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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
©  Bolsover Arrives!

[ ERE he is?”
“Hexe’'s Bulstrode!”

““Welcome home, my soni”

. Quite a little erowd of

juniors stood at the gates of Greyiriars

as Bulstrode came up.  They sheck

bands with him, and he walked in in
the midst of them.

(eorge Bulstrode had been away fram
Greyfriars since his younger brother had
succumbed to injuries sustained in fall-
g from a window whilst breaking
bounds. Geoorge was net very popular,
but when Harry Wharten & Co. heard
that he was returning they put aside all
feeling of animesity, and prepared a
stunming feed to welcome him back.

But they could net help lacking ab
him curiously. He showed many signs
of wear and tear.

“ Anything happened?” asked Harry
Whartox};

“Been fighting with a lawn-mower?®”
asked Nugent sympathetically.

“No. New boy.”

“Phew! He handled you like thai?”
exg;!ayime;d Bob Cherry, in astonishment.,

X,

“You didn't get the worst of 1477 ex-
claimed John Bull

“Ves, T ik’

“My hat!”

“It’'s a new kid for the Remove—~his
name’s Bolsover,” Bulstrode explained.
“He came down in the same train.”

“Yes; Bunter knows him,” eaid
Wharton. “He's a friend of Bunter’s—
or Bunter says so, at any rate. A great
iightmg-man, I hear.”

Bulstrode grinned ruefully.

“Well, that much is right cnough!”
he said.

“*Did you tackle him, or did he tackle |

you?” asked Tom Brown =

“He tackled me.”

“We all know what a mniee, gquiet,
moffensive chap Bulstrode 18,7 Hazel
dene remarked, with a grin. And there
was a chuckle from the jumiors,

Bulstrode reddened.

““T wasn’t bullying him, if that is
what you mean!”. he exclaimed. *He
picked a row ‘with me without the
slightest cause. He’s a big chap—big

. snough to be in the Fifth—nearly as
big as Coker”

“Phew i

“And he licked me hollow!® eon-
fessed Bulstrode. ‘T should have had a
horrid time if some of the Courtheld
chaps hadn’t interfered  Boleover says
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he is going to be eock of the walk in
the Remave!” ;

Harry Wharion's face eet grimly.

“He will have to walk over soms of
us first, then !> he remarked. “He won’t
get us to stand any of his rot!”

“Y guess not!” ssid Fisher T. Fish
emphatically. “I guess T'll show him
how we box over there, if we have any
of his side!”

“Yes, rather !

“Come in, Bulstrode, old son!” said
Harry. “Pm serry this shouid have
happened on the day youw've come back.
We've got a bit of a feed ready for
you.” i

“You're very good!”

“You chaps turn up abeout six, and
you'll find it ready,” said Wharton.

“Right you are!”

And Wharton linked arms with Bul-
strode, and walked him off. Bulstrode
was certainty very much in need of 2
wash and brush down.

Aost of the fellows vemained at the
gates. They were cager to sce the new
bey who had handled the burly Re-
movite so easily. The fellow who had
heked Bulsirode hollow was likely to be
something of & “terror ™ in the fistical
line, and if he turned out to be a bully
it meant rough times for the Remove.

“1 say, you fellows—-"

‘“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” execlaimed Beb
Cherry. “Here’s Bunter! I hear that
the new chap is a friend of yours,

13
“Ves, rather!” said Bunter. “And
you'd better be eivil to him, too! He
could lick any chap m the Remove guite

casily. Look here——"
“Oh, shut up!”
“7 tell you——-=:"
“QOh, kick him, somebody!” said

Nugent,

There was o fiendish yell fraom Bunter,
proving that somebody had done so.
The fat junior rolled away. The fellows
looked out into the road, and there was
a shoat as the new boy was sighted. He
had not been very far behind Bulsivode.

“Here’s the new kid!”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo 1”

Bolsover came.up. He was not look-
ing in a good temper.

was cut. His encounter with Solly
Lazarus had thrown him into the worst
of tempers, in fact, and he was secowling
as he eame into the school gateway.

Ho looked at the Greyfriars juniors,
and the Greyfriars juniors Jooked at hinv.

“Well, here you are!”’ said Bob
Cherry. .

He was dusty; |
and hig nose was swollen, and his hp

“Yes, here I am,” said Bolsover.

“Nice afternoen, ain’t it?”

“Yes,” said Bolsover, locking a litila
puzzled.

“8o glad to see you!” zaid John Bull

“Thank yon!”
. “Not ot all. Any friend of Bunter’s
is a friend of ours, of course!” said Bull

“Bunter?’ said Bolsover. “Gh,
Bunter !
“Yes; William George Bunter, of that
ilk,” said Ogilvy. “The fat bounder
says that he knows you.”

“0h, T know him?’

“Then you won't be lending him any
money,” Nugent remarked.

“Ha, ha, ha!l?

“¥You chaps belong to the Remove??
asked Bolsover.

:: Yes, rather!” -

Seen a fellow come in—Buktrode,

1 t‘hink Ygia name is?”’

p 3

“Did he look nice?”

“Oh, he alwavs does! Bulstrode iy
the beauty of the family I said Skinner.

“Well, I think T've spoiled his
bf;auty for him a little,” said Bolsover,
with a grin. “He cheeked me in the
train, and Fput him throngh it I was
cock of the walk in the Fourth at my
last school 17

“Really?” said Bob Cherry.

“Yes; and 1t’s going to be the samo
here,” said Balsover. “If you've got
a chap who can stand up to nie, produce
him, and T'll knock him info a eocked
hat! Otherwise, vou'd better lio iow.
That's a warning 1?

The juniors looked at one another.
They had seen varieties of swank ab
Greyfriars. Bulstrode himself was 2
little given that way, and Fisher T.
Fish was & past-master of it. -But the
swank of the new Removite was sowie-
thing miore thgn they .had ever ex-
perienced before..

“That's a warning, is %’ said Bob

6
Cherry.

“Yes. I dor’t mesn io have any
roh 1" =

“Vow're going #o keep s in order?”’
suggested Bob, with a dangerous gleam
in his eyes. “If we're not nice, you are
going to whaek ust?
¢ “Just so!

“I—I—Pm  trembling ¥’  mu
Tom Brown. “Some of you he
while T tremble! Ow{”

“Ha, ha, ha!?
“Oh, shat up!?
Lxs E)I’!,J
“ Shut up ;- that's what ¥ said
“Blest if I over saw a chap locking

said Bolsaver

{Capyright in the United Stoteg of America.)



g

—This Week's & Chuckles.” Get it for Youf_ Young Brother! 3

for froubls like this before!” said Bob
Cherry., “And the Greyfriars Remove
is just the place to find trouble, if you're
looking for ig!” -

“Faith, and ye’re right!” said Micky

esmond.

Bolsover held out his rug.

“Carry this in for me " he said.

Bob Cherry stared at the rug, and
Fhen at Bolsover. He did not quite
believe his ears at first.  That a new
fellow, who had not even set foot in the
achool yet, should think of fagging bim,
was quite incredible. -

“Bh? What did you say?” Bob
Cherry ejaculated.
“Carry my rug!”
“Carry your rug?” -

Z“’ch 1‘7

4 Why should 172
. “"Because I tell you to,” said Bolsover,
in his most truculent tone, “Now then,
look sharp!

“Well, my only hat!”

*Are you going to carry my

“No fear!”

“Then T'll jolly well-—"

“Hold on!” said Bob Cherry. “Qn
second thoughts, hand it over!”

Bolsover grinned as he handed over
his rug.  The other fellows stared ai
Bob Cherry in amazement. It seemed
to them impossible that the hero of the
Remove meant to let the new boy ride
the high horse in this way. :

Bob  Cherry took the rug quite
gravely, and placed it on his arm. The
Juniors were silent and mystified.
¢ Anything else ¥’ asked Bob politely.
“Can I carry your hat, too?"”

" No,” said Baelsover. “Just carry
that rug in, and look alive over it
“Ud really like to carry your - hat,
ipo.” :
“Buzz off with that rug!”
“But can’t I really have your hat,
too?”

*No!" roared Bolsover.

“Look here, I regard it as an honour
lo carry things for yvou. Won't you
el me earry your hat, teo, as a special
our?”

“No: gel on

“Oh, very well!?

Bob Cherry marehed off with the
travelling rug over his arm. He tiarned
from the gravel  path, and Bolsover,
who was following, shouted to him,

“That’s not the way, ass! Carry it
into the house!”

“This is my way!”
cheerfully.

“Look here——"

“No, you look!” said Bob.

Bob had reached a place whera the
Tate rain had left a large muddy puddle
in the Close. Ho calmly proceeded to
fay the travelling rug in it. Tt was

rug??

ji2d

said Bob Cherry

rather an expensive rog, and there were

many colours in <it. "The eolours were

speedily all reduced to one, as Bob
Cherry stamped on the rug, tran pling
it down into the water and mud. The
Bemovites burst info - a  roar. They
understood now, 2

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bolsover stood iransfized with rage

for a moment. Then, with a shout, he
rushed at Bob €herry, and grasped him
round the neck. Tn a' moment he had
Bob’s head in chancery, and was pom-

welling him furiously.

THE SECOND CHAPTER!
Bunter Makes a Valuable Suggsstion !
OB CHERBY closed with the
bully, and they struggled, both »f
* drenched rug.

them now ftrampling on the

There was more’
mud than rug about it now. DBolsover
seemed to have forgotten-it, in his in-
tense desire to revenge himself upon the
Greyiviars junior.  The other fellows

“der, and swung him back. Bob Cher

“Pieinl? .

“Give the cad socks!” 2

Bob_ Cherry did his best. But -Bol-
sover was: bigger, and Bolsover was
stronger. He seemed’ to have the
strength of a man rather than a boy.
Bob was athletie, but he was no match
for Bolsover. The mnew boy gripped
him with his left arm, keeping his head
in_chancery, and punched him unmerei-

fully.
My Jhat!” - murmured - Nugent.
“Bob is ‘getting the worst of that!”

“I guess he 13,” said Fisher T. Tish.
“Of course, it wouldn’t ba fair to int
fere, or I'd show the guy how we box
over there!”

“Oh, rats!”

“1 guess——"7 -

““T'm jolly well going to interfere!”
said John Bull determinedly. “Bob
isn’t going to be punched like that!” .

Bull grasped the bully by the shoul-

tore his head loose. He was looking
dazed, almost stupefied, and his nose

was bleeding, and his eyes discoloured.
Bolsover looked furiously at John
Bull.

“Hands off !” he exclaimeéd.

“Let him alone, then!”

“You can take his place if you like,”
said Bolsover, witl a sneer,

m  ready,” said John Bull
instantly.

“Then come on!”

John Bull put up his hands. The
juniors looked on breathlessly.  John

Bull was the best fighting man in the
Remove, with the exception of Harry
Wharton and Mark Linley, and they
fully expected him to lick ithe arrogant
stranger, 2

But they were disappoinied.

John Bull attacked pluckily enough,
but he staggered from heavy
drives from right and left. The new
boy’s size gave him a great advantage,
and he was much longer in the reach.

rack

Bull staggered into Nugent's arms, and.

Frank cauzht him and supported him.

“My word!” gasped Bull,

“1 guesa he's pretty slick,” Fisher 7.
Fish remarked., . -

“Boys, what does this mean?”

The juniors looked round as Mr.
Quelch, the master of the Remove,
came upon the scene, with rustling
gown. The Remove-master was look-
ing very angry. .
place in full sight of his study windows,
and of thosa of the Head, too.

“What do you mean by quarrelling
here in the Close?” exclaimed the
Remove-master. “Who is this?  Are
you the new beoy Belsover?”

“Yes, sir,” said Bolsover.

“Then you will have to learn belter
behaviour here,” said Mr. Quelch. <1
trust that this ¥s not a ragging inflicted
upon a new boy, Cherry?”

“I feel as if I’ve had most of the raz-
ging, anyway, sir!’ murmured Bob
Cherry, rubbing his nose ruefully.

“ Who began this fighting,” Nugent 7"

Frank was silent. :

“¥e shoved my rug in the puddle,

sir said Dolsover, *so I punched
him.” ; : :
“Indeed! Why did you do that

Cherry ?”
*“Because I—T
“What you call a lark; T suppose”

said Mr. Quelch severely. ¢ There is

no humour in damaging property,

Cherry. You will take fifty lines!

Now go inl!”

And Mr. Queleh strode away.

The juniors ldoked af .one another
with feelings too deep for words. The
new fellow was not only a bully; he was

£ 13

The row had faken |

appavently a sneak as ivell. Bunoop, of
the Remove, was a sneak, and he was
often ragged for it. But it would be a
more di%’mult matter ragging BDolsover,
that was pretty clear.

“Well, of all the cads!” said Cailvy.

“Of all the curs—*

“Of all the rotten sneaks——"

“Pick up that rug!” said Bolsover.

SWhat 1 e

“Pick up thai rug, and wring it ouf,
and take it in!” said Bolsover.

Bob Cherry gave him one lock, and
then turned away and walked into the
house. T-~ ather fellows followed him.
leaving Bolsover standing alone.  The
Lully stood hesitating, a ltile taken
aback. : >
‘I say, Bolsover, old man!”

vas a sgueaky voice. Bolsover
turned his head and saw Billy Dunter,
The fat junior came up with his most
ingratiating smile.

“You remember me, Bolsover?” hs
said persuasively, :

“Yes,” said Boleover. He did not
show any enthusiasm over the remem-
brance.

“I'm jolly glad to see you, Bolsover,’s
said  Bunter confidentially, 1 was
going to stand you a feed to welcome
you here, you know.”

“Good !” said Bolsover.

“Only the funds ran ouf, you kuo
and I was disappointed about a po
order. was expecting a postal-ovder
this morning, and it hasn’t come,
B

“ Bosh ! z

“Ahem! But I'm jolly glad to see
you, Bolsover. Look here, if you would
care to have a feed—a really good
feed——"" =

“Well, Tm hungry after my joues-
ney,” said Bolsover, “I suppose there's
tea in Hall, isn’t there?*

Bunter turned up his fat Iittle noss

“Yes; weak tea and doorsteps!" he
said.  “You don’t want that. Look
here, there is a feed going—a jolly good
feed! Sardines, and salmon, and cold
chicken, and ham and eggs, two soris of
cake. and a giddy pineabple t”

“Good! Where?” : <

Billy Bunter lowered his- volee, and

for a few moments stood whispering
into Bolsover's ear. Then the new

bully walked quickly away, obtained a
coil of rope, and made his way to Harry
Wharton's study.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Uninvited Quest!
ARRY WHARTON was alone in
H his study. He had left Bulstrode
in the Remove dormitory,
ing off the t{races of his eou-
counter with Bolsover outside the station
in Friardale. It still wanted a guarier
to six, and none of the guests had
vel arrived.  Wharton was busy poach-
ng eggs. In the days when Billy Bun-
ter had been an innate of Study No. 1,
he had done most of the cocking; and
certainly, he was a better cook {han
Harry, But the chums had been glad to
got rid of Lim at any price. Bunter was
not a pleasant companion under smuy

- circumstances,

Wharton was turning the eggs oul of
the frying-pan, looking very warm and
ruddy, when the door was pushed wider
open, and Bolsover came in.

Wharton glanced round at him.

“ Well 7" he said. :

- “ Well ¥’ said Bolsover.

“Do you want apything?”
Harry, puzzled.

[33 X’Ea L & =3

“ What, then?" =
¢ Civility, first of all,” said Bolsover.
“IE I .don't get that there will he
Lrr Porurar.—No. 110

asked



"By Wingate's Aid !

trouble. Tn the next place, I'm hungry,
a.nd want feedmw
“You won’t get fed here!” said
* Wharton.

“1 rather think I will i

“ 1 wouldi’t mind asking you fo tea,
as you're a new boy; but, under ‘(he
cires, it can’t be done!” said Wh‘utou.

2 Bul\uode is the guest of honour, and |

wou've Jmi been fighting with hwm,‘ s0
vou gee——:"> :
* ¢« Bulstrode can ]\eep away.

Tlarry Wharton laughed.

“Pm hardly likely to exclude the
chep we’re getting up the fee(l specially
for to have you instead,” he ‘said.
" Besides, to speak plainly, T don't care
for your ‘eompany” 1 saw all that hap-
pened in the Close f;onn the window
here, and I think you're a bully. The
less T have to say to youn the Detter I
shall like it. Bob Cherry is a chum of
mine, and I saw how you handled him.
u can gel-out !’

Bolsover sneered. -
S ~shall -please mysell on ihat poiut
he said. “Pve’come here for a feed.”
e Vou won't get it !”?

“At-my old whml I.used to make the
l<0\uth feed nie,”’ said Bolsover.. ‘* They
used to get up a sabseription, and stand

€

e fcuk, and if they weren’t nice I can
. tell you 1]]913 were some thick ears
afterwards.’
Harry Wi ualwn s 1ip eurled.
* You worrt find the Remove here

? he said. ** Nohody here
is likely to fecd you. 1 suppose you can
use your fists, from the amount of side
you put ov; but I dare say wé can pro-
duce somehodv to walk over you, if
negessary.

““ Perhaps you'd like to ixv AOL your-
a’elr 7 Boisover wggested

7 shouldn’( object.”

“Well, I'm Je'idv‘

Il meet you in the gym after tea if
you like,” said Havry Wharton guietly.
“ I'm expecting guests in a few mum(w
now, so I'll ask you to get out!”

Bolsover did not stir.

“ 1 suppose you don’t want to maI\e
a vow here, just when I'm hldlldl”g a
feed to a chap Toming back from being
away ?” said \Vhaﬂou guietly.

Baolsover laughed sneeringly.

“Pn sure I'm not _very particular
about it,” he said. * I'm coming to the
feed, at all events.”

“ You're not!”’
“I'm here,”
you going to shift me?
Wharton laid down the frying-pan.

“ Yes,” he said, *“if you don’t go!”’

W ell Tm not going !’

Harry Wharton puched his cuffs back
and stepped towards the new boy. Bol-
sover stood with his hands in his pockets,
inn king at him, a sneer upon lna face.

¢ Ave you gomg, Bolsover?

(3 NO !’},

Wharton said no more. Ile put up
his hands, and came straight at the new
boy. Bolsover backed away a pace or
“two, and then hurled himself vpon Whar-
ton.

