boy Who Wants

- A FEAST OF FICTION
this Yaletide must secure a copy
of the ““GEM."” There is a splen-
did long complete Yarn of TOM
MERRY & Co., entitled
(11 A

CHRISTMAS
BOMBSHELL!”

which is certain to entertain and

thrill you. ‘Also the first instal-

ment of a Splendid New School
Serial,

“THE FEUD AT
ST. KATIE'S!”

SPLENDIEB ART PICTURE
FOR YOUR DEN.

Ben’t miss ithis Wonderjul
Nwinber of the ¢ GEM.”

Jimmy -

Secure a Copy From Your Mewsagent at Once!

h !” snapped Mr. I\!amlws +1 shall pro-
eced to ascertain what you— My good-
nesst”

Mr. Manders broke off suddenlly with that

ried back, as a deep,

C his left ear.

exelamation, and
droning buzz came

Buzzzzzz!

“Bless my soul! A wasp,
of the year!” he exclaimed.

Buzzzzzz!

Tt was at his right ear
Manders bucked and jumped like a restive
horse, Mr. Manders had a holy terror of
wasps. He had been stung once. Certainly
it was a remarkable time of the year for
wasps to be buzzing about. But there was
the buzz—which was unmistakable. ~

Buzzzzzzz!

It was round Mr.
now, as if the wasp
able spot to alight.

“Dogr mel? M\
hands wildly in the ver—Lovell—
do you see that insec ‘Prﬂy drive it away!
Dear me, I shall be stung!”

Buzzzzzz!

s

at this

season

now, and Br.

Manders' startled head
were seeking a favour-

N

waved both

ers

“It’s on your neck, ** said Billy Bunter
cheerfully.

“Grooh!”

Mr. Manders spiote himself on the neck with

such force that he uttered a yelp of pain.

Jimmy Silver & tried- hard
chuckle. They guessed that the Gr
ventriloguist was at work agai

“Is it gone?’? gasped Mr
goodness! Silver, I
Bless my soul, there it

Buzzzzzz!

It was close to Mr.
and he -jumped to the
came into his left ear,
right. Then it was round the hac
head, and then under his chi
the startled and
swarm of w
ZZ27:]
tver—O0sw, ‘11& —P' bhy—p

b

Manders® right ear.
ieft. Then the buzz
and he jibbed to the
of his

if you can
upon my

v see
Ch,

m\r\'fmzl
caps!”
Buzzzzzz!
“Po- you hear
h! I com?
snowtml

me, How ‘dare you

that wasp at

not
Man
‘ \

see any
ders. and
Yavk' Vy

.- Mande as the
all ®ides. ‘?‘m

keop your cap out of
Silver, the wasp iz

L )V(d
stupid boy!
X‘()b""

stumu dolt!
Yaroooh!

Do not touch my nese, you
is on

I think it
You ha
Gswald, you n
Cease—cease at mvﬂo"’

utterly
shoulder.
located my shoulder,

my

booby. ©Oh dear!

Buzzzzzz!

The buzz pursned him down the passage.
door. But it 4 away
in the study, and Mr. Manders
himself into a chair and gasped for
§ h. The wasp was cone at last.

J.mmy Silver & 0. marched, grinning, out

into the quad, and they almost hugged
Bunter. The OWl of

Greyiriars had atoned

for all his sins! =

As soon as they were at a safe distance
from Mr. Manders’ house their pent-up feel-
ings found expression in a roar.

“Ha, ha,-hal”
Kill that wasp!”® chuckled Oswald.
my hat! Didn’t I give him a whop!”

“3fa, ha, hat?

“He will have a prize nose after this!”

“ And a thick ear!?

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And the Rookwood juniors repaired with
their guest to Oswald's study.

“ol,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
At Last!
standing a

i ICK OSWALD was tanding
“spread 2 on a lavish secale. His
study-ma o Jones minor and Hooker

were sem, as well as the Fisti
Tour—and Bunter. fswald had laid in am
supplies—so he supposed. Buat he did
know Bunter yet.  Billy Bunter took his pls
at the table, with his llftle Tound eyes gleam-
ing behind his glass 2 he had
had duving the afternoon d scem to
ha e mmahvd his. appetite in slizhtest
jegree, =

g
e
o

the

f"
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Hooker bad fried a Juzen rashers to hegin

wit Bunter cheerfully helped himself to
six of them. There were a dozen €ggs on the
table, Four were transferred at once to
Bunter's plate.

“Woen't yeu have some'more?” gasped
Hooker.

“No room on my plate,” t\phmed Bunter.
“Wait till I've finished these, An eﬁg only
takes me & minute <=

st course was partaken of sparingly
by the Rookweod juniors, Bunter cheerfully
demolished more than half of it, Sausages
came next. There were six, bssuti}ul‘.y {ried.

“1 must say that’s ripping!” ssié Bunter,
as Jones minor put the dish on the table.
“I'm rather fond of sosses. But ain't you
feilows going to have any?”

The juniors blinked as Bunter turned the
six satsages out upon his own plate. Cer-
tainly they had intended to have some. But
they did not seem to have much chance.

“ Nunno!” stammered Oswald. “We don't
really care—ahem!”

“Not at all!” mumbled Lovell,

“That’s your mistake,” said Bunter, with
a shake of the head. “Sosses are good. Gob
any more? No! Weil, all right, T cam fill
up with something else!”

“Fill up!” murmured Jones
gadsl!?

A cake came ne
Runter’s eyes g
This time the

minor.

t—a whacking cake.
tened at the sight
other fellows were in

my gol a slice -each. By the time

ad finished their slices Bunter had finishe
cake. Dick Oswald, with ¢
ion upon his face, turned a

vwholﬂ ])L\Ldp})le out of a tin upon a plat
Bunter cheerfully drew the plate towards hi
The Rookweod juniors gazed at him as it
mesmerised as he started on the pineapple.
“I'm fond of pineapple!” said Bunter.

“¥Yeou must he!” casped Jimtoy Sil
he pineapple :‘wxmwﬂlzcﬂ Kot
biscuits rems: Billy Bunter glanee

arted on th
s fill up ¥
2 Xou don’t- L 5
s 1 see - Buf den't mi
1 can "(t some sandwiches

table, and

sandwichest”

le‘«ﬂr I me\. a

“y g

the tnel

for

hunery.”’
“Hunary

asped Oswald.
, his wateh.
rhaps ‘we'd hetter drop

the health

Fimmy ¢ of the study. For
ten ‘minutes he was y wildly borrowing
money up and Gmm the Fourth lnrfn Then

s helped on with his coat. and
arted. 'va dropnefl in at the schoal
1d when they reached the village tu\v
in at Mrs. :
station, .

i : S
‘Bunter’s ,_ticket.
at them from the
TFistical Four said

Ix med
as the

Thanks awlully!*
a good time—quite
I'm going off a bit peck

he said. “I've had auite
ain't —your fanlf it
<h. Hard up—what!

Thanks oll the same. Good-hye! 1M1 come
and: see vou again early next term. I won't

S s a4 promise!”
The train relled out of the station
On the platform the Fistieal Four loakﬁ-d
at one aneother. TLovell sparred in the
as if smiting at an imaginary face.

“Cloming to see us again early next term!”
said Lovell, “Well, if he dogs he won't go
home alive, that's all!”

“If he dees * said Jimmy Silver: but he
could not fir Words conld pot exbress
all those thinge he would do fo William
George Bunter if he visited Rookwood agair

0f course, there was some con selatmﬂ m‘
the fact that Billy Bunter had assisted them

to play a great jape against the Modern Co.
Tue*s wa i lightest “doubt that
Tonmy have to think
of som t _in the way of
janes to get own hack on Jimmy
Silver & Co.

