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2 Marooned!" A grand tale of adventure which befalls Harry Wharton & Co.—

ey

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Father Mystericus,
€@ ISTEN 17
- “What on earth’s the matter
: with him?”
Tramp, tramp, tramp !

Bob Chéeiry and Harry Wharton, of
the Remove Form at Greyfriars, looked
at one awnother in sheer astonishment.
They were coming along the Remove
passage when they heard that steady
framp, tramp of footsteps inside Leigh’s
stady. Tramp, tramp! To and fro, up
and down the narrow limits of the study
went - the steady pacing, and in the
silence of the house on that still after-
noon it was audible along the passage.

Tramp, tramp ! :

It was Wednesday afternoon—a hall-
‘heliday at Greyfriars. * The School House
was empty, or almost so—in the glorious
autumn weather everybody was out ‘of
doors. Two or three slackers were hifing-
ing about the studies or the passages
or yawning on the steps, but most of the
+ fellows, seniors and jumiors, were on the
playing-fields or the tiver.

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry were
g}mg down to the footer-ground, and

ob had a ball under his arm, but they
were going to call en Mauleverer first,
and tfy to persiade him to come down
to the fooler practice. Not that they
had much hope of suesess, Lord Maul-
everer, the millionaire of the school, was
accustomed to taking things easily—very
easitly—and although mnot exactly a
stacker, he was inclined to be indolent,
especially when the weather was warm,
And it was warm that afternoon. But
Wharton an‘c% Bob Cherry paused on
their way to Mauleverer’s room as they
heard that incessant t{ramping to and
fro from Leigh’s study.

*“ Something’s wrong, I should say,”

said Bob Cherry, in a low voice.

Whagton. nedded.

“He's a rather rum beggar, anyway,”
said Bob. “He hasn’t been here long,
but you generally get to know all about
a new kid preity soon, but Il wager
that nobedy knows very much about
Cecil Leigh.™

Framp, trampt

“Better give him a look in,” said
Harry Wharton. “He may be ill, or
gomrething.”’

“Hark ™ :

There was & voice from within the
study—the veice of Leigh of the Remove,
in hurried, petulant tones. =3

“I can’t stand it—I can’t stand it!
s intpossible 1"
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“Phew !” Harry whistled sofily.

. “Toothache, perhaps,” murmured Bob
Cherry sympathetically.

“T don’t think it’s that.”

ik ‘\Yel!, let’s give him a look in, any-
way.

Bob knocked at the door.

The tramp, tramp iuside the study
ceased instantly. The two juniors in the
passage heard a hurried breath on the
other side of the door. Bob Cherry
pushed the deor open, and & startled face
looked at them. :

Leigh was alons in the study, He was
a slim and semewhat handsome lad,
very neatly dressed—indeed, he was in-
clined to be somewhat fastidiows in that
respect. His hair was parted in the
middle, and it was very thick and flaxen
in colour. His cuffs and collar were spot-
less, and his trousers preseived their
origiral crease unimpaired.

He had caught up a letter from the
table as the juniors entered, and he had
it now crushed in his hand, as if he was.
afraid that other eyes thau his own would
see it. His look was far {from. pleasant as
hie bent his eyes upon the chums of the
Remove.

“What do you
aggressively.

“Nothing,” said Bob Cherry blandly.

“Then what have you come into my
study for?”

want?”’ he

“Just for the pleasure of seeing you,” |
B 3

said Bob, whose back was up at once at
the tone of the other. “Is there any
charge for admission?”

“ Look here——""

“Shut up, Bob!” said Harry Whars

ton, laughing. “Den’t be an ass, old
chap! Look here, Leigh, we heard you
tramping up and down like a giddy tiger
in a cage, and we thought there mighi
be something the inatter with you.
That’s all.”

Leigh looked as if he doubted the
statement, Leigh’s eyes were very nar-
row, and always had a somewhat sus
picious look in them. It was the look
of a fellow who was always on his guard,
though what Ceeil had to be on his guard
about was & mystery. A junior in the
Lower Fourth Form at Greyfriars was
not likely to have any weighty secrets to
keep. And, so far as was known, Cecil
Leigh was very well placed at home.
He had a way of talking of his father’s
“place ”’ that was very impressive, and
he had idly mentioned motor-cars and
Channel crossings in conversation in &
way that gave fellows the impression that
he belonged to very tich people indeed.

asked |

, thai’s all, is it?” said Leigh,
o , that’s allI”

“Well, there’s nothing the matter with
me,” said Leigh., 1 was tired of sitting
down, and gob up to stretch niy legs a
bit. Nothing extraordinary in that, is
there?”

%I didn’t say theve was,” said Whar-
ton mildly; “enly—" ;

“Ounly you were inguisitive, that's all,
I suppose?”

Wharten flushed. Inquisitiveness was
certainly not one Yras

-of -his -sme=there
no fellow at Greyfriars whe - troubled
himself less about other fellow’s affairs
than Hairy Wharton did. :

“ Nothing of the kind !’ he exclaimed.
sharply.. “1 don’t see what there is to
be 1inquisitive about, either, You ate’
not keeping any deadly secrvsts;, I sup-
pose?”

Bob Cherry looked round the study
with a searci;ing eye, aund with an ex-
aggerated air of interest. Leigh looked
at him irritably.

“What are you
demanded.

“The body.”

“The what?” =

“The body,” said Boh Cherry calmly,
“ Where have you hidden the body?
Young man, you drive me to the pamn-
ful conclusion that you have committed
a crime, and that it weighs heavily upon
your conscience, The best thing you can
do is to make a clean breast of it. Whete
is the body 77 <

Leigh gritted his teeth. Harry Whar
ton burst inte 2 laugh. : :

*“Oh, shut up, Bob!” he satd, “Liet's
get out. Leigh doesn’t want us hers.’
. “You'vre quite right there,” said
Leigh, with an angry sneer; “and next
time, perhaps, you won’t come. inio a
fellow’s study without being asked.”

“On, rats!” said Bob Cheriy. “We
thought there . was something wrong
with you, and we came in to see, Bui
you can keep your rotten secrets, what-
ever they are. I den't take any interest
in_them, for one.”

Leigh turnied crimsei.
< "Séerets?”’ he exclaimed.

“That’s what I said,” replied Bob dis-
dainfully.

“You—you—— How dare you say L
have any secrets?’”’

“Well, what have you been telling lieg
for, then ?” asked Bob, in his blunt way.
“¥You said you were tired of sitting
down, and got up to steetch youar legs,

looking for?” he:

and T -know perfeetly well that you

haven’t been in the study.ten minutes,

{(Copyright in the United Stdtes of America,)
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because ten minutes ago I saw you down-
stairs taking a letter out of the rack.”

. “You watched me!” said Leigh

: savagely.

1“1 didn’t! I suppose a chap can walk
throngh the hall “without watching
you?’” said Bob scornfully. “But I don’t
want to have anything to say to a chap
who rolls out lies as you do, Come.on,
Harry!”

Leigh’s face blazed with rage. He
sprang towards Bob Cherry as the latter
turned towards the door

“You—you cad!” he exclaimed
savagely. ‘““You've been spying on me!
I S%QDOSG you saw the letter, didn't

ou

“No, I didn’t!” said Bob. “I never
looked=at it, That may be one of your
little customs, but it’s not mine.” And
I'm not accustomed to being called fancy
names like this. T’ll trouble you to take
the word ¢ cad’ back.”

“Go to the dickens!”

Bob Cherry laid the footer on the
table and stepped towards Leigh. Bob
was one of the best-tempered fellows at
Greyfriars, but when he was angry he
could be very angry indeed.

And ‘it was not the first time that
Cecil Leigh had got “on his nerves.”

Harry Wharton caught his excited
chum by the arm. :

“Hold on, Bob—"

“I'm going to knock his fancy names
down his neck!” said Bob Cherry. “Let
go of my arm, you ass!”

“Hold on! The chap’s got something
on his mind, I dare say, and we came in
when he didn’t want us,” said Wharton
pacifically. ““Let him alone, Bob.”

“Look here——"

“QOh, let him come on!” said Leigh
savagely, ‘“A chap who looks at another

fellow’s letters—

Leigh got no further. Bob Cherry,
with a roar of wrath, broke away from
Harry and ran at him. Leigh put up
his hands once, but they were not much
use against the champion fighting-man
of the Greyfriars Remove. Bob Cherry
grasped him in his strong hands, and
Leigh vesisted desperately, and the next
moment they were whirling round the
study in a terrific combat.

123

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Hand to Hand!
ARRY WHARTON stepped back
out of the way. >
He had certainly- had the
friendliest feelings in the world
towards Cecil Leigh when he entered
the study, but he was feeling as angry
as Bob now. . The junior’s suspicions
were an insult, and Wharton felt that
if any fellow in the school was in want
of a licking that fellow was Cecil Leigh.
And he looked like -getting one, too. He
had plenty of .pluck, and -was ready for
a fight with Bob Cherty or anybody else,
but ‘he was no match for ‘the sturdy
Removite.

Tramp, tramp! Bump! Crash!

The fighting juniors reeled against the
table, and it went over avith a crash.
Books and papers scattered on the floor,
with a flood of ink over them from the
upset inkstand. Their boots trampled
over the wreckage as they struggled on.

“You cad!” panted Leigh.

“You worm!” gasped Bob.

_ There was a shout from the direction
of the staircase.

“You fellows ever coming with that
ball?”

“All serene!” called back Wharton.
“Only a row! Wait a minute!”

But the word “row ” was enough. A
row was as interesting as football, and

there was a hurrying of fellows along

the Remove passage to-see what was
going on., John Bull and Mark Linley

g

and Bulstrode were the first to arrive,
and Frank Nugent and Tom Brown fol-
lowed, and a dozen more after them.
They crowded in the passage outside the
open door of Leigh’s study; looking in
with great interest.

“Go it, Bob!”

“Pile in, Leigh!’

“ Hurrah !” .

Bob Cherry brought his adversary up
against the wall of the study with a
bump, and Leigh gasped for breath. Bob
Cherry held him pinned there, struggling
furiously, but powerless to escape.

“Now, then,” said Bob grimly. * Are
you going to take back what you sai
just now 7" 3

“No!” said Leigh, between his teeth,

“Then T'll buzz your napper against
the wall till you do! You know pes-
fectly well that I never looked at your
letter, and if I had happened to see it
there would be no harm in it that I
know of. If you've got some rotten
secret or other you've no right to suspect
decent chaps of trying to find it out.
Are you going to take it back?”

“No!” yelled Leigh.

Bump ! =

Bob Cherry kept his word. Leigh’s
head bumped gently against the wall.
There was a roar of laughter from the
crowd outside. Leigh gave a yell. ‘His
passionate temper was well known in the
Remove, and he was quite beside him-
self with passion now. But an uncon-
trolled temper did not impress the juniors
in the least. They regarded it as a sign
of weakness, and laughed at it.

“1 say, you fellows i

A fat junior pushed his way into the
study and blinked round indignantly
through his big spectacles. It was Billy
Bunter of the Remove, who shared that
study with Leigh. Bunter had had the
study all to himself for a long time, but
when Teigh came he was put into it,
the other studies being full up. Other
fellows were not anxious to ‘‘dig " with
Billy Bunter, but Leigh had no choice
in the matter. Bunter had welcomed
him—the new fellow was supposed to be
very well off, and Bunter was a borrower
of the most redoubtable sort. Bunter
had an allowance of a shilling a week
pocket-money, but he always spent five
or six shillings, and sometimes more.
The process-of extracting cash from un-
willing lenders had been reduced to a
fine art by Billy Bunter. But-he had
been disappointed in Leigh. Leigh, al-
though reputed rich, had no money to
give away—and so Bunter had found,
much to his annoyance. During the days
that Cecil Leigh had been a member of
the Remove Form at Greyfriars Bunter

and had not succeeded in extracting a
single shilling from him. Needless to
say. Bunter was in consequence far from
enthusiastic about-his study-mate.

“T say, you fellows, it's rotten. to
swrock a chap’s study like this,” said
Billy Bunter. “Somebody will have to
pay for that ink.”

“Ha, ha, ha'l”

“PBlest if I can see anything to
cackle at!” grumbled the fat junior.
“Ink costs money, and I can’t afford to
be ruined in this way.”

As the spilt ink was worth a halfpenny
at the most, Bunter’s complaints did not
seem very well founded. The juniors
laughed. Bunter blinked at Bob Cherry,
who was holding Cecil Leigh against the
wall in an iron grip. .

“71 say, -Cherry—"

“Oh, shut up, Bunter !’ said Wharton.

“ Biff number one!” said Bob Cherry.
“You are going to get number two now,
unless you take back what you said.”

“Hang you!”

had tried all his blandishments in vain, |

o

“That's right!” said Bunter. “Bump
the cad! He’s a mean beast! He actu-

‘ally refused this morning to lend me =

shilling on my postal-order that’s coming
this afternoon. You can bump him as
much as you like, Cherry. I sha'n’t in-
terfere | '

There was a yell of laughter. The
idea of the Owl of the Remove interfer-
ing with Bob Cherry was funny. Leigh
made a desperate effort to get loose, but
he had met more.than his match. He
sank back again, gasping, against the

wall.

¢ Number three,” said Bob.

Bump !~

““Chuck it, Bob,” said Harry
Wharton. ‘“He's an obstinate brute, -

b“f‘ he’s not worth the trouble. -Chuck
it :

Bob Cherry hesitated.

“He said I looked at his letter,” he
said.

<““So you did !” yelled Leigh,
- “There, you hear the cad!”

“‘Nobody: will take any nctice of his
caddish words,” said Krank Nugent.
“Let the brute alone, Bob. We're wait-
ing for the footer.”

“ Oh, all right!”” said Bob.

He released the junior. s ;

“I warn you you'd better keep your
tengue between your teeth, that’s all,”
he said.

“Hang you!” muttered Leigh.
“Hang you!”

“Oh, rats!” e

Leigh’s eyes blazed. He made a rush
at Bob Cherry, hitting out. It was

| scarcely fair, for Bob Cherry was turning
| towards ths door; but Leigh was in toc

great a rage to think of that. His fists
crashed on Bob's face, and Bob turned
on him quickly. His right lashed out,
and caught Leigh on the point of the
chin. The junior gave a wild yell, and
staggered back, and fell with a crash te
the floor. Bob Cherry’s eyes blazed
down at him.

“You cad!
more |’ :

“Come on, Bob!” Harry Wharton
dragged his angry chum away. “Come
on! He'll be sorry for this presently,
and so will you! Come out!” |

Leigh sat up dazedly. He was gasping
for breath, and holding his chin, and
there was evidently no more mischief in
him. Bob Cherry tramped angrily out
of the study with the juniors, and Leigh
was left alone, excepting . for Billy
Bunter. .The Owl of the Remove re-
mained blinking at the fallen junior.

Pob’ Cherry’s face was frowning as he
left the School House with his chums.
But his anger never lasted long. - Before
the footer ground was reached his face
cleared, and the old sunny look came
back. -

“I~I say, Harry,” he said hesitat-
ingly, “I hope I didn't hit the beggar
too hard! I landed out as if I were hit-
ting Y?30150"&:; but Leigh is a reedy

Get up and have some

chap.

Harry Wharton langhed.

“1 told you you'd be sorry, Bob.”

“Well, he made me awfully wild.
said Bob. “Tancy hinting that I wanted
to look at his rotten letter! He might
be a blessed criminal by the way he sus-
pects people. Suppose a chap did see
his beastly letter—there oughtn’t to be
any harm in it. But I hope I didn’t hit
him too hard, all the same.”

And Bob thought about it, with a
rather worried.look, until he was play-
ing footer, and_then the game drove all
thought of Leigh, and everything else
but footer, out of his mind.
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‘THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Very Odd !

) ECIL staggered to his feet.

He was feeling sick and dazed,
savage with himself, savage with
all the others. After the first

moment of unjust and uneasy suspicion,
he had realised that he had done Bob
Cherry an injustice, but he was too pas-
sionate and obstinate to think of admit-
ting it. And he had been puiished for
his obsiinacy.

Billy Bunier regarded him with a
sneering expression, Bunter did not like

him * Leigh’s imperviousness to the arts.

and wiles of the borrower made him
guite obnoxious to Bunter, and the fat
junior had several times turned the ques-
fion over. in his.mind whether it would
be safe to punch Leigh’s head. He had
decided, so far, that it would be too
risky, but his opinion was changing now.
Bunter’s manner began to assume some-
thing of truculence, Leigh rubbed his
chin, and-groaned.

SOhtie= - o

“Serve: you jolly well right!” said
Billy Bunter, blinking at him. “T've
a jolly good mind to give you some
more of the same sort myself. You
. accused me the other day of trying to

read one of your letters.”

* “So you-did, you cad!”. said Leigh
savagely. “You had the letter in your
hand when I caught you!”

© T ‘had picked it.up te .see whose it
was.” : :
Y Liar 17 -spid Teigh. 1 had left it
locked up in my desk, and you got it
out semehow !”

“As for reading it, ‘that would have
been jolly hard, considering how it was
written, and what the spelling was like,”
said Bunter contemptuously. “] didn’t
know-you had any relations in the work-
house, Leigh.” -

Leigh’s face flushed. =

He made a sudden rush towards
Billy Bunter and grasped him . by..the
shoulders.

head vanished in a mdiment. .
“Ow! Yeggo!” . «un. s
“You fat, inquisitive” hound—"
“I didn’t read the letter!” roaied

Bunter. “IT-—1I only saw that the writing

was rotten, apd the spelling bad, and——

I miean, it was beautifully written, and

spelt quite correctly. That was what 1

meant to say all along! Ow!” °
Leigh whirled the fat junior to the

door. Bunter clung to the doorpost and

resisted feebly, gasping for breath.

“ Look here. you're not going to sling
a fellow out of his own study!” he
gasped, : .
~ “That’s just what T am going to do!”
said Leigh savagely. ‘“Out you go!”

“T,00k here, this is my study——"

“QOutside !

“Oh, really, Leigh, it’s not my fault
if your “relatidns write to you without
being able to spell-their words! Ow!”

Bunter went whirling into the passage.
Asd he scrambled up, Leigh ran after him
and plarited his boot fairly and squarely
behind the fat junior.  Billy Bunter went
rolling along the smooth linoleum.

“Yarooh! Yaroch! Oh! Beast!”

T.eigh went back into' his study and
sltammed the door hard. His face was
pale with anger and excitement, and
there was an ache in his head. Bob
Cherry had not knocked it very hard
‘against the wall, but hard enough to
hurt a little. Leigh ran his hand over
his thick, curly hair, and threw himself
into a chair. c
- The excitement died out of his face;
his thoughts ran in the channel - they
had been following before the chums of
the Remove had entered the study.

A hunted, haunted look came into ‘the

TrE Porurar.—No. 115,

L He ought to have more sense!”

Bunter ‘gave-a roar: Al his
half-formed plans.for punching. Leigh’s’ ; !

2 il left the study, and hurried down to.the!
¢ | school letter-box.. He passed Billy Biinter:
It wasiip

seé, what's the postmark?

This is' jolly: odd, and. it’s

boy’s eyes, and a deep wrinkle appearod
upon his smooth white forehead.

“Y can’t stand it !” he muttered. *‘Ile
ought to have more sense! I know what
he’s done for me, and ’'m not ungrate-
ful—it’s rot to say I'm ungrateful! I'm
not! But I can’t stand that] It would
ruin me here—it would be utter ruin!

