SPECIAL TUCK NUMBER oy sunrews weery INSIDE]

ISR Ty [|Grey/” gy \frians| [l e
m:-ilz-" “”ll’jﬁh@ | %\ !("} ‘ ﬂ

Series,

N.m. , \ﬁp
. \ ' ’

Slories,Jokes & Piclures
o Greyitiars Rookwaod & Sims ezt ot

e L e —

THE DOWNFALL OF THE REMOVE BULLY!
(An exciting finish fo the great fight in this week’s Grand Greyfriars School Story.)
3 P ————




\

/

/)
YAT

BEATEN _|

LAST!

A Magnificent Long Complete Story
of HARRYV WHARTON & Co’s
Early Schooldays at Greyfriars.

FRANK RICHARDS.

By

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Desperate Fight!
OME on, {ou chaps !

({3
‘ Harry Wharton said that very
quietly, but very firmly. Harry
Wharton & Co. had got ready
, a feed to welcome Bulstrode back tfo

Greyfriars. But Bolsover, the new bully
* of the Remove at Greyfriars, had tackled

the guests onc at a time and had tied

them up. Then Snoop, Skinner, and

Billy Bunter had assisted the bully to
dispose of the feed. Once released, the
Eh:;ins’ of the Remove wanted revenge—
adly !

Harry Wharton & Co., with grim faces
marched to the Common-room to find
Bolsover. :

Bolsover was there.

The new junior was holding quite a
court, ~

_The story of the happenings in Stud
No. 1 in the Remove ﬁnmage had spread.
‘Shnoop and Skinner had taken care of

at.

The whole Remove had chuckled over
it already, and fellows of the other Forms
were getting hold of it. Even Wharton’s
own friends, fellows who Wwould never
bave backed um#iBolsover against him,
even Bulstrode’s own chums,  laughed
over the story. They could not help it.
It was a deadly blow to Bulstrode’s
prestige as captamn of the Remove, and
it afforded many of the juniors secret
satisfaction as regarded Wharton. For
Harry, many fine qualities as he had,
was looked upon as being given to
“riding the high horse > at times, and
a fnll'ﬁ:r Wharton afforded gratification
even to many fellows who were on the
best of terms with him.

The Junior Common-room was crowded,
and the fellows were all laughing. They
laughed more than cver as Harry
Wharton & Co. came in. The newcomers

did not need to be told what they were
langhing at. =

Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Upper
Fourth scemed to be enjoying the joke
as much as any. ;

Fags of the Second and Third Forms,
Dicky Nugent and Gatty, and Tubb
and the rest, chuckled over it without
end. They burst into a yell as the
Removites came in, and Sammy Bunter
of the Second yelled:

“See the conquering heroes come !””

And there was a roar of laughter.

Harry Wharton & Co. walked in with
crimson faces. Really, there was no
shame in what they had suffered; they
had taken one at a time, and there

was no disgrace in a fellow being over-
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powered - by another fellow stronger
than himself. It was true, but they felt
ridiculous, and they could not help feel-
ing that there was something eminently
ridiculous in the position they had been

m.

The Remove seemed {o think so, any-
way. Some of the fellows were laughing
till the tears ran down their checks.

Bolsover was the centre of a crowd.
Fellows like Snoop and Skinner regarded
him as an excellent person to make
friends -with. And, underthe circum-
stances, nobod{ was inclined to quarrel
with him. The fellow who was big
enough and strong enough to handle
Harry Wharton & Co., as Bolsover had
done, was not a person to be lightly
tackled. 5

Wharton came straight up to Bolsover.
Snoop and Skinner drew behind the
bully, but Wharton took no notico of
them. IMv was not after the small fry.
Bolsaver met him with an insolent grin.

“You've got out, then?” ho asked,

“Yes,” said Wharton.

“Must have been a mnice sight, 1
think I” remarked Templo'of the Upper
Fourth, in his bland tone. “I wish 1
had been there with my camera !

“‘Oh, rather!” said Dabney.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Wharton did not even look at the
Fourth-Formers. His cyes were fixed
upon Bolsover.

Bolsever stood with his hands in his
trousers-pockets, in a carelessly lounging
attitude.

It was perfectly plain that he did not
care two straws for Wharton, or for any-
thing that he might say or do.

“I've got to sctile with you,” said
Harry. %

“Go ahead I’

“Will you come into the gym?”

“What for?” i

“’:I‘o stand up to me with the gloves
on.

Bolsover laughed.
“Haven’t you had enough yet?” he

N s
“Oh, I don’t mind giving you another

licking! But you’d better keep off tho

grass—you haven’t an carthly I

“We shall see about that !”’

“Well, I'll come! I'm ready!”

““Follow me, then !”

Everybody in the room followed Whar-
ton.- If the champion fighting-man of
the Remove was to tackle the cock of
the walk, the fight was certain to

give in so long as he could stand up.
It would be a fight to a sh, and
the Removites were very keén on en-
counters of that sort. Almost all tho
Lower School crowded into the gym-
nasium after Wharton and Bolsover.

“Shall I be your second, Wharton?”

asked 1 ode.

** Thanl

“I guess if he licks you I'll take him
on!"” said Fisher T. I'ish. “The guy

will have to be taken down a peg some-
how ! 3
““Shut up !"” roared the juniors,
“But I guess—"
“Ring off I
The Removites were “fed up” with
the American junior’s swank, after the
pitiful exhibition he had made in Study
No. No one but Fisher T. Fish would
have continued to swank in the samo
way, for a time at least; but Fish was"
never known io cease. ;
Wingate of. the Sixth, the captain of
Greyfriars, paused in the doorway of
the gym and looked at the crowd of
Lower School fellows streaming in. A
much less keen fellow than Wingate
would not have secen that something
was “on,”

“Wharton !” he called out.

Harry turned round. 3

“What's going on?” asked Wingate.

“We are,” said Bob Cherry. And heo
went on.

Wingate laughed. He was a good-
humoured fellow, as he needed to be
to keep his temper with the Removites,
as a rule.

“It’s only a row,
Harry.

“You and the new boy?”

“Yos.”

Wingate,” said

‘‘Fighting already—and again ?” said
Wingate, with a frown at the new
Removite.

Bolsover gave a shrug.

“I don’t particularly want to fight,””
he said; “but this chap is looking for
trouble, and I'm going to wipe up the
floor with him, if he likes,”

“Gloves on, mind,” said Wingate.

“Oh, yes,”” said Harry; “that’s all
right.”

“Very well, then.” y

Wingato walked away. So long as the
usual gloves were used he had no objec-
tion to a mill now and then among the
juniors, though fighting with bare fists
was always frowned upon.

The juniors formed o ring in tho gym,
and Bob Cherry brought a basin of water
and a sponge. Bob was looking unusually

be interesting. Wharton’s dctermined
character was well known; he would not

/

grave now. Ho hud a feeling that Whar«
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ton would get the worst of the encounter,
and he did not like the prospect. Whar-
ton was not so confident as usual himself,
but he meant to fight till he fell.

The two combatants stripped off their
jackets and rolled up their cuffs, and
donned the gloves. Bolsover swaggered
forward to face Wharton.

“Two-minute rounds and one-minute
rests,” said John Bull. “I suppose
that's agreeable, isn’t it ?""

Bolsover grinned.

“Yes, unless Wharton would prefer
one-minute rounds, an two-minute
rests,” he said. “T dare say he'll like it
like that before T get through with him.”

“Swanker!” said Bob Cherry:

“Do you want a thick ear?” asked
Bolsover threateningly

“ Rats!”

The bully made a_movement towards
Bob, and Harry Wharton stepped be-
tween.  Wharton’s face was very quiet
and set, but his eyes were flashing.

“Hold on!” he said quietly. “One at
a time! You haven't finished with me

yot!”
“I'll so0n finish with you!” said Bol-
sover angrily. 5

-“I'm ready!”
“Time!” said Temple, of the Upper
. Tourth, who had appointed himself time-
keeper, chiefly because he had a gold
watch,

And the fight began.

‘Harry Wharton was strong and steady,
and he was a first-class boxer for his age.
But in the first round he realised how
little chance he had against a fellow who
was taller and longer in the reach, whose
strength was enormous, and whose condi-
tion was perfect.

Bolsover had not the slightest- uneasi-
ness in facing Harry Wharton; and he
was right,

The first round brought Harry severe
punishment, but he stood it gallantly
until the call of time. But for the gloves,
he would have been badly mauled. Even
as it was, his face showed traces only too
plainly of the hammering Bolsover had
giyen him in tho course of the two
minutes.

Wharton sank on_the knee Bulstrode
made for him, and Bob Cherry sponged
his heated face. Bob was grim and silent.
Wharton looked at his friends with a
forced smile. There was bitter chagrin
in_his heart.

He saw that they did not believe that
he would win; he did not believe so him-
self. Tt was a new position for the fellow
who had been champion of the Remove,
and it came as a bitter blow to him.

The next round began, and Wharton
pressed the fighting. Regardless of the
punishment he received, and it was heavy
enough, he attacked all the time, and
several times his blows came deftly home,
and the round ended with the fall of the
bully.

Bolsover caught an upper-cut on the
point of the chin, stagzered back, and
fell with a crash to the floor,

He lay helpless and dazed till his second
picked him up. There was a roar of
cheering from the Greyfriars fellows.
They were intensely anxious to see
Wharton win, and now their hopes began
to risc.

*‘ Hurrah !”

“Bravo, Wharton!”

“Hurrah! Give him
that!”

“Go it, Harry!”

Bolsover’s face was evil and dark as he
sat on_his second’s knee. Skinner was his
sccond, and Skinner had been grinning
very cheerfully; but now he had become
suddenly grave. &

Bolsover read the expression of his
face, nnd sneered.

“Do you think I'm licked?” he said

another like

savagely. ““One swallow doesn’t make a
summer. I'm going to smash him in the
next round!”

“I hope you will!” said Skinner, quite
sincerely.

““So do I, by jingo!" muttered Snoop.

The cad of tie Remove certainly meant

it. A fear had come upon them that they
had been a little too hasty in backing up
the new boy, that it might turn out that
thoyl had backed the wrong horse, so to
speak.,
pBu( when the third round commenced
they drew comfort from it.  Bolsover
put into the fight all the strength he had,
and all he knew of boxing. He pressed
Harry Wharton harder and harder, and
the junior was badly punished. he
bigger lad showed no mercy; his heavy
fists came home again and aguin: and
although Wharton put in several telling
blows, they did not seem to -effect
Bolsover much.

He scemed to be made of iron, and
able to endure almost any punishment.

Crashing blows full in the face, which
would have felled any fellow in the Re-
move, only made Bolsover shake his head
and then come on again. One of his eyes
were discoloured, and his nose was look-
ing a little sideways, but he did not
seem to mind.

Crash!

A terrific right-hander.from Bolsover
caught Harry Wharton full on the jaw.

The junior went backwards as if he had
been shot, and crashed on the floor, and
did not move again.

Temple began to count.

Bolsover stood ready to knock Wharton
down again if he attempted to -rise.
According to the rules, ho had won the
fight if ten were counted before Wharton
renewed the contest. Temple’s voice
droned on steadily.

“One, two, three, four, five, six—""

Wharton's friends were looking at him
anxiously He had been half-stunned by
that terrific blow, and though he made a
faint motion to rise, he sank back again.
Bob Cherry gritted his teeth.

‘“He's done!” he muttered.

And Nugent nodded gloomily. Even if
Harry could get up and continue the
fight, there was no doubt that he was
“done.”

‘“Seven, eight, nine——

Harry Wharton pulled himself to-
gether, and leaped up. Bolsover's fist
swept out, and he crashed to the floor
again. This time he did not rise. Temple
counted once more, amid breathless
silence,

From one to cight, and Wharton did
not stir,

“Nine——"

A slight movement, that was all,

“Out!” ¢

Temple put his watch into his pocket.
Skinner and Snoop_ chuckled. ~ Harry
Wharton sat up dazedly, and Bob Cherry
helped him to his feet.

‘Never mind, old chap!” he whis-
pcrc\,i,. “You put up a good fight, any-
way.

Wharton did not speak.

there was a_ general

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Fags!
“ EDTIME!” said’ Wingate, look-
ing into the Junior Common-
Toom,
And
movement,

Wingate looked curiously’ at Harry
Wharton & Co. There had been rows
galore in the Remove at various times.
Signs of damage were not infrequent.
But such a crop of darkened eyes and
swollen noses, and cut lips and bruised

.cheeks had seldom been seen even in the

Remove. ?
The Greyfriars captain grinned a little,

S

but he made no remark on the ciroum-
i!t_nnco. After all, it was no business of
118,

Harry Wharton & Co. went up to the
dormitory, feeling sore in a doublo
sense. The swagger that Bolsover pub
on was ono of the hardest things the;
had to bear. That Bolsover was coc!
of the walk there could be no doubt; and,
as Nugent remarked, he did not forgeé
to strut.

He strutted un the passage, and strut-
ted up the stairs, and strutted into the
Remove dormitory. And Trevor, who
fell in behind him and strutted, too,
and evoked a roar of laughter, was sorry
for himself when Bolsover discovered
what he was doing.  The bully smacked
his cars with a force that made his head
ring. Trevor did not take it nietly.
He fought, and he was licked hollow in
less than a minute. He was tossed, gasp-
ing, upon his bed, and Bolsover pro-
¢eeded calmly to take his boots off.

Trevor undressed without a word. Ho
had had enough. Many of the fellows
looked at the new boy with burning eyes.
But they did not speak.

Bolsover had taken off one boot, and
was about to begin on the other, when a
thought appeared to strike him.

“‘Stott !”” he called out.

Stott looked round.

“‘Yes, Bolsover?” he said civilly.

“Take my boot off I"”

“Oh, certainly !” said Stott.

He unlaced Bolsover’s rather large
boot and took it off. The other fellows
looked on in disgust. .

Bolsover yawned, and began to take off
his jacket. He gave it to Stott to fold
up, and Stott folded it up.

Bob Cherry snorted.

“Did you ever see such swank?” he
murmured. s "

“I guess not!” said Fisher T. Fish.
“For two pins I'd wade_in and wipe up
the dorm with the guy—some!"

*“Go it, then!” said Bob Cherry.

“I guess I'm too sleepy.”

“Brrrr!” ¥ "

“Blest if I'd fag for him!” said
Nugent. “I'd be cut-in pieces first!
But I suppose Stott and Skinner & Co.
will fag as much as he likes.” 4

“T guess he’d better not ask me !”” said
Fisher T. Fish. “I’d put it to him in
plain American in a way that would
make his hair curl—some !"”

“Yes, I guess you would!” said John
Bull, with a sniff. “ You’'d put it to him
in nice, polite language, I think, and say
vou'd be very pleased !”

“I guess not! I only wish he'd tell
me to do something, and you'd see. We
don’t stand bullies over there, I can tell
you! I guess—"

“Pish 1

“Hallo!” said Fisher T, Fish, starting

as Bolsover rapped out his name.
“Open my box and get my dumb-bells
at

“Rh7

““Getting deaf?”” asked Bolsover, look-
ing at him. “Do as I tell you, my son,
or you will get a thick ear!” 3

The chums of the Remove grinned.
Fisher T. I'ish’s face was a study for a
moment. It was his usual way to get
himself into a fix with his endless swank.

“Well, T guess I might oblige the chap
that far,” he remarked. §

“T guess you will, anyway,” said John

ull.

“Well, you sce—"

“Oh, scat!” ¥

Fisher T, Fish went to Bolsover's box.
Ho opened it, amid the grins of the
Remoyites. He found a pair of dumh-
bells inside, so large and heavy that it
was not without difficulty that he lifted
them out.  Fisher T, Fish was vol an

athlete. =
Tre Porrrat.—No. 111,
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“Bring them over here!” eaid Bol-
tover. L E, s

1 guess I don’t mind doing that.

“Don’t drop them, fathead !

“‘Oh, all sercne!”

ump ! ’

One gf the heavy dumb-bells fell to the
floor. It made a terrific crash, Bol-
sover uttered an angry exclamation.

“You silly chump!”

“Look here, I guess you'd better not
call me names,” said Fish.

“7'Il call you what I like!”

“Oh, all O K! Go ahead, then! I
guess it’s all wind, and it' docsn’t hurt.”

“Put the dumb-bells on my bed,
idiot !

“* Ahem! |

“Now cut off, you fathead !” A

Fisher T. Fish cut off \\'i}lm;ﬂy
enough. The juniors turned in, with the
exception of Bolsover, who took up the
dumb-bells. Wingate looked in at the

door.
“All in 7" he askéd.
He lcoked at Bolsover.
“I'm doing my exerciees,”
“You can do those in the gym,” said

Here you are!"”

Wingate.  “The dormitory isn't the
place, and this isn’t the time. It's bed-
time now.”

“But I want to do my exercises !” said
Bolsover. ‘I never miss it, -you know.
I’'m bound to get through with it.”

Wingate’s eyes gleamed. and he came
towards the junior. The Remove looked
on with keen interest. Bolsover might
be cock of the walk in the Lower Fourth,
but if he came into conflict with the cap-

tain of Greyfriars he was likely to have
a very rough time. And the Removitos
would certainly have been delighted to
see him have a_rough time, and the
rougher it was the better they would
bhave liked it.

