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0B CHERRY'S GALLANT EFFORT TO SAVE THE EXPRESS!
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Back Again!

&“ HEY’VE come!”
The word ran through Grey-

friars at once.
Tho Vernon - Smiths had
just arrived! '

Mr. Vernon-Smith sat very upright in
lis gorgeous car—the car that had cost
him fifteen hundved guineas. The mil-
lionaire’s square, fat face was stern and
Jowering under the gleaming silk hat.
1iis son sat by his side, his _face twisted
into a mocking, sneering smile,

Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of
the Greyfriars Remove had been sacked
from the school but a few hours befare.
Ue had declared that he would return
even as the Head, Dr. Locke, pronounced
contence of expulsion. Ile was keeping
his word !

Vernon-Smith was hack again!

‘And it was easy {o see by his lock as
he sat in the car that he expocted
triumph, and that he was enjoying it in
anticipation.

From the juniors rose a shout:

“The Bounder!"

“JJe’s come back!”

“Rotter !

“ (et out!"

“No cads wanted here!” ¥

“ Qutside !”

Vernon-Smith looked round at the
angry, jeeving crowd of juniors with the
same mocking smile on his lips.

The more they did not want him to
come back, the more he enjoyed Lis
power of forcing himself upon them.

e caught Harry Wharton's eve. aud
called ont to Lim:

“1'm here again, you see!”

Whartou's eyes flashed.

“Yes, I see,” he replied—"“I see! But
if you force yourself here, Vernon-Smith,
where you're not wanted. youll be
gorry ! Y

“We shall see!”

The car glided on to ihe School House.
up the drive Bob Cherry waved his
cited crowd.

lie

“@Give 'em a Remove yelll”
ghouted.

And from fifty throats it burst:

“Yah!”

Vernon-Smith laughed aloud. The Re-
move yell did not scare him, and the
eneral dilite and anger only -amused
Eim. Ilis father was frowning darkly,
but Herbert Vernon-Smith laughed,

“yah!” yelled the Remove.

The car stopped. .
Mr. Vernon - Smith and his son
dighted, and sirede into the houge. The
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uiors guthered in a crowd round the
car.  Some of them followed the two
visitors inlo the house. Dr. Locke looked
ont of his study window in time to sce
father and son leaving the car, and his
face went a shade paler.

Tle juniors caught sight of him at the
windoy
* “There’s the Head!” exclaimed Tam
Brown.
¢ (tive.him a cheer !” said John Bull
“Tet him know that we back him up,
anyway !

“Good cgg!”

Whether the up from the
Tower Fourth was likely tq please the
1lead, or to do him any goad, in anj
¢ tha juniors did not stop to thiul
I'h folt “like cheering the
they cheeret] him,

“Thueah 17

¢ Hip, hip, hurrah !”

The 1ead looked astonished ¢
and then he smiled.  He und,
the Rewove wished to convey © 3
approved of the expulsion of Vernon-
Smith; and, although he probably
thought it was like their “cheek,” as they
uld have expressed it themselves, he
1.  lle little guessed W
knew; it did net even oceur
1wt Vernon-Smith had boasted of
his supposed power in the Form-room.

i

ead, and

But at that moment, en he felt so
much inst him, it was very pleasant to
the to feel that he v liked, that

he was popular—even the approval of
junior schoolboys was something
man who was abount to face diss
fownfall. ¥ he had to go, there were
same who would miss him, and remember
him with Kindi at all events; he
would not full unmourned.

Ile turned from his window as thece
came a knock at his door. Trotter was
showing in his visitors. Mr. Vernan-
sith strode into the room with aggres
iveness cozing ouf, as it were, at every
pore of his skin. Vernon-Smith follawed
him, with the same unpleasant smile
upon his sallow face.

Trotter went out quietly and clo
or. Dr. Locke was left wi
visitors. e bowed to Mr.
Smith, without extending his hand.

ith his
Vernon-
The
millionaire did not even return his bow.

e came to business at once.  His
vaice was Joud and threatening from the
start.  Mr. Vernon-Smith was a hard-
fisted man of business, and he had often
found it paid to carry matters through
with a loud voice and a high hand.
And when he was dealing with a quiet,
scholarly man, easily flurried, M.

Vernon-Smith was more than ever in-
) y haD :
clined to sound thie loud timbrel, as it
were,

Anyone studying Mr. Vernon-Smith's
L ce would o eaid
I wire was not without goad
tips—that he conld be g atured,
wen he rubbed

But in a business

gram, Dr. Locke!"
itor’s fist remark,

bowed again. :
cted me, then?™ said

take a seat !
1 prefer to stand! T
business, Dr.

ta talk

: son from your
Mr. Vernon-Smith,
higher key with

o expel
laimed

100 Was
a gleam

a_more po
hav B
» conrago of a
tho Head of
Mr. Vernon-

staod it.

_“You have expelled him!”
YVernon-Smith, a hitle more
*What was your reason for sa doing?

“I exnl all in my letter
you. Ipres
the letter entrusted to his hands
“Ie did!”

“Then you have my cxplanation.
Vour son has been guilty of disgraceful
uct ever since he has been at this
scheal,” said the Head. “I have boine
too much from him. I have accused
myself of injustice, because I have shus
my eyes to what I should have exvelled

to
ume that your son delivered

on

(Copyright in the United Staies of America.)
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any other boy for.
ho would refor

It

is ful
hool  he is

., and §
flogged for tho
ad. * Bat the §

1 T could not exp:
the fur
e of sem
to get home
policeman.
“Boys will be b 'ig

g was of
Now

ntoxication,
and twas brought

“I have no obj to boys being
boys!” said the Hes “What 1
object to is their beir and black-

more placabl
been a little re

‘‘He has
mitigated blac
he camo to tl
steadi

Ir.
_'"’:‘Xf

h

concentrated ton
w that you are 1
I can call upon u at a
me five thousand po
ho Bounder started a
iing something now )
all his cars. He had no
father's confidence on this

d the Head.

*““Then if T make my demand—""
“T am ruined

“You are
millionaire, with sat
so! ou are under my
however much you may wri
under my thumb, to be cru
dust whenever I choose to put t
suro on!”

“You nead not dwell upon it," said|

of Grey

the Head
bitterness.
only too well.” 8

**And you—in that position—venture
to defy me—me?"”

“1 venture to do my duty, regardloss
of the consequences.”

“QOh, don't talk stuff to mo!" said the
millionaire roughly. *1 think you must
be mad—simply mad!”

The Head did not reply.

“T hold your bill, bearing your signa-
ture,” said the millionaire tersely. I
ean call upon you at any moment to pay
five thousand pounds—even more than
that, with the further accumulation ot
interest. You are not in'a position to pay
vour just debts i
" The doctor raised his hand.

“Don’t call it a just debt,” he said.
“That is a mockery. It is not a just
debt—it is the extortionate claim of a
wicked, unscrupulous moneylender.”

Mr. Vernon-Smith smiled ironically.

“You have to pay what you agreed
to pay when you contracted the loan, 1
suppose?” he said.

The Head suppressed a groan.

“I know it! But when I went to the
Confidential Loan Agency, I did not
know that that was merely a cloak for
Samuel Vernon-Smith—that the man
who was called the Cotton King was in
reality chief of a firm of moneylenders,
and that he would swindle me in-an un-

scrupuious and indefensible manner!” -

ars, with quiet

and my postion |

said  the millionaire
o!” said the Head.

ten me by r
am at your merey : but you
my- tongus, You have
When my little girl was
me 1 spent all T had in
| searc rching in vain. The
expenses still ran on; they increased; 1
could not meet them, aund I contracted a
loan. loan I could have repaid on
fair h oas T imagined 1
was getting. in a good position—
¢ salary was liberal—l required ready
; but I intended to apportion a
in vart of my salary to pay oft the
But I did not know the wiles of
moneylending fratemity then.”
The millionaire smiled grimly.,

“on are wiser now,” he remarked.
said the Head, 1 am wiser
My little girl was not  found;
thanks to Providence, she has
since been restored to me. 1 was one
thousand pounds in debt: and that was
the amount your firm lent me. T know
| 1 have paid it back twice over—and w ith

t the interest you led metasupposa
1d be expected to pay.  And now
o you o huge sum still.”

sing your

vave bled me dry. T have been
we and pay you off, for you
all T had. T am still in your
yon can ruin me when you
Wt do not call it a just debt,
debt has been paid twieo over,
just interest has been paid ten

Tho millionaire gritted his teeth,
“Yon take my son back—you reinstate
at Groyfriars—or T will ruin you--I
1 drive you and your family into the
—to beggary !"

' said tho Iead faintly.
E what to expeet; but you cun-
alter my resolution.”
The millionaire langhed angrily.
“Wa shall see! I will give you lime
hi it over—I will give you an

{ hour

=1 do not need it—""

“T will give yon an hour,” repeatod
| tha millionaire, unheeding. “T \viFl take
a run in the car for that length of time,
| and when I return I shall want to know
your final decision. If you defy me, 1
return to London, I take my son with
me, and my lawyers begin their work to-
morrow morning. Take care!”

And the millionaire strolled from the
room, followed by his son.

Dr. Tocke fell back, pale and panting,
in_his chair,

Ruin lay before him—utter ruin—un-
less he complied with the demand of the
millionaire.  Small wonder that the un-
happy man felt doubt and hesitation
creep into his heart after all his firmness
i the presence of the tyrant.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
In Danger!

HE look of Samuel Vernon-Smiih,
as he departed in his car, was
that of an angry man, but not of
a defeated man; the juniors could

not help noticing that.

And the Bounder did not look as if he
were bealing a final retreat.

As a matter of fact, the Bounder was
more doubtful on the subject than his
father was. Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith
might snap his fingers, but if the Head
were obstinate, the boy had to leave
Greyfriars. And if his father ruined the
Head afterwards that would not help
him in any way, or open the doors of
any other public school to him,

“It will be all right, Herbert!” ox-
claimed Mr. Vernon-Smith, noticing the
shadow on his son’s faca a3 they whizzed

through the dusky lanes. *It's all right,

my boy. I tell you, the man will give &
when he feels the turn of the serew.”

*Oh, I dare say,” said the Bounder.
*“ Anyway, we shall see in an hour's
time. Where are we going nowi”

“To Courtfield. We can get soms
dimner  there.” said the nuilionaire.
“Thera is one decent hotel.™ <

“Good !

The car stopped outside the Courtfield
Arms.  The millionaire was received
with great respect by the fat, chubby
landlord.  Quite a rospectable dinner
was laid out before Mr. Vernon-Smith,
and he ordered champagne, of which
erbert partock as well as his father.
AMr. Vernon-Smith did not deny his son
these little Inxuries. o Bounder grew
more confident and _easy in his mind
under tho influence of the potent wine,

s tongue was loosened, and he talked
freely, and his father chuekled over more
than one story of blackguardly escapadis
at Greyfriars, of card parties after lights
out, and excursigns out of bounds to the
races.  The millionaire scemed to regard
tl littlo

adventures as
creditable to his son.  Cerlainly they
showed  keenness  and fertility  of
vesource, and as for higher qualities, it
appeared that the Cotton King attached
very littla importanco to them.

The millionaire looked at his watch ab
ast,

“Timo for us to be getting back,
Herbort," ho said.  “Wao've been over
an hour. as a matter of fact.,”

“ Lot him wait,” said tho Bounder.

The millionaire laughed.

“Cortainly ! Let him wait, by all
means; but I have to get back to Lon-
don tonight, Come down to the car.™

Tho Bounder walked a little unsteadily
as ho went out of the hotel. His father
placed him in the car, and they glided
away into the darkness of the country
lunes towards Greyiriars.

“Quicker !” the millionaire signalled
to the chauffour, “I'm in a hurry,” he
added,  ““Make her rip!"

“ Good !" oxnlnimc(r Vernon-Smith.

“.'1'1'1_(_\ road’s clear enough here. Let her
rip !
'Tho big car tore along. As a matter
of fact, while the millionaire and his son
were drinking champagne above stairs,
the chauffeur had been following their
examplo with whisky-and-water below,
and he was a littlo dizzy. Ho obeyed
the millionaire’s order to the full, aud
the car simply flew. There was a sudden
shout from Mr. Vernon-Smith, as he
caught sight of a light gleaming in the
middle of the road.

“Stop, you idiot!”

But it was too late to stop! There was
a level crossing ahead of the car, and
the gates were closed on the road for a
train to pass through.

Tho light, gleaming through tho dusk,
and the signal further back, should have
warned the chauffeur if he had been
coming on at a moro cautious speed; but
hs had rounded a bend at top speed, and
the licht of the level crossing had
appeared too suddenly to be of any use
as & warning.

The car rushed madly on.

The chauffeur made a mad leap inta
tho hedge, and went relling over into a
dry ditch, and the next instant the car
struck the gates, and crashed through
them.

Crash, crash, crash!

extremely

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

In tho Nick of Time!

¢ OOX !” muttered Bob Cherey.

“Poor old chap!”
“It’s rotten!” said John
“Bull.

. The Head of Greyiviars was walking
in tho Close. His aves were bent u
Tre Porvrar.—No. 13.0
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the grennd, and he did not see the
juniors.

e was buried decp in thought.

And the expression of his face showed
that his thoughts were gloomy enough.
There was a deep wrinkle between his

oyes, and his forehead was da:kly lined.

<" Poor old chap!™ o

“ Looks like a man who's got it in,the
neck,” said Bob Chery. *‘I suppose,
ofter all, he has had to knuckle under,
and the Smith beast is coming back.”

“It can't be; he wouldn't do it.”

“Looks like it to me.”

“Don’t let him see us watching him,”
said Harry Wharton hastily. ““He
doesn’t know we know a word about it.
What a ripping simple old chap he is.”

“Yes, rather!”

“T guess he ain’t much uso in a tussle
with a guy like old Vernon-Smith,”
Fisher T. Fish remarked. ‘“Ho's bound
to get frozen out, and left every time.”

“T’d rather be in his shoes than in the
millionaire’s, all the same.”

“Oh, I guess so.”

The hour rang out from the clock-
tower, and Bob Cherry turned towards
the house. 4

“It's timoe we got over to Courtfield,”
he said. “I shall catch Lazarus at
home, after he leaves the printer's
office.”

And Bob Cherry nodded to the other
fellows, and went down to the gates. He
walked quickly through the dusky lanc
in the direction of Courtfield. Bob had a
pass from Wingate to go down to Court-
field to see Solly Lazarus, of the Court-
filld County Council School. Lazarus
was secretary of the Courtfield football
club, and Bob had to see him about a
forthcoming match. The junior looked
out for tho Vernon-Smith motor-car as
he went, .wondering whether the million-
aire was still in tho neighbourhood, or
whether he had taken another route to
London. °

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! The blessed
gates are closed!” Bob Cherry ex-
claimed, as he came in sight of the level
crossing.

A light gleamed in the middloe of the
road.

From the dusky distance over the trees
came the sound of an echoing whistle
announcing tho approach of a train.

Bob Cherry reached the gates and
stopped. .

As he did so, looking across the level
crossing, two great eyes of light came
whizzing out of the blackness beyond.

The junior gave a jump.

The big car was tearing right upon the
closed gates from the direction of Court-

field, and even as Bob Cherry opencd

his mouth to shout the crash came!

Crash 3

Crash!

