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Read the Adventures of Harry Wharton & Coi——
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
An Cld Acquaintance!

ECIL LEIGH, of the Remove
Form at Greyfriars, was in an un-
enviable frame of mind. He had

lived up to a position which was
not his; le had boasted of his rich
Jather, of his father’s cars, of the
jmmense wealth of his relatives.

At fivst everything had gone all right.
But Trimble, a page who had come to
- Greyfriars to take Trotter’s place for a
few weeks, seemed likely to upset every-
thing. For days he had kept his secret:
but he knew that sooner or later it would
come ount. Trimble would see to that!

Tt came at last. He knew it must
come, and he was prepared for it. e
bad hurried up io the Remove passagé
after school, while the rest of the Form
swarmed out into the Close to make the
most of what was left of the daglight.

Trimble, the new page, was coming
down the Remove passage, with a basket
of wood in bis hand, fresh from laying
the fire in Lord Mauleverer’s Juxurious
study.

AManleverer had started fives in the
evening already. and Mauleverer's tips
were so large that Trimble, like every-
body eclse employed in the house, was
only toa apxious to serve him. ~ The
juniors Duiit their own fires, as a rule,
but Lord Mauleverer frankly confessed
that he couldn’t; but a fellow who gave
a ip of half-a-¢rown for that little service
was not likely 1o be under the necessity
of doing it Tumself. - ;

‘Irimble had a halfcrown in Iis pocket,
and a basket of wood in his hand, and a
<atisfied grin upon his fat face as he came
down the Remove passage, just as Cecil
Leigh ascended the stairs and reached the
top. { B
];‘hey met face {o face at the top of ihe
stairs, almost rameng inta one another,

Leigh stacted back,, his face goi
white for a momeni; but his lips coming
firmly together. = | ¢

rimible was beginuing to _mutter an
apolagy. when he looked at Leigh. and
the words died on his lips.
cion of tie most utter
crossed his fat face.

“Lummy ! he ejaculated.

«Whst do yow mean?”

4 pres-
astonishment

demanded

Leigh, i his foftiest and most erashiug |4
“ 4

rou speaking to me?”

manuer.

A Magnificent Long Com-
plete
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Leigh breathed hard.  His eyes were
flaming. At that moment, if he could
have silenced the page, there was little
that he would have stopped ehort of to

o it.

“What do you mean?” he exclaimed
haughtily.

“ Why, ’Opkins—"

““Are you mad? - My name is Leigh.
I belong to this school.y How dare \g-.l\]u
address me in this way?” Leigh “ex-
claimed harshly.

The page started. He stared at Leigh
again, searching his face, evidently in a
state of the greatest amazement.

“Leigh?” he repeated.

:5 Yes, that is my nanie.’

A‘You belong to—to this *ere school?”

‘Certainly! I am  in the Lower
Form.”

Trimble scemed dazed.

“Oh, come orf!” he said at last. *You
can’t gammon me, you know. Blessed
|’f I know wot you're doin’ in Efons,
Qpkins! I s’pose you've been taking
€ome of the young gent’s clothes. Bat
you're Enry 'Opkins, and you know you
are.

“Fellow !”

“Fellow, eh?” said Trimble. “Wot
do yon mean by fellow? Ain’t I as good
as you?” R

The page raised his tone angrily.

Leigh made a hurried gesture,

“Be quiet!”

Tiimble sncered.

“Wot am I to be quiet for?” he de-
manded. **If you're Leigh, of the Lower
Fonrth Form ’ere, and I'm the page, wot
should I be quiet for? Why don’t you
complain to the "Ead or the ’ousekeeper
about my impertinence in speakin’ to
you, eh?”

Leigh breathed hard.

“T don’t want to get you into trouble,”
he began.

Trimble grinned.

4 Yow mean you don’t want me to get
you into trouble,” he said.

“TLook here, Trimble, you think yau
recognise me—"’

«]1 know you're ‘Enry ‘Opkins, if that's
wot you mean,” said Trimble. *If that's
wot you mean, I do recognise you.
You'ra 'Enry 'Opkins, and you was
skipper of Sanford Athlefic when T was
half-back in the team. You know that.”
“T'yo never played Asseciation foothall

“T'yo never even heard of a place

called Sanford.”
“Lummy !”
“My pame is Cecil Leigh, and 1
belong to the Lower Fourth here. You
can ask any of the fellows, and they will
tell you.” :
“Oh, come orf!”
“Here's Mauleverer!” said Leigh des
perately, as the schoolboy earl came out
of his study. ““Ask him. Ho belongs
to my Form; he's a friend of mine.”
Trimble chuckled.
“Why, 'e’s a lord!” he exclaimed.
“I know he is.”
“ And he's a friend of yours—hey
“Yes.?
“Gammon !
“ Ask him who I am,”
“Aind, I will, if yous
* Ask him.”
rd Mauleverer

4

said Le i‘ph.

5

A paused
mado a sign to him. Leigh's fac
white, and there was a hunted Jook in his

you stop a minute, Maul-
2" he exclaimed
“ Certainly, fellow! Can I

asked his lordship

do ‘nny(hing' fo

“Ves. This youth—Tiimble—think
he has seen me before somewhere i
Leigh., *“Will you tell him who [ am?”

The schoolboy ear! looked p

“Certainly " he said. )
Cecil Leigh, of the Remove—iny Form.
Is that all?”

“That's all, thanks.”

His lovdship nodded, and
Trimble almost staggered in hi

ment. Leigh watched his fat faco
narrowly.

“Well, are you satisfied mnew!” he
asked.

“Yes,” said Trimble slow I ham!”

“You know I'mr not the person you
took me to be?” asked Leigh, with a
breath of relief.

Trimble sheok his head.

“Not that. 'Opkin he replied; *
know you are "Enry I Wot
satisfied about is thab 3 o took th
in at this schook.  You're *Eury 'Op
and if you're calling yourself Cecil I
‘ere it's \ise you re np to no g

“You cheeky young scound
“Better langu:
Trimble threatel
you was always
was only an mnkeeper’s so 3.
You was always full of stories about

o 7 eaid i neg {mge. ns{‘in ;
regm  "1f it ain't “Opkins! Fot | in my lifa.”
:gedyuodm *eve,, 'Opkins 7 “ 2y heye!”
Tee Bervraa.—No, 116. (Copyrialit in the o of Americm)



——In the

grand relations and such like.
believed Zarf of it,
either. I says—

‘““Are you gomg to persist
absurd story?” asked Leigh.

*“Wot absurd story?”

“That you recognise me as some low
rotter of your own class that you knew
in your native village.’

Trimble’s eyes gleamed.