“Put those dumb-bells down!” said
Wingate. :

Bolsover lowered them, and hesitated.
“I give you one second to do as
tell you!"” said the captain of Greyfriars

in a hard, grim tone.

Bolsover laid the dumb-bells down.

“Now get into bed!” = -

Bolsover got into bed.

“Good-night, bovs!”

“Good-night, Wingate !"”

The Greyfriars captain ,switched off
the electric light and left the dormitory,
closing the door. There was a soft
chuckle from some of the beds. Bol-
sover had plainly bhad it in his mind to
defy the captain of the school, but had
_quailed at the last moment.

The bully sat up in bed.

““Who's that cackling 7’ he asked.

There was no reply. The chuckles
ceased.

““Jf you think I'm not going through
my exercises you are mistaken,” said
Bolsover. “I'm going to do them all
the same.” )

He stepped out of bed: groped his way
across to the door, and turned the switch
of the electric light. Then he came back
towards the beds. ] #

“PBetter have a candle;” said Skinner
warningly.  “The clectric lizht shows
up from ihe windows into the Close, and
anybody looking ocut of his window
would see that we have the light on
liere. Better have 2 candle.” $

“T suppose I can do as I like?” said
Boleover truculently.

“0Oh, yes—yes, certainly !”  said
Skinner.

“Shut up, then!”

Skinner obediently shut up.  Bol-

sover's friends did not seem likely to-get
mich more politeness from Lim than his
enemies.

Bolsover picked up the big dumb-bells
and began to go through his excrcises.
The juniors sat up_in bed watching him.

Tae Porviar.—Ne. 111,

There was no doubt that the new boy
was possessed of unusual and enormous
strength for his age. ~The dumb-bells
were very heavy, and he handled them
as if they were feather-weights. He
seemed to be a mass of muscle from head
to foot.

“Cave!” exclaimed Snoop suddenly

The door opened, and Wingate came
in angrily. He came straight towards
Bolsover, who faced him, still swinging
tho dumb-bells. The captain of Grey-
friars looked at him with knitted brows
and flashing eyes.

““So you are up again!” he exclaimed.

“Yes. Looks like it, doesn’t it ?”

“Put those dumb-bells dewn !”

“T haven’t finished my exercises.”

Wingate strode towards him.

“Hands off ! said Bolsover. ‘“‘You'll
get hurt if you come too near the dumb-
bells.”

“My word !” murmured Nugent.

Wingate took not the slightest notice
of the new boy’s words. He camo right
on, and grasped the bully by the
shoulder. As he swung him over the
dumb-bells crashed to the floor with a
deafening noise.

“Now, then,” eaid Wingale, “you
seem to be doing a great deal of swank-
ing in your own Form, but you will have
to learn that it won’t do with me!” .

*Let-mo alone !”” shouted Bolsover.

He struggled fiercely in the grasp of
the Greyfriars captain. Powerful fellow
and Sixth-Former as he was, Wingate
did not find him easy to handle. He
had to exert his strength, and then he
forced Bolsover over on to the bed.

He held the new boy face downwards
on the bed, and swished in the air the
cane he had brought into the dormitory.

Swish—swish—swish !

Bolsover yelled with pain. Wingate
lashed him with the cane till he howled
for mercy. ‘Then he left off.

“T hope that will be a lesson to you,
my lad!” he said, breathing hard, as he
released the bully of the Remove. “You
will get more than that if you don’t learn
to obey a prefect. Now get into bed.”

Bolsover, quivering all over with rage
and chagrin, got in. Wingate extin-
guished the light and quitted the Re-
move dormitory. From the darkness
came more than one chuckle; but this
time Bolsover did not inquire who it
was. The bully of the Remove had been
tamed for a time.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Ripping !

“ HAT’S to be done?”
\}‘/ Frank Nugent propounded

that question as if it were a

conundrum.  He addressed
five or six fellows who sat round the tea-
table in Study No. 1 late in the after-
noon.

School was over at Greyfriars, and
lessons that day had been a torment to
Harry Wharton & Co. They were
aching, and they had swollen noses that
throbbed, and black eyes that blinked
and winked, and bruised jaws that ached
and ached. Mr. Quelch, who knew when
to be considerate, was very light upon
them that day, and he had allowed them
to mumble, and to forget, and to make
mistakes, without pouring out the vials
of his wrath upon them. Tt was kind of
him, and the juniors appreciated it. But
after school they had a problem to face.
What was to be done?

Wharton had ¢alled his immediate

friends together in his etudy to consult
about the matter.
Something had to be done! Tt was
agreed on all hands that Bolsover was
intolerable, that he could not be stood,
not at any price!

But what was to be done? The fellows

had tried their hand in turn, and each

had been defeated. ~ What champion
could they find to overcome the new Loy,
and put him in his place? It was not
that they bore malice, but the position
was unendurable. Bolsover had an-
nounced himself as cock of the walk, and
he was making his boast good. He had
declared that he was going to play in
the football eleven, though the slight
exhibition he had given of cricket was
decidedly poor. If he were not allowed
to play in the Form team there would be
trouble.  He had invited himseli: io
become a member of the Remove
Amateur Dramatic Society, and if a good
part were not assigned to him in the
next play, the next play was likely to
be roughly interrupted.

In a word, Bolsover was cock of the
walk and Bolsover was making things
sxmp’y intolerable in the Remove Form.
But the chums, met in council, could
only look glumly at one another. They
did not know what was to be done.
Nugent repeated his question, and Bob
Cherry grunted.

‘“Is that a riddle, Franky?”

“If it is, I can’t answer it,” said John
Bull. “I'm blessed if I know what's to
be dofie! What do you say, Bulstrode?™
Euls(rodc rubbed his reddened nose.

1 say that we can’t stand Bolsover,”
he replied. “I don't know that I've got
anything else to say.”

“We can’t.stand him,” said Harry
Wharton. “That’s agreed. But what’s
to be done?”

::Hp's got to be licked somehow.”

% Licked !” said Tom Brown dolefully.
“Haven’t we all tried? Do you know
that he slanged Coker of the Fifth this
afternoon?”

** What did Coker do?”

“Looked at him, and walked away.
Even Coker of the Fifth didn’t care about
taking him on. And, you know, Coker
could handle any two of us! What
chance have we got?”

“None at all!” said John Bull.

“Then what’s to be done?”

“‘ Goodness knows!”

“I guess a ragging is about the proper
caper,” said Fisher T. Fish. “I’m not in
IIny n,s,ual form, or I'd lick him hollow

‘“Oh, for goodness’ sake chuck that,

Fish! We're fed up with it!” said John
Bull crossly, and rubbing his head
reminiscently.  “We've got to stand

Bolsover, I suppose; but we’re not called
upon to stand your rot. Chuck it!”

“Well, T guess ragging’s the thing,”
said Fish, unabashed. “We can’t lick
him, but we can rag him. A dozen
fellows could take him and duck him in
the fountain, give him the frog’s-march
round the Close, and bump him till he
squealed !” -

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“I don’t like the idea,” he said. ‘‘ As
I've said before, it's rotten for a lot of
fellows to set on one because they can’t
tackle him singly. The Fourth Form
would howl at us, too. It can’t be done.”

“Well, excepting as a last resource, I
shouldn’t advise 1t,” said Bob Cherry.
“But something’s got to be done!”

“The chap’s got to be licked in a fair
fight,” said Harry. “That’s the only
thing that will bring him to his senses.”

“But who’s to do it?”

“There’s the rub!”

“My hat!” exclaimed Bulstrode. ‘“My
only hat!” .

Tho juniors all looked at him. Sudden
excitement had flashed into Bulstrode’s
discoloured face, and his eyes were gleamp-
ing.

“Where have
asked Bob Cherry.

“T’'ve got an idea !” A

“Well, get it off your chest! If it’s an
idea for taking that unspeakable bonunder

you got the pain?”

down I'll buy you a stick of toffeol”
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orashed to the floor. ‘‘ Now t

Wingate strode towards Bolsover, and grasped him by the shouldor.
hen,”” said Wingate,
Form, but you will have to learn that it won't do with me

‘““you seem to be doing a

As he swung him round the dumb-belis

groat deal of swanking in your own
11 (See chapter 2.)

“Look here!” went on Bulstrode ex-

citedly, without heeding Bob Cherry.
“Bolsover’s got to be licked—licked
hollow, before the whole Form!”

“Yes, but—"

“There isn’t a chap in the Remove
who can do it, unfortunately. But what
about a chap outside the Remove ?"”

“ A higher Form fellow, do you mean ?
Coker, of the Fifth, has baulked it
already,” said Bob Cherry. * Besides, it
wouldn’t do !”

“J wasn’t thinking of thal,” said Bul-
strode.

“Then what the dickens were you
thinking of ?”

“One of the Courtfield chaps.”

“What!”

“You all know Solly Lazarus?” said
Bulstrode, getting animated. ‘‘You all
know what a little terror he is? =~ I've
seen him lick a big rough—a chap six feet
high. He's simply a marvel at boxing.
Ile ought to be a pugilist!”

“Hurrah!” shouted Bob . Cherry.
“Solly’s the man!”

The juniors looked excited. Truo, they
would rather have seen the bully licked
by one of their own fellows. But to see
him licked—that was the chief thing.
And Bolsover could not, in reason, find
any fault with the arrangement. Solly
Ladarus was at least a year younger,-and
at least a head shorter. The advantage,
apparently, at all events, would be on
Bolsover's side. Nor would he want to

avoid the conflict, probably. He had
bulldog courage of a kind,
““My hat!” eoxclaimed John Bull

" you've hit it, Bulstrode! The cad has
got to he put in his place, and Solly’s the
man to do it!”

“But will he?” said Nugent doubt-
ully. .
£ “}I think so,” said Harry Wharton.
“Solly’s an obliging chap, and he likes

boxing ; and,. as a matter of fact, I think
any Courtfield chap would like to come
here and lick the top dog of the
Remove.”

“Yes, rather!”

** Well, what do you say ?” asked Bul-
strode. “I think it's a ripping idea!
What do you fellows say to it 2"

*“Passed unanimously!” said Tom
Brown.

‘“Hear, hear!”

“Then I suggest that Bob Cherry goes
over to Courtfield to see Solly and speak
to him about it,” said Bulstrode.
“Cherry’s on the best terms with him.”

Bob Cherry nodded.

“I'm quite willing to go,” he said. “1I
get on all right with Solly, except when
we're having a school row, of course. I
believe he'll come like anything !

“Good !”

“And the sooner the quicker,” said
Nugent.  “Buzz off as soon as you've
done your ten, Bob. Go on your bike.”

““ What-ho ! said Bob, rising from tho
table. “I’'m done now. I'll buzz!”

And he rushed out of the study full of
the new idea.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Solly Obliges !
OLLY LAZARUS received Bob
S Cherry with a smile.  Courtfield
and Greyfriars were rivals, but
they were friendly rivals. Bob
made known the object of his visit, and
Solly grinned.

“I'll do it, dear boy!” he said. “I'll
come now !

Bob Cherry expiated upon the wicked
deeds of Bolsover, as he walked back to
Greyfriars with the Courtfield fellows.

Solly, in spite of his soft and quiet
ways, was very keen upon the encounter
at once, as Bob could see. Solly’s powers
as a pugilist were too great for any fellow
to take on a combat with him willingly,

and as Solly was not at all inclined to ba
o bully, he was very seldom in a fight at
all—except in the rough-and-tumble rosws
that sometimes occurred between the
Courtfieldors and the Greyfriars Jjuniors,
To meet a foeman yworthy of his steel in
a friendly round with the gloves was
pleasure to Solly, and he was alwa 5 in
tho pink of condition. By the time rey-
friars was reached Solly was keener
about the matter than” Bob was, it
possible. < o

Quite a crowd of juniors met the trio
as they reached the gates of the old
school.” The news of the new scheme had
gone round, and the Removites wera
eager to greet the Courtfield champion.
There was a cheer as he came in, and a
dozen fellows slapped him on the baclk.

“Jolly glad to see you!’ exclaimed
Harry Wharton. “It's awfully decent of
you to come over and help us like this,
Lazarus.” 2

““All therene, dear boy,” said Solly, in
his lazy tones.

“Taith, and it's a broth av a boy ye
are!” said Micky Desmond. “And that
baste Bolsover—" \

“Hallo! What’s that?”

It was Bolsover's voice.

The bully of the Remove
a frowning brow. .
backed away.

‘‘TFaith, and T was saying—"

Bolsover's eyes fell upon Bob Cherry,
and he strode towards him. Bob Cherry
stood his ground; but Solly Lazarus
stepped between. Bolsover paused.

““Get out of the way !” he said.

“Rats, dear boy !

£ Looll(ﬁ here, you

!

e came up with
Micky Desmond

) Jew cad—"
Smac!
Solly’'s palm came upon Bolsover's

cheek” with a crack like a whip. The

burly junior staggered back.
THE Porvrar.—No. 111.
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“Y'A')u—-you hound!” he roared. “I—

“Yeth, go on, pleathe!” said Solly
cheerfully. *“Perhaps you wouldn’t mind
thtepping into the gym, and putting the
gloves on, dear boy. It would be more
ccml'?‘." i
“I'll smash you! I—

The juniors closed round Bolsover.

“You'll go into the gym!" said Harry
Wharton. °

Bolsover scowled at the crowd. But
the Removites were in earnest. Bolsover
had taken advantage of his size and
strength to make himself cock of the
walk in the Lower Fourth. Now that a
champion had beé¢n found to meet him,
with a good chance of success, the bully
of Greyfriars was not to be allowed to
escape without a combat.

He could not expect it. Anyway, the
Removites had made up their minds. The
crowd pushed Bolsover in the direction
of the gymnasium, and he thought it
better to go.

They crowded into the gym. ‘

There was keen anticipation in all
faces. Fellows of higher Forms heard
what was on, and came to “spectate,”
as Fisher T. Fish called it in his
mysterious American language. A thick
crowd gathered round the ring that was
formed for the combatants.

Solly Lazarus still had his soft and
sleepy look, but the Greyfriars juniors
knew only too well how he could wake
up when it was required.

Bolsover gritted his teeth. 3

“T'll fight the cad if you like,” he said
savagely, “‘and when I've licked him I'll
Jick the fellow who brought him over!”

Bob Chetry chuckled.

““If you can lick Solly you're welcome
to lick me till I'm black, blue, and pink,”
he said. “ But get Solly licked first.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I don’t think I shall take long over
the skinny little rotter!” said Bolsover.
“Give me the gloves!”

Skinner handed him the gloves, and he
donned them. Trumper, who had come
over with Solly, was acting as his
second ; Bob Cherry brought sponge and
water. Solly took off his jacket and
rolled up his sleeves in his slow and
deliberate way.

“Go in and win, Solly!” murmured
Trumper. “Show these blessed Grey-
friars chaps how we box in Courtfield—
what?”

And Solly chuckled eofily.

“Yeth, rather, dear boy.”

“T'm keeping time,” said Temple,
faking out his famous gold watch.
“Now then, you chaps, ready?”

“Yeth.”

“I'm ready!” growled Bolsover.

“Time!”
And then began a fight which was
destined to be historio in the Greyfriars
Remore.
THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bolsover Meets His Match !
OLLY looked soft and sleepy as he
S faced the burly junior. But as the
sparring began he seemed to wake
up suddenly. ¢

His black eyes gleamed, his head was
thrown back and every nerve in his face
seemed to be tense and keen and on the
alert. X

The Greyfriars juniors stood in an
eager ring, watching. From the call of
time all eyes were upon the two cham-
pions.

“Go it, Solly!”

“Buck up, Jerusalem!”

“Pile it in, Shylock !I”

Solly only grinned at the peculiar
names that were applied to him. It was
sasy to see upon which side was the sym-
pathy of the crowd.
Tue Poruvrae.—-No. 111,

Bolsover began with his usual tactics—
attempting to sweep awuy his opponent
by a heavy and impetuous attack. Tt
scemed as if the slightly-built Courtfield
lad could not possibly stand against his
heavy rush. .

But Solly did not attempt to stand
against it.  He allowed Bolsover to drive
him round the ring, contenting himself
with guarding every drive. >

Bolsover was soon panting with rage
and exertion.

Twico round the rinﬁ’ he had driven
Solly, but not one cf his savage blows
reached the cool, smiling face of the
young pugilist. .

Solly had given him a few taps, as if to
suggest what he could do if he liked, and
he contented himself with that.

“Time !” said Temple.

The first round was over. Solly
grinned serenely as he retired. Bolsover
was snorting with rage.

The champions stepped up again.
Bolsover pressed the attack hard, but he
could not -get through the guard of the
Courtfield fellow.

Solly’s boxing was a picture to watch.
K was simply perfect. He never left a
point unguarded, and his arms scemed to
be made of steel.

His face remained calm, smiling, and
smooth, while Bolsover’s was convulsed
with growing rage.

The second round was like the first. Tt
was walking exercise more than anything
clse.  Bolsover had ‘a tap on the nose
which made him sniff, but that was the
n}:jly blow that reached home on either
side.

Trumper grinned as he received Solly
Lazarus on his knee after the round.
Harry Wharton laughed as he sponged
the face of the Courtfielder.