“Good heavens !’

Bob Cherry uttered a cry of horror.

Tho wooden gate was smashed in by
the shock, and the car came reeling
drunkenly on the lines, and collapsed
there.

There was a cry from the smashed car.
Two forms hurtled out of it, an
sprawled on the railway lines, and lay

there, dazed or stunned.

*“Look out!” shricked Bob Cherry.
“Look out! The train’s coming!”

He leaped upon the lines.

In the distanco the whistle sounded
again.

Tho signal was down, and the green
light was showing, and the engine-driver
had been too far off to hear the crash on
the gates, and it was too dark for him to
have seen anything.

He was obeying the signal, and
coming right on. Already the whir of
the train could be heard.

Porurar.—No. 109.

Bob Cherry stood poralysed with
horror for a moment.

The broken car was blocking the line.
The Vernon-Smiths, father and son,
were stretched there, helpless to move.
In half 2 minute would happen a horrible
tragedy.

Bob's mind worked rapidly.

He sprang towards the signal, and
climbed upwards with frantic speed.

Crash—crash !

Tho glass was broken, and the light
cshowed white instead of green. Bob
Cherry dragged off his red muffler and
stretched it before the light.

The light gleamed out red through the
night.

It was the work of seconds, but it
seemed liko centuries to Bob Cherry as
he clung there, wondering with quaking
heart whether the engine-driver would
sco the change of the light in time—
whether he would understand it.

The whistle agzin—loud and raucous.

Whir—whir—whir !

Clank !

The train was elackening.

The engine-driver understood—he was
cramming on his brakes—but yet would
bhe be in time? The train was temribly
close. 4

Bob Cherry clung on, and felt his heart
beating like a hammer. Had he been in
time to save the wrecked motorists on
the line ?

His heart thumped and thumped.

Whir!

Clatter!

Clank-ank-ank !

The train clattered and clanked to a
standstill,

Within six feet of the wrecked ¢
engine elopped at last.  There
shout on the line—a buzz of voic

Bob Cherry looked down,

S a

The train was at a standsiill.  The |

ongine-driver and the fireman had jumped
down ; several passengers were ol ¥
line. Tho signahman was da
from his box.

Bob Cherry’s head swam.

Tt was- over, and for a moment he
almost fainted. but the necessity of keen-
ing his hold held him together, and he
clung on,

Slowly and cautiously he began to
descend.

The signalman clapped him on the
shoulder as he rcached. the ground. The
man’s face was as white as chalk.

“leaven Dbless you, lad!” he ex
claimed. “‘You have saved their live

Mr. Vernon-Smith staggéred to his
fect.

Tho stout man had not been hurt by
his fall, but he was terribly shaken, and
his nerves were in rags.

«What—what—what,” he stammered
—“what is it? Oh! That rascall
chauffeur! Ile was drunk! Tl dis.
charge him! Good heavens! Herbert !”

Vernon-Smith sat up and groaned,

The millionaire staggered towards him.
Thero was no doubt that Samuel Vernon-
Smith, hard-fisted man as he was, had a
very real regard for his worthless son.

«Herbert! Are you hurt?”

The Bounder groaned again.

There was blood upon his face from a
cut in the forehead, but otherwise, except
for a shaking, he was not hurt,

He rose, with his father’s assistance,
reeling drunkenly.

“Herbert, my lad—"

«Tm all right,” muttered the
Bounder; “only knocked up a bit.  Um
all right. How are you, pater?”

“All serene! ”

Mr, Vernon-Smith gazed round dazedly
at the train, the broken gates, ine

|
r the |

smashed car, the engine-dri
gathering crowd of passenge

“What—what——  I—T heard ¢
coming,” he stammered. ¢
(!if}_’)on see l‘.s&n m E

he engine-driver. pointe
Cherry. i 1

“That lad did

Afr. Vernon-Sn
friars junior.

“You stopped - the
exclaimed.

Bob Cherry nodd

“I've seen you

“T belonz to Greyiriar

“It's Bob Cherry of the Remove
muttered the Bounder. “But—but how
did he stop the train? I don't und
stand.”

“I climbed up and changed the light,”
said Bob. ‘Tt was nothing, only 1 hap-
pened to think of it. I had a red mufller
on, luckily—that was all.”

“By Christopher!™ eaid Mr, Vernon-
Smith—'“by Christopher, you are a shaip
lad to think of such a thing, and to do it!
You've saved our lives. We shounld hpve
been cut to pieces both of us.”

The Bounder shuddered.

. He had plenty of nerve as a rule, but
his narrow cscape from death had shi
him utterly.

““Good heavens ! he muttered.

The signalman had gone back io his
box to telegraph along the line.  The
chauffeur ppeared, and with the
engine-dviver and the fireman began to
drag the wrecked car from the line to
allow the train to p

Ar. Vernon-Smith stepped from the .
way track. He drepped his hand upon
oulder.

that's your

Y * said Bob dri
“You've saved my lifc
“I know I have.”
“.\.ml.’m;.- con’s, toa.’

es.
The millionaire looked at him s

“You don't seem spo
having done it, my lad!
“What is the matter with you
ought to be very ud of yourself.

Bob Cherry g shrag  of the
shoulders.

“I suppose I ought,” he

“You've saved two live

“Ves”

“And a service to a man like me, i,
means something,” said the millionaive
impressively.

“Does it 7

“I'm a man who can reward a service,"
said the millionaire. “You've saved my
life and my son's life. Name your awi
reward.”

Bob Cherry was silent.

The millionaire looked
clapped him on the shoulder ag
was a heartiness in Mr. Vernon
mauner now which was strangely
trast with his usual hard-fisted cynicism.
mean what I say, lad,” he ex-
claimed. “Samuel Vernon-Smith, the
Cotton King, is a man of his word.
Name your own reward.”

“Y want no reward from you, sir,” said
Bob Cherry in a low voice. * Excuse me,
I've got an appointment.”

And, without another word, the sturdy
Removite walked away, leaving the
millionaire and his son to return to Grey-
friars for a conveyance to take the place
of the smashed car.

But ten minutes after he had mei Solly
Lazurus of Courtfield School, Bob Cherry
was riding his hardest back to Greyfriars

ve a

aid.

on Solly’s bicycle, his face flushed with
excitement, .



The millionaire hold the papers over the flame of the match. Tho
him in stony silance, as if hardly able to understan

-

ocaught, and began to burn.
what was passing.

Tho Hoad watched
(See chupter 1.)

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Saving the Head !

1] ARRY "
Bob Cherry dashed up to the
Remove passage and caught
1

Harry Wharton by the sleeve
Wharton and Johnny Buall
oy were making the

Harry
stopped  as
Common-roon:

“(‘ome on!
“\What for
“You'll seet™
Bob rushed on to the Head's study,

rring Harry and John Bull with him.
They arvived at the Head's door togethor,
and” Bob knocked, and rushed in, the
two juniors still clinging to him.

Vernon-Smith, father and son. looked
round in surprise. The doctor started to
his feet. All eyes were fixed upon the
wildly-excited faco of Bob Cherry.

“Cherry ! What does this mean?”
began the Head. .

hoh gasped for breath. .

“Please excuse me, sir. I—I've come
heve to help you, sit.  Mr. Vernon-Smith
will—" 3

The millionaire looked at him.

“Hallo! It's the boy who changed the
sienal, and stopped the train,” he said.
“Jlave you changed your mind, and
come for the reward, after all?”

“Yes,” panted Bob.

Mr. Vernon-Smith laughed. He flai-
tered himself that he knew human nature,
and his knowledge of what-he considered
human nature had taught him that all

tor

asped Bob,

motives were base ones, and that every
man and boy in the kingdom had his
price.  That was Mr. Samuel Vernon-
Smith’s amiable view of human nature,

He had been surprised at Bob Cherry's
refusal of a reward; he was not in the
least surprised at his changing his mind
about it. But, as a matter of fact, he
was_as far as ever from understanding
the hero of the Remove.

“I thought you would change your
mind, my lad,” he said. “Well, you'll
find me a man of my word. Nume your
own reward.”

“I—T do not understand this,”
Head, in amazement.

Mr. Vernon-Smith explained.

* My car ran into a level-crossing, and
this Iad stopped the train, and saved my
life, and my son’s life,” he said. “I've
promised him any reward he likes to
name—anything in reason, of course.”

“#I—I did not know—"

Thoe Bounder of Greyfriars smiled in a
sneering: way. He fully expected Bob
Cherry to make some extravagant de-
mand upon the generosity of the million-
aire. Bob Cherry’s haste was evidently
for the purpose of seeing the millionaire
again before he left Greyfriars.

“Well,” said Mr. Vernon-Smith, “my
business here is done, and i'm going;
but I shall be glad to seitle with you
before T go, my Iad. You want a reward,
What do you want?”

(uppatEtn)

said the

“A new bicycle?” smiled Mr. V#non-
Smith.

**No, no!”

A motor-bike?"

““Oh, no!”

“Fifty pounds in the savings bank?”

**No, no, no!"”
ne, then, what is it?” asked the
millionaire, taking a cheque-book from
tho pocket of his frock-coat. “‘Name the
figuro !"”

“Dear me!” said the Tlead.

“I—I don't want any money,
panted Bob.

‘* No money !

“No, sir!"” -

“Very well!” The millionaire re-
placed the cheque-book. “What 1s it,
then? You want me to use my influence
for you in some way:”

“1 want you to do me a favour, sir.”

“* Name it.”

“You will do it?” .

“Yes, anything T can do—in reason,
of course.”

“You can easily do it: it won't cost
sou anything, and it will be a decent
thing to do—a nice thing for you to think
of afterwards, sir."”

The millionaire smiled.

“Very well, name it.”

Bob_collectegl himself with an effort.
Much depended now on what he said to
the millionaire. Mr. Vernon-Smith evi.
dc;:xtly had not the slightest suspicion of
what was coming.
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“You—you have brought your son
back to this school, sit,” said Bob.

“Well 1

“Dr. Locke won’t let him stay here?”

*No,” said the millionaire, frowning.
“Put what has that to do with you?”

“We know about it, sir—we know you
have the power of injuring the Head if
you like. I don’t know how 2

“Cherry—" began the Head.

“1 can ruin him, and I shall!” said
he millionaire coldly. “I have nevevr
owed myself to be defeated yet, with-
crushing the man who did 1t. That’s
my way. I've made three millions that
way. You boys can know it—you’d know
it in a few days, anyway. Dr. Locke has
to pay three thousand pounds this week,
when he doesn’t possess so many hun-
dreds, or he’s a ruined man.”

*“Oh!” gasped Wharton.

Dr. Locke was deadly pale.

“You need not have said thal before
the boys, sir,” he said, with a scornful
glance at the millionaire.  “But you
boys have no right here. Cherry——"

“Excuse me, sir. Do forgive me, but
—but I can help you, sir.”

Dr. Locke shook his head.

“You cannot help me, Cherry! What
are you thinking of? Now you know it,
I need not disguise it—I shall have to
leave Greyfriars. I am in that man’s
clutches in the way he states. Morally,
1 owe him nothing—legally, he can rum
me—and he will do it! My lads, I hope
you will think as well as you can of your
headmaster when he is gone.”

“QOh, sir!” said John Bull.

“J—T can help you, sir! Mr. Vernon-
Smith, you have promised me a reward
for saving your life—for saving' your
son’s life. You mean that I can ask you
what I like, and you will grant it?"”

“Yes, lad.” O

“T ask you to let the Hexad off.”

“What1” .

“You say he owes you money?”

“T have his signature for three thou-
sand pounds,” said the millionaire, taking
a paper from his pocket—a roll of papers
that crisped and rustled in his hand.
“These papers go to my lawyer to-
morrow morning, and the action begius.
What of it?”

“Those papers—they
the I;Iear’ly is liable for, sir?

“Vo

represent  what
»

“Very well. Burn them.”

“What!”

“You said I could name my own re-
ward, sir,” said Bob Cherry steadily.
“That's what I claim—burn those papers,
and let Dr. Locke alone. Make him free
of your claims upon him. That’s what 1
ask.”

“ What t”

“I've named my reward, sir. And—
and you said that you were a Man of
your word!”

“Vernon-Smith
struck it. The flame flared up.

_owe that to this lad.

The papers crackled in the millicnaire’s
hand as he tightened his grip upon them.
There was a long, tense pause in the
Head’s study.

The millionaire nodded slowly.

“J haven’t come across many lads of
your kind, and no men at all like that,”
he said. “I like you, my lad. You are
a fine fellow. I'm a man of my word,
and I'll keep my promise. 1 wish you
had asked me for anything else. But
there you are! Can someone give me a
match?” 1

Harry Wharton eagerly took a box of
wax vestas from his pocket and opened
it and handed it to the millionaire. Mr.
selected a match and

** Father—"" Vernon-Smith began.
“Silence, Herbert!”
“ But—"’

“Iold your tongue!”

The millionaire held the papers over
the flame of the match. They caught
fire, and began to burn. The lead
watched him in stony silence, as if
hardly able to understand what was
passing.

The papers burned close down to the
millionaire’s finzers, and then he tossed
them into the grate.

There they lay and burned ont.

A little heap of ashes alone rema {
of the documents that had held the Head
of Greyfriars in thrall.

Dr. Locke drew a deep breath.

ITe was a free man now !

The shadow that had lain upon him—
the,weight that had been upen his mind
—had been lifted for ever.

Ie was free!

Mr. Vernon-Smith gave him a peculiar
look. 1le pointed to the heap of ashes in
the grate.

“There lies your debt,” he said. ** You
owe me nothing! You are free. You
Good-

That is all.
bye!”
The Head started.

“Tlold!” he said.

Dr. Locke crossed over to where Bob
Cherry stood and held out his hand.

“Give me your hand, Cherry. You
aro a noble lad—a noble lad! MHow to
thank you I don’t know. I can ouly say
that I am proud to have such a boy in
my school !”

O, sirl?

Dr. Locke pressed his hand.  Then he
turned to the millionaire and the sullen-
faced Bounder of Grey 5

“Myr. Vernon-Smith, you have acted
gencrously 4 2

“Not at all. I've kept my promise.
T'm a man of my word,” said the million-
aire.  *“Come, Herbert; we're finished
here.”

“Stop !” said the Head.

“TFor Wwhat?”

“ After what you have done—after your
generosity—for I persist in‘calling it that

—I cannot send your son away,”” said Dr.
Locke. “I trust that there may be lurk-
ing _in his nature somewhere some trace
of the good qualities I have discovered in
his father. If Vernon-Smith will promise
to be careful, will promise to lead a better
life here, I am willing to give him cne
more chance—to allow him_to remain at
srs-_v'k,'riars to prove that he is not all
ad.

The millionaire’s face lighted up. He
turned to his son.

“What do you say, Herbert ?”

The Bounder caught his breath.

“T1 promise—willing I—1 meant
to do my best if I stayed,” he said. *“T—
I will try to do as you want, ¢ X
my best.”

“Very well,” said Dr. Locke.

" asked the millionaire.

“He sia

#Good ! My, Vernon-Smith  Theld
out his hand to the 1ead of Greyfriars
‘Dr. Locke, I'm sorry for what
pened between us. But it is finished.
ilenceforth T have no hold upon you.
Herbert must stand or fall’ on his own
merits.  But you will give him a

lm|"~

hall have every ¢

The Bounder followed his father from
the study. Dr. Locke shook hands with
Bob Cherry again, >

“God bless you, my lad!” he whis-
pered.