““T reckon,” he answered emphatically,
“T knoaw you, "Enry "Opkins. You used
to come it 'igh over ma in the Sanford
Athletic. I wasn’t fit for you to speak
to, ‘cept in a pﬂ!ronmu way, becauso
my father was barman in tho inn, and
your father was boss of the Sanford
Arms. But—"

‘“You are m-nl 1" said Leigh hoarsely.
“I tell yon—

“You tell me \\hopp- rs," said Trimble,
raising his voice. u was always a
swanker and a I|.n', 'Enry 'Opkins. You
was always—""

“ Hush 1"

“I'm not going fo "ush,” said Trimble.
“If I'm not telling the truth, go and

I never
nor did the others,

in this

complain to the ’'Ead, and get me
sacked.”
Leigh clenched his hands. That was

He knew

exuctly what he could not do.

it, and the page knew it. Trimble
chuckled softly.

‘Well, why don't you g he
demanded.

vah was silent.

“Yes, Mastor "Enry ’Opkins, I know
you-—""

“Oh silence!”  muttered  Leigh.

C-comoe into my study.

He almost dragged the page into his
study, and closed the door. Bob Cherry
camo upstairs, and looked surprised at
finding the passage empty.

“My hat! d Bob to himself. “I'll
swear I heard a row n)lnr- on; but
there’s nobody here. H'm!

And Bob went on to his <tm]} for his
footer. As he passed Leigh's door there
was & murmur of voices audible within;
but Bob Cherry did not even notice it.
Heo was not addicted to the little ways
of Billy Bunter, and he would have
scorned to listen to a word, even if he
had allowed himself to Lo curious abeut
the privato affairs of others, which he
never did.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Snob!
ECIL LEIGH came downstairs a

‘ ale.
Billy

little 1.1(-‘1‘, looking very
¢ Bunter was \\‘nlmg for

him at the foot of the staircase.
There was a very unpleasant grin upon
Bumor* fat face,

Lotter for you, Leigh!" he ex-
med.
wigh started.

ank you!" he ~md quietly.

IIn.went over to the rack where the
lotters were stuck for the fellows to take
them.

Quite o crowd of juniors had gathered
there, and they were all looking at one
letier—a letter addressed to Leigh in
crabbed writing and queer spelling.
Master Si, le Leigh, 4th Form, Grey-
frires Skool.”

Leigh turned scarlet.

It was pretty clear that the fellows

were interested in that letter. Nobody
touched it, but a dozen or more had
n the queer address upon it.
Another letter from your father's old
gardener,” 'nd Bolsover, with an ill-
n.xlmed grin. “These old servants of
the family never seem to give you any
peace, Leigh.”

And there wasa general laugh.

Leigh took down the letter, and put it
into his pocket without replying. Bol-

s nnklng room for him to p:

' Magnet'’ Library Every Week!

sover and Skinner and Snoop and several
more fellows barred his way.

“Won't you let us sec 1" said Bol-
sover, with a sneer. “Wo should be
awfully intevested in the troubles of your
pater's gardener.”

It ought to be ontor(mml..
Skinner.

Leigh had a hunted look.

“Mind your own business!™ he ex-
claimed. T suppose you don't expeet to
be nlln\u‘d o read my private corre-
spondence ?

“But a lollor from an old gardener
can’t be very private,” said Bolsover.
“You might let us have a look at it.”

“T shal do nothing of the kind!"

Ly Bolsover, - take ll away from
id Billy Bunter. *I know jolly
well it's not from any blv«o\l old gar-
dener. That's a crammer.

But Bolsover would not go so far as
that. Leigh strode away, the juniors
8, and l.mgh
ing loudly as he went. The general im-
prossion was that Leigh had some un-
cducated relation whose existence he was
trying to keep a soe but who tact-
le «h persisted in writing to him.

There was nothing whatever to be
ashamed of in having an uneducated re-
m, but the fact that ILeigh was
1ed of it laid him open to ridiculo.
The junior tramped out angrily into
the Close. ITe stopped under the elms,
and drew the letter from his pocket.

He read it through—through the ill-
spelt and ill-constructed sentences—with
an angry frown upon his brow. But the
letter was so full of confidence and aflec-
tion (lmtl tho boy’s face softened in spite

f.

remarked

him

¢'s a dear old chap,” he mutterod—
“a dear old boy, and precious few fathers
W nuld do as much for their sons as he has
done for me! But—but he doesn't
can’t understand! HHe
And—and I can't tell

caddish ! But—but

understand—he
won't understand !
it
i

would bc
11 dot”
Leigh!”

'lh(\ junior turned round as his name
was called. Bob Cherry was waving to
him from the distance. Lecigh thrust the
letter into his pocket.

“Coming to the footer?” bawled Dob
Chmin

him ;
what

“Come on, then.”

Leigh )omcd the junior footballers.
The form he had shown the previous day
had made him rather a marked figure
among the Removites, and Bulstrode, the
Remo\n captain, had decided to play him
in the next Form match.

Bolsover stood looking on with a scowl
while the juniors were at practice. The
bully of the Remove syas not allowed to
join in the practice with the rest of the
Form now.

He had stepped on the field once, and
ad been ordered off, and it was so
dent that the footballers were only
waiting for a prelext to pitch him off
that he retired quietly.

But his heart waz full of envy, malice,
and all uncharitableness. Te rc".’\rdod
Leigh as an interloper. who had taken,
his place, and he was longing for a
chance to get even, as he termed it, with
the new boy.

And he suspected ILeigh! =Exactly
what to suspect he did not know, but he
had an unpre<sion that there was some-
thing “fishy ”’ about him.

If he could only catch him tripping!
If such an opportunity came, the Remove
bully was not likely to fail to make use
of it.

Bulstrode had formad up two clevens
from the Remove football club to play a
lnnclxce match. There was not time
sefore dark to play a full match out, but

3

the first half was enough to show how
the team would pull together.

There was a Form match with the
Upper Fourth due on Saturday, and
Bulstrode wanted his eleven in fighting
order by then. He called out to Leigh.

“You'll be forward,” he said. *]
(hmk T'll try you at msxdc right !"
o I‘l\’mmll\- play centre.”
“I—-1 mean—"
Bulstrode stared blankly at the junioer.
Only the day before Cecil Leigh had

said that he did not play Soccer, and had
never played it before. There is an old
saying about the necessity  of  good
memories for those who depart from the
truth, which Leigh would have done \\cll
to bear in mind.

“Blessed if I make you out,”
Bquodo “You, <:nd—-——
mean——

3¢ \\'ull I thought you played jolly well
for a beginner,” said Bulstrode. * But
what on earth did you lie about it for?”

11 dido't. That was a—a slip.
What I meant to say was that I'd rather
play centre !” stammered Leigh.

Bulstrode gave him a very suspicious

look.
“Well, T don't

!i\l('

-1

*Oh, was it 7" he said.
cara t\\nn\m-o where you'd rather play.
T think you'll do as inside-right ; sand T
want an IllSld\‘ right, and I'm going.to
try vou there.”