He took a letter from his pocket and
read it over again—a roughly-written, ill-
spelt letter, but breathing confidence and
affection and gencrous thought in every
line. But it was the writing. and the
spelling that Leigh was thinking about.

He crumpled the letter in %is hand
and thrust it into his pocket again, with
an impatient exclamation. g

“He can’t come! I shall have to
write to him and explain somehow!
Good heavens! Why can’t he have a
little more tact?. I don’t wang to
wound his feelings—I should be a hrute,
to do that; but—but he can’'t come!
He ought to understand !” s

Leigh drew pen and paper towards
him and wrote. He wrote and rewrote
a letter half a dozen times before he
was satisfied. Even then there was 2
gloomy cloud upon his brow as he read:
it over. - : >
- He muttered the sentences aloud, won-
dering whether they would do. Ile was:
so worried that he could not  think
very clearly on the subject at all,
and he wondered what impression that
cold, selfish letter would make upon
the reader. Ho did not mean to be
cold and selfish, either.

“Tmportant engagements in all leisure-
time—trying to get on in the school—
time greatly taken up by many friends
—generally absent from_ school on
hali-holidays—don’t come just yet—will
arrange a time—meanwhile will get teave'
to come and ses!you-on Sunday—long-
ing for a sight of my dear old dad again.
Hm!”

He muttered..the letter over, and,
finally finished it and sealed it in an!
envelope. Then he put on his cap and;

in the hall, grunting breathless! was;
likely to be some little time before the
fat junior fully recovered. et

“PBeast!” grunted Bunter. = !
" Leigh did not even hear. him. e
went out into the Close, and Bunter:
rolled towards the stairs.  Bunter. was:
not without hope of finding the study,
cuphoard unlocked, and something to eat!

in it. -

Billy Bunter entered the study, and:
blinked round. There was a crumpled’
envelope lying on the floor, and, the
Owl of the Remove pounced upon-it at:
once. He blinked at it through his.big
spectacles, and recognised it. ;

“My word! It’s the one that was in
the rack for Leigh! I wonder who it’s
from? Must be a relation, or he
wouldn’t be so wild about it.” !

And Bunter blinked over the letter
with intense interest. The, address was
strange enough, considering -that the:
letter was to one of the most lofty-
mannered fellows in the Remove—a
fellow who had-an airy way of talking
about himself and his people that gave
one a vague impression of vast éstates
and boundless riches.

“ Master Sissle Leigh, 4th Form, Gray-
frires Skool, Frierdale.” .

Buanter grinned as he blinked at the
queer superscription. : ;

“My hat!” he muttered. *“Chap,
doesn’t even know how to spell his own
name!  Sissle! He, he, he! Lemme
Sanford.
I wonder if Leigh's

I find out..
my - duty. to

Where’s that?
people -live at Sanford

get to the bottom. of it.

-

5
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a low rotter swanking round.and telling
lies aboug his people, I'll jolly well show
him up—from a sense of duty. I wondes
if—— Yowp!”

Cecil. Leigh had re-entered the Sde‘;
As he saw how the Owl of the Remov#
was occupied, he turned crimson with
rage, and grasped the fat junior. The
envelope was wrenched away, and Buntex
was whirled round in Leigh's angry
grasp. :
You spying cur !”

w!  Yow) Yowp!
wasn’t—-—-""

“Qutside, you rat!”

“Yarooh I”

And for the second time that afternoon
Billy Bunter was hurled into the passage,
and the door was slammed after him. He
did not venture to re-enter, although it
was his own study. Leigh was alone;
the golden afternoon did not-tempt him
out: of doors.. He paced to and fro in
the study, his hands-thrust deep into his

= Teggo! X

pockets, a gloomy frown upon his brow,

his mind heavy with dark and unhappy
thoughts, - ..l

Tramp, tramp, tramp!

The same .weary sound that had
attracted the attention of Wharton and

| Cherry in the Remove passage an houp

before. was audible again. The junior
seemed tireless; as he tramped to and
fro in the narrow limits of the study—
too restless to sit down, too disturbed
to scel the society of the other fellows
in the sunny Close. e
Tramp, tramp, tramp! -

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
The Order of the Boot! | - =
ECIL LEIGH came-down-to-ihe
junior football-ground with a
coat over his jersey. - Bob Cherry
was sitting on the turf, rubbing
his knee, which had received an acci-
dental kick from Bolsover in the prae-
tice:  Bob Cherry was not quite sure
that the kick had been accidental; Bols-
over was a very rough player, and fre-
quently had little aceidents like that in
playing with fellows svhom he disliked.
ut? Bob- would not take any notice
unless he was certain. ‘He was patiently -
rubbing his knee, when Cecil joined him.
Bob-Cherry looked up at him. :
“Hallo, halle, hallo!” he said affably.
" Lieigh stopped. - :
. “J want to speak to you, Cherry,” he
said awkwardly. *“I—I'm sorry for what
happened in my study. I lost my temper
—1’m sorry.”
Bob smiled cheerfully at once. .
“Oh, that's all right!” he exclaimed.
“Im sorry I.slogged you—I knew
there was something worrying you, and
I shouid have kept my temper.”
“T’'d had bad news from home,” said
Leigh. - e T
“I'm very sorry,” said Bob, with a
concerned look.. “None of your people
ill, I hope.” .- : :
- “Not exactly,” said Leigh. “It’s my
father-—he's beeni_a bit.hurt in a motor-
car accident. It worried-me a bit.”
“ Tt must have,” said Bob Cherry. - “1
know I should feel rotten .if anything
happened .to my pater. Not that he’s
likely to be hurt. in a motor-car accident,
though—unless it was somebody else’s
Qur funds don’t run to aute-
mobiles in the Cherry family.” 5
. Leigh -winced. . Something in Bob
Cherry’s careless frankness seemed to
touch a raw spot somewhere. But he
went on evenly enough. :
%My father’s -car ram. into the park
palings, that was all, and he was shaken
up. But it worried me a bit, I'm sorry

for. what happened; as I said.”

“ All my fault,” said Bob. . “You riled
me by. saying that I’d looked at your

1f that chap’sletter; though even if T'd seen it, I'don’t
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asked Bob Cherry.

‘“No ! yelled Leigh.
and bumped his head against the wall.

“ Are you going to take back what you sald just now, or shall | have to bump your silly head against the wall 2"
Bob Cherry kept his word.
(See Chapter 2.)

Bump !

He caught hold of the new junior,

>

see that it would have mattered when
it ‘was only about a motor-car accident.
“Quite so,” agreed Leigh. “Only 1
was feeling ratty all over.”
‘““Well, 1t’'s done with now, and no
mulice on either side,” said Bob- Cherry

cheerfully. “Are you going to play
Aooter 7" = 4

“Yes, I was thinking of joining in the
practice.” :

“You've played before, of course?”
asked Bob Cherry, as he rose to his
feet.

“1 used to play Rugby,” said Leigh,
with an air as if Rugby were a most
aristocratic game, which he had honoured
by playing it. - ; y
“7 prefer Soccer,” said Bob. ‘““We
‘play Soccer here, anyway. You'll soon
fall into the way of 'it. ~T’ll give you
some points, if you like.”

“Thanks awfully, dear boy!”

Bob Cherry made a little grimace. He
did not like Teigh’s ‘‘dear boy.” ~When
TLord Mauleverer called him a dear boy,
or a dear fellow, it was all right. But it
* did not sound the same when Leigh did
it. In Mauleverer it was natural; in
Leigh it seemed like a manner purposely
affected. But Bob made no remark on
the subject.” It was but seldom that
Bob- Cherry set up in judgment upon
anybody. 2

“Hallo, you playing, Leigh?” said
“Wharton cheerfully. ““Let’s see you give
a kick at goal. Look out, Hazel!" =

“What-ho!” replied Hazeldene, who
was between the posts.

Leigh kicked, and a very good kick|

it was. It beat Iazeldene easily, and
the ball lodged in the net. Harry Whar-
ton uttered an exclamation.

“By Jove! That's good.
played before, of course.”
 “He’s only played Rugger before,”.
said Bob Cherry.

You've

“Then it's extra good. Looks like a
recruit for the Form eleven, -Bulstrode.”

“Good! Let’s see what you can do,
Leigh,” he said.

Ceci] Leigh joined in “the play with
considerable keenness. ~ Although he
affected a bored and listless air, as a
rule, he was in reality keen enough, and
he evidently liked the great game. It
was strange that he had never played
Association before, considering how he
played now, and the fellows all remarked
upon it. But surely there was no reason
for him to say that he had not played,
if he had played. Deception on such a
subject was. so utterly without any
apparent motive that he could hardly
be suspected of it.

““He shapes wonderfully well,”” Bul-
strode remarked. ‘I think he will do
jolly well in the forward line, Wharton,”

7 think so, too.”

“Oh, rot!" exclaimed Bolsover, the
bully of the Remove. “If you put
Leigh in the forward line, where are you
going to put me?”

“ Nowhere,” said Bulstrode calmly.
“I've told you already that you're not
in form enough for a place in the
Remove eleven.”

“There will be trouble for somebody !”
said Bolsover threateningly.

Bulstrode looked at- him steadily.

“You won’t have a place in the team,”
he said; *‘and if you think you can

bully me into giving you one, you're|

mistaken. © Shut up, or I’ll have you,
chucked off the field now!”
Bolsover gritted his teeth.  But

several juniors were gathered -round,
evidently quite willing to lend a hand
or a foot in the “chucking ™ process;
and the bully of the Remove checked
himself. It was impossible for even the
burly Bolsover to-defy the football cap-
tain on- the football-ground. But there

was an evil expression in Bolsover's
eyes as he turned away. His glance fell
evilly upon Cecil Leigh.

Bulstrode was forming up-seven a side
for practice, and Leigh was put in the
forward line of Bulstrode’s seven. Harry
Wharton captained the other side, and
Bolsover was with him.” Bob Cherry
kicked the ball off, and then played.
Bolsover had his eye on Cecil Leigh all
the time.

Leigh was playing wonderfully well.
He captured the ball, and brought it up .
to the goal with a fine dribble, dodging
-and eluding his opponents in fine style.
Bolsover rushed in to stop him, charging
him from behind. -Leigh, who weighed
half Bolsover's weight, was sent . spin-
ning, and the bully of the Remove fell
upon him heavily.

There was a shout from the other
players.

- “Bolsover! You cad!” :

The bully of the Remove staggered up.
He had fallen so heavily upon Leigh that
he was considerably shaken up himself.
The play stopped, and the juniors
gathered round the two, and Bolsover was
a little scared at the expression upon
their faces. :

“You cad!” shouted Bob Cherry.

“Jt was an accident,” Bolsover mut-
tered.

“Yes, and your kicking me was
accident, wasn’t it?” exclaimed Bob.

Harry Wharton bent over Leigh. The.
slim junior was lying on his side, his face
very white, and gasping painfully.

‘“Are you hurt, Leigh?”

“I—I don’t think so—much!” gasped
Leigh, with an effort. ““The brute! He
fell on.-me on purpose !”

“I know he did! Bulstrode, you saw
i

Bulstrode’s brow was black.

Tue Popurar.—No. 115
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“Yes, I saw it!” he exclaimed.
*“ Bolsover, get off the field!”

Bolsover drew a quick breath.

“I won’t 1’ he said.

Bulstrode pointed with his hand

“Get off ! I order you off the ground!
( 0 l’} o ¥

1 won’t!”

“Throw him out!” sald the Remove
captain.

There was a rush of the players. There
were few of them who had not been

. roughly handled by the Remove bully

at one hme or another, and they were
“fed up,” as Bob Cheriy expressed it,
with his insolence. They rushed at
Bolsover, and the burly Removite hit
out savagely. One, two, three of the
junior footballers went down heavily
under his blows, and then he was 1uqhed
nﬂ his feet, - &
*Kick him out!”

“Throw the cad out !

Bolsover struggled desperately. But
seven or eight fellows had hold of him
by his arms “and legs and head. He was
jerked and bumped and dragged along
to the edge of the field and tossed over
the line. He landed upon the ground
with a heavy thud. .

“There " gasped Bob Cherry. “Now
you keep off the grass, you rotier! If
you -come on here again we'll squash
you "

Bolsover saé up, gasping. He was boil-
ing with rage, but he had been too
roughly handled to want any more just
then. He gasped and scowled and gritted
his teeth while the juniors returned to
the field. Cecil Leigh had risen to his
feet,. and was leaning heavily upon
Wharton’s shoulder. :

*“T'm sorry this should happen at your
first play here,” said Bulstrode. . “ Bols-
over is a rotten cad, and he’ll be kept
off the ground for some time for this.
1 hope you’re not much hurt.” .

“L can go on playing, I think,
Leigh, with a gasp.

And he did go on, thongh he had been
really hurt, There was: no -doubt - that
Leigh had plenty of grit and pluck.: Bob
Cherry wondered. He had heard Leigh
tell lies, and he could not- heip sometimes
suspeeting him of “swank.” -That a lar
and a swanker should be a keen foot-
baller- and a plucky fellow, too; was-a
matter of wonder to the sxmple Bob. The
quallyltm.: did not seem to agree together
dt a

Leigh’s foothall was certainly géod,
and it won golden opinions from all the
Remove footballers, all the more because
it wag his first Soccer match. As the
juniors rubbed themselves down after-
wards Cecil was the recipient of a great
deal of praise.
School House with Wharton and Bob

7 .paid

Cherry, o the best of terms.
Trotter, the page, met them in the
hall.  Trotter had his coat on, and a bag

in ‘his hand, and wore a most cheerful
expression upon his face.

“T'm goin’, Master Wharton,” he re-
marked. e

Harry Wharton stopped. Trotter was
going on a fortnight’s leave, and his
place at Gmyfuars was to be taken. by.
another lad for the time. The new page
had not yet arrived at the school, but he
was expected that day.

Wharton felt in his pocket. Trotter

. Wwas going on a holiday, and it was a time

for tips. But funds were low in Study
No. 1 just at that time, and Wharton
searched his pockets for a silver coin in’
vain. He found only thxee coppers,
which certainly would not have met the
ace
‘Lend me a two-bob hit, xull you,

Y,mgh? * he asked.

Wharton did not borrow, as a rule, and
any little loan he contracted was al\\a(y

THE Porurar.—No. 115.

| take my place, sir,

He walked back to the |

paid up serupulously at the hist oppor-
tunity. He had no resource now but to:
borrew 4 coin, or’let Trotter depart tip-
less, which was not to be thought of.

““Same here ! said Bob Cherry ‘Lf,nu
me two bob, Leigh.”

Leigh turned red. He thrust his h nd:
first into one pocket, and thew others,
but his hands came out empty. The fwo
juniors had spoken unthinkingly. They
believed Teigh to be a rich fellow, and
never doubted for a moment that he had
plenty of money about him, or that, if hs
hadn’t, he wouldn’t mind saying so. -

“I—I'm afraid I've left my money in
my study,” Leigh stammered.

“Cut off and get it, like a good Chap
said Bob.

“Blest if I haven’t lost my keys!”

 said Leigh, with an air of great surprise,

51 al\\ays keep my money locked up,
you know.’

Wharton gave him a sharp look.

“Very well,” he said quietly; “T’ 18 get
it from. Mauleverer. “~Wait a minute,
Trotty 1

“Suttingly, Master Wharton !”

Leigh looked red and uncomfortable.
He had given both the juniors the im-
pression that he would not lend them the
money. He did not try to correct: the
impression, and he made no further effort
to find the key.

John Bull came dow nsta;rs a,nd Whar-
ton called to him. Bull made the loan
cheerfully enough at once, and Trotter
was tipped. John Bull added a two-
shilling piece hxmself and .the page |
pocketed the coins with a great deal of
satisfaction.

“Thank you Lmdiy sir " he said. “It’s
werry good of you.’
~“1 hope youll have a good
Trotter,” said Wharton.

“1 “ope so, sir.
ble will £l my place orlright, ‘and loeok
arter you young gents,” said Trotter.

“Trimble!” said Cecil Leigh. “ Who's
that?”

He spoke very guickly.

“That’s the noo page who's goin’ to
” said Trotter, most
amiably. Lelgh had not tipped him yet,
but Troetter fully expected it. “He's
comin® to-day, sir, and he’s a most
obliging feller, sir. He ll do anythin’ for
you; he will really, sir.

“Where does he come from?”
Leigh carelessly.

“He was with me in my ﬁrﬂt place, in
Eondon, sir,” said Trotter, “and a most
respectable and respectful young feller,
'\Iaster Leigh.”

time,

asked

“Oh, he belongs to London, I
suppose 1’ :
“Ho, no!” said Trotter.- ‘“’E came

from the country hefore I knew ’im—
place called Sandown, or Sanville, or
somethink 2

“Sanford?” :

“Yes, that’s -it,” agreed -Trotter.

“Sanford, in Essex; that’s it. P’r’aps
you know the place, Master Leigh?”

“Oh, no! T’'ve never been ifi Essex in
my hfe ” said Leigh.

He V\ulkeu away. The juniors could
not see his face, but Harry Wharton had
a curious Impression that “he had turned
quite white, He did not understand
Leigh at all. :

Trotter looked after
pressively.

“ Bome  young gents ain’t so werry
generous as other young gents,” said
Trotter oracularly. “Good-bye, sirs! 1
ope as Trimble will be werry dutiful ta

Cecil quite “ex-

And Trotter walked off with his bag,
the silver jingling in his pocket. Harry
Wharton was frowning thoughtfully.

“rn aettle that two bob on Satmday.
Johnﬂy, he said. -

“ All serene, old fellow I”

“Same here,” said Bob Cherry.:

And I "ope that Trim- :

,“I. ;

don't see why Lelgh touldn’t have tipped
Trotter. He's new here, of course, bu
a chap roﬂmg in money might spring a
bob or-so when a servant is goingeon 2
holiday, I thmk

“Why wouldn’t  he
money ?” asked Wharton.
. “He’s lost his key.”

P Hunp . > :

And Harry Wharton said no more on
the subject: - But he thought a great
deal. “He ‘was not suspictous, but the
story of -the lost key was too flimsy.
Either-Leigh would not mal\e that little
!o."n or he could mot. If he would not
be was. a disobliging fellow, and if he
could not, what was to be tho‘wht of his
7 stories of a wealthy home, of holid ays on
the Continent, and motor-car trips in his
father’s car? =~ Was it-all swank from
begummg to end? -

lend us the

B ]

THE FIFTH OHAPTER-
The New Page.’
EDTIME’ * said Wingate -of the
Sixth, looking into the junior
room.

And the fellows yawned, and
put “away books and papers and Lhens
and draughts.

The Remove marched upstaire to !he
dormitory, Leigh was not avith - thens,
and ° Hmry Whaston paused good-
naturedly at his study to tell him that it
was bedtime. If that had been left for
the prefect to do, Leigh would probably
"have been given lines.

“Bed, Leigh!” said Wharton, lookmg

in.

Leigh started up.

: “%? it hedtune? *_he exclalmed

“Yes,”

“Has— By the way, has that hew
page chap come?” asked Leigh cave-
essly. ] .

“The new boots—Trotter’s substi-
tute?” said Harry, with a smile. . *“*No,
I don't think so. He's late. I helieve

he’s commg a long distance from the
country.”

“ All serene; I'm coming.”

Cecil Leigh followed Harr y Wharton &
Co. very slowly. There was a strange
hesitation in his manner. Tt seemed as if
he did not want to go to bed.

However, " he “entered  the Remove
dormitory with the rest, and undressed
himself, and turned in with the Remove.

\Vmgate extinguished the lights.

