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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Once Too Often !
[ E'S done it this time!” A
H That was the geueral verdict
in the Greyfriars Remove.
There scemed to be no
t about it. 3
du_n[{ﬁe schocl was talking of nothing else.
The Remove especially =i)uuc:d from end
to end with it. ¥
Fellows in the Sixth, who did not, as a
rule, take much interest in Lower Fourth
afizivs, talked of the matter in (heir
studies and in the passages. Lvean Win-
gate, the head prefect of Greyfriars, and
caplain of the school, had been heard
speaking on ‘the subject to Courtney, of

~ the Sixth.

All the maslers diseussed it, from Mr.
Quelch, the master of the Remove—in
whose Fon?f Vernon-Smith was—to the

self. TS
H:f"l?e}'le"zeemed to be but one opinion in
all Greyfriars, and that was that Vernon-
Smith, the Bounder, had “done it this
m’:l,}l‘l’c)se who saw tlie Bounder brought
in, with the Remove master walking on
nn’e side of him and a pg’efs‘ct on the
ather, read in \-ernnn-hmxih‘slfuco the
opinion, too, that he had doné it at last.
The Bounder himself shared the general
ﬂpl!‘l:-lﬁ::;\‘o fellows crowded round the
doo\r of the ITead’s study when they
knew that the Bounder was there.

'In(crcsr, was deep, excitement

hi%l]ﬁe's done it.” said Bob Cherry, of

e Remove—*he’s really done it at

Jast! It’s been a long time coming, but
i

& fl']("?'Xsnecr;me 1" said Harry Wharton.
«And I'a not sorry, for 0]3(‘_" said

Fn'a;lk Nugent. “The Bounder’s been a

race to Greyfriars ever since he came

1 I'm sorry io sce any chap get it

i ihe neck; but if ever a chap deserved

::: get it in ihe neck, Vernon-Smith's

-

‘hf‘\tncdh:ﬁ]d)e ’otbcrs said:
“What-ho!” :
iy *s look as he was mnrrhqd

i Z:h:.’heBoIlI]:fs‘rs study, with Mr. Quelchj

i-;md on his arm, had been sullen an

a anf.
b-'}grgle&‘?!w Pounder had done cngugh
:nce he had been in the Remove Form
4 Greyfriers io merit expulsicn half a
""-n {imes over. How the Ifead stood
hir:; w0 long had been a mystery to all

the Form. ~ e i
But he Id ot possibly stand him
m“It was impossible !

.

ran

!
m';".;lcm ezn;nder had “done it this
time !
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Many of the fellows had surmised that
ihere was some secret influence at work;
indeed, the Bounder himself had been
heard to say boastfully that the IHead
dared nol expel him; that Dr. Locke
.could not get rid of him if he would.

And, really, there had seemed to be
some {ruth in it. Else, why had the
Bounder, with a bad reputation from the
day he arrived at Greyfriars, been
suffered Lo remain so long in the old
school ?

It seemed that he had taken delight in
breaking the rules, in making himself
generally obnoxious, and in outraging all
the traditions of the place. Yet so far Le
bad not been *‘sacked.”

But he had “done it ™ now!

The Ilead could not look over what
had happened, even if he wanted to.
Vernon-Smith had been allowed to re-
main, the Ifead's own authority must
have fallen into contempt.

While excited juniors clustered in-the
passage outside, IHerbert Vernon-Smith
stood m ihe Head's study—stood before
the IHead, his eyes on the carpet, his
cheeks flushing and paling by turns, his
hands tightly eclenched.

Dr. Locke looked at him with hard

eyes.
Mr. Quelch stood near the culprit, and
his looks, too, were as hard as iron.

For a long time Mr. Quelch had suf-
fered the Bounder in his Form—suffered
him there impatiently, because the Head
would not, or could not, rid the school of
him, But Mr. Quelch felt a grim satis-
faction in knowing that the end must
come now. 'The Bounder must go!

Dr. Locke fixed his eyes upon the
Jjunior.

‘“ Vernon-Smith 1™

The Head’s vaice rapped out hard and
metallie, quite different from the kindly
tones the juniors were accustomed to
hear from their headmaster.

Vernon-Smith did not raise his eyes.

But his lips set tighter, and a steely
look came into the downcast eyes. De-
fiance hardened in the pale face.

‘ Vernon-Smith, look at me, sir !’

The Bounder raised his eyes to ihe
doctor’s face.

“Smith, you know what “you have
done ?” °

The Bound®r was silent.

“Youn have brought nothing but dis-
grace to this school ! said the Head, and
his voice trembled a little. “This school
has never been disgraced as you have
disgraced it! From the day you entered
you have never troubled to take care of
your conduct; you have hardly shown
the slightest regard to appearances even.

Still the Bounder did not speak.

“The Friardale policeman,” resumed
Dr. Locke, “found you the worse for
drink in the village this evening—at an
hour, too, when you were supposed to be
within _getes! You were scmi-intoxi-
cated, sir!"

Still no reply.

** Palice-constable ¢ brought you
liere,” said the Head. * You slept like
a brute for hours after you were brought
in.

Silence.

*“What do you expect alter such con
duct 37

Silence. >

“You cannot expect. at all events, o

remain at Greyfria aid the Head.
“You know that you must leave the
school. To-morrow " morning, Vernon-

Smith, yon will be expelled—publicly—
from the school you have shamed.®

The Bounder’s eyes gleamed.

LT am to go!™ he said, breaking the

ast.

Yes.

am {o be expelled "
To-morrow morning.”*

* The Bounder gritted his te

“You cannot expel me! he said
thickly, “You know you cannot! My
father—"

“You need not speak of .\‘anur father.
[ shall explain the cireumstances fully to
Mr. Vernon-Smith. He will see how im-
ble it is for you to remain at Grey-

ars after what has happened.”

The Bounder's lip curled in a sneer.

“He will not see anything of the
sort 1" he retorted.

“That  makes You
must go.”

“I cannot go!

““Smith !

“You know you cannot expel me!"

no  difference.

I will not!™

said the Bounder between his teeth.
“My father will not allow it !"
“Do you think your father has

authoriiy here?”

“I know he has!” cried the Bounder
fiercely. “You cannot blind me, Dr.
Locke. You have wanted to expel me
before this. If you dared not then, you
dare not mow. I will not leave Grey-
friars !

For a moment the Head's face was
deadly white.

There came into his eyes a look which
showed how hard the Bounder's words
struck home.

But the Head’s answer was clear and
cold : A
“To-morrow morning, Vernon-Smith,
you leave Greyfriars, whatever may be
the consequences to myself. or anyone

There bad to be an end of this.”

else! T would rather resign nry position

(Copyright in the United States of Americt.)



7 —Have You Read Their Latest Number ? 3

“Go to your s
there.”
The Bounder
“You dare 1
muttered.
“Leave my st

E Fota By
ced at Mr. Quelch.
iy take that boy from

Dr. Locke gl
“Will you
my stady, Mr.
* Certainly,

The Remove-raaster'
grasp of iron wpon the sho
blackguard of the Remove.

“Come!" he sa

The Bounder 1
ln.n}n‘lf loose. Tle tus
With anger and terror vpon the ead.

“You dare not ~.v.ul(!. e not!" he
cried hoarsely,

The  Tead 1
Bounder of (

“Kindly t
Quelch,” “he

And, with a gr
Remove-mastor [od
the Head's s
not

ch 2" he said quietly.

p fell 1

ike a
£ the

quietly and coldly.
no effort to wreach
od a face white

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Blue Funk!
ERNON-SMITH went into

A%

his

stu
Bo of Greyfriars
began pa room like :
\ mal in a cage

ge.
1s stato of mind was not envia
From the first day of his co:
Greyfriars the new Doy had ea
titlo of “The Bouvnd
thero was nev
complet

llrri

% sheep of the school
0 some—were not quite
Jounder. Ilis reckles
reckless fellows 1
had made

startled

Sixth,

staro sometimes,
The Bounder had known what he was

even

and he even

about, or he thought so.
The nature of his father’s hold over
tho Head of Greyfriars he did not know
but he knew that that hold exist
Samuel Vernon-Smith, the Cotton King
and millionaire, had told him so, and the
boy had never doubted it.
And his carcer at G
enough to prove to him, and to others,
that there was some secret influence at
work.
The Iead could not expel him!
Vernon-Smith had known  that, and
had al taken tho fullost advantage
of it. Mo had never had a thought of
treating  generously the man who was
under his father's thumb. He had used
his liberty to the utmost. The Head had
had to close his cyes to many things; the
masters had come to understand that in
many respects Vernon-Smith was to be
considered as a privileged person.
Tho Bounder had swanked

to his
heart’s content, and his recklessness had
grown more pronounced all the time.

He had not reflected that the time
might come when the Head could not,
if he would, allow his career to continue
unchecked.

And he had passed the limit at last!

Yet it was hard for him to realise that
it was over—that he could no longer do
as he liked—that he was to leave Grey-,
friars—leave it in disgrace, with a stain
on his name, and the shame of an ex-
pulsion hanging over him.

Surely it was only a threat—surely the
Head would not dare!

Surely not!

core of times as he paced the study
hly: but he felt in his heart a
g doubt. Tle remembered the cold,
hard ook upon Dr. Locke's face in the
study—tho look of a man who had been
driven to a resolve, and who was doter-
mined to brave everything now.

It was the look of v who would
not retreat. The Bounder knew it, and
he felt a chill of apprehension.

For if he were expelled, any vengeance
his father might take upon the Ilead
would not benefit him. With the fact
known_that ho had been expeiled from
Groyfeiars  for being intoxicated, he

Groyivia
would find it very difficult to  gain
admission to any decent public school.

It would be a heavy blow for him;
and now, too late, the Bounder repented
that ho had gone so far. But his re-
pontance was only for the consequences
of his misdeeds. \

friars had been ’

But surely the Head would not dare!
Tan !

m-Smith started as he heard the
at his study door.  IHis face
»d up and his eyes gleamed, 1t
a message from the Head, of conrse,
oIl him that, after all, De. Locke had
sred his dectsion; he was to havoe
o. At the mere (huni.:hl
I look left the Boung

swank returned to

his

od to the door.
' he called

I—-Loder!"
Bounder grinned.  The Iead, of
had chosen a prefect to bring
> message; or perhaps Loder was
to convey him to tho Iead's
to hear it from Dr. Locke's own

“Wha's

ont,

do you want 2" asked the

word with you.”
‘s on the outside,” said
*Old Quelch locked me
wse, I know that it wouldn't

he Key's not in the lock.”
“Then how are you going to get in?”
“I can't got in. can speak {o you
through  tho keyhole, though,”  &aid
Loder hurriedly. * “Bend down so that
n't have to shout.”
e Bounder felt a chill of doubt.
Vasn't it a messago from the Head, after
all? He bent down, his ear to the key-
hole,
“What is it?” ho sa
“*Haven't you come from
* From the doctor? No!
““Then what do you want ?”’ demanded
Vernon-Smith savagely.

“Just a word.  Carne's here, too.
Look here,” said Loder hurriedly,
through the kayhole, “I hear you're

going to be sacked from the school to-
morrow morning, Smithy,”

The Bounder gritted his teelh.

““ Yes, if the Head dares!” he s

‘“ Why shouldn’t he dare?”

“He's under my father's thumb, and
he dare not!” said the Bounder, though
in_his heart there was a sinking that
belied his words.

“I've heard that before,” said Loder
roughly. ““It doesn’t look to me as if
there’s anything in it. How could the
IIcnr_gnbe under your father's thumb, any-
way ? ‘i

“T don’t know, but he is!"’

“Well, it seems pretly certain that
he's got his ears up, in spite of it—all
the school’s saying that you're going to
get the order of the boot in the morn-
ing,” said Loder. “I hope you will be
able to make terms; but if you can't—""

“ Well, what then?"

“ Mum’s the word!”

“ What are you driving at?"” asked the

The Bounder repeated that to himself ! Bounder irvitably. “Tell me \\hf( Fou

mean, or buzz off and don’t bother.”

“1 mean that—that there are some
littlo things there's no néed to mention
things that have happened, you know,”
said Loder hnrriedly through the keyhola,
I introduced you at the Cross i\'t‘_\'s.

did it in o feicndly way: but it wonld
make trouble for vie here if you were
to blab. It wen't help you to hurt wme,
SO

The Bounder laughed sav agely.

“Oh, that's what you want, is it?
You're afraid that 1'm zoing Lo give you
away when I'm sacked 1"

It wouldn't do you any good——"'

T hnow it won't? It it would, I'd give
You away in {wo seconds,” said the
Bounder.” ** But you con set your mind
at rest. 'm not going to say a word.”

Loder's deep breath of relief could ba
heard in the study. A weight seemed to
h:\.\'ol been taken off the rascally prefect's
mind,

*Thank you, Smithy! I felt that you
would be decont--I knew you'd play the
game-—only —--"

* Ouly you don't know anything of the
sort " said the Bounder presenily. “ You
wore in a blue funk.”

*Well, it's all right now."

“Yes. Leave mo alone !

Loder was quilo willing to do that. He
walked away with Carne, both of them
looking very much relieved and com-
forted.  Tho Bounder resumed his angry
'uu-im: of tho study, Iis brief hope had
reen destroyed, and ho was in a savagoe
humour.,

Knock !

It waa a timid knock at the door again.
The Bounder paused. This time he hardly
hoped it was o message from the Head.

* Who's there?” he rapped out acidly.
«Ipe L

It was Iazoldene's voico—ITazeldeno of
the Remove.

Hazel had been very “thick ” with
the Bounder in many of his escapades;
though of late, under Harry Wharton's
influence, ho had been (rying to give the
black sheep of the Removo a wide berth.

The Bounder burst into a_scoffing
Inugh.  Ho could guess why Hazeldene
had come to his study. 1o was on the
same orrand as tho {wo Sixth-Formers.

L Well, what is it you want, Iazel:"
he asked. ‘“ Are you in a blue funk, toa

-afraid I shall give you away to tha
Head because I'm going {o be sacked 7™

* You won't, will you, Smithy 7" 3

Iazeldone's voico was husky as it
came in low tones through the keyhole
He was evidently in a state of nerves.

“Why shouldn’t. I?” asked tha
Bounder coolly. To his peculiar tempera-
ment there was a certain kind of enjoy-
ment in torburing the timid junior—such
an enjoyment ns a cat linds in playing
with a mouse.

“ Smithy, don’t bo a cad! I—I'm not
thinking only of myself, but—but my
people, and my sister,”” groaned Hazel-
dene.  “ Tt would be an awful blow for
Marjorie if I were sacked—and I should
be if the Iead knew everything! You
won't tell, Smithy 7" * A

“Oh, go and eat coke!” said the
Bounder roughly. ‘“ Of course I won't

tell! What sort of a cad do yoa think
“)‘nb.h, thanks, thanks! Of course, I

knew—"" 2 ;
“ Of course you didn’t! Get off, do!"
“I—I say, Smithy—-"

““ Buzz off, I tell you! You've nothing
more to ask, have you?"”’

“No,” said Hazeldene. ¢ Ounly—only
if T could do anything for you, mlth({.
I'm lsorr); it's come to this. Can I do
anything 7"

'{‘ho %‘)oumler paused.  ITe had nn
expected that.

“ Tue PoruLAr.--No. 103
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“Well, that's decent of you!" he said
at last, **You're not such an utter rotter
os Loder, anyway. He was only think-
ing of his own skin. No, there's nothing
son can do. Hazel, old man. And you
can tely on me to keep mum. About
the tin you cwe me, that's all right. 1
never expected it back, as a matter of
fact: and I make you a present of it.”

You're awfully good, Smithy——""

“Ch, rats!”

Hazeldene
Vernon-Smith threw himself

i a
left tho study door, and |n

into a chair.

With his hands thrust deep into his
frown upon his

pockets, and a gloomy
brow, tho Bounder of Greyf:
remained thinking—thinking, and cur

ng

the stupidity which had led him into this [ your father will receive my explanution
scrape, from which there seemed to be, [in a reasonable spirit. If not, I cannot
after all, no_escape, help it. In any cace, you shall not
remain at Greyfriars.”
* But—"
THE THIRD CHAPTER. ‘* Leave my study now, Smilly!"
2 The Last Chance ! “ Very well, sir; but if I go--—
LERNON-SMITH had a cerlain| *“ Go, I tell you!”
s/ amount of sympathy in his down-| The Bounder quitted the stud hiling
fall, but the Remove were fed- |his lips. He had goue too far; as the

up with the blackguard of the

Form. It scemed as if there would be

no end of his caddishness, and they were

glad that he was to go.

But there were no {aunts. Bunter and
a few others would have jeered him, but
Harry Wharton soon put a- stop to that.

The Remove simply wanted him to go;
that was all. The Bounder understood
it, and his heart was full of .malice and
chagrin.

Mo still hoped that the doctor would
change his mind, that the fear of Vernon-
Smith senior would overrule his decision.

But as the time fixed for the expulsion
Jdrew nearer, that hope faded more and
more in the Bounder's breast.

ITe realised that tho Iead
carnoest,

After prayers, the boys.had ovders {o
assemblo in Big Hall for the expulsion,
Before ‘the time came, however. the
Bounder cama to the door of the Head's
study. Dr. Locke was alone there, and
tha Bounder came in withoui knocking.

The Head started and looked at hin.

* Vernon-Smith, how dare you!”

The Bounder set his teeth.

“I want to speak to you, Dr, Locke,"
he said insolently.

“‘Leavo my study at once!”

“Not till I've said what I came (o
say. You are going to expel me from
Greyfriars 77’

“YVes.” T
.“Ynlx}l’vs fully decided on that, sir?”
‘ Fully.