“Oh, very well !"

*You’re outside-right; Linley I"

“Right you are, Bulstrade,” said the
Lancashire lad cheerily.

Leigh gave him a look. Ilo had
learned all about Mark Linley, the
factory lad, who had come to Greyfriars
on a scholarship which he had won by
dint of hard work and sheer grit.

There were some fellows in the Re-
move who never suffered Mark to forget
that he had been a factory lad, and wlo
never failed to_inform new lmvs of the
circumstance. Mark did not mind. y

He had the good senso fo know that
there was nothing to Le ashamed of in
his origin; and if he thought about the
matter at all, he was proud of having
worked for his own living, and of having
been able to do it.

As a matter of fact there were very
fow follows at Greyfriars who could haye
earned their daily bread if they had heen
thrown suddenly upon their own re-
sources.

But there sere snobs at Greyfriars, as

everywhere, and-they did not allow the
factory to be forgotten.
- And, as will-usnally be found to be the
cnso, fellows who had little secrets in
their own family history were the
roughest upon the factory lad.

Leigh glanced at Linley, and then
stepped towards Bulstrode, who was
turning away to speak to Bob Cherry.
Ilo touched the football captain on the
~lco\c of his jersey.

““Are you playing that chap Linley 7"
}-o esked.

“Ves."
‘““Is he in the Form feam?”
“Vos.”
“ORI" ,
“What about it?” demanded T: hl-
strode. “Ile’s the hest winger we've

got, and xf you play up to him all right
you'll do.”

“T was thinking

© “Get it off your chc<§ " said Bulstrode,
who was not famous for politeness cn the
footer field. A football captain has many
little worries, and Bulstrode allowed
them to roughnn up his temper.  ** What
isit? I ve no time to waste.”

“Well,” said Leigh, “T don’t want to
be snoblnsh of course.”

“What are you talking abon!

THe P
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“But I think that—well, that there's a
limit,"” said Leigh. “I don’t see play-
ing a factory Jad in a team of gentle-
men's sons. That's what T mean,
sraight from the shoulder.”

Bob Cherry began to glare. He was

Mark Linley’s special chum, and any
word against Mark always touched Bob
on the raw-.
* Bulstrode glared, too, but rather un-
comfortably. It was in Bulstrode's
memory that, when Linley first came to
Greyfriars, Bulstrode had joined most
prrin‘),inenlly in ragging the ‘factory’
cad.

Leigh was following, though uncon-
sciously, in Bulstrode’s own footsteps;
and it hardly lay in Bulstrode’s mouth to
rehuke him.

**Oh, don't talk rot!"” said Bulstrode.
“Linley’s ounr best winger, and what
does it matter whether he's the son of a
factory hand or-the:son of a duke, so
long as he plays-good footer?"

““Well, there are such things as class
distinctions, I believe.,” said Leigh
loftily. *““Come to that, there's no
reason why Gosling, the porter,
shouldn’t shake ‘hands with Dr. Locke;
but he doesn’t. It's not a question of
reasons, but of customs, and what a chap
is used to; and I tell you plainly that [
don't care about playing in a team with
a factory hand in it.”

“Then don’t play!” burst out Bob
Cherry, in a roar. “You. digusting
enob!”

**What?”

“You rotten swanker!” roared Bob
Cherry. ‘Do you think Marky isn’t
good enough to play beside you? Marky
never told a lie in his life, and I don’t
believe you ever told anything else!
Bah! You make me sick!”

“Took here, Bob Cherry—"

*Oh, don’t talk to me!” ronred Bob.
“1 won't listen to you! You’ré a creepy
cad, that’s what you are! Not play witi)
Marky! The most decent chap in the
school, bar none! The most decent and
honourable chap- a fellow ever knew.
Why, it's you that’s not fit to play with
him! Do you think Marky would roll
nm}.‘lées as you do? It would make him
sick !

*ONuff said!”  exclaimed Bustrode.
“I’'m going to play Linley, anyway. If
you don’t want to play, Leigh, you can
wand out. But make up your mind
about it at once.”

*I think—" :

*Oh, shut up!” roared” Bob Cherry.
“Pon’t let's hayve any more of your rot.
I'can hardly keep my hands off you, as it
ia, onu h?,x'rible snob !”?

* Just because you happen to be a rich
man’s son, yon want to look down on a
shap whose ' boots you're not fit to
slean,” said Bob Cherry. *Bah! You
wre a cad!” }

“T tell you—=" :

“You'll tell me nothing: It would
wake me ill to listen to you. Shut up!™

. » s

“Shut up, I say, or I'll:.shut you up!”
Yawled Bob. p

Feilows were gathering round from %4l!
tides now. Bob Clierry’s voice could be
Seard almost as far as the School House.
Leigh bit his lip hard.

“(‘heese it, Bob, old son,” said Mark
aoftly. “T don’t mind what he says.
It’s for Bulstrode to decide whom he’s
going to play.” 2

“T'yve decided,” said Bulstrode. “I'm
going to play you, Linley, I'm not
likely to leave the best winger out to
please a_newcomer. n't care two-
pence whether Leigh plays or not. He
coz please himself.”

Tug Porurar.—No. 116.

“T shall play, of course, if I'm wanted
in the team,” caid Leigh sulkily.
. ‘“Oh, I don’t know that you're particu-
larly wanted, if you come to that!” said
Bulstrode coolly. “I’'m willing to give
i\'oxf’ a chance, that's what it amounts
0.

“T'll play.”

“Then keep your head shui,
play,” said the Remove captain.

Leigh was looking very sulky as he
turned out with the Remove footballers.
Bob Cherry was behind him at half, and
Leigh, as they went into the field, spoke
to him.

“T say, Cherry, I didn't mean——"

*“Are you talking to me?” demanded

ob.

TN b g P D)

“Then don’t! T don't want to speak
foyou! You make me sick!”

“T meant—-""

“Oh, shut up!”