One by one the Remove fellows
dropped off to sleep, But Cecil Leigh
did not sleep. . He lay awake, with a
dark and anxious brow.

He was listening.

In the deep silence of the house he
knew that he would be able to hear a
ring at the bell in the servants’ quarters.
He ‘was listening for that. Why he
should have listened for it, why he should
be in the least interested by the arrival
of the new page, would have been a pro-
found mystery to his Form-fellows,

A faint and distant sound came to his
ear, and he started up in bed. In :a
moment he had slipped out and was
dressing..

Bob Cherry Iooked sleemiy out of- bp
He was not aslee; !

“Hallo, hallo, hallr' VVho’s

“It’s all 1'1ght ” gaid Leigh.

‘“What are you getting up for?”

“T've just remembered that I left some
money on the table in my study T
just gomg to slip down and put it away.

“Oh! 'Thought you always locked
your money up?”’ grunted Bob ()herry.

“Well, I—I do as a rule; but—-"

n“Don t let-a prefect catch you, that’s
allL?

Leigh dressed hurriedly and left the
dormitory; closing the door Liehind him,

‘that?”

.But he. did not proceed in the direetic?s



—Thé Chums of Greyfriars, in this week’s *' Magnet ' Library! 1

of the Remove passage. He made his
way by the back stairs, so that he could
look over the lower banisters and swatch
the newcomer.

A fat, red-faced boy in a coat was
stapding in the gaslight, talking to Mrs,
Kebble, the housekeeper.

Cecil Leigh could not see Fis face for
a moment or two; but something in the
figure and manner of the boy appeared
to strike him as familiar, for his lips
closed tightly together, and he held hard
hold of the banisters, as if he had sud-
denly recognised a dangerous enemy.

The newcomer turned his head a little,
and Leigh looked down and saw his face.

.He drew back quickly into the shadow

- of the staircase. It was a common
enough face he saw—fat, somewhat like
a dumpling, not striking in any way.
But the grim visage of Banguo had no
more unnerving effect upon Macbeth
than the fat, commonplace face of the
new page upon Cecil Leigh.

he junior’s very lips turned white.

“It’s the same,” he murmured. ‘Of
course, I knew it! But—but what hor-
rible luck—what fearful luck! Who

. clo.uld, have thought of anything like
this 7 . :

He crept away silently.

In the distance, as he crept away, he
heard the voice of the new page, explain-
ing in squeaky tones how it was that he

- had arrived so late. But Leigh did stay
to listen. -

He had seen the new page, and’he was.

satisfied—it was the person he had feared
it would be. Why should he fear? That
was something that Cecil Leigh wwas not
likely to explain, if he could possibly help
it y

Remove dormitory.

The room was silent as he entered. save
for the steady breathing of the juniors,
most of them fast asleep.
~ Cecil Leigh turned into bed quietly.
- “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” came sleepily
from Bob Cherry’s bed. *“Have you
locked up the money safely, Leigh?”

‘“Yes, thanks, Cherry!”
~ “Careless  ass to leave. it about!”

“grunted Bob Cherry. *You ought to be
more careful. You chaps rolling in
money are always careless with it.”

“Well, I've always had plenty,”
Leigh.

Even at that moment, troubled and tor-
tured in mind as he was, he could not
resist that reply. Swank was part and
parcel of the boy’s nature.

“Lucky bargee!” said Bob Cherry.

And he went to sleep again.

Cecil Leigh did not go to sleep so
“easily. He tried to do so, but it was
‘page seemed to be glimmering at him
hard. The fat, heavy face of the new
from the darkness of the dormitory. The
_squeaky tones were still in his ears. He
could not sleep—he could only think of
“the days to follow. :

“If I knew him, he will know me!”
“he muttered again and again. ¢ Oh,
heavens! And he is to be here for a
“fortnight. I cannot possibly avoid him
for all that time. It would be impossible.
And if he talks—"

The junior groaned.

“My hat! Who's ill?” came a voice
from Harry Wharton’s bed.

Leigh was silent and trembling.

‘“Somebody groaned,” said Harry, sit-
ting up in bed.  “I heard it. Is any-
body ill?”

There was no reply.

“Is that some of your-blessed ventrilo-
quism, Banter?”

Only a snore from the fat junior
answered. Billy Bunter was asleep.
Harry Wharton, very much puzzled,
sottled down to sleep again, If a fellow
“had a pain that made him groan out in

‘He made his way slowly back to the

said

the middle of the night, there was no going into the Close, or lingering in the

conceivable reason why he should not say
so. Wharton was perplexed. .

Cecil Leigh lay silent, in miserable
thought, but very careful not to give
audible expression to his troubles again.
It was long before he fell asleep, and
then his sleep was very broken till morn-
ing. But he had thought of something;
and when the Remove turned out in the
morning he had something to say.

“The new page has come,” he re-
marked, as he was dressing.

“He came after we went to bed, then,’
said Wharton, turning a wet and shining
face from his washstand.

“Yes; I went down to put some money
away I had left in my study, and I hap-
pened to see him in the passage.”

“ What the dickens was he doing in the
Remove passage?” asked Frank Nugent.

“T—I mean the Lower passage. I
heard them, and looked down. I fancy
I've seen that fellow Trimble before.”

“Oh!"” said Wharton, with some in-
terest. ‘““Now I think of it, you seemed
to know the name when Trotter was
speaking of it yesterday.”

“Yes; and I .don’t know any _good
about him, either,” said Leigh.

Wharton looked at him directly.

“Does that mean that you do know
bad about him?’” he asked.

Leigh hesitated.

“I don’t know that I ought to say
that,” he replied. ‘““I'm not sure it’s the
same chap, as. I—I've never seen him
before.  But I heard about a school-page
named Trimble—at a school where a
friend of mine was—being sacked for
making up lying stories about one of the
fellows in the school, and circulating
them in the place. From what I heard,
it seemed to be a sort of mania with him.
He had a lively imagination, and he
made up the most probable-sounding
stories; and there was a row about it,
and he was sacked.”. . :

““ And his name was Trimble

(13 Yes."

“Tt is not a common name,” said Bob
Cherry. ““This is quite possibly the same
fellow. He ought to be asked about it.”

“Oh, no!” exclaimed Leigh hastily.
“J don’t think so.  I'm not sure it’s the
same; and if it is, he may be trying to
be decent now, and not do anything of
the sort here. I just mentioned it to put
you fellows on your guard, in case any-
thing of the kind should happen here;
you'd know just how much to believe if
the fellow began any yarns about a chap
in the school.”

99

“T certainly shouldn’t listen to him, for

one,” said Harry Wharton.

“Some fellows would; and it's just as
well to know what to expect. But I
don’t think anything need be said to
Trimble."”

“1 suppose you're right; but——hang it,
this is rather unsatisfactory, you know.
If the chap is such a rotter, he ought to
be kicked out,” said Bob Cherry.

“Suppose he's turned over a
leaf?”

s Hum "!!

new

Cecil Leigh turned back to his wash- |

ing. He had effected his purpose, at-all
events, If the new page should tell any
unlikely stories of any fellow in the
Remove, his stories would be looked upon
with immediate suspicion.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Fresh Trouble!

was

ECIL LEIGH, as a rule,
‘ among the first down in the |

Remove, but on this particular
morning he was the last. Not
that he had anything in particular to do.
He hung about the dormitory, doing no-
thing special, and finally went down, and
directly into the dining-room, without

’

hall. Leigh’s face was a_little pale, and
as he crossed the dining-hall he held a
handkerchief to it. Bob Cherry gave him
a sympathetic thump on the shoulder.

~ “Toothache, Leigh?”

“Yes,” said Leigh, making a wry face
“ Beastly !”

“Sorry! I'ried anything for i7"

“Oh, it will go away! I have these
attacks, but they don’t last long.”

*“It’s rotten,” said Bob Cherry. “I've
got some menthol in my study. Shail 1
buzz off and get it for you?”

“Oh, it's all right; don’t trouble.”

Leigh took his place at the breakfast-
table, stil keeping the handkerchief to
his face. A fellow more suspicious than
Bob Cheérry might have fancied that he
was keeping his face concealed from view
for some good reason, yet what reason
could he possibly hayve had? But over
the handkerchief Leigh’s sharp eyes wera
wandering up and down the room. It
was the page’s duty to help in serving the
breakfast, but he was at the senior tables,
and did not come near the Remove, ot
indeed glance towards them. = Leigh's
eyes fixed upon Trimble at once, and
every few moments wandered round in
his direction again. He lowered the
handkerchief from his face at last.

“Is that the new page over there?”
{le;marked Bob Cherry, who was heside

im, ;

“Yes, that’s the chap,” said Leigh
carelessly.

“Toothache better?”

*“Yes, much better, thanks!”

“Glad to hear it; 1t’s a beastly
thing,” said Bob Cherry sympathetically.
“T hope it wasn't that slog on the jaw
yesterday that started it.”

**Oh, no; that’s all right!”

Leigh did not recover his ease ol
manner until the Remove were in the
Form-room. There—perhaps, because
the new page could not possibly be there
—he seemad to recover.

But the worry of manner  descended
upon him again when the Form were
dismissed. The recess after third lesson
he spent in the Form-room. But when
morning lessons were over he had to go
out with the Form. Bob Cherry saw

him give a glance up and down the
Form-room passage.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Looking for

somebody?” asked Bob.

Leigh turned crimson.

“Certainly not!” ha exclaimed.
* What the dickens do you mean, Bob
Cherry?”

Bob stared.

“I asked you a simple question
enough,” he replied. ‘“No harm in it.
If vou're looking for somebody, I may
be able to tell you wheze he is, that's
all.”

“Well, I'm not,” said Cecil abruptly.

““ All serene; keep your wool on!”

And Bob Cherry walked away rather
buffily. He could not understand, and
did not like, these sudden sharpnesses of
manner in Cecil Leigh. Bob Cherrs
liked a fellow to be either a friend o!
a foe, so that a chap would always know
how to take him.” An uncertain and
irritable temper got on' Bob’s nerves
very much.

Leigh strode quickly towards the stair-
case, and ascended the stairs into his
study. He remained there until the bell
rang for dinner. When he came down-
stairs again to the dining-room he had
his handkerchief to his face.

This time Mr. Quelch, the master of
the Remove, who was at the head of the
Lower Fourth table, remarked upon it.

“Is anything the matter with you.
Leigh?"-
: (Continued on pugr 11.) )
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A Splendid Long Com-
plete
dealing with the Ad-
ventures of the Chums

‘e
e

School ~ Story,

of Rookwood. ::

By OWEN CONQUEST..

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Never Say Die!l
¢ W 'VE thought it out!”
Jimmy Silver suddenly made
that announcement in the end
study. And Lovell and Raby and
Newcome replied, with —one voice:

“Rats!” : ‘

The great leader of that famous study
was ne longer apparently the oracle he
had once been, The whole of Rook-
wood was chuckling still over the jape of
which the Classical juniors had been the
vietims, as related in last week’s story.
The Classical players, led by Jimmy
Silver, were in the box-room, busy re-
hearsing a brand new drama with which
they intended to astonish the school,
when from every trunk and box sprang
a2 horde of Modern juniors, led by
Fommy . Dodd. The  unfortunate
Classicals, thus cleverly ambushed, were
decorated with blackened faces and fools’
eaps, Then they were roped together in
an undignified procession, and made to
parade before the eyes of the delighted
sehool.

There was no doubt that the Moderns
had scored, and even Jimimy had to ad-
mit it. All Rookwood had laughed over
the procession of the Classical players.
Really, Jimmy Silver could net have
been expected to spot that cunning am-
bush of the enemy in the box-room. But-
the Classicals felt that somebody was to
blame, and they agreed that Jimmy’
Sitver was that somebody.

A scapegoat was required, and the

teader of the Classicals was'the scapegoat.
FThere wasn't a Classical junior at Rook-
wood who was not of opinion that Jimmy
Silver would have to be ‘“ scrapped ” 1if’
ko didu’t brighten up a bit.
T drama planned by
al players had been dropped. Any
performance of it would bhavé been too
reminiscent of the ridiculous procession
i which the players had figured.

But Jimmy Silver was not worrying
zbout that. IJe had been thinking ont
ways and means of dealing-with the vic-
iartons enemy, and restoring the damaged
prestige of the end study.

Having thought it out, he wasproceed-
g to comununicate it to his chums after
tea, when they greeted him with the
unanimous reply ot “ Rats!”

““ Don't you do any thinking, Jimmy,’
advised Lovell, as the captain of the
Fourth glared at him. . “’Tain’t in your
tine, you know.”

* Look here, you ass, it’s a wheeze.”

“ Take it away, and boil it!”

““ Yes; let’s have tea,” said Newcome.
“ Never mind your wheezes, Jimmy.

Jave you got a new idea for a pro-
eession 777 : :

“Oh, don't be an ass!’ . growled
Jimmy. “ We've got to down -the
Moderns somehow, or we shall never
bear the end of their cackling. I've
shought of a wheeze for dishing them on
the first of April.”

* Bow-wow !

P Shove the kettle on !
Jimmy Silver looked “daggers at his
''re Popurar.—No. 115,

.siasm in the end study.

followers. The end study seemed to have
lost faith in its great leader. paf

“It’s really what Newcome sug-
gested the other day,” he remarked.
“ I've thought it out, you know.” ~*

““ Oh, let’s hear it, then,” said New-
come, showing some interest.

“You can get on, Jimmy,’ said
Lovell. I don’t suppose it will be any
good. But you can rip if you like.”

“ Suppose we spoofed the Moderns on
the First of April 7

¢ Oh, you couldn’t, you know!”’

“ Suppose they got a telephone mes-
sage from Latcham Camp?” went on
Jimm Silver, his eyes gleaming.
““ Soldier chap tells them he’s heard of
their footer team; and asked them to
come over and play a khaki eleven.”

“ Soldier chap wouldn’t.”

 Fathead! I should be the chap on
the telephone.” :

“ And Tommy Dodd would guess it
at once,”’ grunted Lovell. * He isn’t ass

| enough to think that a junior eleven

would be asked to play a soldier team-—
especially a rotten Modern eleven.”

“ Yes, try something better, Jimmy,”
said Raby consolingly.

“You haven't -heard
roared Jimmy.

“0Oh, is there anything more?” said
Lovell resignedly. “ You can run on
while I boil the eggs. I am sure I don’t
mind.’

There was a plentiful lack of enthu-
But Jimmy

it -all- yet;”

Silver went on.

“ ] don’t suppose Tommy Dodd would
take his one-eyed team over to Latcham
on the strength of a telephone call. But
the secretary of the soldier chaps’ team
would come over to make the arrange-
ments.”’ -

“ Oh, my hat!”

“ But he wouldn't!” howled Raby.

“IHaven't you ever heard of the
Classical Players?”’ demanded Jimmy
Silver. ““ Can’t I play a part, fathead?”

“Yan?"”

“Yes, ass!”

“ Tommy Dodd would spot you.”

¢ He might spot you, ass! He wouldn’t
spot me!” said Jimmy Silver witheringly.
‘“ Now, what do you think of the
wheeze 7"’ 5

“ Rotten !

“ Oh, you duffers! Look here, it's a
half-holiday on the First, and the
Modern asses would jump at the invita-
tion, if they got it. They would swank:
over us no end at being asked, And
when they wot to Latcham &

Lovell grinned at the thought of that;
but he shook his head. .

“*N. G. !’ he said.

“ They'll bow]l you out and cackle all
the more,”’ said Newcome.

Jimmy - Silver gave the
Thomases a withering look.

¢ Well, I'm going to try it,”” he said.!
“ You silly  duffers can back me up ori
not, as you like,” >

“ Oh;” we'll back you up; but—=""

‘“ Bless your buts!
said Jimmy crossly.

doubting!

‘| ahem !—the Drummer Boys’

‘ -

Over tea in the end study, the scheme
was discussed in full, and something like
enthusiasm dawned upon the Co. Lovell
and Raby and Newcome agreed that it
would be a tremendous jape on Tommy
Dodd—if it came off. On that point they
had their doubts. /

Perhaps Jimmy Silver had some
doubts, too. If so, he kept them to him-
self. And, at all events, the Co. were

prepared to back him up, as they always
did in the long run.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Very Flattering Request!
“ H! Come in, Dodd !’
A - Mr. Bootles blinked over his
glasses at Tommy Dodd, as
_ that cheerful youth presented
himself in the study doorway on the
following day.

“ Ygu sent for me, sir,”” said Tgmmy.

“Yes, Dodd. A gentleman at Iatcham
Camp wishes to speak to you on the
telephone,” said Mr. Bootles. = ““ As I
conclude, Dodd, that it is some relative
of yours in his Majesty’s Army, I shall
allow you to use the instrument for a few
minutes. I shall return in five minutes,
Dodd.”

“ Thank you, sir!” said Tommy, m
wonder.

Tommy Dodd had once had several
relatives in khaki, but he was not aware
that any of them had returned to the
Army. Mr. Bootles walked out of the
study, and the Modern junior picked up
the receiver, which was off the hooks.

“ Hallo!” :

“ Hallo! Ts that Thomas Dodd ?"”

% Yes,"” said Tommy. * Who's speak-
ing?” -

“ I’m speaking from Latcham. FPlease
tell me whether you are Thomas Dodd,
junior captain on the Modern side ab
Rookwood School 7"’

“ That’s me."”’

“ Very good! Would you care to bring
a junior eleven over to the camp fto
play us in a footer match 7"’

By Jove!” ejaculated Tommy Dodd.
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“Sure you don't want Bulkeley?”
asked the puzzled junior.  “I'm only in
the junior eleven here, you know.” 3

“ Yes, exactly! Our team is the—
Fleven. We
have a vacant date on the first of the
month, and should be very glad to meet
a public school junior eleven.”

Y Oh, I understand!”’
~ .“If you care to arrange the fixture,
our secretary will call upon you on
Saturday afternoon to make all arrange-
.ments. The match would be played here
—ahem !—at the camp, and there would
be. a khaki crowd—ahem! The colonel
would kick off for us. Tea afterwards in
the tent. Would you care about the

| match ?”’

Tommy Dodd’s
Would he?
Bulkeley ' would have jumped at the

eyes danced.
5

i chaice of securing a khaki match for the

Pass the eggs!”]

first eleven of Rookwood. Jimmy Silver-
(Continued on page 9.)
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I HAPPENED TO
HEAR—

—-mn e Ee—

By BAGGY THIMBLE..

That sum new food .reggerlations are
coming into forse at St. Jim's. In fewcher,
felloes will be fed akkording to there sighs!
This will be very nice for the fat chapps,
but I shudder to think of the fate of a
skinny skellington like Skimpole!

* * % -

That Knox of the Sixth intends to be
more scit-harted and less hard in fewcher,
This is good news. We nevver could stand
hard Knox! =

* * *

That Tom Merry propposes to inklood me

“in the jewnier kricket elevven, bekawse I'm

such a deadly boler. It is trew that I am
an eggspert at taking wickits. I pinched
4 a duzzen the other day from the pavvilion!

* * *

That Racke & Co. intend to hold a
smoking-konsert in the woodshed on Satter-
day evening. They’ll have to make it worth
my wile to keep my mouth shutt, and 1 can
see myself in funds for the rest of the
term!

# * *

That Mr. Ratcliffi lost a porshun of his

trowsis, owing to a sudden attack by
Herries’ hooldogg. 1 tried to simperthise
with him, but it only maid ratty Ratty

rattier!

