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.; _ Tﬁe_ Great Mistake!

et A Magnificent, Long, Complete Story of
|/l | HARRY WHARTON & Co's. Hatly
= ; | Schooldays at Greyfriars.

~ |FRANK RICHARDS
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corners of his mouth as the thick letter- 1 last moment, and leave him with a guest-

iy on the cloth melted on his tongue.

[lo gasped and choked, and choked and | be a success,

gasped, amid yells of laughter.
g Buck up, Skinny!"” howled Ozilvy.

{‘Inw do you like the flavour?"

S G;‘-r-r-r-;nnnh [

“Bltﬂ at 1t, you ass!”

Gr-r-r-r-roooh !"

Bob Cherry turned away from the

sasbig, writhing cad of the Remove.,

LT .
i ij that isn’t enough lesson for you,
el tl};at you get another!” he ex-
claimed. “T advise you to let Mark Lin-
ley alone.” | :
qr-:?md Bob walked away with his friends.
; -nllllll('l‘ Staggered to his feet, and spat
U}!I t!m cloth and the ink, spluttering
Tt ' rage. Loud laughter all round him
showed how little svmpathy he had to
cXpect, . 3

" Ha, ha, ha!”
: Skinner staguercd away.  Under the
ountain in the Close he washed out his

;_:::':'llh. stuttering and sputtering with

ST

sut I'll make that factory hound sit

llm for this!” he muttered again and
aratn.,
[t was some time Dbefore Harold

Skinner and his crontes had sufficiently
recovered from the thrashing thev had
recetved to hold a conference as to the
manner of “getting their own back ” on
. Mark Linley,
hey were very careful in the working

of A scheme which. they eventually
decided, was perfect. Bul when they
came to the business part of the scheme
't turned out a ghastly fatlure—and the
hn:';l!cp of the Remove paid for their mis-
L1K0 1n no mean manner.,

After that they very wisely decided to
h-;n'u_ Mark Linley severely alone—which
Was just what Mark wanted.

v

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Right Path !
ERNON-SMITH was

‘ chuckling
quictly to himself whe, Y

. he went

to bed lllflt night with the
: Remove. The Bounder of Grey-
friars was in great spirits.  All  the

arrangements were made
party that night. Excepting in the case
of Coker and Potter, all the intended
guests were tn high good-humour, and
all anticipated a rare old time., Vernon-
Smith had been very careful in his
selection of guests. “All the brightest
spirits in the Remove, the Fourth, the
Shell, and the Fifth—two or three from
cach Form—had been seclected for the
little party at the Cross Kevs. The
catermg had been arranged for, and as
Vernon-Smith spent ioney like waler,
all was likely to be successful.
sounder of Greyfriars intended to
“Dblow " the whole of the fifty, and ‘as
his credit was good, he was able to blow
1t before he received it.

[t was really a stroke of genius on
Vernon-Smith's part, getting Loder, the
prefeet, as a member of the party.
Loder was the biggest blackguard in the
school, with the possible exception of
Tonides, the Greck.

Vernon-Smith knew his little ways, but
it was not easy to get a Sixth-Former.in
a junior party. But Vernon-Smith had
contrived it.

The loan of a five-pound note to gamble
with dazzled Loder, and the prospects of
~a big feed with champagne' was very
altractive to him. And with a prefect in
the party, Vernon-Smith felt safe.

True, his father’s influence over the
Head was strong enough to save him
from being expelled—at all events, he
firmly believed so. But the other fellows
had more xrisk to run, and Vernon-Smith

for his little

did not want them to “funk ” at the

and go home and work for them !

The |

He wanted his little party to
and Loder's presence would
help to make it so, by giving all the
fellows a sense of security. If there were
any trouble, the prefect would have to
get them out of it: and as the prefects
had keys to the side gate, there would |
be no difficuty in getting in and out of
the school for the occasion.
Vernon-Smith and Skinner and Snoop
and the othera grinned al one another
anticipatively as they went to bed. They
were to rise at eleven, and make their
way to the lower box-room, where the |
members from the other Forms were to
meet them, with Loder and Carne, of the
SEI”I. . !

The party were to set oul together,
and all of them were looking forward to |
it very much., It was to be the time of
their lives, the Bounder of Greyfriars had
promised them, Vernon-Smith & Co. |
were not likely to ' sleep much before

less table.

elaven, |
There  was another fellow, quite

ignorant of the Bounder's plans, who was

not likely to sleep, either, I

It was Mark Linley.

When the Remove went up to bed
Mark Linley was not with them. He
was still in his study, and he had for-
gotten bed-time.

The Lancashire lad was alone. Bob
Cherry and Wun Lung had respected his
desire to be alone, and they had done
their prep that evening in John Bull's
study.  Mark Linley himself had done no
preparation at all.

It was the first time he had failed to do
his regular work. But he was in no |
mood for it now, and what was the use?
He had to leave Greyfriars.

There was no doubt about that, The
unhappy lad paced his study, and thought
of it again and again till his head seemed
to be bursting. .

It could not be helped. His people
needed him—without him they must |
starve —he must leave Greyfriars,

It was his duty!

At whatever sacrifice to himself, he
knew he must do it. The path of duty
lay straight before him: if he did not
follow it, his conscience would give him
no rest,

"I must go!™ groaned the junior. '

The career he had hoped for—the
honourable position in life twhich would
have enabled him to provide for the old
people  comfortably — all must be |
abandoned. He had to provide for the
present now—rfor the passing hour.

And to go home empty-handed—to add |
one more mouth to those waiting to be
fed. It must ba so till he could got
work.

To_tell his people that he had been dis-
appointed about the prize—that he had
nothing=—nothing but his two hands to
devote to their service. That they nmrust
starve till he obtained work.

Mark Linley opened the drawer where
the box of money reposed, and looked at
it. He had made up his accounts fully,
and left them in perfect order for the
committee to =ee. But—but the money !

He opened the box mechanically. The
glimmer of gold and silver in the gaslight
struck strangely on his weary eyes.

" Oh, what shall I do?” he muttered.

He thought of the anxious, pinched
faces at home—of what this money would
mean to them. He had been {empted
before, but he had conquered the
temptation. Now it had returned, and
he fingered the money restlessly. Then
agamn that strange faney came to him—
from somewhere an echo seemed to ring
In his ears: . |

“Thief !"

J

The Loy started.

~Had a_ real voice spoken, or was it
simply the voice of conscience—that
imward voice that Providence has given
for our guidance?

He drew a deep breath.

All seemed to become clear to him in a
moment. Whatever happened, whatever
might chance, it was wrong to steal—and
out of evil good could not come! . What-
ever Fate might hold in store for him, it
was best to face it with a clear conscience
and clean hands. .

Mark Linley had decided.

At the cross-roads of life he had chosen
the right path. He locked the box, and
puckeg it away in the drawer, From that
moment he never looked back, and the
terrible temptation ceased to haunt hum.

It was finished !

There was a step in the passage.
Harry Wharton knocked at the study
door and opened it, and looked in.

““Oh, here you are!" he eoxclaimed.
“It's bed-time, Marky. Old Wingate's

watting."”

Mark started.

“1 forgot!”

“Buck up, then!"

Mark Linley hurried up to the Remove
dormitory with Wharton. Wingate, of
the Sixth, the captain of Greyfriars, was
waiting inside the doorwWay, and he gave
the junior a grim look. :

“Didn't you know it was bed-time?"
he demanded. _

“I—I forgot,” Mark stammered. *‘ I'm
sorry!"”

“Well, tumble into bed,”
Wingate, with gruff good-nature.

And Mark Linley tumbled in.

But he did not sleep. Wingate turned

said

| out the light, and retired, closing the

door of the dormitory. Mark lay awake,
his eyes staring 1inlo the darkness,
thinking.

He had to leave Greyfriara!

He would go with hands clean, his con-
science unspotted, But he had to go;
there was no doubt about that.-

It was his last night at the old school!
H Mark Linley sat up in bed.
The Remove dormitory was

dark and silent. Round him boys wer»
sleeping soundly. :

Some were nodding and dozing, one or
two were awake. Among the latter was
Herbert Vernon-Smith. He was waiting
for the hour of the expedition, and sleep
did not visit his eyelids.

He heard Mark move in his bed, and
listened. Mark stepped out quietly, and
found his clothes in the ‘dark.

There was a glimmer of moonlight from
the high windows—light sufficient for the
Lancashire lad. o _ :

Vernon-Smith looked at him from his
bedclothes, and gave a grunt. Ile saw
that it was a junior dressing himself, but
in the dim light he could not recogniso,
whom 1t was. s

“It's not time yet,” he said, in a low
voice.

Mark Linley cave a great start.

He had imagined that ail the dormitory
slept, with the exception of himself; and
Vernon-Smith’s voice, suddenly in the
darkness, was startline. _

“Who spoke?" asked Mark, looking
round.

“I did,” said the Bounder.

“Smith! What do you mean?”

“It's not time wet. That was only
half-past_ten, and we do not gat up till
eleven.”.

Mark looked at him, greatly puzzled.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Caught !
ALT-PAST ten chimed from t(ha
tower. :
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“T don't understand you,” he iaid.

Then it was Vernon-Smith’s tarn to
start, as he recognised the voice of the
lad from Lancashire. ;

“Who's that ?’* he exclaimed.
vou, Linley?”
ST l"ﬂ'ﬁ.” - e

“\What are you §elung up for?

Mark did not reply. _ . _

“You're not coming with us, : said
Vernon-Smith, in surprise. ‘1 -.Ir:m”t seQ
what you're getting out of bed for.

“ L am certainly not going unywhcrﬂ
with vou,”” said Mark drily. -

“Then what’s the game ?”’

“That’s my business.”

* Are vou going out 7"

“Is that

P Yesd’ o

“ Breaking bounds, eh?” :

“Yes, 1 suppose so,” said Mark
quictly.

Vernon-Smith whistled softly.

“ Blessed if 1 knew you were that sort ! |

ho said. *““*You've kept it jolly dark up
til now, anyway. Look here, Linley, if
vou're really the right sort, you can'come
to my little party if you like.”

Mark's lip curled.

“I'm afraid I'm not what you would
consider one of the right sort,” he
replied. “I should be very unsuitable
for your little party. Besides, I've no
time to spare.” :

“ Where are you goin _

“I have nothing to tell you, Smith.”

The DBounder vawned. ‘

“Oh, just as you like!” he exclaimed.

-] don’t care: I suppose you are up to}
some lark; bat it's your own bizney. Say
nothing about my little larks, and T’ll say
nothing about yours. That’s fair.” |

Mark made no reply. He had several
things to do Dbefore he left. He made
up his few belongings into a little bundle.
His books and other things would be sent

after him later, when he got home.

Mark had thought it out, and he felt |
that 1t was better to leave in this way.
He could leave a néte in his study ex-

- plaining to the Head. ]

He had to go, and-it was better to go |

quietly‘in the night, without his enemies
in the school rejoicing at his going,
without having to face the sympathy—
harder to bear than enmity—which his
friends would feel.

Better to disappear quietly from Grey-
friars, as if he had never entered the
place; better to go without a word.

He knew that his friends would under-
stand. As for his foes, they would be
deprivel of their last chance of ragging
the departing junior.

1)
-

|  Mark stood still in the passage.-

| winning of the Founder's Fj

1n

, was to catch the last up train from Friar-
dale Station.

e quitted the dormitory, and closed
the door quietly behind him. He made
his way along the densely-dark passage.

Suddenly he started.

is hand, stretched out before him to
feel the way, had come into contact with
2 human body. The Lancashire lad
started back in amazement and alarm.

There was a voice from the darkness.

“Who's that ?”

Mark was relieved. e had naturally
thought of burglars, but the voice was
the voice of Hobson of the Shell.

“Hobson ! he exclaimed.

“Yes. Who's that?”

“I'm Mark Linley.”

“You ain't one of us, then?” said
Hobson, endeavouring, unsuccessfully, to
peer through the gloom at the features
of the Lancashire lad.

““No,” said Mark,

“Where’s Smithy 7"

“Still in bed, I bLelieve,”
~"Oh! T'm going to the box-room to
wait for him,”" said Hobson. *“T don’t
know what you’'re doing out, Linley, but
if you ain’t coming to the party you'd
better get back to bed.”

And Hobson groped on his way.

He
began to understand what was going on,
Vernon-Smith was going to celebrate the
Win fty by some
Jollification out of the school bhoufids at
a late hour. If Mark held to his original
plan, and went on to the boxcroom, he
would probably run right ‘into the
rendezvous of the jolly party. -

It was almost as easy to leave the
School House, by a Jlower window.
There was a window at the end of the
Sixth Form passage that gave upon a
rainpipe clustered with ivy.
Mark Linley turned his steps 1n  that
direction..

There was a glimmer of light in the
passage from the big window at the end.
From the rooms as he passed Mark heard
sounds of slumber, a most decided snore
from Walker’s room. The Sixth at Grey-
friars had separate bed-rooms, which were
their studies during the day. Mark
Linley {rod very lightly as he passed
the door of Wingate’s study. There was
a light still burning there, showing that

| the captain of Greyfriars had not yet

gone to bed.
Eleven!

the clock-tower.

It was better so. :

Yet as Mark Linley stood, bundle inl
hand, and took his last glance round the
dormitory, he felt a strange throb in his
heart. |

He had had many troubles at Grey-
friars; he had had an uphill battle tﬂl
fight there. Yet it had grown very dear
to him.

He loved the gld place—every grey old
stone in the walls, every clustering trail
of ivy, every old arch and red roof in the
place. :

It had all grown very dear to him.

'His friends, too, sleeping quietly with-
ont knowing that he was going. KEven
his enemies—they were at least familiar
faces—whom he would never gaze upon
ng’ﬁ?&re was no resentment in his heart

’ | rief.
noﬂj n?::synr%ly for a few moments, how-
ever, that Mark: stood looking along the |
dormitory at the rows of quiet beds, the
gleeping juniors.

Then he turned
towards the door.

It wanted but ten minutes to eleven
now, and he had no time to loce if he
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with a firm step

The door of Loder’s study, next to
Wingate's, - opened, and Xoder, the
prefect, came stepping quietly out. He
stepped very quietly because he knew
that Wingate had not yet gone to bed,
and he had to be very careful not to let
the captain of Greyfriars get upon the
scent of the mtended jollification at the
Cross Keys.

But it was unfortunate for Loder,
under the crcumstances. For Mark
Linley was also stepping along very
quietly, and, as neither made a sound,
they crashed together without the least
warning just outside Loder’s door.

Bump ! :

Loder staggered back with a sharp ex-
clamation. Mark Linley rceled against
the wall, gasping. The bundle fell from

his hand, falling with a crash upon the
floor of the passage.

There was a moveme
study.

Loder gritted his teeth.

Before he could retreat to his own
room, or decide what to do—before Mark
Linley could make a movement to escape
—Wingate's door was thrown open, and

bright light streamed out into the dusk
of the passage.

it iIn Wingate's

|

" Linley.

The strokes came booming out :from

the * Magnet’' Library is Still Going Strong!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Quite Off ! s
INGATE stepped out of his study-

‘}‘/ ~In surprise. The light showed

Mark Linley and Loder, and

the bundle lying on the floor,
with several articles scattered from it
in the fall.

Wingate looked from one to another
of them.

“ What one earth’s the matter”” he
exclaimed. “\What are you doing here,
Linley—at this time of the mght, too?
What does this bundle mean 7’

Loder turned quite pale for a moment.
. In his mind’s eye he could see himself
reported to the Head, deprived of his
prefectship, if not expelled from the
school; for if the whole matter came
out, and there was an inquiry by the
Head, there was no doubt that some of
the juniors concerned would betray all
the circumstances of the planned jollifica-
tion. It -was not safe to depend upon
fellows like Snoop and  Skinner, for
mstance, to show g fastidious sense of
honour. And the heaviest punishment
would fall wpon the prefect who had

lent his authority to such an outrageous
breach of the rules.

But Loder's brain was
Nothing was known to Wingate yet, and,
if he was careful. nothing need be known.
There was a stapegoat already provided
m the person of Mark Linley.

“It's this young whelp !”
thickly. “I've caught him!”

::(;ultght him! Linley!” S

Yes. I—I heard somebody sneaking
along the passage, and came out quickly”
o catch him,” said Loder, recovering his
nerve, as he realised how extremely
plausible his falsehood sounded. *“I
guessed it was one of the Remove going
to break bounds.”

“I'm jolly glad you
then,” said Wingate
“He passed my door, I
never- heard him.
you going?”’

Mark Linley did not reply. He was
inclined to make a bolt for 1it; but 1t
would hardly have done. Besides, Win-
gate blocked the way in one direction,
and Loder in the otker.

Wingate’s brow prew very stern.

*“Y¥ou had better answer me, Linley,”
he said. *“You are fully dressed, and
going, I suppose, to the window vonder.
Were you going out?” 3

“Yes,” said Mark.

“Then you were breaking bounds?”

“In a sense, yes,” '

“I am surprised at thig

Linley. I never dreamed that you were
that sort of boy,” said the Greyfriars
captain. | .

Mark smiled faintly.

“And I am not, either,” he eaid. “I
was not going down to the Cross Kevys,
Wingate.” g

" Where were you going, then?”

There was no help for it. Mark had
to make a clean breast of 1t, or else
have a_much worse construction placed
upon his actions.

“1 was going to the railway-station,”
he said. g
Wingate stared gy him.
“The railway-station ! What for?”
“To catch the last up-train.”
“What—what! You were
away from school?” exclaimed t]
friars captain, in utter astonishment.
“Not exactly. was leaving Grey-
friars, and I wanted to leave it quietly
I've got to go,” said Mark dully 2
“Why” | &
“Because I've lost  tle
Kilty, and I've got to work.”
Wingate's face softened.
“I'm sorry if things
It’s hard c}

quick to work.

he saind

caught Ihm,
unsuspiciously. .
suppose ; but 1
Linley, where were

1IN yvou,

ranning
16 Grey-

Founder'e

are hke this,
eese on* you. But
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‘““ I'm going to make you o
said too much about poor

at your words,"?
old Linjey, and I’

Cherry ! "  (See Chapter 1.)

said Bob Cherry, jamming the banner half into Skinner’s mouth.
m going to give you a much noeded lesson.”

““You've
““Ow! QGroooo! You rotter,

vou cannot go in this manner. I under-
stand your feelings, but you cannot do
1it.  You must see the Head in the morn-
ing, and explain the sitnation to him.”

“IHe wouldn't wunderstand.” said
Mark drearitly. “He doesn't know
what poverty 1s—he would never see.
But—"

“You cannot go without permission.”

“Yes, but——"'

“Come, you must get back to vour
dormitory,” said Wingate. “T'll  sea
that you do. Pick up those things
vou've dropped. It's all right, Loder:
['ll look aftexr tlis.” |

“Right-ho!” said Loder indifferently.

But as ‘he turned back into his study
he ground his teeth with rage,. for he
knew that tho expedition was over for
that night.

He could mot very well \
objection to Wingate's going to the
Remove dormitory, but if Wingate went
there he would find the Bounder and
his friends either up and dressing or
“already gone—ilt was already nearly ten
minutes past eleven—and then all would
be up. : ' ;

Wingate, quife unconscious of any-
thing of the sort. marched the Lanca-
shire lad back to the Remove dormitory.
Mark Linley went quietly. It would
have been useless to resist, and he
would never have raised his hand, in
any case, against Wingate, the most
popular fellow in the college. At the
same time, he was bilterly disappointed..
He had longed, with a longing that
will be easily understood, to get ant
of the school, since he had to go, with-
out general attention being fixed upon

raise anv |

his going. Poverty was no crime, but
Mark did not like dragging it out in
the public light for pity and contempt.