L

b

P!

I
a

50
tl
th

was in

[

Wi

A\

“You know that my father will take
my side.”

“Tt is a matter of indifference to me.”

The Bounder sneered.

“If it's a maiter of indifference, sir, 1
can't understand why I haven't been
sacked before!” he exclaimed. “T know | !
that Mr. Quelch has complained about
me, and it's common knowledge that you
would have been glad to get rid of me.”

The Head changed colour.

“That is no matter for boast, Vernon-
Smith !’ he exclaimed.

“I'm not boasting, sir—I'm mention-
ing tho fact. You'd have been glad to
get rir,l of me before I'd been here a

cek.”
w"It is perfectly true. Yon are not
the kind of boy any headmaster would
wich to keep in his school, Smith.”

*Then why didn’t you do it, sir?”

Tho Head was silent.

“1 take it that my father wouldn’t
have it,” said Vernon-Smith coolly.
* The pater has told me so himself. You
couldn’t do it.”

P

q

d
hy

ol

*“ And believing that T could not expel | ey

vou, Smith, yon took tho meanest and
most ungenerous advantage of my posi-
B

sop. h
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sir,” ho said; “but I'm willing to admit
that I've gone too far, and to promise
that it sha’n't occur again.”

don you this last wicked fi
repulation of the school would
much, and I have to cons

then, sir.

juniors had been saying the

r
But—Dbut what a mad old duffer to risk

Vernon-Smith’s mind.
into the old Close,
gato of the Head's private garden.
knew that the Iead’s elder s
Miss Rosie, was gene ally in the

sight of the graceful form of the
girl.

friars in surprise,

path.

claimed, “I wanted to s
der

rour’s time if the programme
out,” he exclaimed.
sacked.”

that's” all.
fellows in the sax
them away if

why T've come here to speak to you.'

The Bounder shrugged hie shoulders.
*“ It'severyone for himself in thisworld,

Dr. Locke shook his head.
“It’s too late, Smith. I ¢

ffer too
ider my duly
s headmaster. I would rather send in
v resignation to the governa Grey-
than allow you to remain in my

'."ill have to deal with -uy pater,

“I am prepared to do that. I trust

) day before,
e had *“ done it "’ {his time.

If the Head was prepared to lose his
osition at Greyfriars rather than allow

him to remain in the school all was over.
His father, probably, could do no worse
than deprive the Head of the position he |

ad held for so many years with respect
nd honour.
“ Oh!” muttered the Bounder.

“ Oh,
ve been a fool—and it's too lat !

€ g

0 much to sack me! The old duffer-

he old dulfer! Tle doesn’t even soem to

hink of his wife and children !™

At that thought a new idea came i

He hurried out
crossed to the

He

and

wly in the morning, and Verno
anted to see her.

As he looked over the gate he «

He could not open the gale s
as locked, but he climbed over it

and

the noise he made caused Miss Rosie (o
turn her head.

She looked at the Bound

ed his cap as he came up the garden

Miss Locke.,” he ex-
peak to you

“ Excuse me,
articularly.”

*“ Juniors are not allowed in this gar-
d Miss Rosie rather severely.
rnon-Smith smiled sneeringly.

*“ Well, I sha’’t be a junior here in an
is carried
“I'm going to be

j..

“I had heard of it,” said Miss Rosio
uietly. *“‘I am sorry.”
“Sorry I'm going?” excl

aimed  the

Bounder in astonishment.

** Sorry you have deserved it, T mean.”
The Bounder laughed mockingly.

“I'm not the only chap here who's
eserved it, if I've deserved it at all!™
e exclaimed. ““T've been found out,
There are plenty of other
ne boat, and I could give
I liked.” hy
““I'm sorry for that, too!”

* You have need to be sorry for same.
ne clse,” said the Bounder. * That's

Miss Rosie looked at him with swide
yes.

“T don’t understand you,” she
“Then I'll explain. I dare s;
card about me—a good many people

keep their tongues quite busy on iy

a

““They call me the Bounder of Grey-

friars.
guard—the fellow wha’ 1
example to all the nicey, good

pose.

cazaiii)
-count,” said the Bounder unpleasantly.

ep—the black-

3 la
e i L hch{l up as a bad

Haven't you ever wondered
Head hasn't sacked me before
i father is too kind-hear

Another unpleasant laugh from
Bonnder.

“His kind heart it

na
No, Miss Locke, ¥
heart. He dared not do it 5

“You are speaking nonsense!?

“Not at all, and I'l prove it,"” said
the Bounder. *The Head conldn’t sack
me, because my father had a hold over
him—exetly what it is T don't know; 1',"
he has it, and the Iead has to knuckle
nn\dor.”r oy s

AMliss Rosie's lip curled.

“You don't lvr:‘]i.-\q- e ! asked the
Bounder.
“No; certainly not!” 3
“Tho Head has as good as admitied
it to me, and my father told me it was

the case in plain English.”
*‘ Nonsense ! o
“That's why the Head hasn't =
' “said  Vernon-Smith

EA

1t

s

mo  before,”

gedly, “If you won't believe 1t, you

won't; but it's {rue.” ¥
“If it were the case, my father could

| net expel you to-day L, any more than

hter, |

|

er of Grey- | 1
The expression upon |
her face showed that she had heard of the |
sentence passed upon him. The Bounder

previously, 1 suppo: 2

“He's made up hi= mind to risk ev
thing. He told me he'd rather lose b
post here than allow me to remain, 1'%
aking to you, Miss Rosie, beca s
know you've goi a great deal of infl

ence over him. I believe you «c
make him do almost anything. Iook
here: if T go, he goes!”
« i
. You can save him.”

ling him to do the sensible
thing,” siid the Bounder eagerly. * Y« "
could easily talk him over if you liked.
Persuade Lim {o give me cne  more
chance, T'll be more careful in the
uture after this.”
* “Mare careful of your conduct

discover

more careful not to be

asked the girl, with a scornful cwil of the
),

ip.
)'"rhnl doesn'i 1 T'll be more
careful.  But if T go your father is r
—1 give you my word about that
The word of the Bounder of Crey-
rairs " asked Miss Rosie scornfully.
Vernon-Smith flushed.
“It’s true,” ho said,
“I do not believe it.
for a singlo moment that your
has any hold over mine, or that my fat
would yield to him o the extent,
neglecting his duty if he had. T believe

T do not believe
father

you are telling untruths,” said \liss
Raosie, in_ exceedingly plain  English,
“Now kindly go away.” v
Tho Bounder drew a deep, hising
breath.

“Then you won't inierfere 2"
ll\' » "

P “
“You can save your father—
** Please go.”

“Oh, you are a fool—women are all
fools ! said the Bounder, Letween his
teeth.  *“You will be s when the

You can

time comes to leave Gre; 1
you will

ride the high horse now
change your tune then.’
The girl coloured with anger.
raised her hand, and pointed to the
into_the Close.
“If you do not go I shall call someone
to remove you,” she 1

Vernon-Smith clenched his hands il
Ho felt

the mails dug into the palms.

helpless and bafiled under
«ornful, clear eyes.

h
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“Yes ("
it'sa com

‘“ Are you going to ex
Y“Then 1l ¢

pol me from Qroyfriars 7 ' asked Vernon-

Mr.

o Smith, ataring insolently Into the frank face of the Head.
an't understand why you have not done it before. ?uslnh has complained to you about me, and
mon knowledge that you would have beon glad to got rid of mo "' poplied the Bounder.

(See Chapter 1.)

which it was just as w

did not he tu

back to the )
His last ¢

ce had

ell that Miss R
roed

failed him!

THE FOURTH

CHAPTER.

Sacked |

HERE was a h
The whole
bled there—assembl

that
Greyiriars,
Vernon-Smith was
publio—publicly ¢
school ho had bron
It was an impress
The Forms we
the prefects walk
them so, but 1

was,

was
The boys were too excited and Tmpr

to think of anything but the bus

that was coming.
Vernon-Smith was t
It had come at last
He had

of  times, Ho

half as often.  He

ho could not be

Head daved not send
And this was the er
He waes to go!

The bo

fortunately, rar

p and down to k

deserved

ush in

Big

chool

to be expelled in
' from the
disgraco upon.

O scene.

Ked

ked in order, ¢

p
not really needed.

od

o be expelled!

| ¢

it a

had risked it
had boasted that

expelled—that the

him away.

wd of it!

all looked at him curiously

as he stood alone, prominent in the scene.

The Bounder

to the v
to the last.

core, the

There were whispers in the ranks of
the Form that
doubtful honour of claiming the Bounder

the Remove,

us a member. :
“He's got pluck,
Nugent murmured.

stood
thrown back in defiance.

erect, his head
Bad as he was
Bounder was game

Frank

anyway,”

“‘Heaps of it,” said Harry Wharton.

“You can’t help admiring the beggar in

score

had the

. But he is such an unspeakable

guess he's got sand,” said Tisher
. the American youth, “He can
P to the rack and take his fodder
le man—some !

t help feeling sorry for the poor
said Bob Cherry.” “I've been
throuzh this, and I know what it's like.”
Some of the Removites chuckled.  Bob
rry had been expelled on a false
¢ and in the anger of righteous
indignation he had refused to go, and
had had to be carried out by force. It
was very like Bob Cherry. But the
Bounder did not cut the same figure.
The Bounder had the consciousness that
he fully deserved all that was meted oul
to him, and more.  What troubled him
was not that he could not get justice, but
that he did get it,

The Head entered by the door at the
upper end of the hall. His face was very
quiet, pale, and composed. It was easy
for the juniors to see, in spite of his
composure, that this was an ordeal to
him az well as to the boy who was to be
expelled.

Vernon-Smith’s ‘eyes glitlered as they
fell upon the Head.

Perhaps he still entertained an elusive
hope that his sentence was to be
rescinded ; that at the Jast moment the
Head would allow him to stay. If so, it
was soon destroyed.

The Head's decp voice ralled through
the hall, *

He did not say much, but what he said
was impressive. The boys listened in
deep and silent respect, with the excep-
tion of Vernon-Smith. There was a
sneer upon the lips of the Bounder,

“Boys, you all know why you have
been called here! A boy—a junior
belonging to the Lower Fourth i"nrm.
has disgraced himself, his I'orm, and his

school, in such a way that cannot be
pardoned.  Ho cannot remain at Grey-
frinra to bo allowed to taint other boya
with his dwn wickedness. Ho must go,
and T hopo that tho lesson will impress
itself upon his mind, and teach him to
take greater care in his new surround.
ings, wherover they may be.  Vernon.
Smith, stand forward!”

The Bounder lounged forward.

Thore was an oxaggerated and insoleny
carelossness in his manner that brought
a gleam of anger to many eyes.

The Head did not appear to notice it.

Iis steady gaze was fastened upon the
Bounder, a_steady look that had the
effect of quieting the insolent junior, in
spite of himself. %

Vernon-Smith  shifted very uneasily
under the Iead's gaze, and finally
allowed his own glance to fall.

“Vernon-Smith, you have been dis.
covered in a state of semi-intoxication, in
the public street, and brought back to
the school by a policeman! This is tho
culminating ~ disgrace of a disgraceful
carcer. You have never done right since
you came here. You have taken,
apparently, a perverse pleasure in doing
wrong. Vernon-Smith, you are expelled
from this school1”

There was a murmur.

The Bounder raised his head, but he
did not speak.

“Tor your conduct you deserve that a
flogging should precedo the expulsion,
went on the Head. “But I omit that.
It is sufficient that you do not disgraca
Greyfriars  with  your presenca any
longer. You will leave Friardale by th»
ton"o'clock train this morning. You miay
go.

The Bounder did not move.

Wingate of the Sixth touched him on

the shoulder. s
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“Get out!” he murmured.

“One moment,” said the_ Bounder.
He .t'urm‘d to the Head. “SoIam to go,
L)
*“You have heard me say so.”
*“Very well. T shall return.”
A loud murmur came from the boys.

They were trembling with excitement
now. What was the f}oundcr about to
«ay?! Woere they to hear the secrct at
Jast? The colour wavered in the Head's
face—what little colour there was.
shall come back, sir,” said Vernon-
Smith, in calm, deliberate tones. “I am
poing now, but T shall come back, with
my father. That's all, ir.” -

“Quite _enough, too, you young
sweep!” said Wingate, roughly, grasping
the junior by the shoulder. = “Get out
before I sling you out!”

“You can take your paws off n'xlc'!"
“I'm

said the Bounder insclently.
going 1"

“Go at once!”

The Head had turned away. The

Bounder hesitated. A torrent of words
vame to his lips, but he had no chance to
utter them.

The captain of Gryefriars grasped him
hard, un\s swung him away towards the
door. With a swing of his arm, he sent
the Bounder spinning.

“Get out e said angrily.

Vernon-Smith reeled away, and righted
himself with an_effort. He looked back
at Wingate savagely.

“T'll make you scrry for that!” he
muttered.

The Greyfriars captain made a move-
ment towards him, and the Bounder
hurried towards the door.

The crowd watched him go in silence,
In the doorway the Bounder paused, and
turned back, and looked into the crowded
hall with a sneer upon his face.

‘T shall come back!” he said.

Then he was gone!

The school broke up, the boys dis-
persing to their different Form:rooms.
But for some time it is to be feared that
very little attention was given to
lessons.

The fellows were all discussing the ex-
pulsion of Vernon-Smith, and his threat
that he would come back. Would he

come back? The Bounder was o false

-3 P

2

RASH!
‘ The clock in the old tower had

struck one, and the Iourth-

Formers at St. Jim's were asleep,
as was fit and proper and in accordance
to regulations.

But at that tremendous crash like one
man they awoke. .

Sleepy voice were heard on every side,

** Burglars!” said Clive.

““Wats, deah boy!” snorted D'Arcy.

** Shut up, Guessy!”

*“Who's coming down to the hurglar?”
asked Blake, jumping out of bed.

Of course, we all decided to go.

Every fellow had a weapon of some
sort, and Arthur Augustus, with many
scornful sniffs, said he would come with
us just to prove that it wasn't a burglar.

o let him come, of course. Thero
wero only a few fellows who didn’t come.
Trimble and Mellish, of course, refused.

Trimble got under tho bed. He said
he wouldn’t come down because he
agreed with Gussy that it was another
Armistice day.  Apparently that's why
be got under the bed.

Wo weren't keen on Trimble or
Mellish, o it didn’t matter.

The whole crowd of us crept out of the
dormitory, Blake leading. ~ Gussy, con-
vinced at last that it was a burglar, came
last. Of course, he wanted to come first,
and lead, but we weren't having any.

*'Shush 1?

“What’s up with you, Blake?”

*‘Shush 1 P
gBlake leld up his hand, and we all
stopped. Apparently he had heard
something.

Everyone took a tighter grip on their
weapons. That burglar would have gone
through it had he been at hand then.

Ahead we heard a sound of somcone
creeping. %

“eﬂmn I say ‘Now! ” whispered
Blake, *““all make a rush at him! Now!”

No sooner was the word out of his
mouth than wo all rushed forward. At
the samo moment, from the oppesite
direction, came another horde,
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“Ow!”

“Yow!".

““Shell-fish !

“Fourth kids!"

Our burglar—the chap we thought
had so nicely ambushed—was merely
another party on th¢ man-hunt. 'Tom
Merry and the rest of the Shell-fieh miust
also have heard the burglar.

“You silly asses!” we hooted.

“You blithering chumps!” hooted the
Shell-fish.

*Why did_you rush at us like that?"”
hooted Tom Merry, rubbing his arm rue-

fully. He and Blake had cannoned in
the corridor.
“Yow! You silly Shell-fish, why

didn’t you look where you were going?
WAL

‘“Oh, rats!” grunted Blake. *‘If we're
going to mnail that blessed burglar we'd
better get on. Now, you fellows, come
on!”

And the whole mob of us crept down-
stairs.  We were over forty strong, and
should have put up a fair fight with any
burglar.

“What on earth are all you kids
doing?”

Kildare of the Sixth and half a dozen
more prefects stared at us. Evidently
they were after the burglar. ¥

Jack Blake dramatically held up a fore-
finger.

*“Shush 1”

“Eh?”

K‘ixl'dm'e ?Ilnret;l.

“You silly chumps, go back to bed!
There’s a burglar in x])egplu-:o '

“That’s what we're after,” growled
Blake. “What on earth did you think
we were doing?”

“I was just wondering,® gri
i t ng.t  grinned
Kildare. “Still, you kids might be
useful. You can come on!”

And you can bet we came on! But
as we stood there we heard a sound from
inside the room on our right. That was
the kitchen. Perhaps he was after grub.

“That’s the burglar!” said Kildare.,

““Stand to, you kids |

in the ** Magnet '’ Library—

-

he

t onc could e nothi
s but many of the fcll
that he never made o threg
not fulfil

“He will come back,” Ogilvy said

And many others thought the sa

here was" a general movement of
intercst in the Remove classroom that
morning, when a found of wheels was
heard in the Close.

Alr. Quelch’s back being turned,
or two venturous youths stood up,
looked out of the window.

They saw a trap driving =
Vernon-Smith and his box in it non-
Smith twmed at the gates, and ic a
last look back at the school, and scowled,
Then he disappeared.

The Bounder was gone!

But in many hearts there was a feeling,
almost a_conviction, that they would see
him agzin; that Greyfriars had not yet
done with the Bounder.

THE EXND,

5}

with

ryof Vernon-

(Another grand com plete g
next Friday.)
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“Yaas, wathah! Stand to, deah boys!

I told you it was a burglay, il you
wemembah, ™
Kildare stiode to the door. At that

moment Railton came along, In &
second he was at Kildare's side.