* * *

That Marie Rivers won’t have any mersy
on me neckst time I go to the sanny with
a cold in me ear. She says I kateh them
threw lissening at keywholes. As if I should
ever dreem of doing such a thing!

* % ®

That Dockter Holmes intends, on the
okkashun of his berthday, to give a grate
sellybration. I hope the Head won’t over-
eat himself, or it will be nessessary fto
Dockter Holmes! -

» #* #*

That on the said berthday the skool will
et a hole holliday. I karn't get any of the
felloes to beleeve this; but I herd the Head
say it with my own eyes!

* * . *
That a dentist will call at St. Jim’s on
Munday to attend to our teeth. I shall

arranje to have an important appoyntment
in Wayland!

L 2 * g *
That Tom Merry akkuses me of being

an eavesdropper. I have challenjed him to
meet me in the jim, with or without gluvs!

EDITED BY

of St. Jim's, SAM

Z1Z! _BILLY BUNTER,

My Deer Reeders,—When I lay awake at
nite and look back uppon the wunderful
proggress wich my “Weekly ” has maid, I
could almost purr with plezzure!

Nevver, in the hole histery of jernalism,
has their heen such a sensashunal evvent.
We kicked off with a serkulashun of two—
my miner Sammy and myself—and our
latest figgers show that over a millyun boys

and girls reed my “Weekly.” They don't
all buy the *“Popular,’”” it's trew. In sum
cases, one koppy of the paper 1s passed

round to a duzzen people, who devour it with
Worster sorce—er should [ say rellish?

Now, this duzzent seem altogether fare.
Why should you purchiss a koppy of yore
faverite paper, hand it round to all yore
palls, and probabbly nevver sece it agane?
Why should you konvert yoreself into a free
library - for the bennyfit of others? You
should insist uppon yore chumms buying the
paper themselves. Then our serkulashun “will
sore still higher, and I shall be able to
skweeze a postle-order out of the Edditer
of the Kompanion Papers!

I've been trying to do this
time, but it’s like getting blud out of a
stoan. The Edditer is a nice man, but he’d
be a jolly site nicer if he'd let me have a
share of thq prophets! 2

Sum reeders say, “Why don’t you run
‘ Billy Bunter’s Weekly’ as an entirely
sepritt paper? Why don’t you brake away
from the ‘ Popular,” run the paper on yore
own, and make a forchune?”

This is a very good idear, but their are
menny drorbax in the way at prezzant.
Howevver, one of these days I may lornch
my “Weekly ™ as an sepritt pubblikashun,
and kollar all the prophets myself. When
that day dorns, T shall be able to take a
manshun in the West End, and roll about in
a hansom Ford car!

But enuff of these castles in Spane! We
must tern our atenshun to the prezzant, and
let the fewcher take care of itself.

I think you will agree, deer reeders, that
this is the best issew of my “Weekly » wich
has “yet appeered. I have said this evvery
week since my ‘° Weekly ” started, and 1
meen it evvery time!

I want to thank all my friends of both
seckses for there wunderful support. You
karn't go into a howse, kottage, or ralewny-
karridge without seeing ‘a koppy of my
“Weekly.,” Everybody enjoys the fine feest
of fun and fickshun wich Uncle Billy pervides
week by week. And evverybody agrees that
my famns “Weekly ” licks the “Greyfriars
Herald ” into fitts!

Pore old Wharton! He’s not a bad sort
of fello, but if he ever hopes to hecome a
grate jernalist he should studdy the methods
of yore chum, ,

for a long

Npyguge

WILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER,

Assisted by FATTY WYNN and BAGGY TRIMBLE
MY BUNTER of Greyfriars, and
TUBBY MUFFIN of Rookwood. :
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ADVICE TO
SPRING POETS.

— o —

By HORACE CODOKER.

Springtime is the poet's harvest. All the
rest of the yeer he karn't earn enuff to keep
body and sole together. But in the spring
he can jenerally kontrive—if he's a klevver
fello like me—to make ends meat.

Edditers have no use for poets, eggsept in
the spring, when they are open to reseeve
an okkasional poem, and use it as a
“fill-up.”

Even then the poet must be very kareful
to wurk on the rite lines. His verse must be
toppikal, and it must be reel poetry—not
doggrel.

George Potter, who is a studdy-mait of
mine, wrote an “Ode to Spring” the other
day. It started like this:

“See the little robin
Hopping in the snow:
Here him softly sobbin®
Fourth his tail of woe!”

Of corse, that is very tender and tuching—
in fackt, it brort teers to my eyes—but
how can it be an “Ode to Spring,” when
it menshuns snow and robins? -

Potter sent his ditty to “Punch,” and
the edditer regretts he karr't make usec of
it. So does Potter!

Now, I'll tell you how Potter should have
begun his ode:

The spring, so brite and calm and cleer,
Is (Wait a moment. Thank you 1) hear!
The birds are twittering on the bows;
The lams are frisking with the cows!

. A verse like that would melt the hart
of even thes most hardened edditer, and
Potter would have reseeved kwite a
substanshul sum of munney for his effort.

You see, you've got to be toppikal. You
karn't tork about snow in springtime.

I don’t intend to let the reeder into all
the trix of the trade, hut there is one thing
he would do well to bare in mind, and that
is the valew of repetishun. A grate man
wunce said that repetishun was the sole of

poetry. You remember Tennyson's famus
poem?
“% a leegue,
1 a leegue,
1 a leegue
Onward!”

That’s the sort of thing I meen. And it
it is yore ambishun to write a suxxessful
“Ode to Spring,” you mustn't be afrade of
repeeting yoreself.

I kannot say all that I want to say within
the kompass of this artikle, but hear are twa
verses wich will give you a very good
eggsample of what I am driving at:

“The spring is hear (Here, here!
here !)—
The spring is hear (Here, here!);
*The spring, the spring, the spring, the
‘  spring, :
The spring, the spring is hear!

The grass is greene, tiie grass is greene,
The wether's getting hotter;

‘The greeney grass is grassy greene,
(And Greene as grass is Potter!)”

Here,

If my reeders can improve on that, they
desserve to be made Poed Lorryats!

THE Porvrar.—No. 115
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THE ST. JIM’S

By MONTY

An Account of all the Latest Crimes and Con\rictibns. ‘

PCLICE COURT!

LOWTHER.

(NOTE,—Many readers are under the
impression that Greyfriars is the only
school whieh conducts police-court pro-
ceedings.© This is all rot. We've beep
doing it for months at St.  Jim’s, but
reports of the wvarious cases have not
been published. —M. L.} :

A PHOTOGRAPHER IN TROUBLE.

Harry Manners, aged fifteen, and
described as a camera-fiend, was brought
before Mr. Justice Merry at the Wood-
shed Assizes, charged with taking a
photograph of his worship whilst his
worshipful carcass was being ducked in
the school fountain. )

The Press representatives were asked
to leave the court. ;

‘ Prisoner being a photographer,” said
his worship, “the case will be held in
camera |”’

It afterwards transpired that Manners
was let off with a caution.

DAMAGES AGAINST DOG-OWNER.
. George Herries, who gave his address
as Study No. 6, Fourth Form Passage,
was sued by a nobleman, named Arthur
Augustug D’Arcy, for damage caused to
the said nobleman’s trousers by de-
fendant’s bulldog,

Mr. D’Arcy explained that this was the
fifth pair of ‘““bags’ that had been
“uttahly wuined by that vicious bwute
Towsah " :

Magistrate: *“ What do you value your
bags at?” .

Mr. D’Arcy: “ Seventeen-an’-a-tannah,
your worship.” '

Magistrate: “I will make on’ order
for defendant to pay the odd tanner.”

Defendant (excitedly}: “I’'m broke—
broke to the wide!” —

Magistrate: “Then you must pay in
twelve weekly instalments of a half-
penny.” .

BILLY BUNTER’S WEEKLY.

RACKE ON THE RACK.

A scowling youth named Aubrey Racke
was' charged with entering the tobac-
conist’s in the village, and purchasing
one hundred “Gay Dog” cigurettes.

Detective-Inspector Kerr gave evi-
dence of arrest.

Magistrate ;
court 27

Witness: “Yes, your worship.”

Magistrate: ‘““Hand ’em over!”

The jury having brought in a verdiet
of guilty, his worship complimented them
upon their intelligence, and handed them
cigarettes all round. He then lit up
himself, and, remarking that smoking
was a disgusting vice, he scutenced
prisoner to a severe bumping,

The sentence was carried out with
great vigour, and prisoner was seen to
totter away in the direction of the
sanny. .

“Are the cigarcttes in

A number of charges of study-raiding,
against Third Form fags, -vere not-
heard. His worship became suddenly
overpowered by the fumes of his cigar-
ette, and was compelled to rush out of
the court. : 2

‘ < Q¢ Collected by
2 SOME ROOKWOOD CONFESSIONS! 1epby GRACE. -2=
5 JIMMY TUBBY VAL CUTHBERT TOMMY
\ SILVER. MUFFIN. MORNINGTON. GOWER. DODD.
Who is your favourite master? Mr. Bootles. The Head. (Hope Bootles, begad! T'd sack the lot! |Monsicur Morceau.
- I get an invita- -
shun- {0  his ¢
bertiday party!) =
Which subject do you prefer in class?|History. Nun! : R%ad]i‘ng) (under the{ Cribbing. French.
esk!)
Whom do you cousider to be. Rook-|Bulkeley, ME!? Mufﬂh,hechusc{ he's{ Toss-up between | Tresham.
wood’s finest athlete? S an “all-rounder”!]{ Peele and myself.
What is your favourite dinner? ‘Roast. beef andjl should rekwire at} Roast chicken, None of the grubjSteak-and-kiduey
Yorkshire, leest two kollums we get here is] Dpie.
to anser  this worth eating! =
queschun } *
What do you want to be when you{A gemeral. The Food Kon-{A gentleman offA profiteer. Anything that's
grow up? troller. leisure, 5 “modern.”
What is your opinion, in one word,|Pifflel Top-whole! Impossible! Brrrt Tommy-rot |
of “Billy Bunter’'s Weekly “? -

'HOW TO ORGANISE A MIDNIGHT FEAST ! |

By FATTY WYNN (of St. Jim’s). i

T

First of all,"find a fellow with more
money than sense. ;

Keep your eye on the correspondence
which arrives each morning, and when
you sce a fellow flourishing a fat re-
mittance, go up to him, slap him affec-
tionately on the back, and say:

“I’ve been your bosom pal and chief
adviser ever since you came to St. Jim’s.
And Tl give you some advice now.
Don’t spend that fiver on'silly wooden
ornaments such as cricket-bats.”

“What shall T spend it on, then?” he
will ask.

“ A midnight feast to all the fellows.”

“But that won’t benefit me in any
way-~—"

“ Won't benefit you? Why, man, 1t’ll
make you the most popular chap in-the
house! Everybody will be singing your
praises, and saying what a good-hearted,
generous fellow you ave.” :
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You can’t do better than hand the cash

If you continue to argue in this way,
yowll win your point, and your pal wili
decide to give a midnight feast. Then
you must say:

“Look here, old chap, you'd better
hand your fiver over to me, and let me
see about getting in the grub. You see, |
Tve had years of experience of this sort
of thing, and I know exactly what sort
of stuff to get, and where to get it. If
you start blundering about on your own,
trying to lay in supplies, you’re bound
to make a hash of it. You'll be getting
things that the fellows abominate, such
as tinned-beef and German sausages.
over to me, and give me a free
hand.”

Having wangled the fiver into your
possession, go down to the village bun-
shop, and tell the proprietor that a couple
of St. Jim’s fellows will call at his estah-
lishment shortly before midnight. Order

all the stuff, and tell him to get it packed
ready to be handed over to the two
callers.

When the hamper of tuck arrives, ine
sist upon opening it yourself. Remove
the most tempting of the delicacies, and
slip them into the pockets of your
dressing-gown when nobody’s looking.

Post a couple of scouts on the landing,
with instructions to give a discreet cough
in the event of a master’s approach.

Scouts will need feeding, so see that
they have a chunk of cake each to
beguile their vigil.

Jefore  everybody starts feeding,
sample all the tuck yourself, in order to
ascertain that it’s pure and wholesome,
You will thus be rendering a great ser-
vice to your schoolfellows. If anybody
objects, pelt him with jam-tarts. :

Always sit in close proximity to the
tuck-hamper, or you will get “left.”

Half-way through the feed, the scouts
will give the alarm, you having bribed
them to do so beforehand., The fellows
will all stampede to their beds, and the
dorm will be plunged into darkness. You
will remain calmly where you are, and
finish off the contents of the tuck-

hamper.
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| GETTING QUITS WITH LODER!

o

“What's the little game, Squiff?”

It was Bob Cherry who asked the ques-
tion.

The majority of us were in hed in the
BRemove dorm, waiting for the prefcet on
duty to come and see lights out. But
Squiff, before getting into bed, produced
3 harge paper bag, and crossed over to the
fireplace.

“Theé game,” smd Squiff, in reply to Beb
Cherry’s question, “is to fill this bag with
soot: from the chimney, and then balance
lt—the bag, nat the clumxwy -on top of the
door.”

“My hat! You're planning a booby-trap?”

"Precisely——for Loder’s benefit. I think
everyone in the dorm will agree with me
that Loder's a cad and a beast and a hully,
and lots of other unpleasant things. He's on
duty to-might, and he’ll be along in a jiffy
to see lights out. When he come$ he'll meet
with a warm—or, should I say, a black?—
reception.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

We were mightily pleased at the thought
of Loder of the Sixth recciving a bhag of
sgot on his nupper.

At the: same time some of us were rather
alarmed. Prefect-baiting is good sport, but
the baiter doesp’t always come off hest.

Most of us realised that in preparing a booby-

trap for Loder, Squiff was playing with fire.

“Loder wnll be awfully ratty!” said Harry
Wharton. “Don’t you think you'd hetter
chuck the idea, Squiff?”

“Rats! T've been intending for a long
time to give Loder a surprise-packet. He
deserves it. Look at the difference hetween
Loder and Wm"ate' 0ld Wingate always
has 2 cheery * Good- -night !’ for us, but Loder’s

a pig. He can’t come into the dorm without”

ﬁndmg fault with somebody. The other
%t he slated Ogilvy for getting into bed
b his bags on; and when he found that
Billy Bunter had smuggled a currant-cake
under his pillow he reported it to Quelchy.”

“That’s true!” chimed in  Bunter.
“Quelchy gave me six cuts—two on each
hand.”

- “First {ime I kpew you had three ha_uds,"
said Bob Cherry. ¢

“Ha, ha, ha!”

: “Buntys got three hands all right,” sald
Peter Todd. °‘‘ He has a right hand, and a
feft hand and 3 hand in any gossip that's
going on.”

“QOh, realty, Toddy—"

. “Here we are,” said Squiff, commg away
from the fireplace with the bag ecrammed
full of soot., “Do you mingd if I stand on
your locker, Bulstrode? I can't reach the top
of the door unless I do.”

“@o ahead!” said Bulstrode.

Squiff mounted the locker, and raised the
bag of soot aloft, in order to poise it on
the door-top.

But he was too late.

The door was suddenly pushed open from
without, and the push was so vigorous and
unexpected that it took Squiff completely by

surprise. He shot backwards off the locker,
and alighted with a thud on top of Bu}-
strode.

“Ow i

“Yow

Bulstrode roared with anguish as Squiff
came hurtling on to his bed. Squiff roared,
goot and between them they rendered a finé

uet.

The bhag of soot had fallen harmlessty to
the floor, and the intended victim—Loder—
stood in the doorway, with a malicious grin
on his features.

“Sorry I spoilt the success of your little
scheme, Field!” he said, in his sarcastic
way. “You thought youw'd transform me
into a Christy minstrel—what! Well, it
didn't come off.”

Squiff sorted himself out, and faced the
prefect calmdy. But he said nothing. ;

“¥ shall have to put an end to these sort
of monkey-tricks,” said Loder. “We can’t
have prefects hombarded with bags of soot,

you kpow. These things aren’t done. You
qu lmkea five hundred—no, a thousand—
nes )

“Oh crumbs!™

&

— e —— — M

By DICK RUSSELL.,
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“Make it billicns, Loder!” murmured
Johnny Bull

“Take a hundred lines, Bull, for inso-
lence!” snapped Loder. “Get back to bed,
young Field, and don’t let me cateh you at

this sort of thing again.”

After which Ludex‘ «.\mngmahcd the lights, |

and withdrew.

‘A thousand lines!” gasped Squiff, when
the prefect had departed. *“My only aunt!
I sha'n’t have any spare time for a menth!
{’H get even with that brute Loder some-
how !

“Well, you fairly asked for trouble, youn
know,” said Wharton, “Prefect-baiting was
never a very profitabie sport.”

Squift grunted, and*apparently turned over
and went to sleep.

The buzz of voiees gradually died away,
and we all settled down to slumber:

The sehool clock had just struck the hali-

hour after ten, and I was just dozing off,:
when a sudden shrick rang through the

‘dorm.
1 sat up in hed with a start.
*“ What the thump-—-" 1 beg
Then I Lutxwd that Squiff was out of hed,

8quiff was standing on his hands, with
his feet waving wildly in the air.

and striding up and down the dorm. He
seemed to have taken leave of his semses,
for when he eame inte the moonlight’s ray
I saw that his eyes were gleammg Hke a
fanatic’s, while his arms were waving like

windmillg.

“Bquiff! Squiff, old chap!” It was DBob
Cherry’s voice. “What's wrong?”

There was ne answer. Squiff continued to
stride up amd down, staring in front of him
with glassy eyes, and periorming the mest
weird and alarming antics.

“He—he must be walking in his sleep!” I

1 stammered.

“That’'s about it,” said Harry Wharton.

i;ri“ see if I can lead him back to his
ed. ™

“Have a care!” 1 sald
dangerous sometimes.”

“But we can’t let the fellow keep on doing
this sort of thing. He'll rouse the whole
dorm in a minute.”

So saying, Wharton got out of bed, and
stepped up to Squiffi. He grasped the Aus-
tralian junior by the arm, and proceeded to
guide him back to his hed.

Squift became perfectly calm again, and
followed as meekly as a lamb. He got into
bed in a mechanical sort of way, and lay
pulecﬂy still, breathing deeply.

“He’s all nght now,” said \Hlarton in
tones of relief.

And he went back to bed.

For the space of ten minutes all was silent.

I was just beginning to doze off when the
creaking of floor-boards came to my ears.

“Hallo! Squifi’s at it again!” I muttered.
“You awake, Wharton?”

“Yes, Just look at the silly duffer! He’s
walking on his hands!

I saw that Wharton was right.

Squiff’s: body and legs were suspcnded in
the air, and he was going aleng on his hands,
as fellows sometimes do in the gynm.

“Sleepwalkers are

4
¢
é
¢
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“I don't like these sleepwalking stunis,”
said Bob Cherry, who was still awake
“There’s no knowing what the fellow might
do next. I've heard of people jumping out
of wmdo“s, and over banisters, in theit
sleep.”

I shuddered.

“We'd bct,ter go and fetch a master or
a prefect,” I said. “Loder will still he up,
Ho doesn’t turn in till eleven.”

“Good idea!” said Wharton.
Squiff back to bed first.”

He waited till Squiff was on his feet again,
and then led him back to bed, as on the
previous occasion. “Then, shppmﬂ on a dresse
ing-gown over his pyjamas, he hurried from
the dorm.

A few moments later Wharton rctmred
accompanied by Loder.

“You say that Field has been walking ia
his sleep?” =zaid the prefect.