But he could not help himself now.
Wingate opened the door of the Re-

move dormitory, and switched on the

electrie light.

“Gét to bed, Linley,” he said. “In
the morning you can see the Head, and
if you seriously .wish to go—— " My
at!” _ |

Wingate broke off in astonishment.

The sudden turning on of the light
had revealed half a dozen juniors out of
bed, most of them very nearly dressed,
and all of them finishing dressing.

They stood dumbfounded, taken
utterly by surprise  at the sudden
discovery. '

Ilven Vernon-Smith, cool as he was,
was taken utterly aback. He stood
with his collar and tie in his hand,
staring blankly at Wingate.

" My—my only -hat!” Wingute ejacu-
lated. “What on earth does all this
mean?"’

Snoop made a dive back to bed. The
others stood still, staring at the captain
of Greyfriars, -

“What doee this mean?”’ thundered
Wingate, advancing into the room.
“I needn’t ask you. Vernon-Smith, if
you're the leader—I know you are!”

The Bounder caught his breath.

Punishment or no punishment, the ex-
pedition was ““busted !’ for that night,
at least, and Vernon-Smith was furious.

He glared at Mark Linley, whom he re-

garded, unjustly enough, as the cause
of tho discovery.

Wingate ominously.

were not all going to run away from
school, eh?” '

the Close to keep us
Bounder
covered his nerve by this time, only a
minute or so as it was,
want of exercise, you know.”

“Will you Smith?"

“l supposa

explain,

askod

you

The Bounder’ grinned a little.

“No,” he said. .

“Where were you going?”

“We had an idea of a—a sprint round

fit,” said tho
coolly., He had quite re-
“We are 1n

Wingate gasped. The cool effrontery

of such an explanation took his breath
away.

chuckled—they could not help it.

Some of the other fellows

“Don’t tell absurd falsehoods, Smith,”

said the Greyfriars captain sternly.

Vernon-Smith shrugged his shouldera.

“Well, I've explained,” he said.

“Will you tell me the truth? If you
will not, it makes no difference—you
were certainly going to break bounds.
I shall make a note of all your namea
and report vou to your Form-master in
the morning.”

“Oh!” said Skinner.

“You will all be caned,” said Win-
gate; “but you may be glad that I
have caught you., If you had succeeded
in breaking bounds, you might have
been expelled for it. And I shall keop

an eye on. you in future now that I
know you all.”

The intended celebrators could only

Most of tha
fellows in the dormitory had beea

gaze at him in dismay.
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awakened by the turning on of the
light and the sound of voices, and even
Bunter was sitting up in bed.

The fat junier groped for his glasees,
and put them upon his fat little nose,
and blinked reprovingly at Vernon-
Smith, . _
< "I say, you fellows,”™ he exclaimed,

now  youre bowled out, vou know,
You ought to remember what I told you
all t_ﬂlﬂ";L You rvemember how 1
caufioned you against goince- 1
sort, Smithy!” Bfaen,or gans

- '_ < 147 -

;;{Ij;‘u ' -‘-‘;”tl the Bounder,

1 "l-‘ - - 3 - .
i really, Smithy ! You -must re-
loer llﬂ“" 1 came t -
Shd Betcod ame mto your study,
oo e You, with tears i my eyes,

not t . :
l?rnmnlir:el;};—_.e up this party to go to the

: y Shllt up
savagely.
% U]], rl:'."ﬂ.”}"

| -u ¥ 1]11;} c:
with Jowe
** Oh,
aid |V

ig_nqw ‘What 3
b Oh, really

| B

whispered - Skinner
» Skinneyp—

r'oss KDTE gt - e
] Y5, eh?”’ sard Wingate
rmg browe, Rt

- s _imagination !”

. I suppose y
9\ ou
ar Buntep jg7" 3
» You knoyw.
bhu]I take -y
has saig.?
all certainl]
er thas

y wmathy——"2.

notice of what
teplied . Wingate:
SHIY- report to your
é\m: boys were up and
. 0 O out, ¢ <

t elevep, - at. rﬁght'. utHe'leiﬁ
thinks fit., Now g0
I shall lock the

outside to-night.”
rators turned in.
t—the expedition
Wingate grimly |
Wd turned off the
¢ dormitory door.
‘eard the key turn

closeqd

th
10 ra T
ock, . “ithin

- ]‘ . .
aout o1 murmured  Skinner.

in thgt. ]EI chaps? ‘f'gile{:l
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OX-room

d Into the dark-

the

: y, but
6 1n -the Re-
Linley’s part
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youths of
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. IJOer
ght, and nobody
: the Remove
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Fifth—gay ~dogs
at,o v keep it up

‘ernon-Smith’s
an waited, and
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

- Great Neows !

ARK LINLEY slept little .that
M night.

His attempt to leave Grey-
friars quietly, without attract-
ing attention had been prevented; but
that he had to go, all the same, was
clear.

Most of. the might the Lancashire lad
luy awake thinking of the gloomy pros-
pect before him, turning over in his mind
his plans for the weary future.

To go home—to work—to do his duty
by his parents—that was evidently the
path of duty, and Mark never thought
of shrinking fromi it.

But 1t was hard!

Morning  light gleamed at last into
the windows df the Remove dormitory,
and Mark Linley rose before the rising-
bell clanged.out. He had packed his
box, and made all his preparations
for leaving Greyfriars before the other
fellows were up. =~

He went downstairs at the same time
as the rest ‘'of the Remove. Wingate
met the juniors in the Lower Iall.

“Vernon-Smith, you are wanted in
Mr. Quelch’s study—and the others,” he
said. © **He is going to attend to you
before breakfast.” R k=S

And the Bounder & Co. went “into
their Form-master’s study, and were
“attended to” for their escapade ot
the previous night: and they came out
of the study with their hands tucked
under their arms; squirming in all sorts
of attitudes indicative .of anguish.
“You. are-to go in and ‘see the Head
before school,” said Wingate 1o Mark;
and the. Lancashire lad nodded without
replying. - . 57
Wingate laid a.hand upon his shoulder.
“I hope it won’t be necessary for yon
to leave Greyfriars, Linley,” he said.
“You are doing well here, and it would
be a great pity.”’

“Thank you!” said Mark.

“What's that?” exclaimed Harry
Wharton and Bob Cherry together, as
the Greyfriars captain _walked away.
“What's that? Leave Greyfriars?”

AMark nodded. -

“I've got.to go,” he said. , |
“Why ?” asked Bob. *“You—you
sha’'n’t go! I won’t let you! Hang it
all, what do you want to leave Greyfriars
for, you ass?’

“T don’t want to, Bob.”

“Then why are you going?” Harry
Wharton demanded. '

“Y can’t help it.” . & _

“Look- here——"" began DBob.

“It’s through losing the Founder’s
Fifty,” said Mark wearily. *“ My father's
sick. and out of work; I've got to get
back and:work for the family., Don’t
tell the other fellows; I'm explaining
this to you, that’s all. I don’t want
you to think I want to leave—I've got
to.”

“Poor old Marky!” said Bob Cherry
softly.

“1 don’t want to be pitied by a crowd |.

of fellows,” said Mark feverishly, I
wanted to get away quietly last night,
but Wingate. stopped me. I've got to

| fuss, sir,” s=aid Mark.
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“T'm sorry, but
I shall have to go, all the same. I'm
wanted at home.” |

“Why are you wanted at home?”’
Mark hesitated.

“You can speak quite frankly to me,
my dear lad,” said the Head kindly. **I
have some idea how matters stand.” |

“Somebody’s got to keep the wolf
from the door,” said Mark desperately.
“Father’s laid up, and mayn’t be ablo
to work for weeks—perhaps months. You
don’t understand our position, sir. We're
poor people. We only have something
to live on so long as father's in work.
When that fails, everything goes.
“1 quite understand, Linley. And if
you had won the Founder's Prize of fifty
pounds, 1t would have saved the situa-
tion 77 ‘
c-Yes, sir,” ;
“That would have tided your family
over their present difficulties 7"

“More than that, sir. My _fulhm‘
intended to place half the ‘money in the
bank in my name, to be reserved fm; my
expenses when 1 pass into a higher IYorm
here. Half of it would hiuve been enough
to save my people. But—-"

“Then 1 think I havé some good news
for you, Linley.” 4 |
Mark flushed scarvlet.
“If—if you please, sir,
won't offer me anything.
accept charity, sir!” i
*1 was not going to offér you chanty,
Linley.” | ) :
“Excuse me, sir. 1=-I'm so rotten just
now, I hardly know what 1'm saymg.
But—but I don’t see what the good news
can be.” vl

“It’s about the Founder’s Prize.

“Oh! Perhaps I’ve won the sr('nm}
prize, sir,” said Mark. * Books. I shoul
bo glad to have it, but——" :

“You have not won the second prize.
You have won- the first prize,” said the
Head quietly. e

Mark Linley started.

“The—the what, .sir?”

“Tho first prize. As you know, the
name of the winner only was sent to me
by wire, and fuller information was to
follow by letter, which .reached mo by
the first post this morning. I find that,
' owing to an error on the part of the clerk
who sent the telegram, the name of the
winner of the second prize was given
instead of the name of the winner of the
first prize.”

(Continued on paae 14.)
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see the Head now ; but I-shall go to-day.”
““Oh, 1t’s rotten!” said Harry Whar-
ton. “I say, can’t anything be done
Mark shook his head.
‘““Nothing.” 2 |
Before morning lessons, Mark Linley
presented himself at the Head’s study.
The doctor was waiting for him. He
had a Jetter in his hand., aund he fixed

| a most peculiar look upon Mark as he

&

came 1n.
“Ah! Tt is you, Linley ! he said. ‘I
hear from Wingate that you tried to
leave the school last night.” |
“1 wanted to get away without any
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Problem for Uncle James.

6 OME in here, Jimmy Silver !"
Jimmy Silver was passing

tho door of Morninglon’s study,
when the dandy of tho-Fourth
called out to him.

Jimmy paused and looked in.

A3 the captain of the Fourth was on
the worst of torms with Mornington, he
was surprised. DBut Jimmy Silver was
always good-natured. Jimmy had a
footer under his arm, and was bound
tor Little Side. But he stopped.

S Hallo ! he said cheerily.

“Come in,"” said Mornington.
to speak to you."

“Well, I'm just going down to the
footer,” said Jimmy Silver. *‘‘Lovell
will be yelling for me in a tick or two.
But what 18 167"

4 Sorry lo encroach on your valuable
time,” satd Mornington, with a sarcastic
smile; “but I understand that you play
the role of Uncle James to the Ifourth
FForm, an’ Rookwood generally, and I'm
in want of advice."

“You've come to the right chap for
it,"" said Jimmy Silver heartily. “T'1|
give you some good advice. Chuck that
packer of cigarettes in the fire——"

“LEh?”

“Pitch your cards and bridge-markers
after them 5

“ Look here——"

“And come down to footer practice,
instead of slacking in the study,” con-
tinued Jimmy Silver cheerily, “Or get
out vour skates and have a run on the
river—it's frozen hard as bricks. It will
do . you no end of good. That's good
advice, if you want it."

*“Oh, don't be a silly ass!” growled
Mornington, ** Look heve, i1t's about that
kid Murphy, in the Second Form.”

Jimmy Silver became serious at once.

Jimmy was interested in ‘“’Erbert,”
tho waif of Rookwood, the little raga-
muffin whom Mornington had rescued
from- want, and brought to the school.

“What about 'Iirbert?"” asked Jimmy,
“T thought he was getting on better with
the fags.” I haven’t heard of any ragginy
lately.”’

“No: they've given that up,” said
Mornington, ‘“‘and they’'ve chucked
scrappin’ with him.  He's licked Jones
minimus, who scems to be their great
fichtin’-man, and they don’t want any
more. Thoy've sent him to Cloventry.”

“Poor old ’Erbert!”

“T1 didn’t know 1t for some time,” con-
tinued Mornington. “‘Fhe little bounder
doesn’t complain. But I've found it out.
Of course, 'Erbert is a bit queer for
Rookwood. My own pals won't speak to
him. He offends their aristoeratic
nerves!” , .

Mornington sneered bitterly. With all
his faults, the dandy of ithe  I'ourth mas

“1 want

WINNING HIS WAY!
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not troubled with snobbishness.
arrogant, self-willed,
full of *swank,” Lut
weaknesses  was
character.

*'Lirbert’s good cnough for me, you
know, but not for Towny an’ Toppy an’
Pecle an’ the rest,” he continued. ** But
they don’t matter so long as he can got
on all right in his own Form."

Jimmy Silver nodded: Ho had thought
a good deal about 'Erbert, and the prob-
lem of his gotting on at Rookwood.

M They've got it up ‘against him that 1
picked him up on the road,” continued
Mornington, “and (hat my guardian
pays his fees here. And, of course: he
drops his h's, and does things. No harm
in him, but he's a bit queer for Rook-
wood, as I said. The little beasts have
made a sot against him, and it must ba
pretty hard for the kid. He don’t com-
plain, but he looks down at the mouth. I
think he'd like to get away from Rook-
wood altogether., That would be losin’
what is really a bir chance for him.
Dnn"t_ vou think so?”
“Yes; ho ought to stay,” said Jimmy.
“I've tried thrashin' the fags,” said

Mornington. “That didn’t seem to do
any cood.” .
“You're

He was
purse-proud, and
that meanest of all
not a part of his

such  a  swanking ‘

Morny I said Jimmy crossly.
h[“llj" made matters worse,
dickens should they take
you?" |
Mornington scowled.

“ Well, I admit my interferin’ didn't do
any good,” he said. *“*But I don't like
to seo the poor little beast with a face as
lm;,r_:‘ as a fiddle. I can’t think of any-
thin’, an’ if you could, I'd be obligred.
You seem to have taken somo interest in

the lad, an’ he’s a rood little beast, too,
in his way."”

Jimmy Silver looked curiously at the
slacker of the Fourth.

[t was a never-ending puzzle to him

n;h_v Mornington, the blackguard and
“rotter ” of Rookwood, had taken so
much trouble about the unfortunate
little waif. .

It reminded him of Shakespeare’s
remark that there is “some soul of rood-
ness in things evil.”

Mornington’s character was about as
full of faults, and most unpleasant
faults, as a character could be. Yet there
was a streak of good running through it.

1 suppose you're surprised at my
askin’ you,” said Mornington, with a
sneering smile.  “ But it’s no rood askin’
my pals for advice. They agree with

ass,
“That
Why the
any notice ol

Jones minimus and his gang. They'd
be glad lo see ’Erbert booted out of

Rookwood.”

““Precious
Silver, :
Mornington shrugged his shoulders,

pals!”  growled Jimmy

Silver,

L]
1L

“Well, can \you suggest anything?"

he asked.

“It's a giddy problem,"” said Jimmy
“1 didn’t know they'd sent the
kid to Coventry. o hasn't said any-
thing about it to me, and I often speak to
him. I'll think it over, and see whethor
there's anything doing.”

“Jimmy!” roared Lovell from tho
stairs. '
“Jimmy, you as3, where's thot

footer?”’ yelled Raby. :

“Jimmy, you fathecad, where are you?"
came Newcome's inquiring  voice, 1in
gtontorian tones,

“I'll think it over, Morninglon," said
Jimmy, and he quitted the study, and
joined his chums on the stairs.

“Waiting for you, you duffer!"
p:rmx:!ud Lovell. “Jawing to Morning-
ton?

ii YU‘E."

“Does he wagpt a place in the eleven
again?” grinned Raby.

Jimmy laughed. ‘

“No; it's 'Erbert this time. The
Scecond Form have sent the poor litble
chap to Coventry. We ought to do
something or other." |

“Let's take some of the fellows and
mop up the Second Form,” suggosted
Lovell. **Thrash the whole gang of
‘em.”

“Well, that would be some  satisfac-
tion: but it wouldn't do 'Erbert any
good,” said Jimmy . laughing. “They're
not bad kids, most of them. It's just
rolten prejudice.’.

“Well, lot's get down to the footer
now. 'Erbert wil keep,” suggested
Newcome, /

;)
The Nistical Four left the School

-House, and proceeded to Little Siule.

There was not much time for praclice
before afternoon lessons

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
'Erbert Loses His Tempaor.

¢ T ain’t no blooming good!"
'Iirbert of the Second was com-

muning with himself.

The new fag had strolled out of
the school gates after lessons on his
““lonesome.” 'Erbert had a sensitive
pride that few would have suspecled.
His own IForm-fellows did not want has
company, and 'Erbert shrank from inflict
himself upon the Fourth-IF'ormers
who had been kind to him.

I[Te had wandered some distance from
Rookwood, when there was a palter ot
feet in the road from the direction of
Coombe, and 'Erbert looked up.

Tracy minor of the Second came pant-

ing up the road. o O
Wy
Tracy

ITe paused as he saw the fag

stile, and turned towards him.

minor, the younger brother of the superh
- | ,'i‘HE PoruLar.—No. 107.



8 The "' Greyfriars Herald" in the '* Magnet’’ Library is Still Going Strong!

' ‘the Shell, had been one of Tracy minor a packet. But certainly
g:lggrt%f biletcreat .persecutors in the| there was no packet about the fag.

Scecond Form.

But now he came up to 'Erbert quickly,
| uite forgetting the contempt
e had never failed to display

apparently
und enmity he
rowards the little outcast.

B : Y on dusting his clothes.
Erbert had gone g aiios

ler one glance at Tracy.
:f:;r-et thegnut of ‘the Sc¢cond to

t?"hﬁlllt-rph}* I** panted Tracy. _
‘Erbert blinked at himm in surpnse,
“Take this!” muttered Tracey, press-
ing a packet into *Erbert’s hand.
' Wot1”? F .
“Keep it dark! Neville's after me!
panted Tracy minor. “‘Take that and
cut off with 11, there’'s a good chap!
1'll ask vou for it afterwards!”
* Wot is it 77 S f
“Never mind what it 1s! Keep it

dark, or I shall get a fearful lickin’!”
‘Erbert's lip curled.

speak

-

“You're forgetting that T'm in
Coventry, ain't you?” he said sar-
donically.

- “J—I'm sorry I—I haven’t spoken to
vou!” panted Tracy. “I say, do be a
good chap and take that packet away!
Quick !™

“Orl right!"* said 'Erbert.

“Quick—quick! Neville will be rownd
ihe corner in a mmute!” panted Tracy.

'Erbert nodded, and, thrusting the
mysterious packel under his Eton jacket,
he vaulted over the stile and ran acros

the field. ‘
Tracy minor, breathing hard, walked
on towards Rookwood, with -uneasy

plances over his shoulder.

. | Tracy minor reached Rookwoo

“I suppose you’ve thrown it over tho
hedge,” said Neville, “intending to pick
it up when I'm gone. Well, get back
to Rookwood at once, and don’t go out
of gates again to-day.”

“Yes, Neville.”