And Cecil Leigh shut up. There was
certainly no placating Bob Cherry until
his anger had had time to evaporate.
But in this instance Bob Cherr

and

s v
did not evaporate so quickly as usual.
There was a cloud on his face all through
the footer practice, and when his eyes
rested on Cecil Leigh there was resent-
ment in them. Aud after it was over,
and the juniors trooped off the field, Bob
Cherry would speak no word to Leigh.
When Cecil addressed him once, Bob
turned his back, and after that Leigh
gave it up. TFor once, Bob Cherry
nllo“l'ed the eun to go down upon his
wrath,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Ashamed of His Father!
T was two days later that the whole
story camo out.
Lord Mauleverer was on his way
back to the school from Friard
when an old man stopped him. By his
dress, Mauleverer took him to be a
countryman, or farmer, or something of
the kind.
“VWill ’e tell me the way to the skule,
young sir?” asked the man.
Mauleverer stopped at once.
*Certainly, sir!” he said. “I am
woing there myself, and will accompany
i

aid the countryman

you.
“That be fine!”
i ‘ou belong to the

enthusiastically.
skule, like as not
“Yes,” answered the junior.
tho Remove Form.”
“Oh! My boy is in that Form!”
Lord Maulevever started. The country-
man did not look as though he had a son
at a biyg school like Greyfriars,
“My name’s 'Opkins,”  said  the
countryman, as if he wanted to help
Maulever
** Hopkin murmured MMauleverer.
“1 haven’t been very long at the school
myself. I don’t know the name.”
Mr. Hopkiug’ red, honest face reddened
still move,
“Ie ain’t going under the name of
Hopkins, sir,” he said, in a low_voice.
“Ho calls himse!f Cecil Leigh. Sounds
more avistyeratie, he says.” s
Lord Mauleverer frowned. Everybody
in the Remove Form at Greyfri knew
that Cecil Leigh had a secret, and every-
body knew that he was a snob. Here was
his **righ » father, and the pame was up.
The junior and the countryman talked
in low tones as they made their way
along the lane to'the school. And when
they arrived there the junior took Mr.
Hopkins to the porter’s lodge, and
hurried to inform Leigh of his
arrival,
“Your father is in the porter’s lodge,
Leigh,” he said. “And he has been
tolling me what great friends you and
are. You're a cad, Leigh—a caddish

“I am in

”

ather’s |
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enob—ashamed of your eyn father!
Skinner saw us come in. The prying
cad will get to know the truth now, and
you'll have to stand vour gruel I
were you I would go n and fetch yonr
father here, for he is what you are not.
1lc’s an honest gentleman, and youwre a
snob of the first water!”
And, leaving Leigh pale with angex and
fear, Mauleverer strode from the study
and slammed the door. Leigh followed
him out a minute later, and m:\(}c his
way to the porter’s lodge, and beckoned
his father.
“This way
ORnry "
“My boy!"”
ing with affection and pride, Mr.
ed his son.
to the study, father,”
“I's—it's nicer there.
es, my boy!” A
¢ Leigh—alias Henry ITopkins—
showed his father into his study at the
Remove passaz 1Te had hoped to find
the room empty, but, as ill-luck would
have it, Bunter was there. Billy Bunter
certainly had a right to be there, as it
was his study as much as it was Leigh's.
But his presence at that particular time
was distinetly exasperating to the unfor-
tunate snob of the Remove. =
Bunter rose to his feet, blinking at
them through his big glasses as Leigh
brought his father in.
Oh, really, Leigh,
ht——"
*Get out of the st
vou, Bunter?” Jir 12
“Certainly not!” said the fat junior
promptly. *“I'm going to do my prep;
tion, for one thing. Who's this man
“I'm his father, my lad,” caid Mr.
Hopkins, before Cecil could  reply.
“Name of—ahem—ahem! . Don’t turn
the young gentleman out, my boy. He
won't do any ‘D

1" he said somewhat curtly.
exclaimed Mr. Hopkins.
And, his honest face beam-
Hopkins

said
B

1 think you

y for a bit, will

Bunter blinked with eves nearly as
large as the lenses of his glasses in
ust(\nlizlnncm. e ;

“His father!” he gasped.

“Yes, I should sny, <0, <caid Mr.
Hopkins proudly.

“My word!"”

il Leigh gave the Owl of the Re-
move a fierce look.

“Get out!"” he mutiered.

“Rals!” said Bunter defian
not woing out of my own stud
Ow! Leggo!”

Leigh was not in a humour (o bandy
words with the Owl of the Remove, He
seized Bunter by the collar and swing
him to the door, and sent him whirling
into the passage. The fat junior ro]l.cd
over on the linoleum with howls of pain.
Leigh, with a flushed face, closed the
door. M. pkine had watched the
strange procecdings of his son in utter
wonder.

“TBuey!" he ejaculated.
“8it down, father!”

“'Enry, my boy——' 3

“That fellow is a wretched ' zaid
Leich, breathing havd. *It's beastly
hard luck to have him in my study
at all!”

«Oh, I see!” said Mr. Hopkins. * But
rasn’t that a little bit ‘izh-"anded, all the

“T'm
I

same, 'Lnry?” < .
“QOh, no; that's all right! caid
Leigh. “Never mind Bunter. T.ook

you've ot here very late, father.
What train,are vou catching hon

“] shall have to_put up the n
London,” said Mr. Hopkins. *“I¢
with you an hour or so, 'Enry, if you
like.”

Cecil groaned silently. =

“Of course I like!” he said. “It's not
a question of that, father, of course. But
yon know vou don’t like hotels, and if

you could possibly get back to Sanford
. W

to-night—"
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with a factory lad.

1 don’t want to be snobbish,” said Leigh, glancing at Mark Linloy, *!
That’s what | mean, nlrnlphl from tho shoulder.
a roar.

“ You'ro a rotten swanker!'

ut | am not going to play in the same team
“ Thon don’t play " burat out Bob Oherry in
(See Chapter 2.

Mr. Hopkins beamed upon him affec-
tionately. * -

“That's jest like you,” he said,
*‘always thinking of your old dad. But
1 couldn’t get back to Sanford. I shall
'ave to stop the night in London, any-
way. I shall get back there pretty late.
I sha'n’t be able to make this journey
often, "Enry.”

*Oh, father!™

“It's too long, and cross-country, too,”
said Mr. Hopkins, shaking his head.
“But you'll come ’ome in the ’olidays,
though I dessay your chum Mauleverer
will make you go with him to spend a
wood part of the time at his princely
mansion wot you told me about in your
letters.”

Leigh winced. Nothing was less likoly
than that Lord Mauleverer would ask him
lome for the holidays,

“I—I don't think that's likely, dad,”
he said.  * You—you see, I couldn’t very
well accept hospitality that it would be
impossible for me to return; and I could
hardly ask a fellow like Mauleverer down
to the village inn at Sanford, could 17"

“] s'pase you'ro right, 'Enry,” said
Mr. Hopkins—'‘I s’pose you are. You've
zot the 'ead to think of these things. It's
“uard on you, 'Enry. A boy like you ought
to 'ave a splendid ’ome fit to ask a duke
to; that's wot you ought to ’ave, 'Enry.”

Leigh laughed shortly.

“Well, T haven't” he said.
enough for me, dad, but it
enough

Tk

“It's good
s not goaod
to ask Groyfriars fellows to.
y would expect a lot more.”

1 wish I could do it fc¥ you, 'Enry,”
said Mr. Hopkins, with a sigh.