“He’s heen doing all sorts of
LOdﬁI‘ e .

“H'm! Let’s have a look at him.”

So saying, Loder stepped towards Squiff'y
bed ‘and peered down at the junior.

“He seems quiet enough,” he remarked.

But before the words were out of Lader'y
mouth, Squiff started up in bed, with wild

“I'IE £ed

stunts,

{ and s‘carmg eyes, and proceeded tg lash ouj

with his fists.

Bitf! Biff!

“Yarooooh !”

Loder recoiled with a yell of anguish s
Squift’s knuckles crashed into his face, Then,
recovering himself, he made an effort tia
pin the junior down. But Squiff econtinued
to bit out with savage frenzy, and the pre«
feet received a terrible drubbing.

“The—the kid's clean off his rockeri”
gasped Loder. “He doesn’t know what he'§
doing. - He'll -have to be strapped to his
bed for the rest of the- night., Otherwise,
he’ll become dangerous!”

“Seems as if he’s become dangerous
already!” chuckled  Bob. Cherry. “You'll
need to ' take your chivvy inte dock for
a)texatwns and repalts Loder!”

“Ha, 'ha, hal?

“Silence!” snapped Loder. “Can you ge$
hold of some s*rap Wharton?”

“I think so,” ‘said the captain of the
Remove.

A number of portmanteau-straps were pros
duced, and Loder, assisted by Wharten ard
Bob Cherry, strapped Squiff to his bed.

“There! He'll be quite harmless now,”
said the prefect, when Squiff had been made

secure. “Wish he hadn’t run amuck like
this, though.” : : :
And Loder clasped -his damaged nasal

organ tenderly.
For some time after Loder’s dgpartme all
was quiet.

Then from the direction of Squifi’s hed
came a low chuckle.

“Come and take these straps off, you
fellows! The play-acting’s over.”

“What!” shouted Bob Cherry. “Do you

mean  to
Squifl 9

“Of course I was! I planned revenge om
Loder, and I've had it—in full!”

“ Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha!”

We felt rather dnnoyed to think that we
had been fooled., At the same time, we
could not help’ clmckhnﬂ over Loder’s dis-
comfiture.

The straps were removed from Squift’s bed,
and he -indulged in no more ;lu_pwalkmg
that night.

When we went down to brekker next morn-
ing we noticed that Leder’s nose was swollen
to nearly twice its mormal size, and that
he boasted a beautiful black eye.

Loder isn’t a handsome fellow at the best
of times, but on this occasion he locked
even more ugly than Billy Bunter—and that’s
saying a ﬂood ‘deal! (Russell, you rotter, ow
dare you take my name in vane like that?
idsl)mmt; pay you a penny for this story!—

say that you were shamming,

THE END.

l ... Another Short S_for_)/ negt week. l
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ROOCKWOOD
RIDDLES!

Evsiv d by TOMMY DODD.
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‘iHIHHrINHHlHlHE!UZHH

The following sentences contain the
1 ¢mes of various Rookwood fellows.
3 e how many you can “spot.”

1. Some fellows. don't
like the Head, but I like
the old fossil very much:

2. We cycled the other

(Silver.)

morning to Norchester. (Mornington.)
3. Several cads who

wanted to go were sent

back. st {Gower.)
4. On the way we dis-

mounted and had a run-

ning race. (Grace.)
5. We got a good view

of Rookwood from up on

_ some hill. (Pons.)

6. We saw plenty of

main roads, but never a

byway. (Raby.)

7. When friend Tubby
saw a cart he wanted a
Lift.

(Carthew.)
8. Tublby doesn’t know

how to control a cycle.
He pedalled oddly all the
time. (Lacy.)
{Dodd.)

+ 9. Trust Tubby to be
fagged when there are
any of these jobs on!
#10. “We've dodged
lessons!” I - exclaimed.
I shall miss my
‘.theolog\ 18

“We must get
back to the school,” said
someone., * Shake a leg!
Gct there somehow !"”

" 12. We fagged back to
Rook“ood and it was a
pommon sight to see a
rider roll off his ‘machine
from e\baustlon

s

{(Jobson.)
(Smythe.)

{Leggett.)

{Errol.)

N.B. —O\\mg to the fact thal my bank
balance is exactly fourpence- hdltpennv,
I am awarding no prizes |—T.

SR

THE. SORROWS =
OF SAMMY!

l'uumumu'
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“Deer Reeders,—I've cut out the rest
of the Rookwood rubbish, without my
majer’s nollidge, in order to say that
wunce agane I've been krowded out, and
kam’t kontribewt an arrtikle to this
issew.

“1 think it’s a jolly shame, but, any-
way, I meen to dror my pay as usual,
and you may eggspect to see an artikle
from my leeky pen in neckst week's
number,

4 “Billy’s a beest! And I konsidder he
ought to be mobbed and put in the
pillery or the stox—don't you?—Yore
affeckshunme, but mdtgnant pall,
“SAnMy BUNTER.”
Q‘Hx Porurar.—No. 115 i

BILLY BUNTER’S WEEKLY.
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'BEUNTER AT
THE BALL!

§By DICK PENFOLD.
o~

g

S

H

“e had a fancy-dress affair,

And Bunter promised to be there.

“He'll be disguised, an’ that’s a blessin’,”

Said Mauly, “wonder what he’ll dress
in?”’

“He’ll be a gay young cavalier,”
Said Toddy, “or a halberdier.

Or he may be a knightly victor,

A porpoise, or a boa-constrictor !’

“In my opinion,” said Dick Rake,
“A ripping Falstaff he would make!
He’s so substantial, round, and plump,

His chest is like a camel’s hump!”

We waited in expectancy, -

To see what Bunter’s dress would be.
We made all manner of surmises,
Then came the sharpest of surprises!

For Billy Bunfer waddled in,

His features wore a cheerfu! grin.

His garb was weird and quaint and odd.
My only aunt!” gasped Peter Todd. ’

For Bunter was a startling sight,
A frabjous freak, a perfect fright!
His “bags " were where his coat should

And vice-versa, as you see!

His socks were jummed upon his “nats,
Within his shoes he’d hid his fists.

His cuffs and gloves were on his feet,
No wonder Cherry gasped, “I'm beat!”

A topper, upside-down, was perched

Upon his head; aud as he lurched,
He shed jam-tarts upon the floor—
The Common-room was in a roar!

“1 say, you fellows, ain’t I smmart?
My dress is quite a work of art!

I'm game to dance with anybody;
Say, will you be my partner, Toddy?”

Then came a loud, insistent shout,
Of *“Put the silly duffer out!”
Twelve boots came swiftly on the acent,

- And Billy Bunter—well, he went!

III!II!IHIIIIII!lilllIIIII!IHIIHIII!HIHIMIHHHIIIHIHIU’ =

IF I WERE
HEAD!

By CYRIL PEELE
(Thz Gay Doz of R okwood)

-% IHHIHIHHHIIllll!lHlllll!llllil!lliih!lIIIHHHIIHIHII I

There's a pretty big “IF " about
that, I'm thinking I Miracles don't
hu.ppen nowadays, and I'm not likely
to be head of anything—certainly not
of my class, because if there's anything
I abominate it's lessons!

But we will assume for a moment that
I've been given the headmastership of
Rookwood.

The first thing I should do would be
to sack old Manders. And before he -
went I should treat him to a dose of his
own medluxu—alx stinging cuts on éach
hand

Mum]m's is a tyrant and a beast, and
I should delight to see him drumeed out
of Rookwood !

(Hope Manders doesn’t happen to read
this article, by the way.)

Secondly, 1. should put my pal
Gower in charge of the Classical side,
and my pal Lattrey in charge of the
Moderns. Prefects would be abolished,
and Gower and Lattrey would be my
first lientenants.

Thirdly, I should revise the rules ot
the school. As they stand at present,
no fellow is permitted to smoke “or
ganble or break bounds. I should alter
this rule entirely, and turn the tuckshop
into a tobacconist’s. Cigars would be
sold to the seniors, and cigarettes to the
juniors.

Silly games like football and cricket

THHHHE

would go by the board, and nap and

poker would be substituted. 1 myself
should play nap with old Bootles every
evening, because 1 feel sure I should be
able to fleece him!

Smoking-conceris would take place
regularly i all the Common-rooms, and
“nutty ' apparel would be worn on all
occasions.

Late passes would be given to those
who wanted them, on condition they
were back at Rookwood by three in the
morning, when the gates would be
locked.

Rising-bell would sound at midday,
and ‘“morning " lessons would be pest-
poned until after tea!

I -should make it a hard and fast
rule that no seholarship boys should be
admitted to Rookwooed. Every new kid
would have fo prove that his pater was
a war profiteer or a man who had made
his pile by fleecing others.

The governors, at my dictation, would
have to increase my salary to two thou-
sand a year; and I should employ a staff
of twenty servants. If Jimmy Silver
behaved himself T might feel mchned to
make him my -private boot-boy

Oh, yes, I should be in my clement if
I were the Head! There would be no
limit to the improvements I should bring
about in the school routine. The prigs
and the Puritans would have a sorry tirue
of it, and the gay dogs would live on
the fat of the land.

Jove, it fairly makes my mouth water
to imagine myself as Head !

I'd give 'xnythmg to be able to strut
about i Dr. Chisholm’s gown and
mortar-bhoard.

But, as I say, miracles don’t happen
no“adays and [ suppose I must resi
myself to remaining a humble Fourth-
Former, 1 shall continue to live in an
atmosphere of lines and lickings—in fact,
I expect I shall be pulverised for ha.vmg
dared to write this article.
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would have given one of his ears for such
o chance. And it had fallen to Tommy
Dodd !

“ Oh, rather!” gasped Tommy into the
transmitter. “ We shall be jolly glad!
I’ll bring over a Modern team.”

‘ Exactly! T have heard that the
Modern side at your school is & long way
:ahead of the Classical side in footer, and
we want a good gante. That’s why P've
rung you up.”’

.. I see you. know all about it,” agreed
Tommy Dodd. * The Classicals think
they can play, but, of course, we can play
their heads off. We'll be glad to see your
secretary.” ; :
i % Good! I’'m the man! Then I'li drop
4in- on . Saturday afternoon, about three.
That suit you?”’

- Right on the nail!”

“Done! Good-byel” . °

- Good-bye " ;
_:Tommy Dodd replaced the receiver on
the hooks, and tore out of the study.
He was in a hurry to impart that stun-
“.ij]g news to his chums on the Modern
side.

In five minutes all the Modern side at
Rookwood knew that Tommy Dodd’s
eleven had been challenged to a khaki
match, and that the khaki secretary
was coming on Saturday afternoon to
arrange details.

Needless to say, the Moderns rejoiced.

A crowd of them rushed over to
acquaint - the Classicals with the news.
‘They swanked a little about it. Swank
was excusable under the circumstances.
It wasn’t every junior team at school
that was asked to a match with a real,
live khaki eleven on a military ground,
with a real live colonel to kick off the
ball for them. !

The news was - received with in-
credulity on the Classical side.

Jimmy Silver, as it happened, was
absent. But when he came in on his
‘bike fromr a long spin, he heard the
news. Tommy Dodd, with a pardonable
pride, told hum before & crowd in the
Common-room.

“Gammon !”
shaking his head.
. “Why, you ass?” exclaimed Tommy
Dodd wrathfully.

*They’d ask the Schoel Junior Eleven,
if they asked anybody,” said Jimmy
Silver, with another shake of the head.
“1f they know anything about Rook-
wood, they must know that the Moderns
can’t play-footer. You admit that your-

" self, Doddy?” |
“ Tommy Dodd’ did not admit that him-
self. He snorted. :

“ Faith, the secretary’s coming to.see
us about 1t on Saturday!” said Tommy

"

said  Jimmy  Silver,

oyle. :

“Well, I'll swallow that when F see
him,” said Jimmy Silver. ‘

“ Oh, you’re g silly ass!” said Tommy
Dodd disdainfully.  “The fact is, I'm
vather sorry to see you get the cold
shoulder like this, Silver. If you like, I'l
make room for you in thd team.”

_ “It’s going to be a Modern team!”
exclaimed Coaok. ;

“Yes, T know. But we can make room
for Silver. After all, he’s a good half,
though he’s a Classical.”

Jimmy Silver grinned. = .

“Want me to captain the team?”’ he
asked. . : :
“No jolly feart” said Tommy Dodd:

promptly and emphatically.

“Then I shall Havé to declifie “wwith'!

thanks.” : :

A T4 1O

* Magnet’

“Well, you can go and eat coke!”
said Tommy Dodd. * After all, we shall
be stronger withont any Classicals.”

Most of the Moderns agreed on that.
Tommy Dodd was very caveful in his
selection of the eleven. He was con-
siderably exasperated by Jimmy Silver’s
want of faith. But, as a matter of fact,
Tommy himself might have had some
doubts about the genuineness of the tele-
phone message, but for the fact that the
Drummer Boys’ secretary was to call on
Saturday to make arrangements. That
circumstance, of course, banished ali
doubta. -

The Moderns looked forward to Satur-
day, and the arrival of the Drummer
Boys’ secretary, with great keenness.
So did the Classicals—especially Jimmy
Silver & Co. :

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Chap from Latcham!

«y YERE he ist?.
H © Saturday at last, and the

three Tommies were waiting

at the gates of Rookwood.
The Fistical Four had gone out on their
bicycles—perhaps for a picnic, as Jimmy
Silver had. taken a large and well-filled
bag with him. But the Moderns were
not bothering about the Fistical Four.
They were thinking about the secretary
of the Drummer Boys’ F.C,

A youth came wheeling up at a good
rate on a bieycle to the school 'gates, and
the three Tommies eyed him eagerly.
Was this.the sec.?

He was not in khaki. But he wore a
khaki cap, which looked very soldierly.
His face was very red, and there was a
trace of moustache on his upper-lip. But
what wae most striking about him was a
bandage over ane side of the face, which
concealed one eye, one cheek, and one
ear. Apparently the youth had met with
some accident that had severely damaged
his face.

He jumped off his machine, and looked
at the three juniors, touching his khaki
cap with a military salute. -

“Is this Reokwood?” he asked, in a
high-pitched but quite agreeable voice.

“Right!” said Tommy Dodd.

“Perhaps you would be kind enough
to tell me where to find Thomas Dodd ?”

“I’m the chap,” said Tommy. “ You're
the Drummer Boys’® F.C. sec., I sup-
pose?” -

“Pm the man.” : :

Tommy Dedd shook hands with th
young stranger heartily.

“ Jolly glad tosee you,” he said. “Trot
in, Leave your bike at the lodge. You
-take it, Cooky. You seem to have had
a bit of an accident.”

The newcomer passed one hand over
his bandaged face.

“It’s.dangerous to get too near a gun
when they're testing it,” he said.
“Never mind. All in the day’s work.”

The three Tommies could not help feel-
ing a keen admiration for the youth who
made so light of what was evidently a

.serious accident. They marched him
in  across the quadrangle in great
triumph.  The ° khakt cap attracted

glances from all sides, and a crowd of
fellows came up to be introduced to the
drummer, whose fame appeared to be
Avgent—rather a Frenchified name,
Tommy Dodd thought, though the chap,

what could he seen of him, did not look

at all French.
“By gad,
Mornington

enough
his

it’s genuine
remarked to

not bein’ asked.”

“Jolly good, too!” said Townsend.

“ All the same, it’s queer they should

i| have

asked - the
sevatch lot.”

Moderns—a ‘rotten
*Might have asked us, by gad!” re-

! agéin this week !

]’!'
chums,.
“It's one in the eye for Jimmy Silver

9

marked Smythe of the Shell, tuining hig

 eyeglass on the youth in the khaki cap,

“The Modern ecads will
about this no end.” ¥
Smythe was right there—the Moderns
did show just a little swank. It wal

be swankin’

really the first time that the grea
superiority of.the Modern side had been
recognised outside the school, >

Twenty fellows ~gathered round the
youth from Latcham, to march him intd
Mr. Manders’ house. He was mavched
up to Tommy Dodd’s study, where 2 ted
of unusual magnitude was ready. The
Drummer admitted that he had brought
an _appetite with him, and he seemed to
enjoy the davish hospitality of Tommy
Dodd -& Co. The study was, crowded
with Modern fellows, .~ ;

Unfortunately, it appeared that Master
Argent - could stay only half an hour,
But half an hour ‘was enotgh for a rip-
ping tea, and for all arrangements for
the footer match to be made.

Those arrangements were
noted down by Tommy Dodd,

The Modern eleven was to arrive ab
Latcham Camp not later than half-past
two ‘on the first of the month—unfortu-
nately a Friday. But they were certain
to get permission to get off. They could
bring any number of friends with them.
All would be welcome to a tremendous
spread in the tent after the match.

There was no room for Classicals in the
crowded study. But Tommy Dodd did
wish that Jimmy Silver hadn’t been out
that afternoon. He would have liked
Jimmy to see that youth from Latcham,
and have his doubts dispelled at ence.

“Thanks awfully, you fellows,” said
Master Avgent, as he rose from the
table. “It’s really good of you to treat
me like this. I’ll see you again on the
firsg.” P
“ What-ho!” .
ure you musi;ga?”’ .
“Yes. We're  not quite ouvr own
masters in the Army, you know,” said
the secretary, smiling with the visible
side of his face. =+

“Yes, I understand. We'll see you
off at the gates,” said Tommy.

A Modern “army marched down to the
gates with the popular visitor.

Tommy Cook wheeled out his bicycle
for him. Tommy Dodd held it while he
mounted. The visitor shook hands with
the three Tommics and half a dozen
other fellows, and they gave him a cheer
as he cycled away at last. ’

The Moderns turned in at the gates
wiith looks of great satisfaction. 'They
bestowed superior glances upon ihe
Classicals—who weren’t asked o a khak:
match. =

The visitor rode away at a good raie
towards Coombe. He did not go so far
as the village, however. After a glance
back over his shoulder, he turned into
the footpath through the wood.

He had followed the footpath about
half a mile when' he came upon three
juniors’ who i ivere . eating sandwiches,
with three bikes leaning against the
trees. Then he jumped down.

“Well 27 said Lovell, Raby, and New-
come, in one voice.

The bandaged youth chuckled.

‘“All serene:” - : ?

“You weren't
Lovell. i 2

“Of course nof,

“Oh, my hat t” e R

If the thrée Tommies could have been
present just then they would not, pro-
bably, have been so pleased with their
visitor. ‘The ‘youth ‘from Latcham tock
off the ‘khaki cédp, and peeled off the
bandage from “his face. Then, in spite
of the ¥réddened - complexion  and the
darkened eyebrdws it would ‘Rave been

Tae Poptisn—Na il5.

carefully

~said  Tommy Dodd.
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spotted 2”7 ‘yelled

fathead !
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“quite easy to recognise Jimmy lever of

. know.

10 ** Marooned!' A gran& taleofadventure which befalls Harry/Wharton B Co.=

the Fourth.
“The -bandage did - it!” pgrinned
Jimmy Silver. “I don’t think I should

“have passed muster without that.”

“Ha, ha, ha!
“And the khaki cap!” chuckled
:Jimmy. “It was worth the four bob we

gave for it at the Hinks’—what? And it

- will come in, too, for some of our merry
. dramas,
_in the_ brook, and get this clobber off,

Now I'll give my face a wash

and we'll get home.”

The cheery Jimmy stripped off his
clothes—under which he wore his Rook-
wood Etons,

“Here’s the sandv;'iches Jimmy_.”
chuckled Raby.
“Thanks! I've had my tea.’