And then the juniors were dismisse
The Head remained alone. i
was full, and he desired to be alo
seemed to be walking on air as ho
went down the passage. Wharton and
John Bull almost hugged him in their
delight.

“How did you come to think of it?”
Harry asked.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“It was Solly rus suggested it to
* he said. “He's an awfully deep
chap! And it's worked—it's worked
rippingly ! Hurrah!”

“0Old Smithy isn't such a bad sort,
after all,” said John Bull thoughtiully,
“and I shouldn’t wonder if the Bounder
may possibly have something decent in
him. Let’s give him a chance.”

“Right-ho !”

“ And now all’s serene, and everything
in tho garden is lovely,” grinned Bob
Cherry. “I feel like cheering!
Hurrah !?

And tho other juniors, when they heard
how the matter had gone, cheered, too.
The cheering reached the Head as he sat
alone in his study :

“Iurrah! Hip, hip, hwrrah !”

And it was.a pleasant sound to the cars
of the man who had been, at the eleventh
hour, saved from disgrace!

THE END.
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THERE WILL BE ANOTHER MAGNIFICENT, LONG, COMPLETE
SCHOOL STORY, NEXT FRIDAY, ENTITLED:—

“THE NEW BULLY!”

) By FRANK RICHARDS,

WHICH DEALS WITH THE ADVENTURES OF HARRY WHARTON & CO., AND
THE COMING OF PERCY BOLSOVER TQ GREYFRIARS.
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THE COLONIAL CO. IN TROUBLE! |

Yer s s st srsrress>

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Fag Wanted |
AG!”
Jirmy Silver glanced roun l
“That sounds like Carthew's
toot,” he remarked “Hia

seems to bo in a wax!™
stical Four had
on over their footer ol
going out, when C
came  striding

‘F

'y c
mufllers
just
Sixth

A5 \\. as Jimm3:

face was red, and his ey«
s knitted brows.  Som

the de

od thei ir

te
* Hallo atd Jimmy coc
“Have you scen my fag

Jimmy nedded.
he's gone out
said.
nim! y little beast!™
“Well, T want a

said Ji
ing the
n't spare the (\
e, it \\--ulu be a plea
‘I don’t thi murmured Lo
And Raby and Neweo
was never exactly a pi
yully of the Sixth.
Ihe [!lx'ful had
‘symbol of authority,
ot it slide into his hand,
business-like grip upon it
“1 don't want any cheek!™
¢ Any one of you will do don’t care

his

under

he sai

\\hnh Go into iy study
You see—
“Pon’t jaw. Some young rascal has

Loen vagging o study, and T want it
sot to rights,” Cacthew. “I dare
say il was one of you!

“\\-( guilty, my lord

“Well, geot along to my study !

'he Fistical Four exchanged a look
and walked out of the Scheol Ho
There was a match that afternoort v
Tommy Dodd & Co.. of the Mcdern side
at Rookwood, 'md the Classical chums
were not likely to “cut ” it for the sake
of fagging in Carthev study. They
did not like Carthew, anyway.

L arthew glared after thera,

“ Come back, Silver!” he shouted.

“Bow-wow !” replied Jimmy Silver.

“What?"”

“Gower's your fag,” said Jimmy inde-
pendently. *“If you can’t find Gower,
lmd some chap uho 1l put up with your
rot. \\'o won'td

Carthew came striding out of the
Houso after the Four; and Jimmy Silver
& Co. promptly lined up, evidently

* said Raby.

A Splendid, Long Complete School Story, dealing with the Adventures
of JIMMY SILVER & Co. at Rookwood.

By OWEN CONQUEST.
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ready to vesist, in spite of the fact that
the senior held the rank of prefect.
Carthow pansed.
‘ Will you go iulu my
“Can't be did !
“Lovell

study, Silver?”

tical Four marched off to the
ground, and Carthew, after a
hesitation, turned back into
so with a black brow.

e was not looking for a “serap ' in
the quad with four unruly juniors.
he wanted was a fag, and he

m al once. 9
was not popular among the

Carthew was expecting a visi-
afternoon—a very distinguished
1. the fact lwun. generally
recklesa junior had seized
of ragging his study.
vouth who had felt the
“arthow's heavy hand had
culiar method of paying oft
Wl the Sixth-Former had

disagreeabla discovery just ns
s about (o start for the station to
visitor.

was  no  time to wasle,
ngry prefect let the Pistical
hc had no choice about that,

v half-holiday most of the
vere out of doors, and there was
¢ to be seen, Carthew stood in
sage, clenching his hands with

juniors came down the slairs,

Sixth-Former at once barred
¥ to the door.

They were Conroy, Van Ryn, and
Pons—the three Colonials who chummed
together in ‘Study No, 3 in the Iourth,
“1 want one of you!" announced
thew.

Footer match on,” said Pons,

“Pong i3 playing, and we're g_mm; to
llll‘l‘l his goals,” explained Van Ryn.

* Sorry there's nothing leng Carthew !

“*You'll do, Van R)n

“I'm a linesman,”

“Well, I want a fag,”

“*Some \mmg rascal hag mucked up my
study, and it's gol to be set in order.
Corroy will do.”

(muo: looked inquiringly at his
chums, e v new boy at Rooksood,
and he looked t(» “them for guidance.

**Conroy can't come!” said Van Ryn
at once. “Gower's your fag, Carthew!”

“Gower's gone out!” growled Car-
thew,

“Well, we're going out, too!”

Carthew scowled.

“Go into my slul) at once, Clonroy !

“I'm not bound to, am I”” asked

said Carthew.

Conray, .uhhoaﬂug his companions,
% ‘:A\U fear!” said Pons proraptly.

rower's *bound to, and if Gower has
cleared off, that's Carthew's bizey.
Look here, Carthew! This is the first
footer - mateh since Con has been here,
and he's not going to miss it. If vour

D e e

study's mucked up, that's your funeral.
You shouldn’t be such a beastly bully 1"
** Hear, hear!" grinned Van Ryn.
“Don't give mo any more cheek !"
roared L.u‘lh(\\\. grasping ( onroy by the
shoulder.  * Come with mo
“Ta it allowed heroe to knock a prefect
down 2" asked the Austealian.

*“1a, ha! Not quite!"

“Well, I want to play according to the
rules, of \‘ﬂlll‘s\' Take your paw off my
ﬂhuul«lvr, ‘arthew, or T may have to
break a rule!”

“Hallo! What's the row !" Bulkeley
of the Sixth, captain of Rookwood, came
along.  “ What's tho trouble, Carthew 2™

“My fag's cleared off ! growled Car-
thew.” “I want this young whelp to
clear up my study; it's been ragged !

“You'd better  go, Conroy,” said
Dulkeley,  *“You're not playing, are
you bk

i A\o. but I want to see my frienda
play.

“Waell, fag for Carthew first.”

“Oh, all vight, Bulkeloy !™

Conroy, without further demur, fol.
lowed the prefect to his study, and Van
Ryn and Pons went down to tho footer
ground,

The Rookwood captain’s anthority was
not to be gainsaid, and Conroy took it
as cheerfully as pu»mhlc 1e grinned as
he camo into Carthew's study. A ragger

had been at work there with deadly
curnestness,
Table and chairs were overturned,

attered over the car-
things upset on all

ashes and cinders
pet, ink and other
sides

thew gritted his teetl: as hu caught

the involuntary grin on Conroy’s

“Your handiwork, 1 dare s 3 he
hissed.

Conroy shook his head.

“No, a3 it happens,” he replied
coolly.

“1 dare say you know who did it,
then v

“1 dare say T could
“Who was i,
“ind ont "
“\\ hat ?"

cuness,"”
,

then

said

you'l]

me to sneak?"
“1f you do,

be dmlppmnh-n
Carthew picked up a caune from o
table.
“Hold ont
“What for?
“To he caned, you young faol !™
“SoI'm gniu" to be caned for refusing
to sneak—what 2" usked Conroy, with a
ght m his eyes.
ou're going to be cnnnd for
pertinence {o a prefect,” said Cacthew
grimly. “Now, then, your paw!"
Conroy put his hands Lehind Thim,
“Will you hold cut your hand:™
“No 1
:nthc\\ said no more. Ile graspel
the junior by the collar, and luid ‘ha
T Porciar.—No. 100,

ur hand ™ he rapped.
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cane about his shoulders. Conroy did not
take the infliction tamely. He hit out
iercely, and Carthew gave a yell.
You young villain !
“Let go, you bully !”

Lash, fn.;h, lash! 4

Carthew had quite lost his temper, and
ho laid on the cane furiously. g

Conroy was a sl.urdf’ youngster, but he
had little chance in the grasp of the big
Sixth-Former. Carthew caned him t:ll
Iis arm ached. y g2

“There !" he panted, hurling the junior
away from him when he had finished.
“That will teach you not to cheek the
Sixth! Now clear up this study, and if
everything isn't in good order when T
«ome back, I'll give you some more of the
same !”

And  Carthey,
quitted the study,
gasping.

solaced,

somewhat
i Conroy

leaving

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Fagging for Carthow !

R Y hat!”
M Conroy rubbed Liis
-shoulders, and gasped for

breath. He had had a lick-

ing which would have “doubled up” a
rood many fellows, but he had not
uttered a cry. The hardy Colonial was
“tough ™ all through.

Bat there was a glitter in his eycs.
Carthew concluded that the licking would
ve the effect of bringing the junior té
heel. He was quite mistaken.

Conroy had come to the study to fag, at
Bulkeley’s order. But he did not intend
to fag now. The licking had changed his
intention.

ile remained for some minutes in
thought.  From the study window le
watched Carthew cross over to the gates,
and go out. A grin overspread Conroy's
face. ;

“I'm to get the study in order,” ho
murmured.  “There’s  a distinguished
visitor coming. The distinguished visitor
is going to have a bit of a surprise, 1
think.”

He quitted the study, and sauntered
down the passage. The School House
seemed deserted. Conroy mounted the
stairs; and hurried along to the box-room
at the end of the:Fourth FForm passagae.

Old Mack, the porter, had been occupy-
ing leisure hours in whitewashing
the box-room. The task was far from
finished, and the pail of whitewash stood
Jjust where the porter had left it. Conroy
dropped the big brush into the pail,
lifted the pail, and bore it away.

He hurried downstairs to the Sixth
FForm passage, and carried his curious
cargo, unobserved, into Carthew’s study,

Then he closed the door, and set to
work.

There was plenty of whitewash in the
pail, and Conroy was an industrious
worker. .

He started on the walls.

ITe did not trouble to cover them -with
the whitewash. Big daubs here and there
satisfied him.

Then the looking-glass and the clock
were well whitewashed, and, after them,
the table and the chairs.

The bookcase came in for the junior’s
attention next, and the curtains which
screened off the bed-alcove from the
study.

Then the window was given a good
coating.

By that time the whole study was
reeking with whitewash. Conroy opened
the window to allow the strong scent to
clear off a little. :

“Phwat the thunder are ye doing
oirely 7 Flynn of the Fourth looked in
it the open window, in blank amazement.
**1s it potty ve are, Conroy?”

Tre Porursr.—No. 109.

CGonroy glanced at him.

**Carthew ordered me to set his siudy
to rights,” he explained. * Nothing like
a fresh cont of whitewash to make a place
look tidy !”

“Tare an’ ’ounds!” yelled Flynn.
“Carthew will skin ye alive for this!”

“1le’s nearly skinned me already.
Perhaps he will think twice next time!”
remarked Conroy.

““Sure, he’s got a visitor this afternoon
—a merry_old major!” chuckled Flynn.
“Phwat will the major think?”

* Blessed if I know I”

*Ha, ha, ha}!”

Flynn seemed on the point of hysterics.

Several other juniors gathered by the
window, staring in with amazed looks,

Conroy continued his labours.

He did not cease till the last drop of
whitewash had been extracted from the
pail; and by that time he was in a some-
what whitewashy state himeelf.

“There!” he remarked. *“I think that
will do!"”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Carthew will scalp you!” gizgled
Tubby Muffin. “It serves the beast
right; but he'll skin you, you ass!”

Counroy shrugged his shoulders,

Having finished his labours, he carried
the pail and brush out of tho study, and
returned them to the box-room.

Then, having a much-needed wazh, he
sauntered down to the porter’s lodge.

Old Mack looked at him inquiringly.

“I've used your whitewash, Mack,”
said Conroy genially.

“The dickens you have!” cjaculated
Mack, in astonishment. 5

“I wanted to freshen up a study a bit,”
explained Conroy. “I'm willing to pay
for it, of course. You don’t mind?™

“Well, I'm blowed!” said Mack.

“Ilow much, Macky?”’

“Five bob!"” said Mack surlily.

“ Here you ave !

Conroy sirolled away with his hands
in his pockets, leaving old Mack staring.
ek had never heard of a junior white-
washing a study before. He would have
been still more astonished if he had
known whose study it was that the
Colonial junior had whitewashed.

The new junior arrived on the football-
ground. He was still feeling the effects
of the tremendous licking Carthew had
bestowed on him, but it did not scem to
affect him much. The junior football
match was going strong. Jimmy Silver’s
fecam were a goal up, and Tommy Dodd
& Co. were fighting hard to equalise.

“Tallo! Ain’t you fagging for Car-
7" called out Van Ryn.

Finished!” said  Conroy cheerily.
“I've whitewashed the study thoroughly,
you

g Van Ryn jumped.

“You've done what?"” he'gasped.

“Whitewashed the study !

*Oh, my hat? .

“T've made a thorough job of it. 1
hope Carthew will be satisfied.”

“You awful ass! What did you do it
for?” ejaculated Van Ryn.

“He licked me for not telling him who
ragzed his study.”

“On! There'll be a fearful row!"”

“1 suppose there will be,” assented
Conroy.

He did not seem much disturbed by
the prospect, however. He watched the
football match with a cheery face.  The
second half was drawing to an end when
Carthew_ of the Sixth came in at the
gates, with a stiff-looking old gentleman.
Conroy noted them from the footer-
around, and smiled.

“Sure, there’s goin’ to be throuble
now !” said Flynn, with a chuckle. *1’d
like to seo Carthew’s face whin he sees

=

The story of Conroy’s peculiar exploit
had spread among the juniors, and quite
a crowd left the footer-ground to follow
the prefect and his visitor into the House.

Conroy did not join them, however.
He would have liked to have seen Car-
thew’s face when he made the discovery;
but it was more judicious to give the
bully of the Sixth a wide berth just then.
He remained watching the match, and
joined heartily in the cheering when tho
Classical team came off—the victors by
two goals to one.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Major is Not Pleased!

“ HIS way, uncle!”
Carthew of the Sixth piloted

tho major into the School
House, with a meek and re-
spectful manner that was not much n
keeping with his usual style. '

Carthew had his own reasons for being
k and mild with the major.
Major Carthew was a rich old gentle-
man, and the prefect had expectations
from him in the future; and be had an
immediate expectation of a handsome tip
il his uncle was pleased with his visit to
Rookwood.

He escorted the old gentleman along
the Sixth Form passage to his study.
He threw open the door, and stood aside
for his uncle to enter.

Major Carthew stopped in the doors
way.