** Jolly good!” he said.

The third round ran on the same lines.
Bolsover by this time was boiling with
fury. His'attempts to penctrate the
Courtfielder’s defence were quite in vain,
and in his efforts to do so he began to lay
himself open to attack At the end of the
round a swift right-hander came from
Solly Lazarus, and Bolsover staggered
back, fecling as if a horse had kicked him
as the hard glove crashed upon his chin.

“Oh!” he gasped.

Bump!

Bolsover was down.

A wild yell of delight burst from the
Removites. Bolsover was down, sprawl-
ing upon the floor, and had it not been
for the end of the round he would pro-
bably have been counted out.

Skinner lifted him up, and dragged him
to his knee, not very graciously. Skinner
was feeling once more that he had backed
the wrong horse, and it looked almost
certain to him now.

“Are you going on?” he asked, not
very sweetly.

+ Bolsover grunted savagely.

“Going on? Of course!”

“Oh, all right !

‘ime !”

Bolsover stepped up again.  Solly’s
exasperating factics continued, and the
infuriated Bolsover rushed upon him
furiously. Suddenly, instead of backing
away, Solly stood his ground.

Bolsover’s fists were knocked upward,
and under his helpless hands came
Solly’s blows in rapid “postman’s
knocks "—left, right—right, left.
Bolsover staggered back blindly,
Rap, rap, rap! g
The blows were raining upon his face.
and ho-staggered, and fell heayily. Solly
stepped back with a quiet grin.
Temple began to count,

Bolsover staggered to his feet. Solly
could have knocked him down as he
rose, but he did not. IHe stood back

arf
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a murmur of approval from the crowd.
“*Good old Solly !

Bolsover continued to fight, but he

was evidently groggy. He gasped with
relief .at the call of time, and stood
pumping in breath. He fmd received
severo punishment, and it was telling
upon him,
Round succeeded round. All the time
olsover was growing more and more
groggy, but he toed the line with a
desperate determination that won him a
certain amount of admiration.
_Solly was as cool as an iceberg all ths
time. He had received some punish-
ment, too, and his dusky face showed
the signs of it. But Bolsover was being
bammered terribly, and it was a wonder
to_the juniors that ho stood up at all.

Round No. 7 found Bolsover “stagger-

ing as ho put up his hands, but he
fought on dnggcdry.
The juniors watched in tense silenco
now. Solly had dropped hig defensivo
tactics, and was attacking all the time.
. Hammer, hammer, hammer came his
incessant blows, and the bully of. tho
Remove was driven blindly round the
ring under a shower of them. Bolsover
felt that all was over, and he made one
moro effort. He gathered his strength,
As 1t were, and made a desperate ruch*
at Solly Lazarus, slogging at him furi-
ously. ~ But it was fatal. His blind
blows were swept aside, and Solly’s
right came under his chin’ with a crash,
and then his left landed on Bolsover's
nose.

The Remove bully staggered back and
crashed to the floor.

1o hardly moved after he fell.

* Nine—ten—out !”

The  juniors gathered round the
victorious Solly, slapping him on the
back, shaking "his hands, and congratu-
lating him. The bully sat up, blinking
round him blindly. Not a glance was
cast at him. Te recled to his fect, and
grasped blindly at his jacket, and moved
unsteadily away without a helping hand.

Ie was conquered at last!

The cock of the walk was cock of the
walk no longer. He had met his master,
and his fall had been swift and com-
plete.

Solly was breathing a little hard, but
he was as cool as ever. He received tho
congratulations of Harry Wharton &
Co. with his sleepy grin.

“It's all therene, dear boys,” he said
—'“quite all therene! Tt was a good
fight—a jolly good fight! And the chap
knowth how to put up his handth—he
doth really!”

Bob Cherry tock one of Solly's arms,
and Wharton took the other, and they
marched him in triumph out of. the
gym, followed by the cheering crowd of
Jjuniors.

‘“See the conquering hero comes!”
chirped Bob Cherry.

And Solly and Trumper were marched
into Study No. 1, followed by as many
juniors as could find room in that
famous apartment; and the feed that
followed was quite a record. And Solly

Lazarus, of course, was the guest of
honour and the hero of the hour.

Harry Wharton rose with a glass
charged with ginger-beer.

“Gentleman, a toast——""

“Hear, hear!” .

“To Solly Lazarus—the Cock of the
Walk 1"

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hear, hear!”

And  the toast
enthusiasm.

was ¢hunk . with

THE END.
(Laok out for another splendid long
comyplete school story of Harry Whart

& Co., of Greyfriars, in next wcck’
issue, cntitled *“ Dicky Nugent's Chai-

and gave him a chance, and there was

lenge!l” By Frank Richards.)
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STORY;

THE ROOKWOOD TRAITOR!

By OWEN CONQUEST. :

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Message from Bagshot!

UZZZZZ2227 !
“Bless my soul!” Mr.
Bootles.

The master of the Fourth Form
put down his book and rose as the tele-
phono bell buzzed. Ho took up the re-
ceiver.

Yes?"”

said

“Hallo !

“Is that Rookwood School?’”

SoYen

“Please excuse me for troubling you,
gir. I should take it as a great favour if
T could be allowed to speak to Silver of
the Fourth Form.”

“What? What?”

“Silver of the Fourth, sir.
important.”

“Really, juniors do not use the tele-
phone!” said Mr. Bootles crossly.
“Kindly tell me who you are.”

It's very

“My name is Pankley, sir; old friend

of Jimmy Silver’s. I've got an important
message for him.”

Mr. Bootles grunted.

“In that case I will call in Silver,”
Tie said.

‘““Thank you very much, sir!”

Mr. Bootles was a good-natured gentle-
man. Cecil Pankley was well aware of
that, or he would hardly have ventured
to ring him up on the telephone to speak
to Jimmy Silver.

The Form-master crossed to the door,
opened it, and called to a junior in the

assage.
s Oswald, kindly request Silver to come
liere at once !

“Yes, sir!”
1d ran off. Jimmy Silver was for-
tunately near at hand, and he presented
himself in Mr. Bootles’ study in less than
two minutes,

**Some friend of yours asks to speak to
vou on the telephone, Silver!” said Mr.
Bootles majestically. “You may speak
to him; but kindly understand that this
incident must not be taken as a prece-
\h'll(."

“ Certainly, sir!" said Jimmy.

He took up the receiver.

“Hallo! What’s wanted?”

“Is that Silver?”

s, I'm  Jimmy
speaking 7"

“Pankley.”

My hat!” cjaculated Jimmy.

“T'm speaking from Tupper’s study,”
went on Pankley.  “Tupper's out. Is
your merry Form-master present ?

“Yes,” said Jimmy. £

Thero was a chuckie on the wires.

“Then you'd better bo careful what
vou say, fathead! I've rung you up to
give you a message.  You Rookwood
duffers have a fatheaded idea-that you

Silver,  Who's

can go one better than Bagshot—
what? b

“Br r!” said Jimmy. !

In Bootles' presence Jimmy

could not venture to tell Pankley what
he thought of him. Pankley could say
what ho liked; but Jimmy couldn’t—by
n long way. X %

“Well, weo're going to give you the
kybosh this time,” went on Pankley.
“T'm telling you about it, so that you'll
know exactly what to expect.”

A Splendid Long
Complete  Story,
dealing with the
Adventures of
Jimmy Silver & Co.

“Thanks!” eaid Jimmy sarcastically.

“Not at all. We're going to make
you sit up in your own quarters.”

Jimmy opened his lips to reply, and
closed them again. He remembered that
Mr. Bootles was present.

“We're going to rag you bald-headed
in your own show,” went on Pankley.
“You'll find my name written up in your
study soon.”

‘“‘Rats !”

“We're going to rag your study; and
the same to Tommy Dodd. We're going
to give you a high old time; and if you
catch us in the act, we'll own up that
you're top school.”

. “You're welcome to (ry,”
Silver grimly.

*“Oh, you're all asleep at Rookwood,
you know; you won’t catch us!” said
Pankley with a_chuckle.

“You silly, cheeky ass 2

“Silver I

f*Ahem! Yes, sir!”

““You appear to be holding a very cur-
ious conversation on the telephone ! said
Mr. Bootles severely.

‘* Ahem !

“I hardly think, Silver, that it is a

said Jimmy

matter of sufficient importance for you
to continue.”

“Very well, sir.”

“8till . there, fathead?” went on
Pankley’s cheerful voice. “Look out
for us; not that it's much good you
sleepy Rookwood fatheads looking out.

You're going to get it in the neck
time. You—"

Jimmy Silver replaced the receiver on
the hooks, and Pankley’s voice became
suddenly inaudible.

Mr. Bootles gave him a somewhat
severc glance, and the captain of the
Fourth left the study rather hurriedly.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome met
him as he came away.

“ Anything up?” asked TLovell.

“That checky rotter Pankley!” said
Jimmy Silver, breathing hard.

“My hat! He had the nerve to ring
you up on Bootles’ *phone !” exclaimed
Raby. -

“Yes, the cheeky worm!”

‘“What did he have to say ?”

Jimmy repeated Pankley’s message.

“Swank!” said Lovell. “He won’t
dare to come here. My hat! If he does,
we'll give him a coat of treacle and
soot !

‘I suppose it’s swank,” agreed Jimmy.
“But we'll keop an eye open. for him,
all the same.”

“Ol, it's all rot!” said Newcome con-
fidently. “How could they get in here
without being spotted? If we-ever find
Pankley’s name written up in our study,
you can use my head for a footer "

this

The Fistical Four discussed Pankley’s
defiant message, and they all came to the
same conclusion—that it was Bagshot
“swank.” But Jimmy knew Pankley of
old, and he wondered whether that enter-
prising youth had some remarkable
*“wheeze ” in his mind. He determined,
at all events, to keep one eye very care-
fully open for Cecil Pankley.

There were- many derisive chuckles
among - tho Rookwood Fourth ivhen
Pankley’s message became known.
Nobody had the least expectation of
seeing any of the Bagshot bounders
within the walls of Rookwood. It would
be easy enough, perhaps, for Pankley &
Co. to come, but it would not be so easy
for them to get away again. As for the
end study being ragged by the enemy,
that was simply impossible.

Jimmy Silver & Co. dismissed the
matier from their minds, and went up
to the end study to tea.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Unseen Hand!

(0 REAT pip !V
Jimmy Silver jumped almost
clear  of the floor in hie

astonishment.

He'was the first one to come up to the
study to start prep that evening.
There had been a rehearszl of the Root-
wood Players, and Jimmy Silver & Co.
had been very busy for somo time.

Jimmy entere the study, and
stumbled over a cheair, and then
lighted the gas. And as the light showed
up the study” to his cyes he fairly
jumped.

The end study presented a
remarkable appearance.

The table was upside down, and the
chairs iere overturned. The bookease
was wide open, and the books and papers
scattered about the room. The fender
had been piled on the table, the hearth-
rug on the fender, and the clock and fire-
irons on the hearthrug. Cinders and
ashes covered the carpet.

And on the looking-glass, daubed in
ink, was an inscription in big capitals:

“WITH KIND REGARDS!
“CECIL PANKLEY

truly

Jimmp Silver stared at that inscription
as if mesmerised.

Cecil Pankley !

Jimmy could scarcely believe his eyes.
. Pankley had evidently kept his word,
in spite of Jimmy's resolution to keep ane
eye caretully open.

¢ Mum-mum-my hat ! gasped Jimmy.

Then Lovell and Raby and Newcome
arrived. They stared at the disordered
study, and stared at Jimmy Silver.

“What on carth have you been up to,
Jimmy ?” demanded Lovell.

“I!" ejaculated Jimmy Silver.

“Yes, fathead! What have you done
this for?”

“You silly ass!” roared Jimmy, ex-
asperated. *‘Do you think I've done i,
you burbling jabberwock? Look at the
glass, dummy 1"

“My hat! Pankley!" yelled Lovell.

. Tre Porvrarz.—No. 111,
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“Pankley !"” echoed Raby and New-

come.

““The Bagshot Bounders !* said Lovell
dazedly,  *“*They've been here—just as
Pankley said they would! Oh crumbs !

Tho Fistical Four were eimply dumb-
founded. 3

They could only blink at the \rrecknfu
and at the mocking inscription on the
Jooking-glass.  Jimmy Silver was the
first to recover himself.

“They’ve been here!” he exclaimed.
“I supposo they sneaked in somechow
while we were rchearsing downstairs.
'l‘hc,z mayn’t be gone yet.”

“Can’t see ’em here,” said Lovell.

-“Fathead, I know they're not here!
But they mayn’t have got out of the
:]chog} yet. Look at that ink; it’s hardly
o 2

y! E

The thought that the invaders might
bo still within the reach of vengeance
nwoke the Classical chums to action at
once. They rushed out of the end study
lo give the alarm. .

**Bagshot Bounders!” roared Lovell.

“Back up, Rookwood!”

That yell in the Fourth-Form passage
was enough to make all the Classical
Fourth turn out in hot haste. Fellows
rame tearing from their studies. Even
Mornington came dashing out—even
Tubby Muffin.

‘“Bagshot Bounders here !’
Conroy. g

“They’ve been in our study!” panted
Jimmy Silver. “They’ve wrecked it!”

*‘Great Scott !

There was a rush to look into the end
rtudy.

“Kind regards frem Pankley!”
chuckled Conroy. “My hat! You've
heen fairly done in the eye this time,
Jimmy !”

“Oh, don't jaw! Help us look for
the rotters!” growled Jimmy Silver.

“They can’t be outside yet!” ex-
claimed Oswald.  “They didn't come
downstairs—I know that. “I've been
in the hall!”

““Back window, most likely,” said Van

exclaimed

n. .

}‘,‘ How could they get into a back
window ?”

“‘Goodness knows!"”

“Look for tracks!”
“Here'’s a chance
Scouts !” 4

“Silly ass! How can we pick up
tracks on linoleum !”” snorted Lovell.

“1 don’t know,” said Pons quickly.
“7 should say they must have tramped
out some of those ashes with them. The
floor’s smothered !

“Good egz! Harve a look round, any-
way,” said Jimmy Silver. 4

The Canadian junior’s suggestion was
n good one. Jimmy Silver had trodden
in the ashes, but there iere.other marks
of boots, though not clear footprints. Tt
was more than possible that the intruder
—or intruders—had taken away ashes on
their boots, and left traces of their flight.
The Classical junicrse«scattered up and
Jown the passage to look for “signs.”

There was a shout from Pons in a few

~wminutes.

““This way!” b ,

The juniors rushed to join the Cana-
dian. :

Pons was kneeling on the floor, with a
lighted match in his hand, in the pas-
sage that led to the Modern quarters.

On the flaor could be seen quite clearly
soveral patches of ash, evidently left
thero by a boot. .

“Pong’s found it!” exclaimed Van

5
Ryn. ’

gripned Higgs.
for you merry

“How many of them, Pong?
‘The Canadian junior looked up.
“Only one,” he said. = *Pankley

nimself, of course. Ile’s got away by

this e, through the Modern side!”
"sut— ut he couldn’t!” exclaimed
Tur Porvran.—No. 111,

“The

1

Jimmy = Silver. door’s  kept.
locked !

“Let's see, anywa

The juniors rushed along the passage,
which was unlighted. It was a long an
irregular passage which led into Mr.
Manders’ House; but, owing to'the fact
that it had been used for *‘raids” by
the rivals. of Rookwood, the door giving
admission .to the Modern sido was now
always kept closed and locked. The pas-
sago at that point was entirely closed by
the big, heavy door, the key of which
was in the possession of Mr. Manders.

True, Tommy Dodd had once found a
key to that door, and opened it to carry
out a raid on the Classical Fourth dormi-
tory. The lock was a big, strong one,
but of a_common- design, and any Rook-
wood fellow might have opened it by
getting a big bunch of keys, and trying
them on the lock in turn,

But that Pankley could have done so
was almost incredible. How could the
Bagshot. fellow know anything about that
door at all?

Lovell struck matches, and Jimmy
Silver tried the door. 1t was locked and

fast.

_“Can’t have passed this way,” said
Jimmy.

“More likely dodged into the side
passago because somebody was coming,”
said R,;u\'son.' “ He couldn’t get out this

way 1Y )

*“Well, that’s very likely, of course,”
admitted Pons, 4

“Come on!”

The Classicals rushed back to the
Fourth-Form passage. ‘hat
and all the studies and the box
the upper staircase were searched
excited juniors.

But there was no trace of the Bagshot
Bounders to be discovered.

Even the Canadian’s keen ey
to discover any further
enemy had vanished.

“The rotter’s got away !” said Jimm
Silver at last. “Dropped out of the win-
dow, pcrhnps, though it’s a jolly good
drop !

“Anyway, he's gone, and we've got
our prep to do,” said Oswald.

And tho disappointed Classicals dis-
persed to their studies.

“Rather a come-down for the mighty
Uncle James!” chortled Mornington.
“Time you retired from business, Jimmy
Silver !”

“The Fourth want a new captain, in
my opinion !” grinned Topham.

Jimmy Silver went into his study, and
slammed tho door. -He did not want
any more opinions from the Nuts of the
Fourth.