-Lovell yelled.

“Did they stand you tea?’’
“(ertainly—a toppmo spread !"”
~“Ha, ha, ha!

“1 was a distinguished visitor, you
There. was no end of. hospltahty
I was introduced to half the Modern
side—""

The Co. yelled.

““And they’re commg over to Lntoham
at half-past two!”

“Oh erumbs!”

“On the First of Aprll {2

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Amd I can only say I hope they’ll
eujoy themselves. Thev are getting per-
mission to get off. With sowme of the
others. We shall have to wangle it as
well.  Simply must see Tommy’s face
when he reaches the camp !”

The Fistical Four roared tiil the wood

" echoed. Jimmy Silver chortled while he

was washing the make-up from his face.

An hour later four cheery cyclists
arrived at Rookwood—one of them with
a bag tied on his handlebars. As the
Fistical Four went into the School House
Mornington & Co. met them, evidently
in cheery spirits. The slight put upon
Jimmy Silver by the invitation to the
Modern - Eleven delighted the Nuts of

‘the Fourth, and they wanted’ to “rub 1t

“appointed.

“Pn) )ou were ott, Sllvet = grmned
Motnington.
. “ Anything happened 7" asked Jimmy
carelessly.

“The khaki sec. has been over,” said
Townsend. ‘“‘He’s fixed it all up with
Tommy Dodd, I hear.”
- “Honest Injun?”
seriously.

“Neo es, by gad!" eaid l\rlormngton
i There s some chaps who don’t think the
end study is the salt. of the earth, you
see. I dare say you'll wonder for weeks
why they didn’t ask you to play the
match at Latcham.” -

“ Well, xts a bit odd, isn't it?" said
Jimmy. ‘““As junior captain, I ought
to h'lve got the invitation, really.”

‘“Puts your nose out of joint a bit—
what 2" chuckled Townsend.

“Oh, 1 don’t mind! I wish Tommy
Dodd luck. I shall bike over to ses them
at Latcham on the First, anyway.”

Jimmy Silver passed on with his
chums, leaving the Nuts somewhat dis-
But Morny shook his head.

“You bet he doesn’t like it, all the
same !” he said. ‘“It's one in the eye
for Jimmy Silver, however he chooses
to take it.”

asked  Jimmy

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Not a #Viatch.
“H

AVING a brake?” . asked
‘Jimmy Silyer affably.
It was the “Tirst ” at last.

April was ushered in by bright

sunshine dnd the weather was excellent.
It was- really almost good enough for
"rloket
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"enough to let them go.

T‘h‘w ‘had been very lucky to get the
afternoon off, and several other fellows
were follox\mg

“Yes, we're having a brak@ said
Tommy Dodd, with a gemal smile.
Tommy was foelmg in great spirits that
day. “Bit too “far to walk. Besides,
we must put on a bit of style for a khaki
match. I'll find room for you in the
brake, if you’d like to come over.”

¢ Biking it,” said Jimmy cheerily.

“You're coming to watch us?” asked
Towle.

“Certainly " I wouldn’t miss it for

worlds !"- -
“T1 must say you're takmg it decently,
Silver,” said rlomm) Dodd. *Some chap=

would have groused at bemg left out like
that.”

“No fear!” sald Jimmy. ““You're
welcome to all you get at Latcham,

Tommy. I’ ouly hope yow'll enjoy it.” |
“Same here !” chuckled Lovell.
“Blest if I see where the cackle

comes in!” said Tommy Dodd, puzzled.
“TIt's a feather in our cap. One up for
Rookwood, too: Hallo here comes the
brake !” {

The Modern footballerq were ready,
in coats and mufflers, -to take their places
in the brake. The brake was a large

| one, but there was none too much room,
- for everv Modern fellow who could cram

himaself in was going.  There was no
room for Classicals. Any Classicals who
wished to go had to bike it after the
brake.

The
going.

Fistical Four,
Mr. Bootles

of course, were
had been kind

They had their
own reasons. - The - Colonial Co. also
wheeled their machines out.

1t was re.aILy very flattering to the
Moderns. The Classical cyclists seemed
to be in high good-humour, too. Tommy
Dodd was burprised to see such a bunch
of Classical juniors following the brake.
He was not aware that Jimmy Silver had
been- passing-a whisper round among
them, which made them very keen to
see the denouement at Latcham Camp.

It was a gloricus day. The sun, as if
to make up for late misbebaviour, was
shining merrily.
trilled choruses in more or less melodious
tones as the brake rolled away up and
down the high-roads and lanes for
Latcham. The bunch of cyclists behind
were in équally high spirits. Their faces
almost contmudlly wore smiles.

Latcham town came in view at last,
and the brake, with its faithful followers,
rolled through the High Street, and out
of the town again, to the khaki camp
outside.

The great camp stretched far over the
moor. = At the gate on the road the brake
stopped. Several motor-lorries and other
vehicles were coming out, and the brake
had to wait for them. Tommy Dodd
scanned the gateway.
expected Master Argent, that agreeable
secretary of the Drummer Boys’ F.C., to
be at the gates to welcome the arriving
team. But Master Argent was nowhere
to be seen. He was not, .as a matter of
fact, far away, if Tommy Dodd had only
known it.

The Rookwood cyclists stopped, and
stood by their machines, waiting for
eventualities. Exactly what was going
to happen, Jimmy Silver did not know}
but he knew that it was nothing like
what the merry Moderns- expected to
happen.

“ Argent doesn’t seem to be here”
said Tommy Dodd. ‘““That blessed
sentry’s
a footer team before.
been left with him.
anyway.’

The sentry at ﬂle gates had come a

I dare say word’s
I'll speak to hlm

3

down from the brake to speak to

The Modern fellows.

He bad bhalf

staring at us as if he'd never seen-

little nearer, and '[omm; Dodd ;lumps-d
im

“Hallo! What's wanted?” asked the
man -in khaki, eveing Tommy curiously.

“We're the eleven from Rookwgod,”
explained Tommy Dodd

The sentry stared.

he asked.

“You're the what?”

“The foothall team from Rookwood,”
said Tommy. ““Haven't we come to the
right gate?”

“You cut off I said the sentry stmnl‘
“This isn’t the pla(‘e to come and play
your little jokes, Master Schoolboy I

“It isn’'t a joke,” said Tommy Dodd
impatiently. “We're the Rookwood
School Eleven, and we’ve come for the
match.”

“The what?”

“The football match, of course.
you know where Argent is?”

“Argent?”

“Yes; the semetazy of the Dxummel
Boys’ Football Club.”

“The—the—the—the what?” yelled the
sentry.

“The Drummer Boys’ Football Club I”
ho“led Tommy Dodd. “1 suppose
you've heard of it?"

The soldier blinked at him. His first
impression was that it was a school
“lark.” But Tommy Dodd’s earnestne
impressed him a little, and he was
plexed. The Modern fellows in the
brake were begiuning to look a little
uneasy.

The  Classicals standing by the bl\ea
were all smiles.

“ First I've heard of it,’ Sdld tne
sentry good-humouredly. “Sule you’ve
come to the right place? This is L&tcham
Camp.”

“ Yes, that's right.”

¢ Here, Bill,” shouted the sentry to
another man wwithin the gates, * have
you ever heard of the Drummer Boys'
Football Eleven here?”"

¢ Oh, don’t be funny!
of Bill.

“ What's all this?"’ asked a deep voice,
as a big, bronzed sergeant came out of
the gates. ‘‘ Now, then, what do yon
want 2"’

= V\e ve come to play the football
match,” said the bewildered Tommy
Dodd. ‘“It’s for this afternocon. Chap
named Argent—-"’

‘“ Never heard the name.”

‘“ He's secretary of the Drummer Boys’
Football Club—""

¢ Never heard of it,” said the sergeant
suspiciously. ‘‘ Jf thls is a lark, young
man, I warn you—-"

“ Do you think we should hire a brake,

Do

" was the reply

and come ten miles for a lark ?” howled
Tommy Dodd.

The sergeant grinned.

“Well, I s'pose not. But wait a
mmute young gentleman, and I'll in-
quire.’

“ Thank you!’ said Tommy Dodd
gratefully.

_The sergeant went in. The rest of the
Modern footballers had gathered round
Tommy Dodd now, in a puzzled ind
worried frame of mind. It was simply
extraordinary that the eleven they had
come to play had never been heard of in
Latcham Camp.

A handsome young heutenant came out
after a few minutes, and gave the Rock-
wood juniors a gemal smile.

‘“ Come, now, what is it ?"" he asked.

Tommy Dodd went on laberiously
through ¥1is explanation once more. The
sentry and the sergeant were grinning.
The lieutenant's lips were twitching.

“I'm afraid you ve come to the wrong
shop my lad,’”” said the officer. You
can’t come in here, that’s certain. And
there isn’t any football match on for to-
day, and if there were a drummer boys
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eleven in the camp, I
have heard of it.”

‘“My only hat!”
in utter dismay.

should certainly

gasped Tommy Dodd,

© “'Did you look at the calendar .before |

© you started !’ asked the lieutenant, sith
a smile,

** The—the calendar ?”’ ° stuttered
Tommy Dodd. 3
““Yes. You might have noticed then

that it was the First of April,”’ said the
young man, laughing. “I'm afraid
somebody has been pullin’ your leg,
young friend. Good-afternoon !

The - natty young gentleman disap-
peared, still smiling. - Tommy Dodd &
Co: looked at one another in blank dis-
may. .
* The—the—the First of April!"’ re-
peated Tommy Dodd mechanically.

S April © fools!” - mumbled Tommy
Cook. o T

*“ Spoofed ! stuttered Tommy Doyle.
“.Oh, Howly mother av Moses! If I iver
get within hittin’ distance of that spal-
:peen, Argent o

““ Oh, what a sell I

“*Ha; ha; ha'!”

The Modern -footballers climbed back
into their -brake. It was only too clear
that they had, unintentionally, assisted
some practical joker in eelebrating the
famous -anniversary. - There was a wild
yell of laughter from the Classical
erowd.

*+The Meoderns’ faces were crimson.

“ Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Jimmy Silver:

& Co, as they dragged their bikes out
mto the road.

“ Oh, shut ~up!” snapped Tommy
Dodd. = “ Wait till ' I meet that chap
Argent again!”’

‘“ Ha, hs, ha!”
¢ You'd like to meet him?” asked

Jimmy Silver, pausing with one leg over’

the saddle.

f‘\Vmi}dn’t I just??
Dodd, clénching his fists.

“Then I'll manage it for you,” said
Jimmy.

“ Youl"

panted Tommy

“ Certainly! Do .you remember any of:
the French yowve “learned at Rook.'

wood ?°7 7
- ;:,French! What’s that got to do with
it ? A :

“Lots!” chuckled Jimmy Silver.
‘ What's the  French for Silver,
Tommy.?” :

“Eh? Afgent, of course!”

* And what’s the English for Argent?”

11

Boys’ team,’’ he said.

Tommy Dodd jumped down from the brake and walked up to the sentry.
' We’re the football eleven from Rookwood, come to play the Drummer
‘“ The what ? ** yelled the soldier.
Brummer Boys’ team In this camp !’ (See Chapler 4.)

‘‘ There ain’t no

: ";Sih'erl” said Tommy Dodd mysti-

ed.
‘ Exactly!” said Jimmy, while his

chums reared.. “ And there you are!”

* Why—what—what—"" light
began to dawn upon Tommy Dodd, and
his- look grew . positively Hunnish.
* Argent—Silver—you——""" *

“ Queer that a bit of a bandage over a
chap’s ehivvy should make such a differ-
ence, isn’t it 7 said Jimmy.

“ You—you—you—-""

“ Now you know why Master Argent
arranged the match for the First of
April I roared Jimmy Silver. ¢ Good-
bye!”

‘way ahead of the-brake.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were home a long
By thetime the
Modern: foothballers- arrived, they found
the whole::schepl . in possession of the
story, ' and . yelling: over it. Hewls of
laughter greeted the Modern heroes au
they -sneaked in, and crawled away to
thewr House to hide their blushes,

The procession of the Classical Players
was quite forgotten now. The prestigo
of the end study avas quite restored by
that extraordinary jape by which ihe
luckless Moderns had been fooled on the
First. .

THE END,

Aaaaaaa s s s S S eSS S TSPV ST R s S e S 2 SRS OO
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z (Cont!nued from page 7.)

““No, sir—only a slight touch of tooth-
ache;” said Leigh, turning red.

“You had it at breakfast. this morn-
ing; T think,? ! :

“Ye-es, sir:?:

‘* 1f there is-anything wrong with your
teeth, Leigh, you should see the dentist
at once. The matter may become very
sevious if neglected.” -

“It's—it’s all right, sir. I-I had a
nasty. jar on the jaw yesterday, and that
started it,” said Leigh hastily, “That’s
all, sir.”

* Oh, very well I

“My only 'hat!”
Cherry. . 3

Leigh caught Bob’s eye, and hecame
erimson. ‘He had told Bob that mom-
ing that it was not-the kneck on the jaw
that-had started his toothache, and now

murmured Bob

'THE BOY WITH ||
A SECRET! |}

he had told Myr. Quelch the direct
opposite, It was evidently Bob’s inquiry
that had put the thought into his head.
But why should he lie? Was he only
pretending to have the toothache?

Bob' Cherry felt a sense of “disgust.
There was a wiliness, a tortuousness
about ‘Cecil Leigh that aroused all his
repugnance. _The fellow had some good
qualities, but why was he such an arrant
frar? ; .

Leigh was thinking little enough
about the lie. He had embarked upon a
course at Greyfriars that could not be
followed without lying, and every fresh
lie had to be supported and buttressed
up by more lies. It flashed across

t Leigh’s mind sometimes that he would

have done more wisely to tell the plain
truth at the start. But——  And,
besides. it was téo late now. He was
committed to the line he had started
to follow.

After dumer, Léigh walked down to
the' Cloisters; and remained theve till
the ‘bell rang for afternoon school.
During afternoon school he had some
repose, but the eloud settled on his face
again when the Remove were dismissed.’

Nobody took any special interest in
Cecil TLeigh’s moods and expressions;
but had a_ youthful Sherlock Holmes
been watching him, it would infallibly
have been that Leigh was in momentary
terror of meeting somebody who was in
the house, and whom he might run
against by chance at any moment,

And the bitter part of it was that he
knew the meeting must come about sonie
time. He was only staving off the evil
hour, e

But it gave him time to think. Not
that thinking had helped him much so
far. He could not think of a way out
of the strange and troublesome dilemma
that he found ‘himself in. Tt was so
utterly unexpected, so unheard of, he
could not posibly have foreseen anything
of the kind.  What to do now he did not

know, except” to ‘dodge as long as
possible—exposuare ! 5
How long would that be?
THE END.
(Another splendid complete Grey

Jriars stovy next week, eatitled ‘* The
Snob!” By Frank Richards.)
THr Porursr.—No. 115
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THE OPENINQ CHAPTERS..
Dick Trafford, a high-spirited, fearless

boy of St. Peter’s Sehocl, comes to
the conclusion, after a meeting with his
chums, that the true charaeter of Dr.
Jasper Steele, the unscrupulous head-
master, must be recvealed before the
Board of Governors, who are meeting «
the school on the morrow.

In the headmaster's study he catches
sight of a letter to a firm of caterers,
which he sees will help him in his task.

The governors arrive. Whilst they
are reviewing the assembled school in
the Quadrangle, one of them, Sir Peter
Maxwell, who haed been gazing at the

school  clock-tower, pulls = out his
binoculars and serutinises the tower
closely. He sees a 7piece of paper

ottached~to the wéather-vane flying in
che breecze. When he draws the atften-
tion of the school towards it, Dick steps
forward, and, to the astonishment of
cverybody,“declares that it was he who
put it up there that morning.
“You put it up there this morning?”
echoed Str Peter. * Then why?”
(Now read on.)

Brought to Light!

13 ECAUSE it is only right that you

3 B should see what i3 written upon

it!” replied Dick quickly.

: was determined that you should,
and so I put it there, hoping that one of

.the governors might notice it and com-
ment upon it. Now, sir, may I get it
down for you?”

“You will do no such thing!” roared
Dr. Steele. ‘I forbid it!” ;

“And I give you full permisson to get
it down again, my boy!” cut in Sir Peter
Maxwell. “And you keep quiet, Dr.
Steele,” he added softly, turning upon
the doctor. ‘‘There is something deuced
queer in all this—something very sus-
‘gi)cious——and I'm determined to get to the

“bottom of it all. Cut along, my boy,”
he concluded, as he patted Dick upon the
shoulder, “and good luck to you!”

' Dick needed no further bidding, but,
with & whoop of joy, he sprang away,
flinging his cap and jacket to the ground
as he ran.

. Simultaneously the whole school turned
and gazed after Dick’s running figure.

“What did it all mean?” was the
thought which assailed every boy of St.
Peter’s. “Was Daredevil Dick really
going to scale that sheer, sloping spire?
If so, this would be the last word in his
rveckless fearlessness !”

But- a moment later all doubt was
-swept aside, as they saw Dick thrust the
toe of his right boot into the slot of the
letter-box in the front door of the school,
and, seizing- the knocker in his hand,
drag himself up.

The great climb: had started !

Spellbound and hushed to awed silénce,
the boys, masters, and governors looked
on. °

'i‘hey saw Dick reach the stone arch
Tue Porurar.—No. 115.
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over the door, using the carved school-
arms as his only- hand and foothold.

Now he was upon the slanting slate
roof of the school, clambering up, up all
the time.

Fvery moment took him nearer the
spot where the tall, steep spire rose high
up into the sky above the chimney-pots.

Ile reached it, and the thrilled on-
lookers saw him pause for breath.

There were those amoungst the masters
and governors who thought for a moment
that Dick had wavered in his intention,
but not one of the boys of St. Peter's
considered that. -

They knew Dick Trafford better than

that—Dare-devil Dick Trafford!

Iad they not heard Dick’s own state-
ment that he had already climbed to the
top of the spire that very morning?

- .What he had once accomplished he
could do again.

Then they saw Dick bend down and re-
move his heavy leather boots, and, with-
drawing from his pocket a pair of light
rubber gymnasium shoes, he drew them
on. Dick had come on parade that after-
noon fully equipped to get that piece of
paper.

This done, he started upon the most
perilous part of his climb.

Slowly, foot by foot, he commenced to
ascend the spire. A i

“ Heaven knows how he gets any foot-

hold at all!” .exclaimed Sir Peter
beneath his breath. . “The boy's a
marvel !”

Now Dick was half-way up the spire,
and his task, although increasing in
danger every second, was at the same
time becoming easter, inasmuch as he
was now ‘able to curl his'arms about the
tapering spire and work his way slowly

up.

‘At length he reached the very pinnacle
of the spire, and those who watched saw
him swing a leg over one of the gilded
metal arms which showed the point of the
compass, and take a breather.

A rousing cheer rang out from the
boys, and more than one of the gover-
nors, and even a master, rose to greet
and encourage him, : ;

Dick waved his hand cheerily to those
below, and then snatched the sheet of
paper from the gilded arrow, giving ita
knock as he did so which sent it spin-
ning round in a grotesque fashion.

Then he thrust the paper safely into
his pocket and swung his leg from off
the compass arm, preparatory to com:-
mencing his descent.

As all must know who have ever done
any climbing—be it but the scaling of a
cliff at the seaside whilst on holiday—a
descent is fraught with more danger than
an ascent.

One is obliged 1o look down, and then
it is that-the height is realised, and dizzi-
ness may result,

But not so with Dick Trafford.