He sniffed and he blinked.

“That’s my study, uncle,” _
thew, wondering why the major did not
enter.

He had not looked in himeelf, and the

major’s portly form almost filled the
doorway. ;
The old gentleman sniffed again

expressively.

*That is your study, Mark?"

“Yes, uncle.” .

“Do you mean to say, Mark, that this
is the apartment you are as me
into?” ravped out the major.

“Ye-e-es, uncle.” X

“And do you thmk that room is in
a state for me to enter?” thundered tho
major. *“Is this a practical joke!

Carthew started.

“Hasn’t that young rotter cleared it
up, after all? 'l skin him—"

“What?”

“N-n-nothing! T ordered my fag (o
put the study tidy,” stammered Carthew.

“Do you call that tidy?"”

Carthew looked into the study.

Then ho stood translixed. -

The wholo room recked of wet white-
wash. Every articlo of furniture was
smothered with it. It darkened the win-
dows. It clung lovingly to every object
in the room.

Carthew’s eyes bulged.

“G-g-good heavens!” ho gasped.

The major snorted. h 4

“1 understand that practical jokes
are popular among schoolboys! ‘hn
snapped. I did not expect you lo‘p;:’x,y
such a practical joke upon me, Mark!

“Uncle, I-1I—" : %

“Do you think I can sit down in such
a room ?” roared the major.

“Nunno! I—7 4 g

“Tg this the kind of reception to givo
your uncle, after a long journey to see
you?”

Uiy g )

¢ Pah!”

The military gentleman stalked away
down the passage. Carthew gave a glare
into the whitewashed study, and rushed
after_him.

“Uncle !”

“Don’t address me!” snapped the

his study.”
“Let's oo

Tubby Muftin.

and see him!” grinned

angry old gentleman. “I have no
(Continued on page 9.)
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th a sickeniog thudd. He is now
and 've no dout he will write
woo neckst week,
reseeving numerua letters from
nd in our neckst isscw I shall
1 of them personally, Their will
hul kollum of Ansers to Korrise
\s soon as you read thia, roll
‘e noose agent and tell him to
copy of the “Popular.”
1t forgett, boys and girls!  When
. dout, or llil\l‘(\ll!) of nny sort,
write to yore Unkle Bill about it! e is
.n-.“ reddy to koun 1 and konsole, and
advice free, gratiss, and for nicks,
now Inv you and
From my stud
an plodding  his weery  way
B, ud Lmust go and asser-
- pected postle-order has
L ab Tarst!
evverybody!

ol

> sanny.
2 tail of
have b

Extrax
from my
Post Bagg

on

Spechuily
seleckted for
publicasham

by THE
EDDITER,

000000000000000000,

09000000000000

Mrs. Mimble's Komplaint !
To the Editor of “Billy Bunter's Weekly.”

Pear Master Bunter,—~Which I am very
cross and vexed with you, and you are
a bad lot!

On Sports Day you came to my sh and
borrowed a dozen egss, saying that they were
tequired for the ¢gg-and-spoon race. 1 have

not seen the eggs since. What did you
do with them? I believe you fried them in
your study and devoured them, you wicked,
perverse boy!
Yours angrily,
JESSIE MIMBLE.

T can assure you, Mrs. Mimble; that I
difln‘b skoff vore eggs. In fackt, I don't re-
member coming to yore shopp on Sports
Day. [ couldn’t have done, as I was in
Courtfield at the time. You v that T am
a bad lot. So were the eggs!—Ed.)

Fillis Howell'a Littlo Joke !

CIit Mouse.

To the Editer of “Billy Bunter's Weekly."
Dear Billy, -We were awfully disappointed
that there were no jumping contests on
Sports Day. We hrought over our finest
jumpers, too—knitted ones!
Congratulations on winning the
As you waddled along in your you
remimded us of an expiring duck in .’n lhumhr
storm!

Haping yon will continue to put on flesh,

and he a fellow of great weight and influe
ence,

;’u-k race.

Yours sincerely,

PHYLLIS HOWELL.
(I beeg to inform Miss Fillis that the joke
n)mut, the

jumpers i3 a stail chessnut, It
¥ with Joan—{ mean Nocr!

—_—

‘‘ Dry Up, Skinner ! "

lhc l"|l|tor of “Billy Bunter's Weekly.”
y.—I see by the local paper Fhiz
week ﬂmt piz was run over by a motor-
lorry in Friardale Lane.

I presume you are the fat pig referred to!

fou couldn’t have done @ *rasher " {hing
than get in the way of a lorry, but I trust
you will make u speedy rtecovery, my fat
porker!

Yours, ete.
H. \ROLD SKINNER,

(Oh, reclly, Skinney! I am not the fat
pigg in queschun.—Ed.)
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THINGS WE
WANT TO NO!

ST G

Why St. Jim's were not lmol:\n by a
biggor marjin than two geles to e
when they played llm Remove ?

. »

Why the lh\umvuq best player was

dropl from the side without serremony ?
.~ » -

Why should all this |lrrwmml Jellusy

eggsist in a sivvilised skool ?
. " "

Who won the sack

Dayt

race on Sporly
» " *

And who pulled his (eem to vicktory
in tho tugi- uf -war ?

*» »

Wero his inishuh “W. G2 (Wise
Guess )

- - "

Who would have won the mile, the
100 yards, and the obstackle race, if only
tho ‘other bounders had et ki finish
1al? (W, (| 3 nL’m“ 1)

Whose lmniolu lu:cl-r l.n\\sud Kwile a
sensashun ¢
* ®

Why did noboddy but myself enter far
the sack race? Waas it bekawse they all
new  they  hadu't an erthly  chunse
against such a fine atherls 'lc s mo’

» ”

Who won_ the cating konlml which

took plaice direckly after the Sporls?
. ™ »

And vwho konsumed a duucn battels of
jinger-popp at one sitiing ?

- " &

Who i3 the finest “all-round ™ athee-
leto in tho Remove? Me, of corse!

ook at my serkumferanse!

N = .

What does Tlarry Wharton proprose
to do with the silver cup he won for
pulling off the bLizgest number of
evvents? 1 sujjest that he konverls the
cup into msh, and organizes a miduite
feest out of the proseeds!

¥ ® -

Who was the life and sole of the Sporls
Day proseedings?  And who brought all
the other kompetitors to heal? Who
gaye his rivals the order of the hool, sa
Hnr they failed to last? Ila, hat
Moddesty forbidels me mcmhunm‘ hir
by mame, buc he's the edditer of the
most flurrishing jernal in the kingdum !

Tig Porviat.—Ne. 100,
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A Special Report of the

“BILLY BUNTER'S WEEKLY.”

The Winter Sports at Greyfriars ca

P \chncsdny lnlsbl. E me off
I had arranged to carry off the 100

{he mile, and sack race, the obstuclcy:-‘;g:'

the Marathon, and throwing the cricket bali,

But somehow or other my arrangements fell

througl

In the 100 yards race I got off the mark
before the pistol went, and was disqualified.
In the mile I stopped halfway along the
course, and bhad a heated argument . with
Ogilvy. Words led to blows, and by the time
1 had sorted myself out the race was over

and won. . 29
When it came to throwing the cricket ball
1 felt that I was a certain winner. And so 1
* chould have been, if old Quclchy had not
pot in the way of the ball. The silly old
buffer was right in the line of fire, and he
stopped my effort with his chest! He was
quite ratty about it, too, for some unknown
reason. And if anybody had a right to be
ratty, shure, and it was myself, intoirely !
But_it's no use bubbering over spilt” milk
1t isn’t always a case of “the best man wins, o
and 1 must be content with taking a back

seat.

The Sports were a great success from start
to finish. It seemed as if the whole county
bad turned out for the occasion.

The royal family—in other words, the Head
and his wife and daughters—were present,
and I saw Sir Hilton Popper snorting up and
down like an old war-horse.

Sir Timothy Topham, the sporting baronet,
was on the spot, and the Cliffi House girls
turned out in full muster. 5

The first item on the programme, so far
as the Remove was concerned, was the
100 yards race. 3

As I hinted before, if I hadn't got off the
mark too soon I should have won in a
santer. As it was, I was disqualified, and a
thrilling race resulted in a win for Bob
Cherry, who beat IHarry Wharton by a short
peck. 1 might mention” that Billy Bunter
fell at the post. (Oh, reelly, Desmond! How
could you tell such woppers? You must be
a dessendant of Annie Nyas!—Ed.)

The obstacle race proved tremendously
exciting. Of course, Wun Lung had a big
pull in this event. He was as slippery as an
cel, and the way he squeezed himself between
the rungs of ladders, and so forth, was quite
uncanny. He finished a good first, with Squiff
sccond, nd Frank Nugent third. T can't
account for the fact that T lost this race—
unless it was because 1 failed to win!

Bolsover major won the gricket ball contest
with a mighty throw. Faith, and I thought
the dormitory windows were in danger!
(Bolsover told me afterwards that he had
been training for this event by throwing
small and inoffensive fags across the Close!)

The second best throw was Tom Brown's,
but it fell a long way short of Bolsover's.

The sack race was a scream! There were
twenty. entries for this event, but nineteen
fellows stood down at the last minute, and
Billy Bunter had the field to -himself. The
distance was thirty yards, and it took our
corpulent c¢hum the best part of the after-
noon to roll to the tape. (Ratts! Ay offishul
time was a frackshun of a sekkond !—Ed.)

The tug-of-war was a big triumph for
Bunter, who appeared in Harry Wharton's
é...am against a team captained by Vernon-
Smith.

They couldn't shift Billy for toffce! He
hung on to the rope like a fat limpet, and
Vernon-Smith’s team lost every pull. They

Tue PoruLaR.—No. 109,
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made a protest afterwards, on the grounds

that Billy Bunter excceded the regulation

weight, namely, two tons!

!hc half-mile was a good race. I made up
y mind to win it, but when I eaw Wharton
u1[<l Linley and Vernon-Smith flash- past me
like Jightning, I swiftly unmade my mind,
and sat down and had a rest!

There was a sensational finish to the race,
Linley overbauling Wharton in the last lap,
nndv winning by a bare yard.

Wharton got his own back in the mile. He
ran a neck-and-neck race with Bob Cherry,
and breasted the tape first.

. Ilm-gtl_v the race began, 1 said to Ogilyy:
T in hands down!”
Nof years!" he replied.

And’ his remark annoyed me ro much that

I stopped short in my stride, seized him by

¥

Billy Bunter lay back on the rope,
and thoy wore unable to shift him.

the serufl of the neck, and threw him off the
track. I was about to go on with the race
when I found that it was all over!

The Marathon was‘the crowning event, and
I should have won ecasily but for three
reasons: (a) I couldn’t keep pace with the
rest of the runners; (b) I lost my breath—and
one of my running-shoes at the same time;
and (¢) I retired from the race. As I say,
L should have won casily but for these
bandicaps. "

It was Harry Wharton who bagged the
honours at the finish. He ran a well-judged
race, and beat Mark Linley by about the
breadth of an eyelash.

Smithy was third, and Billy Bunter also
ran. (No, I didn't. I stoed down, so as to
give Wharton a chause!—Ed.

The egg-and-spoon race was won by Kipps.
It was only to be expected that an amateur
conjurer would pull off an event of this sort.

Billy Bunter was disqualified for eating his
egg. (I nevver! It bownced off the spoon
into my mouth.—Ed.)

Well, the Sports didn't pan out exactly as
1 hoped they would. All the same, it was a
very enjoyable day.

The pr di ter ted with a top-hol

Junior Common-room, and Billy

spread ir the )
Bunter won the first prize for stuffing. (If

Weekl

SPORTS DAY AT GREYFRIARS! |

By MICKY DESMOND.

BILLY BUNTER'S WEEKLY.

; that ihe readers of “Bi
will be intcrested to sec 1
They will be found on thi

I kn

ult of the Sports Day ¢

One
was the demand for Billy Ih]:]m T t:‘»,t.
edi; " in tug-of-war competiticns all over the
Proceedings, contributed to Solly % Co., of Courtfield Cour
hed t at chump, and asked

ling to pull for

1 be w g
ainst the police of the ©

gains

ented.
ould be concluded,
1 better not have
, as he believed

Bob Cherry told Billy
anything to do with the
they were wanting him.

or, and Bob

Billy wanted to know what {c
ctors were on

told him that the school insj
his t secause his contributions to his
A were o badly written, and the

he was cncouraging the

¥
spelling so awfal,
sample!

younger readers to follow his ¢

Of course, Billy was very indignant, and
insisted that everybody in the school spelt
badly save W. G. B, P.e. Tozet put the lid
on the suggestion in the end, for he flatly
refused to pull s rainst any team with Billy
Bunter in it. He'd rather pull against an
express engine, he said.
So Billy walked away
air, saying he was above pulling with
low fellows. They were not, however,
they pulled his nosel

. with lis nose in the
sueh
for

—WJWMWWMWWWWV\«W

LIST OF WINNERS IN THE

REMOVE FORM.
ARAAANAY

100 YARDS.

R. Chenry.
H. Wharton.
P. Todd
OBSTACLE RACE.
Wun Lung.

8. Q. L. Field.
', Nugent.

1st,
2nd,

3rd,

1st,
nd,

3rd,
THROWING THE CRICKET-BALL.
P. Bolsover.
2nd, T. Brown.

3rd, R. Rake.

SACK RACE.

(Only one com-

1st,

1st, W. G. Bunter.
peted.)
TUG-OF-WAR.
Harry Wharton's  Team defeated

Vernon-Smith’s Team.

Winners: H. Wharton, R. Cherry, .T':.
Nugent, J. Bull, IHurree Singh, Ts
Brown, M. Linley, and \W. G. Bunter.

IIALEF-MILE,
1st, M. Linley.
2nd, H. Wharton. | b
3rd, H. Vernon-Smitl.
MILE.

1st, 1I. Wharton.

2nd, R. Cherry.

3rd, T. Redwing.
MARATHON RACE.

1st, H. Wharton.
2nd, M. Linley. .
3rd, H. Vernon-Smith.

EGG-AND-SPOON RACE.
1st, O. Kipps.
2nd, R Chorry.
3rd, R. Russell.
(W. G. Bunter was dloqualified o

you say that agane, Desmond, I'll knock the
stufling out of you —Ed.)

eating his egg!)
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THE SPORTS

o

CHF SRS !
bought 3
battere:
like the one o
contribution,
stamped in every |
movement,

Ratty happens to be playing
the moment, o I've take
his study—and his type
to tell “you all the Sports
which camo off on Wednesday.

I'm afraid I didn’t disting
overmuch.,

(O

“top-hole
, jewelled

going

I didn’t go in for any.
Just before the Sports sta
holding & post-morte
rabbit pie, and T d
chango into my running-shc
However, I 1
the rases, and the
Figgins was the hero of

AN

ARAATVAVAL VAL ANAVAANANANA,

OF ST. JIMS!

By FATTY WYNN.

AR AAATAA AL AAAR AR AR AMATAL AURAA AR AL A AL VAR AARARANAS

erry by a short neck in the
Is, and he won the mile in

om these glorious viclories,
vor, the New House didn’t make
much of a show. It was Talbot of the
School House whe won the half-mile;
and Tom Moerry finished an ecasy first
in _the Marathon.