Tracy minor cut off to Rookwood.

and doubtfully, and then crossed the stile
and looked along the hedge. He looked
about him for a good ten minutes, but
he could find no trace of a packet of
cigarettes, and he had to conclude that
he had been mistaken, or that Tracy

minor was an especially deep young
rascal. -

While Nerille avas

4

thus occupied,

d breath-

less, and proceeded to Adolphus Smythe’s

study in the Shell passage. Smythe and

Howard and Tracy major were there.
“Got 1t 7” asked Smythe.

*“ Neville spotted me,”
. The nuts of the Shell looked alarmed.

“You sily young ass!” exclaimed
Tracy major. *“You've let a prefect
find out——"

“It's all serene!
the fag. “I

I Tooled him ! said

_ got another chap to cut
off with it. T'll get it back when he
turns up.”

“So Neville didn't fi
asked Howard. -
““No fear!”
g Gﬂﬂd !H’ y
- " Well, get the smokes
can,” sald Smythe. “I'm right out of
‘em, an’ I must have a smoke afier

‘ nd anything out 2”

as soon as yon

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

tea.. Cutl off !

And the fag left the study.
Tracy minor waited for 'Erbert to

. come 1n in a rather uncomfortable
Tracz e e mood. ‘He had made use of the out-
“Slor‘::f;crillp of the. Sixth c'““elsuler, _undﬂrl the stress of circum-
- - - < X stances, a1 thus br y
, round the bend in the lane at ces, and had thus broken the law

a run.
very angry.
“Tracy nmor!
rascal !’
Tracy stopped. |
The Sixth-Former came up, flushed
and breathing heavily.
“You young sweep, what have you
given me this chase for?”’ he demanded.
“I—J didn't see it was vou!” stam- |
mered Tracy. **1I—1 thought it was one
of the Bagshot chaps—~
“Don’t tell lies!” said the prefect
‘*avagely. *“You cut off because 1 saw
you talking to the man from the Bird-
in-Hand !’ - |
“ITe jyst stopped me and asked me the

The prefect’'s face was

Stop, you young

tinje, Neville,” said the f;tg”mec-kly. A |
counldn’t help that, could 17" : :
“He handed you something!’ sut_d

Neville. '
'Pracy shook his head.
“Didn’t he hand you a packet of some
sort 7’ exclaimed the prefect, eyeing the

{ harply.
5 g{ui:r]:])]g' didn't! Why should he ?”

“Yes, why should he, you litlle
rascal 7’ said Neville. “He did, and I
know what was In it—acigarettes. I've

had my eye on you some time, Tracy
minor. 1 know pretty well that you've
been smuggling smokes into the school
for some senior.” R |

“J—I haven’t, Neville!

“Give me that packet!”

“I haven’t one!” s

“Turn out your pockels!”

Tracy minor furned out his pm*l-c‘ets_
As 'Erbert had vanished across the field |
with the tell-tale packet, Tracy was quite
willing to do that. | o

Neville eyed him very syspiciously.
He was almost certain that he had seen
the man from the Bird-in-IJand handing

of “Coventry.” His Form-fellows would
be “down” on him if they learned it,
and still more down upon him if they
knew what his errand had been.

The young rascal was used to perform-
ing this kind of errand for the nuts of
the Shell, and sometimes for Carthew
of the Sixth, but it was a great secret.
Jones minimus would certainly —have
punched him severely for bringing dis-
credit on the fecond Form in that way.
The truculent Jones had punched Tracy
major himself for having asked him to
smuggle in cigarettes.

“Rotten Juck!” Tracy mmor growled
to himself. “The beastly littlea cad will
want to be friendly now I've spoken

to him. T’ll jolly soon let him see that
that won’t do, though!”

Neville of the Sixth came in, and gave
the fag a grim look as he passed him
in the quadrangle. But he did not speak.
He was not certain of the young rascal’s
delimquency, and he could not act with-
out proof.

‘Erbert had saved the nut of the
Second from a severe licking, but Tracy
minor was not troubled with considera-
tions of gratitude. He was only thinking
that the service he had rendered would
cause 'Erbert to assume familiarity with
him. And it would be necessary to be
diplomatic with the_outsider till he had
recovered the cigarettes, at all events.
After that, Tracy minor intended to put
him in his place sharply enough.

‘Erbert appeared at last, and Tracy
waylaid him under the beeches.

“Got it 7"”- he asked.

*“’Ere you are!” said 'Erbert. * Look
‘ere, Tracy, this is a cigarette packet.”
“T know it i1s, you ass!”
“It ain’t allowed to bring

this ‘ere
‘““ Master

Tne PoruLaR.—No. 10'{.

mto the school,” said 'Erbert.
Silver told me so.” |

The prefect looked after him angrily |

F

i

F

L

|

was arter you ?

| Jimmy ?” aske

“You mind your own business!” taid
Iracy minor. *“Give me the packet.”

“’Ere it 1s!”

Tracy minor slipped the packet into

| an inside pocket. Then he hurried away,

and the precious articles were soon safely
delivered in Adolphus Smythe's study.

'Krbert went in to tea 1in Hall looking
rather more cheerful. Tracy minor had
broken through the rule of Coventry of
his own accord. One fellow in the Form,
at least, was willing to speak to him.
'Erbert felt that it was a beginning.

And when the fags went to the Form-
room for evening preparation with Mr.
Wiggins, 'Erbert nodded in a friendly
way to Tracy minor.

A cold stare was the response.

"Erbert reddened.

“Lost your tongue, Tracy ?"” he asked
bitterly.
Tracy walked on without speaking.

“Can’t speak to a cove now—wol ?"

said ’Erbert, with resentful contempt.
“You could speak fast enough this
arternoon.” i

“ What’s that, Tracy?” exclaimed
Jones minimus, catchin the words.
“Have you been speaking . to 1hat

fellow 77

Tracy sniffed.

“ Not likely ! he said.
. Why, you know you did!" shouted
Erbert angrily. “Didn't you ask e to
take that there packet away when Neville
You know you did!”
“It’s a lie!” said Tracy minor calmly.

And he went to his place.

Erbert gdve the fags a bitter look. :

“I ain’t good enough for you,” he
sald.  “You can’t speak to a cove. But
I ain’t the bloke to tell dirty lies like
that there. That bloke’s a liar!”

There was- no reply from the fage,
though some of them looked very Ssus-
piciously at Tracy minor. Moy, Wiggins
came 1n, and 'Erbert went to his place,
with a sullen brow. His short-lived
hopes had been dashed to the ground.
Tracy minor could speak to him when
1t served his turn, but not otherwise.
The outcast of Rookwood was still in

Coventrv, so far as the Second Form was
concerned,

do my best, and

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
mark quite suddenly in the end
forthcoming football match with Grey-
ou burbling about now,

get round a brute by feeding him.”
come. *‘Look here, I'm sorry for voung

“ILake his cheek !”

fellows are going
“Oh, we'll take him to ouy manly

Jimmy Silver’s Idea.
g EED the brute!”
Jimmy Silver made that re-
study the following day.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome stared
at him. As they had been discussing a
friars, Jimmy’s remark scemed a little
out of place.

“What are d}

: Lovell.

‘ “Feed the brute!” gaid Jimmy.
‘That’s an old maxim. You can always -

“What the merry dickens——""

" About young ’Erbert; you know !

"“Oh, bless young *Erbert I” sajd Neow-
"Krbert, but we don’t want this study
haunted by young ’Erbert.” .

“Mornington asked my -advice,”

“Well, I said ‘I'd
I'm going to, and. vou
to help.”
bosoms and weep over him, if yon like!™
saldd Raby resignedly. “Anything for
a quiet life!” -'

“But what’s that about fo
asked Raby. “ And what
him a brute for?”

“IFathead ) That’s the idea. The hoble
youths in the Second Form have sent

(Continued on rage 9.)

eding him?”
are you calling
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My Dceer Reeders,—Most of you have herd
oL my famus *“ Weekly,” and those who
Llaven't are not worth trubbling about !

In the past my little Jernal has appeered in
spazzums, by the curtsey of the Edditer of
tine Companion Papers. But arranjements
ilave now been maid to pubblish it evvery
week, and this, being the 1st number, is No. 1.

[ feel sure that the pubblicashun of mv
wunderful ** Weekly " will make the popular
PaPULAR popular. . It will give a toan to the
paper—it will lend it a personallity. As John
ituskin, the famus inventor of rusks, said,
A\ paper without Billy Bunter in it iz like
a house without windoes."

In previous issews of my paper I have been
nss cnull to do all the donky work, but now
that my jernal is to appeer evvery week I
reclize that I shall neec help. Tour subb-

cdditers have been engaged, and the fool staff
15 as folloes:

LT

C0000O0COOOPOO0OOPO0OO0QO

!

LDDITER, Soopreme Kontroller, Soul Man.

niger, Chairman, Pressident, Bored of
Direcktors, and Head Cook and Bottle.
WASHED s, So8e = 4 Sin 0w

W. G. BUNTER
SUBB-EDDITOR and Speshul Korrespondent
for the Lower Skool at Greyfriars
SAMMY BUNTER.
SUBB-EDDITER and Speshul Korrespondent
for Skool House at St. Jim's
BAGGY TRIMBLE.
SURB-EDDITER and Speshul Korrespondent
for New House at St. Jim's
FATTY WYNN.
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WILLIAM - GEORGE BUNTER,
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Assisted by FATTY WYNN
of St. Jim’s, SAMMY BUNTER of G
TUBBY MUFFIN of Rookwood.
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from my
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WHARTON ON THE WAR PATH |

* Billy Bunter's Wee
** Dear Porpoise,—So the Editor of the Com-

“To the Barrel-like ]tninE who Presides over
tLy.

panion Papers is allowing you to run your
ridiculous

wonder
late!

rag each week in the Porttar?” No
you .have becen swelling so visibly of

I wish you joy of your new scheme. At
[ should like to trickle into
* of warning. If you start
ideas, stunts, wheezes, brain-

waves, or plots from the * Greyfriars Herald,’

your scalp will be removed and suspended

over the school'gateway, as a solemn warning
to other would-be eribbers. Compray-voo ?—as
they say in France.—Yours in deadly enrnest,
‘ “HARRY WHARTON."

(Bah! Asif I should want to lift anything
f‘rm‘u a stale, stodgy, skurrilus. rag like the
Greylriars Herald”'! I have a sole that
rises above such petty meenness. Their is
m:tlnn';: in the * Herald " worth cribbing,
and I'm sure [ don't no what Wharton |Is
cribbing about! By the way, if he will
advanse me sumthing on my postle-order, I
shall be pleesed to allow him and his palls
to }:dn?tnbewt, okkashunally to my * Weekly."

e ——

SL‘I:II..I-:DDI’I‘EI‘?. and Speshul- Korrespondent WHY DOES ALONZO CARRY ON SO 2

for Rookwood . TULBDBY MUFFIN.

[ think you will all agree that I've pot a
very relyvable statt to lean upon. We shall
stick together threw thick and thin, and
cudgel our branes in order to provvide our
eeders with a fine feest (of fickshun) each
week.

Don't forget to tell all yore palls, unkles,
cuzzens, nevvews, neeces, and ants about this
new vencher of mine. Their is sertain to be
a tremenduss demand for neckst week's issew,
<o vou are strongly advised to order it at
leest a fortnite in advanse .o :

Duly orthentikated kontribushuns are wel-
comed, and will be pade for at the rate of a
doe-nut per kollum. I supply hedings as per
page 2. By the by, it mite bee just as wel
to menshun that I shal not bee able to
publish anything of a sort as that. wl;Lch Pon
has writen about. Altho I consider” myself
a very wgay dog, I am reely. Perhaps if
Wingate or any of the masters got hold qf
the “ Weekly,” as they mite, 4 they reely can’t
resist the temptashun sometimes, they might
sive me a licking for leeding yung inoseut
fellos, like my readers, in-to ways they con-
sidder ar bad form. Pleese take this as a
warning if yu ar thinking of riting stuf like
Racing News of Sure Tips.—Your stout pall,

s 4

““To the Editor, * William Bunter's Weekly,'
& !'s[_»." Dear Bunter,—I learn on good
authority that you are -laurching your
pc‘:;m}hpnl in the pages of the Porurar.
This being the case, I shall be pleased to
contribute a number: of articles—not more
than two_billion words in length—on topics
?f general interest. I enclose ‘an essay on
The' Porpoise: Its Life and Habits,' also a
story entitled, * The Tale of a Tub.'
publish these in

: your next issue,. under the
signature of

Yours fraternally,

“ ALONZO TODD."
(Sorry, Lonzy, but I've no room for yore
kontribushuns. You see, I've already eaten
15 doe-nuts, a duzzen sossidge-rolls, and a
plum-cake! In any case, I don't want any-
thing deeling with a. porpuss. I'm quite

E:t]p;mle of writing my own ortobiography 1=

A SUJESTION REJECKTED!
“To the Editor of ‘ Billy Bunter's Weekly.'
“Dear Billy,—I should like to congratulate
you on your mnew venture—I mean, the
‘Weekly ' of yours. At the same time, 1
should like to suggest to you a feature which
would be very popular with the majority of
your readers, especially yourself, as you are
such a gay Jug. Why not run a column for
Racing News, with free tips? G
Yours horsely,
“C. PONSONBY (Highcliffe School).”

“Oh, recly, Pon, how could I put, such a

.fr
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shutt up shopp ?-

allowed to kontribewt!)
i L L

often?

Kindly |

a T

SHTETET RO O e s

THINGS WE
WANT TO NO!

LRV

e T L

WHEN fis the ** Greyfriars Herald ™ going to

AND when is it going to stopp talking

shopp?

WIHEN are the tuckshopps at Greyfriars,

E;t. Jim's, and Rookwood going.to remane cpen
ny

Edditer and his‘tuur fat subs?

and nite for the konvenience of the

WHY did Harry Wharton tern imil when he

herd that my ** Weekly "' was going to appeer
in the Porvian?
bekawse he thort the * Greyfriars Herald
would kick the liu::kct 1)

(Evvidently he terned paib

WHY duzzent Mr. C. H. Chapman make m»

a more hansom- figger? From his sketeh of
me, anyboddy would think I was inklined to

be a trifle plump ! |
n | L

WIAT. did Eatty Wynn? (A plaice on the
stafl of ** Billy llunteriﬁ Weekly,” of corse!)
L " .

WHY was Tom DbMerry? (Bekawse he was

WHY wasn't Gordon C(Oay? (Dekawse he

couldn't have a finger in the pie!)
L} . .

AND, now we are on the subjick of konun-

drums, what did Doctor Locke? (His atuddy
desk, bekawse he new I was on the prowl!)

* L] .

WHEN is Coker of the Tifth going to put

that motor-bike of his in porn?

" . L

WHAT would happen to this *“ Weekly ' of

mine if my miner went on strike?

* N .

WHY don't I get invited to CIiff House more
. R = v :

WHEN is that jellus beest Wharton going
to give me a plaice in the Remove f[ooter
tecem? .

4 L [ !

WHEN is Greyfriars going to wake up (o
the fackt that their is only ono sootable
kandidate for the kaptaincy of the Remove?
(Moddesty forbidds me to menshun names!)

AND when—oli, when is my postle-ordes

going to arrive?

L] . L :

WHO wili be the first to klaim the afoursed °

postle-order when it does arive?
* L3 L]

AND whose going tn‘he unl:tcky?
L3

IF the Edditer of the PorurtArR will let mo -

judge the compectishun he's runnin'?
L K L

HOW long will it be befour Quelehy nrfl_u
me to publish his ** Hisstory of Greyfriars " in
cereal form? . ] :

. .

WHO -put the wire harebrush in Loder's
bedd? - - : :
"

thing in my grand jernal as yu sergest! Old | AND did Loder see the poynt?

Quelchy might get hold of it.—Ed,)

Tae PoruLar.—No. 107_.
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"TUBBY MUFFIN'S MUMBLINGS !

ST T e R T T T

other—Teddy Grace—has cleered out, be-
kawse he says he can't stand having ink
splashed over his grilled kipper. He's gone

(It seams to me
that Tubby Muffin

thinks to ., much t:l] tl;nvf %en wi%ill that well- meening bhut
5 idiottick clown, Jimmy Silver.

about grab.—Ed.) Well, deer reeders, hear we are! Or. to

put it more planely, we are hear! (Pass the

doe-nutts, Higgs!) I've got a page to myself

My Deer Reeders,—As the subb-cdditer and
evvery week, and okkashunally I shall let

speshul korrespondeut for Rookwood I have

the onner to address you. : Jimmy Silver & Co. air there views. Not
Thia_pn € i1s the only part of "Billy | that there views are worth airing.  You
Bunter's eckly " that's worth reeding, so | see, they're too dry!

1 should advise you to rced, mark, lern, and I suppoze you have read all ahout me in
: :IIIIW?TQIJ dijest my kollum very elowly, s0 | the “Popular,” jentle reeders? But. I must
lﬂ- You may enjoy it to the fool. . | say that Mr. Owen Conquest makes me out
lnt Was, of corse, only fitting that I should | to be an awful pigg. In reallity, I'm
lllLﬂ Eivven a plaice on the staff. I koow nuthing of the sort. (Pass the jam-roll,
“mfg &Jf what goes on at Rookwood than Higgs!) I'm an eggsellent fello in evvery
e 0ddy clse.  You see, I spend at leest |-way, and it is komnion nollidge that I ought
iy e 'Illinmta a day at evvery Keyhole in the | to be kaptin of the Classical Fourth at Rook-
lllt?r' and kwite a lot of useful informashun | wood. Howevver, we don't allways get our
It 5 thre.ru:f to my cars. - dessert in this world. (In fackt, I was re-
of dm writing this in my studdy. Only one | fewsed a fifth helping at dinner-time!)
“1.) studdy-mates-—ﬂiggs——is prezzent. The . Mr. Conquest deskribes me as a fat and

llIIIIIIIIIlllIIIIIIIllllllllIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIllllIIIIIIIIIlIIIIIIIIIIIIIlIIIIIlIIIIIIIIHIIIIIIIE
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and Rookwood—why, one's an annexe of
Colney Hatch, and the other's a home for
incurables! . . ;

I hesitated at first about taking on this
job. But Billy Bunter overcame my scruples
by brlt:_im: me with a baz of doughnuts, and
I promised to edit a special St. Jim's Page
every weces. I shall bag a column myself,

(Wynn is a mem-
ber of Figgins & Co.,
New House, St
Jim's,—Ed.)

M
Cyes n]ifar Readers,—I expect you'll rub your AT ,
1he Steing my name as a member of of course; and I don’t much care who fills

| the other two, so long as the spelling is an
improvement on Billy Bunter's! :

I can’t help saying that I consider the
editor of. the companion papers has been
guilty of favouritism in allowing Billy Bunter
to publish his paper every week in the
“Popular.” It would have been much wiser
to have handed over the job' to a sensible
fellow like me. Bunter’'s got no more idea
of running a weekly journal than the man
in the moon. And I'm jolly certain he won't

Iuﬂttaﬂ of “Billy Bunter's Weekly.”
dmﬂ‘{‘r way, I don't have any-
“DDhroye !dn_ with Billy Bunter. ‘I don't
il he gﬁ.ﬂ his piggishness, and I don’t care
But, wgs me the sack for saying so!
YO seg m:?hﬁﬂlr came over to @. Jim's
Ilﬂ Was lay € other day, and told me that
Tealigeq ?Ehmg his paper in the “Popular,”
s at something would have to be
Dle fﬂilure the venture from being a com-
Cditor €. Neither of the three sub-

S—
Tuhh}, MS:%HH}' Bunter, Baggy Trimble, and | get much help from his minor, or irom that
]Jeril‘nce‘ . O—has had any journalistic ex- | brainless idiot, Baggy Trimble. Neither will
rrﬂuh_" :;-H{ID thought I'd make a fourth | that equally brainless barrel, Tubby Muflin,

Om save “Billy Bunter's Weekly ” | be of much assistance. %

Still, Bunter showed sound common-sense
in making me one of his “subs,” and so long
as the St. Jim's items appear every week,

AN unt:
of St Jin‘]‘.gt;mely fate by getting a number
at Stelln_wsr to contribute. We've got
Im's; but as for Greyfriars

Y SAMMY BUNTER'S BURBLINGS!