We stood by ready to mob the buy
when he canie out.

Somehow the door scemed to have got
stuck. N Kildare nor Railton
could open it, and it was not until we
rushed it in a mob that it opened.

Inside all was dark. There was
sign of a burglar.  From one corner
glowed two smnall balls of five.

AMr. Railton had a flashlight in his
hand, and he switched it on.

Never had we seen such a sight. There
was no burglar, but on the floor was a
mass of crockery. Tea, jam, and other
foodstuffs were mixed together in & maes
of broken china.

An up-turned tray lay on the floor, and
Tibbles, Mr. Mimblie's cat, was sitting in
a corner scared out of his life.

L was casy to see what had happened.
The Head had had something to eat late
at night, and the parlourmaid had carried
the tray down, taken it into the kitchen
in tho dark, and had, as she thought, put
it on the kitchen table. But she had put
it only half on. Tibbles, poor littlo

ther

no

beggar, had jumped on to the protruding
half, with the result that we were cons
templating.

We looked at the wreckage.  Then,
with hardly a word, we slunk off to bed.
. Poor old Mary got into hot water over
it, and so did Tibbles. He is still suffer-
ing from acute shell-shock, and now
makes tracks at the sight of a laden

ai Jove, deah boys!" said Arthur
Augustus, when we returned. * Whas
did I tell you? I knew it wasn't a
burglar.  You wemembah— Yo !
Who thwew that pillow?”

But no vne answered him, and he went
to sleep vowing vengeance in the
morning.

THE END.
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A Splendid Long Complete Story, dealing with the
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THE FIRST CHAPTER. know," said Smythe. *Comes in wsefulpin® him to Rookwood to be polished.
Adolphus Has a Qroat Idea! ~n|nv'mw~——\\h‘\t We'll do the polishin’ 1"
ONROY 1" “You would!" snoered Mornington, *Ia, ha, ha!”
Adolphus Smythe, the orna- “Then this new Kid is a millionaive’s | And, wind,” soid Smythe impres.
ment of the Shell Form s vacy thoughtfully, sively, 1 flll(‘) there'll bo some com:
Rookwood, repeated the name regular corkin® million- | petition for this new kid when lt comey
in a thuhl ul sort .-f said Smythe improssively. [ out that he's a millionaire.  We've got
iolphus had just yods \ll\\l!l\ veekin® with | to bo first in the field, an’ chum up
mines, an' railways, an'| with hlm, and we'll start the minute he
an' he's got more oof than he | comes.
nt in a month of Sundays. Che “ Hear, heav!" said the Nuts heartily.
be simply gilt ml;.c«l I'.\ulvnll\ thero was to bo a very hand-
nder if ho plays nap?™ remarked | some reception for the new fellow from
And lh-.-n' was a laugh iu the | Australia whon ho arrived at Rookwood.
But whether the Cornstalk would fully
ate tho kindnesa of Smythe & Co.

.|!1(

he uul not

esn't, he'll soon learn, 1 dare

o suffered Tow nsend, was still o question.
sen pulled by thinking of rookin® the new It was barely possible that a fresh and
he repe " jeered Mornington, breezy youth m a great colony might
wd of smoke. your brutal way of puttin® | not in- so satisfied with the elegant
fellows in the study lool

the calmly, “T've no doubt | Smythe as Smythe was with himself,
whatever—that this Conroy | Bul that did not ocenr to Adolphus.

I chap—one of the very best!
way ||u- Colonies have bae l\wl
m the war. Never mind how we THE SECOND CHAPTER.
things, lln y stick to us lhlungh Jimmy Silver is Surprised.

v were five of them—F¢
of the Shell, and Mor:
I Townsend nf the

"
ichool at Rool

W thin, an* back us up.” “ ITAL must be the new kid!™
Vs friends stared at hin, It was I The Iistical Iour of tha
time they had ever heard him l‘u\lrlh were airing themselves
ance to patriotic sentiments, on thie School House steps the
gton rose. (luv after the meeting in Smythe's study.
are vou burblin'

you're goin® to talk that balder o stution cab had driven in at the
sh from the new ‘papers, Tl clear 1" he | gates, and two passengera alighted from
tphed it. One was a little, dey-looking gentle
“Oh, \lnn t be a rotter, Morny !" said | man dressed in black; the other a sturdy
“Any of | Town ~(~n-l who quite nm' «d with Adol- youth about Jimmy Silver's age, upon
M phlh “1t's up to us to be civil to a | whom Jimmy Silver's eyes turned curi-

ington. Morny was shy
s. *“Lock that door

you fellows

“I've  heard it," s Olnnul chap.” ously.
“There's a new kid comin' it haven't noticed you bein’ par- The_captain of the Fourth was some
named Conro I heard Jimmy

lnu!\xrl\ civil to Van Ryn or Pons.” | what interested in the new junior. He
\

He got it from Bootles, 1 sup- . you see, they——" knew nothing about the millions, never

‘They're not the sons of millionaires ! having heard of Mr. Conroy, the cele-

tly ! said Smythe. sneered Mornington, brated financier. Jimmy Silver's taste

Ilv comes nnm Australia, T believe,” "()h rot !” in htrral\un did not lie in the direction

said Townsoend.  **Jimmy ver said so. \lmn) can blow off all the gus he | of “Socicty news.”  All lxc knew of

1 remember, he was askin’ Van Ryn and | likes,” sml Smythe, unmoved. ~*“ Bul | Conroy was that he was coming into the

Pons if they'd like him in their study, as goin’ to fuke this Colonial chap | Classical Fourth, and that he came from
he's anoth Colonial,” nmlor our wing, an’ seo him through, | Australia.

here's somethin’ about him in the | an” help him on his way a bit at first,
paper,” pursued Smythe. “T happened dn all that, It's up to us.”

1o see it yes ¢ rday. That's why the name | “Hear, hear!” said the Nuts, in
struck me when I just heard Van Ryn

mcnllnmn the kid. Anybody seen the \Iurmugtuni lip (urlul scornfully,
\Immn Post “Well, Teave me out,” he

Jimmy rather liked his looks.

Conroy—it was evidently Conroy—was
sturdy and well-built, with a face that
was not exactly handsome, but very frank
and cheery in expression, and quno pre-
1id. *I'm | possessing to look at. He looked in per-

d produced the paper, and|not r.:mn to join you in suckin’ up to | fect health from top to toe.
Smythe opened it, and scanned the|a mlllmn.uu- cad for his money.” “Rather a decent-looking kid,” re-
column regardless of Mornington's “All nullmn.umi ai cads,” said | marked Lovell. “I suppose the old
ing impatience. Smythe. “Some are, certainly.” johnnie's his father,” :
i " said Smythe. “Listen,| There another chuckle al this neat “Not much like him,” said Raby.
vou chaps!” hit by .\llolphus Mornington scowled, “By gad, here he is!”

And Adolphus read cut the paragraph: | and left the study, slamming llm door. Smythe of the Shell came ouf, witle

“Morny’s got  his back up!" smiled | Townsend and Tracy, The old gentle-
“¢Mr. Gerard Conroy, the celebrated | Adolphus. “One of doar Morny's ways. | man and the new junior were mounting
Australian financier and millionaire, has | It doc;nl worry me. the steps, and the Fistical Four raised
taken up his residence pemunonih in “Morny llk('a to be the only pebble | their caps civilly. But Adolphus was not
Englaud. We understand that his son is on the beach !” grinned Tracy. ** But he | satisfied with merely a palite salute, Ha
hem r sent to n well- Lnn\' u public school | isn’t, not by long chalks, I suppose, | was determined to strike the iron whils
in a southern county.”” really, this new chap \\xll be a bit of | it was hot.

an out-and-outer—what?" Iaving raised his shining topper in
ad!” said 'I‘onlunm “If he is, we'll polish him,” said|an elegant manner that was all his ow,
ys read the Society news, you | Smythe. “I suppose his father's send- THE PoruLar.—No. 108,
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Adolphine addressed the old gentleman in
lis politest manner.

* Good-afternoon, eir]”

Tle old coutleman pavsed.  Ho had
fittle choice about that, as the dandy
.rtl} he Rhell was 5hndmg directly in his
path.
¢ “Good-afterncon, =ir!” he eaid in a
squeaky voice.

“ Pray exonse my addressin’ you, sir,”
» in his best manner. ‘‘But
Rookwood fellows, in fact—
wanted r-erson.xllv to welcome your eon
to, thie school

“Eh?’
“We are very glad to \re]comc Master
Conioy amongst us, eir,” pursued

Smythie, a little disconcerted by the old
5enlkmans stare, hut slukmv to his
guns. ** Any fellow from the gnc.lt Aus-
tralian Colonies, sir, is eure of a hearty
welcome at Rookwood, and your son will
find himself among ’friends from the
start.”

The old gentleman looked
and the new junior grinne
Jimmy Silver & Co. looked on.
were utterly astounded by Smythe’s
hearty action, never having expected
anything of the Lmd from Adolphus.

*I have no eon,” said the old gentle-
man at last. “You appear to have
made some mistake, young man.”

bm\ the started.
‘I--T—I—aren’t you Mr.
l:o eylculnlcd

“I am Mr. Conroy's ®olicitor.”

“Oh i gasped Smythe.

“ By g-uf!” murmured Townsend.

“However, I understand that you wish
to welcome Mr. Conroy’s son to this
schoel,” sald the legal gentleman graci-
ously. “I thank you for your very I\md
remarks, \Ias(er

"bnuthc, sir,
ing himself.

““Master Smythe;
Master  Conroy
Master ConrO\,
echool-fellows.”

Adolphus Smythe held out an elegant
hand to Conroy.

The Australian shook it heartily,
giving Smythe a grip that made him
winee a little.

Conroy looked
{riendly.

Smythe’s welcome was a little high-
flown. but so far as the new boy could
sce it was dictated by cordiality and
kindness of heart, and it was agreeablo
enoy, to a fellow arriving in a strange
school.

“I hope wo shall be friends,
said Smythe graciously.

1 hope so, I'm sure,” said Conroy.
“It's very kind of you to welcome me
like this.’

“Not at all!” said Adolphus. , “Let
meo introduce my friends—Townsend and
Tracy, two of the hest.”

Townsend and Tracy shook
solemnly with the new junior.

Then Mr. Bruff and the new junior
rassed on into the House, leaving the
{hiree nuts looking quite pleased with
themselves. g

Tho Fistical Four walked off. Jimmy

Silver had intended to show tho mew
]-mlor some kind little attentions at the
start, but evidently his services wero not
requiced now. His chums had intended
to back him up, but they were giad
enouzh to get away to the football-
ground after all.

“Blessed if I undorstand Smythe,”
said Lovell. “Ilo can’t bo such a bad
sort, with all his funuy ways. play-
mg up quite decently to the new kid.”
Good luck to him!” said Jimmy
Silver heartily. *“It's a bit of a surprise
from Smythe. He isn't so black as he
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Conroy 7”

? said Adolphus, r('covcn_'~

and I sure
appreciates  them.
these are your futuro

am

and

very pleased

Conroy,”

hands

paints himself. But I'm blessed if T
undorsta.nd it, all tho same.
Is the new chap rich

“fdon 't think 0. Haven't hea.d so,
anyway."

*Then it beats me.”

However, on the football-ground the
Fistical Four dismisced the matier from
their minds. It was no especial business
of theirs,

But Smythe & Co. did not dismiss it
from their minds. Mr. Bruff had gone
into the Head's etudy with the new
junior, and the nuts collected in’
Smytho's quarters to discuss the plan of
campaign. Tho news that the million-
aire’s son had arrived at Rookwood drew
all the Nuts together, excepting Morn-
ington.  Mornington, like Achilles of
old, was sulking in his tent.

“Lonl‘s quite a decent chap,”
told hm comrades,  “I wish
comin’ into the .Shcll by gad!
him in my study.”

“Van Ryn wants him, I believe,” said
Townsend. understand (h.xt those

grinned

Smythe
ho were
I'd have

two (_ulunml chaps are goin' to ask
him.”

Smytha smiled.

“ Exactly; but they're not goin’ to

havo him. Wo'vo got to keep him under

\\mg. and under our eye. “ou're
goin’ to have him in your study,
Towny.”

“Well, chouldut mind, and Toppy

wouldn’t—7

“Not at all,” said Topham.

“But there’s that cad Rawson in our
study, that n(‘hnlnnhlp bounder—-"

“You can give Lumov the tip nl\nx. |

Rawson—that he's poverty-stricke n
bezgar, and a follo“‘ a chnp can’'t know.”
**But what about Van Ryn?” astl

Peele.  “Conroy’s pretty certain  to
accopt his offer.”
“Colonials have a way of stickin’
together, I believe,” remarked Gower.
“Van Ryn will be too late,” smiled
Sn\)(lm "Ynu trust  vour nn:lv
Towny's kom to the Head to ask.’
“What !

LAY h\ not?” said Sn\\'llu “You go
into the Head's study, an’ ask for the
new kid to be put along with you and |

Toppy. Dr. Chisholm’s bound to con-
sent, an’ the new kid will be pleased,
and ho'll agree at once. It's a ¢ d |

polite ﬂnng to do towards a stranger,
and |L will nip Van Ryn’s game in the
bud.”

The nuts looked upon their great
leader with admirvation. Certainly,
Adolphus was showing great acumen.

“Blessed if I dou't try it on!” said
Townsend. *‘Van Ryn ean tako Rawson
off our hands, if he likes—if he wants
a new study-mate.™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Go it, Towny!”

And  Townsend of tho Fourth,
cnoonmgod by his comrades, started for

the Head’s study.
“S
Townsend  camo nlong the
passage.  Van Ryn, the South
African, and Pons, tha Canadian, were
chatting there when  the Nut of the
Fourth came nlong
“New chap?” said Townsend vaguely.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Townsend Qets There First.
EEN the new kid 7"

Van Ryn asked the question as

“VYes, Chap named Comoy—-—"
“Oh, Conroy !”
“Ves. Wo'Te going to ask him into

our study,” explained Van R\n. “Is he
with the Head, do you kna
* “I fancy ho's”; with ]300lle= 4
Townsend c.llm]v.

said

“Thanks [ said Van Ryn.
And ‘the two Colonials moved off in

|
B

=

the direction of Mr. Bootles' st dy,
nothing doubting that Conroy was
his_futare Form-master,

Townsend grinned, and went
way. Van Ryn and Pous
the scent.  Their motive it
ask Conroy into the 1
disinterested, for they
of the Conroy millions.
intention had to be nipped in
as Smythe had put it. The mill
son was to be kept very carefully
tho vmu of Smythe & Co,

The door of the Head's study q~
as Townsend came up.
view with the heads
lose.

. Chisholm looked at lnn!
What is it, Townsend !

to

had’ come
Townsend entered hurriedly,

ter

“If you plmu‘ sit, I was only
ask

to

my
“We m

we chould

for Conroy to be put in
said lm\numh .---I\I\
only Ihu\‘ in No. 5, sir, an’
glad to have Conroy
tis a matter to be decided by Mr,
Bootles,” <id the Head Kindly, **Bat
have no doubt he will accede to your
Tequest, l\»\\nwnnl 1f Conroy wishes
to_share your study—"" 4
at the new junior.
be very glad, sir,

ak to Mr.
g the matter
Head graciously.
am glad to see you so kindly disposed
towa A new boy from a distant
As it i1s a half-
serhaps cara to <ho
@ and give him
formation and assistance he may

should

eaid

Bootles,
ay dv~

shall
nsend.
“Very well, you nn\' go. »,
“Come on, Conroy !” said Townsend
in a very frn-ndl. manner.
two juniors left the study
the legal zt‘n(lnm.\n u‘m‘unmk
r;moq ]on»:m- in conversation with

be delighted, sir!” =caid

to-

d you're cmmn;: into m\

remarked Townsend,

they went down the passage togethor.
“I'm glad, too!” said Conroy <unpl\
“It's very kind of you. I never ex-

.;.u(ml to be \\\-Iwmod like this in the
1 Old Country,”

Townsend’s heart smote him for a
moment.  The simple gzood faith of the

new junior made him feel mean. But
he nodded and smiled.
“ ';\\:~ shall get on together,” he said.

You'll like Topham, too—my study-
mate, you know. There's rather a rotter
in m\ study—chap named Rawson—Dbut
you needn’t have anything to do with
him.  Come up and see the study now !

Conroy’s face was very hright as he
accompanicd Townsend. " So he arty and
unexpected a  welcome from entire
strangers naturally raised his epirits,
though he was cheerful enough in any
case,

*“Hallo, here he is! This must be the
dmp" exclaimed Van Ryn, as the twe
juniors came round the corner of the
passage. :

**Conroy ?” asked Pons.

Tno new boy nodded.
‘That’s my name !”
“Come on!” said I‘ownsond.

“Hold on a minute!” said Van Ryn.

“T suppose your study 't settled yet,
Conroy? 1f yon care. to come into ours,
we'd bo pleased to have you. We're
both Colonials like yourself, theugh from
rather different parts’of the \\olld I'm

from South Africa, and Pons is from
(_unmla I'm Van Rvn
“Conroy’s .study. is. settled already,”

said lo\mscn\l before -the new

junier
(Centinued on gage 9.)° -



HOW I CHOSE
MY STAFF!