In t‘ e meantime, they had a p‘easaut ;Oh,
of putting their study to rights. There was
no doubt that Bil Bunter s a Cool
Custom and his yisit to Roolmood Wol

memherad.
THE EXD,
(paﬂd stor

leng ber

{Another
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AN AMAZING HUMAN STORY THAT WILL HOLD

YOUR

Have You Read A SON'S DILEMMA " 7— -

INTEREST !

4 §TIRRING STORY OF THE FAMOUS FILM STAR’S éARi.Y TRIUMPHS AND STRUGOLES.

INTRODUCTION.

Eddie Polo, ex-acrobat of the Busto Circus,
commences his great career in the Eclair Film
Company, under the managership of Mr.
Llorrisoil. Here he meets an English actor,
Dick Tordyce, with whom he becomes close
irviends, and a charming young star, Miss
Stella Cleaver, sister of one of the g!tls he
had prevtously rescued from the great fire in
St. Louis. Later Eddie unfortunately makes a
bhad, enemy of Tim DBobbin, of the same
company.

During the werking of a certain film Bobbin
fﬂtemnts to kill the young actor, but Eddic
saves himself from a terrible death by his
uick action.

The film story develops in which Eddie
takes a  prominent part.  An unlooked for
aceident; happens to Stella' and: Eddie, and
two find themselves floating down the
After a struggle, Eddie reaches the
ore, only to blunder into a quicksand, in
ich- they stick fast.

(Now_ read on.)

From the Jaws of Death!

HREE miles away up the river-bank
half a dozen horsemen pounded along
at high speed, their keen eves sweep-
ing the water and the adjacent land

carefully that not -a stray eat or dog or
artled rabbit escaped their serutiny. TFhey
encountered the tug and the barges, and, in
use to their frantic signals and a little
1evolver play indulged in by Dick Fordyce,
the captain of this nonclmlult array of craft
ap ared.

~Have you seen anything of a man and
an floating down the stream?” cried
S01.

i'he bargee ‘cxpectorated thoughtfully,
kurnt'lkd his head, and then shook it.
* sie said. “ At least, not this

ia Town.,”
n's stupid, or drunk, or half-
asieep!” snapped Morrison. “Come on, we
can’t waste more time now! Boot and
saddle, boys, and remember I'm paying for
the horseflesh you founder. On you go!”
.. He led the way at a terrific bat, and thus,
in course of time, they'came to the little
cover where Eddie and Stella had secrambled
ashore. Carefuily they rode round the edge
of the quicksand, without knowing that it
was guicksand, and then, quite suddeniy,
Morrison caught sight of a white hand stic
ing out of the beach. And on the hand was
a. ring he promptly recognised as belonging
20 Stella Cleuaver.
With a hoarse cfy the cinema producer
* fell upon his knecs and commenced to
seramble at the sand, throwing it behind him
in heaps, Diek Fordyce joined him on the
instant, and then one of the other men, who
hiad ~ previously hdd experience of  the
treacherous nature of quicksands, unslung
from his saddle-bow the rope he had brought
ingt an emergency, and, fiinging this to
two men, took the other end to an
lueent vock, and thus prevented their being
swhilowed up as Eddie and Stella had been.
1t scemed eternities to the *onlmﬂ men before
Sl got the mxd clear of Kddie's face—
= before thcy managed to haul him and the girl
-out of that death-trap. -And even then they

‘,fé,x_'ed that they had arrived too late.
Steila, mercifully, had never recovered from

the sudden shock of the explosion which had
THE POPULAR.—No. 100.
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been. the original eause of their troubles
and lay still and iner Eddie’s face was as
white as wax, and there was hardly any
perceptible sign of life about him.

“Ride for a doctor, quick, Herring!” cried
Morrison to one ofshis followers. “Bring the
first you can - find! - Here,- Fordyee, grab
Eddie’s arms and play the artifieial respira-
tion game on him, while you, Wilkins, and
myself do the same for Stella. Muddiman,
ride like the wind to the nearest chemist’s

and get some brandy out of ‘him. Halse,
you'd better help Fordyce.”
The party were now well clear of the quick-

sand, and Eddie and Stella were laid down
side by side on the green.fleld the lad had
tried so gailantly to reach while there was
still life in him, and though the men lagt no
time in startmg artificial respiration, though
Herring found his doctor and Muddiman
.magerl to extract—not without violence—
a modicum of brandy from a half-awake
druggist, it was with sad hearts that they
toiled. nd,- work -as they would, they
could bring colour into neither Stella’s nor
Eddie’s faces
* Keep at it, lads!” said the kindly surgeon,
when he - at last arrived. “It’s the only
thing possible. I've seen people dug out of
that sand after being immersed for hours,
and then brought back to life.- You're
doing as much as I could, and yet I'll wait
here till they show signs of life, and then
ase what ckill I have to bring them back
over the bridge. 1t might be worth while to
get an automobile here to take them away
when they come round, if they do.”
He remained, - directing the work.
though they tried to force brandy bhetween
the vietims’ lips, the effort was wuseless,
There were tears in the eyes of all the men
they worked—tears for the loss of the light-
hearted girl and the steel-hearted lad who
had so guickly endeared hims
“+ Gireater 1ove hath no man than this
said Fordyce, half-brokenly, when a sudden

and

5

exclamation from Morrison cut into the
quotation.

“Here, doc—quick!” yelled the producer.
“I think the girl’s coming round

As the surgeon bent over Stella, she
suddenly gave a gasp, made a aquick intake

of breath, and then, in the agony of return-
ing life, writhed convulsively. Her eyes

opened, and there was a terror in them that.

nearly drove the onlookers insane. And then
she gave a shuddering moan of pain.
“That's right,” said the doctor. “She’ll do
now. Try her with the brandy again—force
it between her teeth. That’s just a normal
faint—and 1 don’t wonder at her fainting,
for bringing back life is more than painful.
Now she’s all right we ought to have the
boy fixed up in no time. Keep pegging
away—while Ul"lbb a sign there’s hope.”
Eddie Polo afterwards said that never in
the whole of an:adventurous and fairly well
spent career did he experience such agony
as in that first rush of blood from the heart,
when the exertions of his friends started that
organ once more pumping. “And,\like Stella,
after the first protesting cry, he also fainted,
so that presently thejremainder were able to
hoist him and “Stella, accompanied by the
doctor and Morrison, mto a big car ﬂxaﬂge'i
oub-of an adjacent garage, which flew like
the wind, regardless of all: speed laws, back
to St. Louis, Dick Fordyce’s heart singing a
pean of praise and joy that these two
friends of his had been pulled back across

the great divide. And a couple of bhours
later both were tucked into their respectis
beds, with their nearest and dearest in close
attendancs upon them, and ‘the other
members of the studio crowd calling in twos
and threes to congratulate them on their
marvelious escape from death in the quick-
sand,

“Look here, Eddie Polo!” said Terencs,
the camera-man, with moeck indignation.

“You've let slip thie opportunity of a life-
time. - Think what a wonderful stunt it'd
bave been for us to have been able to filin
you and Stella in that quicksand. Why, man,
it'd have made you and the lady both
famous tl)rdughout the whole world. What
a chance you've inade us miss. Next time
you'd better tell us in advance, and we'il
have a camera all ready on location to take

vour. dying struggles, to show folks just
how you looked and felt when the sand crept
up round your neck, your chin, your mgcuth

and————2
“It tasted Jolly fumny, anyway,” said
Eddie. *Ray, Terence, if you're so keen on

a picture of that kind, how will it be if
Stella and I stage tite scene for you some
day—eh?”