. | e T T TR

“Ripping!” I said. “As a matter of fat,

(Annybody can sce I don't think you could do better.”

Sammy 1s my “Look hear, Sammy, I shall eggspect you
brather—he’s clever.| to write a kollum evvery week.”
| “Dun!” I replide. . %
N —Ed.) I feel g0 fool—of joy, not grubb'!—that I
A2 Woke : simply must let off steem about it. So
g]ad-"’ ‘Dnjﬂ? € Morning to find myself famus. I}E:IE goes! (Didn’t no I was a poet, did
Le nun‘-‘“'a th:e"t'_ or me, and told me the | You?) |
"Grbhliahed b his “ Weekly ” was going to '
rﬂmﬂ ate, in Teggularly in the ** Popular.” AN ODE TO DICKY NUGENT.
o wind! the Y nErate!” I eggsclaimed. “The By Sammy Bunter
"])H ym.ﬁe Popular * will eggspand—and . . ;
.“.E"n You inﬂftpper!u Ifﬁ'pl{redwnklng. call me early, call me early,
L ‘:d rﬂllinu 1C 'F EET: -
to h“nd:f.“ﬂ " de;t;néggtﬂilﬁ“” suffer from For to-morro mll_ be the gladdest day of all
r { : s HE Of all the glad New Yeer,- Dicky, the gladdest

h i
-edditer, of corse? day—not 3!

s the . . .
chtuh& fa;,lf Stile! Nuthing like keeping it | For 1'm to be on the staff, Dicky—I'm to be

w tCep Iy ! . on the staff!
Baei! Yo You ought to make Ant .
R‘*'&Eth& Argt,l:if‘_mhun Edditer.” - _ -
ol 4 Be ¢beccer !” My major Billy says to me, he says to me,

says he,

U, 2 €8gj _
o o, Sl cap kontribewt a Needlework : , ,
“You're going to be my rite-hand man!” 1

t = 51].&1] ' : T | M "

tepe Wap do nuth; ' cride in French, “We, we!
% N Pl}!ﬂnatwfiny.mnméel:;ng}ﬂl;”} l—‘{fthﬁ_f}”s}_,ckﬁ The felloes hear can scoff and sncer, and
Le oty lite. " G MY * Weekly,” " s cackle; chipp, and ehafly.. o .
" ler . €D yo : e are | But I'm to be on the sta icky—I'm to

Trig ™ o Ubb-eggitore, hare on!  Who are | By KO dan L f,

Ty Poud 1y, 8¢t Fatty Wynn, Bagey ' | .

0 Y Muffin.” My bruther’s” Weekly’s ' going to be a reelly

LAR.—No. 107, ripping jernal,

growled Figgins.
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grcedy gormandizer, but I ean assure you
(After yon with that rabbitt-pie, Higgs!)
that I'm a slim, hansom {ello who nevver
eats more than is good for him. (You mite
shy over the current-cake as well, Higgs,
their’s a good chap!)

I think you will all agree that the Rook-
wood items in this issew heets all the rest
of the feechers put together! I've per-
swaded Mornjngton—the chap with the eye-
glass, you know—to write me an artikel, and
he has oblijed with_ *“Hints to Yung Foot-
bawlers.” The hints seem rather kweer to
me, but I suppoze they're all rite. Anyway,
Morny looked kwite serious when he handed
me his artikel, so I hardly think he's pulling
my legg. ' .

And now, deer reeders, I am :too fool.of
emoshun—and rabbitt-pie—to write any more
this weak, but neckst weak I shall he going
strong ! (Now, Higgs, I've fnnished wmy
skribbling, so you can pass me the wipped
creem wallnuts, the butterd skones, the jam-
sandwidge, the toast, the marmerlaid, the
minse-pies, and the patter-cake hiskits!—
Thanks!)

Bong swore, deer reeders!
Yore affeckshunate pal,
TUBBY MUFFIN.

there will be no fear of the paper going
under. Billions of hoys and eirls will buy
it for the St. Jim's featurecs alone. They
won't want to read Billy Bunter's balder-
dash!

Of course, Figgins and Kerr, my two study-
mates, were awfully ratty when they heard
that T had promised Billy Bunter my support.

“You're a champion chump, TFatty!
“You'll lose all your sclf-
respect by going in co with Bunter!”

“Yes, rather!” said Kerr. “You're a per-
fectly priceless pumpkin, Fatty, to get mixcd
up with a scheme of this sort!”

“Let's bump the fat idiot!” roared Figgey.

“I won't let you contribute to thc St
Jim’s Page if you do!” I chimed in, 3

And so Figgy and Kerr let me off. You
see, they're both fond of secing their stull
in print, and in their hearts they envy mec
my job of sub-editor and special COTrCs-
pondent for St. Jim's.

You will see that I've persuaded Monty
Lowther to do a feature, and the other
St. Jim's feature is what they call a sym-
posium, I believe. I organised it mysell.

I must ring off now, dear readers, as 1've
got an important appointment with Bagg)
Trimble at the tuckshop!

Look out for some topping St.
features next week!

Jim’'s

Your plump pal,
FATTY WYXNN.

For Billy will be G.0.C., and I shall be his

kernel.

They'll find us tuffish nuts to crack, I
prommis you (don't lari!)— :

For I'm to be on the staff, Dicky—I'm to Dhe
on the stafr!

We meen to make things hum, you no, in
this old sleepy skool; : :

With toping tails and artikels the ° Wecekly
will be fool. \ .

Can't stop for more—I must be off to get
my annual barf. : ‘

But isn't it stunning news, Dicky? I'm to
be on the stafl! .

‘Well, what do you think of that, boys and
girls? I don’t believe there’s a poet like me
in the skool. I think I shall hhave that
bewtiful poem set fo musick, and publish it
io my bruther’s “ Weekly.”

Billy might do what Wharton never done.
He might have a peece of musick in his
“Weekly.” Wharton néver had sence enough
to think of a feeture like that. Blessed if 1
don't see what Hoskins, the musickal chap,
says about it. 1 :

*Any old how, that’s a stunt I'm going to
bare in my mind, reeders. Of corse, though
I'm cheef subb-edditer, I can’t put anything
in this bit of mine. Billy has the larst word,
just like he allways takes the last bit of
grubb. (That’s a bit of soft sope, reeders,.
'cos Billy might be in a better frame of*mined
when I tackle him about the musick.)

Well, I've. réeched the end this week, go
I remane, . : tf iy

i 3 'ours stuntfully,
SAMMY BUNTER.
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DICK GRUNTER’S DARING!

e

~ |

“I say, Horton—"

It was-Dick Grunter of the Remove Form
at. Grey Towers, who spoke.

Dick was a plump, athletic-looking fellow,
Sirlklllglf{ handsome, in spite of the peeuliar
frowth in the middle of his face. Some
people said that this strange growth was
Dk ﬂnn!tur's nose. Others declared it was
A deformity. On top of the growth was
perched a pair of enormous spectacles.

Hngry ]!ﬂrlntt. the captain of the Remove,
was in his study, drawing up the list of
players for the match with Wyeliffe., His
chums—Bob Berry, Frank Truegent, Johnny
Bullock, and Hurree Warble—were with him.

..I"I say, Horton,” repeated Dick Grunter,

suppose I'm down to play against
Wyeliffe 9" e
“There's something wrong  witl your

'sul_lpust‘r,' then!”’ growled Horton.

Dick Grunter's eyes chttered bhehind his
spectacles,

“You know jolly well that I'm entitled to
& place in the team!” he said wrathfully.

Bob Berry chuckled.

“If we were to give yon a place in the
team, Grunter,”” he gaid, “there'd be such an
outery that soon we shouldn't have a tcam
In the place!”

“Ha, ha, ha'?

. "Oh, really, Berry! This is sheer personal
jealousy on Horton’s part. He knows what
4 player 1 am, and he's afraid of Leing shown
up by me., That's why he always keeps me
out of the side. But I'm fed up with taking
a back eecat. I'll raise an eleven. Horton.
that'll lick yours into a cocked hat! And
then you won’t be able to overlook my claims
any longer!"

A roar of laughter greeted Diek Grunter’s
threat.

“Ha, ha, hal?

“You've some hopes of licking the Remove
team, Porpoise !

“The hopefulness is terrifie!”

Dick Grunter shook a fat fist at the laugh-
ing juniors.

“I'll get up a team this very afternoon!”
he said. “And I'l] make your own rag-time
cleven look a set of novices!’ y

“Rats!”

Having formed his daring resolve, Dick
Grunter rolled out of the study, and at once
started to raise recruits for his eleven.

ST LT T S

SHOULD ETONS BE
ABOLISHED ?

A Number of St. Jim’s Fellows Give
Their Views.

LR TR R ez

ARTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY.—Most
decidedly, dear boy! I consider that no
fellow looks at his best in Etons. They are
not, striking enough. They lack a satisfactory
colour-scheme. In my opinion, the wearing of
fancy waistcoats should be made compulsory,
and pink socks with green stripes should be
vniversally worn. All neckties should be red,
white, and blue, with a dash of yellow. All
trousers should be striped in zebra fashion,
and the lower part of these garments should
be made of solid metal. They would then be
dog-proof, and that beast Towser, who has
go respect whatever for a fellow's trousers,
would have to keep his distance. All jackets
¢hould be made to resemble the present style
ot footer jersey, viz., red and white stripes.

I consider that' these reforms are most
grgently needed. Not for one moment; how-
ever, would I dream of banishing the
. “topper,” which is the distinguishing mark
of a gentleman. Any fellow found wearing a
bowler hat should be gated for the rest of
the term! And anybody misguided enough to
wear a trilby or a Homburg, should recsive

_a fearful thrashing ‘!-

J ERRY.-—Abolish Efons?. No jolly
taESHE}L{)m are jolly ¢omfy, and any fellow
who talks of abolishing them has got Dats

In bis belfrv!
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By PETER TODD.

(Nole : Peter assures me f‘hat the karrackters in this story are ficktishus. But I have my doubts I—ED.) —
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There were plenty of fellows willing to
enlist under Dick’s banner. Sinner and Stoop
and Swott pgoraptly rallied round: and
Bisher T. Bish” guessed and calculated that
he would show Harry Horton & Co. how to
play football. A Chinese junior named Lun
Wung also agreed to play.

Harry Horton's eleven laughingly accepted
Dick Grunter's challenge, and at two o'cloek
the rival elevens lined up on the footer-field.

Joker of the Fifth consented to act as

R

a0

referee, and there were loud cheers as he
Llew his whistle for the game to commence,

“Play up, Gunter!”

“On the ball!”

Dick Gunter made a handsome figure in his
tight-fitting jersey, which was split from the
nape of his neck t» the small of his back.

Harry Horton & Co. were the first to
attack, but they could made no impression
on a resolute defence, in which a burly youth
named Bolshevik major greatly distinguished
himself.

All throngh the first half Harry Horton's

men Kept up a terrific bombardment. But,
try as they would, they could not get
through.

At the interval the score-sheet was hlank—

MONTY LOWTHER.—By all means abolish
Etons, and let's wear coats of mail. Public
floggings would then be a luxury!

HERBERT SKIMPOLE.—Any revolutionary
departures or innovations of a sartorial
nature are to be unceremoniously deprecated,
as being derogatory to the — (Shirrup,
dictionary !—F. W.)

JACK BLAKE.—Etons should be abolished
in favour of khaki. I know that khaki is the
correct wear, because I once heard a
sergeant-major say, as he surveyed a squad
of Tommies: “Right dress!”

PERCY MELLISH.—I certainly think Etons
should be abolished. When a chap goes out
after lights out and happens to be seeén Dy
some silly idiot of a prefect, he is immediately
recognised as some St. Jim’s chap. Ordinary
clothes would not give the prefects such a
chance of knowing who's out late at night.

GEORGE FIGGINS.—I thiok Etons should
remain. At the same time, I do not think it
fair that tailors should charge a chap who is
a little bit long in the leg extra for his suit.

GEORGE HERRIES.—I think that some
chaps at least should be made to wear Etons,
even if they were abolished. My dog Towser
has a great liking for the trousers which go
with an Eton suit, as more than one tailor's
dummy knows. Why deprive dogs of their
legitimate pleasures?

. WALLY D'ARCY.—Yes, certainly abolish
Etons. ‘The collars we have t0 wear with the
suit are too big. One can’t: hide ink when
it happens to get upon one's collar, and with
-2 fatheaded- major. -always -howlfng .about

111
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and so were the faces of Harry Horton and
his baflied followers.

Dick Grunter laughed gaily as he munched
a rabbit-pie.

"We've got 'em grogay, you fellows!™" he
su'ul. “They're played to a standstill already.
We shall be all over ‘em in the second-half'*?

“*Yep! I guess they'll look pretty sick by
the time we've flnished with ‘em!” said
Bisher T. Rish.

The game was resumed in a sensational
fashion. ; ;

Dick Grunter rolled the whole length ol
the feld, and all etforts to bowl him over
proved unsuccessful,  He wound up by firing
in a terrific shot at point-blank range, and
Cowstrode, the goalie, was beaten all ends
up.

"Gnﬂ].!”

“Good old Grunter!”

Dick Grunter fairly purred with delight.

“This is where we score!” he chortled.

Harry Horton & Co. played up desperately,
But they were not in the same strect as
Dick Grunter's eleven, who fairly ran them
oll their feet.

Goal after goal came from the nimble and
graceful feet of Dick Grunter. His shooting
was deadly—almost as deadly as that of Mr.
Snout, the master of the Fifth,

Five minutes from the end, no less than
nine goals had been registered by  Dick
Grunter. And Harry Horton's eleven had not
yet opened their account. _ |

The crowd clamoured for Dick Grunter te
put on another goal.

“*Make it ten, Dick!”

“Get into double flgures!”’

In the very-dast mionute Dick Grunter re-
ceived a pass from Bisher T. Bish. He raced
through on his own, bowling over Joliiny
Bullock and Bob Berry as lie ran.

When within shooting distance he paused.

“Horton,” he said, “I will now drive the
[ast nail into your coflin!” -

And then Dick Grunter shot, falling heavily
into a puddle as he did so.

The muddy "water splashed into his face:
and then—he woke up to hear the rising-bel;
clanging, and to see Bob Berry standing ove)
his bed, squeezing a wet sponge over his
features!

TIIE END.

e ————————————————— e —

cleanliness, it gets on one's nerves! (And
Gussy will get on your neck when he sees
this .'._',—-'F. "i‘.)

HENRY MANNERS.—I must say I like the
look of Etons, but there is one great objee-
tion. The pockets won't hold a decent-sized
plate when one happens to be out taking
photographs. .

RALPH RECKNESS CARDEW.—Abholish
them if you like, dear boy, but don't bother

-me auny more. s

MISS MARIE RIVERS.—What a fuuny
question to ask me, Wynn! I should not like
to see Etons abolished, for I must say you all
look pretty little boys in your best suits.
(Ow! I sha'n't ask Miss Marie any moroe
questions !—F. W.) -

e ————

SPECIAL MESSAGE FROM BAGGY
TRIMBLE ! *

v “NMy Deer Reeders,—That beest, Fatty
Wynn, has crowded me out, this weak, and in
any case, I couldn't have ritten a kollum for
this issew, as I'm in the sanny, suffering from
sevvere infernal panes. You see, I herd that
they eat frogs in France, so I tried toad-pie.
and, oh, the aggerny and pane! 1 hope—ow!
--t? feel—yow {—better neckst weak—yow-ow:
ow!

“Hopping you are all kwite well as it lecves
me at preszent in grate angwish, I remain,

“Yores to a barf-bunn,
“DAGGY TRIMBLE.”

.8 N B @
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WHAT | THINK OF JIMMY SILYEFRs®
By Tommy Dodd.

Junmy Silver, the so-called leader of
the Classical Fourth at Rookwood, 15 a
champion fellow—in his own estimation !

quite agree that Jimmy is a
champion—g champion chump! His
ffgntﬂr‘wnult_i maie the angels weep: and
his cricket is g sight for- gods and men

- and little fishes, IHa can't hold the most
that comes his way, because,

stmple catch
ike our fat friend Tubby, he's always

Muffin’

nn‘}hnt .J'.mm.?_ Silver is doing here at
l‘:hust?nn - '-m“EmE. It must have been a
Huuk{ Mmistake that he drifted into
“L‘ﬂh:‘guo?- H{f luggage was labelled
that wru l{{ntﬂhr and the authorities of
tﬁmgeru{ own asylum, realising the
are seq of Jimmy Silver being at large,
an jin lirmg the country for him. It's

-AUE to Rookwood that a raving

Maniac IHKE‘SI[\'EI‘ should be allowed to

HINTS TO YOUNG
FOOTBALLERS.

By VALENTINE MORNINGTON.

I suppose it is the ambition of every young
footballer to play for Aston Villa or Totten.
ham Hotspur, or some other famous club; to
figure in the English Cup-Final at Stamford
Bridge, and to make a name that will live
*in the history of the great winter game.

I will proceed to tell you how this ambition
can be realised. 1 speak with some authority,
because I come of a great footballing family.
My gareat-grandfather, Squire Mornington,
was skipper of his village team in the days
when the goals were five miles apart, and
when the ball was such a size that if you
happened to get in its way as il rolled down-
hill you were smashed to a pulp.
Well, my great-grandfather
cvery vear for the village, and
more goals—and opponents—than any other
player in the land. The epitaph on his tomb-
stone runs as follows:

turned out
he kicked

“Here Iyeth ye squire:

That any
slicke,

And gette out of ye way, was
to hys wife,

And did keepe to hys bedde for ve reste of
hys Iyfe!” Y

he'd so lustie a kicke
opponent who failed to looke

borne home

e, ﬂnd to tar
opera - » 10 quote from a cer ain |

BT e’
Peace will

WVill come as soon as ho
S put 1n

gaol for lunacy !"

As < : :
belnuéahﬂi‘e ﬂ[rem'ly staled, Jimmy Silver
More ﬂmr? ¢ Classical side, and I've
his Cla .once had occasion to disfizure
lmngine;‘lﬂ“‘;ﬂl features! He fondly
10’8 cock of the walk. Curious

1O .
deliu;ig']:lt‘fssn{l:\\'_lgs harbour these sort of
~ Wl "0

=3 Sltl.m:ﬁ l!lnt there's a big controversy
;Il'-tﬁns ba Abo] subject of * Elmpld
,;IFF shoy, ﬂjﬂhnd?"_‘ L certainly think
Vhat pa _Jimmy * Silver's case.
S a strait-jacket !