By The EDDITER.
LTS

“Let me have m
Thus spoke that

i

about me that are fat.™
nderful man, Wil
, four hundred yee

as 1T would a plaig.
of a hindranse than a Lelp.
idi Alc Todd. 1

wi “winded

v
and if 1T were
s {th

to give him a pla
s jernal—why, be'd Al it
hi wn stufl, in spite the notiss U've
up on the door of my sanktum:

“NO RUBBISH TO BE SHOTT HEAR!™
n people are bad-temperd and tr
wle are Jolly and jeni
ew thick and t

> in reseat of a libbe
t-munny! Thin people are
glutternus. I'at people nevver
are in the throws of starvas
nly
§

g these things, I desided that
become a subb-eddite
s he mezzured at leest sixt
waste. Well, their
who foolfilled this

no
y

staff unle
round the
four felloes

Ko

EDITED BY

of St. Jim's, SAMMY BUNTER
TUBBY MUFFIN of Rookwood.

Teir was my miner, their were
Fatty Wiynn and Baggy Trimble, of St.
m's: and their was Tubby Muflin, of
okwood.

The 1st person I sent for was my mincr.
N yoresel{ hightly onnered

“1 intend to make you m
man on the statl of the * Weekly
® said Sammy, with dansing eyves.

dewtieat™
fean ont my aanktum evvery

Sammy @

will make a bonfire of all tho
ed manuscripps—"
make

will
g crrands,”

yoreself jenerally

a yeer, payable in Kwarterly
its of owne penny, and free of
cRs!”

¢ very jennerus!' said Sammy.
“Jennyrossity,” 1 replide, “is a sort of

WILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER,

Assisted by FATTY WYNN and BAGGY TRIMBLE

of Greyfriars, and

ith me. Do you axxept this

* A shott ™ saild Sammy,
then went over to St. Jim's, [ found
Trimble only too willing to join my

Wynn was rather diffikult to per-
But T bribed him with a bagg of
s, and at larst he Kk ted,

e the only member of stall
Korrectly," he said, And 1
he paper from being a komplete

" 1 grouled.
then 1 wrote a letter to Tuabby
of Rookwood, rekwesting him o
vnlist under my banner. He replide by retern,
saying he would be dilited,

My staft is now komplete!

=TT R

IN YORE
EDDITER’S DEN!

By BILLY BUNTER.

ﬂllllIlIIIIIIlIIlIIIlIIlIlIIIlIIlllllllllllllllllllllllIIIIIIIllIIIIE.

My Deer
issew of my
the wurld.

've been working it out—I'm very hot
on mathematticks—and I find that, larst

‘s issew being No. 1, this weak's is

cders,~Larst weak the 1st
famus weekly was givven to

No. 2!

I'll tell you how I 0 ed this out. I
thort of a number, added one, took away
the number I first thort of, and the anser
was one, of corse!

Not many felloes would be able to work
out a probblem like this; but then, arrith-
metick has allways been one of my strong
points. :

Well, deer reeders, I trussed that No. 1
came up to yore eggspectashuns. I have not
herd from any of you yet, bekawso we go
to press sum weaks in advanse; but before
Tong I hope to get sholes and sholes of letters
praising up my wunderful weekly, Their
will be no lctters of krittisism, I feel sure,
for the simple reezon that their is nuthing
to krittisise! 3

I havé aloud Bob Cherry to write a story
for this issew. It's piffle, of corse, but I've
got to play up to my pal Bob, bekawsc he's
givving a bumper sellybration shortly, and

L don't want to be left out in the cold!

Deer reeders, T erge you from the bottom
of my hart to speed the fame of my littel
jernal. Say to yore pal, “Have you scen
* Billy Bunter's Weokly *2"  If he says yes,
slapp him on the back and tell him he 1
what's good for him. If he says no, s
him by the skruff of the neck and hussle him
along to the mneerest noose agents. (You
nevver want to give these non-reeders too
much rope!) You will tuch a tender cord
in my hart if you bagg a new supporter
for my * Weckly.” Now you felloes! Don't
have me on a string, but do me this good
tern rite away! You will, will you knot?

I'(‘;!g»pccb a good many of you are wun-
dering how I came to choose my staff. I am
therefore deskribing in anuther kollum how
it was done.

Up to the prezzent my four fat subbs have
givven me no trubble. But I shouldn’t ,he
serprized if they went on strike before long.
As I eggsplaned to my pater, you can't

trussed these people father than you can see
them!

And now, deer reeders, I have nuthing
more to sa In the wurds of a famus
historrikle Karrackter: “What I have writ
I have wrote.”

Orry vore—as the French say—till neckst
weak!

Yore stout pal,

|l|lIllIIIlllIIIIIllIIIlllIlIIIIIIllIIIlllllllIllllllllllllllllllg

ROOKWOOD RIPPLES.
By JIMMY SILVER:

AN R

The Moderns have an extremely “modern *
way of playing footer. The Classical side
tronnced them on Saturday by scven goals
to one, Time the three Tommies and theie
supporters woke up!

n . -

HTHITHIL

By a curions coincidence, the ugliest fellow
at Rookwood is called Hansom!

n N .
°
Why did Sergeant Kettle hoil over? Be-

canse we had - free fight in the tuck:hop,
and smashed all his glasses!

N . -

What s the ditference between Tommy
Dodd of the Moderns and a raving lunatic?
No difference whatever !

" « .
Heard the latest limerick?
There's a Modern outslder called Dogle,

At the sight of whose face we recoyle.
All the Classi poe

What n bles: ill
When they boyle Tommy Doyle in oyle!

. . B}

Tommy Dodd & Co. have referred to the
members of the Classical side as cannibals.
I can nssure them that we're not, or we
would have devoured a Muflin long ago!

. . .

Talking about 'Tubby, he contemplates
taking his annual bath this week. “Tubby
or not Tubby "—that is the question!
. . -
Arthur Newcome had a iicking the otlier
day for check, He tells us that he can't
stand Manders' handers!

° » "

Carthew of the Sixth is advertising for a
fag. We advise him to go slow. He smokes
far too many as it is!

» - .

Adolphus Smythe's latest book, “Fashlona
for Fatheaded Fops,” will _ah:rtly be pub-
utty.

| lished by Messrs. Smart & Nut!

u » ®

Bulkeley of the Sixth says it has come
to his knowledge that a number.of Fourth-
Formers have been playing marbles in the
sacred precincts of the Sixth Form passage.
Marble-ous how he gets his information!

L] - -
Warders were scouring the country a l;w
n. e

days ago for an eseca lunatie.
rlx)ro&rt\lr:tly put them on the track of Tommy
0

TrE Porurar. - No. 103,
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My Deer Reeders,—The 1st issew of “Billy
Bunter's Weekly ¥ was not a sucksess, It
couldn't p«mibly have been, bekawse my

ollum wasn't in jt!

As I cgesplaned in a breef note larst
weak, I was unable to kontribewt a Kollum,
for two reezons. In the 1st plaice, that
greedy bounder Wynn crowded me out; and
in the sckkond plaice, I was in the sanny,
dubbled up with aggerny.

I'll tell you low it came about. I herd
a fello say that the French people were very
fond of frogg-pie, g0 I wrote to Nappoleon
Dupong, at Greyfriars, and asked him how
frogg-pies were maid. He sent me a ressipy
by return; and I borroed a butterfiy-nett
and went in ecrch of some nice fat froggs.
1 manuidged to catch a plump toad in Ryl-
combe Lane, and then I fished out some tad-
poles from the pond, thinking they would
improve the flaver. After wich I went back

to 8t. Jim's and cooked the beestly things.
Groo! The memmery of it haunts me still!
My studdy-mate, Mellish, found me lying—
a littel habit of mine !—on the sofer. “What's
> asked. “Yow! I--I'm
“Well, fer goodn
sake dye kwietly grouled the unsimper
thettick Mellish. * * Yore groans can be herd
all over the bilding!”
“Gimme a ccrapp of paper!” I panted.
“What for?” asked Mellish. “I'm going to
make out my last Will and Testerment,” I

Baggy?
I garsped.
'

replide. “I'm poysoncd—1'm dycing by
inches!”

“Ratts!” eaid Mellish,

“No, not ratts,” I groned. "It was a

What!" yelled Mellish.  “You mcen to

say you've been cating toad?”

“Yes—with a sprinkling of tadpoles.”

“My ouly ant! How bigg was the to

“It was about the sighs of a gluy
said.

Mellish gave a low wissle.

“Iansy eating a fat toad, you fat toad!”

BILLY BUNTER’S WEEKLY.

TR T T T T T T T

MY TERRIBLE TIME'!

By BAGGY TRIMBLE, Subb-Edditer.
R T

hie said.
give
along! I'll help
Pickcher my plite, deer 1
I lay skwirming in an 5

evvery breth w

ould b
ys I

prefler hed hed
Nappoleon Dupon told
ressipy he sent me neerly o

Well, deer reeders,

my being apointed i
Bunter's Weekly "7 ¢t reelly to be
“Bagey Trimbl " with me as head

s Wee

bottle-washer. But their is so
much personnal jellusy about that it's hope-
less to eg ct fare treetment. Howcevver,
if Ihlb: Bunter kills this paper, as he's bound
to do in the long run, I shall come on the
scen with a jernal of my own.

That fello Wynn secms to be faking a Jot
on his own sholders; but 1 advise you to
ignore him, and to remember that I, Bagley
Trimble, a dessendant of that famus knight,
Sir Loyne of Beef an the speshul repross
sentatifl for St.

¥ s for Krissmnss an
Yeer—in case 1 forget when
Desember arives, %
1 remane,

Yores ot

BAG

tterer,
Y TRIMDBLE.

(NOTE.—Fatty Wynn tells me that he hired
a tipewriter from the Wayland Tipewrite
Company, in order to do his Kollum
and  eggspeditiously. When the mashine
arived at St. Jin Fatty found that the
letter “e” ing, £0 he had to put an
“x" in plaice of it. The printer ought to
have filled in all the “e's,” but he negleckted
his duty, and I must apollergise to my reeders
for the kommical appeeranse of Fatty's
letter.—Ed.)

My Dxar Rxadsrs,—I havx bxxn to thx
troublx and xxpxnsx of hiring a typxwritar
from Wayland, only to find that thx Ixttxr
s el , s0 I am having to usx thx
Ixttxr “x” instxad.

ST R

THE MISSING “E”}
By FATTY WYNN, Subb-Edditer.
1IlllllllllmIMllllll!llllll”IlllllllllllllllIlllllIlIllllllIllllllllIllIIIIlIlIIIIIIllllllllllllllllllllln-__

Sxxms morx likx a Missing Word compxti-

tion than anything doxsn't it?

vx bxxn somx grxat timxs
latxly at St. Ji rry cxIxbratxd
his Dirthday last wx and in d mx to
i top-holx stady fxxd. Tharx wxrx plintiful
stupplixs of tuck, and I am afraid I madx

rat! a bxast of mysxlf. Thxrx
lovxly rabbit-pix on thx tabix, and h
it, T found I ceouldn’t Ixavx

Nxw H s o wa

I wish Tom Mxrey had a birthday xvx

day! Thxn thxrx would always plxnty

to xat and drink, and I should bxgin to put
on w. with a vxngxanex!

1 footxr against Rookwood Iast

It was a topping gamx! Jimmy

. wxrx lickxd by thrxx goals to

¢ had to admit that wx wxrx

bxttxr txam, [ playxd in goal,

axd to stop xvxry shot that camx my

xexpt onx—and I had no chanex with

ght,

that, bxcausx I was rolling in thx mud at
thx timx

What
this wxxk,
Lowthxr's i
But I'I byt 1

You will notiex ths
2ot somxthin
Kknows why Ba
As our poxt
“Thsxrx is

Jim's Pagy

lo you think of thx
hink Monty

dxar rxadxrs?

Trimblx
k. Goodux
chosxn as a sub-xditor!
obsxryxd @

Youth namxd Trimblx,
d go insidx a thimbIx!™
you will find
pitx of thx fa
sort of fxllow—t¢

v, in
luttonous

this bxastly typxwritxr! 1t
ixs my Ixttxr jook likx a blxssxd Chinxsx

and Kxrr arx roaring with

thx hxart hxasts!
t iap who's anough to w
ar Waakiy ™ dxsarvas

a X
*Billy Buntxr's
'

I Lopx you will undx
rittxn. Don’t bx a

(I'Il_ma a hash of that
“s chivvy whxn I sxx him!)
Your plump pal,
FATTY WYNN.

typx
Chxxrio!

My Deer Reeders,—I've just had a feerful
licking from the Head, and I feel kwite
cut up about it!

I'll tell you eggsactly what happened.

A fortnite ago, I was in the state known
as stoncy (my usnal kondishun!), and I hitt
uppon a reelly brillyunt weeze for raising the
wind. I went round to all the tradesmen
in Latcham, and 1 said to them:

“Losk hear, their's a new paper con:ln: on
the markitt, called * Billy Buuter’s Weekly,
and I'm the subb-cdditér, speshul Korre-
epoudent. and addvertissment manuidger for
Rookwood. Would yeu like to addvertisc
yore goods? Our charies are five bobb 2

e

“And what will thie setkulashun of the
paper be, Master Muflin?®  arsked Mr.
Trimmit, the barber. ' ‘

* Oh, millyons !"" I replide. ©‘ Billy Bunter's
Weekiy * will be on sail throughout the
Yewnited Kingdom. Evveryboddy who is

boddy will buy it.”
'k PoruLar.—No. 108.

TR

WHY I WAS LICKED!

By TUBBY MUFFIN . Subb-Edditer.
T a e

“Rite yon are,” said Mr. Trimmit. * I'll
have a fool-page addvertissment in the 1st
issew."”

“Five hobb, plecse,” I sald. g

And then, having roped in the shekkels, T
went along to interview the groser, the
booteher, the kobbler, and the rest of the

adespeeple.
tr\‘\":-lll, rllc or reeders, to cut a long story
short, 1 kolleckted thirty bobb, and trotted
back to Nookwood feeling awfully hucko:l
with life. I blewed the munny at the tuck-
shopp, and then forgott all about the matter.

But the tradespeeple dirdn't‘ forgett! Larst

red 920!

when No. * Billy Bunter’s

weak, - <
Feckly " was pubblished, they looked for
l‘l‘lt‘;c }udd\'crlissmcnts. And they leoked in
vane!

orse, they were awfully ratty about
it.OiT;:lcy came in a depputashun to the
Head, and demanded there munny back.

The Head sent for me, and he was perple
with rage.

“What does this meen, Muffin? he eggs-
claimed. “You appeer to have axxepted
munuy from these jentlemen, on the under-
standing that you pubblished there addver-
tissments ina paper called = Bunter's
Weekly." The Ist issew of that jernal has

cred, but their is no sine of the addver-
ents. Why were they not used?”

I stammered,

I the Head-—-or wurds to that
You had no intenshun of pubblish-

eckt
ing them wickid, descatful boy!”

"I suj i said Mr, Trimmit, the
harber, ou give the yung raskil a

ceps his canes.
ind it's a wunder

a feerful grooling
I'm alive to tell the tail!
1 hope to have happier news neckst weak—
to the efleckt that Mr. Bootles is down
with hooping-kofl, or sumthing like that!
.\Iccmvhile: deer reeders, I remane,
Yore affeckshunate pall,
TUBBY MUFFIN.

P.S.—The tradespecple got there munny
back. The Head wrote to my pater, who
had to pay and look plezzant ~ But I'll bet

thwon't look plezzant neckst time I see him?}

When T saw Billy Bunter the neckst time
I told him of that little skeme of mine, and
asked him whether I should ask the trades
people in Friardale if they would like to
addvertise in the ** Weakly.” But Bunter, the
mean rotter, said that he wonld sea me hanged
first before he let me cadge on his ground. I
expect he wants to do the same thing, and if
that is the case I shall deem it my duty to
inform the tradepeople of it. If's a very
mean act to get munny out of pour peopla
Wwho have to ern there own living. 1 wouldn't
do such a thing to save mi life, not if I wer
starving.,




By BOB CHERRY.

(NOTE.—IAnm using this story of Bod Ckerry's, not bekawse it’s a good one, but bekatwss
Bob is ho/ding a big bangkwet in his studdy and [ want an invitashun ! — ED.)

a manuscript into Harry
her day, and urged

nded cyes and with tears in his
i(v.rn, as Billy Bunter would say—to publis
)

Wharton told Lonzy to go and chop ehips
W herenpo )

I am about
the Fan
seated in

the
" raid

said Wharton
the ha

be any pe
" I chimed

rose to his
u

should
the Common-roc

And we resumed our conve
subject of the feud with Dic
until Wingate came into the roon

** Bed-time, Kids!™

We trooped up to the
one of those very cold n
north wind moaned round the elock-tower.
and I shivered. ¥
Shut the windows!™ said Wharton, *
say, Wingate, we can't slecp with that wind
howling in

Vingate laughed and nodded.
there was rush to close the windows
o general sighing of relief.

I happened to be one of the first to arrive
at the end window. For a few minutes we
stood Tooking out upon the dark Close. Sud-
denly a curious thudding sound reached my
cars—a sound [ couldn’'t for the moment

Where

it that window, young Cherry,”
shouted Wingate, ** and get into bed!"
* Half a mo'!” I replied. ‘Come here a
minute, Harry L 3
Wharton stopped his undressing, and came
over to the window. He looked out. The
sound was still going on—the weird thud,
thud! Suddenly it stopped.
“ Where's young Todd?”
glancing round the dorm. z
The fellows locked at one another. Nobody
epoke, for nobody could say where the duffer

said Wingate,

** Dunno, Wingate!"” said Harry.

There was a buzz of talk when Wingate left
the dormitory in search of Alonzo. A minute
later, however, he returned with the mild
Alonzo in tow. Todd was looking very

sheepishly at the captain, and I noticed—
dthough I did not draw attention to the fact
h there was mud and dust on his

s, and his hands were none too elean,
Get into bed, you young cub" growled
Wingate, *and take a hundred lines for being
It and Reep me waiting!™
Todd wave uws all a plaintive glanee, and
commenced to undress,  \Why was he late?