It was indeed 2 “come-down ” for the

Fistical Four, accustomed to being
monarchs of all they surveyed—on the
Classical side, at least. The enemy had
invaded their own sacred quarters. He
had ragged their study, and left his
sign-manual for them to stare at.
And though all the Fourth were exas-
perated, they were all inclined to join
Mornington & Co. in “chipping ”” “the
Fistical Four on the subject. Ior the
present, at least, that famous Co. had to
hide their diminished heads.

by

s failed
“sign.”  The

«

A, ‘ha, ha!”
Tommy Dodd & Co. seemed
yelled, and made other noises.
It was after morning lessons on the
Silver & Co. when they came out.
And the threoc Tommies appeared to

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tommy Dodd.
“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Tommy Cook.
“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked Tommy
Doyle.”"ﬂero they are intoirely! Ia,
ha, He
Jimmy Silver & Co. looked at their
Modern rivals grimly. They knew the
cause of the merriment. All the Lower
Sc}loo} of. Rookwoed was chortling by
this time about the way the end study
hn:}]})e(;n invaded and ragged.

SE

any more visitors?” gasped

TommK‘ Tgodd, wiping his eyes. ““Any

more’ kin y ' v H

o] ?',a regards from your : old pal

“0Ob, ‘go and ecat coke!” growled
Lovell.

“Well, it isn’t fair to cackle at

S!l(:m,” said Tommy Cook considerately.
They can’t help “being howling duf-
fers. © The Classicals are all  howl-
ing duffers,  You'd better leave Bag-
Sh?‘t to the Moderns after this, Silver!”
.eave ’em to us!” chuckled Tommy
Dm{d. “I’ve told you lots of times that
youre not up {o their weight!”
. “We couldn’t help Pankley sneaking
imnto our 2 !

A study, could we? rrowled
Jimmy Silver. & g
“Of course you couldn't!” agreed
Tommy Dodd. " *“We could, but you
couldn’t! The Classical side in this

school is played out!”

“Why didu't you stop him?” asked
Tommy Doyle. .

“Iow .could we stop him when wo
never saw him, you Modern ass?” roared
Raby.

“How could you?” grinned Tommy
Dodd. “We should have scen him if
he’d come to our side; but you couldn’t !
He knows better than to come to the
Modern side, though!”

“Poor Uncle James! It's time for
Uncle James to sing small!” chuckled
Cook. “Unfortunate old Uncle James!
I advise Uncle James to chuck up being
captain of the Fourth!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. stalked awa

y in
great wrath. ‘

“Poor old Jimmy Silver!”  saul
Tommy Dodd, as the three Moderns
sauntered away to their. own Iouse.

“ Fancy being done in the eye like thai!

Even the - Classicals are chortling at
him !
“I wish Panky had tackled us!”

grinned Doyle. * TFaith, we'd have made
an example of the baste !”

“He's got too much sense!” said
Tommy Dodd serenely. “He knows he
wouldn’t have any chance on our side!”
Tommy opened his study door., “I'd
just like to catch him ragging our quar-
ters, that's all— Oh, my only- summer
hat ! .

Tommy Dodd stood transfixed on -the
threshold of his study. Ilis eyes almost
started from his head. &

Cook and Doyle stood rooted to the
floor.

They stared dazedly into the study.

The study table was standing on end,
and the fehder was leaning against it.
The chairs were piled on it. The cup-
board door was open, and the contents
of the cupboard had been dragged out
and scattered over the floor. Upset ink
and treaclo formed a pool on the carpet.

And on the leg of an upturned chair
was stuck a card, and on the card, in
huge capitals, staring the amazed
Moderns in the face, was the message:

“GO AND EAT COKE!

“(C. PANKLEY.™

Tommy Dodd felt as if his head weye
turning round. . x .

The enemy had been there: B

In broad daylight—with = the qnad-

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Tommy’s Turn!

“H
to _bo enjoying themselves.

They roared, an they
following dnr\:, and the three Tommics
lingered in the quadrangle to seo Jimmy
fall into hysterics at the sight of the
Classical chums,

rangle swarming with Rookwood fellows
(Continued on page 9.)



SPECIAL TUCK

NUMBER!

SOy

IN YORE
EDDITER’S DEN!

By BILLY BUNTER.
LT

My Deer Reeders,—At grate eggspenge of
time, thort, and munney, I have produced a
Speshul Tuck Number of my “Weekly.”
i bound to be a kolossal demand for
k's Issew, so if you haven't bort a
copy of the “Popular” by the time you read
hese lines, go and do so at wunce! (Sammy
res that this is a very Irish way of
putting things, but then, Sammy’'s a little
full. He's just eaten a skwaro mecl!)

I arsked Harry Wharton the other day
what he konsidered to be the three gratest
in the wurld, and he replide: 1st,
iip; 2nd, Health; and 3rd, Wealth.
, this is all tommy-rott. Tuck comes
1st, and all the things that Wharton
s are “also ran.” As if friendship
could be better than tuck! I'd rather have
a rabbitt-pic than a pall, any day!

I don’t want you to imajine from these
remarks of mine, deer reeders, that I am a
glutton. I have nevver yet been known to
make a beest of myself, and I trussed I
nevver shall. 1 can’t baro felloes who eat
soully for eating's sake. Downrite piggish-
ness, I call it! (Sammy, old chap, you mite
run akross to the tuckshopp and get me two
duzzen jam-tarts—tuppenny ones!)

I am delited to announse that my famus

=
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&
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Assisted by FATTY WYNN and BAGGY TRIMBLE .- b=deg|[ T
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TUBBY MUFFIN of Rookwood.

“Weekly " is going grate guns. My serkle of
chumms—like the serkumfercnse of my waste
—kontinews to eggspand steddily. My post-
bagg is hecoming so bulky that it will ‘soon
take all the king’s hoarses and all the king"
men to dragg it threw the Close.

As you will see, I have replide to a number
of my korrispondents in this issew, and 1
hope they will kintinew to write and tell me

that is in there harts, so that I can
omfort, kounsel, and Kkonsole them. You
should make this yore motto, deer reeders:

“Seck advice! Don't go without it.
Write to Uncle Bill about it.”

I want you to feel, deer boys and girls,
that I am a very stout pall of yores. At the
same time, I would point out, for the benny-
fit of one of my Birmingham reeders, that
this does not give him the right to address
me as “Deer Old Prize Porker.” The propper
way to begin yoro letters is “Deer Billy,”
or “'Onnered Sir.” I am not a snobb; but
natcheraily a slimm fello like me objecks to
being called a “prize porker.”

Write and let me no what you think of this
Speshul Tuck Number, and tell me weather
you would like me to kontinew these speshul
numbers.

Ah! Hear comes Sammy with the jam-
tarts, so I must ring off, deer reeders, I've
had nuthing to cat sinse dinner, eggsept a
plate of sandwidges and a few.sossidge-rolls!

Don’t forgett to order neckst wéek's issew
“Popular” at leest a munth in

S i

Answers
to
Korres-
pondents.
Specially
selected for
publicashun

by THE
El{DITER.

(NOTE.—The Edditer is at all times pleesed
to here from his numerus chumms and ad-
mirers. He cannot garantee to answer evvery
letter in this kollum, as he reseeves about
ten thowsand cpissles per day; but he will
reply to as many as possibul.)

Mabel K. (Bournemouth).—Who is the most
hansom fello in the Remove? = Tutt, tutt!
What neced to arsk, deer girl? NModesty
forbidds me menshuning his name, but his
portrait wlill be found above.

“Joyce " (Liverpool).—Many thanks for the
tofly you sent me. It farely melted in the
mowth! I only had } of it, though. Quelchy
Xonfiscated the other * in class. Thanks also
for the sigaretts, but T mite menshun that I
don't smoke, 50 I've passed them on to Loder
of the 6th! ;

Harry Harper (Birmingham).—“Why i3
«Billy Bunter's Weekly * liko n plum-tart?"—
Bekawse, my deer fello, it’s fool of plums!
Neckst, pleese!

Jack Spencer (Norwicl).—Hallo!

Hear's

anuther konundrum merchant!. “Why does
Greyfriars School resemble a barren fruit-
tree? Because 1t contains only one Cherry!"”
—That’s not at all bad, 6ld froot!

Elsic D. (S8outhsea).—“I enclose a postal-
order for sixpence, so that you can tell your
schoolfellows that your postal-order has
actually arrived at last!"—That would be
kwite all rite, deer girl, but unforchunitly
you omitted to enklose the postle-order!

“Buntenite " (Chatham).—* What is the cir-
cumference of your waist, Billy?"—It would
be sheer waist of space to tell you!

“Dismal Jimmy” (Hampstead).—“I am
writing to say that I'm very down in the
dumps, Billy. I'm fifteen years of age; I'm
plump and good-looking; I'm always getting
into trouble at school; and nobody loves
me !"—Same hear!

“Critic” (Cardiff).—“When are you going
to become captain of the Remove?"'—As soon
as yu've stopt arsking iddiotick queschuns!

Archiec Smith (Darlington).—*Who is the

best athlete in the Remove Form, next to
Bob Cherry?"—Harry Wharton—and I'm
better than both!

Eric Bingham (Brighton).—“Here's a poser
for you, Billy! What would you do if you
were kidoapped and locked in a room, the
window of which was only a foot square?”—
Wait untill I became a skinny skellington
owing to ianck of  nurrishmennt, and then
skweeze myselfl threw!

“Curious” (Kennington, S.E).—"Why do
you allow Mr. C. H. Chapman to draw you
in such massive proportions?”—Unforchinitly,
he's scen my fotygraph, so I can't pretend to
be slimmer than I reely am!

T ey

OUR HART-TO-
HART TALKS!

Konducted by ** UNCLE BILL.”
B R T e

“SORROWFUL DICKY " (Second Form)
writes as folloes.—"The other day, deer Uncle
Bill, in & moment of weekness, 1'fell n viek-
tim to a terribul temptashun. Do you no
what I done? I took a sixteen-lb, current
cake from the kounter in the tuckshopp when
Mrs. Mimble wasn't looking. The dredrul
deed has hornted me nite and day ever. sinsc.
I can't put the cack back, for the sinful
reeson that it's inside me! What can I do,
deer Uncle Bill, to relecve my aggerny ol
mind? I have been in grate pane ever ainse
I skoffed tho cake.”—I have no simperthy
with you, you waywerd Iittle bratt! Fansy

ing a low-down ackshun of that sort.
You farely take the cake! If you can take
a sixteen-lb. current cake in & moment of
weekness, I shudder to think what you mite
take in a moment of strength!

Hear is a little verse which you would do
well to kommit to memmery:

“Deware of sneeking current cake,
Or doe-nuts, sweet and sticky,
Lest one fine mourning you should wake
In prizzen walls, deer Dicky!"

“ALONZO " (Remove Form).—"It iz with
an aching heart—and jaw—that I pen theso
lines to you, dear Uncle William. This after-
noon, while peregrinating in the \'iclnfty ol
Highclifo School, a number of depraved
young hooligans from that establishment
sprang upon me, and struck mo with great
violence on the nose, eyes, ears, Jaw, chest,
and cranivm. I had done nothing to merit
such brutal treatment. What “steps do you
advise me to take in the matter?”—Make a
komplaint to the Sosiety for the Prevvenshun
of Croolty to Annimals,

“I simply ooze with good advice,
In fackt, I nevver sparo it;
The finest thing that you can do,
My frend, is—grinn and bare it!™

“SNIVELLING SNOOPY " (Remove
“I am in sore trouble, Uncle Bill
term, being in the state known as stony, L
borrowed a bob from the Fishy Finance Com-
puny, whose oftices are in Study No. 4. The
company is now demanding intercst on the
loan, at the appalling rate of 200 per cent.
They say that uuless this money is forth-
coming by Saturday next, they will put the
matter in tho hands of their solicitors,
Messrs. Peter Todd & Co. Tell me, there's
a good chap, what I can do in order to
wriggle out of this ghastly mess!"—This is
anuther case in wich I have not the slitest
simperthy to offer.

Snoopey would do well to remember the
wurds of Shakespeere:

5 Form).
. Last

“Neither a borrower nor a lender be,
Or you will jolly soon be up a tree.
And he who raises lones from F. T. Fish
Will land bimself in kwite a kweer poaish1™
Tne PoruLArR.—No. 111.




My Last Will and Testerment!

By BAGGY TRIMBLE.

ME, BAGLEY TRIMBLE, of Trimble
flall, Porkshire, and St. Jim's Skool,
Sussex, having eaten far too much to be
good for me i the skool tuckshopp, and
feeling sertain that I have only 4 an
lLiour to live, do hearby proseed to draw
ap my last Will and Testerment, as
folloes:

1. I give and bekweethe to Reginald
Talbot, of the Shell, who has been my
frend for. menny moons, the sum of 3id.
This amount is to be held in trussed untill
Talbot is twenty-one, and then he may
come into his forchune ! i

2. To Percy Mellish, my studdy-mait, T
loave plenty of room to breethe ! He has
allways komplaned of feeling suffer-
fated wilst I have been in the studdy.

, 3. To George Alfred Grundy, of the
Shell, I bekweethe my jobb "as subb-

edditer of “Billy Bunter’'s Weckly ”
together with the sallery and other
benuylits wich appertane their-2.

4. To Tom Merry, for whom I have
grate respeckt, 1 leeve the kricket-batt
wich I borroed last summer from his
studdy when he wasn’t looking !

5. To Arthur Augustus D'Arcy 1
bestoe my fancy wastecote, bekawse I no
that lie allways did fancy wastecotes !

6. My flannel baggs {in wich their is
ample room for three felloes) I leeve to
Herbert Skimpole, in the hope that he
will not get lost in them !

7. My valewable wurk, entitled ““ How
to Kook a 4-Kourse Dinner,” I leeve to
Tatty Wynn. To this same person I
leceve an eggsellent peace of advice:
“Nevver go on stuffing when you've

BILLY BUNTER'S WEEKLY.

veeched the 15th doe-nutt.
pay 1

8. To Monty Lowther, who will want
sumthing to remember me by, he-
kweethe  my bootlace—the one that
allways happened to come undun when-
evver I passed the door of the Head's
studdy !

9. The residew of my personal estate
T bestoe to Dame Taggles, who for the
Ist time in her life was jennerus enuff
to let me have a jolly good feed on tick.
She is reelly responsibul for my prezzent
sorry kondishun; but to show (llmt T'm
not the sort of fello to bare mallis, 1
leeve her evverything that's over after
the artikels menshuned above have been
disposed of.

Tt duzzent

1 a.ppoint Tom Merry my eggseculor.

Givven under my hand and seel
this umptecnth day of March,
in. the Yeer of Grace One
Thowsand Nine Hundred and
Twenty-One.

BAGLEY TRIMBLE.

Tuckshop -:-
-:-  Tit-bits!

By FATTY WYNN.

An ecating contest was recenily pro-
moted between Baggy Trimble, Tubby
Muffin, Sammy Bunter, and myself.
Billy Bunter agreed to act as referece.
Unfortunately, the contest failed to come
off, for when we got to the tuckshop we
found that all the grub had vanished—
likewise the referee!

- B + »

What sort of grub can a fellow get
when he’s absolutely “stony "’ ?—Focd
for thought!

* * *
al of the masters at St. Jim's and

Greyfriars have been questioned as to

which is their favourite sweet. Raity,

being of an acid disposition, prefers acid-
drops; while Mr. Prout, the celebrated
. marksman, plumps for bullseyes !

Sever

It is a_great pity that feeding in tho
dormitories is forbidden. When I was
an infant I always had a good ** tuck-in
on going to bed!

* » *

Of course, if an eating .contest did
come off between the four sub-editors of
“Billy Bunter’s Weekly,” I should—as
my name suggests—Wynn !

3 a *

My proposal to the Head that the
tuckshop should be kept open day and
night was thrown out. So was the pro-
poser !

- a * 2

Several readers have written to ask
whether I am fatter than Baggy Trimble,
or viee -versa. As a matter of fat, I
think I've got Baggy beaten !

* »
I can never understand why Tiggins

won't allow me to lay a solid foundation
before taking part in a footer match.

Has he never heard the rhyme:

“He who wishes to save goals
Must eat a dozen sausage-rolls.
Whilst he who fain would shoot and
score
Must scoff two rabbit-pies, or more }”

" #* %

Monty Lowther iells me that the other
day he saw Baggy Trimble perched on
the hot-water pipes eating dough-nuts
out of a bag. If Baggy isn’t caveful,
he’ll be overheating himself !

- * B

It was my birthday last week. One
of my uncles asked me which I would
rather have—a volume of Wordsworth's
poems or a tuck-hamper. Needless to
state, I chose the volume of Words-
worth’s poems !

Baggy Trimble’s great ambition is o
become the Food Controller. Personally,
I should like to be a Beefeater at the
Tower of London. Kerr declares that
Beefeaters seldom cat beef; but,  of
course, th all bosh, or I should have
heard it beef-ore !

QA <
Hints to Yung Kooks!
Kollected by the only fello who can (Bar one.—Ed.). 3
By TUBBY MUFFIN.

“Good kooks are borne, not maid,”
gays an old provverb. And their is no
Jout a grate deel of trooth in this. At
the same time, if my chumms studdy
(his artikel karefully, their is no reezon
why they should not devvelop into jolly
ne kooks, and win the admirashun and
respeckt of there skoolfelloes.