Wiy,
AT !
' T
:'NK OF TommMY DODD.
Eidﬂs e‘u"ervny dimm? Silver
“Hi[i] at ilgn{i knows, there are two
Tley < sid ®Wood.. = Angd the most
Con. A Claee> 20 “the Mador
Ocgp, ~ASsicy] gide o loderns, :
are a4 ‘de 15 a very exclusive

Adp:,, =N
Tl.:,_,_. mlt‘tﬁd_y “Portsmen and gentlemen

' Consisting of hooligans,
+* And  braipless louts, are

Lhﬁ b{ltﬂ the Mﬂdern side,

ang ‘ﬁ".-.‘;es‘t hooligan, ‘the tamest
Mag p S Most brainless lout, is

od ¢
CONtingg a1
hig

lun .
ﬂllqatlfvtﬁﬁ
T : m

My - i e -
Ifﬂung ilt? ally - having  to Lkeep

DIHCE 0 l .[
ra . A Nee * Unly the other day
E{?F Ufag'. M;%ary to dribble him across |
out it.&lng' a Dal I\C‘“'{‘Gmo, who 15 by
X Doet, made up a Limerick

Wa
rE“E(?_ * Young bounder named
S Ohe day in ihe quad.
ou're gn ass!”
In the grass,
% the ass was well
e
2hl, Jaiq the 5 .
huld < odern side will never
ng&tﬁ, nnfandlﬂ to the Classicals
d-&ring -3‘? lnng as 1t contains
ael ot as Tommy Dodd !
Ntiments, gentlemen !
and Newcome, my
» heartily endorse

My gareat-gzrandfather’s footballing ability
Was inbierited . by my grandfather, who
founded the famous Lickham Rovers’ club.

My pater, too, was hot stuff in his youth,
They made him a linesman at the Cup-Final

in the year that somebody sloped off with

the gate-money. It was rumoured that my
pater iad a hand in the business, because he
was afterwards seen touring about the
country in a Ford car. But then, Rumour's
a lying jade! '

[ myself am a fine foothaller. I play at
outside-left for the Rookwood junior team—
Aunless I happen to be left outside!

But to come to the point, as Mr. Bootles
said when he sat on an inverted tintack.
Here are some useful hints for the cuidance

of any fellow who wishes to make a Bloomer:

(1) Before playing in a mateh,
a solid foundation by having a beavy meal
ol pastry. A dozen veal-and-ham pies afford
the best preparation. :

(2) Treat the referce to a lime-juice-and-
soda belora the match—not as a bribe, of
course, but merely to put him in a good
humour,

(3) If you are a half-back, make
of feeding your forwards.. Give
of toffee every five minutes!

(4) IT you can’t rob your opponent of the
ball, .rob him of his gold ticker when he
isn’'t looking! |

(5) Don’t be afraid of using your fists. The
more opponents you can put- out.of action
the better your team’'s chances!
(6) Shoot straight and often. A catapult
is the best weapon to use!

(7) It your sgide fails to carry off the
honours, make sure that they have to carry
off the referee!

[f you follow these golden rules, you are

always lay

a point
Jem a lump

| bound to have a «reat falure before you in
- the world of foothall!
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EXTRACTS FROM “THE =

TIMES ” IN 1950. =
By MONTY LOWTHER. =.
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THE IHONOURALRLE AR THUR
AUGUSTUS D'ARCY has been asked
Lo put up for Member of Parliament for
Bunkumville, He has answered that he
13 bound o refuse, as he already has too

many (ies.
L J

SIR THOMAS MERRY has been
appoiunted. Governor of St James'
School, Sussex. Ile was onco a pupil
there, and rumour has it that he was
very much i the eye of the public at
the Lime.

MR.  BAGLEY  TRIMBLE  has
accepled the appointment of head chef
at the Carlton,

R —

MR. BERNARD GLYN has invented
an aeroplane which will fly to Muars aud
back on a penuyworth of petrol,

L

MR. JOHN BLAKE, who was
admitied to Colney IHatch Asylum ten
years ago, shows no sign of coming back
to his right senses.

=

MR. DAVID WYNN is opening a new
restaurant m the Strand on the first
day of next month. This makes the
fifty-fourth that he has built this year

SIR GEORGE KERR. the world.
famous detective, has not yel solved

the Mystery of the Poisoned Sumlwi{*i_l,
which he fivst “tackled in 1930. Ilo is
stilt ‘hopeful of running the criminal (o
his lair, however.

LORD MACNOODLE, betier known
as Montaguoe Lowther, -is still drawing
thousands-of people to his play, I Saw
You!” at His Majesty's. Ile is now
recognised as being the greatest humorist
of the cenlury.

MR. TAGGLES is reliving from the
post of porter to St. James' School,
after having slepl at the gates for nearly
cighty vears.

f"l“l(ll‘ Of
oone imnto
are nasty

MR. PERCY MELLISH,
“The Swindler's Gazette,” has
the country for a rest. There
rumours flying round the City.

THT. GREEN MAN al Rylcomba,
Sussox, was ratded by the police vester-
day evening. Rackeo and Crooke, the
notorious crooks, were found gambling
on the premises. * It is to be hoped that
they got a lifesenlence this lime as
incorrigible rogues.

————

MR. GEORGT HMERRILES, the well-

known dog-fancier, i3 organising his
Lwenly-thicd show this month.-
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him to Coventry. It's partly because
they’re unthinking young asses, and
partly because Mornington put their
backs up by swanking. I dare say they’d
swallow 'Erbert if Mornington hadn’t
F]npp:‘:d in like a high-handed ass, as he
15, I've got an idea for bringing them
round. Feed the brute, you know! We'll
ask them to an extra special feed in this
study !

“Eh? Ask who?”

“Jones minimus, and Figher, and
Snooks, and Tracy minor—the leading
lights of that tremendously important
Form, the Second.”

“You frabjous. ass!” eaid Lovell, in
measured tones. “Do you think we're
gomg to have gangs of grubby fags feed.-
ing in this study 7”

1t 8 for the good of the cause, you
know,” explained Jimmy. ‘A first-class
feed in a study like this will bring the
little beasts round. They’ll be enjoying
lln::}u' plruhb_v selvels on the fat of the land,
and when everything’s going rippingly,
iIn walks 'Erbert. He ﬁ}insgthg)ppngﬁ'
and we, with great tact——-" o

“Rats 1"

- r_» . L Ay 179
“With great tact, act as if there was |. - We'll come—rather!

nothing the matter. And. after being
civil to "Erbert round the festive board.
the little rotters will be bound to treat
him a bit more decently. It will break
the ice, vou know.”

And Jimmy Silver smiled with great
Hlltlsfnctmn over that really excellent
pian,

“ Well, what do you think of the idea?”
he asked, as the Co. glared at him.

“Rotten ! caid Lovell.

“Fatheaded !” said Raby.

“Idiotic!” said Newcome.

Jimmy Silver laughed. There was a
p!ontiful lack of enthusiasm for his rip-
ping idea.  But Jimmy Silver did not
mind, so long as he had his way.

“I've had a whacking remittance
to-day,” he went on. “That’s really
what put it into my head. My pater’s
sprung a whole quid. We ean turn the
study into a land flowing with milk and
honey.”

“To entertain
snorted Lovell.

““To see "Erbert through his troubles *
eaid Jimmy Silver chidingly. :

“I suppose you're going to have your
way,’’ growled Lovell.

“T suppose so,”
a smile.

“It will end in a row.”
“Oh, rot! Good manners will keep

a gang of fags!”

Jones & Co. from any incivility to ’Erbert |

while they’re all our guests, you know. ”

““Precious lot of good manners you’ll
find in the Second!”

“Well, we'll give them a chance. Come
and help me do the shopping,” :aid
Jimmy.

“Van Ryn tried
eort,”” remarked Raby. “He asked all
the little beasts to baked chestnuts in his
study. They walked out when they saw
'Erbert.”

“Y know. DBut this isn’t baked chest-
nuts; it's going to be a feed to make
their mouths water.”

“It’s a shocking waste of good grub,
feeding fags,” said Lovell. “But we'll
try it if you ke, It won’t do any good.”

“Bow-wow!” |

After n considerable amount of
grumbling, the Co. prepared to back up
their study-leader, as thev generally

assented Jimmy, with

something of the |

shop to do the shopping, which was done
upon an unusually l])u\'is 1 scale.

When it was done most of Jimmy
Silver’s pound-note remained in charge
of Sergeant Kettle; and the Fistical Four
returned to their study laden with good
things.

While Lovell and Raby and Newcome
prepared the festive arrangements,
Jimmy Silver looked for Jones minimus,

He found Jones and Fisher and Snooks
and Tracy minor in the Second Form-
room, ¢ngaged in comparing notes as to
what kind of a feed could be raised for
the moderate sum of fivepence-halfpenny,
istead of tea in Hall.

““Hallo, Fourth Form cad!” growled
Jones, ds the captain of the IFourth came
in. Jimmy Silver did not seem to hear
that polite remark.

““Hallo! I've been looking for you
chaps,” he said genially. _

Jones & Co. relaxed at once. *“Kids ™
would have roused their wrath; but

““chaps ” from the captain of the Fourth |

was flattering.

“ Anything on?” asked Jones.

“Yes; we're killing the fatted ealf in
my study,’”” said Jimmy Silver. ‘' Would
you fellows like to come?”

The “‘fellows” exchanged glances of
satisfaction.

This general invitation settled the
problem of the fivepence-halfpenny in the
most satisfactory manner.

: said Fisher
immediately. :

Jones minimus frowned at him. Jones
did not want to avppear to be too eager
for a feed, even in the end study.,

“*We shall be pleased to accept your

| kind invitation, Silver,” said Jones, with L

dignity.

“Certamiy !"”” said Tracy minor.

““Hear, hear!” said Snooks. .

“Then come on,” said Jimmy Silver
genially, 7

And he led his flock away to the Fourth
Form passage. )

Lovell & Co. received the guests with
marked politeness. Their manner was
grave and genial,

Jimmy Silver left them in the study,
and hurried off to look for 'Exbert, IHe
found that young gentleman looking on
at the senior football-ground.

“Busy?” asked Jimmy, tapping him on
the shoulder.

“Only lookin’ round,” said ’Erbert.
“If there’s anythin’ I can do fur you,
Master Silver——? . -

“1 want you to come to tea, kid.”

'Erbert’s face clouded a little,

“It’s werry kind of you, sir,” he
faltered. *‘ But—but—look ’ere, I ainit
planting meself on you, Master Silver!”

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“But I want you to come,” he said.
“In fact, I want you very specially this
time. Don’t be proud, you know,”

"Krbert chuckled.

“Me!” he ejaculated.
Master Silver.
bird!”

“Quarter of an hour,
Jimmy,

“ Wotto !”? -

Jimmy walked back to the end study,
feeling eatisfied. He felt that it was a
really nobby scheme. Under the soften-
ing nfluence of a handsome spread, and

“T ain’t proud,
I'll come like a blooming

then,” sad

the courteous attentions of the Fourth- |

Formers, Jones & Co. were bound to be
in & good humour; and they would see,
too, that the ' despised ’Erbert was
thought much of by such important
persons as the Fistical Four of the
Fourth, And, anyway, they were bound
to be eivil in another fellow’s quarters.
The ‘ice would be broken; and after
that~ cheery and chatty tea-party the

s did. | grim seéntence of Coventry wonld die
The Fistical Four proceeded to the tuck- away of its own accord. So, Jimmy -

| great heartiness,

Silver hoped, at least. It was a schieme
quite worthy of Uncle James of Rook-
wood, and it only remained to sce how il
would work.

study. :

The feast of the gods was already

going strong., f
Jones minimus, Fisher, T¥acy minor,
and Snooks were seated round the table,
on the chairs belonging to the Fistical

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
And How It Worked !
IMMY SILVER wore his sweetest
smile as he came back into the end

| Four,

Lovell and Raby and Newcome =at

| where they could, but they were on their

feet most of the time, attending to their
guoests,
Jimmy Silver piled in at once to help.
Jones & Co. were looking cminentry
satisfied. Poached eggs—and new-laid
ones, too-—and gammon rashers were
rather a “‘catch.” And there were sar-

| dines, and there was ldoater-paste, and

there was ham. There were pickles, and
there were crackers and cheese.

And to follow the more solid portion of
the entertainment there were two kinds
of jam, marmalade, jelly, biscuits, cake,
apples, and doughnuts.

In all Jones’ career as a fag at Rook-
wood he had never been asked to such
a feed; he had never seen such a feed
excepting in his dreams, s

Jones' chubby face ware an éxpansive

smile, and he felt full of friendly
cordiality towards Jimmy Silver & Co.

| He considered that they were in a higher

Form, -

Lovell & Co. backed up Jimmy man-
fully. From their courteous manners it
might have been supposed that the end
study delighted to Eunuur the young
gentlemen of the Second Form,; and that
they felt it as a supreme lionour that
gunns & Co. had consented to come to
ea. :

- When Jones bogan to talk football he
was listened to with great respect. His
comrades were too busy feeding to be
able to answer him, but Jimmy Silver
& Co. listened unto him as unto an eracle.

“And what do you think of Bulkeley’s
play, Jones?” asked Jimmy Silver
sweetly, oy !

As Bulkeley was head of the Sixth and
captain of Rookwood, a Second-Former’'s
opinion of his play was really unimport-
ant. But Jimmy Silver sccmed to con-
sider 1t a matter of great moment:

“Oh, so-50!” said Jones loftily. *“RBii
too slow in taking a pass, if you ask
me.”’ oo

Lovell ga¥ed,

“Bulkeley would
murmured. i

There was a tap at the door. *

“More chaps coming?”? asked Snooks.

“Yes, one more. A chap in vour
Form—a new chap,” said Jimmy Silver
carelessly, |

Jones & Co. exchanged quick glances.

““New chap!” murmured Jones,

“Come in!” called out Lovell.

'Erbert came in. : ¥t

He gave a slight start at the sight of
the fags at the table, and coloured.
Jones & Co. looked very grim.

There was a momentary pause in the
rapid disappearance of the good things.

The TFistical Four did not appear to
notice it.

“Sit down, kid!” said Jimmy, with
“Here's your chair!
You're a little late, but never mindl.
You know Jones, I think?”

“Yes!” gasped 'Erbert,

Jones did not speak.

“I think you know all these chaps—
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ell in your I'orm. Begin with the eges
| and rashers, young 'un. Lemme see—
‘ you were going to tell us about your

Jimmy Silver. Jimmy looked round the
study. It was very nearly wrecked.

“You howling ass!" roared Lovell.

“Woell, my hat!” -That was all Jimmy
Silver could say.

“Look at the study!™ shrieked Raby.
“Look at the crocks! All smashed!
There’s dashed jam over everything!"

L *And pickles!' hooted Newcome.
“And this is what comes of your
wonderful schemes for feeding fags,
Jimmy Silver, you frabjous cuckoo!"
| roared Lovell. “ And you're roing to he
Jolly well bumped for it!  Collar him !"

debating society:; he's now here, and it
would rather interest him." '
| Jones grinned sardonically. Jimmy's |
surreptitious efforts at promoting good
tellowship having failed, he was coming |
out into the open. But Jones minimus
was quite equal lo the captain of the
Fourth. “
 “Murphy !” he said vaguely. “I don't
know anybody named Murphy."

*"Erbert, you know,"” said Jimmy.

“I don’t think I know anybody named
‘Erbert,” said Jones calmly.

“I'm sure I don't,” remarked TFisher.

match with the Third, Jones. You beat
Wege's lot, I think?”
“Yes,” said Jones curtly.
“Bit of a tussle, I suppasc?” eaid
Jimmy insinuatingly. gy
Jones did nol answer. He was not Lo
be drawn.
Jones minimus was not a genius—but
he was not exactly a duffer. He had
wondered why the Fistical Four were
entertaining a gang of fags in this way.

Herknew noyw. S “Not acquainted with any chap of that h IS IIerﬂ_. h}"[d on!” yelled Jimmy.

Van Ryn, the good-natured South name,” said Tracy minor, with a curling | But his incensed chums collared him
African, had done something of the sort, lip. F . with great wrath, and Jimmy Silve
and Jonos !‘Iad retired majestically from “No fear!" added Snooks. | smote the sturdy carpet thrice with his
his study, insensible to the allurements “Oh, come orf!” broke out 'Erbert | person with great force. Then Lovell
of baked _cheatnutﬂ. . angrily.  “Don’t play the giddy hox! | & Co. left him sitting amid the wreckage,

But this feed was a stunning feed—a | You know me well enough, you silly | gasping for breath.
feed worthy of the old gods on high | howl!" And that was the outcome of Jimmy

Olympus, and that made a difference. “Ahem !"” murmured Jimniy Silver. | Silver's  great scheme for promoting
Jones could not make up his mind to . Come on, you fellows!" ‘said Jones [ fellowship in the Second Form. There

l“f{l his back mﬂﬁ‘“”“”i’_ul}ﬂﬂ two kinds minimus, - with great loftiness. “CGood- | was, ’-Hlfﬁl‘lll“ﬂt(‘[}'. no other outcome.

of jam, ﬂﬂ‘&ﬂml i of jelly, cake, and | afternoon, Silver!”. - %

viscuits, and apples. : 7 - . : :

- So he decided it was up to him to be As for your blooming debating THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

civil, as he was a guest in the study.

His civility, however, was ounly for his

society, I wouldn't be found dead in it!"
said 'Erbert resentfully. “1T seen you

once—set of silly young howls a-torkin’

In Doadly Peril !

| 66 KATE, voung 'un?"”
kind entertaners, =~ .. | silly rot, and fancying you're like the | TIIL was  Saturday afternoon.
He saw Jimmy Silver's little trap quite Sixth ! : : -iere was a hard frost, and the
clearly, and declined to walk into it. "~ “You cheeky little beasl!™ roared river was frozen harder than

His comrades followed his lead.

‘Erbert, awkward and blushing, joined
in the feed, and in his nervousness he
% He ate sardines
with a knife, and poured his tea into his

made seyeral blunders,

saucer.

Jones & Co. smiled satirically as he

did so. :

- -Othorivise, !hoy took no notice of

'Erbert.

Jimmy Silver & Clo. exeried themselves
to keep-the conversation going. But
they exerted themseives in vain.

The fags had been asked there to a
feed, and they were feeding. They had
:u:i;:c undertaken to talk, and they did not
alk. | ‘

They answered remarks in mono-

l,.]'nnm minimus, forgetting that 'Erbect.

was in
“I've a
ear!"” ~
“You couldn't do it in a month " said
'Erbert .disdainfully. - *“Take yer face
away and bury it, do! It worries me!
Ah, would yer?”

‘Erbert uttered that ejaculation as
Jones' minimus, forgetful of all decorum,
made a jump at him.

Crash! - ‘
'Erbert’s chair went over backwards,
and 'Iirbert nearly followed it. But he
exerted himself, and bore Jones minimus

Coventry in his indignation.
Jjolly good mind to pull your

| back. Jones crashed into the table, and

it went flying. There was a terrific crash

} I'vo never tried.

ever in mosb places.

Half Rookwood had turned out Lo
skate or slide, |

Jimmy Silver & Co came down to the
E‘mnk together, and Jimmy spotted
Erbert looking on at the skaters.

The little fag was alone, as usual.

Jones & Clo. were sliding. They had
made a slide right across the river, and
were enjoying themselves immensely.
‘Erbert had joined in the slide, but ho
had been shouldered off without cere-
mony, and had retired to the bank.