His nerves were of iron, and his grip
sure and strong.

Slowly and with great caution he com-
menced his return to the ground.

Exploits of a High Spirited and Fearless Boy,
Whose Wild Pranks Cause Him to be Expelled
frem the School and Join a Cinema Company.

By PAUL 'PROCTOR.

o

At length he was down from the spire,
and had rcached the slate roof of the
school itself. : :

The rest was child’s-play as compared
with the actual scaling of that spire, and
a couple of minutes later he had leaped
lightly down to the ground level omnce
more.

Again_the boys burst into a tumult of
applause ‘as Dick ran breathlessly across
the playground towards Sir Peter Max-
well, joyously and triumphantly waving
the paper above his head.

He thrust it into Sir Peter’s hands,
and as he did so Dr. Jasper Steele saw
and recognised it.

It was a copy of the letter he had
written to ‘“The Bostable Catering
Society,” which Dick had that morning
taken from his desk in his study.

Springing forward, Dr. Steele tried to
snatch the paper from Sir Peter’s grasp,
but the governor drew it hastily away
out of the headmaster’s reach.

“Pardon me, Dr. Steele,” he said
icily, “but you forget yourself, I think!
I am paying fifty pounds for this docu-
ment. It is therefore my property !”

The headmaster fell back, the light of
baffled rage in his eyes.

Smoothing the paper out, Sir Peter
Maxwell began to read the typewritten

| words upon 1t, and as he did so an ex-

pression of surprise and anger rose to his

face.
The letter was addressed to a Mnr.
James Bryant, the manager of the

Bostable Catering Society.

“Dear Bryant,” read Sir Peter,—“ On
the Tuesday of next week the governors
of 8t. Peter’s are paying their annnal
visit to the school.

“It would not do either of us any good
if they were to see the class of focd we
are in the habit of giving the boys, and I
therefore suggest that you act as upon
previous similar occasions, and-supply
exlceptionally good food for this day
only.

“I quite understand, of course, that
there will be no surplus cash for us to
share out as usual over this one day’s
catering, and, in fact, I do not mind if
it -costs even more than the correct
allowance; in which circumstances you
can deduct the balance from your next
commission chequeé you send me. i

“Yours faithfully,
““ JASPER STEELE.”

Sir Peter finished reading the letter,
and, without a word, handed it to one of
the other governors.

Then, turning to Dick, he withdrew
his pocket-case, and, counting out ten
five-pound notes, he thrust them into his
hand. .

“You were perfectly correct, my boz,”
he said quietly, “‘It was quite right
that I should see this letter. I offered
fifty pounds for it, and you risked your
life to get it for me. Take the money,
my lad, and good luck to you!”

“I don't want any reward, sir,”
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enswered Dick, as he offered back ihe
notes. ‘It is enough for me that the
letter was brought to your notice, as
I intended it should be!”

“ Nonsen$e !”” retorted Sir Peter kindly.
“Keep the money! It is well worth it
to. the governors to give it to you—it
will save them well over that in the
future 1” E

“Very good, siv. If you wish it,”
answered Dick, as he stuffed the crisp
notes into his trousers-pocket,

He had never possessed so much money
in his life before, but the time was not
far distant when fifty pounds would be
as nothing to what. he was to earn by
dint of his fearless courage.

Sir Peter Maxwell turned upon the
headmaster, - who stood there exposed
before the governors—his face scarlet
with rage, and his hands closing and un-
elosiig with spasmodic’ nervousness.

“Dr. Stecle!” said Sir Peter icily.
“You are a scoundrel and a thief! You
have: ‘been systematically robbing the
governors; and you will be immediately
dismissed ! Go to your study, Dr. Steele,
and await me there until ¥ have con-
ferred with the other governors here; and
decided whether we shall institute pro-
ceedings against you, and prosecute you
for conspiracy and fraud.”

Without a word Dr. Steele turned
upon hiz heel, and strode away, his head
sank in shame vipon his chest.

He passed within a few inches of where
stood Dick Trafford.

-“Curse you!” he hissed, beneath his
breath. “'T'Hl get even with you for
this!” Il g

laugh in. reply.

:  Ordeisd Out of the Houss!
"B\ WO days had-passed since the ac-
© complishment. of Dick’s climb to

- the top - of -St. Peter’s ~spire,

_ and the showing-up of Dr. Jasper
Steele, o fr
-Ag. foreshadowed by Sir Peter.Max-
well:the result had been_ that the head-
mister was ignominiously dismissed.from
his position, . .
-But before he was formally discharged
by the governors, Dr.
to carry out his: threat to * get even ”

~with Dick for exposing him.
And he had done this by publicly ex- |
‘pelling Dick from St. Peter’s, and send- | W g
; {tive; but I tell you now that you will

ing him back with a letter to his father,
John Trafford, to the effect that Dick
wag too much of a bandful for any of
the masters to deal with. -
This - had been Dr. Steele’s last
despicable act before he was relieved of
his position, - * -~ - e
“And now Dick. Trafford stood before

his father in his study.

Mr, John Trafford bad just. read the.

letter’ which his son had “brought him
from the hoadmaster ‘of St." Peter’s; and
he looked angrily up at his sen. :
. “You're a disgrace, sir!” he roared.
“Do you realise what has happened to
vou? Do you appreciate the shame of
being expelled from. your school 7*

For a moment. Dick did not answer.

le did not wish'to interrupt this stern |

and strict father ‘of his. :

- Answer me !I” shouted Mr, Trafford.
““Don’t stand there like a dummy before
me! . Answer me, do yow hear? What
‘have you got to say for yourself ?*

~ Dick moistened his lips. .

" This was a far more painful interview

for him than the one he had had with
Dr. Steele. :

“I think, sir,” he said rvespectfully,
‘“that if you will inquire into the eir-
eamstances of ‘my being sent away from
St Peter’s; “you will learn something

which will not only surprise you, but.will

But Dick only gave a light-hearted {.

Steele- managed |

also explain everything fe your satis-
faction,”

‘“How dare you !” roared Mr. Trafford.
“What niore do I want than this shame-
ful letter from your headmaster, in which
he tells me that you are a hopeless pro-
position—that none of the masters in the
sclioal have been able to keep you in
hand? That 'you are absolutely wild,
and unecontrollable 1”7 >

“But,” expostulated Dick, trying hard
to explain, “Dr, Steele has been dis-
missed from his position for dishonesty.
Tt wyas I who was responsible for his ex-
posure, and he vented his-anger upon me
by expelling me from St. Peter’s.”

Mr. Trafford regarded his son with
angered amazement,

“You young rogue!” he thundered.
“Not only do you get cxpelled from-the
good school that I sent you to, but you
tey to wriggle out of your disgrace by
blackening the name of your headmaster.
By libelling him!. I have met Dr, Steele,
and have a very high opinion of him.

How dare you have the audacity to come ;

here and tell me such a wicked cock-and-
bull story ?”

Dick stood there before his infuriated
parent without speaking, for a moment.

“ But it’s true, sir,” he said at length.
“I swear it’s the truth I’ve told you!”

“1 don’t believe ii!™ stormed Mr.
Trafford. “I don’t believe it! You
are trying to shield your ewn disgraceful
behaviour! To think that my own son
should come and lie to me in this way—
oh, it's too terrible! You have dis-
graced me, Richard, and I am glad, for
your poor mother’s sake, that she never
lived to learn this of you.

“You have brought disgrace upon
yourself and me! You have wasted the
money I spent upon %four education,”
continued Mr. Trafford. ‘“You are no
longer a son of mine! I renounce you!
Get. out of my house immediately, and
never let me see your face again!”

“Father!” cried Dick. ““You don’t
mean that? You can’t!”

“ Bilence, boy ! roared Mr. Traffortl.

“1 mean every word of it! Cet out!”
And he pointed a finger, trembling
with but half-suppressed rage, towards
the door of his study. ;
A pained expression showed in Dick’s
eyes, but his spirit was such that he

| would net cringe to even his own father.
1" He gave a heavy sigh.

“Very well, sir,” he said quietly, “I
will do as you order—I have no alterna-

yet learn that every word I have spoken
is the solemn truth, and when you have
done so, perhaps you will regret having
driven me—jyour only son—from your
doors! But it will be too late then!

| T’ll go, father, but I shall never return!”

And with these. words Dick Trafferd

turned, and walked slowly out of his}

father’s study, his head erect, and his
eyes unflinching. . . ’

Poor Dick walked . across the large
square hall of his father’s house with un-
faltering footsteps towards the front
door. o B \

He did not even stop to go to his own
room to gather together any trifles he
might have wished to take with him.

His one great desire at that moment
was to ‘“Get out!” as his-father had
ordered. 2

Never in his life had he told or acted
a lie to his stern, harsh father, and yet
he had been accused of being untruthful
now. -

It hurt—it hurt Dick very deeply—to
think that- his father should think so
lightly of him.-and he'was anxious to get

away as quickly as possible now. - ¢ .

He reached the. front door, and laid his
hand upon .the bok;
sounded behind him.: =2 . ¢
“You're net going away, sir?’2

‘when a voice.

Dick swung round and found himself
looking into the kindly face of his
father’s butler, Perkins, who had been
in the family from the time Dick had
been born.

“Yes, Perking!” answered Dick.
“I'm going! My father has turned me
out !»

“But, sir!” exclaimed the old hutlet.
“You can’t go like that!”

“Yes, I can,” replied Dick, a trifie
sadly, for he loved the old servans as
well as Perkins loved him. * Good-bye,
Perkins! Don't worry,” he added, as
he saw a tear creeping into the old man’s
eye. “Tll be all right!”

Perkins took the hand Dick streiched
out towards him. =3

“Very well, sir,” he said, “if you say
so, I suppose it must be! May God
bless you and keep you, sir!”

“Thanks, Perkins!” said Dick, as he
pulled back the bolt. *“Good-bye!”

Dick passed out through the door, and
down the drive out into the road beyond,
but it was not until his figure had dis-
appeared round a bend in the road te-
wards - the bridge over the railway-line
that old Perkins reclosed the door, shak-
ing his head sorrowfully as he did so.

Dick, with his back turned to his
father’s house, now started to think.

“What's going to become of m»
n6w ?”’ he wondered. *“ What shall I do
to get a living? True 1 have the fifty
pounds swhich 8ir Peter Maxwell gave
me, but that won't last for ever. By
Jove!” he added suddenly, as he beat
the air with his clenched fist. i
wonder if Sir Peter would give me a job
of some sort?. He's pot a big racing-
stable. Perhaps he might let me becoms
an apprentice, work in the stable, and
ride some of the horses at exercise.
Why, I might even become a real pro-
fessional jockey, and ride the winner of
the Derby!” .. - - S35 T

And so paor_homeless Dick’s thoughts
went rioting and rambling on, as ;
made his way along the lonely country
road to the railway-station.

He ¢ ‘made up his mind to gey
3 .to London, and try and find Siv
Peter  Maxwell's fown address.

- He had almost reached* the bridge

which carried the road across the railway

hine, when from round the bend of. ihe

road he perceived something which
caused him to catch his breath in
astonishment. :

He rubbed his eyes with his knuckles,
and looked again. :

_ No, it was not imagination,- it was
really there. = 3

His Great Chance!

PON_ the low stonework parapet
l l of the railway bridge, there stood
the figure . of a man!

A.man garbed in the hideous
broad-arrow branded costuine of a con-
viet ! i : .

The poor fellow appeared to Dick to
be upon the point of taking his own life,
for it was at once obvieus to Dick that
he contemplafed a leap over the bridge
to the railway-line below, and in the
near distance Dick could hear the rum-
bling of an approaching train. =3

“ Poor felow ! murmured Dick, and
broke into a run towards the bridge in
try and save the con¥ict from self-
destruetion. .« .

And then,.as Dick ran and turned the
bend in the road; he saw something else,
which caused -him to burst into a roar ‘
laughter. s :

Upon the other side of the bridge, al a
spot which had hitherto been .screened
from: Dick’s vision. by -the sharp bend
the road took, stood a couple of niotor-
cars, and standing upon the seat of one
- THE PoPULAR.—No. 115,
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k')f them was a man turning the handle of
a moving-picture camera.

. What Dick had at first believed to be
an escaped convict about to commit
suicide was nothing more than a scene in
a cinema film-play. 5

¢ Nearly made an ass of myself then!”
laughed Dick to himself. ““ I might have
spoilt the picture!”

- And then, dropping back to walking
pace again, Dick slowly approached the
bridge.

Standing beside the car in which stood
the camera-man, was a man wearing a
slouch felt hat, and with a long cheroot
stuck between his lips.

In one hand he held a sheaf of papers,
whilst in the other he gripped a large

megaphone, which at that instant he|.

raised to his mouth.
‘“ Now, get ready, Foster "’ Dick heard

him shout. ¢ She’s coming now! Get
ready to jump! Mind the engine—let
that pass first! And you,” added the

man with the megaphone, turning it in
the direction of another man who was
dressed as a prison- warder, and carried
a carbine—‘‘ you get ready to fire! Now
stand by—both of you! Get ready; here
comes the train! That's right! Now run
into the picture and fire!”

he man in the warder's uniform
nodded, and running forward in®front of
the lens of the camera, he raised his
carbine to his shoulder, levelled it at the
man in the broad-arrow branded costume
who stood there swaying upon the
narrow stone parapet of the bridge, and
pulled the trigger. .

The Jblank cartridge in the chamber
went off with a loud ecrack, and a puff
of smoke came from the muzzle of the
carbine.

‘“ Now fall!” shonted the man with the
megaphone, but still the * conviet”
wavered. * Fall, man!”’ roared the man
with the megaphone. “Tall!”

But instead of falling over the edge of
‘the parapet as was obviously expected of
him, the convict jumped back the other
way into the road.

“TIt’s no good!” he cried, in a tremu-
lous tone. “ It’s no good! T can’t do it!
’s too dangerous!”

““ Snakes!"”” roared the man with the
negaphone, running up towards the

. NOW.

convict, and raising his clenched fist in
the air. * You'll bust the picture! What
sort of a stunt actor do you call yourself ?.
You haven't got the courage of a rat!
Get out! You're discharged! But don’t
go in my ¢ property '’ clothes! 1 shall
want those for someone to wear who's
got a little more pluck than you!” -

And, meanwhile,. Dick had been the
silent witness of this little unrehearsed
effect—being first surprised, and then
amused in turn.

““You're the Sort of Dare-devil i've
Been Looking For!"
HEN suddenly an idea came into
Dick’s brain!
He ran towatrds the angry man
with the megaphone.

“ Do you want someone to fall off that
bridge when the warder fires his car-
bine?”’ Dick cried excitedly.

“Yep!” answered the American pro-
ducer of the World-famed Cinema Com-

pany. “ That’s the idea—you've got it
fine! Why? Do you figure it out as
how you could do it?”

$¢

Do it?’’ echoed Dick.
I could do it!”

Samuel KX Beech regarded Dick with
interest.

“ Ah!”’ he said. * And 1 reckon you
would! If I'm any judge of character, T
kind of think you might be useful to us,
young ’‘un! T'll give you a chance!
You shall have a cut at this act, but it
can’t be done to-day, now—we've missed
the train. You see, the whole idea was
for this fellow to fall off the bridge when
the warder fired, and for him to land,
apparently wounded, on the top of thé
train which passes below at that moment.
He's supposed, in the picture-play, to
make good his ‘get-away’ from the
warders in this manner, and I had
another man cranking down below under
the bridge to get the bit where he falls
on the roof of the train. Do you get the
idea, young feller?”

‘“ Rather!” replied Dick enthusiastic-
ally. “ And I'm game to do it for you!”’

“ Al right!” agreed the producer.
¢ Some other time! It's all U P to-day
We've missed the train!”’

* “ No you haven't!"” cried Dick quickly.

““ Of course

\

. 550 ~THE BROTHERS OF BORDEN.
Magnificent yarn of schoolboy life and fun.
Jack Nerth,
. 551.~TRACKED THROUGH RUSSIA.
Thrilling story of Russia before the Revolution.

By Alfred Armitage.
IVA

. 552.—THE R

AR

Superb tale of the footer field.

. 553.—THE GOLDEN
Splendid adventure yarn.

By

FORW. S.
By H. Gregory Hill
CREEK, z

By Norman Owen.

. 168.—THE CASE OF THE CINEMA STA

Blake, Tin
.170.—THE AFF

CHIN

EAEREEERNNINNERRES

R.
A thrilling tale of the movies, introducing Sexton
Blake, Tinker, and John Lawless. #

. 169.—THE SECRET X

A tale of the Secret Service, introducing Sexton
ker, and Mademoiselle Julie
AIR of the FAM
A fascinating tale of baffling mystery and clever
deduction, featuring Sexton Blake and Tinker.
the author of ‘“ The Marble Arch Mystery,” ete.
.171.—AT THE SHRINE OF BUDDHA; or, THE
AMAN'S VOW.

A mmystery tale of the” greay Chinese Crime

Syndicate in London, featuring Sexton Blake and

Tinker in one of their most difficult cases.

OF THE SIX BLAdx DOTS.

ILY DIAMONDS.
By

=<

.45, —THE WHITE MAN’S SECRET. : .
Detective tale, introducing Nelson Lee and Nipperv.
Count Carlac and Professor .Kew.

. 46.—~THE MAN
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IN
Detective story, introducing
and the Hon, John Lawless.

THE COPPER CASKET. -
Nelson Lee and Nipper

It stops at the Junction and wails
nearly ten minutes for the connection.
Then the line makes a big curve and runs
under-another bridge simlar to this upon
the other side of the heath. Quick! If
you call your man up from below this
bridge, and pack all your traps into these
two cars, we can easily get to the other
bridge a good five minutes before the
train is due there, and in ample time to
post your camera-men. -I'll show you
the way across the heath road, and I can
change into the convict's togs on the
way. Come on!"”

“ Gee! But you're some hustler!™
cried Mr. Samuei K. Beech admiringly.
‘“ You're just my weight, lad—and, hang
it, I}l do 1t1”

Dick beamed with pride and excite-

ment.

By the sheerest stroke of luck he had
stumbled across the World-famed Cinema
Company, and it looked as if he might
get a job right away without having the
trouble of finding Sir Peter Maxwell.

Samuel K. Beech raced across to the
edge of the bridge, and, leaning over,
roared down at the man below through
the megaphone.

“Come up here at once, Higgins!
We're going on to the other bridge to
‘ take > over again ! Come on; bring your
camera and don’t waste a minute! In
you go, young ’un!” went on the pro-
ducer breathlessly, turning to Dick.
““ Into- the larger car, and you, too!” he
went on, as he pointed to the man stand-
ing in the convict’s clothes.

“ You can go in the other car with the
two operators,” continued the producer,
addressing the man in the warder’s
uniform. ‘“ And look slick about it!”’

A couple of minutes later, and the two
cars with their burdens were racing
across-the heath in the direction pointed
out by Dick.

And, meanwhile, Dick had stripped off

his own jacket and waistcoat, and was

drawing on- the yellow, broad-arrow
branded clothes of which the other man
was divesting himself. 3
At length Dick was completely garbed
in the convict's clothes, even to the little
cap bearing a similar number ‘to that on

the tunic.
“How do I look?"' he asked- My.
Samuel Beech, as he struck an attitude.
“ Great !’ ejaculated the producer

“You'll do fine! But, say, youngster,
do you think you’ll be able to do it?
Won't the train be travelling too fast for
you to hang on when you drop? I pur-
posely chose that other bridge, because

I knew the train would be slowing down -

to stop at the Junction!” -

“That’s-all right!” returned Dick, in
a reassuring tone. “It- also stops at
Peterfield, which is no farther beyond
this second bridge than the Junction was
from the other, so it will probably be
going about the same speed.”