Tt is reelly deplorabul when you look
round Rookwood and see what a garstly
meszs ovvery fello makes of his kooking.

no a lot of chapps who are eggsellent
footbawlers, topping kricketers, and rip-
ping all-round sportsmen; but when it
comes 1o prepparing a  studdy feed,
they're as helpless  as too-yeer-olds!
qhey haven’t even masterd the ruddy-

ents of kooking. And it is for the
hcnnyﬁt'of sugh duffers as these that T
am penning this artikel. Hear are a few

imple __ressipies  wich, if propperly
'";‘nn PoruvrLar.—No. 111,

karried out, will konsidderably raise the
standard of kooking at Rookwood :

TOMMATO SOOP.

This savery dish is very casy to prep-
pare. All you have to do is to pinch 4 a
duzzen tommatoes out of the Head’s
greenhowse. Then skweeze into a jugg
—the tommatoes, not the greenhowse !'—
and add boyling vsater. Stir briskly with
a foot rule, and add compliments—salt,
pepper, ete.-—to taste.

FRIDE FISH AND CHIPPS.

Agood menny felloes go in for fishing,
and they mannidge to katch trowt, plaice,
minnoes, spratts, tadpoles, and other
deep-sea fish; but thoy are kwite at a
loss how to preppare them in a holesome,
savery manner. We will assoom you
have landed a good-sized herring. 1st

wait untill lif2 is eggstinct; then karry
the fish back to the skool. Chopp oft
the head, and give it to the kitchen cat.
Ditto the finns and tale. Then plaice
the remainder of the fish (if any) on the
end of a penholder, and fry in frunt of
the fire. Meenwile, slice up a number
of pottatoes, placing the chunks on tho
bars of the great, as if yon were roasting
chessnuts. As soon as they get black
you will no they are dun. Serve hot,
and add sorce or vinnegar to taste.

JUGGED ITAIR.

Shoot the hair with yore catlerpult,
then take it back to the skool, and skin
it. After wich, plaice it into a large
jugg, and put the hole thing into_ the
ovven. As soon as you here the jugg
begin to krack you will no that the hair
is reddy for konsumpshun. Don’t give
yore gests very big porshuns, bekawse
this is a rare dellikacy.

PINEAPPLE FRITTERS.
These are rather diffikult to make in
yore own studdy, unless you have the
nessessary ingreedients. So yore simplest
plan, if you want pineapple fritters, is (o

pinch them from the skool kifchen!
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A Short Complete Story, featuring the Editor of “Billy Bunter’s Weekly,”

By BOB CHERRY,

HERE'S a famine in the land," said
Toddy, glancing into the empty cup-
board in Study No. 7. ‘“ There's
nothing for tea, and I'm broke to
What about you, Dutton?’
2h?"* said the deal junior, looking up
‘“Did you speak, Toddy, or was it Bunter
sharpening his lead-pencil 2"
*“ How- are you ofl for cash?'* shouted Peter.

el

** Certainly mnot!" said Dutton, with a
frown.

* What "

‘I don't believe in cutting a dash. I leave

that sort of thing to cads like Skinner!"
"/\.as!" roared Toddy. *“Have you got any

jolly well think so!™

“of your face is enough to make

'oddy gave a snort.

‘“ A megaphone! My Kingdom for a mega-
phone!" he groaned. ** Look here, Lonzy,
have you got any dibs?""

‘I fail to understand you, my dear Peter,”
murmured the gentle Alonzo.

any cash—bt tin—

Zulus in Shorthand

Fund for Instructing th

and Typewriting,” he said.

W s the Zulus!  What about you,
en't the price of a stale sardine
said the fat junior. *‘It's awful!
1'm simply dying for some tea, too!"

' ery wholesome and nutritious meal of
bread-and rgarine is being served in Hall,™
hinted Alonzo.

“ (Groo!” R

*“ Trooks as if the hungry aren't going to be
filled with good things!" growled Toddy

And Billy Bunter emitted a hollow gri

For once in a v the fat junior had
absolutely nothir 0
was in the st
of the tu
done his t
fee but without success

“I—I'm wasting muttered.
“ My bones will be sticking throngh my flesh
soon, and I shall be a skinny skeleton! I'm
<o ravenous that I could eat a donkey's hind
leg off!"

5 Better start on Lonzy's leg, then!" said
Peter, with a grin. :

Billy Bunter rolled out of the study in a
state of great dejection. As he himself would
phave put it, ‘ hunger was gnawing at his
victuals.”

If only he could run across somebody—some
good-hearted pbilanthropist—who would stand
him a feed!

The voice of Wingate of the Sixth broke
into Billy Bunter's reflections. 3

As a rule, Bunter got more kicks than
pence from the skipper of Greyfriars, but on
this occasion Wingate was all smiles.

‘“ Ah, Bunter, you're just the kid I was
looking for! I hear you've been doing great
things on the footer-field lately."”

Bunter nodded. : X

“Well, I'm not a bad player myself,” said
Wingate, *“ but I've still a lot to learn. I
wonder if you'd care to come and have lcn‘
with me, and put me wise on various things?"

The fat junior hesitated.

‘“T've recelved so many invitations to tea,
Wingate,'" he said, ** that I don't think I shall
be able to accept—""

‘“0Oh, do come!"
Greyfriars,

he

urged the captain of

yul iu
And he linked his arm affectionately in that

of Billy Bunter, and led him away to his
study.
Bunter’'s face beamed like a full moon.

Never before had he been received with open
arms by Wingate. 3

On entering his host's study he found his
minor, Sammy, busily engaged in making
toast.

** Pile
aflably.

And Billy Bunter set to work to fill the
aching void in his interior. A quarter of un
hour later he was leaning back in his chair
with a seraphic smile on his countenance.
ter laying down the law to Wingate
on the subject of footer, he quitted the study.

Bunter had bargly proceeded a dozen yards
aloug the passage when Mr. Quelch bore down
upon him.

““I have been looking for you everywhere,
my dear Bunter!" said the Remove-master,
laying his hand affectionately on the fat
junior's shoulder. * The fact is, I am in

in, old fellow!" =said Wingate

“You may go to the tuckshop, and help

yourself to whatover you like,” said the
oad.

difficulties with my * History of Greyfriars,

and, as you are such an excellent scholar, 1

thought you might be good enough to help

me out."”

** With pleasure, sir!" said Bunter. “ But—
er—I might mention that I can't work on an
empty stomach."”

“ Quite so—quite so! And for that reason
I am going to ask you to have tea with me.
'his way, my dear boy!"

A:ul Mr. Quelch piloted Bunter along to his
study.

The fat junior did justice to another excel-
Ient repast, and Mr. Quelch addressed him as
an equal. Bunter, in turn, addressed his Form-
master as ‘* Horace.”

Having straightened out the literary tangle
which Mr. Quelch had got himself into, Billy
Bunter took his departure. On leaving the
Remove-master’s study he walked right into
the arms of Mr. Prout.

‘* Ah, Dunter, I have been hunting for you
high and low!"” said the master of the Fifth,
*“ Something has gone wrong with my Win-
chester repeater, and I wondered if you would
be kind enough to put it right for me?"

“I'm not a blessed gunsmith!™ growled
Bunter,

w3

me the honour of having tea with me? T m

will show you my gun, and I have no doubt
you will be able to make the necessary
:u.lj\lstn;cnt"’i i

For the third time Billy Bunter found him-
selt seated at a table wr{lch roaned bcngall't"h
the wcigh.t. of the goodly viands. But tho
fat junior's appetite was inexhaustible,

H
consumed everything that Mr. Prout u"é
before him, and, after having a nap in the

Fifth Form master's comfortable armahair, |y
adjusted the Winchester repeater. sifle

f this time Bunter was feeling peckich
again, But Mr. Prout’s supplics were
exhausted, and Billy ‘was obliged to look
round for fresh worlds to conquer.

He was rolling: across the Close, when he
cnco\unlurcd the lllcml.

** You are not looking very well, m A
said Dr. Locke. Y s

T don't feel it, sir. The fact is, I'm
pining away through lack of nourishment! I
don't get sullicient grub to keep body and
soul togethe

* Dear me! I will soon remedy this dis-
tressing state of affairs! You may go to the
school shop, Bunter——""

‘* Yes, sir?"”

“And tell Mrs. Mimble that yon are {o have
a*ree hand—that you are at liberty to cat
whatever you wish.”

* Thanks awfully, sir!"
- A moment later he w
surrounded by good thing:

“Yes, Master Bunter?” inquired
Mimble, beaming on the fat junior.
there anything you would like? "I have some
new rabbit-p which have only just come
out, ?( -the oven, and the jam-tarts are Tip-
ping "

Billy Bunter’s mouth fairly
surveyed the good things st
counter.

“H'm! The fact is I haven't got any money
at present, but the Head—" he Legan.

“Oh, that’s all right, Master Bunter; weo
won't say anything about money!" inter-
posed the good woman, whereupon Bunter
leant across the counter, and his grubhy
hand pulled the dish of rabbit-pies.

For a full five minutes nothing hut the
munching of jaws could be heard in the
tuckshop. Billy Bunter was attacking his
fourth feed that afternoon.

Mrs, Mimble came into the shop from her
paslour at the back with a tray of small
jellies. Bunter eyed them as she put them
on a shelf above his head.  Billy loved
jellies,-and these looked very good.

idI think I will sample those, ma'am!” he
said.

So saying, he mounted his chair in order
to reach them from the shelf. Just as his
fat fingers closed over the tray, the chair
suddenly gave way, and Billy Bunter
descended to the floor with a erash—

ald Billy Bunter.
s in the tuckshop,

s

tered as he
minz on the

“ Wake up, you lazy slacker!™

R g-bcllPu g’onc ngc{« ago!" LT,
-ow-ow!"” gasped Bunter, struggling to
_disentangle himsell from the bedeclothes.
** Cherry, you _rofter, you've spoilt the
grandest dream I've ever had in my life "

THE END.
A scream-

COMING SHORTLY! A scream=

series of stories, dealing with the
Advonturea of a Comic Detective.

** Of course not! But you are far and away
the cleverest boy in the school! Will you do
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: MY FINEST

Described by a Number o[_ll'cll-
isnown Rookwood Character.
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TUBBY MUFFIN: The finest feed 1
over had was when “Billy Bunter’s
Weekly ” was 1st lornched.  All the
members of the staff were invited, but
1 got their 1st and skoffed evverything
1 tould lay. my hands on. I've nevver
had such o bust-up.in all my life! And
their was a ferther bust-up when Billy
Bunter came on the seen! The mem-
mery of that famus feed, deer reeders,
hornts me still. -1 was kompletely fed
up by the time it was all over !

» * *

JIMMY SILVER: I've had a good

many grand feeds in my time, but
think the best I had was when I went
into the sanny with a crocked ankle,
The matron ]).;rought me a basin_‘of
thin gruel, and I fairly shuddered.. But
shortly afterwards my pals smuggled a
tuck-humper in at the window, an
had a princely time! When the doctor
came to see me he didn't treat me for
a sprained ankle at all. o (reated me
for severe internal pains !
* *
. TOMMY DODD: The finest feed with-
in my recollection was when Tommy
Doyle. Tommy Cook, and myself raided
Jimmy Silver’s grub. What did Tommy
Cook? Why, sansages, and all sorts of
things, and we had the time of our lives!
* @ /

s

-

MR. MANDERS:
chronic dyspeptic all m
possible for me to ma
on this subject.

Having been a
ny life, it is im-
ke any remarks

*® = *

VALENTINE MORNINGTON: The
finest feed I ever had was when I read
a certain story in the POPULAR. You
see, il fed my imagination!

* W *

SERGEANT KETTLE: Which I con-
siders that tho best feed I ever had was
when I was in the Army. One morning
the sergeant-major said he was fecling
too seedy to drink his breakfast, so 1
drank it for him!

#* ®

2

ADOLPHUS (the kitchen cat): The
best meal I ever had was when Teddy
Grace went fishing, and left a bucketful
of minnows in the quad!

*® * »

TIIE HEAD : I do not attach sufficient
importance to eating and drinking to be
able to recall anything in the nature of
an orgy. 1 consider that Muffin, who
asked me to state my views on this sub-
ject, i3, without exception, tho greediest
boy with whom I haye ever come into

contact !
- *

ALGY SILVER: the fineat feed i ever
had was o grate dormmitry spred wich
took plaice a few nites ago it was reelly
delizhus their were doe-nutts and crecm-
buns and choklit eclares and on the hole
it was the most ripping feed i’ve enjoyed
for menny a long da —I meen, nite !
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'EXTRAX FROM
THE DIARY OF
A GLUTTON!

’ By BAGGY TRIMBLE.

MONDAY.—Woke up fecling very
faint threw lack of nun‘ishmcnl.g Stag-
gerd downstares to brekker, and pol-
lished off % a duzzen rashers of bakon.
Felt much better. Jones minor wasn’t
feeling up to the mark, so I skoffed his
brekker for him. I also skoffed Smith
majer’s—when he wasn't looking! Din-
ner was a wash-out. I wasn’t aloud more

than five helpings of treccle-tart. Tea
was a wash-out, too. "Had to havo it in
Hall, as I was broke to tho wide. Just

befour midnite I stolo downstares to the
dommestick rejions, and put myself out-
side a hefty rabbitt-pie. Rolled back to
bed and slept the sleep of the stuffed.

TUESDAY.—Ate so much brekker
that I fell asleep during mourning
lessens.  Woko up to find myself being
prodded in the ribbs by the Form-
master’s poynter. ‘“Wake up, you
greedy, glutternus boy!” he rored. “I
kannot permitt you to sleep off yore
disgusting orgio in the Form-room! By
the way, sumboddy broke into the skool
kitchin last nite and konsumed a rab-
bitt-pie. Do you no who done it?”
“No, sir!” I anscred promptly. “But
I can_tell you this much. I nevver
done it!” *I trussed you are telling
me the trooth?” said tho Form-master

sturnly. ‘“The trooth, the hole trooth,
and nuthing but the trooth, sir!” 1
replide. “Very well,” ho said. ‘' We

will not reffer to the subjick agane. But
do not dare to fall asleep in class any
more!” For the rest of the day 1
suffered from insomnia,

WEDNESDAY. — Had a stunning
time. Their was a footer match on this
afternoon, and in the absense of my
skoolfelloes I raided all the studdies
and stuffed myself untill I felt kwito fod
up. I was fammished agane by bed-
time, and after lites out I pade a ferther
vissit to the dommestick rejions. This
time I tackelled tho best part of a cold
chicken. Rather a fowl thing to do, I
admitt, but my appylite would not be
denyed.

THURSDAY. — My berthday. Re-
seeved & tuck-hamper from my pater,
and a big packing-case fool of doe-nutts
from my Uncloe Joe, who koeps a pastry-
kook’s shop. You ought to have seen
all the felloes swarm round me! I've
nevver been so poplar in my life! But,
of corse, I didn’t give anything away.
Our fambly motto is: ‘‘ What we have
we'll hold.” Ato steddily all day, and
by tea-time I was konshus of seyvere
panes. Went to the sanny, and writhed
about for hours in unspeekable angwish !

FRIDAY.—To-day’s diett konsisted of
thin grool. I was dredfully ravvenus by
the time wo went to bed, and wunce
agane 1 found my way to the skool
kitchin. Fryed myself a duzzen s50s-

sidges, and went back to bed feeling

very bucked with life.
SATURDAY.—Alass !

My nocternal

BILLY BUNTER'S WEEKLY.
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GLORIOUS
GRUB!

By SAMMY BUNTER.
T

=

The tempting tuck of Mimble,

How bewtiful it seems!

It fills our thorts from morn till nite,
It hornts us in our dreems!

Oh, passing fare, beyond kompare,

Are Mrs. Mimble's buns;

And every tart’s o work of art

(I like the tuppenny ones!).

The topping tuck of Mimble,
Stacked high uppon the shelves,

It kannot fale to kaptivvate

Such mortles as ourselves.

Her rabbitt-pies make glad our eyes,
Her doe-nutts are delishus;

Her butter’s fine, but I opino

The cheese is sumwhat vishus !

The stunning tuck of Mimble !

I water at the mouth,

To think that Greyfriars grub’s by far
The finest in the South!

What other skool can pack you fool
Of pastries so divvine?

What other shopp has jinjer-popp

So swoet, deer dame, as thine?

The glorious tuck of Mimblo!
'Tis 4-most evvery time.

(Just wait a tick, deer reeders, while
I try to find a rhyme!).

The short-breds and the patter-cakes
Are thrilling to the taste;

The skones, you no, they make you grow
Much fatter round the waste !

The ripping tuck of Mimble!
I wish I had some cash,

Then to the tuckshopp I would go
And cut a merry dash !

Alass, alass! “Keep off tho grass!”
Dame Mimble oft has said it.

“T can’t allow you, Bunter, now,
To purchiss things on kreddit!"”

The Ist-rate tuck of Mimble,
The buns and tarts and chocs,
Are not for me to skoff, bekawse
I'm broke and on the rox.
But I deklare, no tarts so rare,
So joocy and so-jammy,
Will e'er be found for miles around,
As sure as my name’s Sammy !

Extrax from the Diary of a Glutton
(Continued.)

My Form-master said he could trace my
finger-prints on the handel of the frying-
pan. ‘““What have you got to say for
yoreself, you disgraseful glutton?” he
thunderd.” “8ir,” I replide, as kwick as
lightning, “I was walking in my sleep.”
“] cannot axxept yoro eggsplanashun,”
ho said, picking up a cane. “You will
plaico yoreself in a konvenient posishun
to reseeve corporal punishment!” O,
all rito!” I ansered resinedly. ‘‘Carry
on, sergeant!” And ho did—with such

eggsploits ‘camo to lite this morning.