"users

“ Gosling!™ The Head shiverad
“Why have you not lighted my
It was a bitterly cold morning. N ne
falling in_shes and iciclea sparkled and
scintillated on the window-panes,
“* Which there ain't no fue! available, sir,
anawered Gosling the porter.
g sense! The coal-ccllar is full——"
“Yessir! But—"
And there are numerous blocks of wood
¢ woodshed."
‘s true enough, sir.  But—"
that moment the door of the

in_t

Head's

‘“Qosling! Why are thore no fires 7 '’

asked the Hoad. ‘‘ Which I can’t find

the 'atchet, sir, what's beon missing
sinco last night!” said Qosling.

study was thrown open, and Mr. Prout
1l !

a complaint to make, sir,” he
sald, addressing the Head. “The ther-
mometer i3 at freezing-point, and yet thero
is no fire in my Form-room! 1 cannot
conduct a class under such Arctic conditions,

, my dear Prout—-"
le to be calm, sir, when one
ng by inches!” -

“Gosling,” said the Head, with a frown,
it is your duty to see that all the fires are
laid  and lighted. I shall punish you
severely for this flagrant neglect of duty!
It is monstrons that the school should be
deprived of warmth—"

There was a tramping of feet In the
passage, and again the door of the Head's
study was thrown open.

First came Mr. Quelch, whose nose and
cars were blue with cold, and behind him.
wrathful and indignant, came Mr, Hacker,
Mr. Twigg, and Mr. Capper. Larry Lascelles,
the mathematics master, lurked in the rear.

“Bless my soul!” gasped the Head. “Is—Iy
anything amiss, gentlemen?”

“We have no fires in the Form-rooms, sir,”
said Mr. Quelch.

“The boys are sneezing and coughing, and
the conditions are intolerable!” chimed in Mr.
Capper.

“We ourselves are chilled to the marrow!”
added MMr. Hacker, .

“It is ecandalous!” exploded Mr. Twizg.

“Aiter those chilling statemcnts‘." added

e

m

Larry Lascelles, with a smile, “there is ne
need for me to add anything.”

The Iead turned again to Gosling, whe
being glared at on all sides.

“What have you to say, Gesling, in ex
planation of yeur copducti”

“Which it's a question of fuel, sir——*

Dr. Locke made a gesture of impatience.

“Do not trille with me, Gesling! I have
already said that there is an ample supply
of fuel, and you agreed with me.” "

“1 can't light a dozen fires with coal zn’
Paper!” grunted Gosling.

“But you have wood!™

“Yessir!™ said Gosling, seratching his head,
an action which brought another smile to
the lips of Larry Lascelles. “There's wood
all right, but it's in great solid blocks."

“This is sheer laziness on your part,
Gosling ! said the Head. “Surely you conid
have chopped up the blocks:™

% sir."”

0, sir.

“Why not, pray?

“Which there ain't no ‘atchet, sir

“What ™

“ It been missin® ginee last night,” ex.
plained Gosling.  “I've ‘unted ‘igh an® low,
but 1 can't find the dratted thing, It's
my beliel that oue of the young warmints
*as Cidden it for a joke!”

The Head looked  grim. 3

" You are probably right, Gosling,” he said.

Then, turning to the masters, he added:

“You had better question your Teapective
classea on the subject. No doubt the hatehet
has been removed for a practical joke.*

“In that case, it will go hard with the
practical joker!" snapped Mr. Quelch.

And the half-dozen members of the depata.
tion trooped out of tho study.

. . . - . - .

“1 wish to ask you a question, my boys,"
said Mr. Queleh, when he returned to the
Kemove Form-room.
ahead,  sir!"
cacouragingly.

“Silence, Bolsover!
a hatehet trom the woodshed?™

There was o gasp from the elass. ‘ihe
question stroek the majority of us as being
extraordinary.

And then, to our astonishment,
Todd rose in his place.

Mr. Queleh's gimlet eyes were focused upen
the junior,
“Well, Todd?
this?

said  Bolsover major

Has any boy remoyed

Alos.o

Do you know anything ol

, sir. It was I who removed (!¢

“I took it from the woodshed, and buricd
it," said Alonzo innocently.

“Good gracious!  Whatever possessed yon
to do such a thing?" gasped Mr. Queleh.

“It was liko this, sir,” said Alonzo. “1
heard Wharton say last night that there
would be no peace until the hatehet was
buricd, and so I—I went and buried it, sir."

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a yell of laughter from the
clags,  Even Mr. Queleh found it diilicult to
keep his face straight.

“You are an ntterly ridiculous boy, Todd ™
he exclaimed. “When Wharton used  the
phrasge, ‘burying the hatohet,” he wus
cvidently referring to patching up a guarrel.
Is that not so, Wharton?"

The captain of the Remove nodded.

“Where did yon bury the lhatchet, Tod:
demanded Mr. Quelch.

“Behind the chapel, sir. I dug a decp
hole, dropped the hatchet inside, and then
replaced the loose turf.”

Again the class yelled; and again a smile
flickered on Mr. Quelch’s lips. -

“I can see that yonm acted quite
innocently, Todd,” he said, “and therefore
you will not be punished. But your action
has caused great inconvenience. T  will
trouble you to go and recover the hatehet,
and take it to Gosling."”

Alonzo was looking quite bewildered.

“ I—I thought I was doing the right (lLing

lie_stammered. :
No doubt,” said Mr. Quelch drily. *But
in future you will be well advised not to
take phrases too literally. Go!"

And Alonzo went.

Half an lour later checrful fires were
blazing in all the Form-rooms, and in the
Head's study. ‘

And when morning lessons were over
Greylriars langhed loud and ling over the
affair of tho buried bhatchet!

o
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THE SONG OF
THE SUB'!

SANFAY BUNTER,

Juanior Subb-Edditer.

By

ot o greevanse!

I say, you fi
skurvily treeted

I've g
1 have been shamefooly and
by my majer,

It isn't all beer and hunny being a subb-
cdditer of Bills's “Weekly.” And I've had
an awful time this wenk—garstly! I've had
to do all the donky-work, such as skrubbing
the floor of the edditorial sanktum, making
bonflires of rejeckted manuscripps, and
eggsplaining to kontributors why there stufl
bas not been lished. These p
have cost me a pear of black eyes, a swollen
nose, and a thick ear! Bit thick, isn't it?
1 thort I was in for a good thing when Billy
seleckted me as his rite-hand man—but I

thort rong!

And I've got anuther greevanse, deer
reeders—in fackt, 1'm simply bubbling over
with greevanses!

I didn't get pade for the kollum I wrote
larst weak. Not a s00! Not a scent! And
wy kollum was the only thing in the paper
worth reeding! -

When I ticked Billy off on the subjick, he
bumped mre—und I fetl kwite sore about it!

It's all the fault of the cdditer of -the
Kompanion Papers. He ought not to have
givven my majer the job of running a
* Weekly.” It should have heen givven to
ME! I spoke to yung Tubb about it, and he
said, “Kwite rite, Sammy! If you were
edditer of the * Weekly," it would be cven
funnier than it is at prezzent!” Do you
think he was flattering me, deer reeders, or
meerly being rood?

And now I should advise' you to get out
yore hangkerchills, Lekawso™ I'm going to
give you a sole-stirring ditty:

“It ain't all mitk and skittels when you're
working on the staff,
For you get no cash nor vittels, and yore
stull’s cut down by i;
And you're boollied by’ yore majer, and you
have to stand his chafr.
No, it ain’t no joke, I wager,
* working on the staff!

when yon're

“Oh, it's Sammy this, and Sammy that,
and it's *Sammy, skrubb the floors !’
But it's * Sammy, you're a marvel!’ when
the serkulashun sours—
When the serkulashun goars, my boys,
when the serkulashun soars!

“From erly morn till late at nite, you're
e l:'t-pt uppon the go;
You're allways rong, you're nevver rite, in
i Billy's eves, you know!
When you're gay, and when you're sollum,
- he is tugsy and he's funny;
You can write a ripping kollunt, but you'll
nevver get no munny!

“Oh, it's Sammy tais and Sammy that, and
it's ‘Sammy, you make me tired!’
But it's * Sammy, you're a kofl-dropp!*
when their’s skill and branes rekwired—
When their’s skill and branes rekwired,
my boys, when their's skill and branes
rekwired "

I'm fed up to the neck, deer reeders, and
! things don't alter by neckst weak—why,
they'll remane as they are!

T paid Fatty Wynn a visit to St. Jim's, at

, Uhe request of mi majer, to get some more
copy from him. (The Edditer of the Kom-
anion Papers had wired to say that some of
ast weak's kopy had hean lost.) I found
Wynn in the tuckshopp, enjoying himself with
a bagg of tarts in front of him. If he had
bean at all a gentleman he wood hay invited
me to join him, but, as he did not, I had to
iiclp miself, much to Fatty's anger. But,
deer reeders, what wood you hay done in mj
siaice? A rather unpleasant scene follod,
but I left St. Jim's in kwite a normal con.
dishun. T don't think, tho, after all, I shall
vay Fatly Wynn another friendly visit.
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SHOULD PREFECTS
BE ABOLISHED ?
Some Conflicting Opinions from

Rookwood Readers of

“BILLY BUNTER’S WEEKLY.”
e TR AT AT

JIMMY SILVER: By all means
abolish prefects!  They "are like so
wany puppets o a wire—neither use
nor ornzment !

T . .

TOMMY COOK: I am of the firm
opinion that all prefects should be de-
molished.

. « »

TOMMY DODD: Abolish prefects?
By all means! They're always ciusing
trouble.  Who ever heurd of a perfect

prefect 7
LOVELL MINOR: it wouldn't be
very tackfull of me to say that prefex

should bo abbolished bekawso you see i
happen to be fugging for bulkeley of the
sixth at the moment and i dont think he
would like it!

. .
. MARK CARTHEW: The young
jackanapes who first mado this im-
pudent suggestion is ordered to come
to my study immediately ! I might tell
him in advance that he wou't be able

to sit down for some days!
. N .

ADOLPHUS SMYTHE : Yaas,
begud !  Kick 'em out neck an’ crop !

Chey've no idea how to dress attract-

ively !

VALENTINE MORNINGTON: Pre-
fects are necessary evils, and I'm afraid
we must put up with them, in the same
way that we put up with a cold in the
head, or the apricot-jam that's served in
Hall. These lilings—l hope the prefects
will forgive me for calling them things—
are sent to (ry us!

ALGY SILVER: Prefects are kweer
fish, and, with all respeckt to our worthy
(s)kipper, they want putting in their
plaice !

x .

SERGEANT KETTLE: Which I
won't vencher to express no oppinion,
yung gents, on this here toppick!

« B .

CYRIL PEELE: I always did say that
prefects were no good whatever. We
can’t even have a little smoke in the
study and a merry game of nap without
them nosing us out, and giving us a lick-
ing or reporting us to the Head. No; if
they made the Fourth prefects that
would be very different. I shouldn’t
want them abolished then,

» « *

TUBBY MUFFIN: It is a very
difecult questshun to give an answer to.
In a way, prefects are corn in Egypt to
a fello like mie. That is, they all ways
have tons of grub knocking about thare
cupboards, and if you happen to fag for
them (I always make it a poiut of fag-
ging for a prefect when he is going to
give a party) you can help yourself to
as much grub as you can eat. But there
is still the other side of the questshun to
consider. They are all ways chucking
impositions about for the smallest thing.,
and the lickings_they give are jolly pain-
ful. I’ve experienced many, and it has
all ways been a sore point with me.
However, to come back to the questshun
in hand, L think, on the hole, that they
had better remain where they are, and
T'll have to chance the painful part of
them and look forward to the feeds.

BILLY BUNTER’S WEEKLY.

I R R T TR e

BAITING BILLY
BUNTER!

—_—ii——

By MONTY LOWTHER,

Official Humorist of St. Jim's.

1 ran Billy Bunter to earth in Study No. ¥
He was ipts, and in a
had perched

moment

is f woked hi
his founta and poked his

“Hallo, “l'm
glad you're over
from St. J s

The editor of
waited me to a

Billy
seat on the ©
“You're Lowther, aren’t you
1 bowed.

he said.

“Well, what do you want to see me
about " Spirys i
“I've brought you a_contribution.” I said,
p of paper from my pocket. It's

taking a

a sort of riddle.” X . 4
“Don't want riddles!” said Billy l-lllll‘v T
curtly. “This is a real, live, go-al

We don't
does a chic
*“But
carat,
£ your Greyfriars
their brains—if any
Billy Bunter gave
“Hand it over!” he
I handed him the » of paper,
Bunter, mopping the ink from his n
ceeded to read what I had written.
as follows:

print
A ¢

urg
readers a ch

and Billy

o

e, pro
t ran

v at St. Jim's, s
i an athlete’s

“My first is a da :
My second's contained in
limbs. - ¢
third is the scason of skating glories,
fourth is always rejecting Mnrnu.‘ i
fifth is a place where you dig an 100,
ixth is a fellow who writes, you know?
t and silliest fool
at  Greylriars

My

My

My s .

My whole is the bigges

“O0f all the mad dutfers
School!”

Billy Bunter scanned the written lines
intently. X certe

“It won't take me long fo decipher this '
he said. “To begin with, the day-boy at
St. Jim's is Brooke.”

“Quite right.”

“And an athlete’s limbs contain strengthn”
“Try a "I said.
“Musc! Bunter.

e?
I nnddv-d 2
jecting stories
sre you dig and

And the fellow who writes
Have I got ‘em all

all

hoe is a garden.
is an author. There!
right?”
“Marvellous!”
the words in order, and see what the golu-

1 said. *Now, arrange
tion is!" -
So saying, I hurried ont of lhv_nlu\l_\,'!--:\f;
ing the editor of "Billy Bunter's Weekly
choking with wrath.
Tor the solution was as follows:

Brooke
mUs ¢l e
wiN¢ter
odil Ro'r
gardEn
authol

But I had not counted on the Four Fat
Subs. When I dashed into the corridor I
found that my age was blocked com-
pletely. They were just coming in. If 14 'l
been a fly there might have been & poss!
chance of escape, but I wasn't. However
measured the distance between. u
taking the bull by the horns, so to spes
made a gallant dash for it.

The Fat Three saw me coming straj
them, but I was in among them before they
had time to realise what had happened. Fat
to the right of me, fat to the left of me, fat
all round me! The odds wers certainly
against me, for I could not even move whers
I was, sandwiched between the {ot. Yes, it
was a painful experience while it lasted, and
1 left more like & chewed piece of rag.
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The Gomi

ng of the Cornstalk

said Conr
0

‘Il hnd

T
Van Ryn and Pons, thus defeated in
1d 0bjec t

wewhat por d |
heard twice of the |
n "—once tl

was rather a rott
o very decent ¢
©

T

vas there, and he seemed t
with Rawson.

1 |

renn- |

THE FOURTH CHAPTER. !
Taking the Stranges In! |
HERE was a s ! X

in No. §

his  «

un 0

“Dash yc rotten swot !
hami  was saying, in hcated to
“Wha » you want to swot for o

lay, you measly prize-hunt

you that we're g
little party in the
“And 1 tell you
coke !
Rawson,

camo the
* Studies

eper voice of
aro made to w

, You outsider
! Shat

ry up!”

Townsend frowned with vexation.
scholarship junior was a thorn in the
of his anstocratic study-mates. It
not only that the pre
stricken” bounder ™ annoyed Towny
Foppy, Rawson refused to “allow |
smoking or card-playmg in the study, |
which the *Giddy Goats ™ of Rockwood |
regarded as a very high-handed attitude |
on his part.

And Towny and Toppy wouldn't have
stood it for a moment but for the un.
fortunate fact that the burly Rawson
could have knocked their heads together,
wnd “handled ™ them both at once to
any oxtent, if he had chosen.

*“That's the cad I told you of, Con-
roy,” whispered Townsend.” ** A regular
swottin' beast, an’ likes to make himselt
W uisanee !
¢ nodded without speaking.
ame into the study. Tom Raw-
<on was scated at the table, with a pen
in his hand and his bocks cpen before
him.  Rawson was a hard worker—a
“ewot,” as the nuts contemptuously
{ermed it.  But Rawson was not quite
in the same position as the nuts; he
was poor, and had no resources beyond
his scholarship allowance, and he had
come to the school to work.

He glanced at the new boy as he came

ey
Ihe |
side
was |

.
“Hallo! New chap?” he asked.
s b
«~*“Conroy, I suppose?”’
=*“That’s right!’
*Conroy’s comin’ into this study,” said
Townsend.
."“He's very welcome, as _far as I'm
concerned ! said Rawson. S
" £n’ look here, you can’t swot here

| “He's
T

sence of a “poverty- | I

this afieracon, Rawson,” said Townsend.
“We're goin’ to have a littde party in
hon of the new chap.”

“1 don’t want to disturb anybody, you
know,” said Couroy, rather at a loss
between the two,

Rawson reflected a moment, and rose
to his feet,

* All sorene!™ he said.  “T don’t want
to be in the way. Il get along to the
end study—Jimmy Silver won't mind.”

And Rawson gathered up his books
and papers and left No. 5.

*That's the cad I mentioned to you,”
said Townsend, not making that remark,
however, till Rawson was out of hearing.
“He isn't one of us, you know—he's here
on a_scholarship.”

“Ought to be abolished, those rotten
cholarships id Topham. **We don't
want that sort at Roo{\\‘uml!"

“He seems rather an obliging chap,”
remarked Conroy.