“I know you do, dad,” said Leigh,
ith a burst of genuine feeling. “But
w've done more for me than I'ver any
t to expect. I know how you've had
to scrape, and I know your work’s harder

W

But I'll

v I'm not thero to help you.
vepay it all somo day, dad, somchow.
You have given mo a chance precious few
fellows in.my position get, and I sha'n't
ever forget that, dad.”

Mr. Hopkins' face glowed with pride
and happiness as he listencd.

“It's worth it all to me to ’aye a son
like you,” hegsaid. “Jest to 'ear you
talk, too, and to look at you—as good a
gentleman, though I say it, as the best
of them, 'Enry.”

“Do you think so, dad?”

“I know it. Blessed if a stranger
would be able to tell which was the lord,
you or your chum Mauleverer!” said
Mr. Hopkins fondly. “I think you're
the more helegant of the two, myself.
’Allo! Per’aps this is your noble friend
como to see us.'”

There was a step outside the door of
the study. Leigh ran to the door ab
once. He was desperately anxious to
keep anyone from entering just then.
The door was opened without a knock,
but Leigh’s hands was upon it, and his
foot was behind the door, and it opened
only a few inches. %

“Here he is!"”

It was Skinner's voice.

Skinner & Co. were there in full force
—Skinner and Snoop, and Stott and
Trevor, and Bolsover and Bunter, and
several more fellows, all of them grin-
ving. They had missed the visitor to
Greyfriars at the porter’s lodge; but
Gosling had borne out Skinner's state-
ment that it was Leigh’s “pater” who
had come, and the juniors had come on
to Leigh's study to see if he was there.

e was there! He roso from his seat
to greet the fellows with a friendly smile
and word when they entered. The simple
old gentleman little dreamed of the

thoughts and feelings of Skinner & Co.
upon the subject. . J

Leigh did not let the door open.
Skinner and his friends were pushing
from outside, but Leigh kept his boot
against the door,

“What do you want here?” he said
huskily.

“Only called to see you,” said Skinnee
blandly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We hLear that your pater has coma:
down to seg you, and we should like to
make his acquaintance,” i
Snoop. y

“Let them in, 'Enry,” exclaimed the
old gentleman, in his hearty way, “Lat
them in! I'm sure I should be glad to
make the acquaintance of any friends of
yours.”

Leigh had litlle choice about letting
them in. The juniors were all pushing
on the door, and Leigh was forced to let
it open’. He faced the fellows as they
swarmed in, his face white with rage and
shame. ’

“Hero he 5! grinned  Bolsover.
“Leigh’s pater, by Jove! Ilow do you
do, sir?"”

*“Quite well, I thank you,” said Mr.
Hopkins.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Leigh’s pater! My hat!”

“Leigh senior! Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“I’s—it's not the case!” mu
Leigh desperately.  “ He’s—he’s nto‘tp :‘l‘;
father. It’s—it's a mistake.”

Ho muttered the words so-that the
old gentleman could not hear him. The
}umors stared at him. Leigh tapped his
oro]hcud, and motioned them out of the
study.

Skinner & Co., in amazement
and

alarm, backed away, and Leigh
Tue Porvrar.—No. 115,

sniggered -
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followeq )
lnt_'o was ¢

em iy

Iis
tran, L

to the passage.
gely working.

F‘»’l't‘d.ccpumﬂr,!ﬂu duffers !” he whis-
him, Jpy ,10“! come jn and excite
calm,” all right; he has to be kept
g ) :
him'{“;ea" Scott ! What's the matter with
“He' B
"0}?55-:'"“‘“ i

THE FOURTH oHAPTER.
HE o 5nd Crowns Al

I s L-““'_‘f‘)'s were willing enough
tie ':lll‘ away then. Leigh pulled
hard] oor of the study shut. He
e would L. knew what he was saying.
thing to tave said anything, done any-
Greyfria avoid owning up before all
To -suélrs that this man was his father.
hmugh(]l A length had enobbishness
father. the boy that he denied his own
* Look
muttered Ski;
sL'm oy
Who i3 he, ilen "

e, you're gammoning
mer,

“Doo :
""lhor";"? 1.‘0- ]“Ok. as if he were my
faagh, sl Leigh, with a miscrable
% &,E"’ no; but—-"
o s 99 q
Bolsover, he, then?” demanded

5.“011?_5 the man who wrote me those
« *=my father's old gardener. s
‘J".“i-‘l S‘il stnstroke in “South Africa,”
oiio f'i#' . “Ie imagines that he has

: M on me, and I—I humour hiin,

Read the Adventures of Harry Wharton & Co.——

infiict this
1 that was

hin:
?

io him if it made
his fathex?

*Oh, come away exclaimed Jnhnl\\nz_‘lh

Bull. | Suffering upon hi : it vas
The juniors créwded off. i hest in the boy's mature ay that
and he sprang wards T

Leigh watched them go with a haggard | moment Y
face, Ea:md then reopened the door frgtlm | father with a low ery. But Ah’en‘Johu
<tudy. He did not think that the old | Hopkins moved; he raised bis hand, and
gentleman within could have heard any- | waved the boy back. y 5
thing, although in his excitement he had “Don’'t!” he mutiered huskily.
hardly been so careful as he might have “ Father ! 2 . 5
been, and indeed some of the others had | “Don't touch me, ‘Enry! I-—TI didn't

|
1

<poken in loud tones enough. uderstand,” said l]lc old man d:‘.cod‘ly.
“Tt's all right, dad!” said Leigh, | ** I never ought to 'ave come cre. I've
assuming cheerfulness with a great effort. Yes, I can see it now. 1

| disgraced you. cay
*They were a lot of chaps who had come , you'd ‘ave changed <o

--1 never thought

here to rag me, but I explained that you | much, 'Enry.®among your ncw frécxu‘!n
were my father, and—and— Father!” | I--I'm a disgrace to  you. You're

ashamed of your father
“Father !”
“Where's my—my
, looking round b

He broke off with a cry.