Jack Blake threw the
arther than anyono elso;
Alfred Grundy won the sackrace by
bowling all the other competitors over,

The School Houso won tho tug-of-
war after a fierco tussle; and IHerries
carried off the honours in the donkey-
race. always did say MHerries was
rather an ass!

Curiously enough, the high jump was
won by Cardew. Cardow's a lazy
, as a rule, but on this occasion
amped higher than everybody else

crickot-ball

and George

n

bably becauso Monty Lowther was
letting off crackers behind him !

There was a special race for ladies,
and Marvie Rivers gained a popular vie-
. She won on the post from Cousin

The latter was condoled v
sy, as follows:

**Nevah mind, deah gal! Even
best wunnahs come a cwoppah =
times! 1 myself should have won ih
Mawathon easily, if Tom Mewwy hadn't
ovahtaken me ™

There was a special race for the schonl
stafl, and—yo gods !—it was better than
a pantomime!

Ratty, and Selby, and Taggles the
porter made a fine trio.  And while they
struggled towands the tape, the crowd
burst intp song:

“Three prizo chumps !
Seo how they run!
an hear old Selby

snoit and

Aund Ratty will drop with heart-disease |
Three prize chumps!”

. Alter tho Sports, there was o gather-
g of the clans in the school tuckshop,
and 1 put away so many good things
that Figgy declared 1 deserved to Lo
put away myself!

Au revoir, dear readers!

MALANAN

VANARANANAAANAN

[ was me what sujje

I went up to old Railte
Sports were in  pr
klapped him on the b
say, old been,’
wavo been palls for =

uppon it at wun
“You could g
)
e

said.
I'll go and

“ Rip old
buffer !

And Railton sloped off.

Shortly afterwards it was ed

that their would be a speshul race fo
members of the staff, The 1st pr
was to be a bottle of jinn; the 2nd g

AAAANNRANALALANALANS
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THE MASTERS’

A Graffick Diskripshun of a Yew-neek Evvent by that Brillyant
Sporting Jernalist BAGGY TRIMBLE.

RACE!

a box of sig
toothpick
£ to kompete, Ratty 2 inkwired
of his kolleegue.
rather ! said Ratty. “But I
to bagg tho 1st prize|”

“

rs; and the 3rd prize n

g a strick tea-totaller, I'vo no
ottle of jinn.  The box of
peels to me more than any-

I shall make a point of fin-

¢ corse the kompetitors towed
¢ was  Railton and Ratty and
vy and Carrington, allso Linton and
Lathom, and Herr Schneider and Mon-
sicur Morny. And Taggles tho porter
d Toby the page were

allso taking

i ‘;'.:;ﬂcq was despritly ankshus to fin-
nish 1st, bekawse he’s very fond of a

dropp of jinn. And Here Schneides
isn't eggsactly a Poosyfoot, either.
Bang ! ,
Tha pistle rang out, and
raco begann, §
Taggles maid the pace, and Ratty and
Selby camo tearing along behind™ him.

the grato

As for Railton, he couldn't run for
tolfy. Mo was too konvulsed with
merrymont,

Theiv was a grato rore from the

krowd,

“Go it, yo cripples!”

“Tlirco to ono on Taggy 1"

“Put a sperk on, Ratty!”

Taggles, In spite of his yeers, was
running like a hair. And it scemed =er-
tain that he would be the 1st to reech
tho envveted gole. »

Just before he got to the tape, how-
evver, he becamo top-hevvy, aud went
down wallop,

Ratty, who was just behind, trido to
check himself, bekawse ho didn’t waul
to get homo 1st. But ho was unnable
to pull up in time, and he won the race
—and the bottlo of jinn.

Carrington camo in  sekkond, and
bagged the box of siggars. And Taggics
picked himself up in time to finnish 3rd.
ll_iplu( efforts wero rowarded with a tooth-
pick.

AAARALAAANAAVALARANAL VA AAAN AV
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SPORT SNAPSHOTS! :

By MONTY

LOWTHER.

ANANANANANA, A %

Baggy Trinble tells me that he did the
100 yards in ten seconds dead. He cer-
tainly cculdn’} hav c’doue IE alive !

Aubrey Racke declares that he ran
from the village to the school in just
nder five minutes. Was P..c. Crump
Phiakim?,

the senior mile Knox of the Sixth
ip]-:neged to have beaten ledaf‘e by a
neck. But then, Knox has got mackI
encugh for agyﬂung’l Nec”k-st, please !

vt from Greyirars states that
Ath:e‘xaggs’ sports the high jump was
on by Wun Lung’s minor. Well, he

- gertainly ought to be able to Hop Hil

Figgins tells us that he won the New
House mile comfortably. Yes, but what
did Fatty Wynn? 3

The obstacle race at Greyfriars was
won by Wun Lung. A very smart per-
formance for a fellow who's only Wun
Lung!

o - 2 . .

We understand that the kitchen cat
expired on Sports Day through drinking
an excessive quantity of milk. An on-
looker says that it showed signs of great
distress at thg "lustﬁlnp i/ l‘.

Congratulations to Percy Mellish, who
finished' third in the special half-mile for

slackers: (There were three runners!)

The CGreyfriars report also states that
Billy Bunter took part in several events.
We regret we had not the pleasure of
seeing a “tub " race! (Sarky beast!i—
Ep.)

» "

It is reported from Rookwood that
Tubby Muffin won a race. The goal
must have been the school tuckshop !

» » *

There were special races for ladids at
the St. Jim's sports. Cousin Ethel and
Marie Rivers participated in the junios
event, and Marie won by the flap of a
skirt. In the senior event Mr. Ratcliff
finished first. “But how could Ratty
possibly take part in a ladies’ race " you
will ask. The answer is obvious. Because
he’s an old woman !

*»

* *

‘George Alfred Grundy is a genius al
throwing the hammer. Ilis first shot
hit Mr. Rateliff on the nose. We under-
stand that Grundy afterwards received
a hammer-ing !

Tune Pornun.—-:fio. 10?
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BILLY BUNTER'S WEEKLY.

How I W:n the -:-
Rookwood Marrathen !

By TUBBY MUFFIN.

i ““ After the Sports comcs the feust,'” said
.0V

ell.
nd after the feast comes the reckoning!”
added Raby.

“Never mind about that,” 1 interrupted.
“ We'll have the feast first, and risk  the
reckoning. Did you sce about the grub, New-
come?™” 3

3, rather} I've laid In enough pro-
vender to relieve a starving garrison!”

“Good mant"” °

The races were over, and we were feeling
simply ‘ravenous as we made our way to
Study No. 10 on the Classical Side.

Lovell turned the door-handle, and then
he uttered a startled cxclamation.

My hat! The giddy door’s locked!”

“Ratg!” I said impatiently. = “Give it a
good push!” -

But the d

We paused in the
dismayed glances.

“Listen!” said-Raby suddenly.

The clatter of knives and forks came dis-
Linctly to our ecars. - -

“Somebody's raided our study!™ I
“Unlock this door, whoever you are

And I applied my clenched fists to the
pancls.

The next moment we had the surprise of
our lives. TFor the familiar voicc of Mr.
Bootles camc from within,

“Calm yourself, Silver! It is I—your Form-
master!” -

“You, sir!” T gasped. "But—but what—-""

“I am having tea with Mr. Mooncy.
Pardon me, my boy, but my own supplles
have run out, and 1 hope you do not object
to our tanking tea in your study. I shall, of
course, make a point of replacing the food
that we consumel”

We were fairly flabbergasted. The cool
cheelk of Mr. Bootles took our breath away.

“This is tho absolute limit!” gasped
Lovell. ancy old Bootles raiding our grub
like this!

loor rciused,lo budge.
passage, and exchanged

shouted.
"

By JIMMY SILVER.

“I suppose we must bear it, but it’s joliy
hard to grin!™ I said.
“Did you speak, Silver?” inquired Mr.

sir.- May we comc in, sir?”
ertainly not! I am holding an
portant discussi mn with Mr. Mooncy.

im-
Run

isped New-

Baﬂlcd and furious, we strolled out (nto the
quad.

“Let's take a peep at the beasts through
the window,” suggested Raby. “Hoist me up
on to your shoulder, Uncle James!"

I obeyed, and Raby was able to peer
through the study window. Then he uttered
a whoop like a Red Indian.

“What's up?”’ I asked.

“We've been  spoofed!"™ yelied Baby.
“‘Bootles isn’t in the study at all—and neither
is I:I(‘;wm, ]

en who the merry dickens—"

“It's Tubby Mufln—and Billy Bunter of
friars! And Bunter's been working off

ventriloquism on us!™ =

y only aunt! Come on, you fell

We rushed back into the buildin
moment later we were hurling our
weight against the study door.

After n flerce onslaught, the deor was
swept off its hinges, and we ewarmead into
the apartment,

. “Too late!” panted Newcome., T
ing rotters have scotfed all our grub!

“Oh, really, you fellows—" protested
Billy Bunter, jumping to his fect in a
“We—we haven't touched a thing!
simpl, me in bere_to b a diseussion
about my * Weekly.' Muffin’s one of iy sub-
editors, you kvow!'

“Birds of a feather:” grunted Lovell
“And we'll treat ‘em both alike!

The next instant the podgy form of Wil-
linm George Bunter went careering through
the open window. And the cqually podgy
form of Tubby Mufin followed. When we
peered out into the quad, we saw the two
fat marauders rolling on the ground, locked
in an affectionate embrace. And we left
them to sort themselves out at leisure.

(Nuthing of the sort, Silver, you be
You no jolly well that Muflin.and me g
you a jolly good licking} And it served you
rite !I—Ed.)

b
nd a
united

he thiev-

G

s

THE ROOKWOOD
_RACE!

Verses by Tommy Dodd.
Ilustrations by the Typewriter. 3

A

3
;
3
:

Five runuers in the gateway stand,
Yrect and keen—a worthy band:
1T+ <y LR LR § I

The sportsmen cheer, the crjlics scoff,
The pistel goes—and now they're oft:

A e

Ard presently you hear loud groans,
Thoy've stumbled on a vow of stones:

OO0 E0= 20

And then, kuocked down by several cars,
The runners sce a row of stars:

N S

= »

# * 3
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The decpening dusk tha landscape blots,
The runners seem like tiny dots:
. wo e

On, on they go; past glorious views,
Until they sight a clump of yews:

And still they race, past woods and trees.
They dare vot stop to take their case:

e ° ¢ e o

Pedestrians_view, with mild surprise,
The resolution in their eyes:
VRS T 1SENY
The school's in sight ! The chaps enthuse !
Spectators are lined up in quenes:
q a qQ q qa

A final spuri! See how they ran!
By Tormny Cook the race is won:

5, my deer boy,” faid m
soar me, “if you

gle evvent on Spo
of pockit
wurds wringing
in

1 entered m
twely

Wi

il dubble yore s
With these jenneru

cars, I maid up my mind to cxti
when Sports Day came round.
name for evvery evvent. Thelr were v
races altogether, and I new I was bound to
win at least one of ther
But sumhow evverything went rong
beginn with, 1 ran in the 100 yards race
when I had done @4 yards I felt o fagg
that T had to tern round and come ba
agane!

Lln the mile I was hopelessly bect
hekawse T failed to get my sevventh wind

should have won the 3-mile all rite, but the
pistle went off before 1 reddy
In the sack race 1 came a terrifick Krop

just as I was about to brest the :
I mixed up the high-jump and the long-jump
lost them both! -

kettle of fish I said

d
{car’s a pretty
to myself,
cvvent.  Their is only

Iy must win that, or

“So far I have failed in evyery
the Marrathen left.
in the

dye

cere a duszen runncrs in all, ¥
Co. were taking part, of corse, and

Suddingly | herd'a grate rore bo-
hind mgoynnd a mad bull came
tearing after meo.

<0 were the three Tommies from the Mod-
dern Side, They larfed very much when ther
soar that I was kompeeting.
Then old Bootles blew a shrill blarst on
his pistle, and the grate race started.
Away we shott like stoncs from a catter-

ult. %

In the choking hcet of the winter after-
noon we spedd away like hairs. - /

1 was among the 1st to recch the \'I»“l Iae,
and 1 calied in at the bunshopp f(_lr‘ lite te-
freshments, When L1 emerjed, I dishovered,
to my. horror, that all the other felloes were
in frunt of me.

“Now, Tubby,” I said tor
pull  yoresell together!
charje! On, Muftin, on!” s

I ran so swiftly that my feat didn’t tuch
the ground. But I was unnable to gance on
the felloes in frunt.

And then a startling thing happend.

Jimmy Silyer had the misforchunc to twist
i ie, and he dm&t} out of the race.

Shortly afterwards, Lovell, Kaby. !\S‘_\‘comv,
Teddy Grace, and Tommy Dodd lost there
way, and go‘g on to tho rong rpdc. .

Prezzently I had the sattisfackshun of seeing
Tommy Ceok and Tommy Doyle kellapse in

elf, “yon must
je,  Tubby—

m
Cha

Then Lacy dropt oub, and their was only
Morny and myself left in the racc.

Morny kept in frunt of me all the war,
untill the skool gates were sited. 3

But suddingly I herd a grate rore behind
me, and I soar a mad bull tearing after me.

Feer lent me wings, and I cuvvered the
remaining _distanse before you could say
“What a fine runner Muflin is! I've neyver
scen such a magniffisent display in all my
natcheral !"

Well, deer reeders, to cut a long story.

el LRevloe o1

short, L romped home a neezy 1st. Morning-
ton was sckkond, and the bull Srd.
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s THE COLONIAL CO.
IN TROUBLE! b
(Continucd frem page 8.) ::
e e e e e T e T e N e

appreci
whatever
“But I assure you—"
“Eunough !

“You—you're

Lty

n of practical jokes

ejaculated Carth ay.
Yes, sir, T am going!" shouted the
major. “I have no appreciation what-

ever, sir, of a misplaced sense of humour.
So these are the little prep: i
tald me you had made for n
*“Nunno! Not at all
The major strode out of

House. Carthew
with fury and dism
was a somewhat
tleman, and his ¢
very care

School
followed him, crimson

the

Major Carthow

d his 1

At the best

po sible to keep the che
ma a good hum

8o your fne
previous
1

1ds are partie
practical  joke, M

o'ro not my frienc
“They're only ¢
ha, ha!”

major.
very - funny
to attempt to tri

a room reek
doubt  yon
smothered with it

_L
hored

o with

tnjoy t
enjoy 1ty

frienc - of 3
Ho strode on grimly, w ar

h's heels, pouring out aj S 1

planations, hardly knowing what he was

saying in his confusion and dismay.

\ veli of laughter from the juniors
followed them

The smajor's unfortunate misapprehen-
sion struck them as comical, and the sight
of Carthew stalking him to the gates, en-
deavouring to explain, tickled the juniors
immensely.  The major refused to hear a
word,  He interrupted his almost frantic
nep!

sw with a series of ferocious snorts.
He strode out of the unheeding the
ct's almost hysterical expostulations.
hew stopped at the gates, and his
face was & as he watched his dis-
tinguizhed visitor stalking away down
the road. )

The case was evidently hopeless.

“Aum-mum-my hat!” groaned Car-
thew. ‘‘Ie'sgone! The silly old fool !

The prefect, in a towering rage, strode
back to the School House.

His visitor was gone—without leaving
the handsome tip, for the sake of
which Carthew had been willing to
endure the visit.