“I've been slidin’, Master Silver,"
said "Erbert. [ don't skate—leastways,

"

4

“I'll show you how, some time,” said
JII]]II‘}'. vh- All l'lgllt' }'Dll L‘llﬂpg !”

svllables.  “One or two timid attempts Ef ?mke_r}r as’ llu:_,- tn:ble pitched to the : Th? Fistical Four glided out on the

from 'Erbert were not answered at all. Tt 0 . ice, 'Erbert watching them with lkeeu
. Al : Stop 1t!" shrieked Raby. interest. He would have b lad to
Lovell & Co. were grinning by this L r : <2 ouid have been gla

time g . > Jones and 'Frbert were rolling on the |join the skaters, or, still more, the

Jimmy Silver's idea of bringing about
good feeling and fellowship by “feeding
the brutes ” was turning out rather a
frost.

Jimmy was dismayed, but he did not

floor in deadly combat, heedless of
broken crocks. ’'Erbert got his opponent
under, and proceeded to rub Jones’ nose
in the carpet, and Jones roared lustily,

- Jones' chums were not going to stand

humbler sliders of hiz own form. Morn.
ington came along with Townsend and
Topham and Peele. He cravo 'Erberl a
triendly nod, but did not stop to spealk.

There was a sound of wrathful voices

give in that, They hurled t.hmn_selves' .upon jon the ice. Higgs of the Fourth per-

H -bl odiiha ; 1B o B oL ‘Iirbert, and dragged at him. 'Lrbert sisted 1n skating over the Second Form
: € nobly resisted the impulse to "“Md hit out on all sides, and in a few moments | slide, to the intense exasperation o
Jones & Co.’s heads together, a{t the whole - party of fags were a|{Jones & Co. Higgs, the bully of the
cxerted himself to pour oil upon the scrambling heap. Fourth, was delighted as ho scattered

troubled waters. But it was In vain.
The four fags reselutely declined to take
the slightest notice of "Erbert’s existence.

In the discouraging silence of the
guests, the Fistical Four's conversational
fffm‘ts failed at last. There was silence
in the study, broken only by the clinking

of crockery and Lhe champing of Second

Form jaws.
The feast was coming to an end. Both
kinds of jam had been liberally sampled,

and the guests were a little sticky. Jones

& Co. had eaten enough—indeed, they
had eaten too much.
Jones gave his comrades a look, and
rose to his feet. Phrels # :
“Not finished yel?” said Jimmy Silver
hospitably. _
“Thanks, yes!" said Jones

politely.
“Thanks awfully for the feed!

We've

with this!”
“Kick the

“Look here, I'm fed up
roared Lovell wrathfully.
whole gang out!”
‘““ Hear, hear!"
- “Hold on!"” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.

But his chums did not hold on. It
was trouble enough' entertaining a gang
of the Second while they behaved them-
selves, but to have the study turned into
a cbckpit in this manner was rather too
*“thick.”

Lovell and Raby and Newcome, heed-
less of Jimmy Silver; started operations
on the struggling crowd of fags with
their boots.

There were wild yells from the Second-

I'ormers.

They rolled and sprawlod to the door,
helped by the vigorous application of
Fourth Form boots, and all five of them

the fags right and left. He was able to
cause discomfort to a dozen fellows at
once, which was quite a pleasure to
Higges,

Jones & Co. had to retreat to the bauk
at last,

“Come ~along
Jones minimus.

“Too thin!" said Tracy minor.

Jones minimus snorted.,

“If you're funky you can keop off!"
he snapped.

“Well, I'm not going on thin ice.”

“Go and eat coke, then!”

“It's all right,” said Fisher. “ The
thin ice i1s on the other side, and there’s
a danger-board. So long as we keep
clear of the board it's all right.”

“I'm going, anyway!” growled Jones
minimus.

farther down,” said

had a good time, renlil_v!" went rolling into the passage, 'Lrberl Jones led the way, and the fags
“There's a meeting of the Second | and Jones and Fisher and Snooks and | followed him down the stream. It was

Form Debating Society,” said Fisher,
with lofty dignity. :
“ Well, if you must, you must,” szaid
Jimmmy Silver regretfully. “By the way,
You might take young Murphy to the
Tue Porvras.—No. 107

Tracy minor sprawling and rolling to-
cether,

In the passage they sorted themselyes
out, and went their ways.

|

Lovell slammed the door after them.
Three separateé glaves weve turned upon !

| bearing

narrower here, and the ice was rugzed,
and left alone by the skaters. Across th
river a notice-boad showed over the ice,
the lezend in large letters:
sk Dﬂngﬂl‘!"

Tracy micor remained on the banlk,
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Bulkeley looped the end of the rope round Jimmy Silver,
lay across the gap in the ice like a bridge. ‘* Hold on to

but the rest of the fags were foon on
the 1ice, driving a fresh slide across.

They were out of the reach of
Hhggs & Co. there, and the bully of the
Fourth did not follow them up,

‘irbert went on the ice to slide by
himself when the fags were gone. but
he was soon cleared off by Higgs of the
Fourth. The bulky Fourth - Former
charged bhim, and 'Erbert slid away
down the river, leaving Higgs roaring
with laughter.

“*Here comes that  rolter  again!”
growled Snooks, as 'Erbert came sliding
along to where the fags were disporting
themselves. |

“Shove him oft ! said Jones.

The fags gathered round 'Erbert.

‘“ Let a bloke alone, can’t you 7’ howled
'Torbert indignantly. “I'm going farther
on—-"" '

Jones & Co. did not reply, but they
hustled the outsider to the bank, and
pushed him off the ice. ’Erbert stumbled
mm the frozen rushes, and sat down; and
the fags, grinning, went on sliding-again,

'Erbert rose rather paimnfully to his feet.
The bump in the rushes had hurt him.
He stood with a clouded brow, watching
the shders.

Jones & Co. were enjoying themselves
immensely. They had that part of the
yiver quite to themselves, and their slide
extended from bank to bank: = They
whizzed along 1t one after another: in
great. glee, with scarves floating. in the
wind. ST . oo R
“Yon're jolly near that board. you
fellows ! called out Tracy minor.

The sliders did not heed. 2
Jones minimus, leading a long string

100,

of sliders, stumbled on the ice, and went

down. Ilis followers, unable to stop
themselves, piled, on him in a yelling
lmnp. ‘ ' .

[ An anxious look came over 'Erbert's
ace.

“*That there hice won’t ‘stand much of
that!” he muttered.

{rack! %,

The reckless fags were within measur-
able distance of the danger-board. As
the heap of fallen fags struggled on the
ice there was a long and ominous sound
of cracking under them. b g

“Look ocut!” vyelled Tracy ' minor.
“The ice is goin’!” .

The fags scrambled hastily away.

Crack ! B

The strain had been too much. From
the cracked ice came a gush of dark
water,

Jones minimus sat un dazedly.

“Come off " shrieked Fisher, who had
already gained the bank. |

“.Look out, Jones!”

“My hat !”’ *

Jones staggered- to his feet, and as he
did so his foot went through the cracked
ice, £ X -

There was a sharper and louder crack,
and as the frightened fag strove to with-
draw his boot the other foot went
through. . b

Down through the eracked ice he went,
his arms coming.unon the frozen surface
with a- force: that further smashed the

“(Good heavens!”
“He’s in 1 N . :

The water: cushed over the ice. . Jones
min:mnas was fairly in, holding on to the

:-‘;ﬂﬂp,egl Tracy minor.

and the Fourth Former crawled along the shaking plank which
him a little longer !"’ gasped Silver. 'Erbert nodded. (Se= chapler 7.)

11

jagged edge of ice, and turning,a white,
terrified face towards his comnrades on the
bank.

“Hélp!” he panted. | &

“Get a plank, somebody ™ "gasped
Snooks Lelplessly. B, B e e

The l:rnEun ice crumbled in Jones’
frozen fingers, and, with a.choked cry, he
went under. Lhea

“Help!"” screamed Fisher, .

A lithe figure leaped out from the bank.

“’Old on!” shouted 'Erbert, = *“I'm
a-comin’ ! Wy

s, !

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
By Sheor Pluck !

PLASI! Lo '
S 'KErbert was in.

Jones was going undé¢r again,
frozen and helpless, when' the edge
of ice crumbled under 'Erbert’s feet, and
he was in the water beside him.

Forgotten in that moment ‘was the
bitter persccution the outcast of the Form
had suffered at the hands of the terrified
fag struggling in the water. 'Erbert had
forgotten that. All he saw was a fellow
in danger, and he rushed to the rescue
with unthinking courage.

The fags on the bank watched him
spellbound. Iisher was  shouting
mechanically for heln. ’

From up the river the skaters were
corning. The shouts had been heard.
But they came too late to be of any aid
to Jones minimus.

The freczing waters were sucking him
down to dcath when ’'Erbert's sinewy

oung arm closed round him and held
ium back. -

Tue PorvLAr.—No. 107,
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*'Old on lo me!"” panted 'Erblert.
Jones instinctively ‘held on.

His weight dragged on 'Erbert, and the

Lrave lad was dragged under the water.
The gap in the ice showed nothing but
the sullen surface of the river as Jimmy
Silver dashed up.- : :

‘“ What's happened?"” shouted Jimmy.

“Jones is in,”’ stuttered Fisher. “ He's
cone under, Murnhy's in, too. Ile went
in after him. They'll be drowned! Oh!"

*“'Erbert!" gasped Jimmy.,

“There he 1s!" yelled Lovell.

‘Erbert’s head came into view. In that
hall-minute under the bitter waters,
‘Erbert had fought wildly to keep from
being sucked away by the current. He
had succceded—how, he did not know.
But he came up in the gap, with Jones
minmmus still in his graso.

Jones was almost  insensible, but he
was still clinging to the outsider of the
Second. "Erbert struck out t8 keep him-
sclf afloat, though he was blue with cold.

“'Elp!" came in quivering tones
thruugﬁ his frozen lips. ' ‘

Jimmy Silver had kicked off his skates,
and he was speeding for the gap. -

“Hold on, Jimmy!” shouted T.ovell.
“ Here comes Bulkeley with the plank!”

Bulkeley of the Sixth was speeding
up. The long plank, kent in readiness
for a possible accident, was in his arasp.

“Stand back, Silver!"” he shouted.

Bulkeley pushed the broad olanl: ouf
over the ice, with the help of Neville and
Knowles. The end of it came over the
gap in the ice, and "Erbert changed his
griP to the wood.

“He ecan’t get out!" muttered Jimmy-

Silver. * Bulkeley, let me get along the

plank. T'm lighter than you. The ice

may go—"

-Bulkeley nodded. .

“Get along ! he said.

ITe looped the end of ‘a rone round
Jimmy Silver, and the Fourth-Former
crawled along the plank, which lay across
the gap in the ico like a bridee.

There was a buzzing crowd on the bank
and the ice by this time, and all eves
vere fixed unon ‘Erbert. .

Jimmy Silver had reached the gap now.

The ice was shivering under his weight,
and 1t certainly would not have stood the
weight of Bulkeley. But it held.

Jimmy grasned 'Erbert,

The little fac looked up at him.

“Take 'im!"” he muttered.

Jimmy nodded,” and took Jones, now
quite unconscious, from 'Erbert’s grasp
He drew him carefully upon the plank.

He crawled back “along the plank.
draggzing Jones after him by the
shoulders, till he reached the firm ice.
and many hands relieved him of the fag.

Erbert was still holding to the plank.

His strength was too far spent for him
to crawl out upon the plank, and he could
only hold on with numbed fingers.

Jimmy crawled back. :

“Here you are, kid!"” panted Jimmy
Silver.

He reached over and grasped the fag,
and drew him from the water. 'Erbert's
wet arms closed round his neck for

support.

Crack! Crack-aclk!

“Buck up, Silver!”

“My hat! It's going!

The ice gave way, and the plank
plunged in. Jimmy Silver was precipi-
tated into the water, with 'Irbert in his
Arms. _

But the rope was safe round him, under
his shoulders, and a dozen willing hands
dragged forcibly upon it.

The captain of the Fourth was drawn
out, still with 'Erkert safe in his grasp.

“Thank Heaven you're safe!” gasped
Buikeley. “Lend a hand here, yon
fellows! Gel them to the school !”

Tre Porurar.—No. 107,
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
| Friends at Last!
¢ "M all right!” gasped Jimmy.
I can walk all serene!” -
“Run, then!"”

Bulkeley caught up 'Erbert in
his arms, and Neville picked up Jones
minimus, and they dashed away towards
the school. Jimmy Silver did not need
help. The_ducking had not hurt him.

“Come on, Jimmy!” exclaimed
Lovell, grasping him by the arm. * Pul
it on! You'll catch your death of cold !™

“Right-ho ! grinned Jimmy.

- And he ran his hardest for Rookwood,
and arrived there quite warm.

“J

A rub down in the dormitory and a
change of clothes were enough for
Jimmy Silver; but ’Erbert and Jones

minimus had been put to bed, with hot-
water bottles at their feet, and blankets
piled on them, and the Head had tele-
phoned for the school doctor.

Tho story was all over the school now.

There was much searchinz of heart
among the Seccond-Formevs. 'Erbert.
the rank ‘outsider, the fellow they had
despised and condemned, had zone in for
Jones, the leader of his persecutors, at
the risk of his life.  Waell they knew the
fearful risk he had run, how-close he had
been (o the grim Kinz of Terrors !

“IIe ain’t a bad sort, after all,” said
['isher to his friends. “Iancy him goine
i for old Jones, you know! Jones
would have been drowned if ho hadn't !

“Plucky little beast, anyway,” said
Snooks. | '

" I=I say, it was jolly decent of him '
said Fisher, in a shamefaced way. ‘* After
all, the poor beast can’t help eating with
his knife if he was brought up like that.
I—I rather wish we hadn’t been so down

on him.”

“IIe’s a grn:.:sd sort ! said the repentant
Snooks. - “I'm jolly well not going o
send| him to Coventry after this, for
one!"

“ What rot ! said Tracy minor, with a
sneer,  “Of course, tho young cad will

be thinking of that.

g I dare say that’s
what he did it for.”

“He did it to fish out old Jones,” said |

Snooks warmly, “aud he micht have
been drowned himself !" |

“Rot! Anyone would have done it!"

“You didn't do it!"’ snorted Fisher.
“And if you say anything more about
Murphy, T'll dot you on the nose, youn
Tracy !” :
~ “Well, I sha’n’t speak to the cad. any-
way !’ sneered Tracy. ““Ile can't come
over me with a trick like this!”

“Oh, shut up!”

“ Dry up, Tracy!"

“Go and eat coke !

Tracy sncered, and walked awary.
There was evidently a revulsion of feel-
ing in the Second Form on the subject
of 'Erbert. But the snob of the Second
pinned his faith to Jones minimus.
Tracy reasoned it out that Jones would
be more down upon the rank outsider
than ever after this, for nothing could be
so bitterly exasperating as to receive a
favour from a fellow he disliked and des-
pised. It would have made Tracy feel
biter enough in Jones' place, and he
credited Jones minimus with his own
feelings. :

It was some hours later when Jones
minimus was allowed to come down. o
was looking pale and subdued, but other-
wise he did not seem much the worse
for his. experience. ’Erbert was still in
the dormitory.

“ All serene, Jomesey?” asked Tracy
minor, joining him.

“Right as rain,” said Jones minimus.
“The doctor johnnie said T ncedn't stay
in bed. Jolly glad of that! Jolly queer,
wasn't 1l, that that bounder Murphy
came in for me? Blessed if T &t on to
it at all!” S

that made the sn
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“Jusl like one of his tricks,” said
Tracy. *‘I was just going to come in, but
that rotter had (o shove himself forward,
as usual.” ‘

“Eh?"” -

“Of course, he will be trving io maka
capital out of this,” pursued Tracy
minor. * He's the kind of pushin’ cail
that would. He'll think we're zoing (o
let him out of Coventry just because he
fished you out of the river. Of course,
you won't stand anythin' of the sort.
The cad’s zot to be kept in his place all
the same—whgt ¢

Jones minimus did not reply.

Le looked fixedly at Tracy, with a sort
of wonder in his face, and an expresston
ob of the Second feel
uncomfortable,

Then, still without speaking, Jones
muinmus raised his right arm and smot2
Lracy full upon the nose.

“Yaroooh !™ : .

_TI‘HL',}' stageered back and sat down
with a l.!llllill. Jones mininus I'Ill"-hl"}
back his cuffs, and danced round him.

“Come on, you cad!” he roared,

S Yow-ow-ow !

“Get up, you funk! Geot up and have
some more ! roared Jones.

“ Grooogh !

“Ragging alveady ¢
as he camo up with
Soecond.,
for?"”

Jones minimus gave his Form-fellows
a truculent look.

“ Because he was running down my
pal.” he answered.
“What " pal?”

I'isher,

* Murphy.”

“Your—your pal 7"

. - D"l ‘ . . "

“Got anything to say azainst hun?™
roared Jones.

“ Nunno!”

“T've made it up with Murphy,” cot

crinned Fisher,
a crowd of tho
“ What are you punching Tracy

asked the mystified

tinued Jones minimus. *“You know
what he did—came in for me, after I'd
been a beast to him. You'd been a beast
too, Iisher.”

“Oh, draw it mild!” said Fisher.

“Ilere ho comes!” added Jones mint-
mus. **Come on, Murphy!"

'irbert came up, with a very red face

**Shoulder high!"” said Jones minimus.

“Oh, my 'at!"” said 'Erbert.

“Up with him!” said, Fisher.

*Iurrah!” roared Snooks.

The fags grasped the blushing 'Iirlert,
and up he went on the shoulders of Jones
minimus and Fisher., With a erimson
face, the waif of Rookwood was borne
shoulder-high round the quadrangla,
amid cheers and wild yells from ths
Second,

The Head glanced out of his study win-
dow at the uproar, and smiled. Jimmy
Stlver & Co. came in from the skativw,
and met the uproarious processio::.
‘Erbert grinned down at Jimmy Silver
from his perch.

“Well, that’s rather a change!” said
Lovell, with a whistle.

“Doesn’t look much like Coventry for
‘Firbert now,” said Jimmy Silver. *“Give
him a cheer!” '

And the Fistical Four joined in (he
cheering with powerful voices, and tho
old quadrangle rang with cheers for tha
outcast of the Second Form—now tha
dear pal of Jones minimus and the hero
of tho fags. Jimmy Silver had not yet
succeeded in solving the problem of set-
ting 'Iirbert right with his Form: but
Unclo James' assistance was no longer
needed.  "Erbert had succeeded in
winning his way. _

THE END.

(There will be another splendid Tong
complete tale of Jimmy Silver & Cuo.,

entitled  The Coming of the Cornstalls 17
By Owen Conquest. )
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THREADS OF THE STORY.
Adrian Vaughan, after having cerved five
years, leaves Dartmoor Pricon, bent on re- |

gaining his old position in the world, but he
finds that all of his old acquaintances had
joined the great army agalost him. including
a very old chum, Harry Leigh, and he yows
to get his revenge on those who were once
his friends.

He falls in with an old acauaintance of the
prison, by name of Demottsen. and secures
a suite of splendidly furnished rooms, where
they intend to plan a great scheme. Later
Vaughan appears before the public .as a
finger and musician, and makes a great name
for himself as Paul Rutherford.

Later, Demottsen informs his partner that
he has discovered that Leishman is really
Mr. Leigh, the criminals’ monevlender.