“Po it, and I'll be your fricnd for life!”
said Terence.

Eddie raised himself on his elbow.

“You bloodthirsty old villain!” he smiled.
“Get cut! I refuse to be smothered to make
& reel for your beastly old camera! Dick,
old man, throw Terence out of the door, and
if he ahruggles accidentally drop him down
the stairs while somebody else suaps him
with  his camera! That'll teach him!
Cheerio, Terence, my lad!”

In such wise the days of his own and
Stella’s convalescence passed, though in the
intervals of ealling to cheer the invalids, the
udio crowd went on with their work. And
it so happened that one afternoon, feeling
still a little shaky on his legs, Eddie Polo
strolled into thé place and announced Lis
intention of carrying on where he had left
off. They laughed at him, and told him to
rest up awhile; anyhow, said Morrison, with
his tongue in his cheek, there wasn't any
shooting going on in which Tddie or Stella
appeared. So, when the girl turned up the
next morning she and the aecrobat were
compelled to take seats well out of range of
the camera, and wait till they had regained
their old stremgth and vigour before again
taking up their parts “And thus a mon®h
passed—a very pleasant month—wherein sun-
shine and laughter and the affection of old
friends helped the pair over a frying time.

&

Treachery!

$6E" 7ELL. LEddie, my lad, you've eaten
y the bread of idleness and drawi

salary for doing nothing quite

long cnough,” said Morrison one

morning. “How do you feel about trying

to break your neck in some of your stunts
again?” = -

“Fcel I retorted Eddie. “What's the stunb
this time—murder, or sudden death, or fire,

or lightning, or what?”

“Neither,” said Morrison.
simply let Fordyce, the

bhetter of you for once.

travelling

“This time you
villain, get the
You and Stella are
across the prairie on horsehack,
and he and the studio crowd, made up as
Indians, attack you—he, of course, having
supplied them with fircwater and a lot of
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promises about money—and capture you.
Then they carry Stfella offi—the Indians, I
mean—and leave you in Fordyee's hands,
bound hand and foct. There's a single rail-
way track running across the ground where
the fight takes place, and a train coming
along in the distance., The sight of this
train’s smoke "—Morrison’ was now reading
from the typewritten scenario in ‘his hand—
“gives the villain the idea that if he lashes
you to the rails the engine will rid him of
a dangerous rival, and at the same time,
by encompassing your death by accident—for
he'd remove the ropes after the train had
passed over you—he isherits the fortune.
Prttty good for Fordyce—what!”

“Rather!” grinned Eddie.
ready. Lead on. TI'll willingly suffer death
at any time to "et the real thrill. But, say,

boss, that engine? I suppose you'll fix every-
thing all you can de? I’ve just had a long
spell of rest and a long spell of bed, and
if I put in any more time there recovering
from injuries my landlady wili be charging
me extra for wearing out the sheets and
blankets.”

There was a general laugh at this saily,
and Morrison joined in. Then he pointed at
a dummy figure in the corner of the studio.

“That’s what we’re going to run over, if
anything is smashed,” he said. “We shall stop

the camera and the trgin just in the nick
of time, of course, shiit you, lash the dummy
to the rails, and then drive on~that is, of
course, if we can’t see where you're to be
rescued, though the scenario 82ys you're tq
die, and your twin brother fall in love wit!
the girl and continue to thwart the \llhm
But rest your mind easy on the
nceidents; there won't be any, for 1"
up with the railway {olks mot to damage
their property, and, besides, the driver of
the train will be Tim Bobbin there, and you
know how_careful he is.”

Eddle jaw dropped at the mention of his
enemy’s namc It was certainly incredible
that Morrison should not be aware of the
little liking Eddie had for Bobbin, or the
one-time acrobat for the lad who had dis-
;:Lued him in the studio. And now Eddie’s
life was to lie in the other’'s hands. Yet.

somehow, Eddie could net object to the

arrangement. To show the white feather at
ihis juncture, just as he was beginning to
make good in the film world, would be
- disastrous in its effect on his future career
as a star. But he stared frankly into Tim

Bobbin’s eyes.

“There’s no call for you to get excited,
Polo,” said Bobbin, with a great assumption
of heartiness. “’Twon’t be the first time I've
handled the throttle and brake aboard a
Jocomotive, and I know just where to stop
and when. So your precious skin’ll be quite
safe in my hands. Say, don’t you think it’s
time you and me forgot all about the
animosity there’s been between wus, and
became just friends? We've got to work
together, and if you don’t trust me and I
don’t trust you , we sha’n’t Be able to
turn out the real stuff. I'm ready to be
Mls when you are, and there’s my hand
on in”

Eddie Polo’s heart gave a great leap of
joy. He had long suspected that Bobbin
had been responsible for the “accident ¥ to
the bucket in his first great scene, but as he
and Fordyce had not been able to prove this,
and as events had marched too fast for them
to have time to gather evidénce, they had
said nothing. But now, it appeared, Bobbin
was ready tc forget the cause of his enmity
in working for the general good. With a

cat swift impulse Eddie's hand shot out
and gripped that of the other man.

“Pals,” said the lad—“sure we’ll be pals,
and I'm sorry if I've suspected you wrongly,
or done you any harm in deed or thought.
And now let’s have a chat about this stunt:
it's my neck that's going to be nuunr tle
train wheels if there’s any mishap.”

Morrison grinned. He had long nutxr*d the
ained relations which existed between
e two, and had already formed a shrewd
apinion of the reason therefor. When the
o_young men sheok hands, therfore, he
iled gladly, for had they continued to
he at da ggers drawn either one or the other
must have gone. ;

And next day, after a discussion of the
n fibm from all points of view, the whole
of the studio crowd mounted a train and
were hurled into the prairie across which
the drink-mad Indians had once: come to
wreck Busto’s travelling circus, and across
which Eddie had once hunted an acrobat by
the name of Garcia del Rogeriguo. - But that
was ancient history, and hardly evoked a

“Well, I'm

said Morrison,

smile in Eddie’s memory as the train crawled
past villages where the circus had performed,
and at last drew up at a one-eyed place
whose signboard proclalmed it to be Alkali
Springs.

A water-tank, half a dozen frame-houses,
a ranch in the distance, and a liquor store
combined with an hotel, seemed to be the
whole constitution of Alkali Springs, and
the advent of the cinema erowd exactly
doubled the population of the place. And
every ordinary inhabitant immediately
announced his or her intention of taking a
holiday from work till sueh time as the
actresses, actors, and cameras withdrew from
the scene—a procecding which made Morri-
son smile, for he could easily obtain here
a cheap “erowd ¥ of the right local type and
colouring, Therefore he prompted the lot,
and had the freedom- of Alkali Springs
unanimously conferred upon him in the saloon
that same evening, Eddie Polo, Dick Fordyce,
and even Tim Bobbin sharing the general
idolisation.

And n
in earne,

morning they commenced work
And work meant, for Eddie and
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life there and then. “They lose their heads
and cavort about irresponsibly, with the
result that somebody gets vl and the
producer has to pay considerable damageq
Here, you cuckoo, come off it; you're not
supposed to eat the girl! Fall back a bit,
and let Mr. Fordyce through; he’s the star,
not you! That’s better! Fovdyce plug that
joix»t. in the car—the fellow who’s doing his
best to knife Polo! Tell him it’s only play,
and that he’s not a real scalp-hunting
savage!”