Tlarry Wharton was strong ..nd ath-
letie, and he had the lenulauon of being
the best fighting-man in the Remove,
Angd there was a great deal of fighting
done in that Form at Greyfriars. But
Bolsover came as a surprise to him. Ile
was more than a year older than Whar-
ton,
had little more chance than he . would
have had against a fellow in the Fifth.

Bolsover broke through his guard, hit-
(mg out fiercely, and closed with him.

v restled fiercely, stri 1g to swing
m~ ad"\ ersary towards the doorway.
rey reached the doov, and Bolsover
kicked it shut with 00t. Then he
exes ‘ted his strength, his strong atrins
closing round the Removi ne like bands
of fron.

L'ue Porvisr.—Na.-

much like that,’

said Bolsover. * Ave
6”

and very much bigger, and Harry

His bulldog face, with its modsmg
grm, looked down into Wharton's.

“ I won’t be so easy,” he 1emalkea

* You cad!’

“ You are” going to chuck me_ out,
ain’t you?” grinned Bolsover. * Well,
I'm waiting for the chucking to begin.”’

Wharton made a (lebpexate effort, put-
ting into it every ounce of strength he
possessed; and the burly fellow crashed
back against the deoor - He slid to the
floor, but his powerful arms still held
I\Yharton: and Harry went down with
11,

'They- rolted over on the. floor,
'rlm" furiously

hen Bolsov ~tzeugih and. size told
hopelessly against the younger boy. He
rolled Wharton over, and sai astride of
his chest. His he‘l\\/ fist whirled in the
air, and crashed z*ov n inte Harry’s face,

strug-

The back of the junior’s head thudded+

on the floor, and the cowardly blow
almost stunned him,

“Now, will you give ini"” shouted
Bolsover, =

“ Oh, you coward!’ ”

L 7 e 133 7 3
= Do You give in?
The bully rained blows upon the lad
under him, . Wharton strove in vain {o
elude them. His senses swere: qmmmmg
under the bratal attack.
¢ Now; do you chuck
Wharton did not reply,
Bolsover gt

it—eh 7

He could not.
uned, and <‘h.g ed open. the
coil of mpe Whavrton intention
and struggled, -but it
wrists were dragged (uz;
round them,

rope wound md in spite
of his resistance the “muscular bully
knotted it tightly,

Then he rose, gasping a litile, and

bound the junior’s ankles in the same
way. Harry Wharton was helpless to
resist now, and he ha(l to lie quietly
while an extra length of rope was wound
round his body, holding his arms down to
his sides.

Bolsm er omnmd at the helpless lad.

“ Quite done?”’ he asked.

“ You cad!”

“You can sit the:e
“ Il entertain your
hat, ﬂlls does ook
feed !”
~“¥ou_ hound! bhOlué{l
“ Let that gxub dlonc"

“ Not likely

“ J—T'll smash you!"

‘ Ha, ha, ha! look like smashing
anybody, don't you grinned Bolsover,

Wharton ground his teeth. Hig eyes
were burning with rage. He had been
defeated. There was no disgrace in being
beaten in a struggle with a fellow much
older and bigger than himself: but
W hafion felt his position keenly. Tt was
ridiculous to be sitiing there bound hand
and foot when his gy wests arrived.

And he was helpless. Even when he
was let loose again, he knew that he
would have no chance of punishing Bol-
sover. He was no match for the new
bully of the Remove,

Bolsover laughed as he watched his
face. Ie sat down in a chair at the
table, and looked over ithe good things
spzead there. The door was opened and
Bob Cherry came in, and Bolsover
jumped up. -

Bob Cherry did not get much time in

said Belsover.
uo<(9 for you. My
cumethm«r like a

Wharton.

g

which to see what was happenmv Bol-
sover laid a heavy hand  upon his
shoulder, spun him Tound, iripped him
up, and in a moment had tied up his
hands. Bob glared and raved, but
Bolsov e1 only smiled.

Trank Nugent, Tom Brown, Bulstrode,

and Johnny Bull came in to the study
one by one, aud were served in the same
manner. Then Fisher T. Fish aud
Hazeldene arvived together. They were
s buttér in the strong hands ¢ he new
junior, ‘and joined the other juniors on
ihe floor,

- said Bul

' is the Titlz of this Week‘s Story in the ‘‘ Magnet."”

you look a jolly row ("
surveying his captives
Now, I think it's time I ha

“Well,
Bolso ver, itia
cally. ¢ 5| my
teal’

lhe juniors did net epeak. Their fecl-
ings were too dmn for words. They
watched the bully in sitence as he
down at the table and began upon t
good things which Harry '\\ harto on & €
had plounzed as o *“welcome
feast 1o Bulstrode,

h']id

THE FOURTH CHAPFTER.
Free Feede !
OLSOVER bhad apparently a

good appetite,
Ho * wired in,” and soon made
a considerable  difference with
the good things that were piled upon the
table.
The cold chicken mniahed as

2

3

miagic, and the ham and eggs follo
Bolsover helping himself in the me
libéral way. He grinned at the silen:
and furious juniors as he proceeded with
his repast.

“1 must say th» is jolly good!” he
vemarked. '} hope we =hqu often have
little feeds like this in the study. Ha,
ha,-ha 2

The  juniors glared.

To sit there, tied up like so man:
ollulmns, and look on at the feed—t
fee d v had prepared fm' themsel
and ,vhun the bally was
was intolerable.

But they had no help for it.

The only ‘hm;z to do was to grin a
bear it—to bear ir, at all events, even
if they could net grin.

They bore it.

Inwardly mfe"

devouring—

registered all sorts of
fearful vows of vengeance: Bolsov
grinned at them aeross the table.

There came & tap at the door.
juniors made a movement of hope
the thought of rescue. The handle of
the door was tried, bui Bolsover had
locked it.

“Rescue " shouted Nugent,

“I say, you fellows——" came &
aquea‘w voice through the keyhole,

Bob- Cherry grunted.

“No good; it's only Bunter.’

“1 say, Bolsover-—-"

“Hallo |

“Have you licked Wharton 7’

£ qu grinned Bo]eo\ er.

‘Are vou feeding ¥’
“ \"eq 1)
“Well, you might let a

Tho

as

fellow
Bunter in an injured veic
i suppo% there's more than enough § z
one; and I put you on this, you know.’

Bolsover burst into a laugh. He un-
locked the study door and opened
and the Owl of the Remove went
Billy Bunter stopped short as he caught
sight of the row of bound juniors on the
floor, and gasped.

“Great

‘“Shup

Wh-what-—-"
1 said - Bolso

“ But—hut you do it 7"
Bunter.
< Oh; T did said Bolsover aisily.

“Hatha, hal :

“Siop that cackling, you fat duffer !
satd Bob Cherry.

“Took here, 'l stand yvou a big
if you'll call Mark Lullw and tell
what's going on.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;

“(Chuek that cmaku%. you ass !’

“He, he, he!” giggled Bunter, - “Oh

Ha, ha; ha This 1s funng!
you fellows, how do vou like it?
. rving oft 1

o] warned you what
like ! grivmed Bunter.
You're going to have a
the Remove ! He, he, hel?

Snoop and Skinner looked in at
door, which had. been left unlo

Bolsover was

£ He, he,

he!

IR
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Boisover rolled over on Wharton, and sat astride his legs.
Harry’s chin, whose hoad thudded against the floor, almost stunning him.

bully. (See Chupter 3.)

His hsavy fist whirled in the air, and ceashed down on
““Now will you give in 2 shouted the

They stared ot Horry Wharton & Ce. in
astonishment, and gxmrtﬂd too.
“Ts this an oxhibish” asked Skinner.
Bolsover ‘xmw’ad Im hand to the table.

He relocked’ door. He had taken
the measure inner and Snoop at a
giance,

he said.

the audience.
1

T'm standing a feed,”
“**These dmps are simply
You can pile in, if you like.

Skinner and Sncop needed no second
invitation. They drew chairs up to the

¢ table and piled in.

Bunter was first, however.
trouble abeut a chair. He stood at the
iable and fed.  Bolsover had already
made a deep inroad into the most tasty
delicacies on the table. But the feed
was 4 liberal one, intended for seven or
cight fellows, and g0 there were ample
unter's fat face was soon
f’mfenmg from his exertions. But he
did not slacken them.

., Snoop and Skinner did full justice to
ilve feed, too. It was seldom that they
had such a treat for mothing. Bolsover
demolished & few more tarts and merin-
gnes, and then
others, with a grin.
‘any of the feed left.

Harry W hm-tow & Co. watched, too.

They could not interfere, and it was
useless for them to raise verbal objec-
tions. They could ouly take it quictly,
swith all the patience they could muster.

Billy ‘Bunter blinked round at them
e v. . The fat junior was enjoying
the situation as much as he was cu;o)mv
the feed. He had never taken what he

He didn't

He did not want

sat and watched the.

cons d as his rightful pla(@ in the
G ars Remove. Bat under nm
wing he felt that there were nev
times coming for him. It behoved fel-
lows to be cxnl to a chap who could call
in the aid of -the cock of H\e walk at any
fime.

“1 say, you fellows, T suppose \'ou
don’t mn.d ‘this?” he _-::J.laﬂ\ed “ He,
he, he!”

“Oh go ahead!” growled Harry
W hanon. “You may as well have it as
the other cads!”

“Oh, really, Wharton—--"

“P1 give the fat beast a jolly good
licking, all the same, presently!”
growlod Frank Nugent.

Billy Bunter blinked at him

“You'd better not!” he said. “BDol-
sover is going to look after me, ain’t
you, Boleovu e

“Ceortainly I said DBolsover loftily.

“Bunter’s \"ﬁdel my protection. Auny-

body who lays a finger 01t Bunter \vxll
have to look out for me.’

“There you are, I\ugcm\

“You'll get more than a finger,
the same,"‘ said Erank, “
swhole fist =

“0h, 190113———

“And a whole foot, too!” said Bob
Cherry.

Billy Bunter picked up a jam-tart
and tolled it towards Nugent.. He
blinked down at the boun xmm

¢ Whete will you have it?” he asked,

€< F}l 999

“Where will you have it?” 1'\1;0&10&
Bunter. :

all

You'll get a

‘succeeded in ge‘ctuw rid of

{

“You—you §at rotter . Keep it
away 1 :
“Not wunless you ' apologise "

Bunter in his haughtiies
tike to say you are so1
“You fat cad!”

*“There you ave, then!®

Squeleh !

The jam-tart crushed and crumbled
on Nugent’'s face. He gasped aund
snorted as the jam filled his nose and
mouth. The fart remained stic king o
his face, till, by working his featur 2
;l"

0N
Then
most of the jam 1(*mamed.

£ Ow gasped - Nugent. “Croo!
Oh 12
Polsover roased,

S Ha. T hel®
Harry Wharton &
after that.

Co, wore sl
Whatever they intended

t
io
do in the futuve to the spoilers of the

feed they kept to themselves. There
were plenty of jam-tarts to go round.
and Billy Bunter was only teo willing

to take ad\“mfa% of a fellow who was
helpless.
The feed finished at last.

Q»Im oy
and Suoop rose from the table. Billy
Bunter was packing filberts and orangs:
and biscuits inlo his pockets. He had
eaten all he could, and there was &
bright shininess in his complexion and =
slow heaviness m his movements which
showed how much bo had overdone it.
e :mahed 7" asked Bolsover.
& Yes,” said Skinner. “Thanks! T've
Tur Porrrar.~No. 110,




3

seldom had a move ripping feed! %o
kind of you, Bolsover I

“Jolly decenti” said Snoop.
ripping 1

“@lad you liked ii!" said Bolsover.

He unlocked the door,. and Skinner
and Snoop and Bunter, with mocking
grins at_the hound juniors, quitted the
study. Bolsover turned in the doorway
to look at them.

“Well, T think you’ve had your
lesson,” he said. “Thanks for the feed;
i And now I think you’ll

“It was

it wvas ice!
admit that 'm cock of the walk in the
Remove—eh 7
“Oh, go and eat coke!”
“y

a, ha, ha !’
Bolsover closed the study door behind
him, and went down the passage whist-
hing, ——
THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Not Nice! °
~ ARRY WHARTON. & CO. re-
H mained as they were.
They were bound too tighily
to have any chance of gelting
Igose, and it was evidently not Bolsover’s
intention to set them free.

Their Hmbs were growing cramped
with the bonds, and their tempers were
getting exasperated to a most dangerous
point, = -

Bob Cherry was the only one who re-
tained any good-humour. The hero of
the Remove seemed to be able to pre-
s2rve hig good temper under and cireum-

inces.  He grinned at the scowling
faces of the other fellows.

* Well, this is & go!” he exclaimed.

“Tang ihat fellow!” growled Hazel-

dene,
T guiess i.”* said Fisher T. Fish
dolefully. **There ain’t any flies on that

sport, you bet !”

“ Hang him !”

“ Blow him 1”7

* The beast "

*The cad !”

“The rauk outsider!” .

“That's right—blow .off steam!” said
Bab Cherry approvingly. It will make
you feel better.” :

“Oh, shut up!” growled Nugent,
“Ow! My face is beastly sticky !~ 1'll

skin Bunter! Tt tickles like anything!”

**Poor old Franky !

“There’s a beastly fly cx
nose!” said Nugent distressfully,
Can’t somebady rub him off 17

'The hot afternoon sun was sireaming
i at the study window. The jam on
Nugent's faco yas very attractive to ihe

ies. Flies were buzzing over the tea-
table, and flies were buzzing over
Nugent. One fly bad crawled on his nose
1o cat the jam, and had his legs stuck in
it. His efforts to extricate himself were
decidedly irvitating to the helpless junior.

Nugent wolled over, and rubbed his
nose against the floor, with fatal resultd
to the fly. But as soon as he sat up
again, gasping, flies came round to call.
They seemed to like Nugent very much,

* We—ve must get out of this fix!”
said Harry Wharton, who had Dbeen
siraining at his bonds till his joints
almost cracked. “Can’t any of .you
felloavs getloose?”

“1 guess I.can’t!”

“Yve been tiying,” said John Bull,
who was as ved as a beetroot in the face
with exertion. “I can’t!”

- “I.can’t!” said Tom Brown. “Thae
horrid cad has tied us up too well. My
@rms are aching fearfully,”

*“So are mine,”

“ Same here.”

“Well, we're in a giddy fix, and no
mistake ! said Bob Cherry. “ The only
thing is to yell. Romebody will comie
and let us lcose. T believe Marky is in
his study,”

Tae Porvrsr.—No, 110,

awling on my
“O0w!

“Hold on!? said Harry Wharlon
hastily, as Bob Cherry opened his mouth
to yell. -

Bob paused.

“ What’s the row?” he as

“Don’t be in a hurry! We
the fellows to com
ing us like this!”
mortification, :

“Hm!” said Boh:
thing in that! But

“I don’t see any other way out of it,
Wharton,” said John Bull.

“Can’t some of you get loose?

There was a_general straining at the
vope again. But they had tried that
before. It was useless; and one after
another they gave it up. They could not
get loose, and they sat gasping painfully
from their efforts -

“Can’t be done,” said Nu

“We shall have to yell,” remarked
Bob. “May as well make up your mind
to it, Harry.”

“1 guess it’s all O. K.,” said Fisher T,
Tish..  “There's no disgrace in being
done in, one at a time, you know. As
for me, I had no chance, as' I had said
that I wouldn’t lay a finger on the fellow,
and——7""

don’t want
rowding in, and see-
said Flarry, red with

“There’s some-"

13

)

shut up, Fish!” said Wharton
irvitably. “We don’t want any swank
now! If you had put up a decent fight
this wouldn’t have happened. suppose
we shall have to yell tor the fellows,
Go itt”

“Help! Rescue, Remove!”

Their voices rang out in chorus, but it
was some minutes before there came an
angwering patter of footsteps. Then the
door was opened, and 4 junior losked in,

“ Did you eall, my dear fellows:

Bob Cherry glared.

*Lonzy, you fathead, did you a
called?” he said witheringly. Obh, no!

We just whispered io a lictle bird! ILet
us Joose, you chump !”

Alonze-Tedd, the duffer of Greyfriars,
looked down at the juniors in surprise.

“ My dear Cherry,” *he said mildly,
“you seem to be in a difficult position,
and as my Uncle Benjamin-—-"

“Blow Uncle” Ben!” howled Bob
Cherry. “I mean—-7" <

Todd shook his head sa
bent down and released
Bob. In a minute all the
free, and they gained their

“Now we shall have to it Mr.,
Bolsover,” said Harry Wharton grimly,

A grand dramatic tale,
ing of the thrilling adventures
of a millionaire’s “waster” son who
eventually made good. Do not
miss the opening chapters on any
account, They appear To-pay in

\The
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GiVEN FﬁEE ! "‘r large packet

fdelicious
YANEEE-PANEEE is given loose
inside every covy of this -week's

“busily looking over the table 1o see

‘onty a j-j-joke, you know,

“ Butterfly.””

The Pip, Squeak, and Wilfred Working Model is e

Tom Erown shook his

“Neb a bit of good do
caid. “ The whole of the Remov
laughing over this business

etter to wait for a bi

W g}“,"ﬁ

Brown is rig
“YWhat's coming to v
for the waiting. “Hallo, hallo,
Somebeody coming ! -
he juniors looked quickly

at eael

e study.

“Perhaps it’s Bolsover again |’
pered Harry Wharton quickly.
down on the floor, and hold 1
behind ‘your back as if vou w
up.  Quick, Lonzy 17
“But, my dear
Todd

fellow—

down !” growled Bob C
> gave the duffer of the Re
which sent him to the floor wit
“Ow!” gasped Todd. ** My uncle—"
LS sh P
Alonzo Todd shushed. The handie of
the door tur slowly. The juniors
watched 1t move in &
A moment later Bill
showed round the
i

nee.
y Bunter's fut {a
ide of the door,
ay, you fellows—-"' he began.

““Untie this rope, you fat Owl!” roared
Bob Cherry. “Fi z

“Oh, really, Cherry, v
Bunter, “vou're quite safe like that. ¥
suppose I didn’t leave any cake on the
table, did 1

“We'll leave yvou in -piec
corridor soon ! snorted Ha
foliowing Bob Cherry’s lead.
loose, you fat chump i’

Billy Bunter did not reply.

v 12

chuckled Bil

s in the
Wharton,

“Let us

bad Jeft anything behind. But there ws
not a biscult or a tart left.