Mr. Hopkins was standing by the table,
upon which bis large red hand rested.
His face was almost grey in hue, and his

My
-1

land was trembling. ~ His lips were go! Lemme get out quietly, 'Enry let
twitching, as if he would have spoken, |me get out! Oh, I-I want (o get

but no word came from them. l{’u was | ‘ome !

not looking at his son; he was staring “TFather!”

straight before him with glassy eyes. “I dou't blame you, ‘Eury: I-—I
Leigh looked at him, siricken with | onghter understood,” said the Lyt

horror aud remorse. | “This ain't no place for me. I'm

inry,

He did not néed telling that his father ' going!  Good-bye, "Eur ud don’t
had heard—that the old gentleman had think that I'm angry with you, or that
heard enough, at all events, to know that , this will difference to—to your
his son had denied him—that the boy he ' & sht. Your old
doted upon had been ashamed to own | though you
him before the sclool. i

3]

wther’s pm’:ul of you, 'E

And that blow had gone straight to
the heart of John Hopkius. 3

In those few minutes old age secmed
fo have descended upon him. Ilis hand
trembled, his faco was grey and lined,
deep lines were upon his ruddy forehead.
He did not speak; it scemed as if the

by my father's wish, I
Y, s . I want to keep
I l::!r;,{nml get him away fo the
Ny ju-‘\cl?’l’l as quickly as possible.”
=1 say, that's beast] :
L% X at’ astly rough on you!
:.(x‘x‘dh-]?}'l?] Bull, who had come out of lLis
study at the noise. W T ink
A se, What do you think,
.1}: \" Whatton had joined the crowd,
“"L‘ -\xtigent and Bob Cherry. They all
looked very hard at Leigh. It scemed
!lll[?ox?lblc that any fellow could be so
incredibly mean as to denyhis own father.
And teoly  they would never have
ined ihat the man they had scen
come in with Leigh was Leigh’s father.
1le c:.-rlnn_lly did not look the part, so to
. apeak.  Surely Leigh was telling the
truth ! :
“I suppose it's as Leigh says,”
Wharton. e S
.l}ob Chc!‘r'y was silent.
T say, it's jolly rotten a fellow like
‘that coming here, then,” said Skinner.
“T thought he was your father, Leigh;
Gosling says so.”
T . N
I—=F'm humoring the ‘old chap, you

said

You do it jolly well, then,” said
Skinner suspiciously. :

“Well, whether he's Leigh's father ov
not, you fellows have no right to force
yourselves into the study,” said Harry
Wharton. *“Clear oft!”

“T'll clear off quick enough if I
sot tame lunatics in his stud:
Skinner.  ““ You’d better bar ofi
of
Le

¢ the rest
‘l'otx,r father’s = dotty old retainers,

Ta, ha, ha!”

“1 say, you fellows:

“Oh, buzz off, Bunter!”

**Oh, really, Wharton— Look here,
llu:l man sad he was Leigh's father,
Bt
“He's dotty, I tell you,” said Leigh.

“Nlore likely he’s your father, and.
youw're achamed o own him,” said
Bolsover. But it was merely a sncer;
he did not think so. Even Bolsover
would have stopped short of such a thing
as that, and he did not really believe
that Leigh was so base.

T'ug Poruran.—No, 116.

power of speech had left him.
* Father 1" <
The old man did not speak or move.

Leigh came closer to him. As he

looked into the kind old face, stricken | E

now with bitterness worse than death,

like a flood.
What had he done?
TFor what ha

old man to {!

very soul ?
he denied his

father who had pinched and sc

chances than he had ever had?
what had he done that?
falsa appearances which were half seen
through already by those he tried to im-
pose upon ; to persist in a course of lying
and boasting; to—to——  Oh, what had
his motives been? What was anything

W-HOOPS o
Joy

Weary Willic and Tired Tim in
CHIPS are still going strong and

always give you a good run for
your money. Do not miss the
grand new stories now appearing

in this world-famous comic.

remorse came upon the wretched boy

d he wounded this kind |
For what had |
ather—the father whose
kindness and love had never failed—the
aped in
order that his boy might have better
For
To keep up

| n't proud of 'im.
reason to be, goodness kno

1

j much_to boast of, T s'pose, only 31y
{ thonght—TI thought my own boy “‘A‘:‘d

! for me too much to care what I wa
But—but I oiter known bette
| T's all right, m go

i He groj
| “IFather!
| “Good-bye, ’
| But the boy

"arms were round the old man’s
I was sobbing as if his heart
| break, as he clung 2

| Hopkins gazed at )
| *Enry! What's the matter?
| T—1 can't bear to see you lik
| stammered the old m
¥ I'm going. T

smoothed
brow wi
as tender as a W 3
What is it, 'Eury? I'll do anything
you want—only tell me what it ia.”

“QOh, if you'd only be angry with me,
if youwd kick me, trample on me as
deserve I’ groaned Leigh. " 1f—if you' d
sce me as I am, not fit for you to iouch,
father! I'm a liar and a cheat. I've
lied to the fellows here. I've bragged, 1

—J—— _ Oh, father, I'm_the rottenest
cad in existence! Why don’t you hate
me? Why don’t you cast me off,
father ?”

“’Inry, my boy, I don't Dbear no
malice. ~ It's  all natural, reckon.
Don’t .take. on like that, 'Enry, I-I

ain’t "urt. I know it’s natural.”

Leigh grasped his arm.

“Come with me, father.”

“Where? What are you goin’ to do,
*Enry ?” exclaimed the old man m alarm.
But Leigh only dragged at his arm.

“ Come--come with me !”

1Io hurvied the old man intothe
Jdown the stairs, into the Comn )
crowded now with the juniors, cussing
what had happened. Every eye was
turned upon them as they came in, the
old gentleman unwillingly following his
There was a general exclamation.

Leigh faced the crowd of fellows, his
face chalky white, his eyes burning.

“T,00k here I’ His voice was loud and
clear. *““This is my father, you fellows;
the best father a chap ever had, though
he's got the worst son a man ever had.
This is my father. My name is Hopkins

(Continued on page 12.)

1s¢

son.
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MMY SILVER'S SECRET!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
1

Vory Mysterious !

(1] ASTER SILVER!
M “Hallo?" S
Silver.

Jimmy Silver was sitting
en the comer of the table in the end
study, talking to Lovell and Raby and
Newcome.  The subject under discus-
son was rather important—it was the
question of tea in the study or tea in

I

Jimmy

in Hall was not to tho juniors’
Tea in the study required funds.

iscussion, which was in-
tap at the door and the
youth in uniferm, with a
hand.
me?"  asked
at the letter.
sir; if you are Master James

Jimmy Silver,

ers had
»i-bird, as I
, had not flown. Tha
press letter could ouly 1
ono thing—to the minds of the I
Four of Rookwood.

been
=

Ca
ome kind-hearted
Jo or aunt had taken pity on them,

15t

sent off a remittanca post-haste.
Well, this is luck!” said - Jimmy,
slipping off the table My bonnie b
u are as welcome as the flowers in
Chuck it over!"”
ho messenger  grivned, and handed
over tho letter. i Iw‘r felt in
his pockets. i ¢ tanner
was all thar rer | 2
cash in the end study. vas just like
Jimmy to bestow it in a tip upon the
niessengrer. 3

The lad from Coombe departed satis-
fied, bearing Jimmy Silver's last sixpence
with him.

“Open it, fathead!” said TLovell,
rubbing his hands. “Must be 2 re-
mittance, of course. Your pater, I sup-
hose?"!

; Jimmy Silver unfolded the letter, and
looked at it. It was a scrawl in pencil
vpon a dirty sheet of paper.

His threo chums watched him rather
impatiently.