Poor Mr. Morrison had his hands full. The
natives, mingling with the trained actors from
the studio, scemed to have forgotten in the
excitement of the fight that it was anything
but a mimic combat, and though they gave
the producer and the stars several anxious
moments as the film eventually turned out,
the picture was all the more thrilling and
realistic . for it. But Eddie Polo, as he
struggled and fought in his saddle to save

tella from her supposed capters; reccived
more than one crack with spear-shaft and
tomahawk-handle, and had the blades of the
knives been other than tin he must have losh

deadly work !

The two men scraped round the heads of Stella and Eddie with frantic
haste, and at last they were able tc get a hold on the sinking couple.
it ssemed that they were too late, and that the quicksands had done their

But
(See page 14.) ‘

Stella, riding out into the prairie a consider-
able distance. Save for a couple of grooms;
the hero and heroine of the picture went
alone, since all the others were required for
their various parts, Fordyce haranguing the
crowd made up :as Indians—since real Indians
might have overdone the attacking part of
the play—and Bobbin making his way fo
where a tank-engine was attached to a train
of passenger cars, lent by the obliging rail-
way company to the Eclair Film-Producing
Company for a consideration.

From their place on the skyline Eddie and
Stella and the others watched the prepara-
tions, and presently Miles, the second camera-
man, came riding towards them in an auto-

mobhile. That was the signal for them to
start work, and as ke fixed his recording
machine on the ground they posed for a
close up, showing them to be gazing over the
prairie, and then rode onwards at an easy
canter, obliviously unsuspecting of danger.
Their hor hoofs kicked up the sand as

they progressed, and side by side with them
ran the camera man’s motor-car.

The whoop which came from the supposed
Indians as the pair rode carefully into the
skili’u[ly-prepared ajnbush was far more life-
like than the real thing, and the struggle that
follnwed was far more bitter than it need be.

“That's the worst of using lecal talent,”
as he grabbed at one man,
who, with tomahawk uplifted, looked as
though he was about to end Eddie Polo’s

¢ guantity ef bleod and meaps
in the strenuousness of it all .
But presently he was hauled from his horse,
and, with Fordyce, cursing the uativcs and
at the same time making the gestures of
issuing orders, bound lmnd and foot. her
he and Stella were placed side by side,
with their faces expressing contempt and r
at the villain, the pair were submitted
section of “gloating ” whieh Fordyece carried
out very well, though die nearly made his
victims laugh as he audibly apologised for

o a

the roughness with which his followers had
handled them.

“A most gentlemanly b upont MWy
word !” said ¥ddie, with a hat r

bis face appear as though he were telling the
ather do his worst, and bhe ham“'i 0
him. ¢k a man on the lead, cut Jis
throat, and ocr* his pardon at the same tlme
< eye on that Bobbin mer
5 him for his sudden

Fordyee, taking the last
turn around Bddie’s arms with a stout cord.

“I had a chat w1fh him last night, and told.
him if there were any monkey tricks or aeti-
dents he’ d have to answer to me and to the
law for his actions, and he seemed to under-
stand that I meant my words. 8o I don't
think you need worry.”
{Another splen istalment of this grand

serial next I’Tma_j )
THE PoPULAR.—No. 100,




16

£ STIRRING DETEC

THREADS OF THE STORY.
Adrian Vaughan, after having served five
leaves Dartmoor Prison, bent on re-
fig his old position 1n the world, but he
i that all of his old acquaintances had
joined th: great army against him, including
im, Harry Leigh, and he vows
enge on those who were once his

to get
friends

He falls in
ptison, by ram
iibe of splendidly furnished rooms,
they intend to ptan a greal scheme.
Vaughan appears before the publie
singer and musician, and makes a
name for himself.

Later, Demottsen informs his partner that
he has discovered that Leishman is really
Alr. Leigh, the criminal’s moneylender, a man
who leads a double life. =

They employ the services of John Tirth,
who is the double of the ex-convict, and it
is arran the latter helps Firth to
discover the whereabouts ef Judas Leishman,
& man who had wronged him in the past.

(Now read on.)
65 UDAS
E you,
Al
fac

of surprise the other's words had caused him.
He had been far more astonished when
Demottsen told him that Judas Leishman was
none other than Harry's father, Justin Leigh.

“Heaven, alone knows how much!” Firth

ith an old acquaintance of the
of Demottsen, and secures
where
Later
as a
great

‘The Coniraci!
LEISHMAN? He
then?

has wronged

perfectly maske¢
of the sho

replied passionately. “But one day he will
auswer. Forgive ‘me, AMr. Rutherford. Per-
haps 3'd let myself- brood too much upon

my wrongs.”’

wughtful. He could, if he
choze, bring John th and his enemy face
to face without further delay. But would
that be wise? Not altogether! e had con-
ccived a motion whereby it would be in his
best interests to retaim this man. his double,
in his power. Why spare him because of
something that had happened to Firth in the
long ago—something that didn’t concern him
in the very least? —

He rested his arm on the mantelpiece, and
spoke in guiet, subdued tones.

“Suppose, Mr. Firth, I could do more than
pay you the amount I have mentioned; if,
for instance, 1 would undertake, at the end
of two- years, not only to hand you
thousand pouads, but to bring you and Jjudas
Leishman face to face?”

%’F h leaped ferward and scized the other’s

.

“You know him,
rising almost to a s

“That is my

before you a

then?" he said, his veic
iek. X

ir, Mr. Firth. I'm putting

ss propesiticn. It is for

you to dee shether you will aceept or

Bot; mot for you to ask questions.”

<Mr. Rutherford, I'm sorry!”

T other’s coldness made a deadly fear

grip his heart lest, afler all, his chunce of

finding Judas leishman might go for ever.
“T'll state my terms first,” Vaughan w

on. “If they appeal to you tell
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hould expect of you
ir.. Now, for my
¢ of your past.”

go on to say what I

in-return. Take anot

purpose I must know soneth

“I have nothing to hide!”

John Firth's fine head was lifted proudly.

“Are you g married man?”’ 3 =

“My wife died nineteen years ago.”’

“You have no—er—what the world cails
encumbrances?”

*None whatever!”

“Any relations?”

*They don’t know me.””
“Would John Firth be m
“Not by a soul!”

Then he can gquite easily d
years?” =

Firth inclined his dark head.

“You play well, Mr. Firth?”

“] can play anything, and almost every
instrument.” :

“Suppose you sit down and run over
Beethoven's * Moonlight Sonata ’?7

Vaughan listened enraptured until the last
ligquid mote died softly away.

“Exquisite! My ’‘cello—take it and render
Chopin's ‘ Nocturne.! I will accompany you.”

Vaughan stepped to the piano, & magnifi-
cent Bechstein Grand, and the great room
became filled with sweetest, gentlest cadence.
Who would have dreamt that behind that
grand face of Vaughan, as the spirit of the
music lifted him out of himself, was the
brain of a fiend? <

“Ah, vou play divinely, Mr. Tirth! With
a little practice you could catch every expres-
sion of mine, especially when I am in lighter
vein:” ;

“I feel quite certain of it.”

“Then to business once more. 'The money
is yours at the end of the stipulated time.
You will be free to leave me and go your own
way again.””

“But Judas Leishman—jyeou sdid :

“1 said mothing. Don’t worry about him.
WO years’ serviee expires +l
shall take you to him.”

Firth’s white hands fingered the strings of
the ‘cello nervously:

“@Good heavens, the time!" he muttered.
and for a minute buried his head on his arm.
When he looked up, his face was strong with
a firm resolution. *“What do you ask of me
in return for all this?” >

“Firstly, that our compact, if you agree,
shall be known to no one under heaven save
you and me.”’ -

“T swear!’?

“Secondly, that you forget that such a man
as John Firth ever existed, and become Pau!
Rutherford instead.”