Billy was too engrossed in his sear
notice that Bob Cherry, who was ne

.the talle, had drawn one leg under him-

sclf. The firss intimation the far juuior
had that the juniors were free was when
he suddenly felt Limself seized by the
scrufl of the necle 2
“Leggo, Bolsover!” he howled,
turned round to face his aggressor.
say, you—i-i-is that you, Cherry 7"
“Jtis 1" said Bob Cherry grimly.

Billy Bunter * blinked ~ round.
astonishment - on his face was 1y
humorous as he saw the junicrs rise (o
their feet. .

“I=I—Isay, vou fellows

he

mered,

“The jam taré in my face was a jok
was it 7" asked Nugent softly,

“ Yes—yes, of course, T wouldu's thini
of touching a chap when he's doswvn,
Bunter. " T iried to stop Bolscre:

“Shut up,. you lying little worm |
snapped Wharton. **Bump him, yon
cs, and let the fathead go and teli his

char
precious bullying chwm.”

Bunter howled as a dozen hands we
laid upon him. But it was not a bit of
good howling. He was bumped,. and
bumped hard, and he was sore and
at the top of his veice before he
last pitched out into the corridor.

“That’s one of the gang bumped !
said Hazeldene,

“ We'll leave the ofhers till later I sa
Nugent. *‘I'm going to get the jam
my face. Bolsover can wait !” :

The others nodded. The time was nat
then ripe 1o exact summary revenge for
the way in which they had been weated.
But one thing vwas certain—the new hull
had not heard the last of the affair.

= THE EXD,

(You must read next weck
Harry Wharton & Co.; it deal

uwew bully's dowrifall —Ep. )
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A Splendid Long Complete School Story, dealing with the
Adventures of JIMMY SILVER & Co. at Rookwood.

By OWEN CONQUEST.

B 5 06 5 € 5 5 i 65 e

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Hard Linss!

[ OW-OwW 1™
i SOl AR
¥ ¥ah i

: Those waird ejaculations pro-

"cecded in a kind of chorus from Study

No. 3 in the Fourth Form passage.

Three juniors were in that study, and
they were all ejaculating at ~mce.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were looking in-af
the open doorway with sympathetic looks.
But sympathy svas not ruch use to
Conroy, Pons, and Van Ryn, the three
Colonial juniors in the Classical Fourth.

The Colonial Co. had been through it.

They had just returned from a visit to
the Head's study. c. Chisholm had
apparently taken a leaf cut of the book of
that gentleman of clden time, who de-
clared that to spare the zoed vas to spoil
the child:

The Head had certainly faken no risk
of spoiling the Colonial Co. by sparing the
rod. He had done the work thovroughly.
Too thoroughly, the three mnate
jriniors thought.

They had fairly. limped back to their
study, and now they were twisting them-
lves intQ strange attitudes, and uttering
remarks that were wild and weird.

Had it bad?” asked Jimmy Silver.
No; it was nice!” groaned Conroy.
“ Ripping, in fact! elt az if' I were
being ripped, anyway !"
Too bad !” said Jimmy.
“Never knew the Head wvas such a
cy athlete!”  moaned Van Ryn.
He thought he was beating a carpet, 1
think.”
“Hallo! What’s that?"
Carthew of the Sixth stepped into the
siudy.

Jimmy Silver & Co. ‘eyed him with
great disfav They did not like the
Bully of the Sixth, and they had had a
wood many rubs with him ; though of late

Conroy & Co. had had the chief benelit
of: s attentions. Carthew had a
+*#down ” on Study No. 3, and that study
had felt the heaviness of his hand.
Conroy & Co. glared at the prefect,

“Well, you look as if you're enjoying
yourselves,” said Carthew, with a grin.
Lt Yow-ow-ow !’

2% Yon fairly azked for ii”

e

»

said Car-
of juniors

rew. “I've never heard
wcking  soot over a Form-master
before.”

“You know jolly well we didn’t intend
it-for Mr. Bootles,* said Conroy savagely.

“We meant it for zou, aud you know
& T
35
Carthew gave him a sharp look.
i Xr
You bunged that soot over Mr.

‘ot hali-past ten,” he said. “If you meant
i for me, what made vou suppose that I
saould be going out at that time of

night 277

ootles last night when he was going out,

“Because we know your little ways,”
said Conroy coolly.  “You were going
out on the razzle, like the blackgnard you
are.”

Carthew gritied his teeth.

“You mean somebody told you so!” he
said.

“Well, T heard it—and.it was true; too.
Bootles happened to get the soot, but
you came up a minute later.”

“Have you told Mr. Bootles all that?"

Conroy’s lip curled contemptuously.

“IWe're not sneaks, Besides, we couldn’t
prove it, if we did tell hun, and he
wouldn't believe it.”

“Fxactly,” said Carthew;-with a nod.
“1 think you'd find i1t vgry difficult to
prove anything of the sort. You've got
a queer suspicion in your silly heads,
owing to some tattle among ‘the fags, T
suppose. If you made any accusation
against me, I should bring it before the
Head, and if you couldn’t prove i{, you’d
be expelled from the school for slandering
a prefect. And now, you'll take two hun-
dred lines each for making the sugges-
tion,”

S What 22

“And if the lines aren't shown up by

tea-time, they'll be doubled,”  said
Carthew.

And the Sixth-Former turned on his
heel and walked oui of the study.

Conroy & Co.
after him.
“You want to be careful how you slang
a prefect, Conrvoy,” remarked Jimmy
Silver. “We know a good deal about
Carthew's little games, but proving it is
quite another matter.”
Conroy grunted. Ile was auite aware
of that. :
“How did yon kuow Carthew
going out last night 7" asked Lovell.
“Tubby Muffin heard Gower speaking
about it to Peele,” said Conroy. 1t was
right enough, too. If old Bootles hadn’t
happened to be going ouf, we should have
bagged Carthew ;- and he couldn’t have,
reported us, as he was going to break

cast very expressive glances

was

bounds so late at night. But it all went

wrong—— Ow-ow

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Conroy’s Chance !

had been the object of Carthew’s
enmi
little
redoubled n
catch the jur

FOR a week past the Colonial Co..

and he had given them
rest; but the persecution
.- It was not difficult to
ors tripping now and-then,

Conroy was thinking hard.

1t was a tussle between the bully of the
Sixth and the Colonial Co., and the Co.
were determined, somehow, to get the
best of it, At present it could not be
denied that they were gelfing decidedly
the worst of it.: The three clinms were
discussing the matter in the study a few
days after the soot incident, when a loud
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howl along the passage announced that
Tubby Muffin was in trouble.

The Colonials had the somewhat doubi-
ful Wonour of sharing Study No. & with
the fat Classical. They did not rejoice i
his compauy, but they were very tolerani
towards him. Conroy rose at once as he
heard Tubby's anguished wail.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow | Leggo, Mornington,
you beast! Yow-ow-ow !’

Conroy hurried out of the study, wilh
his chums after “him. Tubby was in
Mornington’s grasp outside Study No. 4.
The dandy of the Fourth had him by the
collar, and was laying a cricket-stump
about his fat person.

““Hold on, Morm
quietly.

Morny did not hold on.

a1

ngton, id. Conroy

Ho nontit

odd

to lay the stumip about the yelling
Tubby. < :
“Mind  your own- business!” he
sniapped. i
“ Yow-ov-ow ! Rescue I yvelled Tubby.
Conroy grasped the dandy of the

Fourth at once, and wrenched the stump
away from him. He tossed it into the
study.

“That's encugh,” he said. -

Mornington clenched his fists furiously.

“I caught the fat voiter listening at
my keyhole !” he hissed. *

“I suppose they're fond  .of eaves
droppers  where  you come from,
Conroy ! sneeréd Peele, from the study.

“I—1 wasn't listening !” stammered
Tubby. “I—I just happened to stop!
I didn’t hear Morny talking about Car-
thew !V :

Conroy grinned.

“You -fat vascal!”
“I've a jolly good mind to give vou a
hicking myself | You're a disgrace to the
study 17

“I'm going to lick him!”
ington savagely.

“he

said Mern-

“You've licked him enough,” said
Conroy. “You'll let him alone now,

Enough’s as good as a feast, you know !

“Well, T won't!”

“ You will {77

Tubby Muffin had scutiled behind the
sturdy Awstralian:  Mornington looked
for a moment as.if he would hurl himsel¥
at Conroy; but he had tried that once,
with disastrous resulls to himself. He
changed his mind, and strode inio the
study and slammed the doer.

Conroy took Tubby Muffin by ihe car,
and led him, yelping, into Study No .3.

“You fat bounder,” he said angrily.
‘it serves you jolly well zight to he
licked! What do you play those dirty
tricks for 7"’

“1=1 didn’t ! T wasn't=—"

“0Oh, don't tell lies!” growled Conroy.
“1f T'd known what Morny was lic
vou for. T wouldn't have chipped in!”

““Well, they'ze a set of rotiers!” said

Tae PorurAR.—-No, 110,
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8 By Wingate's Aid!"”

v

Tubby, with an’ quuv'eJ Yook, T think
they ought to be thown up! Faney a
prefect of the Sixth going out on the
vazzle with a meih Former ! \Vn"tt
would the Head say ?

“What are yon burbling about now ?”

“Carthew’s just been {o. that studg]
Me’s going out to- mght end  Morny’s
gomg \'*1&) him !’

ob1?

“It's true ! howled Tubby.
them m}ang, and that beast -Carthew
came out guite suddenly and found me.
Then he cleared off, and Morny started
Leking me. Of course, 1 \\aqx’t really
h«um ngel2 :

“You seem ta have nmrd a lot for a
chap who wasn’t listening!” growled
Pons,

“Well, you see—"

“ Oh, dxy up ! snapped Van Ryn.

'Tabb Muffin soorted.  He expected
sympathy in his own study, but he did
not receive any. He bl linked out into the
passage ; and, hnding that the coast was
clear, he senttled off.

39

knitted

Conroy’'s  brows were in
thought.
“This looks like our ‘chance, you

fellows,” he said at last.

“Tow do you mean?’

“H that’s true, and Carthew is going
oub on the tiles to-night——""

“Only 'FPubby’s gas, very likely!"”

Conroy nodded.

“Likely enough. But we know
Carthew goes in for that sors of thing.
We know he pals with Morny on the
quiet, too. [ believe he borrows money
of ‘him, I Morny clears out of the
dovm to-night, that will show 1t’s true!l”

What about 2"

“It’s our chance.” Couroy’s eyes
shistened. “ I we catch Carthew out of

hounds at night we can bring him to
terms. - I've thoughi all aleng that it's
through his rotten, shady tricks that our
chance will come! Well, it’s come!’™

“We tried that before, and got Bootles
instead of Carthew!” omwled Van Ryn.

“We shall be a bit more careful this
time. P'm not thinking of sooting him;
that’s not good enongh. Suppme we
eateh him ont, and keep him out—=—""

“My hat!”

“And bring him {o {erms before we
let him in?”

“What sbout Morny? We can’t risk
gumg away a chap in-our own Form,
votter as he is!” said Van Ryn, with a
shake of the head.

- “We can see Morny safe, and then
deal with Carthew. Morny’s nothing to
.!0 with ue, and we don’t want to sneak
about him, of course. I dare say he'll
- he bowled out and sacked some day with-
aup our help. Carthew’s our game, and
this is our chance. If Morny clears out
of the dovm, we go on the war-path!”
And tha Colonial Co. put their heads
{ogether, and discussed the matter in all
- ity bearmgs, with many chuckles.® It
looked as 1f their chance were coming

at last, and they meant to make the
mmt of it.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
in the Dead of Night! :
ORNINGTON scowled at the
M Colonial C 0. in the dormitory
when the Classical Pour went
up to bed. He had not for-
zotten Conroy's interference, but he
made No remark, and the Colonials did
not address him.
*“You chaps doné your ln
Jimmy Silver, with a smile.
‘The chums of No. 3 had a large
number of Imes on hand, as usual, :
“Not o line,” said Conroy.
“ That'll mean nouLl" 2

asked

“1 heard

““The fact is, we're not geing to do
Fre Porvrar. ~Na, 110,
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any more lines for Carihew!” remarked

Conroy a.ullv.
“Ehiv
“ Carthew will report you to Bootles,”
said Lovell
“1 think not.”.
“Why won't he,
Silver, puzzled.
“¥ chall tell him not to.”
Mornington burst into a scoffing Jaugh.
“You 1 te‘i a prefect not to report

then?” asked Jimmy

£ \Vpll you sﬂly ass!”

“Same to you, dear boy!’ i

“You'll sing a different tune to Car-
thew !’ sneered Peele.

Carthew came into the dormitery to
see lights-out. Ile tackled the Colonial
Co. at once.

“You didn’t bring
three!” he snapped.

“Had no time for lines,

The Sixth-Former

“They’re doubled!”

“Thanks!"”

“1f they’re not shown up at tea-time
to-morrow, you will be reporied to Mr.
Bootles for a caning!”

Conroy yawned.

“How good of vo-l‘ ? he said.

“Thanks awfully!” remarked Van
Ryn.

Carthew stared at them, and scowled,
somewhat puzzled. He exchanged a
meaning glance with Mornington before
he put out the hght and left the
dormitory.

The new line taken bv Conroy & Co.
puzzled the Fourth-Formers, too, and
ceveral voices asked them if they had
gone potty. They left that question un-
answered.

The Classical Fourth settled down to
sleep, with some exceptions. The three
Colonials did not close their eyes, neither
did Mornington. Thie blackguard of
Rookwood did not intend to pass that
night in slumber. He was booked for
one of his little excursions, this time in
compeny with the -black sheep of the

your lines, you
Carthew !”
stared.

he said.

Sixth, Carthew’s friendship with the
wealthy junior was more or less a
teeret; it would scarcely have “done

for it to be known publicly.

As a matter of fact, there was little
friendship in the matter. They were
useful to one another, and they had
tastes in common, that was all. Morny’s

“unlimited wealth made him useful to the

senior, who was floquently in difficulties
for money, and Carthew’s influence as a
prefect of the Sixth rendered the way
easy for Morny’s incurable black-
guardism, that was all.

Most of the Fourth had long been

fast asleep at eleven o’clock.  Before
that hour it was scarcely safe for the
black sheep to venture out. But the

sporting gentlemen at the Bird-in-Hand
kept very late hours.

At eleven Mornington shipped quietly
from his bed, and dressed himself quickly
and noiselessly in. the dark. But,
cautious as he was, there were three
pairs of ears that heard.

As the door closed
Mornington, Conroy
Pons sat up in bed.

softly behind
aund Van Ryn and

“You fellows awake?”  breathed
Conroy.

“You bet!” :
“He’s gone. Keep quief!”

Conroy slipped from his bed and

hurried on hh trousers. Tithout wait-
ing to clothe himself further, he quitted
the dormitory as silently as Morning ton.
The School Fouse was in darkness and
slumber,

Without a sound from his bave feet,
the Australidn junior hurried down the
stairs to the Sixth Form passage. 'Ihere
was no light under any of the doeors;

the

passage was in pltdly darkness,
Couroy stopped at Carthew’s door and
histened.

There was a faint sound in the study.
The (cxonmk junict remained motxonkw
his ears strained. Silence succeeded,
But he still waited, till more than ten
minutes had clapsed. He knew that the
sound he had heard was that of o
cautiously clesed window, and that Cure
thew and his companion were gone out.

It was an easy drop from the study
window to the gnadrangle. But he le
nothing to chance, and he iwaited
patiently till he was cortain all was safe,
Then he softly opened the study door.

Carthew’s bed was in an salcove, cur-
tained off. The Sixth had studies and
bed-rooms combined, - instead ‘of ‘sleepiny
in dormitories like the juniors. Conroy
stepped quietly in and listened.

He knew what had happened, but there
was @ bare possibility of mmtal\e an
he was very cautious. He tiptoed towarc
the bed and listened. There was no
sound -of breathing from the bed.
Through the curtains, where they paLtM

he could see the bed dlmlv and the form -

of a sleeper in it. But there was 10b
thc faintest sound of breathing, and n'*
knew that it was only a dummy figu
under the bedclothes,

“ Carthew ! he whispered.

There was no sound. Then he groped
over the pillow, and, as he expected,
found no .head there. The pillows and
bolster were cu'mnved under the T’em

clothes to give the appearance of &
s!eeper. 1t was a precaution always
taken by the blac s<h<=ep of the Sixth
on such oeca 3 Jonroy  chuelk

soft s to the window. It
3 but unfastened. Conroy

L& i

1ed the (u(kh
lhen he left the

to the do\m.tcrn as silently as he

lefi it.  Van Ryn and I’O'\s were await-

ing him aunoanly

dy, and returne
il

“ All serene!” whispered Conroy. “Up
with you!t”
The three juniors dressed quietly. The

night was cold, and they had to remain
up a considerable time, They were in
Carthew’s study ten minutes later, with
the door closed, and their eyes on the
window,

How long they had to wait they did
not know; it depended on the hour at
which the festive party at the Bird-in-
Hand broke up. Twelve o’clock passed—
half-past twelve. Outside the moon g,hm-
mered on the guadrangle of Rookwood,
and faint light stole in at the window.

It was close upon one o'clock, and the
three watchers were nodd

o g
when shadows fell upon the moanlit
window. S

Conroy started, and nudged his cone
panions,

“Look out!”

“ What-ho 1 *.vhi,spered Po - :

A hand groped over the window out-
side. From®within the dark study the
three juniors could make out the figures
of Moruington and Carthew, in coats and
caps. They were av:donﬂ" puzzle uml
alarmed at finding that
not open,

They had returned guite unau~picioqu'
from the Bird-in-Iland party, expecting
to enter as they had loft. Chrthew Lad
ouly to get into the study. Morningtaun
had to pass through it and creep upstairg
with his boots in his hand—s curious way
for a junior to come home at night, b
nothing new to Morny.

window did not open.

the

outside =
“It won’t open!
the maiter with it?? :
fContinued on page 9.}

What the thunder’s
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® SNAPS! ®
o By SAMMY BUNTER. o
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George Gatty is in the sanny, ing fron
a kompound frauckcher of the big toe. We
prefer to beleeve that this is anuther case
cf toe-main poysoning!