Jimmy Silver glanced at the letter
carelessly at first. z 5 r
But as he read it his expression

changed.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome noted
that ho gave a violent start, and the
colour wavered in his face.

His ey ccamo glued upon the dirle’
sheet of paper with ils pencilled scrawl,
20d his breath came thick and fast.

They watched hire in sileuce.

N EATOGTER2~

Rift in the lute of the Fistical Four's friendship, owing
to a mysterious secret which JIMMY SILVER does not
fecl at liberty to divulge even to his closest chums,

OWEN CON

Jimmy Silver finished reading (ke
letter, and stood with it in his hand, still
staring at it, his face pale, his brows
knitted.

It w
He w

Lovell who broke the silence.
nished, and a little alarmed.

“Who's it from?’ .
“A—a-a man!” stammered Jiamy
Silver. %
“Man you owe money to?" asked
Newcome.
0, no."

“Then what
“ N-nothing ‘
Jimmy Silver was making

offorts to pull himself together.

s tho matter with you?"

ovident

What-

ever was in that mysterious letter it had

ven him a shock, !
‘Well, you noedn’t tell us anything,

i oyou don’t want to," said Tovell,
rather tartly.  “If you're keeping
blessad secrels, you can keep 'em!

Jimmy er did not reply.

“Let's get down to tea!" said Raby,
rather gruflly.

Love!l and Raby and Newcome turned
to the door.

“Ain’t  you coming?’' demanded
Lovell, as Jimmy Silver made 1o move
to follow them.

1 can’t come {o tea now.”

“Why not?” -

“I'vo got lo go oul.”

“Do you want us to come?”

“No, no! You chaps go and .get yoar
tea,” said Jimmy, flushing. “It's all
right. I'm going for a spin on my bike.”

And—perhaps to avoid further talk on
the subject—Jimmy Silver walked out of
the study, and disappeared down the
passage, Lovell and Raby and Newcome
looked at ono another blankly.

“Well, my only hat!"" ejaculated
Lovell. ~“This. beats the giddy band!
Is the chap off his silly rocker?”

“Looks like it!” pgrowled Raby.
“Let's go down to tea; we're lute
already !”

The three juniors made their way

down to Hall in a puzzled mood. They
heard the whir of a bicyelo in the qumﬁ
rangle, and they knew that Jimmy Silver
had gone out.

Where had he gone? And why? What
was all the mystory aboit?

The Co. felt a littlo hurt and annoyed
—that was natural, But they were con-
cerned, too, and during tex they gave
much moro thought to their absent chum
than to tho “doorsteps ” and weak ten.
What was wrong with Jimmy Silver?

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Run Down!
(] INE up!” said Tommy Dodd.
I Tommy Dodd and Tommy
Cook and Tommy Doyle of the

Modern side  at - Rookwoad

were chatuing in the y okl gateway

UEST.

when Jimmy Silver came along on his
bike. The Classical junior had mounted
his machine iv the quad, which was really
not permitted—but Jimmy seemed to be
in a hurry.

The three Moderns lined up in the
gateway. Of course, it was no business
of Tommy Dodd & Co.’s if Jimmy Silver
cycled in the quad in spite of regulations.
But Tommy Dodd & Co. thrived on rags
with the Classicals, and they did not
mean to let a chance slip.

Jimmy Hilver's eyos gleamed.  What-
over it was that was calling  him
uway so suddenly from Rookwond, he
certuinly was-in“a hurry, and ho was
not in a mood for rags.

o brought his peduls round suddenly,
and the biko came forward, His elbow
caught Tommy Dodd under the chin, and
Lommy sat down. Doylo caught a
whizzing pedal with his knee and hopped
and yelled; and Cook went staggering
into tho road us a wheel biffed on his
legs.

Tho eyelist recled a little, but he kept
his seat, and pedalled on, %,

Almost in a _twinkling he was clear
of the three Moderns and whizzzing
away down the long, white road to
Coombe,

“ Yow-ow-ow !" came from Doyle, as
ho hopped and rubbed his knee, * Yow-
ow-ow! The thafe of tho worruld!
Yow-woop !"

0

Oh, ‘my chin!" gaspod Tommy
Dodd.

“Oh,  crumbs!" howled Cook,
serambling wp.  “Why didn't you hold
him, you duffers?”

“ Why didn’t you, you fathead?"

“Why, you silly asa—-"

“Aftho:” him!”  howled Doyle
“Sure, ho's lamed mo intoirely ! Afther
him, and miop up the road with him!"

“Ass! Wo can’t run down a bike !
growled Cook.

“Haven't we
gossoon ¢

Tommy Doyle rushed away towards
tho bikeshed.” Toramy Dodd and Cook
followed him. They were sore in a
double sense as the result of that brief
encounter with the Clasical junior, and
the prospeet of overtaking Jimmy Silver
and mopping up the road with him
appealed to them strongly.

Tho three Moderns rushed out their
machiner and pedalled away on the
track of Jimmy Silver. He was out
of sight, round tho bend in the road:
but as they pedalled round the benil
they epotted him again, riding hard in
the direction of Coombe.

“The baste; he's making the fur
fly I grunted Doyle. “Ha knows we're
afther him {"

*Ho hasn't looked Lack.”

o g g g b o g

got bikes, too, you

Tnz Porvian.—No. 116. g
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wHe's leaving the road

Jaimed ]‘)loy = f C Ny
‘The village of Coombe \us i) o
he distance \\henl il et

i Ji 5
:,I:.rnﬂl from fhe road .’l]l(‘]’"l{:]‘io“blll\'cr
muddy and ;""’y cart-track lhute‘] 3
away ucl‘o:.‘S..:-‘ o moor. T g dm‘_ml
,'ounfl for i m]g, and Jimmny (‘l‘l‘tll}"]]‘
coud’t havo {'-wseu it for plm:my
oy Tt £ €5 il B
¢

(hat
9

a1
b3t Put

he had spotted their pype:
secking to l]'n'o“- l)ﬁf:“ l:)“l}{su.t and

it on!”  exclj
¢ on exclaime Tommy

Yadd- Sy
l’l‘lgL‘ three cyclists came wp (4
furning with a rush, and withou “Ll;i‘.

tation ‘turned into the track across

the
1moor- .
Jimmy Silver had hud to sloy
on the” yough  track, and “the :]l?l“('lL‘

Jerns, when they turn Y
Mo vere not so far behnd fioee. the
‘The Classieal junior did noy look bacl
onee. e
‘Fommy ])qdul was puzzled,
My hat!” he ejaculzted
«He «‘ml'.l, bo },'O}HgI there 17

A wayside inn had appeared jyy gy
- pestling by a clump of \},g h'mmnil'-'fnhs'
mark on the wide moor. The jm‘i“j
o (hat._inn by reputation, Tt “" 5
called the Ship, and from the u-iml:r‘d:‘
the sea could be seen across (he \:;15
Jands. .

n old days the cellars of ¢ i

lm{l Deen ﬂh“ storehouse u}wsl?xlxlulup Tllzli
goods from France and Flanders, :ﬁﬁ]u
pad reputation still clung about, '(Im I:}
Tt was the resort of poachers ¥ (l

:m,sf characler‘s.fnlr miles ro\:::](;
was, of course, strictly out. ;
;«gr the Rookwood fellows, nndofh‘;n::::::
yockless of the Giddy Goats of Ro K
wood would mever have dreamed Oéi

«ong there.
Hrommy.  Dodd & Co. exchanged
startled glances. — Was it possible (hat
tho old ,S,l!lp was Jimmy Silver'’s dost;
nation? That, instead of dodging ”,'Cm'
as they had supposed, he had been
heading | for that disreputable haunt
all the time? i
« gin’t vossible I’ muttered
«1To ain’t that sort!”

suddenly,

inn. |
ausp

Cook.