. (Continued at foot of column 3.)

vigger that I am now back in the sanny
agane !
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THE ROOKWOOD TRAITOR
(Continued from page 8.)
LR T

—the Bagshot Bounder had come, and
Tommy Dodd’s own study was ragged,
and Pankley’s mocking message stared
him in the face.

*G-g-g-great pip!” mumbled Tommy.

“ Pip-pip-Pankley !” mumbled Cook.

“The thafe of the worruld—he’s been
here in our study ! gasped Doyle.

Tommy Dodd's eyes gleamed. He
rushed across the study and opened the
window, and glared out into the quad-
rangle.

“Towle!” he yelled.

Towle of the Fourth looked up.

“Hallo !

“Pankley’s been here! Tell all the
lfn:i[o:y’s. and get to the gates and stop
him !

“Oh erumbs !” ejaculated Towle.

“Buck up, you ass!”

Towle rushed off. The news spread
like wildfire among the juniors. Classi
cals as well as Moderns were wildly ex-
cited. Jimmy Silver & Co. had gone
down to Little Side to punt 2 ball about
before dinner, but they had left the foot-
ball-ground at once.

Some of the juniors posted themselves
at the gates to cut off Pankley's escape
if he was not yet gone. Others searched
the quad and Little Quad for him, and
the abbey ruins. Meanwhile, the three
Tommies sought him up and down the
house. But they found him not.

The juniors had been nearly all down-
stairs, or out of doors. Pankley appa-
rently had come and gone unseen. The
Tommies had found only one Modern
junior in his study. It was Leggett.
Leggett had come in immediately after
morning lessons, and he was found in his
study wrinking his brows over an
account-book—doubtless calculating the
losses and gains on some of his financial
transactions. Ie looked up irritably as
the thres Tommies burst into his study.

* Have you seen him 2’ panted Tommy
Dodd.

Seen who?”

“Pankley !”

“Of course I haven’t,” said Leggett
peevishly. ‘“How the thunder could I
seo I":;m kley? I can’t see a mile and a
half.

“He's been here, fathead!” howled
Tommy Cook.

Leggett grinned.

“He's paid Jimmy Silver another visit,
has he? He, he, he!”

**Stop_your silly he-he-heing, you .ass!
He's paid us a visit!” growled Tommy
Dodd. *‘Ie’s mucked up my study !”

**Oh, my hat!” said Leggett.

““You scem to have been the only chap
indoors at the time. Didn’t you see any-
thing of him?”

“Not a sign! Never thought of any-
thing of the kind, of course!”

“Didn’t you hear him, you ass?”

“T heard somebody pass my door,” said
Leggett, ‘“about a quarter of an hour
ago. I never thought anything about
it. . Supposed it was ono of tho fellows,
of course !

“Oh, youro a silly chump!” said
Tommy Dodd, somewhat unreasonably.
And the Modern chums hurried out of
the study to seck further.

But search was in vain,: Pankley was
not to be discovered. He seemed to
have vanished into thin air. Tommy
Dodd & Co. came out into the quadrangle
looking decidedly savage, and they were
greeted with smiles by the Fistical Four.
It was Jimmy Silver’s turn to smile now.

“Caught him 7’ chuckled Jimmy,

i i ) v

““No, ass!” .
. ‘““He seems to have yisited the Modern
side, after all!” roared Lovell. *‘Ia, ha,

hal”

*‘Oh, don’t cackle!” said Tommy Dodd
crossly. “I'm going after him! e
must have come on a bike to get here
after lessons, unless he missed morning
lessons. Wo might run him down on the

»

10!

“Safo in by this time, I should say,”
said Lovell.

“QOh, rats!” i

Tho three Tommies rushed for their
bicycles. Jimmy Silver & Co. followed
them. There was a bare chance of catch-
ing Pankley on the road, and making him
suffer for his sins. It was worth trying.
Seven bicycles were rushed out at the
gates of Rookwood, and seven juniors
pedalled away in tho direction of Bagshot
School as if their lives depended on it.

gasped

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
3 Too Thick!
““ HERE'S  Bagshot!”
I Jimmy Silver. .
The Rookwooders had ridden
hard; the ground fairly flow
under their wheels. They arrived in
sight of the gates of Bagshot, but there
was no sign of the elusivo Pankley on
tho road. 4
They slackened down outside the gates.
There was a yell from the high brick
wall by the road. Pankley, Putter, and
Poole were seated in a row there, watch-
ing the Rookwood cyclists with wide
grins.
“Hallo!” shouted Pankley.
for trouble? Come in!” .
The Rookwooders jumped off their

“Looking

machines. They glared at Pankley & Co.*

The three Bagshot fellows were high out
of reach, and they smiled down on their
exasperated foes in the most irritating

Y.
“So you've got back, you rotter!”
growled Tommy Dodd.

* Got back !” repeated Pankley.

“T wish I'd caught you in my study

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

The Bagshot trio yelled. $

“I wish I'd- caught you in mine!”
roared Jimmy Silver. ‘“Jump down
here, and I'll mop up the road with
you !”’

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Pankley. “Did
you find your study a little bit dis-
turbed 7

“You cheeky rotter!”

“Did you find a message from Bag-
shot?”

“Come down and be mopped up!”
roared Doyle

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Pankley & Co. did not come down.
But Pankley extracted an apple from his
pocket, and, with accurate aim, knocked
Tommy Dodd's cap off. Tommy Dodd
gave a roar of wrath. 2

“Good-bye, dear boys!”  smiled
Pankley. ‘“You can expect another visit
soon.. And if you catch me, I'll let you
eat me!”

And the Bagshot Bounders dropped
down inside the school wall, and
vanished.

“Let’s go in after them?” suggested
Lovell recklessly. “The gates are open!”

“Fathead!” growled Jimmy Silver.
‘“If you want a serap with fifty to seven,
you can have my whack as well as your
own! Let's get back. We shall be late
for dinner anyway.”

And the disappointed Rookwooders re-

mounted their machines, and rode back
to Rookwood in a decidedly exasperated
mood.
- They arrived late for dinner, and had
the pleasure of receiving fifty lines each.
Which did not improve their tempers.

Afternoon lessons that day were a

P

9

worry to tho heroes of Rookwood. They
were thinking out ways and® means of
avenging their defeat upon the Bagshot
Bounders. And lessons at such a time,
as Lovell said, were a little too thick,
But lessons had to be done, as well as a
considerable number of lines awarded for
inattention. ’

There was one comfort for Jimmy
Silver & Co. The Moderns shared in the
defeat nmow. They had * been equally
““dished ” by the astute Pankley. There
were no more merry remarks from
Tommy Dodd & Co. .

But on_the Classical side Mornington
and his friends made the most of the
matter. As a rule, the Nuts of the
Fourth were too lofty and nutty to take
part in the warfare between tho rival
schools. But they did not lose the oppor-
tunity of “chipping ” the Fistical Four.
with their defeat.

Indecd, Mornington proposed in the
Common-room that a new Form captain
should be selected for the Fourth, as
Jimmy Silver was evidently—according
to Morny—no good. But the dandy of
the Fourth found very few backers for
that proposition. ** Uncle James' ” star
was not yet on the wane. ‘

And at tea-time Mornington had some-
thing else to think about. When the
juniors came in to tea there was a yell
from Peele, who had gone into Study
No. 4.

“My hat! Look here, Morny !”

“What’s the row?"” asked Mornington,
coming along to the study.

“Look!” yelled Pecele.

. Mornington looked into the study, and
jumped. -

“ By gad! They've been here !’

“Hallo! You had a turn?” chuckled
Jimmy Silver, joining them. “My hat!
Ha, ha, ha!”

The Classical juniors gathered round
the study doorway, and there was g vell
of laughter. Mornington was pale with
rage. 2

The dandy of the Fourth had an
extensive . wardrobe—three times as ex-
tensive as any other junior at Rookwood,
He kept a good many of his things in the
study, in a large chest under the window,"
The clothes-chest had been opened, and
a_sacrilegious hand had dragged out
Morny’s finery.

Fancy waistcoats, high collars, beauti- "
ful necktips of all hues and in great
number, purple silk socks, flowery braces,
evening clothes of the most elegant cut,
dancing-shoes—in fact, a tremendous
supply of elegant articles that would
have delighted a tailor’s heart—had been
yanked out mercilessly and scattered
about.

Some of them were tied round the
coal-scuttle, some tied in knots, others
smothered with ashes, others draped in
festoons on the gas-bracket. The study
seemed full of clothes.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Jimmy Silver,

A card was pinned to a pair of elegant
trousers, with the now-familiar inscrip.
tion on 1t:

“WITH KIND REGARDS!
*‘CeCIL PANKLEY {77

“My hat! What a lot of clobber!”
velled Lovell. “Are you going in for the
tailoring bizney, Morny!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The rotters!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors yelled. It was up against
Rookwood; but it was funny, and
Morny’s rage only made it funnier.

The dandy of the Fourth snatched up
a cricket-bat, and’started looking for
Pankley. If he had found the Ba, t

Trr PoruLaR.—No.
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junior, certainly there would have been
some damage done, F

But he did not find him.

As on previous occasions, the ragger
had vanished without leaving a trace
behind. . o a

The juniors went into tea, grinning,
but very much puzzled. "o

It was the boast of the Fistical Four
that the ‘end study never was
beaten; but they had to confess them-
selves beaten this time. :

How did Pankley do it? *

And where was’it going to end, too?
It ‘renlly seemed that they were at the
mecey of their elusive enemy, who could
do just as he liked'in their quarters with
impunity, T

“The awful 'rotter may come along
again this evening,” said Jimmy Silver,
as he sat down to tea in the end study.
“ How on earth does he do it? How can
he get away from Bagshot, even, just as
he ltkes? It beats me!”

“Hallo! What the thunder is this in
the teapot?”’ growled Lovell, who was
about to make the tea.

Then he gave a yell.

*‘Look here!™

He held uK the teapot. The spoul was
blocked with sealing-wax, and on the
giide ofy it were chalked the initials

ecil Pankley !” said Jimmy Silver,
with a deep breath.

“I'm getting fed up with (this!™”
snorted fo\'ell. “Look here, 'Jimmy
Silver, it’s up to you to stop him, or
we'll give you the sack!”

**Ch, rats I’ growled Jimmy crossly.
~ The Fistical %‘nur had tea in a some-
what excited frame of mind. \When
Jimmy opened the ‘door {o come out
afterwards, he simply staggered. On
ihe outside of the door—visible as soon
pulled it open—were chalked the

as
words : A
“IIOME FOR IDIOTS.
“Yours truly,
‘Cecin PANKLEY.”
The Fistical Four looked at one another
aghast. The chalked inscription had cer-
tainly not been there when they entered
the study. 1t had been chalked there
while they were at tea.
“He—he—he’s still in the Iouse!™
babbled Raby. -

Jimmy Silver panted.

**Conroy,” he called out, as he sighted
the Australian junior in the passage,
“have you seen anybody here—anybody
from Bagshot?” .

“Of course not!” said Conroy, in/
surprise.

“Look at this!”

“Oh crumbs !" ejaculated Conroy.

““He's been here again !" roared Lovell,
“I tell you I'm fed up, Jimmy Silver!
Something's got to be done !”

Jimmy Silver did not reply. His brows
were wrinkled, and he was evidently in
decp thought.

“Do you hear?” demanded Lovell.

. “Eh?” said Jimmy, waking up, as
it were. “Don’t jaw, old chap! I'm
thinking.”

“Time you did!” said Lovell sar-
castically. ~ “You'd better think out a
way of nobbling Panky, or you're going
through it, Uncle James! See?”

“Bow-wow !”” gaid Jimmy.

And he walked away, deep in thought.
A new idea had come inta Jimmy
Silver's mind, and he was thinking—
thinking very hard.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Uncle James 'Keeps an Eye Opon !

¢ HERE'S that ass Silver 2
“Where's  that fathead
Jimmy 7"
“Where has he got to,

the chump?”

It was a meecting of the Classical

Players in the Commou-room—a very

iportant meeting. The players had to
discuss a forthcoming play, which was to
kuock into a’ cocked hat the efforts of
the Moderns in the amateur dramatic
line, And Juimmy Silver, the i
spirit of the Classical Players, was miss-
ing. DLverybody else had turned up, but
Jimmy Silver hadn’t.

Mornington & Co. were there. Morny
ambitious of taking the lead in the
1l Players out of Jimmy Silver's
hands, and the Nuts backed him up cor-
dially. Nearly all the Classical Fourth
belonged to that honourable societs, and
they were all hLere—excepting Jimmy
Silver.

Lovell ran up to the study {o look for
Jimmy, but he was not there. Ile looked
up and down and round about, but there
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was no Jimmy. And he returned to the:
Common-room grunting.

“Hasn't he turned up?” he asked.
“No. Can't you find him?” asked

Conroy.

“The silly ass has disappeared!"”
growled Lovell. “We shall have to get
on without him.”

‘We cau do that easily enough
sneered Mornington.

“I move that Morny takes the chair!”
said Townsend.

“I second it !" said Topham at once.
“Oh, take the chair, and be blowed !”
growled Lovell.

And Mornington took Jimmy Silver's
accustomed place, and the proceedings
proceeded, so to speak, without the cap-
tain of the Fourth.

Jimmy Silver, as a matter of fact, was
not far away. It had not occurred to
Lovell to look for him in the unlighted
upper passage which led to the Modern
quarters. Had he looked there, how-
ever, he would not have spotted Jimmy
Siiver, who was in cover in a deep alcove
in the old stone wall.

Jimmy Silver had been thinking haid,
and the result of his cogitations had led
him to cut the Players’ meeting, without
giving notice of his intention, and to
station himself in that alcove on_the
watch. The passage, which was seldom
or never used, was unlighted, and Jimmy
was invisible; but from where he stood
he could hear any footsteps that camao
along the Fourth Form corridor or along
the passage from the Modern side.

e waited with cool patience, as
became a Boy Scout. His patience was
rewarded at last.

There was a faint sound in the dis-
tance.

Jimmy Silver started slightly.

He knew what that sound was. It was
the click of a key turning in a lock, and
it came from the great door far down the
passage towards the Modern quarters.
The door had been urlocked.

Faintly along the dark passage came
the sound of cautious footfalls. They
passed the alcove where Jimmy Silver
stood, so close that he could have touched
the unseen form by stretching out his
hand. But he did not move

The footfalls passed on into the Fourth
Form passage, then died away.

Then Jimmy Silver stirred.

On tipioe

he crept along into the passage, and
pecred round the corner. :
A figure, momentarily visible, dis-

appeared into the end study, and the
door closed behind it.

Jimmy Silver smiled.

IHe did not go towards the end study.
Ile knew that the mysterious raider was
there. But he turned away down the
ge, and hurried silently to the
stairs. A few moments later he threw
open the door of the Common-room.

“Hallo! Iere he is!” exclaimed
Newcome. » 3
“You're too late, Silver!” snecered

Mornington. *“ We're géttin’ on nicely
without you, thanks!"”

Jimmy did not even look at the dandy
of the Fourth.
“Come on,
‘He’s here !” 4

“Who's here ?” exclaimed Conroy.
“The merry raider!”

¢ Great Scott! Pankley?”

“Vou've been watching for him
claimed Lovell, comprehending.

“Toxactly ! He's in the end study now.
Don't make a row, but come on, and
we'll eateh him fairly in the act.”

“Look here, this is a mectin'—
began Mornington. £

But nobody heeded Mornington. IHa

you fellows!” he said.

9
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was left to preside over empty chairs,
The Classical Fourth streamed after
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Jimmy Silver, and swarmed up the stair-
case. There was a glimmer of light
under the door.of the end study as they
reached the Fourth Form passage.

*He's there!” breathed Lovell.

“You bet! Quiet! Don’t alarm him
till we've fairly cornered him.”

“He secms to know the right time to
come, when the coast’s clear,” said
Oswald.

“He does!™ grinned Jimmy Silver.
“He do! You'll soon see why.”

On tiptoe, with bated bresth and grin-
ning faces, the Fourth-Formers trod
lightly down the passage to the end
study.

Within that study the sound of a move-
ment could be heard. The raider was
fairly cornered at last.

Jimmy Silver turned the handle of the
doar, and as he turned it he heard a
gasp within. e hurled the door wide

open.
“Caught!” yelled Lovell, rushing in.
“Now, Pankley, you rotter—— Why

-— 1—— My hat! Leggett!”
Tor the fellow who stood in the study,

with a pale, startléed face and bulging

eyes, was not Pankley of Bagshot. It

was Leggett of the Rookwood Fourth !

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

No Luck for Leggett!
[0 EGGITT !

l The whole crowd of Classi-
cals yelled out the name in
astonishnient. i

Leggett’s face was pale.

He had already been at work. The
study was in the process of being tho-
roughly ragged. Soot and ashes were
seattered over the carpet and the f i-
ture, and on the wall was daubed, in
large inky letters:

“DOWN WITII ROOKWOOD!