They employ the services of John Firth,
who is the double of the ex-convict, and it
Is arranged that the latter helps Firth to
discover the whereabouts of Judas Leishman,
a man who nad wronged him in the past.

Vaughan pays Leigh a visit, and threatens
to reveal to the world his secret if Leigh
does not hand over to his care Harry, no
longer the gon of Leigh, but of John Firth.
Leigh has to agree, and Harry is taken to
Vaughan's house in Flatney, and kept
prisoner there.

N

{Now read on.)

Brought to Book !

HE cool late summer evening, with the
slowly-flowing  Thames a rippling.
gilded mirror, and the western sky
a glowing span of rose-red and gold,

found Ferrers Locke leisurely strolling along
Marron Street in the direction of Poltuiron’s
house in Shadwell.

In the doorway of the Chinese lodging-
houge Tu San stood meditatively looking out
over the rippling riwr,.mul carcinlly massag.
ing, with the tnpu:r.-h_kt: tip u_l‘ her Jittle
finger, the warm, red lips to nnh:t_rihutc the
rouge on them. She was dreaming of an
idly rocking sampan on the blue waters of
Shanghai, and the gilded life of the Orient
when the resolute youmg man hroke in on
her visions, : :

“Hallo, Tu San!" he said, raising his hat
and smiling pleasantly. *Watching the river
that brings him in on the big ship, eh?”

“Hallo, London police-hound! How do?"
And she extended the tips of her right hand,
while with the left she drew the bright yellow
gilk covering closer to her throat.

“I'm well, thanks! By the by, I have
prought @ present for you.” From a littre
hox he produced a tiny gold chain with an
opal pendant, and fastened it round the
delicate lines of her throat. “There, San, you
look lovely now!" *

“Ah, policeman, you cunning dog! You
ouly huy friendship from me,” she said, with
a rippling laugh. *What you want now?”

Locke's grey eves shone with amusement.

“Where's your father, Tu San?”

b,
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There’s No Entrance Fee to the

—— e

dealing

ote A Grand Story,

TR e e —

with the Advens

tures of ferrers Locke, the
World-Famous Detective,

—
——==

“D'linking  tea inside,” she
examining the gift rapturously,
“Then I suppese I'd best go in and buy his

murmured,

| friendship, too?"

“All light.”

The little painted face was expressionless
now,

The deteetive's huge form vanshed through
the curtain of bamboo sticks and coloured
heads, -

The room was heavy with shadows, but
throngh the gloom Locke made out Ah Ling
squatting on the edge of a divan, sipping
at a bowl of golden-hued tea.

The Chinamuan looked up, blinked once or
twice, then returned to his tea drinking
without uttcring a word, his yellow, parch-
ment-hike face as impassive and immaobile us
that of the sphynx.

“1 want you to open out a bit, Ah Ling."
the detective said, squatting in the centre of
one of the square mats, and taking the ehina
bowl which Tu San was quick to bring him.
“I don't mind paying well for a little' in-
formation. The last time 1 asked you fome-
thpn: you smd you didn't know. You're
=0l to Know this time, Al Ling." .

“1t depends on the money,” the Chinaman
muttered.

“Fi_[t}' dollars for two words.”

A little heap of gold glowed in ‘the detec-
tive's palm. Ah Ling pouched the bribe, and
nodded assent. :

CYou remember the night when poor Polt-
niron was shot 2" ‘

“Very well.”

il didn't tell you whom I suspected. I've
been waiting to make certain. It was a man
to u'hnm_hu sold a certain gold cup which he
had acquired. Poltniron was about to tell me
himself, when the man in question, to prevent

his name becoming known, shot at Poltniron
and closed his lips.” |

“The lectle Jew
Mista Locke.”
“Is he still il1on

“Muchee i1,  He dotty man—in. asylum

not tcllee you now,

now!"
."I understand. That's why I've come to
you. I want you, if You can, to give me

this mu_n's name."
Ah Ling shook his shiny head,

“There are three—Mista Lowenberg, who
only buys old silver; Ysavah, the Pole, who
IS the coiners’ fence; and an old Jew—muchee
big man with white hair and wotch you
:rn!ls um, hookey nose—Judas Leishman.”

- The bowl almost fell from Locke's hand.

“Al, that is hé—Judas Leishman! Tell me
all you know about him.”

The sight of a bundle of notes loogened
Ah Ling's tongue and prompted his memory.
Judas Leishman was the niost famous crooks’
fence in London. For thirty years he had a
Imusu_ and underground offices and cellars by
the riverside, in which were stored countless
thnus:tmls‘ of pounds worth of stolen valu-
ables, which he bought or on which he had
ndvanced money. Of late years, Leishman
had scarcely ever been known to attend to
any business personally; he lived away in
the country—not even his most confidential
employees knew  where—and mnever figured
personally in any of ‘his transactions. b,

But the Chinaman would swear positively
that it was Leishman himself who called
tn Poltniron and negotiated for the purchase
of the gold bowl. .

®

— —

“"You are a cunning old dog! You might
just. as well have told me all this before.”
Locke remonstrated, as he counted out ten
of the notes.

The Chinaman gave a sly laugh, and lzid
his torefinger along his nose.

“Me not knowee, Mista Detective. The
|u1;lim-mvns might have come over that shoot
joh!"

“1 see.  You weren't out to risk any police

notice just then,”” was Locke's caustic com-

inent. “Thank you, Ah Ling! I'll go and
Keep an eye on Judas Leishman's receiving
depot.” . |

For several days the detective hung about
in the shadowy underworld of East London,
nggociating with criminals of every type and
clugs; It the result was disappointing.
Nothing further upon Ah Ling's® information
materinlised, 1t was evident that Judas
Leishman's part in his nefarious business, out
of whiche he had built up such a -colossal
fortvme, was now practically nil, and that
his buying the howl from Poltniron had bheen
more n matter of coincidence than anything.

With the information Lé had gathered,
Locke returned to his: rooms. ine Baker
Street, and luupched out on the task of
marshalling his tucts and building up-his case
against Justin Leigh, . _

“Starting, as we are now .able to, with a
presupposed  knowledge of  Justin Leigh's
double life,” he cxplained to Baker, “we
know that it was he who ' purchased the
goblet from Poltniron. Adrian Vaughan, |1
helieve, stole it from Kingsweare Hall, and,
getting frightened an the hoe and cry raised
over Marconnon's murder, wanted to wash his
hands of what might prove un incriminating
piece of evidence. Accordingly, he sold it to
Poltniron, who had turned it for a cash con-

sideration over to Leishman. . Bvideutly,. when

Leishman got to hear that cne of his huyers
had agreed to buy a gold howl, he went to
Poltniron to inspect it, and was amazed to
find it was Ranguvy’s property. At that-
moment I arrived on the scene. Leishman
cleared out, as Poltniron thought, for good,
but, in rcality, he was all the while in the
next room. As soon as Poltniron opcned his
lips to betray him, he shot at the poor
wretch, and decamped, carrying the bowl
with him. I followed, and nearly lost my
life. He got clear, reached Northampton,
and buried the thing in his grounds, where
I found it. So far. my case against Justin
Leigh is perfect. Now, Baker, what abont
the glue impressions of the footprints 1 took
In Northampton?” ¢ |

“I have compared them with thoge taken
from the shrubbery in Kingsweare Hall,
where Mr, Marconnon was shot, and with the
on¢ taken in Poltniron's lumbeér-room, and
they all coincide.” :

For once, Ferras Locke's
broke down, and he
excitement, 3 .

“Then, after all we've heen working on a
blind trail! It was not Vaughan who killed
Marconnon, but Justin Leigh!’’ he cried.

“I'm afraid it looks very much like it,"”
responded Baker. *Vaughan may have stolen
the bowl, but, in face of this discovery. it
shifts the suspicion to another direction
altogether.” .

For a while Locke relapsed into silence.

“The whole business is a most terrihle
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wilair, from which, somebow or other, Hurry
Leigh mvat be extricated,” he said. .
“You have no Idea, 1 suppose, where Justin
[2igh has taken him?" Baker asked.

“Not the slightest, except that it i3 some-
twhere where he i3 not free to make his
whereabouts known to the world, or long
before this he would have communicated with
me, I can only conjecture that, as I know
Justin Leigh's affectlon for his son to be
very great, he must have been coerced into
parting with him by someone who has dis-
cavered the secret of his double life, or has
some other hold upon him. I can think of
o one except Adrian Vaughan. Ah, Baker,
light begins to dawn at Iast! Assume our
originul contention was right—that Vaughan
did steal the bowl from Kingaweare: also
that he was a witness of Justin Leigh's act
of homicide—everything now becomes clear.
Vaughan, under threats of exposing Mr.

Leigh as & murderer, has compelled the old-

man to hand Harry over to him. That also
would account for his silence.”

Baker sat quite still, amazed

“Everything points to Vaughan and Leigh
being in collusion,” the detective went on.
“A year ago, Justin Leigh wouldn't bave
teated his son as he has done since for
worlds. But with Vaughan's arrival on the
scene all is changed. Vaughan possesses
dangerous knowledge: he will use it, unless
his demands are satisfied. My boy, if we can
?nl;v find Adrian Vaughan, we discover Harry,

ﬂﬂ'.".

“Yes! But how discover him?o"

“We bave a very slender clue to work
on. It is this: Yoa remember we have hoth
remarked on the curious coincidences of Mr.
Paul Rutherford’s name cropping up in con-
nection with several affairs in which we
believe Vaughan to have heen a guilty
participant—for instance, the Ranguvy affair
and the great jewel robbery at the Royal
Edward Hall? . Now we know that Mr.
Rutherford is not Vaughan, because I myself
have interviewed Rutherford and satisfied
myself on that point. But I am confident
there i3 some connection bhetween the two.
Therefore, “from this moment the interest
temporarily shifts to the Society entertainer,
and It is from him I believe I can pick up a
clue which, sooner’ or later. wilk bring me
face to face with Adrian Vaughan.”

“There is yet another thing to be done,”
Baker remarked, glancing at his notes—“to
find the motive why Mr. Leigh should have
killed Raymond Marconnon.”

“That is a side issue which can wait,” |
responded Locke, “The pressing matter, so

{i::ru;f:mf "t? :::lllgeﬁgld'b?ukmt J“-’:;EI'}';‘I"*;I'ER fellow, Wharton gained extensive popu-
tude, It seems a pity we bave no wav of | larity among  his _School-fellows,  and
making Justin Leigh speak., Harry's present | Decame T° orm-captain in a very short
]iﬂﬁltiun i unbearable. It must be put an | tune,

ERCUALD. : Then came the time when Vernon:
apa;"é?l[’f' w}'ﬂs 5::;‘;','; l’{}:_f‘“[‘?ﬂsl’gg::“i‘ﬂm ';} Smith put up for the Form-captainey,
wickedness and duplicity. He shall be made | 3nd all but wrested it from W harton’s
to speak. I hold the power to do it. and, | grasp. If craft could have availed the

for Harry’s sake, I won't lold my
2 slogle minute longer.”

. With that he took up the receiver and
phoned through to Scotland Yard. Two
hiours later Detective-Inspector Barton Dawe,
to whom he revealed everything, was with
him on his way to Northampton.

A long wait followed the sending in of their
names to Justin Leigh, n wait broken at last
by a loud cry in a man's horrified voice.
A second later a door opened, and Jevons,
the manservant, appeared. His face was
ashen, and his heavy lips shook with fear.

“Come, gentlemen, see if vou can
me rouse the master. He is lying on the
fioor in the dining-room. There's a packet of
poivder in his hand, and flecks of foam on his

hand

lips. I Dbelieve he’s dead.” by
Other eyes than those of the horrified
manservant had witnessed the culminating

tragedy of Justin Leigh's life. Against the
class of the French window a. tense and
furtive face was pressed. As Jevons rushed
from the room and Justin Leigh breathed
Lis Iast, the catch was lifted, a shadowy
fizure stepped silently in, and darted towards
the table littered with papers. One stood
out, glaringly distinct among all the rest—a
folded packet tied with pink ribbon, ani
hearing on the outside, boldly engrossed:
“The Last Will and Testament of. Justin

igh.” a3
L?ifviftly the stranger hid it in his hreast,

stepped as quietly as he had entered baek |

to the window, closed it to, and vanished into

the nizht. _
(Another grand instalment next weel.)
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Greyfriars he
passionate cub,
stuff in him, as was very soon afterwards
proved.

was George Bulstrode, the bully of the
Remove. In

Bounder, he would have won it; but
pluck and honesty trinmphed in the
long run.

| (Next week: “ Tom Mcrry, Captain of
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When Harry Wharton firat came to

was an undisciplined,
but a cub with great
His first enemy in the Form

a fight with this burly

Being the leader of that select cirela

; CC38.

THE GREAT MISTAKE!

(Continued frowm page 6.)

“Oh, sir!”

“The winner of the second prize wa3
Herbert Vernon-Smith. I am sorry for
him, as it will be a ereat disappointment
to him to learn that he 15, after all, the
winner of only the second prize.  The
winner of tho first prize is Mark Linley.

“Oh, sir!”

I congratulate you, Linley! And 1
may say mnow that I expected this
result all along,” said the Head. *I was
surprised when I found that vou had
been beaten by . Vernon-Smith, and I
think most of us were, - I congratulate
vou!"

And Dr. Locke held out his hand.

Mark Linley shoolk hands with
Head like a fellow in a dream.

e had won,safter all!

EHe had won the Founder’s IMifty ! lLle
had won the money that was necessary to
save his family !

“The money will be paid to you to-
day,” said Dr. Locke. “1 am quile satis-
hied with the mode of ex ending 1t you
have sugrested. Some slmnhi certainly
be kept for your own future use: but
some, certainly, should be devoted to
vour people. I know it cannot have been
easy for them to send you here, even
with the aid of vour scholarship, and
they are entitled to Lenefit by vour suc-
I congratulate you, Linley! And
[ congratulate your parents on their
son ! - ‘

Mark Linley left the Head's study with
his head in a whirl. ;

e nced not leave Greyfriars! That
fact stood out clear to his mind at once.
The stress was over now—tho sun was
breaking through the clouds!

larry Wharton and Bob Cherry wera
watting for him in the passage. They
looked in surprise at his beaming face—
so differcnt from what it had been like
when he had gone into the Head's study.

**What's happened?” exclaimed both,
in a breath.

Mark burst into a happy langh.

*“It's all right !’

“But what——" -

" There was a mistake in the telegram?!
The wrong name was given! It's I
who've won the Fifty, and not Vernon-
Smith ! .

"My hat!” ejacnlated Bob.

Harry Wharton lauched.

the

of juniors known as the Famous Five,

he has had many adventures, and- has L}“-‘j little party was knoc

never been found wanting in pluck,
chivalry, and presence of mind. It is
not the intention of these articles to tell
all that has happened at Greyfriars to

“It's jolly lucky for the Bounder that
] ) <ed on the head
last night,” he remarked. ““He was
going to stand that out of the I'ifty. 1t
was a bit of luck for him.”

“Yes, rather!” grinned Bob. * And
youve won the [ifty, Marky?"

the fellow with whom they ‘deal. To

: [ r 1
do that would need far more space “mn’ Yes.

can be spared. Only a few of the out.
standing incidents can be mentioned.
So many things about H. W. must be
passed unnoted here: but it is most im-
portant to say that he is captain of

“And yvou won't have to leave Grey-
[riars?”

e NG.”

“Hurrah!  Hip—pip—pip—hurrah !
roared Bob Cherry.

In his study the ITead heard Dol

both the football and cricket Elevens—
which have put up so many grand
battles on the field of sport—a splendid
all-round athlete, and a fine scholar—in
fact, a fellow in a thousand. Hae also
fignres very prominently in the Remove
Amateur Dramatic Society, and is a
dangerous rival to William Wibley, the
self-professed greatest actor and stago-
manager of the Lowor School. But, for

all that, the two are great friends.
And mention must be made, too, of
the fact that Whirton has all along

shared Study No 1 with Frank. Nugent.

Cherry's enthusiastic roar, but he only
smiled,. +
Mark Linley was marched to the
Remove I'orm-room between arry and
Bob, with linked arms, all three of them
in the highest of spirits. :
The sun was shining at last for Marlk
Linley. The clouds had passed over, and -
all lay bright before the lad who had
chosenn the right path when he stood at
the cross-roads! |
: _ THE END.
(Do nol miss the next long complels
story of Harry Wharton & Co., entitled

the Shell Form at St Jim's.”')

| Vernon Smith's Dilememal” By Frank
LRichards. )



There's a Money

““ VERNON-SMITH'S DILEMMA !
. By Frank Richards.

This is *one

of the finest
early days uat  Greyfriars, when Herbert

Vernon-Smith was carming the namwe of the

“Bounder of Greyfriars.,” Vernon-Smith had,
for rcasons not known te the juniors, c&-
caped expulsion on more than oue oceasion.
For some reason he had alwayvs got out aof
his worst serapes with a lieking, but this
flory deals with an ¢scapade that places him

in & dilemma. The story makes fine read-
ing, and 1 strongly advise all my chums
to sec that they have next week's lssue of

the " Popular.”
Our =secomd long complete story of school
life will be entitled:
“THE COMING OF THE
CORNSTALK !

By Owen Conguest.

Thiz stary deals
tures of Jimmy

t hi e adven-

~iver o CO. ¢ Hrl’lk".:rur-.L
lIH“TJ_"'" ol JUNIOT 1TOIM ,14-.‘:;';:!'-.[_ comes to
Rookwoad, and welcomed by that seleed
band of juniors known as the Giddy Goats.
As a matter of faet, the Goats are a lol
too ciddy for Conroy. and he makes things
ium A glorious story this, boyz and girls!

with furt
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OUR FOUR-PAGE SUFPLEMVMENT.
Aly chmis will have had the first erand
supplentent with this number, and I am look-

ing forward to heap: and heaps of post-
cards gaying how muelr you cotoved readine
it. Billy Bunter is a lad, isn’t he?  And

next week
“BILLY BUNTER'SE WEEKLY

13 ‘,..'.Hiﬂ'_' to he even lwtter
come from St. Jim's,

Contributions
Gireviriars, atid Rook-
wood, SO We bave a nice "“nmisture ™ of
opinions and ideas. Biliy's ideas of running
a paper are certatnly extraordinary, hat they
are distinctly funny, 30 we are coine to let
him have his own wayv for a time” 1. of
course, he goes over the horder. we shall
have to lay & restratning hand—and perhaps
g boot—upon him! Until tlien

““ BILLY BUNTER'S WEEKLY "

will go ahead.

I should like every reader of the " Popular ©
to tell his chums of this grand numhber, and
- Jet the orders for a regular ¢opy roll in to
thie newsagents’ shops The wore readers
we uet the better.

A SIMPLE COMIPETITION.

1 bave long thought that my readers are
among the most antelligent of hoys and
pirls, o I am going to test them in a simple
little competition.  This competition I am

poing to cud
“ POPLETS,”

anrd any reader ean enter., THERE IS NO

ENTRANCE FEE TO BE PAID, but the

followingz ruiles must be strietly adhered to:

“Poplets ” must he written on one
POSTCARD, and not more than
can be sent in by one reader

1. All
gide of a
two “Poplets ™
cach week.

2. The postecards must he addressed
“Poplets” No. 1, Gough House, Gough

Square, London, E. C. 4. ~
3. No cotrespondence can he, entered

into
in counection with “Poplets,” .

stories of the

The Compunion Papers.