“That is easy to promise!”

“You will never betray your

“My word is my bond.”’

“Whatever I ask yom will perform. Your
work will be simple. One day you might have
to appear at the Albert Hall; unother at a
public dinrer; anether at a grand reception;
the next, perhaps, at a bazaar or a fashion-
able wedding, but ajways you would be
Rutherford, the musicihn.”

*I understand.”

“The next, you must pr
5 paper for tw

ive you.

Whatever happens in

sed if he died?”

ppear for-two

real identit

mise never to read
rs; except such as

the -world arouvud

doesn't concern me. I have told you I have
only one interest in life.>’

“Good! Then you will agree never to write
a letter or. to reecive one—I mcan, as John
Firth 2> : i

“1 make no objection to that eonditien. A

street  mausician -deesn’t do much Ietter-
writing.”? E
“You .will- pt rself unreservedly in

slightest v

hands, obe
witl alway
Certainly !’ 5 =
“You will swear to do all these things,
provided I keep my side of the bargain?”’
Firth raised his rieht hand, and at
thought of the vengeance one day te be
visited on Judas Leishman his face hecame
distorted with passion and hatred, terrible
to behold.

“I swear to d6
life!”

“Then the compeaet is
Firth gave a laugh,
piano again.

“As you suggested, Mr. Rutherford;

1, doing

all these things, on my

made,”” Vaughan said.
and sat down to the

you've
5

bought me body and soul.. May I piay? The
music gives me power to think.”

“But not to draw back!”

“There is no ~drawing back where a life

vengeance is concerned,” he answered, glane-
ing at Vaughan over his shoulder. -*'Fhis
little piece—I shall play it over again two
years from now—the day when my reckoning
against Leishman is complete.”

He filled the huge apartment with fieree,
triumphal sound. =

.Vaughan helped himself to a fresh
and-soda. v

“Strange,” he mused, “there isn’t so much
difference between that poor wretch's out-
look on the world and mine. We both live
for the same thing—I on a grand scale, he
on a small one. Thank you!” as, with a crash
itke the heavy roli of thunder, the music
ceased. “Now, if you've somewhat recovered,
we may as well discuss your duties. Stand
there for a moment under the light.”

He scanned the other’s face attentively.

*“You want a bit of looking after, man. A
week's rest, a few touches here and there with
pencil and liner, some of the clothes I wear,
and then I'd challenge amyone alive, save
myseclf, to teil the difference between us!”

Firth took a pull at his glass, and relit his
cigar.

“What do you wish me to.do first?”

“Nothing for ten days at least. Meanwhile,
I shall thoroughly coach you in your  part
as to how much—or, rather. how little—you
are to say about yourself, and so forth.
Fieven! It's growing late. You will be
shown to your room. Anything you require,
please ringefor.”

fe touched a bell, and Demottsen appeared.

To him Vaughan briefly explained the situa-
tion. At a ned from him John Firth moved
away.

“Good-night!” he said, turning in the door-
way. -

Vaughan looked up, and for the first time
Firth saw the triumph in his face.

“Good-night, my friend!”” came back the
iow reply. “We shall meet again to=morrow.”

Slowly Firth followed Demottsen up the

whisky-




o

“was too weak and ill to give m
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grand staircase, and with every step echoed
the cry in his soul.

“Too late, too late to draw back now!
Too late!” And with the fatal words on his
lips he last fell asleep, just as the dawn

was breaking over London.

The Golden Cup!
am so glad youn're back!

¢ B ERRERS, 1
Dad has been almost unbeariable
the last week or two, and ['ve been

altogether at my wits’ end to know

L 2

what to do with him!”

Harry did not wait for the detective to
reach the house. In a flash he was down
the steps leading from the veranda and

across the lawn to grip his hand.
Locke ran a critical eye over his friend.
“My hoy, your nerves are getting frayed.
Tell me about your father. How does he
seem upset?”?
“It is difficult to explain, Ferrers.
you and the doctor brought him her

When
after

weight of eare., There were «déep furrows
about the bearded face, and a fretful droop
about the thin, barely visible lips. The
searching eyes had lost none of their keen-
ness, but as the man rose to greet him, Locke
caught a momentary gleam of fear lighting
their dark depths.

“ Well, any news?' the miHlionaire asked,
in sharp, jerky tones, while his frail hand indi-
cated the chair beside him.

“Hardly yet, Mr. Leigh. T treached Liver-
pool only last night. 'The London police have
héard nothing of Vaughan; he appears to
have vanished utterly.”

“And the supposed detective who took
charge of him—have the police found him?”

There was ohvious anxiety in the older
man’s tones. .

Locke shook his head, and a sigh of relief
came from Justin Leigh. :

“Nothing. Both got clear away.- It was a
clever ruse, Vaughan must have had-a con-
federate who got at all our plans as fast as

Ferrers went out, strangely puzzied, There
was something about Justin Leigh which was
a.mystery—some dread fear eating away the
happiness from his life.

As a thinking man he could not fail to read
into the strange happenings in the house at
Clapham some connection between the bogus
detective, Barton Dawe, and the old man’s
heart attack. S

“Whoever Vaughan's confederate was, he
knew Mr. Leigh, and Mr. Leich, on recog-
nising him, was so stru with amazement
that for the time being his heart failed him,
and he became pretty near to a sudden end.
Well, whatever 1t may be, I won’t worry
Harry about it, except to tell him that his
father is determined to have his own way,
and no power on earth will shake him from
his resolve. Something is undoubtedly worry-
ing him and causing him considerable mental
excitement, and the soocner he gets dene with
it the better.” -

A few reassuring words from him eased

Harry turned the handle of the door and entered the room.
Vi;he reom was occupied, that a man was

At once he gave a gasp cf surprise, for he saw that
in the act of removing a beautiful golden cup from the sideboard.

fSMr. Rutherford !’ gasped Harry. (See page 18.)

his heart attack in the house ab Clapham he
: i trouble.
But a day or two .after you sailed from
America he started to werry me io let him
go up to London, und ever sinee he has given

me no peaece night or day. Of course, in
himself he's quite strong and well now. But
the doctor sald he was {o ta no long

rmey alone, and because I won't hear of
going to town wunless 1 accompany him
he simply malkes life unbearable. Perhaps you
could reason with him.”
‘N iieresis <he 2
“In the libravy,

reading. Now, if you'll

cxcuse me, I must ar off and get ready
for to-night. Of course, I shall see you
there?”

“ Where?”? -

“At Kingsweare, You've ‘been asked,

haven't you¢”

Lecke nodded.

“0Oh, yes, I’'ve been invited, but, much as
T'd like to he present, I certainly can’t spare
the time to appear at dinner. You see, I've
got to deliver my report on this New York
affair. Of course, if I can get in hefore the
dancing 13 over-1 wili.??

Justin Leigh had aged much since the féw
weeks of Ferrers’ absence abroad. The detec-
tive watched “him from the doorway: The
big, strong frame seewed bowed beneath a

we matured them. 1 suppose you've received
none of your retes back?’

*“No. Search as we might, the numbers
couldn’t be found. I'm airaid -I must say
good-bye to that twenty thousand pounds!

“Now, Ferrers, 1 want you to reason with
Harry. Of course, I've always left myself
in his hands, but, all the same, there are
times when a man wants to be alone. A
tertain business matter of a very trying
nature demands my attention in London.
Naturally, he iusists on going with me, and,

T private reasons, tlLﬂt won't de. You
put the idea out of his head that

the

Locke glanced sideways at Just
Truly. the change in him was remarkable.
had grown nervous and fidgety, and t
was a red look in the erstwhile plac
and benevelent countenance. He leaned for-
ward, hanging on the detective's auswer with
curious cagerness.