‘There would have to be humble letters
of explanation, which might bring the old
gentleman round in time.  Meanwhile,
(arthew was anxious to find the fag who
had prepaved that pleasant surprise for

seleeted
out 1n

him. e hurried to his study,
his stoutest ashplant, and set

scarch of Cpuroy of the Fourth.
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Paying the Piper!
IMMY SILVER & CO. had come in
J after the football match, and the
Colonial Co. had gone to their
study. Van Ryn and Pons were
locking rather grave. Conroy's little
effort in Carthew's study was fuuny
enough, in its way; but there were cer-
tain consequences to follow,  Prefects
could mnot be treated like ordinary
mortals. But Conroy’s chums were quite
prepared to stand by him in facing the
music.
A heavy step in the passage warned
them that the enemy was at hand.
*IHere comes Carthew ! said Pone.
sunds rather in a hurry,” grinned
Conroy.

door was flung open, and the

For Your Young Brother!

Sixth-Former strade in,  ashplant
hand.
His face was furious.
He gave ono glare round the study,
arted for Conroy.  The Cornstalk
picked up a cvicketstump from
table.
Come

Put

mn

on
that

he said invitingly.

stump  down!" roared

you within an inch of your

ead!”

ran at him, lashing oul with
nt.
1 ash !

( s
The stump came into play, and Con-
fenced with it as if it had been a

wshplant went  whivling oul of
s hand, and crashed into a
The prefect staggeved back as
siness end of the stump jabbed on
coat.

and Van Ryn looked on, grin-

¢ wero ready to go to tho rescue
ry, but it did not seem

woy was holding his own,
“Put down that stump!”

Carthew.

“Are you going to make it ‘pax?”

asked Conroy.

“I-1—I——" Carthew stuttered with
rage. Making it **) ' with a fag was
wiles beneath the dignity of a Sixth
Form prefect,

“Well, is it pax?”

“I'll emash you!”

*“Then I may as well begin,” vemarked
Conroy, and he lunged again with the
stump, and Carthew gave a fiendish yell.

“Yarooch !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hallo ! Trouble in the family ?” asked
Jimmy Silver, looking in. *Hallo, Car-
thew! Is that a new step-dance?”

“Xeep it up!” said Lovell en-
couragingly. “T'll get my tin whistle, if
you lll!ﬁ. You can’t dance without
music,

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Carthew rushed at Conroy again. He
was almoest beside himself by this time.
ITe did not heed the jab of the stump,
though it hurt,,and” he grasped the
junior in his muscular arms,

* Now, you young villain !” he panted.

“Rescue !” gasped Conroy.

Pons and Van Ryn rushed in.

The prefect was grasped by two pairs
of hands, and dragged off his victim,

“Let go!” roared Carthow.

“Rats! Kick him out !”

“Outside, you rotter!”

“Yarooch ! Help I”

shricked

9

“Great pip!” murnwred Jimmy
iver.

“Bg gad, what a cirens " remarked
Mornington, sauntering to the spat,
“What a giddy entertainment! FPile
in I?

“Let go, you young scoundrels!™
roared Carthew, struggling furiously m
tha grasp of the Colonial Co.

“Outside  with  him!” panted Van
R‘\‘n. *Clear back, there, you fellons

Tho juniors m the passage prompiy
cleared out.

In o struggling heap, the thice
Colonials and” the Sixth-Former cane
swaying towards the dorway.

There was a sudden yell from the
direction of the stairs,

“Cave!”

“Look out!" gasped Jimmy Silver,
“Here comes Bootles !”

*Cave, you duffers!

But the excited combatants did not
head, even if they heard. The Coloniad
Co. had tho upper hand now, and Car-
thew was coming out.

AMr. Bootles, with a frowning bre
camo rustling along the passage tow
tho study whenco the commotion
I‘l‘\‘ll\‘( N

He arrived jusi as the Colonial ‘o,
with a final effort, hurled the gasping
prefect through the doorway, 3

Crash |

Carthew of the Sixth landed fuirly at
the Form-master's feet. -

My, Bootles jumped back.

“Bless my soul!  Carthew !

“Gurrerergh

“Carthew

pro-

it you?”

“Waaooow !
“What!  What!" Mre.  Bootles
looked astonished  and  seandalised.

“Carthew, I am shocked!
rageous 1"

** Giroooohoooh

Curthow sat up dazedly, locking very
dusty and dishevelled.

Mr. Bootlesa' eyes were fixed sternly
upon him.

“Ia this your idea, Carthew, of the
dignity of the Sixth Form?” he rapped
out. “llow dare you, « prefect, enter
into such horseplay with juniors of the
Fourth Form ? It js scandalous !

“Gerrrrh !”

“T shall report this to
thundered Mr. Bootles.
learn, Carthew, that a Sixth-Form pre-
fect  cannot enter into such noisy,
obstreperous games as this with boys of a
lower Form !”

Carthow _stuttered with rage. It was
bad enough to be pitched neck and crop
out of a junior study, without being sup-
posed to be playing a game with juniors.

 J—I-—I—"" ha gasped.

What! What!”

This is ont-

"

the Head!”
“You will

“Tt i3 scandalous !

“T haven't—"

“I can believe my eyes, Carthew.
There is no occasion for laughter, my
boys. Thig is a serious matter.”

“T havo been 4ssaulted by juniors!™
yelled Carthew  “I've been pitched out
of that study!”

“Bless my soul! You were not play-
ing a_game, then, Carthew 7"

“Ia, ha, ha!”

“Silence! Answer me, Carthew!”

“Of course, I wasn't!” hissed Carthew.
“T have been attacked by those young
scoundrels—""

“What! What! Kindly do not usa
such expressions in the presence «f
younger boys, and in my presence, Car-
thew ! said Mr. Bootles severely. ™
am surprised at you!”

Carthew almost choked.

“Now, what is the matter ?"” said M.
Bootles majestically,  *“Calm_yourself,
Carthew. 'f‘his display of excitement is

very unbecoming in a prefect!”
Tue Porvrar.—Neo. 100
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Carthew spluticred. e was not think-
i+ just then of what was becoming.

“I've been attacked. My study has
been mucked up with whitewash by
Conroy, and I was attacked when I came
frere to punish him ! he panted.

‘Indeed ! That lets in a new light on
tho matter,” said Mr. Bootles, in a
judicial way. “You should have ex-

0] quedltbatiat first, Carthew.”

“ Do not interrupt me, Carthew. Your
manner is nof respectful. I repeat that
this_excitement is unbecoming and out
of place.”

Carthew looked at Mr. Bootles as if
he would eat him. He would rather
have given the ashplant to Mr. Bootles
ihan to Conroy at that moment. That,
however, was scarcely feasible.

“ Have you damaged Carthew's study,
Conroy 7"

*“Yes, sic!"”

““Ahem! What did you do?"”

 Whitewashed it, sir.” 3

“Bless my soul! Why did you do that,
Conroy 7"

** Because that rotter—"

“Eh?”

“I mean, becauso Carthew fagged me
and licked me for nothing.” % i

“My own fag was out, sir—""

“Conroy, I am surprised. You are a
new, boy here, but surely you must be
aware that it is necessary to treat prefects
-wilh respect! It will be my duty to
punish you severely, Conroy.”

““Yes, sir,’” said Conroy.

. “Those others have laid hands on me,
sir,” spluttered Carthew.

“Van Ryn and Pons, you will take five
hundred lines each, and stay in the next
half-holiday to write them out!” said Mr.
Bootles severely.

ESON

“Conroy, you will follow me.”

“Very well, sir.”

“T shall punish this infraction of dis-
cipline,” said Mr. Bootles. “At the
same time, Carthew, I must repeat that 1
do not approve of your general line of
action. This excitement is unbecoming—
mwost unbecoming !

And Mr. Bootles whisked away down
the passage, followed by Conr leaving
the bully of the Sixth grinding his
teeth. .

The Form-master glanced into Car-
thew's study, to sce what damage had
been done. e almost fell down at the
sight of the whitewash.

“Bless my soul! This is—is out-
rageous!” he exclaimpd. “Tollow me,
Conroy. I shall punish you very

severely,”

“Yes, sic.”

Conroy did not enjoy the next five
minutes in Mr. Bootles’ study. IIe had
cailed the tune, and now the time had
comie to pay the piper. He went through
the infliction with grim fortitude. Six
on cach hand was an unusual pun
ment for the mild Mr. Bootles to inflicf,
but he felt that the case required it. Ie
was breathing rather hard when he laid
down the cane. &

“You may go, Conroy.

“Thank you, sir!” murmured
Junior - 2

“T hope this will be a warning to you,
Cenroy . 5

“1 hope so, sir,” said Conroy
murely. R

Mr. Bootles coughed, and the junior
Joft the study. e was twisting himself
into various weird attitudes as he came
back to the Fourth I'orm passage.

“Had it bad?” asked Jimmy Silver
svmpathetically.

“ Yow-ow-ow ! 5 e

“Sure, and ye wero askin for it in-

ly, " said Flynn consolingly.

T
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“ Wow-wow !

“How many ?" asked Raby.

“Six on each paw, and regular
twisters!"  groaned the Australian.
“Wow-wow ! I didn't know old Bootles
was such an athlete! Yoow-ow!”

“Never mind; you've made Carthew
sit up,” said Newcome.

“Yow-ow! Bootles has made me sit
up, I know that.”

“Belter let Carthew alone after this,”
grinned Mornington. 3

“Oh rats!”

Conroy went into his study. Van Ryn
and Pons were looking a little blue.
Five hundred lines and a gating were
rather a high price to pay, even for the
pleasure of handling the bully of the
Sixth.

Conroy was slill rubbing his hands
dolefully when Bulkeley of the Sixth
looked into the study grimly.

‘“You three are wanted,” he said.

“Oh dear! More trouble!" sighed
Peons

Bulkeley grinned a little.

“You're to go to Carthew's study, and
clean it up,” he said.

“Oh crumbs !

“It's got to be mada spick-and-span,
and as clean as a new pin; Form-
master’s orders,” said Bulkeley. * You'd
better think a bit, Conroy, before you
whitewash a Sixth Form study again.”

“Oh erumbs!”

Bulkeley strode away, and the Colonial
Co. looked at one another.

“Well, we might have expected that,”
said Conroy, after a pause.

“Oh, you ass!" groaned Van Ryn.
“It will take us pretty nearly all the
evening, I should thir

“Oh, you fathead!” said Pons. “I've
o jolly good mind to bump you !

In somewhat doleful spirits the three
juniors proceeded to Carthew's study.
They set to work.

It was a long task.

Conroy had done his work thoroughly
with the whitewash—too thoroughly, as
he was now veady to admit himself.

By the time the study was cleaned the
three juniors were fived out, and in a
state that required cleaning themselves.

Carthew came in as they finished, and
grinned as he looked round the room.

“That’s a bit better!” he remarked.
“T think I'll keep you cheeky young
scoundrels in order! Get out!”

And the cheerless Co. got out without

a word. They limped away to their own
quarters, and the sight of the dirty and

fatigued tric made the Classical juniors
chuckle. -

“Not quite so funny now—what?”
chortled Townsend.

“Oh, shut up!” growled Conroy.

The Colonial Co. were late beginning
iheir prep, and they were too tired to
give it much attention.

“Carlhew’s got the best of us this
time,” remarked Conroy, when the work
was done at lasu

“ Looks like it, fathead!”

“Tt was a good idea, whitewashing his
study, all the same.”

“Brer-r-rr !

“One swallow doesn't make a sum-
mer,” said Conroy. “We shall get the
best of it next time.”

“There isn't going (o be a next time,
fathead! I'm fed up with Carthew!”

“Rots! This study has got to get
even!” 3

“Brrr-rrr!”  snorled Pons  and
Van Ryn together. They had had

enough of Carthew and all his works.
But the Australian junior was deter-
mined, and his active brain was at work.
Carthew, of the Sisth, had not yet done
with the Colonial Co.

If You Like ** Billy Bunter's Weekly,’’ You Will Enjoy Reading—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Up Against It!
IMMY SILVER & CO. were very
sympathetic.
The Colonial Co, were *
against it.”

Carthew of the Sixth made a sp
mark of them, and there were many v
in which a prefect could make hin
unpleasant to juniors.

The Colonial Co. were by no mean
perfect youths, and a prefect who 1
it his special business to keep an eye on
them, and catch them tripping, was cec-
tain to find many opportunitie

If Van Ryn slid down the ba ers into
the hall, Carthew was sure to spot him,
and report the same to Mr. Bootles. i
Pons kicked a football along the passage,
Carthew appeared on the spot as if by
magic, and there were lines or detention.
1 Conroy, especially, broke any rule.

largo or small, Carthew w rlain to get
wind of it, and to sece that condign
punishment  was yisited upon the
offender.

Carthew had set himself the task of
bringing the Colonial Co. to heel.

The Australian junior looked very
thoughtful when the Colonial Co. went
in to tea. Pons and Van Ryn were
thoughtful, too. Carthew’s persecution
was getting on their nerves. Yet thev
did not quite see how it was to be dealt
with, unless they toed the line and ate
humble pie to the extent that the bully of
the Sixl‘\ required, which was not to bo
thought of.

“We're not standing it!” said Conroy
suddenly.

“I don't quite see what clse wo o
do,” said Van Ryn. “The beast’s gol a
down on us. And a prefect is a big pro-
position to tackle.” v

“He wants to make us crawl, like
Towny and that set!” said Conroy, with
contempt. “Catch us! He won't hear

ing, ¢ Please, Carthew !" and * Yes.
:w !” and ‘ No, Carthew, please!”
That’s not quite the style of tlis stuc

““No jolly fear!” said Van Ryn

phatic

e got to make him sit up
understand that we're better left alone
remarked Conroy.

“No more of your dashed whitewash-
ing!” growled Pons,

Conroy langhed.

“ Besides, we've got to show the end
study that wo can keep our end up,” ho
said.  “This study ought really to be
top study in the Fourth.”

*Ahem !

“And
Conroy.

Pons and Van Ryn groaned in cliorns

“Look here, you silly asses, J
good idea !” insisted Conroy.
an idea for handling Carthew—

“Bow-wow !"

‘“ And smothering him with soot—

“Fathead !

“And in a way that will make i
ible for him to lay a complaint !
Rats !”

“ Honest injun, you asses!
“Well, go ahead!” said

I've .gnt an idea,” added

"

1] Pons caun
tiously, *“We'll sce.”
“You know the cad breéaks bounds
sometimes at night ?” said Conroy. *“ All

the Fourth knows it, for that matter.
I'm not thinking of giving him away
the beaks, of course. That's outside the
limit.”

“Couldn’t prove it if we did,” said Van
Ryn.. “He's too_ jolly cautious te be
caught. He would always have some
excuse.”

“I shouldn’t wonder. But, as a matter
of fuct, T happen to know that he
out to-night.” R

“Let him go, and be blowed !" 3

“Tubby heard Gowe king of it to

st
Mornington—you - kno Tubby hears
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everything.” " p
know the blac
ing to what Tubl
out to-night at h
have a key to the «

ued Conroy. . *“We
ard does it, and, ace
) Id me, he's go
ten. Prefec
gate; he lets him-

self out.”
“Well, we shall be in the dorm then,”
said Pons,

“We sh\}l be in the quad!” said

Conroy co

*“We can get out of the
dorm.

a2 going to collar Carthew at

A other him with scot. He
won't be able to say

Conrey & Co, did not settle down to
sleep. At ten minutes past ten they were
out of bed and dressing in_the dark. &
sloepy voice came from Jimmy Silver's

be
3 ".“H‘xl‘.n. vou fellows. Better chuck

.
u'll make a muck up of it, you
know!"  admonished Uncle James.
“Rettor leave Carthew to the end study;
we're up to his weight!™

* Bow-wow !