“Oh, he's a rotter!™ said Townsend.
“T tell you he's too poor to wear decent
clothes —youn see how he dresse

“1 suppose a chap can’t help being

Well. no, T suppose he can't.  But
Rookwood isn't a place for the deservin’
™ said Townsend, with a curl of the

while
"

he cad's always workin®
< are havin® a good timoe
poor, 1 suppose that's the

neend gave the new junior a sharp
Conroy did not seem wholly in-
to accept his estimato of Rawson.
i that rotter!” said Top-
‘ You're not bound to know
sugzh he's in the samo study. Wo
know him. He gets on with Jimmy
an’ that lot, but the best set don't

s Jimmy Silver?”
captain of the Fourth—a foot-
uproarions sort of a hooligan!”
ownsend. * Not our sort. He was
» steps when you came, with the rest
ng—the Fistical Four, they call

- A\ rotten sot!”
roy was silent. He had noticed the
four juniors on the steps, and had rather
Iiked their looks. Ho was grateful to
Townsend for the kindness received at
is b ; but it was already coming to
nind that he would not “pull ”* with
Townsend.  Every fellow who looked
thoroughly decent seemed to be a rotter,

according to Towny.

“Well, this is the study,” went on
Townsend.  *“This chap's Topham, my
study-mate. We're thinkin’ of havin’ a
bit of a party here this afternoon, to give
you a chance of makin’ the acquaintance
of some of the best fellows. Like the
ill\‘l\‘:“

“Ripping!” sa
kind of you!”

“we'll help you unpack your things
presently,” went on Townsend. “I sup-
pose you're getting ready for tea after
your journey down? 'Toppy will look

id Conroy. “It's very

‘alter that, an’ get the fellows here, while

show you round the school a bit—
what!”

And Townsend led his new friend forth.

Conroy met Smythe-and Howard and
Traty of the Shell in the passage—by
chance, of course—and they chnttcfn few
minutes in a very friendly way.

e met.Gower and Peele of the Fourth
as he came out into the quadrangle, and
was introduced to them. They joined him
as Townsend piloted him about Rook-
wood, showing him the sights.

. Conroy’s glances turned several times
in the direction of the football-ground,
where a scratch game was going on, to
the accompaniment of loud and cheery
voices.. - 3L 0l

- *“ Like to see the footer-ground?” asked
Townsend at last. - .

“Yes; rather!” . vt

It was only footer paactice, but it was
very keen. Half a dozen Modern juniors,
led by Tommy Dodd, were disputing with
half a dozen Classicals under Jimmy
Conroy looked on with

Silver's lead.
keen interest,
Py

“Lverybody who cares for i
Townsend, with a curling lip.
don’t go in much for games; it's hardly
the thing!”

“Isn't it?" said Conroy, in astonish-
ment,

“ Besides, the footer eleven's in ithe
hands of Silver and his friends, and wo
don’t pull with them. In fact, we ignore
that crowd.™ .

* Which is Silver?™

Townsend pomted out the captain of
the Fourth.  Jimmy Silver had just
kicked the ball into the Modern goal.

“He can  play footer,” remarked
Conroy.

* I supposo you'll join the junior elub?™
saiid - Townsend.  *There’s compulsory
practico twico a week, but a fellow can
often dodgo it, if ho likes.”

* Lshouldn't want to dodge it, thongh,”
said Conroy.  “I want to get all the
footer 1 can, and cricket, too, when that
comes along.”

Towny exchanged a rather hopeless
glanco with his friends. It looked as il
the new junior wouldenot be so casy to
handle as they had anticipated,

The ball was ju play again, and a kick
lifted it out of the ground, and it came
whizzing along to where the group of
juniors were standing.

Y Send that ball in!” ghonted Jimmy
Silver from the field.

Townsend. & Co. shrngged  their
shoulders. They did not intend to touch
footer-—not if they knew it.
**on the ball ’ ai once.

But Conroy w K
He lifted it back into the field with a neat
kick that landed it among the players.
Jimmy Silver's- glanco fell upon him,
and he came over to the ropes.
*“Conroy ! he asked. “I saw yon como

in, you know, I'm Silver of the Fourth.
You play footer?”

“Yes; I've played a good bit.

“1 thought 50, from that kick
you like to join in?” asked
“This isn’t a regular
practice.” K

Conroy glanced at his companions. ITis
exprossion showed planly that he wonld
have liked to accept Jimmy Silver's in-
vitation, but he felt bound to stick to
thoe fellows who had shown him friendli-
1

Would
Jimmy.
match—only

1ess, :
“Thanks!” he said. * You fellows caro
for it1”
Townsend shook his head promptly.
“Rotten fag, footer!” he said. * Be-
sides, there's the party in the study.”
“Yes; come on!” said Peele. +
‘““Another time, Silver, if you don’t
mind,” said Conroy. *“I hope I shall
have a chance in the footer here.”
“Certainly you will, if you can play!”
said Jimmy, ‘Al serene! I'll give you
the tip next time we come down. What
study are youn in?”
* Number Tive.”
“Oh, come on!”
patiently. s “a ko
Conroy walked away with his friends.
“Come here, Jimmy!” shouted Lovell.
Jimmy Silver rejoined the footballers,
in a puzzled frame of mind. e was
more and more surprised at the kindness
the Nuts were showing the new boy. He
would have ex[l))ectcd Townsend to growl
at a new boy being placed in his study.
et Towny was evidently chumming with
the junior from Australia. :
Conroy glanced back once or twice

said Gower im-

as he leit the football-ground. But he
Tue PorvLan.—No. 108
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made 10 remark, and continued his walk
round with the Nuts, till they went in to
ten.

Smythe & Co., including Mornington,
were in the study when they arrived.
M pleasant glance as he came in

with Townsend and his com-
panions.

The arrogant Morny had already taken
a dislike to the new fellow, without
having even seen him.

He was quite keen enough to see that
the Nuts intended to set the millionaire's
son up in opposition to his noble sclf,
and that was more than enough to irritate
Mornington.

As much for the sake of irritating
Morny as for any other rcason, Smythe
& Co. greeted Conroy in the most cordial
manner.

Rawson and his obnoxious ““ Swotting
having been got rid of, Towny's friends
had prepared a “spread ” which did
credit to the study.

Mornington was sulky and silent. But
Conroy hardly noticed him, As a matter
of fact, the dandy of the Fourth was not
particularly welcame in the study just
then—his dear pals could have dispensed
with his company quite cheerfully. But
Morny was a fellow with a dangerous
temper, and the Nuts did not care
actually to quarrel with him. Moreover,
there was a certain amount of amusement
to be found in. *‘putting his nose out of
joint,” »

Conroy had brought a good appetite
with him from Queensland, and he sat
down to tea very checrfully. There was
little of the shyness of a new boy about
him—he seemed to have dropped into his

.place at Rookwood quite casily, and at
once.

Perhaps tho cordiality of his reception
at the school had something to do with
that. He chatted quite cheerily, though
he did not talk much about himself—the
Nuts, however, being quite prepaved to
let the millionaire’s son run on as long as
ho liked.

Mornington found many of his own re-
marks deliberately - unheeded, wnich
added fuel to the fire of his sulky re-
santment.

His remarks, when he made them, were
generally  disagreeable, and Conroy
glanced at him once or twice curiously.
He wondered who was the handsome,
sulky junior, and why tho other fellows
stood his ill manners.

After tea Smythe produced his cigar-
etie-case, and smokes were passed round
—a proceeding that caused Conroy to
open his eyes wide.

“You'll have a fag, Conroy?"
Smythe jovially.

Conroy shool his head.

*Thanks, no !"" he said.

#0h, you'd better—they'ro good!™
vrged Smythe. 5

**Depend on Smythey for choosin’ a
ood smole,” said Tracy. “You'll find
‘em rippin’, Conroy !" "

" smoking allowed here?"” asked
Zonroy, in astonishment.

There was a general chuckle from the
auts, and a sneer from Mornington.

**Not exacﬂy allowed !”  smiled
Adoiphus. “We smoke, all the same,
though. It's rather tho thing!”

“ Irellow doesn’t want to bo a prig, you
tnow {" remarked Peele.

Convoy flushed = little.

“1 shouldn’t lika to be thought a

iz, he said. “ But that kind of thing
1+ bad for the health in a chap who hasn't
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Looking for Trouble.

ORNINGION gave the junior
from Australia a far  from

said

finished growing. I dou't want to epoil

my form for footer.” fellow he gaid. I didn’t wanta
“We rather go the pace her ex- b2 only Morny's rotten
plained Smythe.  “Under the rose, cf | growled Smythe, ~**Mor

course. We're rather a sportin’ set.
for footer, the best set in Rooks
don’t have much to do with that. It's
mostly the outsiders—cads like Rawson
and Silver.™

“I rather like that
looks,™ said Conroy uncomfortably. 1
must say I hope to get a whack in the
footer here. No, I won't smoke, thanks,

chap Silver's

s

course, if it is your custom.”

“Is this a Pleasant Saturday Afternoon
meetin’?”" asked Mornington, with a
bitter sneer, “By gad, I didn't know 1
was comin’ hero for a sermon.”

Oh, dry up, Morny! Let the new
chap do as ht\_ likes. He hasn't learned
our ways vet. 3

“I don't like prigs,” said Morningion.

Conroy's eyes gleamed a little. t

“I don't call it prigrish to keep onesell
fit,” he said. 5 3

“What the dickens do you know about
customs among decent ~people 7" said
Mornington contemptuously. ~* Where is
it you come from—Borneo or New
Guinea 7"

“Where I come from doesn't matter,

to-day, an’ you're t1

a daisy.
3 f he's really come to the right party foc
Don’t let me 1nterfere with you, of i(,’? - S

> throwing his cigarette into the fire, and
slipping
junior’s,
Come on, you follows!”

and the Australian from the study.
the doorway they met Jimmy Silver &
Co. coming

happened,

“I'm sorry this las

he only pebble on the beach,
Ih ou'll lick him !

aid Conroy grimly.

:d a journey

aid Topham,

1 try
“ But, look h

The Australian
“I'm not tired,
v. If the fellow

d. “TFresh as
wants trouble,

i Mom-

“I'm waitin’ for you,”

ington.

He had thrown open the door

“Come on, Conroy, said  Smythe,

the ne

through
through,

you

his arm
“We'll

° son

And the Nuts, reluctantly disposing of
heir cigarettes, followed Mornington
At

in to tea after football.

Mornington's black frown and Conroy’s

flush canght Jimmy's eye at once.
“Trouble!" he asked Townsend, as the

latter passed him,

Torny's picked a row wilh the new

but there we don’t insult strangers v ‘owny., “‘They're goin'

who've given no offence,” said (‘OIEI:I'G}' to ﬁglﬁmi‘( ll:\\‘m-loin the gym. I !]IOI-G

qmctly; If. my ways aren't agreeable | Morny'll be licked ! ¥

he‘l:c.'lm quite ready to get out.” “Wo'll come along and see him
You won't do anythin’ of the sort!" licked,” grinned Lovell.

exclaimed Smythe. *“Shut up, Morning- And the Fist FFour, and several

ton! If you can’t be civil to Conroy, you
can clear off ! W
“Yes, do dry up,
Townsend.
Mornington's lip curled. He was in
a sulky and eavage temper, and he in-
tended to quarrel with the new junior.
And Conroy’s quiet manner gave him an
impression that the Australian was timid.
“I'm not goin’ to shut up!™ said |
Mornington. **If Conroy can't drop i |
our ways, we don't want a skeleton at
feast. The fellow's a rank outsider, and |
I want nothin® to do with him.” v
** You needn’t have anything to do with

Morny ! urged

other fellows,

oined the procession to tha
gym. Dick Van Ryn tapped Conroy on
the elbow.

“Want a second?” he asked.

“I'm Conroy’s second ! said Townsend
loftily. **We're scein’ him through,
Dutchy.”

“All serene. We'll look on,” said the

{ South African cheerily.

Quite a little arm
n. Far from pleasant lo
1 Momington. It was cons
des that it was the worst
sten a fight upon the new junior on
his first day in the school. But Moming

me,” suggested Conroy mildly. “I feel | ton was quite impervious to public
quite the same on my side.” opinion,

.. Mornington sneered. It looked as o es?" asked Jimmy Silver.

if the Colonial could not be drawn into a of cou " Said  Smythe.
quarrel, and Moiny was determined upon | “Hand them over.. Here you are,

1t
. “Well, that isn't how T should answer
if a fellow called me an outsider!” he
said_scornfully.

+ l'n'd\‘od! ITow would you answer?”
said Clonroy, unmoved.

*“I should call him a liar !

“ Perhaps you wouldn't mind
a row in another fallow’s quarte
gestod Clonroy.  *“I'd rather not!"”

*“Any excuso is better than none for
a funk, I
“As

suppose,”’
matter of fac
ou are a liar

“What?"

“And a rotten, ill-tempered, ill-bred
cad into the bargain, since you seem to
want plain English!”

Smythe & Co. were looking worried
but they chuckled at that. The expres-
sion on Mornington’s face was quito
entertaining.

The dandy of the Fourth jumped up.

* said Conroy

Conroy !

And Mornington and the Australian,
in thoeir shirt-sleeves, donned the gloves,
and faced one another, and dolphus
Smythe (ook out his handsomo gold
waich to keep time.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Morny Meets His Match.
IMMY SILVER & CO. looked on
J with considerable interest,
Mornington ~ was  strong  and
active, and he was a good boxer,
and, in spite of -his surly temper and
arrogant ways, he had plenty of pluck.
But the Australian looked as if he could
take care of himself. The tussle seemed

“Tim said Smythe,
The fight began.

Mornington attacked at once, hotly.

“Will you have it here, or will you | The general condemnation of his action,
come into the gym?” he asked. which he could read in all fac only
“Am I going to fight you?" said[made him -determired to 'give his
opponent as sound a thrashing as he

Conroy, not looking at all alarmed.
“Yes, you cad!”

““Look
Townsend.

“Oh, shut up!™ snapped Mornington.
*“I don’t like the new cad, and I'm goin’
to lick him, if he's got the pluck to stand
up to me!" 4

Conroy rose also.

here, Morny—" protested

could bestow upon him. ~

But he soon discovered that he had ne
set himself an easy task.

In less than a nute it was quite
apparent that Conroy knew something
about boxing—quite as much as the
dandy of the Fourth, if not a little more.
And there was uo hesitation about himi—




—Have You Read Their Latest Number ?

nd a

littlo at first,

guard swept
ped upon his no:
ggered a little, the left
glon wentl

h
rds with a crash.
* grinned Jimmy Silver,
“Right on the wicket!” said Lovell.
*Bravo, young ‘un!™

Moruin
and dazed; and
began to count.

Nobody had offered to aet as
for Moruington. Nobody was ds
to eeo him on the floor,

But e was not to

n the floor, surprised
iythe, with a grin,

second
leased

o stand so
as the sturdy new junior.
v rendered more sulky
scorn of the Rook-
Juniors, came on with bitter fury.
His blows, where they fell, were hard
and heavy. Conroy's blows came
like lightning, and the dandy of the
Fourth was en right round the ving,
pelled to yield ground, in spite of
his =avage determination,

In a few minutes he was hard put io
it to defend, without attacking his sturdy
adversary.

ut ho fought on with bitter deter-
mination, till a heavy drive from the
right laid him_gasping on his back.

Conroy stood panting, waiting for him

n did not

oc

to rise,

be counted ont
was up
Atiolphus had ‘ves

|

od lis
e

call. But
gton was too
furious to heed. lle
me on, hitting out
l'l“n\’

Thero was a howl
he Rookwood
s at once.

b nm
“You cad, Morny !
Foul !

Townsend  rushad
forward to pick up his
principal. Morni
ton stepped back
faco flushing hot
had forgotten himself
for the moment.

1|
!
Ll |

\@>
)

o

|
Gl
Vs

1

ten, felled by a teriific right-hander, lay
gasping on the floor, unable to rise.
H

Adolphus Smythe jerked o s watch,

and count ten with a grinning face.
But he might have counted a hundred.
Morninglon could not get up without
istance.
Conroy wins!” said Smythe, putting
away his watch.  “Congratulations, old
chap. Tet me help you on with your
Jacket.”

Tt was Jimmy Silver who helped Mori-
ingiton to his feet.  The dandy of the
Fourth stood unsteadily, looking dazed.

“Here's your jacket!™ said Jimmy
Silver grufily.

Moenington, without a word, slipped
on his jacket, hurling the gloves to the
floor. He walked unsteadily out of the

f,’ﬁf;’”ﬂ’" W{‘ ,’"iil'iiiiiii"
- M &

“You rotten
worm !" roared — = =
Lovell.  “(Can’t you s —
fight faiv?” Mornington fought on with bitter determination till a heavy drive from the right laid him, gasping,
TUT-1 dida't mean on his back. rtlnq for him to rise. Smythe pulled out

*This fight isn't go-

Conroy stood panting over his opponent, wa
his watch and commenced to oour?t. pr !

By the t

back, staring at the coiling.

mo ho reached ten, Mornington was still on his

(See chapler 0.)

ingg on ! said Jimmy
Silver angrily.  *“Callar that cad, and

give him a frog's-march round the
gym!”

Conroy staggered up.

“Hold on!” he exclaimed. “Let's

get on! Let him alone!”

**He ain't fit to touch, dear boy,” said
Townsend.

“I'd rather fight it out!
come on,” "said Conroy.
have many more rounds!”

“Well, let him have
ted Jimmy Silver,
ho combatants faced one another
again, Conroy’s eyes gieaming.  The
foul blow had hurt him; but it angered
him more than it hurt him. As Morny
did not heed the call of time, there were
to be no more rounds, and Smythe put
his gold watch away. It was a contest
of endurance now, in which tho slim

Let him
“We won'’t
"

his way

“Finished, Morny?” sneered Smythe.