“Naturally, Harry would be anxious, Mr.
Leigh. 1Is it essential you should ge quite
alone?”’ !

“T have said so!” The old man stiffened,
seeing no support was to he gained from
Locke. “Still, perhaps you:will be so good
as to forget I mentioned the subject to you.
That will do, Ferrers! T have to get ready
to go to Kingsweare to-might. Good-hye!”

y darger in my travelling alone.”’
n Leigh.
He

Harry’s mind. He said good-bye, and,
jumping nto his car, was driven to London.
Now that Ferrers was gone, the same in-
expressible sense of impending disaster
returned to Harry. He, too, was conscious
of the great change. Of late—in fact, ever
since the hour when Ferrers and a London
specialist brought him home after his break-
down in London—there was a difference in his
attitude towards him. He seemed to regari
him as someone to be guarded, watched, and
hardly let out of his sight: This made his
sudden determination to go alone to London
all the more mysterious, and*he found himself

wondering, for the hundredth time, why
Justin Leigh had so often of late questioned

him about a short, stout man with peculiar
eyes, and whether he had scen such a one
loitering near the house or grounds.

For the first time a barrier seemed to have
sprung up between father and son.

AlL this was in Harry Leigh’s mind as he
dressed for the dinmer and. dance at Kings-
weare.

The sight of Kingsweare Hall, a mass of
silver-grey stone pierced by a hundred points
of dazzling light, hanished his troubles. The
big car drew into the Jacobean forecourt, and
the great doors swung wide.

He went in. A spacious walnut panelled
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hial, hung with tapestry and pictures and
suits of gleaming armeur, opened on to the
grand staircase, at the head of which the
Marquis and Marquise of Ranguvy stood to
receive their guests. = A hundred softly-
sereened lights wavered across the portraits
and glowed now on a glittering corslet of
steel, and now on a rieh red coat. Men in
lace collars and bucket boots, in Oudenarde
wigs and shining breastplates, grand-dames
in low-cut velvet gowns powdered with pearls,
leoked down upon the curious couple as Harry
«ngd his father ascended the stairs.

Trom somewhere in a distant park of the
zrand old h anguorous music floated, and
the trees without seemed to whisper baek
the soft notes through the open windows.

Harry left his father in a little circle of
men, whom he knew would talk finance till
dinner was over.

Raymond Marconnon, standing in a recess
by the doorway, watched him. The marquis
eame in, ‘talking gaily to a tall, handsome
man, whose wealth of dark, curling hair and
dead white face marked”him as the musician
whose name was in everybody’'s mouth.

“Paul Rutherford—the great Paul Ruther-
ford!”

Byes and lips flashed his identity along.
Harry, too, found himself looking over and
beyond the group of friends to where the
musician stood. Not until dinner was nearly
over did their eyes meet. Paul Rutherford’s
handsome features were masked by a gracious
smile. Then he looked away, as though un-
conscious of his presence.

Marconnon, whe sat next to Harry, was so
entertaining that he gave him little time to
refiect again on the curious, subconscious
feeling of disquiet that had assailed him when
his eyes had, for that brief minute, met those

Read A SON’S DILEMMA ' 72—

of the artistic-looking musician at the far
end of the long table. At last the long
repast was over. Harry rose, and prepared to
join the long procession on its way to the
hall-room. :

On the way he suddenly discovered that he
had lost his eigarette-case, so, stepping aside,
he waited until the huge dining-room was
practically empty, and then slipped in to
recover his lost property.

The great shadowed hall was empty, and
the front door open to the cool of the night.
The magnitude of the house was a little dis-
concerting, and Harry felt a chill presenti-
ment seize him as he crossed the vestibule
after a vain search for the missing article.
Perhaps, after all, he had dropped it in the
little ante-room.

No sound ecame from within the small
apartment. He turned the handle and went
quietly in. The darkness was cut by a bril-
liant path of white light which came from an
electric hand-torch lying on the table. In
the glaring radiance a thousand points of fire
leapt up, for here were cases of gem-studded
sword-hilts, and rare miniatures and numerous
placques of ivory and silver and gold.
Mechanieally frozen inte stillness, his wide,
staring eyes yet followed the beam of the
electric torch to the recess beyond the fire-
place.

Against the light background a familiar
figure stood out. His back was towards him,
the tall form bent, the handsome, striking
face only partially visible as its owner leant
far forward and replaced on a velvet-lined
shelf a golden cup of marvellous beauty.
For an instant he stared at it ecritically,
took it up again and held it, clear and spark-
ling, against the strong light:

“Then he turned, and looked beyond the

glare into the shadows to where Harry Leigh
stood aceusingly facing him.

“Mr. Rutherford, what are you doing?”’ the
young fellow cried, and shrank baeck appalled
at the hatred in the other’s eyes as he shot
him a single furtive glance. Now his .
shoulders were working, his lithe body
croucfied and quivered for the leap that would
bear him back and dash him into insensibility.
Harry saw red murder in the gaze, and, fling-
ing a shrill cry into the night, flung wide the
door and sped, panting, across the hall, each
moment expecting the glittering weapon
which had sprung into view in Rutherford's
steady hand to flash out a leaden messenger
of destruction. : i
the

At the open door of the drawing-room
marquis and marquise confronted him.
“My dear Harry, what ever is the

matter?”’ the marchioness asked, started by
the young man's unwonted pallor and the
excitement on his face.

“1 don’t wish unnecessarily to alarm you,
but, Mr. Rutherford—I saw him in the curio-
room; I went there in mistake for the ante-
room. He had a large gold cup in his
hand—" :

Already the marquis, swift and supple, was
darting across the hall.

The marquise smiled reassuringly.

“My dear fellow, something has unnerved
you. As for Mr. Rutherford, assuredly you
are mistaken. Look there!”

A little ‘group, chattering and laughing,
emerged on its way to the ball-toom. Harry's
glance swept above their heads -and came
to rest on Rutherford's big form at the
piano, from which he was drawing the most
delightful music and® singing one of his
inimitable songs.

{There will be another long instalment ’of
“A Marked Man!” in next week’s issue.)
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#f gend 3 penny stamps for particulars of the Mento-Nerve Strengthening Treat-
ment, used in the Navy, from Vice-Admiral to Seaman, and, in the Army from
Colonel to Private, D.8.0.’s, M.C.'s, M.M.'s, a) O.M.

SMITH, Ltd., 527, Imperial Puildings, Ludgate Circue, London, E.C. 4.

8, M.C’s, MM.’s, and D.0.M.’s —GUDFRY E‘LX;IOTT-

HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS from £1.—Real Value.
Just the Present for Xmas, £
94, Drayton Avenue, West Ealing, London.

sk

Films Galore.
Lists Free.—De: ;s

E., DEAN CINEMA CO.

MAGIC TRICK

T. W. HARRISON, 239, Pentonville Road, London, N. 1.

Illusions, ete.—Parcels 2/8, &/8,
s and  10/6. Sample trick, 1/-—

timnonials, proof sent.

«oURLY HAIR! - “Minecurled atonce,” writes Major.
(stamps accepted). —SUMMERSY (Dept. ‘P.),

Thousands of tes-
1/5,2/8
Upper Russell St., Brighton.

Summers’ ““Curli{”’ curls straightest hair.