& & e

Young Myers has bort himseif a fansy
wagtecote. We no longer wunder why evvery-
body ad-Myers Myers!

% w! (3

Iu a resent scrapp betwene the Second and
Third Forms, Hop Hi lest a porshun cof his
pigtale. It is* serprizing, in the serkum-
stanses, that he didn't logo his head!

B £ £

Smith minnimus—or terting, or whatevver
you like to call him—pinched a fryed Kipper
from the faggs' Kommon-room a Tew days
ago. . We shall have to kipper sharp cye on
young Smith in fewcher!

* & %

" Samuel Tuckless Bunter—that’s me!—
intends to put.up as kaptin of the Second at
no distant dait. The queschun is, are the
cther felloes prepared te “put up” with
Samuel Tuckless Bunter?

& 3 %

reeders have been klammering for
Bunter's Weekly.” Wait till Billy
imself, and is unnable to carry out
s! Then I shall come on the scene
with a flurrish of trumpitts! :

4 % # %

rthday last
ed, and 1
hand. When
was left, he

Dicky Nugent sellybrated his
weak, A big feed was prov
skeffed the hole of the tuck b
boddy arsked Nugent what
ide: “Oh crumbs!”

#* * #

I bad a scrapp the other day with Tubb of

tie Third. Mr. Twigg came on the seen just
5 1 was perspiring profoosely. *Bunter

12 he rored. “You have: been
Leating yoreself—as usuall”
¥

over-

Y} % #

The four subb-edditers of my maje
“Weekly ” went on strike a few days ago.
We. refewsed to retern to work untill. Billy
bad  prommist to dubble our salleries.
Evyverything has now been settied to the
satisfackshun of all parties, and we are now
reseeving neerly as much munney’as Guvver-
ment offishuls!

* ‘sz E

Thieir's a fello in the Second ealled Conrad
Epring, and the other day Dicky Nugent sald
to ‘me: “Why did Conrad Spring?” 1
promptly replide: “Bekawse he saw anuther
iello hop kigh (Hop HD!?

= * ¥ %

The Third-Fermers will bave the
barf.on Satberday. Wich i
anuther little konundrum:
“What did Twige twig, and why did he
Lollapse?” “Rekawse he saw Tubb tub!”

it annua
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—It is in a sad, sick, and
mind that I penn these

1 have had a lot of trubble just lately with
ny four fat—and fat-hedded—subbs. They
all vissited me in 2 boddy, and-said -that
unless I dubbled there sallury they would go
on strike. S

“Bar!® I cride. “What do T care for yore
threts? Do yore wurst! I dare say I shall be
able to get out thie uckst issew off my own
batt. Then I shall be able to say, in the
wurds of Shakespeere: * Alone I done it!’”

“Ratts!” said Sammy. (Being my miner, 1
suppoze he thort he tad a 1 t to strike.)
“You no jolly well that you will be kom-
pletely in the kart without us. We are the
iife and sole the paper, Peeple don't buy
it to see what you have to s It’s the four
subbs who reelly matter.”

“You will leeve me in the lerch?” I cride
hetly. .

“Yes!” said Fatty Wynn coldly.

“Then you will regrett it 1 said warmly.

“Bosh!” said Tubby Muffin freezingly,

And then the be adjerned to the tuck-
shopp, leeving me to tackel the neckst issew
single-handed.

1 should have s
rotters weren’t satt
on strike. They kidnapt me, and shoved me
n the coal-seller. I—think my reeders will
agree that this was a very black erime!

Oi"corse, 1 hiad fo cive in at the finnish-
I couldn't bare the thort of my *Weekly"”
not being pubbli Think of the distress
all over the kountry! Their
would be teers and lammentashuns, and it
would be a crying shame!

After a time, therefore, I agreed to the
rotters’ terms, and our motto is now “Bizzi-
ness as Usual.” <

I have been in reseat of skores and skores
of letters from my delited chumms, telling
me that my “ Weekly ” is perfecktly priceless!
This is kwite trew, bekawse it is being givven
away for nuthing each week in the “Popular.”

1 was boping to pubblish a ferther Kollum
of Ansers to Korrispondents this week, hut
space will not permitt. Howevver, yvou will
find that Baggy Trimble has been bizzy in
this direckshun, and his replies will be found
on the St. Jim's Page.

Deer reeders, I wish you all a Happy Keriss-
muss and a Brite New Yeer. This may sound
strange, but 1 menshnn it in case it slipps
my memmery neckst Desember!

1 trussed you are hag
reeders for  my - “Weekly.” - You -are?
Splendid We shall make the “Greyitiars
Herald ” sing small, you mark my wurds!

fed, too, hut the
with merely going

geing plenly of new

yviriars, and
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FASHIONS FOR
"ALL!
By ARTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY, o
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It isn't very often, dear boys—and gals—
that I have the pleasuré of addressing you in
these pages. You see, Fatty Wynn and
Baggy Trimble take up so much space (in
more senses than one!) that even a fellow of
tact and judgment, like myself, has to take
a back seat.

Now, 1 should like to talk to you about the.
wost important subject in life—dress. -

It's really surprising how few fellows know
how to dress properly. Instead of pressing
their bags overnight, they go to bed -with
them on! - And instead of using a coat-hanger
for their Eton jackets, they ceumple them up
and stuff them under their pillows! As for
fancy waistcoats, they seldom faney waist-
coats at all, for the other day I saw Jack
Blake going about without one!

Now, this sort of thing isn't done in the
circles. Everybody ought to be made to
realise the importance of dressing well and
neatly. I can forgive a burglar for burgling.
or a thief for thieving, or a rotter for rotting
—I mean, Tor behaving like a cad; but I can
never find it in.my heart fo forgive a fellow
who goes about looking like a stuifed rag-hag.

In the first place, every fellow should make
it Lis bounden duty to possess a trouser
press. They only cost about a couple of
quid, so by saving up your pocket-money ov
a few years, you should be able to secure
one. And when you've got it, don't poke it
away in some dark corner and foruet its
existence,” but use it regularly every night.
Place your bags in it, and screw it dowa, and
next morning the creases in your trousers will
be the admiratiéon and ‘envy of all beholders!

Of course, you should never sleep in your
trousers. That is the unpardonable sin.  Only
tramps would descend to that sort of thing.
You should trot rcund to the nearest hosicr's
and equip yoursell with a suit of rainbow-
coloured pyjamas. There is just one-draw-
back to this. Your opponents can casily
single you out’in a pillow-fight. But for all
that, it's a goed investment. S

If I had my own way, I should draw up
some very striet rules on the subject of
dress. A fellow wquld have to don his Etons
first thing in the morning. After morning
lessons he would bave to change into Harris
tweeds. After “‘dinner, he would change for
footer or ericket or shove-ha’penny, whichever
he intends to play.- It he is going to have a
high tea in his study, he should don evening-
dress. And when prep-time arrives, he should
put on a smoking-jacket and a pair of carpet
slippers.

My minor declares that a fellow should
change his togs as often as he washes his
néck. But I pointed out that in his case
this would be about once in six months!

Ag far as headgear is concerned, the topper
sitould _be universally worn. And it is
advisable to keep at least two dozen in
stock, to allow. for wear aund tear—as, for
ingtance, when some practical joker uses your
topper as a coucerbina, or as a deck-chaje*

Always see that your trousers have a steel
lining inside. Otherwise they will be ripped
to shreds by beligerent bulldogs.

o A, A, D’ARCY.
Tur Porviar.—-No, 110.
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An epidemic of rabies has broken out
onthe Clagsical Side. - It will take a
mighty fine physician i{o cure Raby’s
rithbies!

# T Y

We have pemséd with interest a copy
of the latest book, “Tho Survival of the
Fattest,” by Tubby Muffin, -

* ES £l

Wo have- also ryead an inferesting
pawphlet on “ pub-haunting,” by Mark
Carthew, author of “When Nights Were
Cold.”? = -

*
Heard the latest Limerick?

#A  fhghty
Kuowles
Is grieving our bearts and our sowles,
When he plays for the First
He appears at his worst,
For the duffer can never score gowles 1

young  prefect named

* % ¥

“ What's the name of your Head-
master?” inguired a reader on the tele-
phone the other day., “Chisholm,” I
answered.  “Have you got a bad cold,
Tommy?” he inguired. “Nunno! I
simply said that the name of our Head
was Chisholm—Chisholm !” 1 do wish
you wouldi’t keep on sneezing,” said the
reader,  *“1ean’t hear a word you've say-
ing.” Whereupon I gave it up.

- * 2 %

_One of ihe fellows’ paters—a peace-
time profiteer—came down to Rookwood
a2 few days ago. He was quite 2 big pot.
He visited the school tuckshop, and had
the” cheek to accuse Sergeant Kettle of
profiteering. Talk about the “pot ™ call-
g the Kettle black

% 2 e

Although a “crooked  youth in many
ways, we are of the opinion that
Adolphus Smythe should weay a * strait
jacket,

F # #

- 1t is the custom st Rookwood to have
grace before meals. The other day we
wware invited to a feed in Teddy Grace’s
stady, and we had meals before Grace!

3 - H ®

The Classical Side abounds in black
sheep. Peele and Laitery and Gower are
pretty hopeless outsiders, but we fancy
that "Topham can top ‘em!

& * ]

~ 'The reason that Talboys is i the Fifth
15, we presume, that ouly “tall boys >
are allowed in that select Form !

The fellows on the Classical Side ave
very poor ericketers. We have seldom
scen Egbert Fielding, and we bave often
seen Tubby Muffin’!

THe PorcLar.—No, 110;
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A Heroe’s Reward! :
To the Edditer of “ Billy Bunter’s Weekly.”

My Deer, Nobel Master Bunter,—How can
I evver thank you enufi for fishing me out of
the river the other day?

But for yore prompt and kurrajeous
ackshun, I shiould no dout have lost my life,
as the sea was very ruff at the time. The
way you battelled with the icy currant was
wunderful! And yore meddesty In refewsing
to give yore name was more wuonderful still!
As It happend, howevver, I new you belenged
to Greyiriars, bekawse you had the face and
figger of a publick skoolboy. =

As you no, I am a very rich man, havin
been on mewnishuns during the war, and
encklose § of my life’s savings—vizz., two-and-:
forepense, wich pleese axxept with my greatful
thanks for reskewing me from Friardale Lake.

After this grand eggsploit ¢f yores, you will
be a Nero in the eyes of yore skoolfelloes. I
am proud of you, my deer, gallent hoy!

Yores, in deepest grattytude,
A. BIGGE-WOPPER
(Mayor ef Wapshot).

(I showed this letter to my four fat subs,
and they deklare that I maid it up myself, and
that I nevver reskewed the Mayor of Wapshot
at alll Jellusy agane—personall ‘jellusy,
that's what it is! The beests sha'n't get a
share of my two-and-forepense ! —Ed.)

How to Kook a Chopp!
To the Editor of * Billy Bunter’s Weekly."”

Dear Billy,—I am proposing to give a study
feed to a few seleet friends on Wednesday
evening, but I'm afraid my knowledge of
cooking is limited.

I kpow you are a culinary expert, and 1
shall therefore be greatly obliged if you will
tell me how to cook a chop. 1 am desperately
anxious that the feed shall not be a failure.

__ Yours sincerely,
s GEORGE BULSTRODE.

(The art of kooking a chopp is a very
delliket one, and no mis-steak! 1Ist of all,
you pluek the fethers, and then, having maid
sure that yore chopp is kwite dead, you put
it in the oven. After wich, you send for me,
and then retire from yore studdy. On yore
retern you will ind the chopp duly kdoked—
and caten!—Ed.)

Skinner’s Conundrum !
To the Editor of ** Billy Bunter's Weekly.”

Dear Billy,—Where do the fliezs go in the
winter-time?

Yours Inquisitively,
HAROLD SEINNER.

(P'm much tee “ iy ” to attempt to anser
that queschun!—Ed.)

SONG—TO MR. HACKER.
- By CLAUDE HOSKINS,

E 5
I passed by your window
‘When the moming was red;
And you, sir, were sleeping. .
Right soundly in bed.
And though I sang softly,
And no one was near, :
You woke, shied a slipper,
And told me to clear!

11
I passed by your window
In the cool of the night;
Remove kids were watching,
With yelps of delght.
And though [ sang “softly,”
In' fones shriil and clear,
You licked me, you kicked me—
“Help! Murder! Oh dear!”

BILLY BUNTER'S WEEKLY.
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SHOULD GAMES BE
COMPULSORY ?

— w3

(There seems to be a difference
of opinion on this subject, as the
fotiowing replies will show.—Ed.)
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JIMMY SILVER:
Certainlyt Let the slacker ce from
slacking, "and the weary have no rest,

* %*

ADOLPHUS SMYTHE :

Ow! The mere mention of compuls
sory games makes me shudder! It's
appalling, begad! Nothing should be
made compulsory at Rookwood, barring
monccles and fancy waisfcoats and sieen!

B * &

“ He who sleeps and never plays
Is better off in heaps of ways. :
But he who plays and never sleeps—
Groo!  Such a chap gives me the
creeps !’ <

* % £

JONES MINOR:

This is a rather a diffikult queschun {e
anser i am parily in faver & partly not
i konsidder that all the best games such
as marbels hopskotch shove-ha’penny &
setra & setra should be maid kompulsory
but that kricket & footbaw! & so forih
need only be played when one feels like
it of corse 1 eggspect the masters will
drum it into our-heads that all games
should be maid kompulsory but then
the masters are all rong! -

3 4

VAL MORNINGTON: :

Compulsory games ?
consider that Latin and Greek should be
chucked out of the school curriculum
{good word that) and that we should be
made to play dominoces and snakesand-
ladders in the Form-room. And when-

ever 3 fly setiled on old Bottles’ nose, we |

might produce our catapults and go in
for big game shooting! (If the fiy was
at all “fiy,” he'd y.—Ep.}

% & %

MARK CARTHEW

I am eutirely in favour of snooker-peol’

and crown-and-anchor being made com-
pulsory. ¥
= *

SERGEANT KETTLE:

Wot I says is this "ere—you yung var-
mints is up to kwite enuff games all-
reddy, without making "em kompulsory !

3 3 =

THE HEADMASTER OF ROOK-
WOo0p: . :

I am’constantly being pestered with
guestions of this sort, und the next time
I am annoyed in this way I shall send
for the Rookwood representatives -of
*“ Bunter’s Weekly ”” and chastise them
severely | s

ie

% * #*

1 TOMMY DODD:

Compulsory games aren't necessary, so

fur as the Moderns are concerned. We'rs
But the flabby, pud-

ag iit as fiddles.
ding-headed Classicals want waking up,
and a course of * physical jerks ” would
do them all the good in the world!
#* * #

ARTHUR EDWARD LOVELL:

Yes, I believe in compulsory games,
especially footer. Where's Smythe's
Sunday topper?

1
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Yes, rather? I

|
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An Amusing Series of Incxdents in Connection with ' Billy Bunter’s Week!y o
Hlustrations by DICKY NUGENT, of the Third Form.

I dou't kmow why: I allew it, but Billy
Bunter uses my.study—-No. 7 in the Remove
passage—as his “edditorial sanktum.”

I generally find everything topsy-turvy—the
bookcase in the fender, the fire-guard on the
window-sill, and so torth,

When I W.llk(‘d inta the study the other
afternoon, after a strenuous game of footer,
I saw the fat figure of Billy Bunter bobbing
about amid a sea of manuseripts. He was
perspiring profusely, and he had a pair of
scissors in one hand. and a pot of paste in
the other. A leaky pen was behind his ear.

“Oh, dear!” he gasped, floundering about

among the piles of contributions. “I don't
know where T am. I can’t seem to make
any headway. I shall go potty in a minute!”’

““Speak in thie past tense, old barreb!” 1

said cheerfully. “You've been potty ever
since your infancy!” -
“Oh, really, Toddy——"

“What do you fmagine you're doing nowi”
. “Getting eout the next number of my

Weekly.” It’s Press Day, you know!
here’s only one thing written—the editorial.
I can’t very well pan the whole issue out with
that, can I"’

"Bardly I replied,
fat subs?”

Billy Bunter looked as if he

lub

“Where are your foup
were going to

lub.

"Thc»——lhe) re onm strike!” he faltered.
“They’'ve deserted a sinking rat—1 mean,
ratted a deserted ship—— Oh, dash it all, you
know my meaning!”

“Perfectly,” I said. “They've left you in
the turch{”

“That’'s it Fatty Wynn and Baggy
Trimble have come over from St. Fim's to tell
me that they refuse to werk any longer unless
I double their salaries. Tubby Muffin. has
come over from Roekwood with the same

. threat, and even my minor has got up on his

hind legs and refuses to do anythmg more tor
 my * Weekly!"»

“Why not give ’em what they want?” &
suggested.

“What! Double their
Billy Bunter. “Why, theyTe lving like
fighting-cocks already! They'lt be huying
Yord cars and things scont Besides, they'll
.eat up all the giddy profits!”

salaries!” Ticoted

“But youwll have teo give in to them,” 1}
here, you deaf dumwmy, will you belp me get
- my rag out?”

zald, *“or your ‘ Weekly ’ will come to a fuil
stop. You ean't possibly fill the whole issue
yourself !”
At that moment the door epened, and
“"Protter the page trickled in. He had g bufi-
coloured envelope in his hand,
“Telegram for Master Bunter!” he
annaunced.

The fat junior ripped open the m\e!epex g

and he gave a hollow grosn as he read the
message on the flimsy sheet of paper.

“Bunter, Greyfriars, Friardale,—Printers
shouting themselves hoarse for the next issue
of your ‘ Weeckly." For the love ef Mike, put
2 jerk in it!—Editor ¢f the * Poputar. *

Buater handed me the telegram,

“What shall I do about it, Toddy?® he
asked.

“That's your own affalr,” T sald, with a
shrog of the choulders.  “Persepally, if 1
were in your place, I'd submit to the strikers.
You ean't pmsib}y, carry en witheut. their con-
tributione.”

“T was thinking that we might get the
1~°<ur out between us,” said Bunter.

“€h, were you?®

:' I&"ﬁ You could write fen columns——"

ot

So far, |

| effects of Dutton's

~ TS O® &

“And I'd tackle the ether two. How does
that. arrangement suit you?”