“(Signed) Cecin PANKLEY.”
But it was evident that that imperti-
nent message had not been inscribed
there by Pankley of Bagshot. It was
the work of Leggett of the Fourth.
The Classical juniors simply gasped as
the truth dawned on them.
“‘Leggett!” stuttered Conroy.
cad! It was Leggett all the tim
Jimmy Silver nodded cheerfully.

‘“The

“Yes, Leggett all the time! And
now he's bowled out !”

“I—-I—I—-"  stammered Leggett
lelplessly.

His voice died away. He had, in fact,
nothing to say. Tle could not expect the
Rookwood juniors to disbelieve the evi-
dence of their own eyes.

“Leggett!” said  Oswald.
accounts!”

“That accounts!” said Jimmy Silver,
with a nod. “That accounts for the
merry raider getting in and out without
being seen. Pankley hasn't been here at
all. MHe's put up Leggett to playing
these tricks on use in his name. Just as
casy for Leggy to chalk up Pankley’s
name as his own.”

“The awful worm !” exclaimed Lovell
indignantly. ‘““Playing Pankley’s game
against ug!"”

“Txactly !I”

“And you knew, Jimmy Silver?”

‘“No, I didn’t know,” said Jimmy.
“T .was fairly fogged at first. But it
camo into my head that Pankley simply

““That

couldn’t have got in and out as he
scemed to do, unless he's a blessed
magician, and I asked Conroy if he'd

chalked my door, and that put it into
my head that it was a Rookwood chap
all tho time. I thought of Leggett, be-

' Magnet'' Library Every Week!

cause he's the only chap at Rookwood
who’s Hun enough to help the enecmy
against his own school.” But I wasn’t
sure, and I watched. But when I heard
tho door in the passage unlock I was
pretty certain it was Leggett, and then
¢ him dodge into this study, and
there you are!”

“I—I—1
mumbled I ett. f

Jimmy Silver interrupted him scorn-
fully.

“You fixed this up with Panky to
score off us!” he said. “I dare say
Pankey paid you something to do it—
you wouldn’t do it for nothing! No
wonder Panky cackled at us when we
chased off to Bagshot to-day; ho hadn't

oen here at all. Tt was a traitor in
tho camp. Jolly deep of Pankey, I must
say !” 3

“And jolly mean of Leggelt!" said
Raby. ‘“What have you got to say, you
worm ?"

It was only a j-j-joke!

11

Jimmy Silver. “You can do ihat te-
morrow. And now you're going to he
rolled in the soot you've scraped out of
the chimney! Roll him!™ d

“a, ha, ha!™ :

The next ten minutes were like a fear.
ful nightmare to the cad of Rookwood.
e was bumped, and he was rolled in
soob, and soot was rubbed into his neck
and his hair, and Lovell added the ink
and the gum with a liberal hand.

Leggett's yells died away in gasps and
mumbles, and when he was finally
kicked out of the study, to crawl away
to his own quarters, his feelings could
not bo deseribed in words. There was
no doubt that he had carned Pankley’s
five bob—more than  earned that
HlU(lQl'ﬂlO sum.,

. . . .

The
letter

next day Pankley received a
at Bagshot, i

It contained a

wrecked study.

Jimmy Silver stared at the inscription on the looking-glass, and then at the
He could scarcely believe his own eyes.
his word in spite of Jimmy's resolution to

(See chapter 2.)

Pankloy had kept
koep one eye carefully open.

‘“No need for him to say anything,”
grinned Jimmy Silver. “He's caught
in the act, and now he’s going to pay
the piper!”

Leggett made a rush for the door.
He was surrounded at once,and angry
hands grasped him on all sides. The
juniors did not blame Pankley of Bag-
shot for using the rascal of {look\\'ood
in this grecat wheeze against them, but
Leggett’s conduct was the very limit,
There was no room in the Rookwood
Fourth for a traitor in the camp.

“I—I say: Leggo! I—I—"
Leggett gasped with terror. “I—I didn’t
mean—  Leggo! It was only a
joke !”

“Now, how much did he give you,
you rotter?” demanded Lovell.

“ Nothing! T—— Yarooh !”

Bump, bump!

**Now, how much did he give you?”

“Yow! Ow! Five bob!” groaned
Leggett: “He was going—ow !—to give
mo another half-crown—yow, ow l—if it
camo off all right! Yooop! Leggo!"

“Youll send that five bob back !” said

postal-order for five shillings, and a mes-
sage in Jimmy Silver’s handwriting :

“Try. again !”

And tho great Pankley had to con-
fess that his great wheeze, afier all, had
not been such a howling success as he
had anticipated.

Pankey was not likely to “try again »
in the samo way. Leggett, after
escaping from the Classicals, found still
more drastic treatment_at the hands of
the Moderns, and the number of bumps,
shoves, kicks and cuffs that the rascal
of Rookwood received could hardly be
counted; and whether the punishment
did him good or not, it certainly cured
him of any desire to play again the part
of tho Rookwood traitor!

THE END.
(There will be another long complete

story of Jimmy Silver & Co., the chums
of Rookwaeod School, in next week's

issuc of the POrvLAR. Do not miss it
- Tur Porrrar.—No. 111
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THREADS CF THE STORY.
Adrian Vaughan, after having served five
years, leaves Dartmoor Prison, bent on re-
paining his old position in the world, but he

tinds that all ¢f his old acquaintances had
joined the great army agalnst him, including
a very old chum, Harry Leigh, and he vows
to get his revenge on those who were once
lifs friends. 3

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

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

They employ the services of Jobn Firth,
who is the double of the ex-convict, and it
is arranged that the latter helps Firth to
discover the whercabouts of Judas Leishman,
a man who had wronged him in the past,

Vaughan pays Leigh a visit, aud threatens
to reveal to the world his secret if Leigh
does not hand over to his care Harry, who is
really Harry Firth. Lelgh has to agree, and
Harry is taken to Vaughan's house in Flatney,
and Kept u prisoner there. n

Ferrers Locké makes a  proposition to
Vaughan for a temporary truce, and the
latter shows him a letter from Count von
Diehling offering to reveal the person of
Iarry Leigh for a monetary consideration.

They follow out the directions in the letter
and go to a house in Wandsworth, hoping to
set news of Harry, even if they are not able
to bring him away with them. But there
they draw a blank, with the exception of
Vaughan, who discovers a clue which leads

him to think that Demottsen had played kim
false and has already got Harry in his
clutches. He goes off to his house in Flatney,
but Demottsen lays in wait for him, and

shoots him as heNcnters the house.
hind the gold-rimmed glasses.

(Now read on.)
[ 3
“Most people kill themselves

in locked rooms; and, besides, it is not
possible, the fools of police will say, for
anyone to have killed him and to have
boited the shutters from outside, or
locked the door from the hall with the
key still in the lock’inside.” :

In an upstairs room he chguggd his
clothes. The stained suit he tied into a
bundle, and, weighting it heavily, threw
it into tho deep waters of the lake in the
park. So, with his part in the crime
most skilfully covered up, he left the Red
House, and by devious ways returned to
Tondon, where, adopting a most clever
disguise, ho made for Vaughan's house
overlooking Hyde Park.

Some little time elapsed before he was
ushered into the presence . of Paul
Rutherford, who, to his knowledge, had
nover seen his visitor before.

“For the present it doesn't in the least
matter who I am,” Demottsen began.
+1 might, however, introduce myself,
Ar. Rutherford, by saying that my pur-
pose in con]lmg( here is to bo of in-

i value to you.
oR bl *nodded, but looked per-
plle‘x%g.“ cannot possibly have any interest

pax Porvran.—No. 111,
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in me because you and I have never met
before,” he answered.

Demottsen silenced him with a wave of
the hand.

“That does
all about you.

fAll about me?” the other cried, rising
abruptly.

“Yes, all about you, John Tirth. Pray
don't distress yourself. Your life, past
and present, is an open book to me.”

Firth whitened beneath his customary
colour.

“Why
gasped.

**Because o little later on it will be
necessary for you and I to come to busi-
ness. Unless T convince you that I do
know what I say I know you will refuse
to listen to me, and a golden opportunity
for both of us may slip by for ever.”

not matter, seeing I know

do you tell me this?” he

“I deny you know anything of my
past. What makes you address me in

the name of Firth?”

““That was the name you married your
wife Rosamund in.”
“Good heavens!

that ?”” &

“ Haven't I said I know all? I know
why you are doing this,” pointing round
the palatial room.” “Why you are posing
as Paul Rutherford. It is because the
man who employs yvou has promised to
bring you and Judas Leishman face to
face.”

“You are right!” Firth was in an
agony of fear and dread.

“You ueed not fear me; you have
done nothing wrong. And I have come
as a friend. But Judas Leishman and
you will never meet? Judas Leishman
1s dead.”

Firth stared at Demottsen unseeingly.

Who told you of

“‘Then have sold myself for
nothing !” he muttered drearily.
“Don’t despair. The reason you

wanted to come to grips with Judas
Leishman was to drag from him the
secret of your son’s whereabouts.”

Firth sprang up and paced tho room in
unrestrained excitement.

“He only could have told me where he
was. And now you say he is dead.
When and where did he die ?”

““He died two days ago in Northamp-
ton, where nearly twenty years he had
lived and posed under the name of Justin
Leigh.”

“You mean Justin Leigh was Judas
Leishman 7" .

There was incredulity in Firth’s voice.

“None other. The man who took
your son for his son, the Jew fenco and
receiver of stolen property, the crook’s
moneylender, the Shylock of the under-
world of London, has for a decade
dazzled the eyes of tho masses. by his
huge benefits to suffering humanity and
his endless bequests to charity. The
world knew him as Justin Leigh, the
millionaire philanthropist; you and I
knew him better as Leishman.”

“By my son—my son! What becamo
of him? Ts he still alive?”

Demottsen’s heart leapt at the agony

in tho other's eyes.

“He is alive and well—and what is
more, u very fortunate young man.”
“Thank God! Thank God! And you
have come to take me to him, to help
roll back the barriers that so long have
kept us apart! Oh! Heaven at last is
kind !”
With tears in his honest eyes, he came
towards Demottsen, his hands out-
stretched in thankfulness and gratitude.
The little man betrayed no sigu of feel-
ing.
“My visit is purely a business one—
to make terms with you.” he said.
John Firth laughed sadly.
“I am sorry; my means aro not such
as will make it worth your while to bar-
gain with me. I am a poor man. Later,
more than a year from now, I was to
have had a certain sum of money. I
doubt if I shall ever get it now Judas
Leishman is dead.”
“You needn’t worry yourself about the
future. The present “lays a colossal
fortune at your feet. Proof is better
than words.” Read that and give it back
to me—the will of Justin Leigh, alias
Judas Leishman, in which he leaves to
John Firth the sum of two hundred
thousand pounds as some compensation
for robbing the said John Firth of his
son. Mr. Leigh died a millionaire; you
inherit something like a quarter of a
million of money.’
Ho pressed into the other’s shaking
grasp John Leigh’s last will and testa-

ment.

“For me? Two hundred thousand
pounds for me? Man, you are mad—
mad !”

Firth spoke dully, lifelessly.

“Mad! I'm not mad! Read for your-
self: ‘To John Firth I devise and
bequeath the sum of two hundred
thousand pounds, as reparation for tho
sorrow and suffering I must have
brought into his life by depriving him of
his son Harry, and to tho said Harry
Firth, the legitimate son of John and
Rosamund Firth, -I devise and bequeath
for his use a like sum of two hundred
thousand pounds.’ ””

TFirth stared at the neatly engrossed
lines in startled amazement.

“It's impossible—unbelievable !
gasped.

“Not impossible, but a solid, living
reality. Man, I tell you, you are rich
for life—and your son is rich, too.”

“Ah, yes!” = Firth passed his hand
slowly over his forehead. ‘Where is
Harry? It is he I care about—not the
money. Tell me, man! Don’t keep me
in suspense !”

An evil smile lit Demottsen’s face,
cruel with its lack of sympathy.

“I have told you he is safe and well.
I know where ho is; T alone can bring
him to you. Mr. Firth, you will under-
stand my motive in coming here, when I
tell' you in all sincerity that I paid the
huge sum of forty thousand pounds to
gain possession of your son.”

“I don’t understand you.”

“Harry is in my charge—that is all.”
Demottsen was slowly folding Justin
Leigh’s will preparatory to returning it
to his breast-pocket. “There has been
keen competition for him. The competi-
tion will become keener still when it
becomes public property that you and he
are_heirs to huge fortunes.”

“Well, what is it you wish mo to do?”

Honest John Firth’s mind could not
penotrate tho craftiness of Demottsen's
soul.

“Agreo to pay me sixty thousand
pounds when you come into your for-
tune, and I will hand your son over to
your charge. This will=how I come
into possegsion of it doesn’t concern you
—but to-night T shall post it to Marle &

he

Ragley, of Northampton, the late Judas
Leishman's solicitors. After all, if you
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are wise, you will lose no time in com-
municating with them, and in establish-
ing your identity. Your legacy will
como to you as a matter of course. Al
T ask is a solemn agrecement and coven-
ant between us, that as soon as you get
the money you pay me the sum I ask,
and I will restore your son to you.”

“But how shall T know you aro not
playing a trick on me?”

* Harry himself shall convince you that
ho is the adopted son of Justin Leigh.
At the present moment he doesn't even
cct his parentage. Now, Mr. Firth,
say if you think my terms aro too high,
and our acquaintanceship can ceaso for
ever.”

The threat did not escape John Firth.

“Too high! Is any prico too high for
a man to pay for tho son he loves?”

A Terrible Crimo!

“ H, Baker, I'm glad you've
come! Mystery follows mys-
tery with almost every passing
hour. Sit there and let me

unburden myself of suspicions.”

Ferrers Locke stood with his back to
the wide oak mantel in the room where
the millionaire had committed suicide
only three days before. The assistant
eat down, listening attentively, but
cvery now and then his gloomy eyes
turned to a particular spot near the
patent catch to the French window.

“Well, what followed as a result of
your visit to the house in Wandsworth 7”
he asked. “I’ve heard mnothing since
vou phoned me to say Mr. Leigh was
dead, and you were going with Adrian
Vaughan, of all people, to the Oaks to
rescue young Mr. Leigh.”

A frown clouded the detective's boyish

“The raid on the house in Wands-
worth at first looked like proving  a
fiasco. Vaughan seized the opportunity
to disappear. Why, I can’t make out,
as, so far as I am aware, no one had
the slightest suspicion of his real iden-

g. Then the Scotland Yard men,
ng me for putting them on to a
mare’s-nest, gradually melted away, and
left me to pursue my investigations
zlone.”

“Did you discover anything ?”

“Nothing in the house, but a great
deal outside it. However much as 1 was
at first inclined to disbelieve Vaughan's
story, and to look upon him as the
coolest and most colossally plausible liar
in the world, T quickly learnt that parts
of it bore the semblance of truth. For
instance, the people who live in the next
house, some sixty yards from the Oaks,
distinetly remembered seeing four men
and a younger one--they took him to be
an invalid, as he was actually carried
from a closed car through the entrance-
gates—arrive late on  Monday night.
which coincides with Vaughan's tale of
Harry’s abduction from the Red House
at Flatney.”

“But did they see anything of his
departure?”

“ Apparently, yes. Like most subur-
ban people, they are curious of their
neighbour’s business. They had specu-
lated as to who the folks were who had
taken the Oaks furnished for a month.
Their story is that on Wednesday after-
noon a small, rather stout, professional-
looking man—-what they mcant by that
description I couldn’t actually get them
1o say, except they thought he had the
ibrisk manner of a doctor—-arrived in a
closed motor, and took the same young
man who had been carried in on Mon-
day away with him; only this time the
iwo were laughing and chatting to-
gether.”

“An extraordinary- thing for a kid-
napped man to do!”

“They may have been mistaken.
Their next piece of information was to
the effect that about seven o’clock a taxi
appeared, and the four men who first
brought the young fellow to the house
drove off in it. I verified this fact later
by ringing up all the garages within a
few miles’ radius, and actually finding
the driver of the car.”

“The scent grows hot!” cried Baker,
his eadaverous cheeks glowing.

“Hot, and then cold,” responded
Locke. “The fellow had a distinct re-
collection of his fares. The description
he gave of them leaves no doubt in my
mind that they weroe the German, Von
Dichling, and his confederates.”

** Where did they go to?”

“Charing Cross, where they caught
the Continental boat-train, but the man
who took away the young man—Harry
Leigh, as we suppose—certainly didn't
rejoin them.”

“Then it looks very much as though
someone did ransom young Leigh from
Von Diehling.”

“That is a tenable theory. Let us sco
how it fits in with the other discoveries
I have made. When Vaughan was here
he told me that someone had stolen from
the safe in his house banknotes to the
value of forty thousand pounds. Who
could it be? Certainly not Von
Diehling’s lot, because they were already
asking for the return of these notes as
the price of IHarry Leigh's freedom.
ITad they stolen them they would have
named some other sum or some other
medium of payment. Now, the man who
stolo the notes from the safe' must have
had inside knowledge of their being
placed there. Tt was therefore probably
someone in Vaughan’s employ, whom we
will for the moment dismiss.

“But supposing he stole them for the
very purpose indicated in Von Diehling's
letter to Vaughan. He must have had
an ineide knowledge of that private
sealed letter. Again suspicion points to
someone in the house, someone in
“aughan's employ. But is there any
person living, who would devote such a
big sum of money to the purpose of gain-
ing p ssion of any man? No; unless
vyou can imagine that by still keeping
him in his power he was worth more
than ’lhc money he had paid to possess
him."