T nab s S ee 0 SR RTEE = : . B

s Shamm o s av o mustosl nbromient s syl { || HEF | Al applications for Sdoertisement | i

e e e e L L e et
S0 a7 on sy tome s 1016 sow et srente 1075 | | | priry | moevesses P8 S0e L  RiEs |
S S Dl b ot e FEE OE ) e o e
price—MASTERS, Ltd., 6, Hope Stores, RYE, Sisiul eclivay. LIOUSE, SINLINRUON = § Gty

Catalogue Free. Foreign applications invited. E‘IHE‘; Street, ,E‘C'4' EEE
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-A Magnificent School Story in This Week's *MAGNET "’ Library. 19

Boys ! Choose Meccano for ﬂmsmaas
It is heaps better fun making real working models than playing with toys that somebody else has made. With
Meccano you can build scores of interesting models—a new one every day if you like. Cranes, Towers,
Transporter Bridges, Looms, Motor Cars, Aeroplanes. You can build anything that werks with Meccano.,
No ckill or study is needed. The Big Book of Instructions sent with each Outfit makes everything cdlear.

Tell them at honve that it must be Meceano this Christmas., £

FRE‘E TO BOYS. A SPLENDID NEW MECCANO BOOX
This is a beautiful new book which shows boy‘s how to enjoy every minute of
their play hours. It L\Dl'L‘)]S in g implc way the joys of Meccano. 1t is beau-
tmuu illustrated, and each page is brimuming with boy fun and luppmc ,,,,,

HOW TO GET A FREE COPY.
Just show this page to three chums and send us their names and addresses
with your own. Put Neo. 56 after your name for reference. VWrite to-day

Girder Crane
Complete Qutfiis

§/- to 189/-

Mnccano, Lxmlted

Letter Binns Road, Liverpool.

NICKEL

SILVER WATCHES

DELIVERED ON FIRST PAYMENT OF

'gt{ \\

J% 2 = ONLY. YOU
HAVE WATCH

WHILST PAYING FORIT.

Gent's fullsize Railway-timekeeping Reyless
Lever Watch. Stout Niekel Silver Damp snd
Dustproof cases, plain dial, perfectly batanced
superior Lever movement, sp!endld txmekeopcr
Price 15/- each. Lummous dial (see time in
the dark), 2/- extra. Wrist, 2/- extra, Ladies’
or Gent's.

WL Wll' send either of these watches on receipt of P.O. for
-, After receiving wateh you send us a further 2/- and
promyse to pay the remaining balance by weekly or montlm
instalments. For cash with order enclose 14/- oply. Five years’
warranty given with every watch.
To avoid disappomtment send 2/- and 64d. extra postage at once.
Bieycle-. Motor Blcyclea, No unpleasant inquiries. All orders executed in rotation.
Steel Balls & Ball Bearings,

GOVERTRY BIRMINGHAMLONBON cv’u":ﬂ?&“' C. KAVANAGH & C€0. (Dept. 20),

FU T aRRee 88, BISHOPSGATE, LONDON, E.C. 2.

Rudge it! Don’t Trudge it

PRESENIS THAT PLEASE— =

AND LAST T0O. Bavs { usE a
Punch Ball and F}atﬁ'ormi contl}pletei 5&2{6.0}1)30& =
ing Gloves, 8/6, 13/6. All leather, 16/6. am- §_ 2y
pxonsmp Pattern  (worth 85/-), 25/-. Punch “DARE'DEVl AIR GUN:

Balls (ceiling and floor), 18’6 22’6 Footballe The Dandiest Air Gun Bxtant! Its ibl - Will teach you to sheot

& direct from facmry at wholesale prices

g and SAVE POUNDS. Waild's finest

¢ massive Table Grands, Pertable-

8 Hornless and exqmsltely coloured

- orn FE

& to select from. Grand barmms

g in Columbia, Regal; Zono=

= phone Pathe, Eéison Bell

@ and Daccas. Immediate delivery. Yy
B Senton 1o days' trial, packed free, car-

B riage paid. 26 records (32 tunes} and 400 N

needles included. Satisfaction guaranteed

[2 or moncy refunded. Send postcard now
B% for the biggest and most beautifully
B illustriated  art catalogue ever issued.- &

Bl MEAD CO.(DEPT. G105),

\Q‘

Rudge Whnwonh Lid,

(Cowhide, full size), 10/6, 12 6, 15/6; 12 panel, straight, train the eye, and cullivate fhe judgment of 1. Fine for
16/6; 18 ‘panel (chrome), 21/6. Postage 9d. birds, vats, rabbits, ete. Grand spord shooting bottles. Splendid for
SEND FOR FULL LIST. indoor targel- practlge competitions. d.Tnstttxet thmg(‘fox duil e
Interesting, fascinating, amusing, and instruetive OTCS
TOM GARPENTER’ €9, MORCAMBE STREET, plete \mhga supply of shots, darts, targets, etc., s HAC
ALWORTH S.E. 17. i P.O. 7/9 ana 6d. extra for part canmge. d t frem
SOUTHERRN ARMO'UPIES {Dept. 32), 41, Newington

INCREASE YQEIIRPHE%%HTItg'f;’éﬁ?gpﬁgf;imxz /6 | Btes I DRDON. &1 1. v i
7. ROSE, 16, LANGDALE ROA 5@~ RIY SAVINGS CERTIFICATES,

g€~ P. ROSS, 16, LANGDALE ROAD, SCAREOROUGH. 3G
THE POPULAR.—No. 100.
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THE GREATEST OF ALL X

AS GIFTS.

MAGNIFICENT

HAIR

GROWTH FREE.

1,000,000 4 IN 1” PRESENTS. One for every Man and Woman.

EVERYONE is giving away presents just now.

But there is one man who i3 now giving away not one or a dozen,
No: he is generously distributing no fewer

v oF even fifty presents.
than 1,000,000 Valuable Free Packages.

A 4 IN 1> XMAS GIFT.

Tach of these packages contains, in faet,
four gifts, and as there are 1,000,000 packages
in all, the total number of presents being
distributed by this one individual “ adds up”
to the enormous total of Iour  Miilions
(4,000,000), the Greatest Xmad Gift that
has ever been written about in the Press.

To obtain one of these packages you must
cut out-the Gift Coupen from the end of this
article, fill in your name and address on a slip
or sheet of paper, and post together with four
penny stamps to cover cost of postage and.
packing to your address. That is all you have
fé) 90, No charge is made for the present
dtself.

A COMPLETE OUTFIT FOR GROWING AND
KEEPING BEAUTIFUL HAIR.

This Outfit is not a complex one. Tt con-
sists (as before said) of four parts, which are
as follow :

1. A FREE TRIAL BOTTLE OF ¢ HARLENE
FOR THE HAIR,”’ the most successiul hair-
food ‘and bair-fonic ever discovered.

2. A FREE ‘ CREMEX » SHAMPOO POW-
DER, to cleanse the scalp and hair from all
dust and dryness, and to enable ** Harlene
to feed and streugthen the roots of the hair.

Mr. Edwards now offers as a Xmag Gift to every reader of this

paper & valuable and much prized professional sceret.

He asks you for nofees; he simply asks you to accept this ¥ Hair-
Drill ” Outfit.

The “ Harlene Hair-Drill * Four-fold Gift is
® for you if you are troubled with :
. Falling Hair. 5. Scurf.
. Greasy Scalp. . Over-Dry Sealp.
. Splitting Hair. . Thinning Hair.
4. Dank or Liteless Hair. 8. Baldness.
WONDERFUL EFFECT OF SEVEN DAYS®

‘¢« HARLENFE, HAIR-DRILL.”

Just practise © Harlene Hair-Drill * for a
week. At the end of seven days the hair you
possess will take on a lovely lustre which
multiplies its beauty by 200 per cent. at least.