“mot at all!” I said bluntly. - “If you think
you're ‘going to make a sort of lackey of -me,
| yeu're jolly -well mistaken!”"

At this juncture Tom Dutton, our deaf
study- mate came in. Billy Bunter turned to
him eagerly

“E say
mess

“T‘h? Guess what?” said Dutton.

“¥m in a mess—in & hole—in a corner:”
shouted Bunter.

Dutton frowned. :

“You mneedn’t sling silly nursery rhymes
my head!” he growled. “Faney spouting
about little Jack Hormer!” ‘

“T wasn’t! I said I was in a corner.
been left in the lureh—"

“%elrve you jolly well right!”

“Eh?”

“I'm not a scrap sorry that you've had the
bireh !

Billy Buuter gave a snort of exasperation.

“You—you—" he spluttered. “Look

3000

ﬁutton, I'm in the dickens of a

1've

| by the four strikers,

Mi idea of the dust-up in the Edditer’s
. Sanktem.—D.N.)

Dutton caught the
sentence all right.

“Got. your rag out, have you he said.

| “So. have I! TU'm fed-up with bcing spoken

B this! Take that—and that—and

last part of

So saying, Tom Datton proceeded to use
B)Il\ Buntér's head a3 a puuul'mmball
“Yaroocooh! Chuckitt!~Stoppit! Dragim-

Loff, Toddy!”

L "prcd the infuriated Dutton by the
collar, and swung him back. And then, by
making a megaphone of my hands, I was
F able to explain to him what all the trouble
wag about:
“Bunter wants uie to contribute
¢ Weekly,” d he?” growicd Dutton.

to his
St

groaned, partly from the
punches, and partly
because he was in a tight corner, and counld
see no way out.

' see_him to Jericho first!”

Bilty Buuter

He rolled uscross to the window, and
- blinked out into the Close.
Qur study window commands a view of the

 tuckshop, and Billy Bumter belield his four
| fat subs cating. drinking, and making merry
in Mrs. Mimble’s establishment.

1 voice from below.

By PETER TODD.

*Talk abont Nero burning while Dome’s
fiddling!” he exelaimed. “A&s you beasts
won't give me a hand, I suppese I shall hinve
to' try to tackle the whole issne myself.,”

And Billy seated himself at the table, and
proceeded to cover sheet after sheet of impot
paper with: his spider-like scrawl.

After an interval of half an hour, Trottter
the page again appeared om the scene with.
a telegram. [ grinned when Bunfer showed
me the wire. It ran thus:

“Bunter, uzeyfrmx'“ Friardale
still raving for your ‘Weekly. :
printer has broken a blocd-vessel. Unless you
forward complete. copy tast post this
evening, we smu go to prass without you.—
Editor of the ‘Popular.””

&

“Oh crumbs!” groaned RBilly Bunter. “[
shall never get through.in time! 1lve only
done the detolnl and the Lxtracts from my
Post-bag.”

“The seoner you come fo $erms with your
four fat subs the better!” ¥ said.

“T'Il never give in to the beasts--mever!”
said Bunter vehemently.

Even as he spoke, there was a frampling
of fect witheut, and the study door huist
open,

Four fat- figures
upon Billy Bumnter.
this!)

“Leggo!” yelled
“What's the little &mne’

“Bring him along!” said F.Jf"
fully. “'_h\e.ll; his nose, Baggy
any trouble!”

Billy Bunter was swung off his feet with-
out ceremony, and carried oul of the study
1 followed to

fiercely flung themseives
(Wonderinl alliteration,

the

-gstonished  editor.

hm

“Where are you taking him$” ¥ inguired,

Fatty Wynn chuekled.
“We're going to deposil hita in the coal-
hol:‘ ~ he explained.
‘A very soot-able p‘an: for L !” 1 said,

with a grin.

Billy Bunter roared and struggled and pro-
tested,. but all to no purpbse. Ie was
carrled into the Close, and his portly
was lowered through the uphifted m*m».iw.
- 1t was a tight squeecze, for Billy's circum-
ference iz considerable; but presently we liad
the satisfaction of I.Ldfﬂl" him drep on to
a heap of coal.

“Yarcoooh ¥ he roare«L “How long are
you going to keep me down hore, you Kid-
napping rotters?” .,
~ “Entil yeu agree fo our terms!”
AMuffin.

“1'Il never

form

said Tubhy

in!? dé Cl a muflled
“I'H die §i
“Then you can get on with 7.0111' dying!™
said Fatty Wyon unsympatheticaily,
Bilty Bunter groaned dismally,
"Hold on!” he shouted.
© “You give in?” asked Ba
“Yes—hang you!”
& to ‘double pur

give

vaey Trimble.

77 szaild

salaries

“Good enough [”
haul him up¥*
Now that the strike was pver, Bi U\ Bunt
was able to forge ahead with 4
and his four fat subs tackled ti
with great guste. They had the sa
of kmowing: that in future they 5)
paid at the rate of ninepence per column,
instead of the usual fourpencelin’penuy!
THE END.
Tre Porriar.—No.

said Fatiy Wyun. “Let's

110..



iv

g\«w'wwWMWWWWWWwwwwwwwwwv{wvwwwwv»wwwwww'w»- .

g

(Kwite a number of veeders of 1\
Busiter's Weekly ” have addressed letter
to me personally, and I have )m.(h
plezzure in rep])mrf to them this

" kollum.—B.

Arthur € Le“hhaml—-&ou have no
vite to krittisise my speling. Tt licks
yores. into a kocked hatt! Why, you
karnt even spell the wurd ‘ speling.’
You rite it with two ‘1’s, wich is per-
fecktly riddikulus! But I suppoze 1
must make allowanses for yore igguer-
ense and lack of eddukashun ! .

“Miriam *’ (Folkestone).—Yes, it is
fowite trew—that I wunce lost my havt to
Doris Levison.. We all fall in luv at
sy mne or other, you no! But most
of us ‘fall out’ soon after we fall in!
Hm‘.m ver, I am now hart-hole, and

shall not think of these matters agane
nuL)I I.am an offishul in the Minnistry
of Food, with an O.B.E. and a sallery of
three +hovsancl a yeer!

Billy M. (Sunderland).—You konklood

in

:  Ansers to Korrispondents ! 3
2 By BAGGY TRIMBLE (Subb-Eddlte!‘.) ? ‘ ;

CAAAAAAAARAAANANANANAN AN AN ANANY MMMMMMMMMMMMM’WMMV:MMM» >

yors letter to me by saying, ‘Hoping
vou are fat and well.”  Is this sarkassum?
If so, I must offer a °stout ’ rezzistense!

Gerald- Johnsen. (Manchester).—The
best athlete in the Fourth? - Baggy
Trimble ! The best skoller in the Fourth?
Baggy Trimble!  The best all-round
fello? Baggy Lrimble!: The biggest
eggapert at blowing his own trampitt ?

5

Baggy Tumlﬂe—I—I Mmean, Tom Merry!

Jimmy R. (Repton).—I am afrade I
cannot use yore verses, begmnm"*
“There is a podgy youth named

Trimble, .

Whose =~ brains  would go inside a

thimble !”

That's sheer libel, you no, and karnt
be aloud!

“Knthusiast ** (Burnley).—Am I going
to see the Cup-Final a$ Stamford Bridge?
Sertingly not—unless refreshments are
provvided on the groind free of charje!

BILLY BUNTER'S WEEKLY.

Percy Jones (Canhff)

listening at keyholes?” — Oh, reelly,

“Don’t, you"
“ever get. a cold in your -ear throngh

Porey, what a narsty, suspishus mm\L you -

have! T’ve never lissened at a keyhole
in my life. I allways push the door open
a little way.
like that!

“ A Loyal Emppm‘tei 2 ’Bummghmm)

—“T have capuued a dozen new readers.
for ¢ Billy Bunter’s Weekly.” "—Whatare .
you going to do with them—hold them.
to ransum?

“Noel ”” (Richmond).
to win the Boatrace this year, Baggy?
After dew deliberashun, I have come to
the konklusion that it will be either
Oxford or Cambridge! :

Vou cany here much better:

—“Who is gomo:

“Disgusted ” (Canterbury).—“1 think

you are a greedy, gormandising glutton,
and 1 hope you T burst 17— hartily
ressiprokate yore good wishes!

Ted Parker (Hackney).—‘‘I have been
a keen reader of ‘Billy Bunter's
Weekly® for seven years.”—And a keen
fibber all yore life, T fansy!

* Mabel Lynn (Cornwall).—*Good cld
Baggy! I consider that your column x:
easily the-best feature in the Weekly.”
—Kuriously enuff, T have allways been
of the same oppinion!

'}WWWW'\NWWWWVVWWWWWWWWWWWWWWMMWWWWWWV‘

Gettmg Blood Qut of a Stone! :

By FATTY WYNN (Sub- Echtor) 3

s
$
:
&

Dear
swhich I should like yoti to settle as
early as possible, as I happen to be stony.

Here are the items: :

W. -G, Bunter, -
Dy, to David llencThn Wynn.

£ 84
To contributions in “Billy
Bunter’s Weekly 7 - to
ddtn cee = . 1 6
To return fare to (ue"
friavs when ordered by
the cditor to come for an
interview ... g 6
To standing the editor a
feed in the tuckJ.wp at
Greyfiiars ..
To supdry odds and ends

10 0
=y

COEETS - e

Total £1 “E=0

’\IU’V\gMMMWM’VW‘WMMMJ\N”AMWMMMMWWM‘V‘;MMWWVWW'

1
Bunter,—1 enclose 2 Tittle bill

(O

An eallv exmttame will obhge —-Y’om
loyal sub-aditor, . WysnN.
; II.

Dear Wynn,—Of “all -the cheek! I
shouldn't duem of paying you all that
munney. If is trew you are entitled to
one-and-six for yore kontribushuns to my
paper, but the retern fair to Greyfriars
15 entirely yore own funeral, -and so is
the feed you stood me at the tu@ksbnpp
As for the “sundry odds and ends,”
don't no what you mean. You czm
jolly well go and eat koke!—Yores in
kontempt, W. G. Buxrre.

III.

Dear Buuter,—In reply to your
courteous letter, I have to state that
unless you remit me the sum of one
guinea by return of post, the matter
will be placed in the hands of Messrs.
Figgins, Kerr, & Co., public execu-

tioners, who will bump all the breath
out of you.—Yours grimly, D. WyNx.
IV.

Dear Wynn,—You can thank yore
lucky stars that the Edditer of the
POPULAR has lent me enuff munney to
settle vore akkount!

I enklose forty sixpenny postle-orders
and  twenty-four halfpenny
Kindly ackuollidge reseat.

1 hope you will not make a beest of
xowwf now that you are in possession
of all this welth {—I remain, yore lord
and master, W. (. BUNTER.

V.

Dear Bunter,—I received your postal-

stamps. _

=

orders, but, unfortunately, the news got -

about St. Jim's. There was a mad rush
from all quarten by fellows who thought
you had sent me the postal-orders in pay-

ment of your debts contracted svhen you
were here some time ago. - I had the
groatest difficulty in keeping hold of the
money.

I think that, in future, it would be
best if you paid for my contributions and
a\:,lstance by hampers of tuck !—Yous,

D. Wyxn.

(Sum hopes '—Eb.)
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$ Left in the Lerch!?
s By TUBBY MUFFIN (Subb.Edditer).
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I have allways maintained, deer
reeders, that there is only ove fello who
138 motdble for the posishun of kaptin
n‘ (lassical Fourth at Rookwood.

myself.  Unforchunitly, I can

v@\\m get Jimmy Silver & Co. to see
i to 1 with me on the subjick.

Now, the other mnite, in the dorm,
Jimmy ‘Silver was feeling awfully soar.
1t appears that he h‘ad been playing
footer. in the: afternoon against the
\ioderm. and old Manders, the master
of flm Sizth, had refereed the game.

“Thé man nose as much about foot-
“bawl asa hipperpotamus does about golo-
wist!”? grouled Jimmy Silver. “d-way
threw the game he sent me off the feeld
for o fowl. Would vou beleeve it?

W h\, I’ve nevver fowled anyboddy in
my life !

**Manders
Lovell,

LTye Porvrar.-

was being spiteful,’ zaid

No, 110.

-Silver.

ARANARALY,

“Hggsacily! e wanted to show me
up in frunt of evverybody. By .Jove,
I'd give awnything to get even with the
hoestt”

At this jun(kchov I c¢himed in. 4
- “What do you want to do, Silver,” 1
said—and the others lissened to my
wurds with wrapped attenshun—“is to
pay a vissit to Manders’ bed-room, dragg
all the bedclothes off him, and roll him
out of bed!”

“Don’t be so abserd!

(5}

*granted Jimmy
“That wood be mxely arsking
for trubble!”
‘“Bar !
skornfully.
“Take the job on yoveself, Tubby!”
said a voyce.
“Sertingly ' “1 make
fuppn]ash\m ! :
“What's that?” asked Raby.
“That & a dnzn-m felloew come with
me to Manders’ room.

Yore a eowered!” T said

" 1 replide. one

“All serrene!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Come along, you chapps!”

Well, we stole out of the dorm, and -
stole upstares, and stole into Manders’
room—at least I gid.
hung back.

It was dark in the rcom, but Manders”

snore guided me to his bed.

Then, before you could say, “Tubby
Muffin;”* I had wipped off the bed(‘lothe :
and givven Manders a shuvy wich sent
him hertling to the floor.

*“This is no p]alcn for me!” I mutterd,
under my broth. “T must beet a kwick
retreet !”

The other felloes'

s
=

But what do you think, deer xeedel‘\.‘ﬁ

One of those rotters outside—I think it
must have been Peele—had locked the
door on the outside, and I was unable
to get out!

- I was cort like a ratt in a trapp!

Old Manders staggerd to his feer,
and switched on the ele(tuck lite.
he gave a garsp.

And then the beestly boolying Bolshw
armed himself with a slipper, and wacked
me with gxate vigger on th*zt part of my

annatermy where the pijjamas were
thinniest. Oh, ves, deer reeders, I had

a very thin time, T can asshure \oa'

Then
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THE WHIP HAND! =

{€Continued from page 8.) _
(IR e

“By gad, we've got to get in some-
howt” :
- The Colonial Co. chuckled sofily.
Conroy stepped to the window, and

there was a gasp outside as the roysterers |

saw his shadow on the glass. The junior
siipped back the catch, and opened the
_window at the top. Standing on a chair,
Le looked out.- Carthew looked up at
him, with a face white as a sheet.” Ex-
posure, expulsion, and ruin were staring
the rascally prefect in the face, and he
realised it, .

“ Who-—who-—wha's thai?? stammered
Carthew faintly.

“Dou't you know me, dear boy?”?

“Conroy |

“We're all here!? grinned Van Ryn,
over the window. - “What a happy meet-
ing, Carthew!”

“Enjoyed your litile walk?”? chuckled

ons.

Carthew ground his teeth with rage.

“Open’ that window!” he muitered |
thickly. |

“Rats!”?

“Look here~—-"

“You're not goin’ to keep me oub, you
chaps!” muttered Mornington, in shrill

jones of alarm. “Don't be rotten
sneaks!”
“Who's keeping vou out?” said Con-

roy. C *Get in! u can elimb in over
the window if you're spry !”
Mornington hesitated a moment,

ai

tren he climbed on the windowsill.
tonroy gave him a hand, and he

clambered in over the lower sash. Van
Ryn and Pons received him, and ihey
iid not let go when he was safe in the
study. They held his arms tight.

“Let go!” muttered Mornington,

He dared not speak aloud.

“Not yet, my pippin!” said Conroy
coolly. “Take him to the dorm, Peng,
d see that he doesn’s leave it again!”
“‘Right-ho!® grinned the Canadian,
“Look here, Conroy 2

“Shut up! Take him away, Pons!”

In the sturdy grip of the Canadian
juntor Mornington was led to the door.
e weut unresistingly. He dared not
make & sound lest Bulkeley should

awaken in the next study.- -
© As a matter of fact, the blackguard

of the Fourth was only too glad to
esca the danger himself, without
troubling his head about Carthew. The"
two juniors left the study silently, Pons
vlosing the door.

Carthew had climbed on the window-
_sill, expecting to climb in after Morning-
ton, To his rage and alarm, the window
was pushed up. He held on to the sash

% ith his hands, standing on the sill; and

Conroy, standing on the chair maide,
ked him in the face, through the
12rrow aperture, with a quiet smile,

(=5

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Brought to Terms!
ARTHEW breathed hard, choking
back his rage.

' He could not guess what the

- jonior intended, but he knew
what he deserved at the hands of the
chums lie had persecuted with tiveless
malice,

ife was ai their merey.

There was no door or window un-
fastened at night in the school, save only
his own window. And there he could
ot enter. It was in the power of the
juniors to keep him out all night if they

chose. = That meant inevitable discovery

Conroy stenped up to the window, and looked over the top. Who-—who-: ;

who’s that? '’ stammered Carthew, looking up.

Conroy. ‘“ What a menrry meeting
ground his teath.

! Enjoyed youp littie walk 7 ¥
‘Lot me in ! " he muttersd,

‘¢ Hallo, old tcp 1 grinned
The prefect
(See Chapter 3.)

of his shady rascality. He conld enly
get mn by waking the IHouse. And how
was he to esplain how he came out of
doors at one o’clock in the morning, in
coat and muffler, with the mud of
Coombe Lane on his boots?

There was no falsehood, no humbug
that would serve his turn. It would bo
a compiete exposure, and he knew what
would follow—a terrible interview with
the Head and the sentence of expulsion
from the school with every circumstance
of disgrace and ignominy. Ilis head
turned almost giddy as he thought of it.

Conroy knew the. thoughts that weve
in the prefect’s mind as they looked at
each other in dead silence over the sash
of the window. Carthew broke the
silence at last.
“Will you

kily.

let me in?” he muttercd

for mercy’s  sake,
I Carthew, thro t ignity
to the winds. “ You knoiw what it means
to me!”’ ‘
“Exactly »
“You—you don't want to
sacked !’ muticied Carthew, i
dry Hps.

“Why not?” ZRiE
would be a bit er you

vere gone, wouldn’t
Carthew panted,
“I—P'm soiry I—TI've been rather
rough on you'!” ke'stumnmered. * [—I
uever really meant to—-—'"
“Ligr :

Carthew choked.