Jimmy grinned, and settled down to

Had the Head been aware that Car
thew was in the babit of dropping in it
the Bird-in-Iand to sce Joey Hook a0 |
his select circle of sporting acquaintane -«
the prefoct would not have troubleld
Rookwood with his presence much longer,

“Here we are!” murmured Conroy. ¢«
the school wall loomed up. *“Iere’s (he
gate! Not half-past yet.”

“Jolly cold waiting here!”

“Why did you forget io bring a stove

or an electric radiator?™ asked Conroy
sorcastically.

a word about it
without  explaining
why he

out at half-y
at  nigl
guess ho won
to explain  ths
tho Iead.”

*“Ha, - ha! No

eoo it

k it better to go

Ryn nodded.
o'll do it,” he

settled.

Tho Colonial Co.
were busy that
evening.

Van Ryn found a
bag, and a quantity

of soot was raked
down several chim-
neys to fill it. That
part of the task was
not difficult.

this a practical joke 2 '

‘Do you think that this room is in a state for me to enter 7'’ thundered the major. ‘‘Is
‘* Q-g-good-heavens ! '’ gasped Carthow.
It was covered all over with whitowash.

Heo blinked in the study.
(See chapter 3.)

Tho bag of sooct
was concealed in the box-room during the
ovening.  The Colonial Co. went up to
bed with the juniors, as usual, in a very
cheery mood.” Jimmy Silver & Co. had
seon tho preparations, and they knew
the echame, and they grinned over it;
but they had their doubts.

According to the Fistical Four, only the
end study was equal to the task of deal-
ing with the Sixth. But they cordially
wished the Colonial Co. good luck.

Carthew of the Sixth saw light out for
the Clasical Fourth that night. He
bestowed a scowl upon Conroy & Co,

“Have you done your lines,
Ryn?"” he asked.

““Not yet,” said the South African.

“They are doubled, then!” said
Carthew.

“Thanks!”

“And if you don’t show them up by
tea-time to-morrow you will be re-
ported !”” added the prefect.

“Thanks so much!” said Van Ryn un-
petur.ably, and the juniors chuckled.

Carthew scowled and quitted the
dormitory.

Van

sleep.  The Colonial Co, finished dressing,
and crept silently from the dormitory.

Most of Rookwood was in bed, and the
upper passages were dark. The three
juniors groped along to the box-room,
the bug of soot was dropped lightly out
of the window, and the juniors climbed
after it.

A thick mist from the sea pervaded the
quadrangle. and through it the shapes of
the old beeches loomed up dimly. i

“Grooh !” mumbled Pons. “What a
night!”

““All the better—we shan’t be seen.”

“Got the soot?”

‘“Here it is!”

“Come on, then!?

The juniors groped their way across
the quadrangle, stumbling into the trees
every now and then. They reached the
little gate, to which the masters and pre-
fects of the school had their own keys.
Prefects, of course, were not supposed to
use their keys for letting themselvesoutat
alate hour of thenight. Carthew’srelaxa-
tions of that kind were a dead secret, or

50 he supposed.

“Oh, rats!”
“Bhush! Mum’s: the word 1"
And the Co. settled down to wait,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Simply Awful !
ALF-PAST ten sounded fainty
throug" the mist.

The olonial Co. waited.

Tt was difficult to see in the
mist, but they could not mistake Carthew
when he came. They would hear the key
grating in the lock, even if they did not
ceo the prefect. Conroy held the bug
open, ready to deliver the soot.

Tley had not long to wait,

Apparently Tubby Muffin's information
was well-founded. ~ Five minutes after
the half-hour there was a footfall from
the direction of the house. \

Conroy nudged his compavnions.

“Took out!” he breathed.’ A

“Quiet, you ass!” murmured Pons.

“Shurrup, Pong!”
Tue Porurar.—No. 109,
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“Took here—"

“Shurrup !

The juniors scarcely breathed as the
footsteps came nearer. A form in an
overcoat loomed up faintly. and there
was a grating sound as a key rubbed on
a lock, finding the keyhole.

“(Go it!" muttered Van Ryn breaih-
lessly.

Conroy sprang forward, the bag in Zis
Lands.

The figure at the gate swung round,

siartled by the sound behind him.
woooosh !
As the dim form turned Conroy fairly
ped it with the open bag, There was
F dden rush of soot, and a weird acd
wild  gurgle from - the unfortunate
1ecipient of the soot,

“Gurrreggrgrgr !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

- “Shush!”

Gurrrrg ! Guggggag '™
swayed and stumbled,
There was a clink on

“ Grooogh !
The figure
piuttering wildly.

B

the zround of a fallen key.
*Gug-gug-gug ! What—what! Bless
wy soul!” Groogh! Help! Help!”

Conroy & Co., almost suffocating with
sappressed laughter, were making for the
house. But at the sound of that voice
they halted, dumbfounded.

In a frozen whisper Conroy gasped:

** Bootles ! |

TFor it was not the voice of Carthew of
the Sixth—it was the voice of M.
Bootles the master of the Fourth, that
vmm'latcd from amid the cloud of clinging
szot !

* Bootles !" stuttered Van Ryn.

“Bub-bub-bub-Bootles I stammercd
Pons.

“Oh, my hat!”

“Grereerrhehiee ! Help! T am suffo-
cated!  Help Grooooooch ! came
from the unfortunate Mr. Boolles, as he
gouged wildly at the soot.

“PBootles !” moaned Van Ryn. “What
was he going out for at this time of
yight? The silly ass! Ie never goes
at night—"

*Grocoh! Help! Gurrrg!”

There were hurried footsteps in the
misly quad, and a running figure ran
fairly into the horror-stricken juniors. It
was Carthew of the Sixth.

“Who's that? Conroy! Van Ryn!
You young rascals! What are you doing
out o? your dormitory—""

“Help! Gurrg! Help!” 3

The three juniors fled in the mist. Car-
thew hurried on towards the gln(c._ In
the mist a figure loomed up with wildly-
waving arms,

““Mr. Boolles!

Is that you?" gasped

Carthew. 5

“Grooh! Yes. I have been attacked
—smothered with something!  Bless my
soul! Groooh!"”

Carthew drew a quick breath. He did
ot need telling what had happened, and
he thanked his stars that he had mnot
arrived at the gate at the same time as
Mr, Bootles. He had been on his way to
the gate when he heard the disturbance.

“Tet me help you, sir,” he gasped.
«T—T heard somebody in the quad, and
—and came out to see who—who it was.
Ahem! I have just spotted three juniors
out of bed—three of the Fourth—-

“Groogh! What is this clinging to
me. Carthew—what is it?”

The prefect sniffed.

**Soot, sir!” 2

“Bless my soul! Gug-gug-gug!”

“Let me help you iu, sir. I can point
out the perpetrators of this outrage at
once,” said Carthew, with  much

isfaction,

SMHLC took liold of the Form-master’s arm
in a rather gingerly manner, and led the
gasping and spluttering gentleman to-

Seards the Louse. Mr. Bootles hardly
TaE
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scemed to know whether he was on lis
head or his heels.

“It  is—is atrociov he gasped.
“Unheard-ofl.} The ched boys must
have known I was going, and lay in wait
for me—groooh.”

“Of course they did, &ir,” said Car-
thew, grinning in the mist.

He could guess very accurately whom
the juniors had been in wait for, but he
was not likely to tell Mr. Bootles that.

“They must have learned that I was
going to sit with the vicar to-night
gasped Mr. Bootles. It is ex
ordinary, as I do not remember mention-
ing to anyone but the Head that Mr.
Sweady was ill.”

*Bavesdropping, most likely, sir,” said
Carthew, who knew v well that the
Colonial Co. knew nothing at all of A
Sweady’s illness, or of ) Bootl
Lenevolent intention of sitting with him,
If they had had the slightest idea of it,
they would not have been within fifty
yards of the gate that evening.

“Yes, yes, doubtles Carthew,”
gurgled Mr. Bootles.  *Thank yon for
coming so promptly to my help. Groogh!
Gug-gug-gug!”

Carthew, manfully repressing a strong
desive to chuckle, piloted the unfortunate
gentleman into the house. It was evi-
dent that the suffering Mr. Sweady
would not have the pleasure of Mr. |
Bootles” company that night.

Meanwhile, three scared juniors had
scutiled into the dormitory of the Clas-
sical Fourth in a state of mind that wos
decidedly unenviable. Conroy’s masterly
schema for “getling oven ™ with the
bully of the Sixth had been a ghastly
failure—even the hopeful Cornstalk could
not deny that.

“Iallo, how did it go?”
Jimmy Silver, as they came i

“Did you give him the soot?
Lovell.

Conroy groaned.

“Yes, we gave him the scot!” |

“Good man!™

“Only it wasn’t Carthew!”

“Th?”

“It was Bootles

“Bootles!” yelled Jimmy Silver.

There was a howl of merriment from
one end of the dormitory to the other.

“Bootles! Oh, Gum!”

“Bootles " shrieked TLovell.
sooted Bootles !

“How could we tell in the dark?

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Wo thought it was Carthew——

“Ia, ha, ha!”

“Oh, -my Aunt Matilda!” gasped
Jimmy Silver. “Tumble in—quick!

yawned

|
|

chuckled

“You've

»

A large  packet of
YANKEE - PANKEE s
given Ioose inside every
copy of this  week's
“MERRY & BRIGHT,”
in which appears the first
of'n grand new series of
pioture  adventuras of
NELLIE WALLACE, the
famous comedienne.
BUY vour copy TO-DAY!
Ask for

NOW ON SALE!

You'll have to prove a jolly strong
for this!™
The Colon
in. But there was no sl b
the Classical Fourth. They expected
visit from Mr. Bootles. And they
not long to wait. There were foctstej
in the passage, and the door was thrown
open, and the electric light turned or
The juni i
at the fearsome figure
itself in the doorway.
They guessed that it was Mr, Bootles.
But the little Form-ma
unrecognisable. Soot smothe
blotted him out, as it were,
with soot from head to foot.
the awful seriousness of the mom
i chortle ran  througl

In :1’

Pons !™
mufiled
ot had found its way
ou were out of ¥

y! Van Ryn!
voice came in

Jootles
Seme of the
his mouth, Y
mitory a fow minntes ago. It was 3
who——" R
“It was a mistake, si
Y

s a | 1" gasped Con
_“ We didn’t know it was you, sir!"
msense

we thought it was

Carthew,
> What reason conld ye
for supposing that Carthe
ng out at such an hour

n; Iiven upon your own con-

. you intended to make this out

ault upon a prefect! Look at

dered Mr. Boot “This is

! You may remaiu in bed. 1

shall not deal with you now. But to

morrow morning you will be flogged
by the Head. Grooooogh!™

And Mr. Bootles turned out the light,
slammed the door, and retired.

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Jimmy Silver,
“Poor old Bootle

Poor old us!™ groaned Van Ry:
A flogging in the morning! My
hat!”

., vou asked for it, an'

take,” chuckled Mornington.

““ This has been a bit of a failure!™ said
Conroy. 3

“Only a bit?" hooted Pons.

“We  haven't dished Carthew this
time!”

“No, you ass, you'
“ But next time
“Next time!" shricked Van Ryn and

Pons together.

“Yes,” said Conroy coolly, ““next time.
Hallo, what the merry thunder are you
up to?"”

Van Ryn & Co. did not explain what
they were up to—it really did not need
explaining. In their present mood, the
mention of “next timo ™ was a little more
than they could stand. They scrambled
out of bed, and grabbed Conroy.

“There!” gasped Van Ryn, as Canroy
struggled in vain in the grasp of his -
dignant chums. “There, you ass!
There, you fathead ! I suppose noxt tin
you'll want us to soot the Ilead or the
board of governors—what? There's not
going to be any next time, you dangerouy
lunatic! Give him another!"

Bump! Bump!
“Yew-ow-ow !

Pons and Van Ryn went back to bed
somewhat comforted. Conroy crawled
into bed aund grunted. He did not men-
tion ““next time . again.

But there was going to be a “next
timo 7 ; the Cornstalk junior was quits
determined on that.  And next time
Carthew of the Sixth was to be made to
“sit up "—at all events, Conroy vas

uite determined about it. The bully of
the Sixth was yet to discover that he had
met more than his match in the Colonial

Q. . THE END.

(Another splendid story of Rookwood,
entitled ““ The Whip Hand!” _ By Owen
Conquest.)

e dished us!™
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THREADS OF THE STORY.
Adrian Vaughan, after having rerved five
years, leavea Dartm Prison, bent on re-
aining his old position in the world, but he
nds that all of his old acquaintances had
joined the great army against . including
a very old chum, Harry Leigh, and he vows
to get his revenge on those who were once
hia_friends. i
flo falls in with an old acauaintance of the
prison, by mame of De i secures
ns,

a fuite of splendidly furn where
they intend to plan a great Later
Vaughan appears before the as a

slager and music

and makes a great name
for himeelf as rd.

ord, of Flat

A thrill shot throu
deed, was the first clue.

“1I'm sorry, you cannot seo My, 1
Just at present he is engage

Rutherford frowned iy

“I must—I really mu

v my business is of
And don't fo
ord, of Flatney.’

Again thoe emphasis on the last word.
Evidently it was important this Mr.
Rutherford  should not be confounded
with a Mr. Rutherford of somewhere
else.

“\Will you step this wq

Rutherford passed through the opened
door, which shut, and was locked noise-
les 1 1z the imperturbable Jevons
with his back to it and facing him with
grim determination, his hand touching
the wall, closing over a button.

“T am sorry, Adrian Vaughan, but this
round goes to me!” he cried, and the
voice of Ferrers Locke electrified the
other into alert realisation of his peril.

What exactly happened after that
Vaughan could only dimly remember. Tt
scemed as if the floor had suddenly
opened under his feet, and the next
moment he found himself slipping help-
Jezs through a trapdoor, down, dewn, into
depths unknown. He clawed wildly at
the air, at nothingness. Then bump. He
Janded, "on his feet, on what seemed a
stone-flagged floor, and unhurt.

~A MARKED
MAN.

! fZlUlll”lllmllllilmﬂilllliIHlll"ﬂ"l"""""“lm",_‘i
A Grand Serial,
the Adventures of FERRERS
LOCKE, the World's-Famous

Detective. =
IlIllllIlllll|ll|l||||l|lHll|Ill|ll|Illllll"l"ll"llll“l"l"lﬁ

It w

dealing with

intensely dark where he was,

and by the odour which reached his
nostrils he knew he was in a cellar of
somo sort.