After a free trial you will be able to obtain
further supplies of * Harlene ” at 1s. 13,
2s. 9d. and od. per bottle; ** Uzon”
Brilliantine at 1s, 1id. and 2s. 9d. per bottle ;
and * Cren Shampoo Powders at Is. 6d.
per box of geven shampoos (single packets 3d.
each), from all Chemists and Stores, or will be
sent direct, on receipt of 6d. extra for postage,
from Bdwards’ Harlene, Lid., 20, 22, 24, and
26, Lamb’s Conduit Street, London, W.C. 1.

== CHRISTMAS GIFT COUPON =

To Messrs. Bdwards’ Harlens Co.,
20, 22, 24, and 26, Lanmb’s Conduit
Street, London, W.C. 1.
Sir,—I spould like one of your 1,000,000 |
Christmas Gifc Packages, containing instrue- |
tions and materials for developing the |

GO DD b
“ZO

i~

4d. stamps for postage arnd packing to my

address, FPOPULAR, 18/12/20.

3. A FREE BOTTLE OF ¢ UZON,” the rerfect
Briliactine that gives the hair an added
lustre and poligh.

AN ILLUSTRATED MANUAL OF ¢ IN-
STRUCTIONS ** for the successful carrying
ouat of ‘* Harlene Hair-Drill *” in the privacy
of your own home, =

L

From his imposing building at 20-26,
Lamb’s Conduit Street, thousands of Free
 Harlene Hair-Drill’” Outfits (with in-
structions) are being sent out. If you
have not yet received one, cut out and
send the following coupon, and you will
have the packet delivered at your

NOTE TO READER.

Write your FULL name and address
clearly on a plain piece of payper, nin this |
coupon to i, and post as directed above,

1
,.
growth and beauty of my hair. I ecnclese i
i
|
(Mark envelope ¢ Gift Dept.”) }

ARE YOU SHORT?

It 50, let the Girvan System help you to increass
your height.  Mp. Briggs reports an increase of
5 inches; Driver ®. F. 3 inches; Mr. Ratclifie 4
inches; Miss Davies 3)-inehez; Mr. Lindon 3
inchee; Mr., Ketiey 4 inches; Biss Leedell 4
inches., This System rt res only ten minutes
morning and evening, and greatly improves the
healih, physigue, and carriage. No appliances
er drugs. Send 3 penry stamps for further var-
ticulars and £100 Guarantee to Enguiry Dept.,
A.M P, 17, Stroud Green Road, Londen, N.4.

-~ PHOTO POSTCARDS OF YOURSIZLE, 1/3 doz
JARCEMENTS, 84. ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL.
AND SAMPLES FREE—HACKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

12 by 10 EN-
CATALOGUE

Eﬁ!}EL STEAM ENGINES FOR XMAS!

From THE MODEL ENGINEERING §0C.,
38 (A.P.Dept.), Queen’s Road, ASTON, BIRMINGHAM.

runs nearly 3,000 feer,
EAM LOCOMOTIVE, solid
throughout, 31/-. MODEL OF CON NENTAL EXPRESS PAS-
iR STEAM LOCOMOTIVE, 37/6. BRITISH-MADE MODEL FIT-
TNGS, ete. SOLID ST'EEL TRACK, 3id, ft. COMPLETE EL

LIGHTING OUTFIT, suitabla bed-ro W.el., ete, 5f-. Pr
T i Motors, 9/6. Small Batteries rork any of our
"~ 1/3. Powerful Shocking Coils, very mneat, 9/-. Twin Coils,
Trwo-volt Accumulators, 3/10. Good Little Four-volt Dynamweo,
9/6. LARGE ELECTRIC RAILWAY, complete with small battery,
50/., Handsome Electric Cycle Lamp, complete, 11/-. Elec rie Night
Wi 11/6. Electric Tie-Pins, com,S with battery, ete., 579.
arts, 1/6. cking Coil DParts, 1/6.

MODEL STEAM LOCOMOTIVE AND TE
“ 0" Gauge, 19/9. BRITISH-MADE PILO
brass

o
Water

grap!

Motor Puaris 3/-. Set Model Boiler
Fittings, 6/9. D Boiler to suit, with
Fittings and La =315, VERTICAL AND

15/6, 37/6 to £10.

HORIZONTAT, b 5
ORDER EARL Postage 6d.

BOX FIRE TOVs 8id, BOX JOKES 3l

ECLRIC .

CUT THES OUT

SHOPPING MADE EASY.

EVERYTHING ON BASY TERMS,
No. 1. Masters’ Famous ¢ Ajax ” Service Capless
Boot ior Police, Post and Railwaymen, price 30/- ;
easy terms, 5/~ devosit and §/- monthly. Specially
gelccted material, price 25/~ 3 samg terma,

No. 2. The King of All—an exira smart Boot
for Sunday or business—extra good gquality, only
85/~ ; easy terms, 5/~ deposit and 5/- monthiy.

No. 8. Masters’ Famous * Cyelops” Boot, a
heavy Sunday Boot for workmen, price 35/-;
5/- deposit and §/- monthiy. Also in Tan 85/« ;
same terms, 5/- deposit and §/- monthly.

5/= MONTHLY

No. 4. Masters’ ** Empire ” Boot, a reliable Boos
for everyday wear, price 27/8 ; superior quality,
30/+ : easy terms, 5/- deposit and 5/~ monthiy, -

No. 5. Gent’s Shoes in Strong Box Leather, smarg
shape, price 80/-; B/- deposit and 5/« monthly,
Also in Brogue, Black 80/=, Tan 3b/- ; same terms,
5/~ monthly. Wonderful good wvaiue.

No. 6. Ladies® &mart Walking Shoe, in Black
Box, 25/- ; Glacie Kid, 30/- and 35/ ; Tan, 85/,

very smart Shoe; or /- deposit and 5/= monthly.

. No. 7. Ladies’ Strong Box Boots, 27/6 ; Glacis,
85/-, Lace or Button ; 5/- doposit and 5/- monthly,
Tan, 45/=, or 7/8 monthly. :

Send §/- depositwith size and say which pair weshalt
send you. Pay balance 5/- monthly after delivery,

BOOT LIST FREE,

Feoreign applicaiions fnvited,

© The Pcpular.” - PEN COUPON.

Send this coupon with PO, for only 5/- dircct fo ths Fleet Pen Co.,
vou will receive (pgst free) a
splendid British Made 14.ct.Gold Nibbed Fieet Fountain Pen,valu€10/6, Tf

119, Fleet St., London, EC. 4. In return

you save -2 further coupofis, each will count as 2d.
send 13 coupons and only . Say w
1 ads to in

nib. This great offer iz
(Foreign postage

POPULAR readers. extra.)

r you want a fine, medium, or broad
ce the famous Fleet Pen to the
Satisfaction guaranteed or
cash returned. Self Filling, or Safety Models, 2/- extra.

Value 24d. 1’*-\.;%‘

MASTERS, Ltd., 8, Hope Stores, Rys.

oft the price; so yon .may

Kam

CINEMATCGRAPH FILMS, 53y sgr Fius for Xmas

e are making room

fer next year's stock. and have a large variety for immediate disposal from
176 per 100 ft., or 14/- 1,000 ft. Stamp for list. Special quotations for
quantities of 10.000 ft. or more, Gne U

rban Bioscope, cowplele, £15.

'Professional Projector, complete on steel stand, with every
latest npprovement. £25.—J. Wiiford, 8, Moorland Place, Hyde Pk., Leads.

Printed and published every Friday by ths Proprietors, The Amalgamated Press, Limited, The Flestwiy House, Farringdon Street,
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