“Youre a votten bully, a_low
blackgnard!” said Conrey cheeriully.
“You're a disgrace to the schoel, and
you ought to be kicked out of Rook-
wood, and you know it!”

“Hear, hear!” murmwed Van Ryn.

Carthew mumbled indistinctly, ife
did not darve give utterance to the
furious words thal rose to his lips
Liven now he was in' terror lest Convoy’s
whispering voice should be heard by
other cars. It was the fact that Conroy
whispered that gave him a lingering
hope. If the junior had intended to bo-
tray him he would not have subdued
his voice. .

“Let me in, there’s a geod chap!”
mutiered Carthew, *“¥-=I'] let you alone
in future! I—I swear it! I—Y beg your
pardon, Conroy !*’

“How are the
chuckled Van Ryn.

mighty  fallen !

“Youwre a rotien funk, a¢ well as &
shady cad!” remarked Conr “Why,
evern Morny wouldn’t show white

J :

‘feather like that, Carthew!”

“Will you let me in?

“On conditions—ves!”

“Tll agree to anything! If you want
money—-—""

“0h, shut wp! Do you think T want
to touch your dirty money?” growled
Conroy.  “Tl let you in, on condilion
vou leave my study alone in fuiure, and
behave yourself 1 -

Tue PoprLAR.—No. 110,
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1~ willt I promise!”

(on‘?o‘y laughed softly. '

““I'd as soon take the Kaiser's promise
as  yours!” he said contemptuously.
“You'll put it down in black and
wiite 17

“Wha-g-at!”

“Here’s a pencil aud 2 sheet of paper,”
said Conroy calmly. “You can write it
on thmboo} Here you ave!”

‘What do you mean?” hissed Car-
thow,

“Youll write as I dictate! And if you
try to altey your usuval fist in any way, I
slmll fasten the window, and leave you
out!

(13 I‘__I‘_“__

“Are you ready?’ =~

“Yes,” panted Carthew. He took the
beok, the pencil, and the paper over the
iop of the window- sa;h.' “What do you
want me to write?

““In consideration of being let into
the school, after returning from the
;:1ird-in;1’i’and at one o'clock in the morn-

4

ma

“I wou't write that!” breathed Car-
thew,

“Youwll stay out all wight if you
dou’t!’” said Counroy grimly.

( ‘farthew panted.

“You young fool! Such a paper

would be E"u\mh to get me cxpelled, if
anvbody saw it!”

“That's what I

% What !

“1 shall keep that paper,” explained
Counroy. “So long as you behave your-
self it will be safe in o sccret place, and
I'll give it back to you at the end of the
term. So long as you keep the conditions
that paper “ on’t be seeu. DBreak your
word, and the papwr goes to the Head!

7 Begin bullying again, and I'll pin
1t ur on the wall of the senior Common-
room !’

“You—yon young villain !
Cavthew. 1 won't write 16!
“TLend me a hand with this window,
Van Ryn!”

“Hold on! I-T1l write it!” panted
Lui(hew

1 thought you would.’

“You—you promise to keep it dark?’
asked Carthew, in a woice stifled between
fear and fury.

want!”

35

groaned

“I've said so, so long as you play the|

gae, and it’s voux‘~ again at the end of

the {erim. You‘ know you can -take
my word, just as I kunow that I can’t
S o \oms

Carthew did know that. ~ But he siill
hesitated, and the two juniors began to
push up the sash. That decided Carthew.

Any risk was betier than the absolute

v and expulsion.
1 do it!” he stut-

certainty of dist‘(

“Hold ont I—

taved,
“It's your last chance!”
ow, then, as I dictate! ¢ In consider-
ation of being let into the school, after
returning from the Bird-in-Iland at one
olclock in the morn ing, I promise not to
behave like a cad and a votten bully for
ﬂm vest of the tevm.  Signed, Mark

Carthew.” And write it in your ordinary
hm\_d. \\c shall examine ‘it before we
let you in!

There -was no help for it. Carthew
‘ested the paper on the book, and wrote
as ordered, without any attempi to dis-
guise his hand. He was trembling with
cage as he passed the paper in to
(’(un‘oy.

- “Wait while-T-look at it,’
Australian coolly,

e stepped back., Van Ryn taking his
place on g_ualf‘l at the window, I)thd
the bed-curtains Conroy struck a match,
and examined the paper calctully He
was quite satisfied with if, and hc pub it
mm his pocket.

‘All serene?” asked Van Ryn.
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said Conroy.

said the

‘Allserene! Come on! You can get
(uuhevv"'

’lhe two juniors left the study at once.
Carthew foxced up the sash, and opened
the window, clambered in, white
with rage. But the two juniors were
gone before he was in the study.

If the prefect had thought of making
a desperate attempt to regain the tell-
tale paper, it was too late.

Conroy and Van Ryn returned to the
Fourth Form dormitory. They found
Pons and Mornington awake.

"All right?* asked Pous.

Right as rain|”

“Where's
ton

“Gone to bed, T imagine,’
Conroy. *“I'm going, too !

“You'll got, it in the neck for this in
the morning!” muttered the dandy of
the Fourth,

R“I hardly thiuk so!” chuckled .Van
o

“You fool! Carthew will skin you for
scaring him like that!”

“Wait and see!”

And the Colonial Co. went to bel m 2
satisfied frame of mind, feelinig that they
had faulv earned what remained of their
night's resi,

Gy

Carthew?” asked \Iomm g-

’ yawned

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
2 All Serene!

ONROY & Co. turned out rather
sleepily at the clang of the rising-
bell in the morning. They were
sleepy, but cheerful.

Momington eyed them sourly. He
was loolmw forward with pleasure to the
high old time they were to enjoy at
Carthew’s hands. He had no doubt what-
ever that the bully of the Sixth would
find a very early excuse for punishing
the three. Morny was unawere of the
pledge that was safe in Clonroy’s Aeepmfr

“You fellows look like boiled owls!™
Jimmy Silver remarked. “Didn’t you
sleep well?”

“Well, we were awake a good time,’
said Ryn, smiling.

“Did you go out on the razele with
Morny ?” sniggered Tubby Muffin,

Exactly. We enjoyed the razzle more
than Morny did—didn’t we, Morny?’

Mornington sniffed, and did
answer.

“What have you been up to?” asked.
Loxell puzzled.
snuﬁ’ 7 said Conroy cheerily.

The Colonial Co. were smiling merrily
as they came down with the " (lassical
Yourth, - They were in very good spirits
that morning.

Javthesw met the juniors in the lower
passage. Mornington’s eyes gleamed.
He expected the bully of the Rixth to
“begin ” at once.

But Carthew didn’t bLegin., He only
gave the Colonial Co. a black scowl, and
turned away.

Wforn'nf'ton hurried after him as the
JllnlOIS streamed out info the quad.

‘Cartl 1e'\" ' he exclaimed.

Carthew scowled at him.

“Aren’t you going to give those
rotiers something for the- trouble they
gaye us tast mghf 7 said Mornington.

“No!” growled Carthew.

“You're going to take it lying down?”

ejaculated  Mornington, in  blank
as om«hmmd :
“Mind your own LH\IDL:" confound

ED

you!

Carthew strode away, leaving Morn-
iugton rooted te the floor with amaze-
wnent. The prefect was evidently not in
a forgiving mood. Yet apparently he in-
tended to let the matter drop. Morny
simply couldn’t undersiand it.

Some of the Fourth noticed that the
Colonial (*¢. were very cheery that lay.
They seemed to be enjoying some. little

not °

The Pip, Squeak, and ‘Wilired Working Model is in—

joke krnown only to themselves. What-
ever it was, they did not confide it to
their Form-fellows,

“Done your lines?” Jimmy 8
asked, as he met Study No. 3 after t&

Contoy shook his head.

“You'll have Carthew do\\n on Yo,
said Jimmy rather anxiously., **No gooed
getting reported to Bootles, you knos.

“I don’t think Carthew w vl report us.'

“He joily well will!”

He Il jumnp at the chance |”

“You young duffers!” said Lowell

“You're p!a,)m(' into Carthew’s ham‘s.
Here he comes!”

The Colonial Co turned smiling faces
on Carthew of the Sixth. . Carthew dxdn t
smile. He scowled blzwkly

“Hullo old son " said Conroy.

Carthew strode on without replying.
The Fistical Four looked on in astomsh-
ment.

“I spoke fto you, Carthew!” said
Conrby, in a significant tone.
The prefect halted. His eyes wersa

burning. Jimmy Sftver & Co. “could see
that he was quivering with rage, but'he
was putting a restraint on himself that
astounded them

“Feel all right to-day, dear boy ?* said
Conroy.

“Yes.” muttered Carthew thickly.

“By the way, you gave us some lines
yesterday,” remarked Conroy.

“D-d-did 177

“Don’t you remember ?”’ said Conroy

sweetly. ““You told us they would be
doubled if they w eren i hanwd in by tea-
time to-day. “ ¢’re not going to do those

919

lines, Carthew.’
“ My hat 1"’ murmured Jimmy Silver.
ITe expected an explosion. But the
explosion did not come. Carthew

clenched his hands for a moment, but-ke
unclenched them again, and nodded. ==

“All vight!” he muttered.

“We're not going to do any more lines
for you, Carthew,” continued Van Ryn.
“We've decided not to h"\'o anything
further to do with you. We don’t lila
bullies I

“By gad " muttered Mornington, who
was looking on blankly. Morny won-
dered whether he was drgaminﬂ.

Carthew’s face was.a study. He seemed
unable to apeak

“My advice to you, Carthew, i3 to give
up bullying, and fry to be a decent chap.”
added Conroy. “If you turn over a new

leaf, Carthew, we're willing to be3
friendly. Other“)se you can keep \om
distance _Understand ?”

“Yes " gasped Carthew.

And he w allxed away hurriedly.

Jimmy Silver grasped Conroy by
shou del. and shook him.

“How did you do it?” he \el"ed

“What's come over Carthew? How ham

you \\angled it, you grinning fathead?”
“Don't be mqmsxt've dear boy. The

fact 1s, Carthew isn’t up io the weight of
Study No. 3,” said Conroy calmly.
“(ome on, you chaps! It s still lighee
enough fo kick a ball about!”

And the Colonial Co. went off smllmg.

The Fistical 'our were astounded.
were the rest of the Classical l‘o'n*h
when they found that the persecution of
br udy No. 3 had entirely ceased, &nid that
ihe bully of the Sixth was quite civil
whenever he came into contact with the
cheery trio. But they puzzled over #in
vain. Conroy & Co. kept the secret, as
in honour bound. ~ And their troubles
with Carthew were at an end. The buly
of .the Sixth had made the painful dis-
covery that he was not up to the wel }-:
of the Colonial Co. :

THE END.

(Another grand I{oo,"wu(l
next F 11([(14/, entitled “The
Lraitor.”’  Readers are adviscd. to order
their M[:J of the ‘PorviaR well in
advdance. }

:.!0
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THREADE CF THE ¢ TORY.

“%:o Adrian Vauvghan, after having served five

years, leaves Dartmmcor Prison, bent on re-
gaining his old position in the world, but he
finds that all of his old acquaintances had
joined the great army against him, inciuding
a - very old ehum, Harry Leigh, and he vows
to.get his revenge on those who were once
liig_friends.

He falls in with an old acouaintance of the
prison, by name of Demottscn. and secures
a suite of splendidly furnished rcoms, where
‘they jnrend to plan a great scheme. Later
Vaughan appears before the public as a
singer and musician, and makes a great name
for himself as Paul Rutherford.

Demotisen .informs his partner that he has
discovered that Leishman is really Mr. Leigh,
the criminals’ moneylender.

.- They employ the services of Johm Firth,
who is the: double of the ex-convict, and it
i3 arranged that the latter helps Firth to
discover the whereabouts of Judas Leishman,
& man who had wronged him in the past,

- Vaughan pays Leigh a visit, and threatens
to .reveal to the world his secret if Leigh
does: mot hand over to his care Harry, who is
ve Uy Harry Firth. Leigh has to agree, and
Harry is taken to Vaughan's house in Flatuey,
and Kept a prisoner there. 3

Ferrers Locke makes a proposition to
Vaughan' for a témporary truce, and the
latter shows him a letter from Count von
Diehling offering to reveal the person of
Harry Leigh for a monetary consideration.

“The name Von Diehling

(Now read on.)
“Y
doubtless is familiar to you.”

‘1 believe a man of that name is con-
neécted with o gang of expert Conti-

A Va'n Search!
OU force my hand,” Locke ad-
mitted helplessly.

~

“rental crooks.”
“The very same.”
“He—and I believe yourself—figures

i the jewel robbery at the Edward

Hall 22 : : -
“You pay me .a compliment,”

Vaughan answered mockingly. ~ “If you

read between the lines vou will see Von

Diebling is not so gracious. However,

I will admit there was business between

us; - Whkat it was doesn’t concern you.

ife was to pay me thirty thousand
petinds. Unscrupulously he tried to
step outside his bargain, and as a conse-
quence I penalised him in the sum of ten
thousand pounds.  Last Monday he
came to my private house at Flatney,
paid me the money, and departed. The
money—forty - thousand pounds in notes

1 locked in my safe. Half an hour

later I.went to look for Harry Leigh.

Tu the dining-room I found one of my

mangervants gagged, bound, and in-

sensible.* On the same floor were two
others, similarly treated. They had first
been- overpowered, and then rendered in-
capable when they came to of raising an
slarm. Harry was nowhere to be found.

There were signs of a fierce struggle

having taken place——" .
“Of which you heard nothing %
“ Absolutely - nothing. The room

in

which 1 was engaged is some distance
away. Flatney is a large and rambling
housge.”

SO

A MARKED
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the Adventures of FERRERS

LOCKE, . the World's-Famous
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“You had forced Harry to.go there
with you?"”

Locke's grey eyes were cold as steel.

“Yes—by arrangement with the late
Justin Leigh.”

Ferrers Locke fought down the im-
botent fury in his heart.

“I understand we are. ftemporavily
sinking the ”  Vaughan spoke with
obvious sincerity. *‘ Apparentiv, while

Von Diehling and, his friend = were
closeted with me, his accomplices
wer¢ engaged in  kidnapping las

.
Naturally, T did not suspect them. To
be quite candid, until that letter came, 1
suspected you, and leoked upon the
signs of a struggle as a bliud to throw
me off the scent.”
“Indeed, no. I haven’t seen him
since- the day before he left this house
with his father.”

“Well, {dr the whole of that even-
ing, and all through the night, 1 and
my men scoured the countiyside; but

in vain.”’

“But what made you come to Mr.
Leigh, when you already had ithe means
of buying Harry’s freedom—the forty
thousand pounds in notes?”

“Because, Locke—believe me or not,
as you like—I1 discovered the next morn-
ing that the notes had been stolen.
During the night the safe had been
cut through—apparently with an oxygen
blowpipe—and the money, every penny
of it, was gone.

As I live, this ia the
truth—or why should T tell you all
these things?”

“Then, whom do vou
ing the money?”’

“Heaven knows—unless it was Von
Diehling, too. The fact remains, this
is Wednesday afternoon; I know of no
way of making sure to raise #o large

suspeet of steal-

a sum in the time given me. I came
to enlist Justin Leigh's aid.”
“And Justin Leigh is dead,” Locke

added.

“8o you have said. With hLis aid no
onger possible, 1. am forced back on
you. =
“We must move dirvectly. Not an
instant mnst be lost! This is a job for
the police.”

“ Admittedly. But I must not figure
in it as Adrian Vaughan.”

-“You cannot expect me to go into
this  venture and let you :'ei‘um‘f\; aside,
to slip off as you please.” ‘

“I am willing to take my place in the
firing-line, too. Ouly, no one, save you,
will know my real identity. As you say,
money has failed us. We must rely on
the police.”

“I will ’phone through io- Barton
Dawe. For once, I trust vou, Vaughan.
You can join in the raid or not, as
vou please.”,

“I want to eee Harry safe. After-
wards—well, you and I can fight out
our battles on our own ground. Of
course, it is undenstood wou take mno

advantage of any information I have .

given — directly revealed in

Harry
Leigh’s interests.” .

I

Locke nodded.

“And when he is found?"” he asked.

“Cousidering you will be sarrounded
by the forces of law and order, I shall
hardly be-in a position to interfere,”
answered Vaughan, * Afterwards—well,
we shall see.” : :

Locke was busy divesting himself of
Jevons' clothes, Vaughan locked ou,
refiecting coolly.

“1t is strange how the wheel of for-
tune turns,” he Jaughed. ST peally
can’t say whether I like you the better
as a colleague-or a foe.”

“Time enough to decide that later!’
the detective responded significa:
he slipped on his overcoat and lef
house. ;

By ten o'clock that night a ecordon
cf  plain-clothes  detectives, including
some of the smavtest men in Scotland
Yard, had been drawn round. the Qaks
in Hirondelle Road. It was a big hon
set in its own grounds.

When  Locke, with the
Vaughan and a couple of police-officers,
converged swiftly and silently on the
front door, they found, to their suiprise,
that the place was m darkne The
loud ringing of the front door bell
brought no response, so they decided o’
force an entry. From room to room of
the silent house they went, like a pack
of hounds on the scent. But the clject
their search was gone.
weary in heart and bo¢
had to give up the
one by one the men gathered

=

in the now dimlylit helll  Swiitly
Locke’s glance went from face to face:
then an exclamation of surprise and
chagrin = broke from him. Adrian

Vanghan was nowhere to be seen!

A horrible suspicion leapt to life in
Fervers T.ocke's brain. Waa the whole
story a clever plant, by which his enemy
had outwitted him?

Treachery !
T was Adrian Vaughan's luck
E stumble upon the key to the n
tery cnshrouding the disappeat
of Harry Leigh. In an upst
reom the small grate was half-filed w
a mass of recently burned paper. Every

=

other room in the house was furnished;
this was not, and the detectives in their
zeal to bring the missing man to light
had passed and repassed it with little
more than fleeting scrutiny.

Not so, Vaughan, however. Jle
realiscd there was something move
behind the sudden abandonment of the
Qaks than at first met the eye; in some
small, uiconsidered trifle, the cause for
the occurrence might be revealed. 1t
was strange, indeed, that Von Diehli
and his meun should have carried 1lary
away, without giving themselves
time to learn whether or not the big sum
demanded for her ransom would be paid.