- “Right-ho, kid !” returned Samuel K.
Beech. “So long as you're sure about

that, you've got to do the stunt—mnat

me!”’ v

“Don’t you worry!” laughed Dick.
“It.will all go off like clockwork !”

Five minutes later the second bridge
was sighted; and shottly afterwards both
cars had come to a standstill upon it.

Each man knew his job, and both the
camera men immediately took up their
positions—the one with the tripod of the
camera erected upon the seat of one of
the cars, so as to be level with the para-
pet of the bridge, and the other seramb-
ling down. the sloping bank of the cut-
ting to get a picture of the fall to the
roof of the moving train.

All was well in readiness even before
they heard the shriek of the whistle as
the train steamed out of the Junction
station, after waiting for the connection,

(Continued on page 16.)
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—The Chums of Greyfriars, in this week's * Magnet '’ Library !
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NO- 9-“'
ARTHUR NEWGOME.

ez

THTEHIRRInG

WHHIH R

OF THE FISTICAL
© FOUR.
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A NIEMBER
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Arthur Neweome is the. third on the
list of Rookwood ‘‘celebrities.” Gener-
ally simply referred to by his surname,
he usually keeps well in the background,
leaving most of the ‘‘action” to hi
other three study-mates, and chiefly to
Jimmy Silver and Lovell. But w%eie
Newecome scores—or, ab least, warrants
his place in the famous Fistical Four—
is in the staunchness and loyalty he shows
in backing up the decisions of *Undle
James.”

Arthur Newcome is one_ of
“original ? trio, being at  Rookwood
some time bofore tho arrival of Jiminy
Silver: It-was in the latter's feuds with
Smythe of the Shell for the junior eap-
taincy that he showed his usefulness as
a backer, and in no little degree his
fighting prowess.

The only thing that prevents A, N.
becoming a “‘shining light,” so to speak,
is his lack of schoolboy energy. Were
it not for this he would be as popular
as Jimmy Silver any day.

. all the necessary: schoolboy assets, such
as having a fine sense of gonour, a fair
sense of humour, and a devil-tnay-care
character. And, last but not least, quite
i good reputation as a wielder of fists.

Summing up, then, all that can be
gaid is” that Artbur Newcome is “one
of the best,” and it is certainly not
“his fault that he keeps in the background.

T any fellow ever wanted a pal—a

friend who would stand by him stolidly
in his hour of need, a friend on whom
he could rely to the utmost—he could
turn  with perfect confidence to tihe
third of the Rookwood *celebrities "~

= b o
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WRITE TO YOUR EDITOR ABOUT IT?

YOUR
BOM

For next Friday we have another splendid
programme. The first long complete story
will be of Greyfriars, and is entitled:

HTHE SNQB k)
By Frank Richards,

In this story we find Cecil Leigh looked
upon as nothing but a snob of the first water.
However, the secret he has béen keeping to
himself is found ont at last, and not a few
juniors are somewhat surprised at the atti-
tude Leigh adopts, and certainly the juniors
afterwards think better of

" THE SNOB!”»

The second- long complete story will be
concerning the adventures of Jimmy Silver &
Co., of Reokwood, and is entitled:

“ JIMiMY SILVER’S SECRET!Y
By Owen Conquest.

This story deals with a secret which Jimmy
Silver holds; but refuses to divulge even to his
chums.
hurt, and: there id a rift in the lute!

This is an extra special story, my chums!

———

“ BILLY BUNTER’S WEEKLY.”

There will also be another magnificent four-
page supplement devoted to Billy Bunter’s
screamingly fuany weekly. Boys of Grey-
friars, Rookwood, and St. Jim’s turn . out
some remarkably fing “stuff,” and even Billy
Bunter’s editing does not spoil the stories,
jokes, and articles.

TReaders who wish te make sure of getting
their copy of the “Popular” will be well
advised to otder their copy in advance. News-
agents .sell them very quickly, you know,
and many hundreds of boys and girls who
have never read about Billy and his “ Weekly »
are now taking in the “ Popular.” One of the
new readers might get YOUR copy !

“ POPLETS ¥ COMPETITION No. 9.

Here are the twelve examples for this
.week’s competition:

Behind Lacked Doors.

Setting Good Example.

When Coker Thinks.

Presence of Mind.

Towser and Pongo.

‘When  Mauleverer .
Runs.

Looking for Trouble.

Ignoring Rising-Bell.

Logfal and True.

Yatistying Everybody.

Always in Demand.

Money Easily
Earned.

Read the following  tules carefully, and
then send in your postcard. Readers should
particularly note that TWQ efforts can be
sent in on one card, but no effort may con-
tain more than FOUR words. 7
- Seleet Two of the examples, and make
up a sentende of TWO, THREE, or FOUR
words having some bearing on the example,
ONE of the words in’ your sentence must
‘commencé with One of the letters in the
example,

You must sbudy these rules carefully before
you send in your effort:

1. All “Poplets ¥ must he written on one
side of a POSTCARD, and not more than
two ‘ Poplets *’ ¢an be sent in by one reader
each weel. :

9. The postcards must * be addressed
“Poplets ® No. 9, The “Popular,” Gough
House, Gough Square, London, E.C. 4 2

2. No correipondence. ¢can be entered into
in connection with “Poplets.”

4, The Editor’s opinion on any matter
which may arise is to be accepted as final

L and legally binding. This condition will be

]}‘J{I]%TOR IS ALWAYS PLEASED TO HEAR
“POPUTAR,” THE FLEETWAY' HOUSE,

The latter somewhat naturally feel]

READERS. ADBRESS: EDI

TOR, THE
TFARRING-
DON STREET, LONDON, E.C.4.

strictly enforced, and readers can only enber
thé compétition on this understanding.

5. I guarantee that every effort will be
thoroughly examined by & competent sball
of judges, PROVIDED that the effort is sent
in on a POSTCARD and that it i3 received
on or before the date of closing.

All efforts must be teceived on or bhefore
April 7th, e -

TEN PRIZES OF FIVE SHILLINGS BACH
to senders of the TEN BEST “POPLETS.”

Result of * POPLETS #* Gompetition,
No. 3.

The Ten Prizes of Five Shillings each have
been awarded to the following readers, who
‘s\ent in the best efforts for Competition
Ne. 8:

E. J. Power, Blackhall Street, Dublin.

Billy Bunter’s Weight.
Weighing Machine Won’t Record.

W. Gore, 83, Wingfield Road, Leytonstons
Road, E. 15. %
Why Levison Changed.
Minor’s Influence Chiefly Responsible.

F. James, jun., 521, Fishponds Road, Fishe
ponds, Bristol.
Billy Bunter’s Weight.:
- His “Sighs” Won't Reduce.

A, Charles, 519, Fishponds Road, Fishponds,
Bristol.
" Wheit Cricket Comes.
-Buntér-“8tumped 7 as Usual,

A. Brown, 429, Moston Lane, Moston, Man-
chester.’ <
Tom Merry’s Chums,
Possess Good “Manners.”

A. E. Ambrose, 26, Trinity Street, les‘;
tyllen, nr. Wrexham. 1
Reader’s Money Prize,
Reserved fot Deserved.

Head, Vietoria Road, Coleford, Glose .
‘What Bunter Wants.
“@rit,” not “Rock.”

. Jones, 7, New Street, Ross-on-Wye.
Billy Bunter's Weight.
Greater than His Worth,

J. Sunley, Worthwill Cottage, Park Lz\ne,}
Keighley, Yorks. =
; When Moranington’s Sulky.
Smythe’s Pocket’s Bulky. T
H. Reeves, 19, Anngier Street, Dublin.

Why Levison Changed.
A “Minor ” Consideration.

A:

No less than five feaders lost prizes|
because they did neb put their names and
addresses on their posteards! I am sorty for!
them, but—it's an fil wind $hat blows nobody
any good! ol :

o iy,

FOOTBALL.

Three readers of the Companion Papers—Ri
Rawlinson, C. Cowan, and J. Harris, 4, Moor
place, London Road, Liverpool—are anxious
to form a football club, and want to hear
from those interested, age about 16, prefers
ably those fellows living in the centre of

Liverpool.

Tre Porvrar.~No. 115.
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vaulting lightly up on to the stone para-
pet of the bridge, he took up his position
over the metals of the up line.

Samuel X. Beech stood upon the other
side of the bridge watching for the train
to come in sight round the carve. He

TH»E:.POEULAkaYery Friday.

ulter another word in remonstrance th&
train had reached the bridge.
““Go on!” shouted Dick to the war d—n
The warder did as Dick instructed.
Crack! sounded his carbine, as he
brought it #martly to his shoulde" and

<\+—$¢—o¢+¢-+¢’+¢44—4¢

approach.
“Here she

and utilising the delay to take more coal I
into the tender of the locomotive, for,
after stopping for a couple of minutes at
Peterfield, the train was a non-stop
express right through to London.

“Here she comes!” cried Samuel K.
Beech, as he heard the whistle. “Now,
stand: by -everyone! You get up-on’ the
parapet,> 8o as-to be _ready, young ’un,
and to ‘give the operator a chance to
focus.” Stand just over the set of rails
along which the train’ll come [”

Dick ‘nodded his understandmg, and,

What's wrong ?

“yourself ! ”

ous pasition u
do it, and it
pxciure"’ ‘

could dlreudv hear the xumblq

i Start crankmu" * he
shouted through his megaphone, as he
sighted the locomotue
The thing's going about
forty miles an hour.
in’ time to_stop ab. Peterﬁeld You'd
better not risk if, young un., You'll kill

“Pooh!” laughed Jack from his peril-
m the parapet.
| make “all the better a

And before Qamuel K. Beech could

of its Dick, with a piece of consummate achng,

ﬂung‘ his hands up above his head
tottered for a moment upon the edgé of
the parapet, and then fell backwards.

But Dick had been the merest fraction
of a second too quick, for instead of land-
ing upon the top of one of the coaches
as the train rushed through from under
the bridge—which would have meant
only about a twelve fcot drop—he fell as
the huge locomofive with its tender full
of freshly loaded coal. passed beneath
_him.

“But, thunder |
I#'ll never pull up

“1 can

(To be continued}

FACTORY TO RIDER

AW Packed Free, Carriage Paid, Fiffeen Days’ Free Treal,

/\\LOWEST CASH PRICES. EASY PAYMENT TERMS.
L Prampt delivery. Save Dealerf Proﬁts Big Bargalnzin
25 §Shop Soiled and S Cyc!

\Ezusranteed or Money Refunded, ’\Vnte .for Monster
Sixe Froe Lists and Special Ofer of Sample B«cycle

ME A CYCLE COMPANY, - m

: s Dspt. B 607, BIRMI

DO YOU LACK SELF-GONFIDENGE? Drosputer rompsrsous
indigestion, constipation,

lagk- ‘of energy, or wiil power? You can acquire strong nerves, which.will

give you ahsolute self-confidence, if you use the Menfo-Nerve. Btrepgthening

Trenf,men!: =7 Used by Vice-AdmiraltoSeaman, ColoneltoPrwa,te. D.8.0.'8.M.C.'s,

M.M.s, and D.OM.’s. Merely sond 3 panny stamps for particulars,—GODFRY

EhL!OTT-gMITH L.,

527, Ifaperial Butldings, Ludgate Cirous, London, E.0.4,
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Don’t Wear a Truss!

Brooks' Applianes is & Bew sclentlfic discovery
with sutomatic alr cushions that draws the
broken parts together and binds them as you
would a broken limh. IXtabsolutely hokds firmiy
and comfortably and never slips. Always light
and cool, and conforms to every movement of
the body wishout chafing or hurting. e make
it to your measure, and send. it tc you 6n &
pbrict guarantee of satisfactlon or money re-
funded, and we have put our price s¢ low
that anybodv rich or poor, can buy i Re-
member, we make it to your order—send if ve
you—you wear it—and if it doesn’t satisfy you,
you send {f back to us, and we will refund your
monéy, That is the way we do business—always
absalu&eb’ on the bguare—and we have acid Go
thousands ol people this way for the past fex
.yeara EHemember we have no saives, o harness,

no lies, no fakes, We just give you a straight

BEGOME BlG Now Thl p\\lml of busineis and social hte
: . he man who has -height, a.n

nh!liqun to matsh it Yo\l t- easi mcruso your hbikht from 2 to &
es, and improve. your h figurs, and urrugo. by the Girvan Scien.
< tmn Treatmsnt, 9 yoars' unb}emis hed pecord 100 g\mnnme of genuine:
ness. P&rtlculars o] poatcard —ENQUIRY DEP‘T M.P., 17, 8TROUD

GREEN ROAD, LONDON. N.4&.

CCURLY HMAIRI" “Minecurledatonce,” writes Major. Thousandsof4es.
timonials, proof sent, Summers’ “Curilt’’ ourls atraightest hair. 115‘ 2/6
- {stumnps atvepted).—SUMMERS- (Dep(; P. }, Upper Russell 5t., Brigoton.

b n-mmu. Saita, Ladlss® Wintar Coaw, Overcon

Cuslery, Malodeoms, Watohesand Jawaile: BurTen:f:.'
80/, wonh. 8/ meathly, &o. Catalogne’
aad Orzder Form, Forsizs applicatises fnvited.

MASTERS, m.. 8, Hopa Stores, !!n. “(®at. 1009,

Satisfaction or de-
posit refunded.

ELECTRIC LIGHT §

HAVE ONE IN YOUR BEDROOM, W.C., &c.
COMPLETE MINIATURE 4 C.P. SET. Yarge
box batteéry - as illustration, holders with
reflectors now made to screw to wail, SWITCH
IS NOW SUPPLIED FREE with iggtructions

8/9 Post Free. Smaller Seb, §/=.

HARBORNE SMALL POWER CO., 38,
A.P., Queen's Road, Aston, Birmingham:.

i

= Posb

ete.,
. Great Fin!—(0. HUGHES, 15. Wood Street, J’:,dgbastou BJRMT\GI{A

- direct from factory and nAS’E POUNDS. Wor;ua finest

deal at 2 reazonable price, Write at once for our Illustrated Booklet.

BROOK*® APPLIANCE CO., LTD.,
(18300, 80, Crancery Laus, L W.C.8.

KING PETER oun the BATTLB!‘IELD (Serbia larga,
gian Germany, JAMATCA WAR, Victoria, Gey!om PERSIA,

Coz‘! Brazil, * FINLAND, Venezuela, Cape, R‘{‘ S

ALEXL‘IDRIﬁA L‘Bmgana.. “and MARGO. uM, t

containing a 1856 will be sen

2d. for post@g STAMPS Bestl{ounts. FREE

Free—VICTOR BANCROFT, HATLO

PHOTO POSTCARDS OF YongEx.r. 173 doz.,
LARGEMENTS, 8d. " ALSO {UHEAP . PHOTO AbEBIAL
AND SAMPLES FREE~HACKETIN, JULY R LIVERPO

Pictorial}.
China, Travan-
E LT»\;’

&

to ail wio
7d. per 1,600,

b

12 by 10
0. AIALGGI-

TOBACGO EABJT POSITIVE Y. CURED ‘[‘\4 THBEE DAYS.—Famous

Specialist's preacnpﬂon 1 16+ HOGHES (Box 5. B S HULME,
Solid Leather, 5/- 4,MAI%GHE TER.
mow with Size NOVELTY FREE to all sending 1/. for 100 Cuts <
v i i &}l sendin « for s =
now with Size.® FUNNY juring Tricks, 6 Jokers’ chmelcal %ardq, §ra,nk A -

Igble Grands. Portable-Hornless and exquisitely coloured
hvrn Mead-o-phones fo select from. Sent on 10 days’
trial, carriage paid, with 52 tunmes and 400 needles.
Write TO-DAY for beautifully illustrated art caklﬂc{gue

POWERFUL STEREOSCOPE

mads of Blask . Powerful
Lens, and is sent in Neat Box with
100 Rea! Kinema Film Pictures that
have actuaily been Shown at Various
Picturs Palaces. All the 190 Pic-
tures yars Different and
i ABBM‘CD(L Plase Pioture im Holder,

hold- te the light and foous to suit
. the result Will Aseomsh Kiddies and Grown-Ups Alike.
Bargmn Novelty, 1/8 Post Free. Delight or Money Baok

tes a Sensation Wherever Shown, Seiling in Thousands. FRE.

epk. izs,nastmis,

1/6 &

mt,.\oguegi ovames, Etz; —Pazn s Presents House,

i The Popular.” PEN COUPON.
Send this coupon, with P.0. for only 5/
119, Fleet St., London, E0.4.
splendid British Made 16- ct: Gold Nxbhed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6. If
you save 12 further coupons each will Gount as 2d, off the
send 13 coupens and only 3/-.
or broad nib.
to the POPULAR readers,
Filling, or Safety Models, 2/~ sxtr

And Picture Holder, 2% ins. long, .

Widely -

THIS OUT

i - = fuis]
Vaiue 2d. E}SE[! ANl applications for Advertisement g‘ﬂg
aireot. to the Flost Pen Go., | | HAR] Spoce in this publication should be | AN
R retiurn you will receive (post free) 4 [al=in] addressed to the Advertisement Depi., juin|nf
lninis| A 4 v 3 .
{Pocket Clip, 4d, exfra.} Asl r;gg ne, ’iﬁé‘dﬁif pmiain IO JACI‘.Y AURTES: The Thodluny ggg
This gréat offer is made to introduce the famous Fiset Pen A House, Farringdon Sireet, E,C.4. BEinial
Ratisfaction gua'aumed of cash te'mnei Self o = EigiEl

MEAD CO. (Dept. G 105), BIRMIN
“ Mest Agaln” * Ola Fashioged

“ Wyom ing.”
pAR°D|Es Mufher" 7d. éaoh; on “ Blowing. Bubbles,”” 9d. Cross-
talk for Comic Duettists, 1/, Full List, #d.~J. 31, FINN, Author, Ceichester.

MOZAMBIQODE STAMPwa-A picmresque set of 4 unused Mozambigus
Stamps: lc, (labour), fo. {ivory), lc. (maize), 1jo. (rubber). Price 54
only. —~WILT ITE, 85, Dudley BRoad, Lye, SIOURHRLD&E 3

F u N F o R A L L ¥ —Ventriloguist’s Volce Instrumen t. Fitsroefmouth,
Invisible, Astonishes, Mystifies.. Imitate Bivds,
Beasts, etc. 1/- P.O. {(Vetitrilonuism Treatise included).—~IDHAL CQ,, Clevedon,

Y CURLY HAIR I”-—Wm‘der'u‘ resulis by using Ross’ “ WAVEIT.'”
Waves and ourls straie 1 lundreds of tes txmoniala 17/3and 2/5
{stamps accepted).— RON (L‘epf B}, 173, New North Road, Londoen, N.1

Printed and published every Tuesday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Press, Limited, The Fisetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.O. 4.

Advertisoment offices; The Fi
Abroad, 11s. per annum; for six months,

e%ts,a,y House, strrmgduﬂ Btreet, London,
Zealand : Messrs, Gordon & Gobc'_i, Ltd.;

8ols agents for

%.0.8. Subscription rates:
South Afriep:
apd for Canada, The Imperial Nows Co., Lid,

b Inland, 138, per annum; 63. 6d. for six months,
The Central News Agency, Ltd, Sols agents for Australis and Naw
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