Prize for You!

HIS READERS. Address:
THE FLEETWAY HOUSE,

WorD WITH
OUR EDITOR

YOUR EDITOR IS ALWAYS PLEASED TO HEAR FROM
EDITOR, THE POPULAR,

13

FARRINGDON STREET,

LONDON, E.C. 4.

4. The Editor’s opinion on any matter
which may arise is to be aceepted as fieal
amnd legally binding, This condition will be
strictly enforced, and teaders can only enter
the competition on this understanding,

6. I guarantee that every effort will he
thoroughly examined by a compctent stall
of judges PROVIDED that the effort is sent
in on a POSTCARD and that it is receiyved
on or before the date of closing,

Now that you fully understand the ri'es
we will talk about the prizes and competi
tion. Select two of the following examples,
and nmake up sentences of TWO, THREL or

FOUR words haviog some bearing on the
cxample, ONE word must commence with
ONE lcetter contained in the example, Thus:

Example: Billy Dunte:s's appeTite.

Poplet : Leads him
for food shortage.

To steal, or,; Account:

My chums will agree that that is quite
simpic to understand! Now here are the
examples for “Poplets " Competition No. 1:

“BHly Dunter’s Weeklv.” Loder's Little

Harry Wharten's Pench.

L] § "
Becanse Bob Raid Sa.

Ganies.,
Tom Merry's Auut,
The Rookwood Boys.
Wien Pluek Counts,
Quite Easy When.
Never Say Dle.

A Simple Competition.
Complete Schcol

~stories.

There yon are—twelve examples given vau,
and you have only to think of » short sen-
wwnee to be able 1o enter the competition

EVERY WEER UNTIL FURTHER NOTICE
[ SHALL AWARD TEN.PRIZES O Five
SHILLINGS TO READERS who send 41 what,

in my opirion, are the ten best efforts. Next
week T oshadl give you another twelve
examples for another ten prizes.

Keep your eye on my Chat for the result
and the names and addresses of hicky readers
The posteard, remember, orly requires o
PENNY STAMP: to put stamps of greater
vialue than one penny is but to waste your

money. Send your ellort to the address set
out 1 Rule 2 above, te arrive not later
than Thursday, February 10th, 1921.

Now, boys and girls, get buey and win

one of the Five Shilling prizes. Just think
what five shillings will buy even nowadays!

THE “HOLIDAY ANNUAL.”

Will my chums pleaze note that I have
not a single copy. of the “Holiday Anuunal ™
leit to sell? Readers can still obtain a copy
troin some of the newsagents in their towns.
{ am alraid, however, that a large number
will  be dizappointed, fcr such marvellous
viilue for the money cancot be long bLetlore
the boys and girls of this country ere they
snap at it.  Ask for the “Holiday Annual.”
ande Keep on asking until you are’ lucky
cnough to ohtain a copy! That's the best
advice I can give all ehums who have not
:;e: }-etlpht:lined their copy of the “Heliday
Annual.”

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

“A Reader " (Medditeh).—Many thanke for
vour letter. T will seriously consider your
sugaestion,

“An Old Boy " (Broadmayne).—I am send-
ing-a letter to you by post in the hopes that

address vou give is sufliciept to find you. 1
was very glad indeed to have yYour _lctter_
and note with interest your.remarks. Vernon-
Smith, yon know, is pnow great friends with
Harry Wharton & Co., though at times he is
apt to kick over the traces! .

Jimmy Merry (Liverpool).—Your name
sonnds almost familiar—perhaps it is because
you've Jimmy Silver’s Christian name  and
Tom Merry's surname! However, thanks for
all you're doing to get new readers. You
will see that o competition on the lines yon -
areested is now before you. Iurry up and
semnd in o winning effort! :

J. A. H. (Glasgow).~1 eannot promise to led
the ferther adventures: of Ferrers Locke he
written up for the “Popular,” 101 find that
the majority of my chums want it done-ig
shall be done! T Lo,

Volly Truemann.—Thanks awlually for your
jolly letter. I wish all nry chums would write
to me like that. Qur office boy declares tirag
['ve never stopped Blushing from your words
of pralse! _

Mr. Herbert Gifford _(Royton).—I  very
nearly blushed acain when Laread your letter.
When I get a letter from a umrl‘iﬁ'i_l ian whao
s n keen reader of  the, Companmion Papers
I always feel very satighed with the world,
My hoy and girl chums arve very Keen erities,
but grown-up folk perltaps Kiow hm&: to
put their likings and ohicetions more forcibly,
Fortunately you have nothing but praise for
the fine stories published in our. pirpera, |
and my stall most li'r:;!_'li_l}‘ reeiprocade your
vooll wishes, Thanksh oo, 0 ot

: Il‘urllu James " (London, S.W.).—So you
think that the Jiupnny. Silver yarns should bs
much longer. 1 can show Fou letters which
positively clamour for longer {-ru}*f‘rmrs
stories! My dear chmn, we simply can’t do
it! Perbaps, when the paper shortage is
overcome, we might be able to do somiething.

“New  Reader™ {I‘t};umulI_|}.f;“'t:ltﬂt:ﬂ:_ ta
the ranks, my dear chum! Yes, T am just
as pleased to hear from new readers as old,
Thanks for all the rice things you say about
the “Magnet Library,” too. . 5.

G. K. (Milford Havep).—There is :!1“‘:1}'5 i
chanee of getting back numbées of this paper,
Apply to the Manager, the Amaigamated
Presz, Ltd.. The Broadway, Ludgate Hill
II.C*I. and he will do his best for you,

J. M. (Bedford).—I will gee what I can do
ahout your suggestion, Thanks for your in-
teresting letter.

“Alfred " (Luton).—Mare will be heard of
Tom Merry & Co. in the “Topular.” Keep
an eye on “Billy Bunter's Weekly."

Willy Hope (no address).—A story which
concernz  Mr. Quelcli, the Remove Form-
master, will appear in the “Magnet Library ™
very shortly, I do net know why yon wanted
to see what Mr. Queleh would do if llr.':.;:r:l;
into trouble, but he gets into a very serions
predicament in  the story, entitled, “The
Form-master’s Disgrace.” 8o the juniors ure
NOT the only ones who get into trochle, you
sen !

Gordon T (Thalico).—Yon are evidently a
new reader-<but youw  are none the less
weleome!  Harry Wharton & Co. and Jimmy
Silver & Co. are great (riends. Perhaps we
shinl! have o story about a meeting between
the two schools befere very long.
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£500 A YEAR ~5or v wirh

Wo Teach by Posti— TECHNICAL KNOWLEDGE (FREE

Mochanical Engineering Electrical Engineering Mathematics BOOK |k
Praughtsmanship ‘ Motor-Car Engineering Aero-Engines 1‘
Write and say which subject you wish to study, and we will send you a FREE BOOK pointing out your FOR
chances and explainivg our system.  Special Courses for apprentices and youlhs. State age. e ginﬂem |
THE TECHNOLOGICAL INSTITUTE OF GREAT BRITAIN, LIMITED, Ji

Sl‘.l‘nnd' Lﬂndﬂni W.G.ﬂ.

= W & M Fal™ = R -

41, Thanet House, 231 and <3z,

Don’t Wear a Truss !

Drooks” Appliance is a new secientifie discovery
with automatic air cushions that drawa tha
broken-parts together and binds them as you
would a broken limb. "It absolutely holds Armly
and comfortably and never slips. Always light
and cool, and conforms to every movement of
the body without chafing or hurting. We make
it to your measure, and send it to you on R
strict gunarantes of satisfaction or money T#-
funded, and we 'have put our price sd low
that anybody, rich .or poor., can buy i(t. R4
member, wo make it to your order—send (t to
JoOu—you wear {t—and if 1t doesn’t satisfy yowu,
You send: it back to us, and we wall refund your
money. That is the way wo do business—alway4
fhsoiutely on the square—and we havo sold to
‘thousands of peopla this way for the past ten
years., Remember we use no salves, no harnoss,
no lies, no fakes, Wo just give you a stralght
prico. Write at onee for our Illustrated BooKleb.

direct from factor

at wholesale prices
and SAVE FDL’,rDS. Would's lel‘c;t
massive Table Grands, Portable.
Homless and exquisitely coloured
moaster hom Mead.o-phones
to select from. Grand  barrains
An Columbia, Re Zono-

phone, Pathe, Edison Bell
and Daccas. Immedlate delivery.
Sent on 10 days’ trial, packed free, car-
~mage paid. =6 records ( 1s_:| tunes) and 400
necdles included.” Satisfaction puaranteed
or moncy refunded. Send postcard now
_for the biggest and most beautifully
{llustrated " art catalogue ever isqu

MEAD CO. (DEPT, G105),
BALSALY, HEATH,

5 BIRMINGEAN, i D BROOKS APPLIANCE CO. LTD,
PPN r . ——ay : (18300C), 80, Chancoery Lano, London, W.0.2. .
B MODEL STEAM ENGINES, 7/-. 23/- . BTRAM |
MODEL ENGINEERING Goons. LOCOMOTIVES, 1?-'.! 5: 2l /-, 7ﬁrnilal.oé¢g' I:-#ét%. lifssnl 'I"j;isrfnélf?ﬁ‘tiunm. elo.,

Slgnals, 3/6, 17/6. 4-volt. DYNAMOS, 9/3. BSBELF-STARTING MOTORS.9/6. SET FINISH » > EIR. -
yﬂqirgan fm'rs. 2/9. SHOCKING COIL PARTS, 1/6. TELEGRAPH PARTS, 1/6. IIAT‘I‘E':RYEII'}AII:%ET?;SI'BTI%YEII?IREI‘HEH‘E%E?‘I{I!;%E ﬁ'ﬁs"%‘m‘;ﬁr’}%m. .
POWERFUL MAGNETO SHOCKING 3o AN r 976 Iggfgfg%ﬂcﬁlﬁlﬁ%?ﬁ?Lf*ﬁ%%fﬁ?mplm ¥ SRparse. Battery (carried in satchel), 1510,
all orders. (No free catalogues issued.) Postage extra on all orders under £1.—THE HARBORNE Eﬁhﬁ{‘%%gé;gb.q&usiﬂ.ilguﬂ::;a E:;glﬁil:fu: nﬂigﬁx‘ﬂ;

VENTRILOQUIST'S Yolce Instrument. Invisible. Astonishes, mysti- TOBACCO HABRBIT POSITIVELY CURED IN THREE DAYS.—Famous

fica. - Tmitate all kinds of birds, beasts: ete. 6d. each; - . ' :
trilcquism Treatise included).~IDEAL CO.. Noveltles Denqt-.mCrL%i{FB T;i’ﬂ' ;DEEE%Q'TE?{““HDHM, 1., —H, HUGHES (Box B.P.,), HULME,
“CURLY HAIRI!" “Mineourledatonce,” writes Major., Thousands of tos- —-———————_______ o X T,

timonials, proof “sent. Summers’ “Qurlit™ curis straightest hair. 1/5. 2/6 HOM

(stamps ‘accepted).—SUMBERS (Dept. P. ), Upper Russell  St.. Brighton. A E CINEMATOGRAPHS from .£1.—Real Value. Films Galore.

A ) Boon . for Winter Eveni o — T *DEAN NEMA CO.,
e— ‘ (\{];1 _ 9%, DRAYTON nﬁe\'E:ﬁ%!ﬁt."%Esrf’i!.i{@i:.nfgxgﬁh!?l ke ‘
; : . .. *J'\ 4 ._L - = S — — = e ————————
CALLS )& BUY ONE TO-DAY/ | o vou LACK SELF-CONFIDENGE 2 Do you suflor from nerroud

YOU lack of enargy, or will power? You can-acguire strong nerves, which will

= ' o 'ﬂ FOR | £l¥e you absolute self-confidence, if you use the Mento-Nerve Strengthoning
EVERY 0.

freatment. Used by Vice-Admiral to Seaman, Colonel to Private,D.S.0.’s, M.0.'x,
: : - - M.M.'ﬂ: and D.C.M.’s, Moerely sond 3 ;i-ennr stamps for pﬂl‘liCUinrﬂ.-—ﬂﬂllFRT
~ ELLIOTT-SMITH, Ltd., 527, Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Circus, London, B.O4,
e
©)

~UKRAINE (P t, Kief), Brazll, NIGERIA,
- ’ - d\ﬂ e - - | STAMPS ! Ceylon, BUL(EA%ET? E.jg%l‘:}' t‘ﬂft:e.} Hﬁlﬂﬂ. Yictoria,
" =T — 5
TN 2>

Danezuola, GUYANE, Alexandria, Mauritius, China, PERSIA, Jamaica, K.
: ]
B Ly 7

UNION (map), and Port Said.’. My *“ GENUINE . PACKET,” containing
all those atnmra. will be &ent FREE to all applicants who enclose 3d.
for postage and packing. . Dest Mounts,  7d. per 1,000, poat free.

'ﬁ

r — e et Lo T L T : 3 ). 3 A r i . 1 - - 4 {11{ ’
e, wain ot _unmuuihnfﬁm..i.-. B nca It A SOl & O Portuguese Colonials, 1/6, post free.—VICTOR BANCROFT, MATLO
e = —— -» i - e e
: - == | . - . =
] ' I ¢! monthly after delive : F' ' The Lateat Scereamingly Funny Surprise Novelly.
and own one of tli 3, REE FUN !'rausin;: roars of laughter, IFREE to all sending
------- S 1/->for 70 Oute Conjuring Tricks, 12 Jolly Joke Tricks, 6 Catchy Coin Trlnt]:-n_
famous 5 Cunning Card Tricks, 5 Mystifying Magio Tricks, 6 Jokers’ Comical ('?l:-m::

Sensatignal Ventriloguism Secret,-and 1,001 Stupendous Att;actiun!.
| sands.delighted!  Great FPun! Poatal Address: C. HUGHES, l§, Wood 8¢,
dgbaston, Birmingham. (Big box Demon Moustache Grower, 1/2 post free.)

FAGTORY.TORIDER

Packed Free,’ Carriage Paid. Fyf2een: Days' Free Trial,

\LOWEST CASH PRICES. EASY PAYMENT TERMG,

| Promptdelivery., Save Dealers” Profits, Blp Bargainsin
Shop Soiled :and Second-hand Cycles, Satisfaction
guaranteed or ‘Money Refunded. "Write for Monster
Size Free Kists and Spscral 0f:r of Sample Bicyclo.

MEAD 53557 Shnns.

'--_—-';—l——-———-—___.___.__._._.-__.__—__t
PHOTO POSTCARDS OF YOURSELY, 1/3- dDI.Lla by 10 EN
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Masters' ":EMPIHE ” Alarm Clock. | LARGEMENTS, 8d. ' ALSO OHREAP PHOTO MATERIAL.  OATALOQU
AT T - . . ~ _.AND .BAMPLES FRERB.—HAOKRETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.
l‘“ﬂﬂ? A-lil:mplrel' 13 H&;!dul ctoﬁ: for !ﬁwnrkmnn'n homa. nFit!tfd w:g; & : .
J rm, riogs .two bells, calls you every morn. ounted | 3 _

I‘T;E’ nﬁul!farfd.h:}nndghdbm full-_; ﬂim%at or *ncthtp-ligh:i'. L};‘:'l:;inﬁl:l:' at:;dtl | Fl LM S ! FILMS ’ F! I_M s _fﬂgplm cﬁﬂfﬁn;mﬁ.ﬁ'@ﬁﬁﬁ
me n an ay. ur Caseé an 84 : - . |
g"lﬂ]l)& *ti.mekuﬁmr.'wlll last Ioliurs?grinu .5'?16.'] Eﬁmy Tcrrgl.dg?lln —KIRBY, 45, HARRINGTON STREET, LONDON, N.W. 1. 3

« DEPOSIT and promise 5/- monthly after delivery.. Sén -now o —_
and ask- for the * Egplm" Clock. Eﬁti{fnntinn or Deposit refunded. BEGOME BlG Now The plums of - business. and scolal life
SR LRy Tatira fol=post {f:yon scnd cul? TIII“' 15 v{tgd ; - physique to match it. You oA .ﬁgi? t? t:'at:“l“u fi’éuflﬂgi tlﬁ. I:t-l:tllfhg'. t?}ng

. ocations In - - . X 'an 0asily inoreas - : . 5
VATALOGUE FREE. Forelgn app “Inches, and improve your health,figure, and carriage, by fhu Glrvan Bolen:

MASTERS, Ltd., 6, Hope Stores, RYE. (Iistd. 1869.) tiflo Treatment. .9 years' uhblemished Tecord. £100 guarantes of genuine,
o . . ness. Particulars for postcard.—ENQUIRY DEPT., A.M.P., 17, STROUD
' | GREEX ROAD, LONDON, N. 4, .. . , _

; I Hls | OU I VENTRI I-o QUIS made easfer, Our new Enlnrgbd book.of easy instructions

. ' W e . And (en nmusing diglnguus_ennﬂh}: unyun& I.Ir:; learn th‘lh

. 4 | Wonderful Laughable Arl. Ouly 1/-, poat free. * Thousands Delighted.’ (Dollssuppliedy,

1 The Pbpnlar." - PEN COUPON. Valuo 2d. Thought-Reading, 8J., Meameriam, 1s.° 21'—G. Wilkes & Co., Stockton, Rugby, Kog

1 - dlreot to the Pleet Yen Co. - SREEE -
e S AR B nnI; Eﬂi‘.’uri ou will recelve (poat 23?; “CURLY HAIRI!'"—\onderlul results. by wusing Rosa' * WAVEIT.™
« A1

}p&:ﬂﬂ .I'i'r?t!ﬂn%':h{]:;g?‘ljﬂi gﬂ#ﬁlhbﬁd Flest Fountain Pen, value 10/ aves and ctrls stralghtest hair,, Hundrods of testimonials., 1/3 and 2/5

ier coupons, eaoh will count as 2d, off the price; so you may | (gtamps accepted).—ROSS (Dopt. P.), 173, New North Road, London, N.1

:::ql:;ﬁfp{xguagd onlg'u 3/-. Say whether you want a fine, modium, or broad S . - _ :
nib. Tuls great offer: is made -to introduce the famous Fleet Pen to the -~ ‘an NOVELTIES, oto. Paroesls,
PoPULAR readers. (Foreign poatage oxtra.) Batisfaotion guaranteed or oash CONJURlNG TRICKS,BI 6, §5/-, 10/-. Bamplg
rotarned. Self FPilling, or Satety BModels, 2/- extra. Trick, 1/-—IDEAL- CO., OLDOHURCH BOAD. CLEVEDON. BOMREREBET.

e —— e —— o - . e ——————— ———————— . By
; “and _published evory Friday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Presy - Llmited, The Fleotway House, Parringdon Street, London, E.0.4; -
ﬂﬁﬂ soment. offices; Tho FIM**-{ ouss, Parringion §treet, London, E.&_‘ﬂ.v&%ﬁuﬁﬂpum‘ rates ;- Iplaad; 13s.-por-annum: 61. 6d4. for alx montha,
Abrpad, 11s, per annum; 54, 6d. lor slx montbs, Bole agents for Bouth Africa: “Fho Contral Newa Apenoy, Ltd. -Bols agonts for Australia and New
Zealand : Messra. Gordon & Jolch, Ltd.; and for Capada, The Imperial News 00., 'Ltd. Saturday, February Sth, 1921, . DN RS