Above his head came the
ing sound of closing doors. To
trapped, but by whom? Hae searched
brain for the solution to that question,
could find none.
full five minutes  Vaughan
sed that small cellar prison of his
the opaque darkness was pierced
light coming f{rom tho roof.
1 looked up, started violently,
ed  swiftly sidoways, just
to avoid being hit by a long object
had been thrust down. Vaughan
expectantly. Then a hard voice,
- to the ex-convict’s cars, broke
ih had followed.
n, you can come up
adder's waiting.
Uve got you

sigh broke from the
« hips. He placed his hands
the ladder, ‘\i& foot on the
Ihe next moment he had
room above.  The ladder was

up by Jevons, who stood by, and
loors were closed a sccond time
Janghan blinked in the strong

Then, having
d across at the

Ferrers Locke stood
revolver in his hand, his
w ayes rviveted on him.

o that fell was fraught with
possibilties to both men.  Would
chan have to make a dash for it, and
<o to cut him down with a well-
d ted shot, or were nerves and brain
cool and strong enough to conquer the
temptation to fly to deathgrips?

Vaughan was the first to speak.

“You have the advantagoe of me,
Locke. I like your new methods,” he
said, shrugging his broad shoulders. “I
should have been more careful. T forgot
that door of the Leichs’. Rather a good
wheeze of our good friend’s—what? May
I ask what you propose to do?”

“Just what I have it in my power to
do—give you into custody.”

“Charged with what?”

“Suflicient to put an end to your
villainies for many years.”

“Iave you any objection to being
more explicit?”

“None at all. Firstly, for failing, as a
convict on licence, to report yourself to
the police. Secondly, for an unwarrant-
able attack on a police-officer in the
execution of his duty. °Thirdly, for
attempted blackmail of the late Raymond
Marconnon. Fourthly, with obtaining
twenty thousand pounds by false pre-
tences; with the theft of the Marquis of
Ranguvy’s bowl from Kingsweare IHall;
with being concerned in the jewel rob
bery at the Royal Edward Hall; and,
worst of all, with forcibly detalning a

certain young gentleman, to wit—Harry
Leigh.”. ¥

An smile rovealed Vaughan's
perfect teeth. His coolness was amazing
even to Locke.

“Really, Mr. Locke, you are most
carcful in your recital of my misdoings,™
he went on, “but there is something you
have forgotten. I happen to know thas
the charge on which you most willingly
would have me arrested is that of murder-
ing Mr. Marconnon.”

*“As regards Marconnon, I purpe
missed him out.™
. *Oh, so you have at length discovered
;;f\\"n: not 1 who took this innocent young
el

“I have reason (o suspect someono ol=a
was tho guilty party,” Locke replied
grimly.  “But as eovidently you are
anxious fo force my hand, L will includa
in 5.““ list your attempted murder of
me.

“0f which you have no proofs. I am
sorry, Mr. Locke. 1 cannot sco my way
to admit being* guilty in that event.”

“Never mind; the others are sufficient.
1 sot myself the task of bringing you to
book. You have been good enough to
expedito  the inovitable by walking
straight inlo my arms.”

1o reached towards the bell-push in the
wall. But Vaughan made o gesture to
detain him,

“Would you mind holding your hand
a momont?” Perhaps there are very good
veasons why you shouldn’t give me over
to tho chargo of the police.”

Tho half-veiled threat roused Locke
curionsly. Ilis freo hand fell to his side.

“Well, what aro they?”

Vaughan replied with a question.

What satisfaction do you think you
will et by putting mo behind prison
walls 7" ho asked.

“Tho satisfaction of seeing a desperate
roguo laid by the heels, and of forcing
you to roveal Harry Leigh's where-
abouts.”

“So youimagine I know where he isZ’

“T am certain you do.”

Tho shot in the dark went home, but
Vaughan gave no outward indication of

=

“You, too, have discovered Justin
Leigh's real identity 7 ho asked.

“ More. have narrowed my investi-
gations down to this—that you alone
iold the power over him to force him
to part with his son.”

“And what do you suggest was the
naturo of that power?"”

“Thae knowledge you possesed that ho
was responsible for Marconnon's death—
knowledge you gained accidentally on the
night you broke into Kingsweare Hall.”

“Really, you are' very clever, Locke.
Althongh T hate you most cordially, as a
dotective I can’t help admiring you
tremendously. You are quite right, I
saw Mr. Leigh—or shall we call him
Judas Leishman 7—shoot, accidentally v
otherwise, the unfortunate Raymond
Marconnon. An  angry _ altercation
botwoen thom was going on in the shrub-
bory. Marconnon owed Leigh money,
and Leigh demanded repayment. Max-
connon produced a_pistol, which Leigh
made a grab at. The thing went oft in
Leigh's hand, and Marconnon fell dead.
After that, I lost no time in getting
away. But you must admit all along
you have misjudged me over that affair.”

Locke inclined his head.

“For which T am sorry. I notice, haw-
ever, you don’t dispute my assertion
rcg:tln,l,ing the Marquis - of Ranguvy's

oW,

“Certainly not. T may feel inclined ta
admit several things, particularly things

which your exceptional ability as a erime

investigator might allow you, sooner or
Tue Porurir.—No. 102,
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later, to find out for yourself. DBut there
is one thing, Mr. Locke, I shall never
admit if you persist in your purpose to
hand me over to the police.’

“You mean you won't tell me what
haz become of young Leigh ?™

*Of course I sha'n’t.”

Locke saw himself brought up sharp
against a blank wall. ¢

““You wish to make terms with me—
is that it?” he asked.

“] didn’t come with that intention at
all. I called to see Judas Leishman.”

“Judas Leishman is dead.”

“No."

“He is. He died unexpeciedly last

night.””
*“This is terrible.”
“Is Harry in any danger?” the

defective asked.

Vaughan had recovered from the shock
which the news of Leigh's death had
caused him.

“I have my own interests to guard,
Fervers Locke. You have tracked me
down, sleuth-like, almost from the very
hour I left prison. Without a moment’s
compunction you would send me back
again—condemn me to a living death.
Chance, in the form of your interest in
young Leigh, puts a weapon in my hand
to safeguard myself, and compels me to
propose terms to .the man who has
proved himself my bitterest enemy.”

Lacke shook his head.

“‘Believe me, Vaughan, I am not such
an insatiable Moloch. It was you who
declared war on me, not I on you. 1
ranged myself on the side of the law
because of my instincts as a defective,
and my deep regard for my friend com-
pelled mie to do so. What is the nature
of your proposition ?*’

‘“A temporary truce.”

ITe broke into a reckless laugh at the
amaze in the other’s face.

“Don’t imagine for a moment it
would mean anything but a temporary
cessation of the battle between ns.”

“Tell me your terms?”

“That you hold your hand against me.
Give me my freedom mnow, instead of
handing me over to the police, and I—I
will tell you all I know about Harry and
the dangerous position in which he is
placed.”

“And*what will my concession mean
to him?"” Locke asked guardedly.

“It may save him from .avhorrible
fate,” was the other's quick reply.
** Now, Locke, what is your answer?”

The detective put the revolver slowly
back into his pocket.

“Promise_to keep your part of the
bargain,  Vaughan,”  he aunswered
gravely, “and, so far as I am concerned,
vyou will be at liberty to walk out of this
house a frec man.”

The Turn of Fortune!

N expression of relief flitted across
A Vaughan’s  usually  immobile
face.

“I’'m not altogether pleased

“with myself for having to make even a
temporary truce with you,” he said
slowly, ‘‘still less for having to make
another’s danger the fulcrum for raising
my own liberty. But there it is. As
Justin Leigh is dead, you must help me
rescue my friend.”

“Rescue him! From whom?”

Locke’s voice shook as- he put the
question. X

“A gang of daring and clever scoun-
drels. Harry Leigh is in their hands. I
don’t possess the means to secure his
freedom in the short time given {o me.
That is why I came to see Mr. Lelgl!;
11e could have helped me. Read that.

‘TiEe Porvrar.—No. 109.
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He thrust a letier into the detective’s
hand. Locke read it with growing stupe-
faction :

“The Oaks, Hirondelle Road,
“ Wandsworth Common.

“My Dear Friend,—I trust you will
appreciate the humour of the situation.
By the time this reaches you you will
know how neatly we have turned the
tables on you. You were daring enough
to take a hand in our game, and the first
lot of spoil went to you. The proposal
to even matters up on a second deal was
quite satisfactory {o us until you let ns
in for a further payment of ten thou-
sand ponnds—an insult and an imposi-
tion which could only be wiped out by a

A R

POPULAR
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No. 3.—dJIMMY SILVER.

successful counter-stroke on our side.
We have made that counter-siroke.
Your young friend Harry Leigh is now
safely in our possession. The price o
his frecdom is your returning the forty
thousand pounds in banknotes which we
paid to you on Mounday ecvening last.
You will have four days in which to
ransom the prisoner, who during that
time will be treated with the greatest
possible kindness. After that his fate
will be no concern of yours, and 1 would
warn you unless you conform to our
terms you will never see him again.

“‘Qur proposition is a perfectly s i-
forward one. Bring the notes to s
house before six o'clock on Saturday of
this week. There we shall confront you

with Mr, Leigh, who will satisfy you he
has come to no harm at our hands. In
exchange you will hand us the packet of
notes intact, and the incident will close.

‘“Anearly reply will greatly oblige.

“Yours very truly,
*CouNt voN DIrnring.”

Ferrers TLocke darted a suspicions
glance at the master-rogue.

“Is this some clever scheme on your
part to extract money from Justin
Leigh?”

Vaughan shrugged his shoulders, and
laughed satirically.

“The penalty a man pays for being in
prison—his every action is misjudged, no
matter_how sincerely honest he may be.
Still, it is for me to convince you.
Frankly, I wouldn’t take the trouble
were not Harry's safety at stake. But,
velying on your promise, I will be frank
with you. Of course, it is understood
that any weapon I put into your hands
shall not be turned against me.”

(To be continued.)
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No. §42,—STAUNCHEST OF FRIENDS.
Splendid School Y. Jackson

Yarn of Jack
& Co. at Wycliffe,
By JACK NORTH.
No. 544.—KING OF THE WOODLAND.'
Magnificent Romance of Robin Hogd
and the Outlaws of Sherwood Forest.
By MORTON PIKE.
No. 545.—BLAKE OF THE BLUE CRUSADERS.
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By A. S, HARDY.
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Gripping Story of Indian Adventure
and Buffalo Bill.
By CLIVE R. FENN.
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JUNIOR SKIPPER OF
- ROOKWOOD

LTI TR

to conjure

Jimmy Silver is a name
with at Rookwood.

It is the name by which one cf the
finest fellows at this great public school
is known.

Jimmy, as perhaps you know, is the
world-renowned “Uncle James” of tho
Classical Fourth, and leader of that
famous band the Fistical Four.

When Jimmy entered the Fourth
Form at Rookwood it was plain to even
the most casual observer that he was
a ‘“‘born leader of men.”

And so it proved to be.

Within a very short time, and without
much opposition—Mornington’s  being
the strongest—Jimmy was elected cap-
tain of the Form, and also of the junior
footer and cricket teams to represent
Rookwood on the playing-fields.
but

perfectly

In some unknown
natural manner ho chummed-up with
three other of Rookwood's “best "—

Lovell, Raby, and Newcome—and these
four juniors formed the now famous
Fistical Four.

Besides all this, Jimmy has won much
fameo in “putting it over " the Modern
rivals, Tommy Dodd & Co.—not once,
but many, many_times.

If ever there is a japo afoof on the
“lassical side, it can mnearly always be
traced to the junior captain. Incident-
ally, Jimmy is one of the best all-round
sportsmen at the school—and, unoffici-
nhy, of course—the best junior “fight-
ing-man.”

To sum up, then, Jimmy Silver,
junior captain at Rookwood, is well on
the way to the time when he will be
designated as “a sportsman and g

gentleman.”
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of their names and addresses being made
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them'is the wastepaper-basket
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purely for the benefit of my chums, and any-
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123, Glenroy Street, Roath Park,
for correspondents anywhere to
posteard views.

Dennis  Shefel, Nunnenbeckstrasse, 50/11,
Nuremberg, Bavaria, Germany, wishes to form
a correspondence club in  Nuremberg for
readers of the Companion Papers in Germany,
and hopes the president of one of the Britiil
clubs will communicate with him.

Ralph R, Crabtree, 30, Harcourt Road,
Wood Green, N.22, wishes to hear from
readers willing to join his Harcourt M.C. Club
for keen motor-cyclists. He would like to
correspond with readers anywhere in London.

James Slade, 67, Crawthew Green, East
Dulwich, London, S. , wants to correspond
with readers in Sussex—Brighton preferred.

Jack Seymour, 11, Monk's Park, Wembley,
N.W., would like to hear from anyone who
does not side with Skinner, and who does not
want support for any unknown society. This

LONDON,

TOR, THE POPULAR,
FARRINGDCON STREET,

correapondent (hinks it is a shame there ars
not more boys like Bob Chicrry.  He also con-
siders that Harry Wharton is the best skipper
a Form could have.

S, Ryan, St. Brendan's Cross  Avenue,
Booterstown, co.  Duablin, Jreland, wants
readers for his printed amateur magazine.

Roland 11, Stevens, Survey Ofilee, Brishane,
Queenstand,  Australin—with  readers, 1817
years of age.

cveLiNa.
Cyeling companion wanted, about 18, for
week-end journeys.—F. J. Whiting, 22, Sand-
over Road, Camberwell, 8.E. 5,

¢ THE BOYS' TIT-BIT MONTHLY.”'

Readers, contributors, and advertisers aro
wanted for (his amatenr magazine, Part 1.
contains a romanee, * A Gentleman of Paris,’
by Nigel Van Biene, giandson of the world-
famous "cellist, Auguste van Biene, Address:
A. V. Downs, 73, Dover Street, Folkestone.

URQENT!

Will Migs Kate Brearley, or Brierley, com-
municate with J. C. kson, 6, Lake Erie
Torrnee, Bramley, Leeds? A friend of hers iz
dangerously 1l Tn Dublin, and the invalid’s
mother is ansious to hear from Miss Breardey.

AN INTERESTINQ SUBJECT.

1 am publishing part of a letter I received
this week, as I think it will be of gencral
interest, IHere it is:

““‘Taragh, Charlton King's, Cheltenham,

“ I should be very gratcful indeed if I could
correspond with «a girl elum of about scven-
teen years of age in Anstralia or New Zealand.
It your readers muullf’ pay for motices to be
inserted, Dehould be pleased to forward remit-
tance.—Yours shucerely,

PATIENCE GARDINER."

To the request my ehum makea 1 ean make
no reply. (} leavo that to girl readers in
Australia and N Zealand, and T am sure
there are one or two who will he only tee
glad  to correspond with Miss  Patience
Gardiner,

The matter of general interest is the ques-
tion of payment for the insertion of notiecs.
I am quite aware #hat most papers ma
charge for a notice to be printed, but
is not the case with me. I have several

apers under my control, as all my chums
{:nu\v. and the Chat page is at their disposai
whenever there is an inch to spare. I have
never even -thought of eharging anything for
a notice to be printed, and I certainly shall
not start now.

No, readers; if yon want a notice Inscrtrll.
send it alene to me, and I will gladly put 'l_t in
cither the * Magnet ™ or the * Popular.” 1
do this heeause I know that my chum all
do their best to obtain new readers for these
famous school story papers, and it is just
onc way in which I cun repay them.

Laamianih | &
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£500 A YEAR FOR MEN WITH
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o Saville House, Saville Row,
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