In tho light of: the electric torch
Vaughan held a handful of cindered
papers. One ~— a half-sheet,
brown, but with the blacker ink-marks
stil] standing clearly out, told the sto
iof a confederate’s treachery, for the
writing, although a clever imitation of
his own, was undoubtedly that of Cha
Demotisen ! Iere and there words w
missing or undecipherable, but the con-
text of the letter was clear:

Sl aowms O 5
terms; . . . . come to-MoOrrow i
bring . .. . notes . . . posse
the young feliow .. ;o

A curse was framed on Adrian
Vaughan’s lips, He crushed the charre&
{ragments to powder in his hands, and &
fierco light of rage wakened the slum-
| bering five of hate in his eye
Tur POPULAR.-
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Svho burgled my safe,

“dang ch in space.

- himgelf to ransom Harry.

19 ¢ By Wingate's Aid!

Hematisen has p’l'\ved me false (7 he
ground out, clenching his big hands
“Jt is he who ha., got

it was he, then,
and with the con-
bonght Harry Leigh’s freedom!

?° Why? Why should he, with
> iu his hands, part with it for
2 PIl make him

ﬁg&}.ut

1o went to the door to rejoin the
swiftly-moving th'on" below that has
tened from ptme to place in their frmt-
ess hunt for the German and his gang.
Two detached themsely and came up
ihe wideo stairs side by si
“Who is that tall; dm" chap—-the
{ellow with Locke?” one wos asking.
The voice of Barton Dawe came to the

so want to know, Somewhere T
an him before—at least, his eyes,
remember ! The- Edward

Aht L S
Tbb door in Vaughan's bhand ivas
silently shus; there was bul one avenue
of escape. Attention drawn to himself
ai such a time might be fatal' not even
Locke’s interest could save him from
Barton Dawe's inquisitiveness, And just
now a score of reasons demanded his
getting  free—unfettered, unsuspected.
341"11Hy Lo raiged the lower windoweash
and looked out. A dark pit yawned
dizzily hnz‘.eam him: the drop meant
certain death. And yet there s0Ine-
ithing-—a desperate but sport chance.
His nesves were cool and steady as he
lot himself over the sill and l‘l.uc‘ by &
single hand to the slopi stonowork.
ron flags stretched forty fect below.

ised his left hand and drew down
the sa W bhen Barton Dawa looked in
en instant later only the empty room

ara

@

-with a closed window met his inquiring

(VASH
- To  Vaughan the moments were
fva,ught with the deadliest peril. TIf the

strength in his straining avms and pain-
a‘:ul\ut fingers gave out, a-fall to death
was certain.  Or s wling police-
n Imhug among the frees might catch
ht of the davk mass of his body as it
A couple of minutes
magqed by before he dared trust him-
self to the task of descent, a compar
1n ely quick and easy ono ‘cnce his hands

were round the iron stack that ran down
the sido of the house.

“‘The yard below was Lounded by 4 high
wall, along the top of which he worméd
his vay, Imnl the corner was reached,
when he dropped calimly into the str

yalling Pls hat over his eyes, w alleed
v away. Skirting the common, he
Tv ed down Kelmscott Road and made
for Clapham Junction. By half-past fen
be stepped out at Waterloo Station a
compara wively safe man.

Tu the taxi which whirled hm; io his
palatisl yooms facimg Hyde Park, with
swift deeigion, he mapred out his planx
to defcat Demottsen,

“I zee now just how the whole affair
avas carrvied out,” he veflected. “'i‘h
marvellous accuracy, Von Diehling and
his confederates kidnapped Iarry, with
ihe intention of holding him till 1

returned ithe money I was paid for the |

stoleit picture, Their Sealad lotter fo
me, laying down their terms, nalwrally
msqi through Demottsen’s - hands.
eediess Fo say, he epened i
then, for soile reason of his own—what
it was ¥ can’t as yet chthom——determmea
This, however,
s quite clear, that as Demottsan has
ordinarily no interest whatever in Harvy
Tieigh; as Harry Leigh his cash value
to the doctor iz something over £40,000.
“Undoubtedly he stole the notes,
handed them ' to Von Diehling in
#xchange for the prisoner: Von Dy’hxm'r
Tne Porvrsar.-~No. 110,

' is the Title of this Week's Story in the ** Magnet.”

with the booly, and
ell, if T am any- ]ud of
rerness, he will have h'dden

ung 1 away in vome undwcover~
able place, and himself, with sm
urbanity, will be ...nim" ;01’ my D&uuz
to Flatney, when he “111 mmmaue rate
with me over my lack of success in not
laying Von Diehling by the heel

With these suspicions strong in his
nind, he got into telephonic communica-

has cleared off
Chdl[g:——‘“
Lhm'm ¢

1
i

AT

tion with the Red House. It was long
hefore anyone answered him, At lash,
however, he recognised Demotisen’s
vaice. -

“That you, doctor?’ Vaughan asked,
with pretemded geniality.

“For sure! Where are yoa

“In London—Hyde Pa

il ! see. Have you discovered any-
Ln.uv

#Not AT a¢ c‘li to Afm'ﬁmmp-
ton ‘to se n Leigh, but 1 was told

so I returned here in

him,

disgust.”

“Humph! Té’s"a pity. I \‘JI’DOSG it

vouldn’t be wise to put the police on to
ﬁxe Oaks?” ., =

“T really don’t know. I haven't got
nearly sufficient money fo bargain w ith
them, nor do I see how I'm going *o ot
it by Triday. You found no clue about
the safe robbery, I suppose?”

Demotisen laughed.

“None whatever. The same people
who are responsible for the  preser
tronble donbtless engineered ‘iha( 166,

“Doubtless !” answered Vaughan
his face was Wie{uhel with smiles.

purpose is served by my remaining here.
Il motor back to-night. ect me
between one and two.”’ rang off

the expression on his fax“e ch,_aged fo
one of fury. *I planned a pretty
and terrible revenge against Ierreis
Locke. It will fall inte nothingness
fsgamq‘ my veckoning with  Demottsen!
S0 he, too, has entered tha lists against
e, W'e to-night will doternine
L_.,

From a doublylocked corrier cu),,ma;‘d
in his dressing-re om he took a phial of
chloroform, a gag, and a small bottle of
tablets. Then he retm‘ned to the study,
where his double’s memoranda canght
his eye. He examined it curiously. The
great Paul Rutherford that night was
:.mgmg and playing to the Duke and
Dncv.e»q of ‘Barshire and their guests.

“A very useful alibi should anything

very dreadful hapvnn to poor Domoit-
sen,” Vaughan muttered,

He slipped on a thick motor-coat and
himself took out the long grey ecar, and
drove through ine streets  of London.

Lup the drive the man’s

the |
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An amused smile spread over his
when, on the island cppesite the me
King Hdward memorial arch to :
James’ Park, he c.d-gut a passing gh'zrp e
of Ferrers Tocke fal king  earnestly:
Barton Dawe. =

The great car whizzed by, and:
black mb‘ht swallowed Vaughan up.
hour upon hour Vaughan drove at a
treme-ndm\s pace, $ill a little before tind
dawn he turned in at the lodge- gatvs of
his beautiful home at Flatney.

As the monster of Steel purred svveuh
eyes were on
the grand south front of the lovely housc
and he wondered how long, with I‘errn: s
Liocke against him, he would be able to
keep it
- No friendly light glowed in any of the
windows. Vaughan brought the car=
a standstill immediately in front of #
portico.

“Demotisen can't be waiting up. - Got
tired, 1 suppose, and went to bed.”

He stepped out and siretched his big
frame, cramped with thn long - journey.
Heo was standing full in the white glare
of the pgreat hcad*'ght:. Demotisen.
watching from the shelter of the heavy
tapestry curtains swaying gf’mly in tian
breeze that eame t}wough the open
window, saw with startling distinctive-
ness every line of the strong, clear face.

Suddenly, Vaughan raised his harcl and,
tilting back lis soft hat, passed a hand-
kerchief- actoss his moist brosv.  This

waz Demottsen’s opportunity, for,avith- -

ut a second’s compunction 6 4
moment’s warning, he raised the pisto! at
his side, and, levelhnrr it straight -at his
i .'shot him through the head.

The huge form qmverea and swayed-in
the white path of light, lurched heaTwy
forward, and, without a sound, \aummn
fell on his hce._

The Cross Roads.

FTER that Charles Demotisep did
things methodically. He clam-
bered through the window,

raised Vaughan in his arms, and,
with a tremendous struggle; mavged him
into the house In the librar \' ha
propped the lifeless body in a chair, and
there for the moment left it, \\hi'm he
returned to the front of the house.

A sinister red pool gleamed up at hings
accusingly. He covered the spet with hize’
coat, started the car, and drove it into
the garage behind the house. “From this
he carried a pail ‘of water, with.which
he obliterated the bloodstains in the
drive and in the hall. Then back once
more to the libyary, where Vaughan's
body was just as he lefs it.

With quite a professional au: the
docter examined the clean-cut hole in ihe
forehead, and noted the exact-angle at
which the bullet had pierced the frontal
bone. ”

This accurately determined, he pres¥z
the sevolver with which the shot was
fired ‘into Vaughan's nerveless righL
hand. =

“Suicide as plain as a pikestaff I he
muttered, standing back, and végarding
his dreadinl work crmcally “T'am sorry
for you, Mr. Vaughan, but I have
served you well, and 1ea113 the time had
come for us to part. Doubtless, svith
the house quite empty, some httle time
will elapse before your body is-di
covered, but sooner or later Ferrers
Locke is sure to hght upon a clue which
will-lead him here."” =

The key was still in the Tohoon the
inside of the door as he passed into the
hall. A moment after, however, he was
back with a long pair of thin tweezers,
with which, from the outside, he gripped
the end of the key and shot the bolt info
its socket.

(7o be continued.}
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= Smiling Bob " was what he was called
thn he came to Greyfriars School. He was
the sunniest-tempered fellow one could ever
wish to meet, and was quickly {.,.xthexed mto
the fold to help complete the circle of juniors
who called themselves the Famous Five, a
name well fitted to such fellows.

When there was trouble between Bulstrode
and Wharton, Bob came forward and stood up
to the fighting bully. If Bulstrode found
Harry a comparatively easy nut at first—for
Wharton's knowledge of boxing then was less
than rudimentary—he found the sturdy Bob a
far more difficult proposition. That memor-

.able fight vulminated in-the complete down:

. -Skinner, and bumped the rest.
" down a rule that further persecutions would

jall of the Remove bully and the establishing
of Bob among the great lights.

In spite of his sunny nature, there were
times when trouble flung a black shadow
aecross his path; trouble on one oceasion
‘threatened to put “Finis " to his schoot
career, and was the cause of his leaving Grey-
friars for a time. Dut there wus the Other
four of the Famous Five still remaining, and
they set about discovering the mischief-maker
and to prove their chum’s innocence. It was
certainly a case with them that ** United we
stand, divided we fall.

- Bob in his good-natured way, took the rote
of protector to Dick Penfold when the
: ¢obbler's son came from Friardale with a
_scholarship‘ According to ‘Skinner & Co,

Penny " should have been kicked out, and
hot allowed to stay m the same residcnce ard

mthe the same air with “ sons of gentle-
men.” But, not bheing in the position teo
¢ kick ** him out, they proceeded to make his
life a misery and a, burden to him until Bob
‘interfered. He fought Bolsover, thrashed
He then laid

be met with a Form ragg
a ‘stand-up fight with mself. Bob was nc
a4 quarrelsome kind of fellow by any mc:ms,
buat he did hate snobbishness.

‘His endless energy, and greatuess at games
and. in the gym, has made him one of the most
peputar characters in the school.
Study No. 13 with Mark Linley, Wung Lung,
and Hurree Singh, the happiest and contented
.guartette in the Lower Mhool at Greyfriars.

Here is his signature:
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ing, or, worse stlll

WRITE TO YOUR EDITI:OR ABOUT IT!

YOUL EDITOR 13 AL\V,&YS PLEASED TC RE
FROM HIS READERS. ADDRESS: RDITOR,

“ POPULAR,” THE FJ, LL'AWA{ HOUSE, FARRING-
V0N bi"{LDf, LONDON, E.C. 4.

"more

He shares,

« FOR NEXT FRIRAY.

Qur next Eriday's issue will contain another
splendid story of the early schooldays of Harry
Wharton & Co. and Percy Bolsover, and will
be entitled :

" BEATEN AT LAST!"
By Frank Richards.

My chums will kave read this week's story
of the arrival of the new bully of the Remove,
and will have scen that the juniors have had
2 rough handiing. But Bolsover gets worse
and worse, and more bullying than ever, and
the juniors put their heads together to think
out a scheme whereby they can * take him
down a peg or two.”

This scheme works weil. and the juniors
have the satisfaction of secing the buliy

“ BEATEN AT LAST!”
manner which leaves Bolsover consider-

in a1 J
ably 1 ““ chippy ' than they thought he
would ever be

There will also be another grand long com-
plete story of Jimmy Silver & Co., entitled:

““ THE ROOKWOOD TRAITORS!”
- By Owen Conquest. 2

Jimmy Silver stories appeal to all my readers
just as much as the Greyfriars stories do,
and I am sure they will find this story no
exception. It is full of fun and adveuture, and
written as only Mr. Owen Conquest can write
a story,

OCUR SUPPLEMENT.
¢ Biily Bunter's Weekly ” wiil appear in the
centre of next week's issue of the “ Popular,”
and it is funnier than ever. It )s wonderful
how many friends the * Popular ” has made
since the fat junior of Gre\&frmrs ha d his way

and took his precious *‘ Weekly ” to its
| Dages.

Contributors to the * Weekly ” include
fellows from Reokwood and St. Jind's as well

as Greybriars, so you can--be-sure there is
a fine lot of interesting fun and fiction.

Readers. ¢f the ** Populaz " are usked to
order their copies in advanee, as I am in a
osition to know that many readers are asking
? a copy when they are all sotd out. The
arc placed; the greater
number of copies are printed. Your newsagent
lets us know, you = how many copies he
wants, and we print enough to go round to all
newsagents who crder. So order your copy,
my chums, or you inight miss it.

orders that

¢ POPLETS ' COMPETITION No. 4.

There will be another competition in next
week's “ Popular,” when ten more prizes will
be offered.

In the meantime, have a try
competition, and try an(t win one
PRIZES OF FIVE SHILLI}
offered.

at this weelk's
of the TEN
GS BACH

Examples for Competition No. 4.

The Prizewinner. onmvv

The Bounder.

Going Without
Permission.

Skinper’s Lies.

Gussy’s Faney
Waistcoat.

Sent {o €
Making

Smpty Cupboard.
Buuter's

Billy

What Towser Lik Speliing.
These are the twelve examples for this
week's competlﬁou‘ Now, sclect Two of the

examples, and make up_ a sentence of TWO,
THREE, or FOUR words:-haying sonic bearing
én the é\ample ORE of the words in your
sentence must comn > ONE of the
letters in the examy

You must study these rules
bLfOI‘C you seund in your etiory:

. All “ Poplets ” must be written on ore
side of a POSTCA {]), : not n
two  Poplets ” ecan bhe senit in by one rea rh'
ench week.

The posteards
L Poplet~' No. 4,

Square, Lor-duu, E.C.

3. No ('c'xexnoudwce ean Lv entered into
in connection with ** Poplets '

4. The Xditor's opinion on any
which may arise is to be accepted
and legally nm(lmg This eondition will he
strietly enforced, and readers can ; enter
the c:;mpcﬂtiou on this understandi

5. I guarantec that every effort will
tho.mmnlw examined by a competcn
of judges, PROVIDED that the effort
in on a POSTCARD and that it is »
on or hefore the date of closing,

All efforts must be received on or
Mareh 8rd, 1921,
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THE ATTRACTIONS OF THE
Y MAQGNET.”

mere fact that you have read this
proves that you are fond of el

23, Perbaps the “Popular,”
thom,h it is, does not satisfy your d
school stone ?. Then why not tak
cotipanion paper as well? The *2
Library ” is absolutely full of complete,
school stories,

in the first place, there is alw
word long story of Harry Wha
This is written by Mr. Prank Rich
is admitted to be one of the very
authors of school stories ever known.

Then there is a grand four- -page pple-
ment, the “Greyiriars Herald,” which s
“pun” by Harry Wharton & C‘o of the
Remove Form at Greyiriare. Lllw our own
supplement, it is packed full of fun and
fiction. By Bunt has his own littie
column—he calls jt, Foothawl Kollum.”
You can guess that it is funny to read!

My advice to bhoys who like really
school stories—and long
this week’'s issue of tm Mag
1t costs you threc-halfpence, ‘md ig
every Monday mornjng.

th

s an ]hﬂnn-
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fine
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A LITTLE CORRECTION.

1 bad a letter this week in answer to one
of my own letters to a girl reader. In he
writes that, while thanking me very much for
my letter, She does not suppose 1 ever cven
saw it
That is in n.,ed of a little correction,
1 have hastened to inform my girl chum.
Every letter that is addressed to me cobles
to my office. I read every single letter that
apd  personally see that i S
Then the letter is brought to
typewritten, and I stamp it with my
ture.
1s it beeause I use a rubber stamp that
my girl chum thought I never saw t
shic wrote me, or the reply that was =
It she does, I should lke to tell her, and
every one ox my: chums, that [ have hundreds
of letters to read and answer every day. 11

T wrote “ Your Edit in pen and mx\»\\h_h
I «hould have wr eramyp €very day of
my life. No! letter is received by

me and attended *0 by myself!

e Port
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THE WILD!
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The Pip, Squeak, and Wilired Working Model is in——
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A Gripping New Story of Sport and Adventure in the Backwoods. By ERIC W. TOWNSEND,
Starts To-day in THE BOYS’ REALM—11d. The Best Sports Paper for Boys.

HUEH

LI

e

PHHHH R R R T

JOY LET
LOOSE

EY\’ERY tin. of SHARP'S
SUPER-KREEM is full

of little messengers who carry
sunshine into the heart of some little
Loy er glrl—or grown-up, as the case
may be, Sharp’s Super-Kreem is 50
theroughly good—good in every way.