“ An impossible situation.”

“So 1 thought, Baker, until to-day,
when [ learned three things. The first,
that Justin Leigh’s will has been found.
I saw the old man’s lawyers this morn-
ing, and they amazed me by saying the
will had reached them from some anony-
mous person who had sent it to their
offices through the post.” *

“And does the will reveal anything
that would help forward your theory so
far as you have explained it to me?”

“A great deal. You know Harry was
not Mr. Ieigh’s son. By some means
or other he succceded in getting and
keeping him away from his parents.
can only judge that his deep affection
for the boy was the motive for such a
monstrous act of cruelty. However, ho
strove to make reparation by leaving a
huge sum of money to the father, one
John Firth, who so far is unknown to us.
But there is a possibility, a million to
one possibility, that the man who tem-
porarily stole Mr. Leigh’s will also knows
John Firth, and at the present moment
has possession of IHarry.”

“This beats comprehension,” Baker
murmured. *“How do you know the will
was ever stolen 7”7
I didn’t learn of it until half an hour
ago. Then, by interrogating Jevons-—-
Justin Leigh’s manservant, you know—
I drew from lim the fact of his having
seeen a document bearing the inscription,

‘13

¢ The .last. will and testament of Justin
Leigh’ on this very table only a few
minutes before the old man committed
suicide.”

“And he has only now recollected it."

“You sce, he knew nothing, either
about the will being lost, or its being so
strangely returned.” 5

“Then it was stolen between the time-
Jevons beft this room to tell you his master
had taken poisen and your coming in
with Barton Dawe?”
*'That must have been so, because the
will certainly wasn't there when I
entered.  There was nothing in the
nature of a testamentary document except
an unfinished draft icil. _Some man
must have been watching Leigh when
Jevons came in to announce us. He saw
the poison taken, saw the old man fall
down, and, catching sight of the will,
doubtless thought it a good thing to

possess. I sce you are looking at a
thumb-mark on the paint-work. have
already taken a photograph of it. If my

caso is without a flaw, the man who stolo
Vaughan’s banknotes, the man who stole
the will, and the man who took Harry
Leigh out of Von Diehling’s hands, and
still holds him, is one and the same; and
we shall find him in the big house at
Flatney. I've only been waiting for you
to join me. We are going to Flatney
straight away.”

Baker followed the young detective to
the carwaiting outside. For several hours
they drove at a good rate through the
lazily-sleeping countryside.

“We shall have the dusk down before
we get there,” TLocke remarked, and
quickened speed perceptibly. His words
proved true—it was quite dark befére
the car glided up the smoothly-rolled
drive. Locke jumped briskly out, and
the clanging of thoe front-door bell ye-
echoed eerily through the silent corridors.

“No one at home. The place is shut
up,” he said, after a while. “That's
more than disappointing, because here 1
expected to lift the curtain on a most dis-
tressing and perplexing affair.”

Baker’s oyes and ears were everywhere.

“Don’t you think we might have a look
inside?  You must remember this is
Vaughan's place, and Vaughan, for all
his speciousness, 1s occupying it on money
dishonestly obtained.”

. T know. But it's a bit risky break.
ing into another man's house, unless
we've  good cause for making the
intrusion.”

Baker himself reached out to pull the
bell, and in doing so dropped his glove.
For a moment he fumbled about in the

darkness, and, unable to locate it,
switched on an electric torch.
A cry burst from him. e made a

swift grab at Ferrers Locke’s arm, and
directed the pencil of light on the stone
that ran beneath the floor.

“Thero's your excuse!”
“Blood! Red blood !
something here that demands our imme-
diate attention !”

Locke hent down, and with the tip of
his little finger touched the ghastly stain.

“Yes, blood right enough, but cold and
congealed. Hours have passed since this
ran under the door. If murder has been
ilonc,'"\\*c needn’t look for the assasein
hero !

He stepped down, and. taking the torch
from*‘Baker’s hand, ran its searching rays
along ‘the ground-floor windows. The
one through which Demottsen had fired
was still latched. Locke prised it with
his knife, and motioning to Baker, they
both entered. An awesome stillness hung
over the great house, yet there was
nothing clse to tell of tragedy. They
passed from one n.ugniﬁcontfy Elmiuhed
room to another, until they came to the
spacious wood-panelled vestibule.

At the foot of the grand staircase T.ocke
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he cried.

Come in—there is .



1t

turned and directed the pencil of light
down the hall. Against the door,
huddled on the marblo flags, was the
figure of o man. His glazed ecyes stared
af them from out their shadowy sockets;
against the grey-marbled brow, to which,
in the cold moisture of death the blaclk
hair had clung, a blue hole, rimmed with
red, yawned. And aoross one sunken
cheek a red stream had run to the stone
floor. It was difficult for a few moments
to recognise in the death-mask the once
handsome face of Adrian Vaughan.

Locke picked up the limp riﬁlxh hand.
lnf fell from his, nervelessly, and without
ife.

“ Dead—stone dead!” he said; and in
the presence of death, the great leveller,
all the enmity between them vanished for
ever.

“Suicide or -murder?"”
mechanically.

“ Looks like suicide

Locke rose, and pointed to a trail of
blood wound along the hall to the open
door of the library.

“Tind the telephone, and ring up the
police. Let’s see. Bedford would be the
nearest town.”

He went into the library, and switched
on the eleetric lights. The red trail ran
to the foot of a chair placed near the

asked Baker

1

table.  Close by, on the rug, a small
pistol lay.

Mechanically  the  detective  fell
to reconsiructing the crime—a 5elf-

inflicted shot-wound while Vaughan sat
at the table, the falling of the weapon
from his grasp as he lapsed into uncon-
sciousness. A tempoary recovery, during
which he had struggled into the hall,
where death had at last overtaken him.
.On the table, close to the chair, was a
silver pocket pencil. 3

“Poor fellow; he was about to write
uop)ethin{.‘ apparently, but changed his
mind,” Locke reflected, and made a
cursory examination of the room, which,
however, threw no fresh light on the
occurrence. Just what had happened was
so obvious—the shuttered windows, the
door locked on the inside—but afterwards
opened, as Vaughan, in an agony of
pain and mind, struggled into the hall—
pointed to a most determined act of self-
destruction.

In the whole house there was nothing
clze that called for investigation except
the burgled safe—clearly the work of 2n
expert. Baker joined the great detective
just as his scrutiny of the pierced steel
door was done.
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“Tverything fits in with my theory
excopt for one fact,” Locke said thought-

fully.

“And that ?"”

“A tolal absence of motive.

Apparently, the act was carefully
planned—all” the servants dismissed at a
moment’s notice, witness the state of the
kitchens and the upstairs bed-rooms.
Locked in the house alone, there was no
hindrance to the poor fellow taking bis
life, Yet why should he hayve done so?
He had called a truce with me—tem-
porary, it is true. The shadow of Mar-
connon'’s death no longer hung over him.
Apparently, too, he was in fanly affluent
circumstances, to judge by the contents
of the place. Then why take his own
life? We must find an answer, Baker,
before we dare safely assume the correct-
ness of such a thing.”

They were back in tho hall now, wait-
ing for the coming of the police. The
eloctric hand torch flashed from point
to point, leaving the dead body of
Vaughan in shadow and coming to rest
on the white-painted library door. A
tenso silencoe fell on both men; they
stood for an instant staring in deep
amazement at a small red finger-point
curiously distinet an inch or two below
the antique escutcheon.

Locke drew closo and examined the
maze of spirals and whorls through a
powerful glass.

“TIs it his?” he asked, nodding
towards the corpse. Baker ran to the
library and brought back a little soot and
a sheet of clean white paper. The soot
he spread over the ball of the dead man’s

thumbs, which he pressed on to the
paper. Side by side the thumb-prints
were held, and under the glass they
showed startling dissimilarities.

“We can start building up a new case
as soon as weo like,” cried ocke.
“The thumb-mark on the door is in
blood.  Adrian Vaughan was mur-
dered!”

“Wait a moment; I've seen that mark
before!” said Baker. ‘I recognise the
cut across the centre whorl.”

“The mark of the hand discovered on
the French window of Justin Leigh's
house !

“You have the photograph?”

Baker drew the print from his pocket,
and the fatal examination was made.

“The man who stole Mr. Leigh’s will
had a hand in Vaughan's death. Ah!
Here is something else !”

IIe flashed the light into the keyhole.
On the end of the key bright marks
showed against the duller metal.

“This key was turned from the out-
sido by a pair of forceps. See, Baker,
where the sharp edges of the instrument
‘havo ecratched the escutcheon. — After
this, the library—in fact, tho wholo place
and the whole case, wants closer atten-
tion.”

To Baker fell the great discovery.
From beneath an antique dresser the
white edge of a slip of paper peeped. He
drew it up and laid it on the table.
There were smears upon it, and a sticky
covering of dust, but through the grime
the ill-scrawled faint-pencilled words
were quite legible :

“Dr. Demottsen shot me, and——"

A sigh of velief broke in Ierrers
Locka's throat.

“We havo been long in forging the
links, Baker. The task of joining the
chain can be started on now." Demottsen
is the hub of tho mystery. It was he—
apparently Vaughan’s right-hand man—
who opened and resealed Von Diehling’s
letter, who burgled the safe ugstnirs, and
himself ransomed Harry Leigh. Tt is he
who holds Harry now, who stole Justin
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No. 5.—MONTY LOWTHER.

THE HUMORIST OF THE
SHELL.

IS

Montague Lowther, to give him his full
name, which is seldom seen, is not at all like
his other two chums, except in the qualitics
one expects in any decent fellow. He is not
an athletic chap like Tom Merry, though this
does not mean that he is mot one at 2
Neither is he studious like Harry Mann
But he has something which, in his ov
opinion, is equally good—that is, wit and
humour. . ;
But difference of character is no bdr to
friendship. A more thoroughly united Co. than
the Terrible Three is would be hard to find
anywhere. And through many difficulties
have these fellows gone, to come out at the
end smiling, unscarred, and victorious.
There have been times when Monty has
given his schoolfellows some astonishing sur-

prises. At one memorable time he was badly
stage-struck, and ran away to Jjoin &
ling theatrical com y. Once he

the “giddy goat” in the betting line.
n had oue of those “sure things” to
give away. Lowther, at the time, had had
his money stopped, and was short of cash, and
was lured by his craity enemy to do a thing
which, in his right_senses, he would have
scorned absolutely. In a fit of temper he had
said silly things to his chums about ‘“good
little Georges,” and promptly quarrelled with
them. Levison, ever on the look-out for
revenge against the Terrible Three, pretended
to chum up with the outcast. He w: ucces:
ful for a time in leading Monty 2 ur
it was brought home to Monty, in a way
which is still remembered, the foolishness ot
his actions and the treachery of his false
friend ; then Levison suffered for his sins, and
the Co. was re-united.

A a humorist Lowther has made a great
name for himself, though Manuers has little
appreciation for his humour, and if there is
anything on in the shape of a jape you will
always find Monty well in the foreground, if
not the leader and promoter. >

From this brief article you will be able
to get a good idea of the peculiar character
of the humorist of St. Jim's. £ {

In the next of the St. Jim's series we will
deal with the third of the Terrible Three, and
place him by Lowther for you to see the
striking contrast between the two chums.

Here is Monty's signature:

Leigh’s will, and who made an end of

his master.” 3
(To be continued.)
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» By .
TOM MERRY.

.\' fou! “crc mtlng in our stud.
T‘h‘«‘.rao “‘:‘n. Lowther, Manners, Dlakc and

self.

lt hud been pouring the night before, and
the turf was like a quagmire. Footer was
distipctly off, though the pitch might have
feen all right for water:polo. 5

Monty, was reading, Manners was yawn-

ing, aud Blake was asleep, with his enor-
mous mouth wide open, although he was a
visitor to the study.

I was making ink pellets, and taking pot-
shots at the nl‘orcsnld mouth, out couldn’t
get the range properly.

. Suddenly Manners had an idea

. “Look bere, you chnps. Ulcrca nothm" else
to ‘do! Let's rag Gor

" Gore was a giddy nss “lmm Fate and our

Bouscmnetcr had wafted into the 1 tudy
- “Right “first shot!” said Mor and he
added, with a brllll nt inspiration : "L«.-L'A

Mndb'\g his chimney !

We yelled nppm\nl of this smart
gestion.

One or two of our chaps had just recovered
from ’flu, and the matron had ordered that
fires should be made up in their studies.
Gore was one of these luxurious bounders.

We all wanted to bag the chimney, but
Monty was very decided on that point.
~ “Look here, you chnps the idea’ wus mine,
and I'm going to brin, 4

We got an old sack, .'md crcpb along to
the end of the corridor, whence a trap led

sug-

When we were all up safely, the rest of us
waited by the coping while Monty crawled
along the leads to the chimney.

We were about cighty feet from the
ground, and I was just speculating as to
whether the best climber in the school could
negotiate a swarm down the drain-pipe, when
Manners remarked, grinning:
‘Someone's ucttmg peevish !

Somebody ccrtainly seemed upset  Sounds
of coughing came up to us, and we heard
a_window just beneath being thrown up.

We were almost choking with laughter,
when suddenly a sound at our feet sobered
us.  Someone was coming up the ladder to
the trapdoor!

We scuttled behind a chimney-stack. The
.trap opencd, and a begrimed figure burst
through.

Then we did gasp with horror, for “some-
one " was—not the pale, bespectacled Gore,
but Kildare!

Kildare, the captain of the school! Kildare,
the chap whose thrashings put people off
sitting down for a week afterwards. Monty
must Im\c lost his bearings somchow and
got to the wrong chimney.

Manty simiply fled for |||5 life. Kildare,
almost beside himself with rage, gave chase ;
but as he was rounding a corner the pre-
fect’s foot slipped. He staggered a moment,
and disappeared over the side of the roof.
There came a sudden crash, and then silence!

We ran to the edge, but could hardly screw
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miracle-Kildare had l-ccn saved from Ilh(unl
death. A part of the building ran out at
right angles from where we were standing.
and he had landed somehow on an ivy-clad
buttress jutting out near one of its windows.

But, evea so, there seemed very little
chance of saving his life, for he was uncon-
scious, and we could see that he was
nr.xdu.nl)' slipping down over the strands of
the ivy.

The window beside the buttress must have
been about four fect away from his, and ten
feet below where we were standing.

Monty turned on his heel, and tock
few steps away. Then, before we could guess
what the beggar was up to, he swung round,
rushed past us, and jumped out towards the
distant window.
hdl‘llc.{ml'ul \:{e cn;'xlld gflt our breath back he

anded on e si ASpe op
R and grasped the toy

Just as he landed Kildare came to him-
self, and made a desperate clutch at the
A\\‘.;l»mkc him,

hroke away in his grasp, and he rolled
right over the edge. But c\ncn as he rolled
Monty's long arm shot out, and pinned him
for a moment to the buttress,

Noue of us could have begun to do what
he did then. How he got Kildare through
the window remains a puzzle; but the village
blacksmith's muscles helped, of course.

It was done, anyway, and no sooner was
it done than, overcome by his terrible ordeal,
lm\lhvr fainted cl«.m away.

knew the whole story of

He kept the

Nobody else ever
what h.npnvnod

Kildare behaved like a brick.
secret and withheld the ashplant,

throngh to thc roof. , up courage to look down. Hurrah! By a THE END.
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Thn Latest Screamingly Funny surprlu Novoelty,
to all sendlng
1/- for 70 Cute Col,!]ilrlnr’l §rlck‘n 12 Jolly Joke Tricks, B (‘;\lclly Coln Trlckg,
rioks, yat
Bensational Ventriloquism Secret, and 1,001 Stupendous Attracti Dnl.

using roars of laugiiter,

fying -Magic . Tricks, 6 Jokers” Oﬂmlc

at ¥Funl Pogtal Address : 0. HUGHES, 15, Wood St.

(Big

Oards,
Thou-

be Demon Moustache Grower, 1/2 pult freo.)

STOP!
Your own Glost nDpcln and disappears at will.
nl! MILLEY & CO.

ENORIMOUS SUCCESS of our SCIENTIFIC PROBLEM.
Secure youra NOW.
.. 3, Winchelsoa Road, Tottenham, 7.

1/3 e

WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS
BE SURE TO MENTION THIS PAPER.

]

T T
“oq

lllﬂ pnbll-hed enrzg Friday b;
Wa,

nl. 3 Annnm 5a. &1.

Mess] M s, Gezdon’ &

:dnrm
lnhn&

tho Proprletors, Tho Amnlglm-ud l'rzn, Limiteq
auu Fnrrln:don Street, London,

sl
% Qoteh, L(d.. lnd (or Caoada, The lmpnrm News Co., Ltd.

0. 4.
South Africa: The Cont

BSubso!
Bolo agenta_ for tral Lie

Tho Fleotway Houso, Pnrrlngdon Etroat
riptlon rnl.os. lnl:\nd 15- per annui

AR
::nlurd:ny, )llrch 5|h 1921

I.ondon RB.O. 4.
6s. 6d. for six monthn,
Ltd. Bulo uonll for Ail)ull‘rlllll and Now