Mornington gasped.

'No, by gad! Tl lick the cad yet!”

“You don’t look much like doin’ it,”
grinned Townsend.

Mornington staggered to his feet. The
fall had shaken him, and the bitter con-
sciousness of defeat was already creeping
upon him. But he came on again with
undiminished fury.

The next few minutes were, as Lovell
said, quite a circus.
- It was quite clear by this time that
Mornington was no match for the
Australian; but he would not admit it,
and he fought on till his strength was ex-
pended to the last ounce,

He was knocked right and left, and
went down several times, But each time
ho came on again with redoubled fury.

But the end came at lust, and AMorning-

gym. He had had as thorough a licking
as any fellow could have, and nobody had
any sympathy to waste upon him.

The Nuts surrounded the victor in a
congratulatory erowd.

Conroy looked very red and a litile
bruised, but otherwise he seemed fresh
cnough, even after that gruelling en-
counter.

Ho_ was walked off in triumph by
Smythe & Co.

“That kid's got something in him,”
remarked Jimmy Silver, as the Fistical
Four made their way to the end study.
“I'm blessed if I know why Smythey has
chummed with him! I fancy they wor't
pull together for long. 1 suppose
Morny’s nose was put out of joint, aid ho
cut up rusty,” .

“Never been so pleased o see a cal

Tre Poruran.- No. 103,
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Slight Mistake.

SH\THE.& s“ﬂ were in great spirits
=S Bk

N¢ They had been
pleased by the defeat of
tou, who had gone to sulk
= own study, not in the least missed
by his friends
_Smythe’s opinion was that it was high
time Morny was taken down a peg or
two. and cerfainiy he had been taken
down this tima with a vengeance. More-
over, the Nutslwere well nware that a
sturdy fighting-man would be a very
valuable addition to their select circle,
none of the Giddy Goats of Rookwood
being very conspicuous in that line. It
was open to Conroy to become quite a

shining Light in that noble socie
- pretty  fit—what?”  asked
Smythe.

Conroy smiled.

“Yes; I'm all right,” he said.

“Done a lot of scrappin’, perhaps?’
zaid Pecle.

“Yes. We lived in the bush at one
time, and I sometimes had scraps with
fellows twice as big as Mornington,”
said Conroy cheerily. “We roughed it
a bit in those days, and roug-rxing it
hardens a chap.”

“Before your pater made his

2" said Smythe. “We've
your pater, you know.”

Conroy laoked astonished.

“Have you?” he asked.

“Yes, rather! The na
known in this country
with a smile. “A very
out there, I understand.”

“1T don’t know about very prominent,”
said Conroy. ““My father’s in a good
poswion, but I hardly expected to hear
that his name was known in England.”

“What about a little game {o pass the
time?” asked Townsend. “We must do
somethin’ to amusa Conroy.”

Towny spoke as if 4 “little game " was
quite a new thing to the select circle of
Giddy Goats. & g
“Well, that’s rather a good idea,”
assented Smythe. “Anybody got any
cards?”

*I believe there's some in the study.”
said ",I‘opham gravely.” “I'll look, any-
way.

‘FYnax do. What games do you play,
Conroy?”

“ I've played card games—round games
—at Christmus,” said Conroy, with a
somewhat puzzied look. “I° shouldn’t

pile, I
heard

e's quite well
said Smythe,
prominent man

‘Tar Porurar.—No. 108.

f
i

R cards were all i had wasted afternoon on the
fellow—had >d him to be put into I
and hs wasn't a millio
all, and had an allowance
than Towny's own. It was
hard.

eent 1o have

he remarked. “There is

ve. Austrslian millionaire nam:

“1 can't join | he is no relation of mine,

Adolphus recovered hin
t

an to gleam. Peele | All his friendly feeli ds e

g ure was [ junior had vanish shus™ feeling

a very val i that Le had be: 1 in and im
Adolphus was exas-

posed upon. and
perated and enraged.

“You don’t see why it should, you con-
founded outs " he snapped. Do
you think we want to chum up with «
f a dashed bushranger,

you don’t mean that,
I Adolphus, still smoothly.
& want to be a priz. Be a
You can't be afraid
oy

n fellow who may
to lo: so far | for all we kuov Preachin® at us, by
| said € gad! Never s —never plays cards

goes,™ said C u 2 f
1T that afford to, I fancy.

t my for money.  Can’t 0
You can’t afford!" repeated Towns- | You confounded cheeky, priggish cad
end. with a stare, o). : 4
“No, I suppose a chap can’t do much | “You've shoved yourself into this
zawbling on an allowance of five | study under false pretences,” growled
llings a week,” said Conroy. “But I| T and the sooner you get out
ildn’t gamble, in any case,” the

Smythe simply blinked.
“You—you mean to say that your |
pater only allows you five shillings a | claimed.
week, and he a millionaire ! he gasped. ] Smythe jumped up.
“None of your cheek, you

of all the rotters!

Conway stared. 4
“A millionzire ! he repeated. “My ' nobody !” he romed. *You swindlin

father's not a millicnaire.”™ outsider, get out ! = oAy
“Wha-a-a-at!” k  him out! said  Topham
“N-n-not a  millionaire!”  stuttered agely.

he disappointment was foo mm-_h for
the good manners of the Giddy Goat
such as they were. They were mn a ¢
of intense exasperation, and they closed
round Conroy with hostile looks.

Conroy did not speak. He stretched
out his hand, and took hold of Adolphus
Smythe’s somewhat prominent nose avd

weaked it.
t .";\:ri;;ggg_!" gurgled ‘Sm.\'lho help
lessly. “Pile on the cad!” i

The disappointed and enraged Nuts
piled on Conroy. With a sweep of a
sturdy arm he sent Townsend and Peelo

staggering, and knocked Topham inia

Townsend.

Conroy looked round at the startled
and exasperated faces, and understanding
dawned upon his mind. He realised now
the reason why Smythe & C6. had
swamped him with kind attentions that

ay. His face hardened a little, and a
gleam came into his eyes.

“Did you think my father was a
millionaire?” he asked very quietly.

“‘But-—-but he is!” stammered Smythe,
too surprised and chagrined to think of
concealment now. *“I saw it in the paper
F.\[l'..(iom&d (.h)nro.\:. the celebrated
inancier and millionaire i B e . o opened the door.

::.2)1'_\ fuﬂlh:');s name is John Conroy.™ ;){'2 {)"l‘u‘t‘ri ”';I‘h't):: )«]i‘;w?{\ ay and looked

h, gad ! 3

Smythe & Co. sat limply, blinking at bu‘ck

Conroy. Townsend gave his great leader By

o

nything more to_say
ked Conroy ch

their study when a tap came at the door.
Counroy looked in.

“You fellows asked me to share this
olfer

u savage look. 2 A2 2 Iy, and Conroy walked
_*“Oh, you silly chump!” he said. “Just :\“"El‘l'(‘l'\d:.“'l “'H;l‘:p ';, :,.:gc,‘ :I;u\\lliulnl
like Yyou to get the wrong pig by the o] e ST e ely shut, and the
ear! Stk next ten minutes were occupied by the
Towny was naturally indignant. Ho‘ Nnts . of  Rookwood j,,) 1..|llu.g1 xhvr:
e - - rregions 5 what they thought o
UGS ;“th:;‘nmn- Adolphus what they thought «
4 2 - f Van Ryn and Pons were at prep in
|

B“g study,” said Conroy. ‘ Docs that

still hold good ? ey

“Yes, rather, if vou like," said Van

Ryn at once, and Pons nodded. *“Trot
in! But what about Towny "

“T don’t scem to pull with the fellows
in No. 5,” said Conroy. “I'd rather dig
here, if you'll have me.” A

“Welcome as the flowers in May,” said
Van Ryn, laughing. ¢This study isn’t
quite as nutty as No. 5, but we'll try to
make you comfy.”

Jimmy Siiver smiled the next day
when he heard that the new junior had
already changed out of Townsend's study.
The Giddy Goats of Rookwood had lost a
recruit, and thé Colonial Co. had gained
cne, and for a long time there were re-
criminations among Adolphus & Co. on
account of Smythe’s little mistake.

THE END.
i (Now turn to my Chat jor the title of
next week's story.—En. i

No one should miss this week's
*Young Britain,” which con-
~, tains the first of four grand free
7 art plates, and full particulars
of a simple new competition Z
~ with many splerdid prizes, in- ;?‘
cluding £100 or a Motor Bike,

and £50 ora Motor Scooter, 77~
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rian Vaughan, aiter having served five
+ leaves Dartmoor Prisom, bemt on re-
his old position in the world, but ke
finds that all of his old acquaintances had
loined the great army agalnst bim, including
# very old chum, Harry Leigh, and he vows
to get his revenge on the who were once
Dhis friends,

He falls in with an old ae
Frison, by name of Dem
A suite of splendidly fu
they intend to plan a gre
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before t
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sen inform
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izht yet remain,
I supposei™
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afraid we've come too late.
for Dr. Mu 2 him to
cvome at once. Then return to

As the door closed behind the man Locke
aized a warniog hand.
past die with him, D
ained by a public scandal.
1 Yard man nodded.
ept you and I.  He must
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getting very st
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A Grand Serial, dealing with

the Adventures of FERRERS
LOCKE, the World's-Famous
Detective.

TG

drama than you and T and he. Wo can't
tell yet what promptcd him so swiftly to
such a mad act.  Apparently he was busy
when we came.
anced towards the table, where a
paper y With  the ok still

He was the 1

of
stened upon it.

“The man will tell us,

to sco him alive.

2 came quictly in.

‘phoned for the dector, sir; he will
a minute or two."

Thank you, Jevons™

Locke rose and stood beside the table.

“Tell us, Jevons, how did this happen™

youo  As soon as 1 osaid,
Dawe and Mr. Ferrers
sprang up, pale and trembling.

o Jevons! 1 can't
" he gasped I saw
» to his heart.  He

t an attack was coming
to the sideboard to pour ont
then 1T heard  a choking,
.+ ond hetore T conld veach him
m the flog 1 saw the paper
powder, and Knew the poor

alowd  for
veatibule, we shounld

you shout—call
in the

passad a hot tongue over his

o shont, sir. My mouth went
n't make myself | . When
him he was groaning hadly ;
el baeck. 1 knew he was

vou, Jevons; that will do. Be
Imit Dr. Mallet, when he rings.”
vent out, glad enongh to he out
nee of the lifeless thing whose
stared up at him from the floor,
wcke covered the faco with a
chief; then, as he stood up, his
fell mechanically on the last words
by Justin Leigh.,

glance
written

“In addition to the provisions  already
made in my will, T bequeath a further sum
of one hundred and fifteen thonsand pounds
to my adopted son, Harry Firth, the child
of John and Rosamund Firth, and I wi—"

Tere the pencil draft of the indented
codicil came to an abrupt end, A gasp of
surprise came involuntarily from Ferrers
Locke.

Harry Firth, not Harry Leigh at all. What
mystery unsolved, Inexplicable, had gone
down to the grave of silence with the un-
written words of the self-slain man?

He handed the document to Barton Dawe,

“With no one to give me permission, I
take upon mysel, as the friend of Justin
Teigh's son, the responsibility of looking
through these papers, lest later on they
might fall into unscrupulous hands,” he re-
marked decisively, and tapped the open deed-
box that stood heside the desk on which
Justin Leigh had been writing.

Save onc thing, there was little in it
material* to the issue—the guarding of
Harry's welfare. This, an unsealed envelope,
contained two slips of blue paper—the
marriage certificate of John Firth and Rosa-
mund Powis, and the hirth certificate of the
child, *Harry Robert.”

Barely had Locke finished making coples of
thicse when Dr. Mallet appeared, His swiit

examination wmerely confirmed the detcetive's:

that  deati instantancouns

death—was due to poisoning by cyanide of
potassium. ;

In the excitement and rush that followed,

as the family's greatest friend. had
to sce to evervthing. There wore the police
to be informed, the inquest to be arn ol
for, lavyers to be communicated with, and
A hundrod and one other dutics intidental to

& 3

that followed found the yogss
etly well worn out. Dawe had
don, to say just s little as
the memory ol
d and the interesty

A he &
of the living watched.

Into the Trap!

OCKE was standing by the library

I window, staring over the front

drive, and hammering his brain

for some clue to Harey's where-

abouts, A thorough and systematio

search of the house had failed to bring to

light anything to help him. From the

motent of his leaving in the big Daimler

car, with his father, he had been seen

by no one; for the present, at any rate,

it looked as if Leigh's hiding-place for

the young [ellow must remam an impene-
trable mystery.

Outside, from a leaden sky, the rain
poured down in torrents, Locke's none
too happy thoughts were broken by the
sight of a tall man, who came hurriedly
along the drive and halted suddenly as
his eyes rested on the many eclesely-drawn
blinds
The detectivo drew back and watched
him curiovsly,  "There was something
familiar abount the tall, well-set-up form,
the massive head wreathed with a wealth
of lustrons, dark, curly hair, and tho
elrong, good-looking face.

Then he placed the newcomer.

“Paul Rutherford, the very fellow I
want to seo!"™ he muttered.  “Now,
whatover link in this strange chain of
cireumstances brings him into touch with
Justin Leigh for [ can’t doubt that ho
expects ta see tho owner of the honse,
secing that the news of Loigh’s death, <o
far, has not been made publie.”

Again Ratherford had stopped; this
timo not a score of s from the hall
door,  Locke watched him draw back,
half-turn, vs though to retrace his steps,
then once moro he glanced searchingly
along the whole front of the house, tha
dreary, blind-drawn appearance of which
evidently puzzled him.

It was then, as ho passed his hand
perplexedly across his high forehead and
madvertently pushed back the soft felt
hat, shadowing his face, that the detec
tive had a plain view of his visitor.  His
oyes, cold, brilliantly piercing, and suse
picious, alone held his attention.

‘“‘Rutherford, yet not Rutherford at
all?”  he mused jubilantly,  * This
Ruthorford is Adrian Vaughan., 1 am
on the right track at last!” A

As the man’s steps sounded in the
porch, Locke rang for Jevons, and his
fingers  worked quickly through the
pockets of his clothing. "

“‘Jevons, thero ia a certain gm}llor}mn
waiting at the front door,” he said, in a
low voice. “I particularly want to let
him in myself. Get out of your clothes,
please, and put on mine. I shall show
the gentleman into the morning-room,
and shall be with him, perhaps, some
little time. Take that.” He passed over
one of the brace of small pock(:t-{ns!.oh
which he always carried. = “If I ring
once, hurry round to the front window,
break the glass, and level the weapon al
the man’s head; if T ring twice, merely
telephone for the police.”

While he was speaking Locke was busy
with the aid of a little grease-paint and
a couple of liners, transforming his own
face into a semblance of Jevons'. Now,
in the other’s clothes, he hastened (o
answer the insistent ringing of the front-
door bell,

(Ta he econtinued.)
_Tne PorvLar.—No. 108,
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14 Harry Wharton & Co. Edit * Greyiriars Herald'’ in the ** Magnei*’ Librayy—

WRITE TO YOUR EDITOR ABOUT IT! [

FROM

FOR NEXT FRIDAY :

story is of Harry

Tune first long complete
3 f and s

Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars,
entitled:

‘“SAVINQ THE HEAD!”
By Frank Richards.

This is a splendid yarn, and deals with the
further adventures of the Famous Five of
the Remove. Vernon-Smith, expelled from
the school, keeps his word, and returns.
With him comes his father, a hard, almost
merciless business man, who has a hold
over the Head of Greyfrinrs. It is Vernon-
Smith, senior, who sets the ball rolling, and
the Head finds himself in a very awkward
position. Bob Cherry solves the problem, and
in the ead succeeds in

f#* SAVINQ THE HEAD !

The surprising thing which follows will
interest you all.
Tiie second grand complete school story Is

o; the chums of Rookwood, and Is entitled:

i*THE COLONIAL cO. IN TROUBLE!"
By Owen Conquest.

In this story we find the newly formed
Colonial Co. in danger of being “wiped out”
as soon as It is formed. But “Uncle James "
and his chums take a hand In the business,
and In dolng s0 we have the makings of a
very fine story. You will like this, too.

“ BILLY BUNTER’'S WEEKLY."

The third issue of this wonderful sup-
plement will be In next week's "Popular,”
and I can agaiu say it is going to be grand.
His Four Fat Subs are working hard at their
Tespective jobs, and there is splendid “copy "
from all the schools. The juniors of St.
Jim's and Rookwood have a show, although
Billy Bunter belongs to Greyfriars, and he
is cditor of the “Weekly.”

POPLETS.

Again, too, there will be a fresh lot of
examples for the Ten Prizes of Five Shillings
offered in conncction with “Poplets.” We
ghall soon be having the result of the First
Competition, and then some of you are going
to be lucky!

Rules.

1. All “Poplets” must be written on one
side of a POSTCARD, and not more than
two “Poplets” can be sent in by one reader
each week.

2. The postcards must he addressed:
“Poplets,” No. 1, Gough MHouse, Gough
Square, London, E.C.4.

~ 8. No correspondence can he cntered into
in connection with *“Poplets.”

4. The Editor'’s opinion on any matter
which may arise Is to be accepted as final
and legally binding. This condition wll be
strictly enforced, and readers can only enter
the competition on this understanding.

5. I guarantee that every effort will be
#Zoroughly examined by a competent stall
of judges, PROVIDED that the effort is sent
in on a POSTCARD and that it is received
on or before the date of closing.