It nourighes the body as well as tlekies
the palate—It possesses nutritive value
as well as the mogb charming, lingering,
creanyy-flavour. Look out for the orange
tin Wi%h the parrot and the Knut upon
it~-and when you see oue, Buy it.

Sold toose by weight or in 4-1b. decorated
fins ; also in % % and 1-1b, tins,

Bvasatsnsserensenstiiiaersasisaenaatcitonten GestPasornias

§SEE THAT NAME 1S ON§
: EACH PAPER IN WHlCH
TOFF’EE is \NRAPPED

ltainabls in JOZ!: (Zz rict,
send  posteard  giving
of wour- confectioner,

E. SHARP & SOXS, LTD., Maidstone,

NIQK&L

ISILVER WATCHES

BDELIVERED ON FIRST PAYMENT OF

2/u ONLY. YOU

HAVE WATCH
WHILST PAYING FORIT.

\ _ Gent’'s full-size Railway timekeeping Keyless
W Lever Watch; Stout Nickel Silver or Oxydised
Bi8 Damp and Dust Proof Cases, plain_dial, per-
i fectly  balanced superior Lever ~Movement,
g splendid timekeeper. Price for either pocket}
or wrist, 15/- each., Luminous dial (see time
mtdark\ 2/- extra, Ladies’ Chain or Wrist, 2/-
extra.
= We will send either of theso watches on receipb
- o P, Tor® After receiving wateh you send
us a further 2/-, and promiie to pay the remaining 11/- by
g woekly or monthly mstaimentﬂ For cash with order enclose
§ 14/- only. Pive years’ warranty given with every watch.
% To avoid d‘sappomtmem; send 2/- and 6d. extra postage ab
@ once. No uppleasant inquiries. All orders executed in rotation.

The LEVER WATCH Co. (M Dept.),

42, Stockweli Green, London, S.W.9,

The Rule

How is ]T DONE?—Sman and effective magical entertainm
Iky apparatus, tedions pra Xe

pense. P.0. 1/3.—ALFRED OOUSENﬁ 63 Garden Avenue, Mifcham, Surray,
PATTER fnx muteu‘ ‘Qomedians, 14~ Orosstalk for Comic Duettists,
3. Fueny Skefoh {3 comedst), 1/6. Parodies, Skiis,

Ventriloguial Dmloyles. ete.; list, $d--J. M, FINN, Author,

INTERESTING HOBEIES.

% Sets of parts for making Shocking
- Uoil, ns illustration, 1/6. Tele-
graph parts, 1/8. Battels parts,
1/6. Chemical Box, 1/6. Postage,
etc., 4d. extra each. Illustrated
Cabalogues, vost free 6d. P.O.—

HARBORNE SMALL ENGINE
CO., 38 A.P., Queen’s Road,
Aston, BIRMINGHAM. 2

GRI:.AT MUbiLAL D:SCOVERY.
A BRITISH INVENTION.

A pockst instrument that plays iu
all Keys as porfectly a3 a Violin,
withowt the laborious sindy of
seales. ‘The only British Made
Pocket Instrament on the Marked:
Post Free—with full instructionses

(‘olc.hesfe*‘

Range 3% Ootaves,

R. FIFLD (Deot. 33), Hall Avenue HUDDERSFIELD.

A/8. Betior Quality 2/8, from e

FREE FUN ! The ZTatest Boreamingly Funny Surprise Novelty,

causing roars of laughter, FREE to all sending
1/- for 70 Cute Conjuring Tricks, 12 Jolly Joke Tricks, 6 Catehy Coin Trieks,
8 Cunning €ard 'I'ricks i ylng Magm ‘Tricks, 6 Jokers' Comical Cards,

Mystif;
Beoret, and 1,001 Siupendous Attractions. Thot.

FGR ALL iu‘mng:;::;‘;eusistz'gysfgg: Instrument, Inyisible,

entril
sands dehghtedf Great Fupi Postal Address: O, HUGHES, 15, Wood St: i
Edgbaston, erminvham {Big box Demon Moustache Crower, 1/8 post free.}

{Ventriloauism Treatise included}.—IDEAT, CO., Clevedon, .

“ CUBL HAIR!"—Wonderful results by using Ross’ * WAVEIT.
‘Waves and cux‘s straightess halr, Hundreds of tesblmonh!s 1/3 and 2/6
{stamps avcepted).—ROSS {Deps, P. 9, 173, New North Road, London, N.t,

Machines, ote.

’fUN Imitate Birds, Beasts,
&ic. - PO,
CHEAP, Stamped envelope for lists.
'rys ON & MARSEALL, 89, nastio

?iLMS Sample Film, 1/ 5.

Boulovard, NOTTINGEAM
Tue Porvran—~INo. 330,

g YVHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS -y
BE SURE TO MENTION THIS PAPER.




—This Week’'s “Chuckles.’”’ Get it for Your Young Brother! 15

39,999,504 packets of ‘ 1 '
WRIGLEY'S 3 FLA.- : 5

VOURS were sold in . ‘
< x : - § b amined Com- i
§ e United Kingdom | publ? St S st e
i ¢ e ende; ec. 3tst, , a N vi 1 i Bl erest in an j
: tHeg 1920, a“"“} certify that your net sales I N arcciation of “WRICLEY'S 8 | _
Ingtothe Accountant’s £ ef Wrigﬂey’s‘ﬁhewing Gum FLAVOURS, Wrigley's, Lid. offer
C:rtétig.ee. As there ;,:eu,m‘%‘e mg;‘:%g,_m',“'}zz;:g; PRIZES AS FOLLOW: :
are ax! 2 : ducti urns, Gifts, - i
34 P f ;nvi;e 22 Pilf:fagr;% éte)  amounted I1st Prize £100 Cash i
acket of WRIG. to 30,399,504 (thirty - nins v ;
LEY’S 3 FLAVOURS, Mllion, Jalne_ hundesi et Zad PRIZE £5¢ CASH
this means that hundred and four) packets. 3rd PRIZE £25 CASH
239,997,024 _Ba“ ALFRED G. MAIN, F.L.A.A., th PRIZE £20 CASH
g:i‘;s;ﬁéj’?;‘_‘ by the Punlis Asoountant and | 5th PRIZE £i5 CASH I
i ubli itor. ; |
e s \ N\ 6th PRIZE £10 CASH i
e R S/{®  2th PRIZE 25 CASH |}
s Bers for every man, - - ;
woinan and child im R T I 25 Prizes of £1 Each and

the British Jslee, 268 Consolation Prizes.

NO ENTRY FEE—PRJZE COMPETITICH IS FREE Al Eutries must he sent in before or meb !a&e; than
Sea sl ; i
and open to all purchasers of WRIGLEY'S 3 FLAVOURS - | March 24, 1971 The Prise. Winners' names and addresses
3 pe 3 235 i published in the “ Daily Mail, Daily Mirror.» and
Send only the wrappers from six bars contrined in the 8d. ¢ Daily Sketeh » o Apeif 11, 192 deN £ the World.”
packets of WRIGLUY'S § FLAVOURS, witi®your Estimate | Vally Shctch » on April 11, 1921, and “Newa of the World,
5 of number of packets that will be sold {n the United | Aprill?, 1921, sud the Prizes will bs awarded to those reader_s
Kingdom from January 1 to March 81, 1921, inclugive, written | who scnd in Estimates nearest to the zctual sales in the U.K.
on a piece of eard or paper together with your name and i ene total for Jannary, Febraary, and Mareh, 1921 (inehsive),
- Vouw can send in a2 many Bstimates as you like, { ag will be revealed by the Accountant’s Net Sales Certificate.
ding you pin the six wrappers from six bars to ¢very | WRIGLEY'S, LTD., and the Public Accountant and Auditor,
Batimate. = . 't whose Net Sales Certificate appears ahove, will act as :
$ This Free Prise Competition affords full epportunity for indges, snd their decision must be accepted as fimal. 1
the excreige of skill and iudgmaent. Look at the Confectionery [ i > = i : & o
.and other Retailers’ shops uow stecking and selling Mark your envelope in the top left-hand ecormer, “Com.
WRISLRY'S f FLAVOURS in such large quantit ; Nate | petition P.R.)” and sddress to: s
also the etriking advertisements in the Press, and judge T T =
and esttmate the increase in Sales of whab to-day is Tup | WRIGLEY'® LTD., 235, Westminster Bridge Road,
WORLE'S FAVEURITE SWERETMEAT London, S.E:1.

SOLD EVERYWHERE

Pop Dacket:

lavour Lasts I

SEALED TIGHT
—KEPT RIGHT

The F

=

HEWING GUM '
~ErmTEET T
Peppermint Fravour.

wie PERFECT G
WV Zr sl A I LIS
Mene Loal”® Flavorr
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g
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WHAT 2 MINUTES A
WILL DO FOR

food and tonic to last 7 daya,

8, A Free Packel of the wondetiul
acalp and_ hair-cleansing  °* Cremex ™
Shampoo Powder, which prepares ths
sealp and hair for the successinl
¢ Harlens Hair-Drill,””

. 3. Fres Trial Boftle of ** Uzon,” a

THE POPULAR-Every Fnday.

WELCOME TG A 4-IN-ONE GIFT THAT WILL
MAKE YOU LOOK YEARS YOUNGER,

It is wonderful what only 2 minutes a day practice of

YOU ARE

YOUR HAI

! I encloso 4d. in stamps for post

(and packing of parcel to

i address, .

{ Popular, 28/2
NOTE TO READER.

| Write ¥

| clearly on a plain pisee Of p¢

our full name and address

Unique Ham-Health and Beauty Gift to ALL Readers.
: §3
l 000 000 "HARLENE "HAIR-DRILL OUTFITS FREE.
: EVLRY woman and giel can double her bﬂa\zi v and abtrachive enes: 4, The Manual of ““Harlene Hair-Drill," containing detailed instrustioas.
by devoting only.ewe minates & day to  Harlene Hair-Drill.” Writs ln the first place for ons of the 1,000,000 * Farlens Wale-ril ,
© . To-day all the leading Actresses, Cinema Queons, and SOﬂxefy Leaden Qutfits, and prove i3 ¢ficacy for voursclf free of personal expense. =
maks it & part of their daily toitet and After & Free. Trial you wm :
mlungly testily to its hair-growing and cbtain further z-ué)phezs of “ Harfanc
beautiiying results. To-day YOU, too at 1s, 13d., 2s. and 48, 9d. per
can prove the truth of this statémen 5 bottle s “ UtZon ¥ Brilliantine at 1s. 14d.
without fas or  obligation, for *he and 2s, Qd per bottle ; and ¢ Cremex ”
Inveptoz-Discoversr  of ““ Haclene ** .Sha.mpoo Powders 1%, 6d. per box of
offers §0 every reader a ¥ies '1!1*-! seven shampoos (single packets 3d.
““ Harleno ** Oatfit, eagll )6 from tal}iChetmists and Stor mﬁor
wil o sent direct on receipt of
A USEFUL AND WOME TRER extra for postage from Edwa
GIFT‘ lene, Ltd., 20, 22, 24 and 26, Lami’s
g duit Street, Loadon, W.C. 1
§ ]
HARLENE’ FREE GIFT FORM "
i Detach and post to EDWARDS’|
{ HARLENE, LTD., £0, 22, 24 and ; =
{ 26, Lamb’s Conduit Street, London,
you will receive this Foar | W.C. 1
: Dear Sirs,—Please send me
; 1 A Tripl Fotil» of * Harlese,” con- | your Free * Harlene ” Four-Foid | o
taining sufficient of this famous hair Hair-Growing Ouifit as described. | =

aﬁtﬁ:ﬂ:‘ﬁ:_gﬁﬂl‘g‘f x’l'ﬁmé&i%anghagz::gngﬁ: ¢ Harlene Hair-Drill ” will achieve in {he cultivation and || pin this Coupon fo if, and posi as
tustre of perfect health, and which iy  Preservation of a glorious head of halr, Try it free for one }i directed above. (Mark cavelope
especially beneficial in those cases wesk, Accept ons of the 1,000,000 free 4-IN-1 Gift Outfit, 3

whare the sealp is inclined §o be dey, {See coupon.} o e *‘E

H, " Carrlage PAID, Direct from Works,

3T CASH PRICES. EASY PAYMERT TERMS.
te delivery, BK% Bargains {o Shop Soiled and
hand ey and Accessories at pop-
ranteed or Money Hefunded
'tc for Monstsr Size Fres
maple Bicycie

& Shectar oper ot
E A 0‘;‘03.{ COMPANY, tncorpd,
B Dent. B 607, SIRMINGHAM.
’HEIGHT lNCREAS D 5/
IN 30 DAYS.

Mo Appliances. No Drugs.

MAKE TlﬁS PERFECT )

MINIATURE BIPLANE,

Complete

Course.

This model fr the cutcoms of Aive years' experimental gnd research

o Tioti The Melvia Btron

8ystem NBEVER FATLS, “Full }.1' %‘m pE Festimonials 1(;1g work., - It is secientlically si reng,fuwed with an entitely wnew
-+ gigmp,—Melvin Strong, Litd. (Depi. 8.3, 24, Bouthwark St., &8, E‘“’m“ o g{"?r g&nstmftem !Whlggr d;'{‘c‘):att)lliee o%lnggsglsb;!;le‘ ﬁzaa;}’a s 2%
5 = ol = rom & special 81i% quality of paper. 3 o
STRENGTHEN imlR NERVES E‘e “"”“,25‘;‘,‘;3",;;3:‘;:{‘,;‘3{;};‘1‘ Automatic stabilily is obtalred by ftting the ‘!im, ing lpla.n;s nnodgha o
in fife, If ﬂvml wish to pwslyéerh and enjoy ﬁ{e lrért\ your N@fva;, aud ?i‘.’(?:’uxign{%&iﬁﬁé’?‘mﬁ?ﬁ ditf:,‘;u:,‘; ’5,'}5,‘{ "gﬁ%e,? lse?rolln 5:}. =
‘r*g n con u*’ﬂ((’ in Jourse Yy us:ing A!‘EM aning e 3 ey =

sed Kiimirst to Seaman: Oolonel to Private, D.8.0.'s. 1.0, dice Tank, ot The e L D e b s oanat

R e Tiski :
‘&I M.'s, and . C .8, v sand 3 ponny SIArnpI for partic alare, —GODIRY ?ﬁe ‘2&3{1“3“‘];{]”?&:;}% ;3 s"?);imd.“&“ of the model 18 18 “"i’ 24

M i
RLLIOTT-SMITH, Lbd., 52 Yinperisl Buildisgs, Ludgate Cirons, Lom.on EO4 length 12 ine., hkeight 5 us. We guarantee that the modsl wiii
PHOTO FOSTCAEDS OF YOURSELYF, ./3 i0 parform all ths evolutions of any present-day aeroplame. Our
TLARGHEMENTS, 8d. Amn CHEAR PHOTG M EI‘ALOG\U" guarantes has been amply proved by the faot thal wa havs
AND BAMPLYS FRE.--YE/ L‘&PTTS. JULi R seceived hundreu of lstters of appreciztion from model eathusiasis.

MAG IG TR'GKS l%l!wém’;s. ete. — Pareels, 276, Complete st of parts and illustrated instructions, PRICE 1/
9

. Post Free, (Stamps unacceptable.}
and - 10/¢, Sampls Trick
. W. HARRISON, 22, Pentonville Road, Lendon, N. L. : Orders for twe or more sets at 10d. per ash,

Foreign Postage, 1d. exirg per set.
COURLY HAIR[”® “Mineouried atones,” writes Major. Thousandsof fes- PATENTS MFG. .. Dept. B,
timonials, proof sent. - Summers’ “COurlit’” ourls straighiest halr. 1/5.23'6 TEE MASCO o 5. GO i

(staraps accoptod) ~SUMMRRS (Dopb. P. ), Upper Bussell St., Brighton. Savilles House, Saville Row, NEWCASTLE- ON-‘!.'YNB.

e =
HOME CINEMATOGRAFHS from £1.-Reai Value Flims Galore. BiGC AND SUCCESSFU L.—’gﬁa D tall T3 ouo of the

A Boon for Winter Hvenings. Tists Krese, . AN CINEMA CQ.,
¥ ¢ TN X, exsy to incresse your height by the Girvan Scientific Treatment, whie
91 DBAVION A¥ENUE WEST BALING, 1.0 “O\' . carried out in your Q\Yg heme, Sb‘\menw report from to

TOBAGOO HAB'T Gﬂ"a (,mwmmvl 5 dazys increase, with great benefit to health. & posteard: for
'Y x ¥R N
t congier habit.—JOHN KING, L A

- CUT ’!‘H!S ouT

" ¢ The Popular.” PEN COUPOM. Value .

E'.arli this m\mon with PO fer oniy &/~ divest fo (ke I"Lr.et Pen €o.,
119, Fieet §t., Londo. In peb sou will receive (posh free) &
spiendid Bl nsh Mado 144:»\,. (mid i hb»ed mest ‘Fountain Pen, valtie 13/6. I dirw@ from faotory and KAVE E’OG\I)S. World’s finest
you gave 12 furthor 0onpond, each will count ag hd (-8’ the price; 86 you may able (irands, Portable-Hornless and exqu ‘!taly colouref
gend 13 voupons.and only J/-. Bay whether nin fine, medivm, or broad horn Mead-o-phones to gel ron. né oo 10 days’
P)g,ﬂg;r;xésrgﬁ?gaoﬂe{ﬁ ;g{g‘&ge“&maé;n” ¢! a f‘.yﬁoas Fleet g;ex‘!l to the %lug caér]!)xiga paid, Mt!; 56 tunes and 400 ‘pesdles.
£ 3 3 afpition guaranieed o ¢as rite  beautifuilly il r{ eats

returned, Solf E’igung. o Saiety Modeis, 2/- Extra. s MEAD GO. (inept. é}llyeo)lzmprai%%[cit 3 t.g%'m.
Frinted and published every Iriday by the Proprisiors, The Athaigamated = K i

i ;gtameiz}agnﬁ pgfﬁo&ensn.u'ﬂa Eleo twa’rmﬂo;&a& Fﬁ;i‘;ﬂ“&%ﬁ? St;ea%, Iicnugn éoié'.fss»{ﬂ;f?g%eé ﬁ%tgaléet{ﬁ%;niu Nw’ D%gr&nﬁl&n perest: ngof' EI? 'lz:
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