Now that you fully understand the rules
we will talk about the prizes and competi-
tion. Select two of the followlng examples.
aod make up two sentences of TWO, THREL
or FOUR words having some bearing on the
example. ONE word must commence with

j"E letter contained in the example. Thus:

Porurar.—No. 108.

YOUR EDITOR IS ALWAYS PLEASED TO HEAR

HIS READERS.

“ POPULAR.”
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DDRESS : EDITOR, THE
THE FLEETWAY HOUSE, FARRING-
N STREET, LONDON, E.C.4.

Example: Billy Bunter's appeTite.

Poplet: Leads him To steal, or, Accounts
for food shortage.

My chums will agree that that Is quite
simple to understand! Now here are the
examples for * Poplets ™ Competition No. 2,
and all efforts must reach me not later than
February 17th, 1921,

‘“ POPLETS " COMPETITION No. 2.

Examples:

Why Bolsover Grinned.| Jimmy Silver's

Bunter's Little Ways Chuckle.
Smythe the D

A Jate Pass,
When Wingate
°ro’

de.

wned.
1

All Skinner’s
Bunter On Hors

Mr. Railton's (
i Fat Subs,

Ten prizes of five shillings
awarded to readers who send
cfforts, Why shouldn’t it be YOU ¥
luck, boys and girls.

FOURPENCE A WEEK.

1f you sald you had fourpence a week to
spend, people would tell you that you can't
buy much for fourpence nowadays. They're
wrong, for you can buy quite a lot with
fourpence.

And this is what fourpence will buy—four-
pennyworth of pleasure. For instance, three-

will be |
the best
Try your

halfpence  of the fourpence buys the
“Popular.” That is worth three-halfpence,
isn't it? You've grand complete school

stories, a four-page supplement, and a fine
detective serial.

In tho “Popular"™ there js a little com-
petition which offers you a chance of
winning five shillings. To cnter that com-
petition you have to spend one penny—on
a stamp to send in your posteard.

That leaves three-halfpence.
could be better than the
There you have twenty p.
stories and articles. ) 5
the famous chums of Grey rs, and the
inimitable Billy Bunter, will keep you
amused for hours. Then there i3 the sup-
plement edited by the boys themselves—the
“Greyfriars Herald "—four pages of fun and

fiction, which can only be equally by
“Nilly Bunter's Weekly.”
That is how fourpence a weck can he

spent in securing good value. Fourpence
spent in that manner, too, is not by any
means wasted.

1f you have fourpenca to spend this week,
try as I suggest. I'll guarantee you won't
be sorry. Remember, three-halfpence for the
“Popular,” one penny for “Poplets " Competi-
}vi_(;n. and three-halfpence for the *“Maguct
Library.” 4

THE BOYS'’ FRIEND 4d. LIBRARY.

I cannot close my Chat this week without
a word concerning the magnificent numbers
of the above-named Library, which are now
on sale at all newsagents. You have some-
thing to choose from: ere is a grand school
story, a ripping yarn of Indians and Buffalo
Bill, a tale of the footer field by famous
Arthur S. Hardy, and a magnificent romance
of Robin Hood, the outlaw. .

Readers who want something really fine to
read during the coming week-end .cannot do
better than buy one, or, better still, all these
“ BOYS' FRIEND 4p. LIBRARIES,”

E LT R TR

POPULAR
FAVOURITES !

4504600000000

No. 2.—TOM MERRY.
|

JUNIOR CAPTAIN OF
ST. JIM'S SCHOOL.

QT

Tom Merry came to St. Jim's in com-
pany with Harry Manners, Monty Low-
ther, and several *“lesser lights " when
Clavering School was shut down. Tho
manner of Tom's arrival even now brings
a smile to the juniors, for he was dressed
in a neat velvet suit. His aunt, Miss
Priscella Primrose, accompanied him to
tho school, and by alluding to him as
““dearest Tommy " gave the juniors tho
impression that he was a milksop.

When his aunt had departed from (he
school, however, Tom Merry quickly
disillusioned the junior pecially Jack
Blake & Co. Tom Mer Monty Low-
ther, and Harry Manners soon became
known as the “Terrible Three,” a name
which has stuck to them ever since.

In this capacity the threa juniors
formed a rival Co. to Blake & Co. of
Study No. 6, and many have been the
harmless apades in which the Co.'s
have entered.

Tom Merry soon camo to the con-
clusion that he was tho one to lead the
junior school, and after a time he was
clected captain.  His idea of what was
right and wrong did not coincide with
such as Ernest Levison, but they had
to climb down and more or less do as
they were told. In stamping out the bad
habits of some of the juniors, Tom‘\\':!‘
ably backed up by Study No. 6 and his
own chums.

To-day Tom Merry is the most popular
junior in the Lower School, captain of
both cricket and football elevens, and a
great favourite of Eric Kildare.

This is his signature:

AL



Three Flavours
THE BUSINESS BOY

Boys will be

WRIGLEY'S 3

a whole week's pocket _money at one “go.”

And WRIGLEY'S

thirsty feclings until pro;

roper meal-times.
E All the leadi 2 Footer,

J Champions like
Trainers allow

he
YOU TRY W RIGLL\

Boys, and every healthy Business Boy likes
gy Flavours because they cost so little & last so long.
Six long-lasting Bars of Sweetness for 3d. doesnt “blow in™

3 L is a real Boy's chclmc-\l. because it
ftrengthens and whitens the teeth and keeps away the hungry and

Cricket, Boxing and other Athletic
‘VRlGl EY'S—it is the only Sweectmeat their

and YOU'LL SEE the reason, tog,

SOLD EVERYWHERE
SEALED TIGET — KEPT RIGHT .

D PER PACKET.

h\lt.

INGHADM,

EL ECTRIC LIGHT
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w.e &e.
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e t wrren
1S ) L instructions,
89 l’Ubl‘ FREE,
HARBORNE SMALL POWER co., 2
A.P., Quean's Road, Aston, E-rmmgham.

Beautiful -~ Self - (lling  Highly -
Fountain Pen. \l)mlulvly unlul\.x.»h-

\ 2a pen ‘on the market. Takes any kind of nib.
.\'ul vessed envelope to the RELIABLE SUPPLY co.,
32_ Falmnuth Street, Miles Platting, MANCHESTER.

S*‘IORT OR TALL?

be made

finished
‘qual to

an ! a'po
i EXQUIKY ‘DEvT, Jos
YOURSBLP 3 dex,
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17
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soldters,
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MAGHI TRICKS, ‘,‘43“",“0;. mplo Trick, " 1/
@ G. —

T. W. HARRISON, 239, Pentonville Road. Lnudun p.\ 1. Sl

NERVOUSHESS. '1’1”' ¢ uif,u“fi‘.‘““ ll( i llw to ;u mnu_or woman,

B Y UB oOWN KAIR CREAM.— you mate

 BOX S

brin,
and instructions to make § ounces of hamz fully parfumied T
Xou Wil ba del‘ghl-d.—o..lcc 58, %, Brazennose Street, }(.\\(‘ul-.fé‘tlﬁr

ﬁ"he TFlavour Lasis

FUN FOR ALLI e e
1

seete, 1/« 100, (Ventriloguism Treatise included).—=1DEAL CO., (.lnvnl

IHoMmEe OINI'HATO("LA!‘IKS frﬂnl £1. HMI Value.
A _Boon for Winter inings,  Lists Fr nh N ¢
a1 DAY EON A VERT Wt EALING, LONDOY.

Films
CINEA

lare,
0.

URLY MAIR!
o3 and eurls straigh

Vonderful 'xmulh by using Rosa' ** WAVE
alr,
nps accepted).~ROSS

Dundreds of testinontals. 173 and
pt. P 3, Now North Read, Toudon, N

]”

! Doubla-Dladed Penknives, ta
Fres. et ono to-day. Worth 37
GLRY, Brownroyd, BRADFORD.

3
The “Exoelslor’ Microscope
36 Postage Freo.

A Migh-grade iustriment at the prles of
a loy. Mnagnifies 2.000 vols. Iudispensablo
for the teaching of Chemistry, Botany, and
Zoology, and for examination of Household
Foodstuffs, showing Mitex In Cleesa as
largs as Beetles, and Animalculs swinuming in
water, ete,

No.l. Beautifully finished, in plain Brass ..
No. 2 Nickelled !lnunllnm nnd amnd-rd-
swinging Refloctol
No.d. Titted weith ‘mpcr r,

heavy stand, ete.,

Al the ahove Completo

36

5 !ln‘:hmnl.

superior faish 70
with Slides.

xascorm." /6.
ma Le=ns, completo with 'l b B
Or

BENNIITT BROS., 5. "huobnlds Rnad'
London, W.C.1.

mmy cnlnurrd

All applications for Adverlisement space in
this publication skould be cddressed to the
Advertisement Department, Union Jack Series,

The Fleetway House, Farringdon Streci,

London, E.CA4. e
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BANISH HAIR POVERTY.

Test Free the Effect of * Harlene Ha.ir-Driu ” in Promoting Hair-Health and Beauty.

1,000,600 COMPLETE TRIAL

VERY woman looks into the mirror, and there is ey ery
reason why she should, for Nature has giveh to weman
the gift of beauty, and there are none who have received

wore of Nature's bounty than tho ““ English Rose."”

, radiant, lmu- makes all the difference to
& woman's eppesrance (end man's, too, for that matter), and
now you have the opportunity to try the “ Harlene Hair-Drill "’
method of securing and mainfaining hair health and beauty free.

TRY ‘‘ HAELERE " FREE.

Two minutes - a - day ** Harlene
Hair-Drill”  will quickly ~restoro
your hair to its best. If you are
troubled with

SCURF OR DRYNESS,

OVERvGBEASINESS OF THB

SCALP,

'THIN OR BRITTLE HAIR,

SPLITTING OR FALLING HAIR,
yeu should ‘obtain at once a I‘mu
Trisl Outfit. All you have to do is
to cut out and post the Freo “ Gift
Outfit ” Coupon below, which is pub-
lished for your convenience.

The Gift Parcel contains :

1. A bottie of “ Harlene,”” the frue
‘liquid food and tonic for tho hair,
whioh stimulates it to new growth.

2. A packet of the marvellous hair
and scalp-cleansing  *‘ Cremex *”
Shampoo, which , prepares the head

OUTFITS FREE TO-DAY.

4. The new ** Hair-Drill ” Manual givIng complete instructions.
You will be pleasantly surprised the first time you practise
“‘Harlene Hair-Drill ” {it occupies only two minutes a day),
for it is & most delightiully refréshing toilet exercise.
‘ HARLENE ” FOR MEN ALSO.

Men, too, find * Harlene ™ prevents Scalp Irritation, Dryness,

and a tendency to Baldness. It is no oxeggeration to hat
millions of men and women in all

walks of lifo practiso n‘m‘ ing and

beneficial “* Hair-Drill ' daily, and
80 preserve hair health and beauty.
After a Free Trial you will be able to
obtain fnrllnr sup M cs of “ Harleno ™"
at 1s. 1} l pd., and 4s. 9d. per bottle;
** Uzon 11 i at 1s. 1ld, and
£8. 0d. prr bottle; and ’r v
Shampoo Powders, 1s. 6d.
seven  shampoc (single
cach), from all Chemists and Storea, or
will be sent dircet on receipt of 6d
extra for postage rm.‘ Fdwards'
1 Lt . Lamb's

('MRLENE “'MIR DRlLK_ b

GIET OUTFIT CODPOV.
Detach and post
| ,BDWARDS! WARLENE, Lt
| 20, 22 & 26, Lamb's roudun
| txroec London, W.C.
4 me ¥ e Fres
H:

for ** Hair-Drill.”
8. A bottle of ** Uznn * Brilliantine, n&ﬁg?f\of,‘y‘h" eo;unuuon of your hair. ‘\Nuen 1t |; {
o sourf, dryne. -gren s
Which gives a final touch of boauty {0 Boging®fo 'Hin"Out 'nia” bacomes haitiie: thiw, and | Jriis Tow +
the hair, and is especially beneflcial to wea it " needs the beneﬂcl'\l treatment of | s o A DaREte. e |
Harloue Hair-Drill " -to new health and i nm" Mark ,.n".h‘,, |

thoso whose scalp is inelined fo be
“¢ dry.”’ 8 free trial outfit to

stronn:h to the lnl)iuv‘llnrhlhud hnu‘ roots.
ay

Sond for

NICKEL -

SILVER WATCHES

DELIPERED ON FIRST PA DIENT OF

2/_ ONLY. YOU

HAVE WATCH
WHILST PAYING FOR IT.

Gent's full-size Rnlhuy('moke:plng Keyless
ver Watch. Stout Nickel Silver Damp and
Dustproof caees, plain”dial, rcrrecuy bafnm‘cd
supetior Lever movement, splendid timekeeper.
Prlce 15/-" each. LumInon dial (seo time in
the dnrk). 2/ nxtrn. Wris$, 2/- extra, Ladies’

or Gent's.
WE wul una either of these watches on recelpt of P.0. for
After receiving watch you send us a furtheér £/- and

action guarant t Mot
Cydles E xr_lun::d. Write for Motster Size Fro!

a0 Special Offer ol Sampl W yole 5

MEAD 5i50 s, freams
‘THE DEMON CATAPULT, 2/6 R:E
Invaluable for rabbits and rooks. Strongly made
All metal. Bright nickel. Lang range. Can be carried

aud will last for years. No lm) should be with-
out one. Sent with large supply of ammunition and full
instructions for obtaining best results. Lists post free.
Send 2/6 P.O to<day (()—-(d‘ AHAM & CO., 5, Devonshire
Street, Holborn, London, W.C. 1.

in pocket,

romlue to pay the remaining balance by weekly or
maulmenh. For cash with order encloso 14/- only, Five years'

warranty given with every watch.
To avol dlmppomtmcnt send 2/- and 6d. _extra postaga at once.
All orders d in

c KAVANAGH & CO. (Dept. 20),

68, BISHOPSGATE, LONDON, E.C. 2.

ENG'PJEEHING EARN MORE MONEY"
@ XNOW XOUR TRADE:
Com leto Correspondence Courses In :
NG o MOTOR-CAR ENGINEERING
muumﬂrsum\smr m\'mz..m'ucs
ELECTRICITY 0 ENGINES
Write and say which subject ym\ wlsh u study, and we wlill
#end you & FREE Book pointing out your chauces and explatn.
ing our system,  Stale age and send 2d. dlampe for posiage,
THE TECRNOLOGICAL INSTITUTE OF GT. BRITAIN, LTD..
41, Thanet House, 231 & 232, Strand. London, W.C.2,

omplete

HEIGHT IN_GBEASED 5 /_ G
30 Course.

Ko A N leting, The Molvin Strong
3 mn NBV!R PA[L& Puu puﬂuulnn and Testimonlals 1d,
stamp.—Melvin Strocg, Ltd. (Dept. S.), 24, Southwark St., S.E,

CUT THIS OUT

% The Popular.”’ PEN COUPON. Value 2d.

Send this coupon wl\h P.o. for only 5/- dircet to (ho Fleet Pen Co.,
C.4. In rcturn you will reccivo (MMJ Isrcc) =

t., Lon , E.
b Made N—ﬂ. Gold Nibbed Flect Fountain Pen, val

9, F1
splendid Brit
¥ou save 12 fi rcaupons. cach will count as 2d. off (hu prwc. 80 you may
ecnd 13 coupons ani onl{ Say \]hnuwr you want a ;ﬂlum or broad
n‘m- gr . offer is mnd tho mmmm “Floot n to the

Tho Latest Scrcamingly Funny Surprise Novelty,

FREE FUN!

causing roats of laugliter, FIUX o all sending
1/- for 70 C\l(e (‘m\ 2 Jolly 3 tohy
\nm(nm Magio T'L‘Ls, R Comical Carda,
Sensational \(n(ruuqumu Sccrot, and 1.001 pendous Attractions. Thou.
sands delighted! Great Fun{ o
(Big box Demon M i Oromer, 112 post free)
FILM Machines, ete.  50-ft.
Sgmple Film 3.
_ Boulevard, NOTTINGH.

lurln Tricks, Coin Tricka,
5 Cunning Card g
Postal Addre GHES, 15 Wood St
Edgbaston, Birmingham:
CHEAP, s for lists.
(amnm} ag;{%nno 2 A R S
“CURLY EAIR!"

* writes Major.
c\uls straightest hair.

Thousands of lqs-
1/5, 276

“2Mino curled

timonials, proof se:

(stamps accepted).—$ MER: P ) per Russell St., Brighton.
n —Cure Guaranteed 3 ta 5 days. STOP rufn-

TOBACCO HABIT. ing your Health. Regain_ Manly Vl:oug,

. Calm Nerves, Self-Confidence. Write for FREE Book No. 27 tells’ holvl

roduco
Forelgn voquqo oxl.ra.)asauslaouan nunrnntced orcash
tra.

nlurned. Beu Fi {unn or Safety MO 2/-

Vitality,
__to conquer hablt.—JOHN KING, Ltd., 236, ui;h Holborn, Longon, W.0.

by tho

mlnmated I‘ms:

Tho !lwzway Bnuse. rnrrlngdon Streot, !.ondon. B.O. 4.
63. 6d. for

Prioted \nd ynhmhed eur&l’rldﬂy , The A ted,
Advertizement_offices; Houss, “Farringdon Strect London, BO, Sub.cnptfon rates: Inland, 13s.

Abroad, Tia. Dor apauin: six months, - Bole ts_f 4tk Al 3 <<t O aaaauthies
Ceslznd: ' Menits, Gordon' & Qolch, Lid ang for” Canada Foa Trgeri o eairica s The Contral X e Az, i, 1@““ seplafor Augiiatia and New