“Took!” muttered Tommy
catehing his breath. hmy - Dodd,
Jimmy_Silver had dismounted.

Ho wheeled his Dbicycle into {he

draggled, untidy garden beside i
nn-lbgi.\nppourul from sight. i

Tho threo Moderns jumped down, in
comething very like consternation. 3
“Ilo’s gone n!” said Cook faintly.
“Tnto tho Ship!” said Tommy Dodd
awe-stricken tones. “My hat!” U
Tommy Dodd whistled softly, £
«\ell, this beats it!” he said. “T1q
never have thought it of Silver, You
yemember how ho helped to rag Smythe
of the Shell for going o the Bird-in-
Hand.  Why, tho Bird-in-Hand is a
celect,  pleasant-Sunday-afternoon  sort
of a place compared with that low den.
He must bo oft his rocker !

«T suppose it isn’t our business,” said
Doyle, after a long pause. “I—I wish
wo hadn’t found it out. Ie—he may
think we were spying on him !” 3

“1 don't care what he thinks! He's a
Jlackguard to go to a placo like that—a
TRookwood chap!” szid Tommy Dodd
indignantly.  “Let’s have him out.
After all, us top side of Rookwaod, it's
up to us to look after those Classical

in

kids.”
“Ahem !”
Tommy Dodd started wheeling his
hike towards the inn, and his chums fol-
fowed slowly and doubtfully. But
Tommy Dodd's word was law on the
Modern side at Rookwood, so far as the
siors were concerned, and Cook and
oyl raised no objection.
d're Porviir.—No, 116.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Jimmy Silver’s Uncle!

IMMY SILVER had wheeled his
machine into the ill-kept garden
and rested it against the fenco in-
side. Then_he stood looking about

J

him.
. nil: heart was beating faster than
1sual.
Deep in painful and unpleasant

thought, Jimmy had not observed that
the Modern juniors were on his track;
but, ho know that thero was danger that
ho might be spotted in that disreputable
haunt.  And he knew that the conse-
quences would be serious for him if it
beeame known at Rookwood.

A fat and beery-looking man, with a
clay pipe upside down in his mouth,
camo_through the weedy garden from
the direction of the stables, and stared
at tho schoolboy. Jimmy Silver hwrried
towards him.

Can you tell me if there is a M.
l{x]!)lllsol) staying here?” ho asked.

The ostler nodded.

C“Will you tell him T want to sce
him 77
“You can go in, young gentleman.”
J‘Illllllll;\' flushed. ~ g
“I—I'd rather not go in. Can't you
I(t_‘ll Mr. Robinson that 1'm here, and ask
him to come out? I'm his nephew
Jimmy.”
im! ho ostler nodded, and went inlo the
Jimmy Silver sat down on a bench
‘f‘f"]““ ll)o trees, and waited.  He drew
rom  his pocket {he letter he had
received by the messenger, which

)

om Rook-

had brr:uqh!. him so suddenly fr
\}'00\‘ School to this queer place. e
read again, with a glum brow, the

scrawled lines in pencil:

Lovell and Raby and Newcome
could have seen those lines, they would
have known why Jimmy Silver did not
want them to seo the letter.

“Dear Jimmy,—I know it will be a
surprise to you to get this, but I want
you to help me. I'm in trouble—rotten
trouble. You can help me if you like:
but keep it davk, or it may be my
ruin. Come as quickly as you can to
the Ship Tnn_and see me. Don’t fail
me, Jimmy. It's more importani than
you could guess. Ask for Mr. Robin-

son.—Your
“UxcLe Joux.”

That was the letler.  Jimmy Silver
bad obeyed the summons. He could
do nothing else.  But his heart was
heavy. Ile knew little of his uncle,
John Silver, excepting that he was a
ne'er-do-well, a rolling stone that had
certainly gathered no moss. He knew
that his father never saw him of late
years. and did not like to hear him men-
tioned. M, Silver was not a hard man,
and Jimmy had no doubt that his stern-
ness towards his wastrel brother was
justified. Yet Jimmy had not felt that
he could disregard the appeal from the
waslrel.

His remembrance of his uncle was not
very clear. But the man had been kind
to him as a child, and if he had gone
to the bad that was no ireason why
Jimmy should dislike him. If the way-
ward, weak-natured man was in trouble,
Jimmy folt that it was up to him to’lend
a helping hand if he could. Yet what
he could do was very clear.

Ho waited in the garden, while the
sun sank lower and lower over the
moor. _ But he did not have to wait
long. From the side door of the build-
ing a man emerged—a man_in shabby
attire, with an unshaven chin and a
dirty collar,  His face was curiously
blotchy, and Jimmy did not need teling

The ** G -
reyiriars Herald’’ is in the * Magnet’’ Every Monday.

{hat that was the result of strong d

But in the face, disfigured as it wa ,U}
cs of past

reckless living, there were Gd
good looks.
“Jimmy kid!
“Yes, uncle.” s
«igh 1 muttered John Silver. with
a quick glanco round hin. Dou’t call
mo that here! I'm Mr. Rcbinson here!
Call me that, if anything.”
Jimmy felt o chill.
“Why?” he _asked cinking his voice
almost unconzciously. ** Why can't you
uso your own nar
© “It’s not sife.”

So you've coir

nt out for me.”

back , vpon  the
So that was itl
police whom

Jimmy Siiv sank
bench, almost giddy.
It was a fugitive from the
he had been called to help.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Fugitive from Justice !
O1IN SILVER stood looking
upon his startled and  disni
nephew  with a bitter expression

upon his fa
Jimmy Silve
‘He could on
him in utter disn

“Oh!” he muttered at last.
that it?”

“Yos, thal's it.”

“What have you done?”

*Nothing.”

Jimmy started eagerly. )

“You mean that you were innocent,
and it is a mistake?” he exclaimed.

John Silver looked at him oddly.

“That's exactly what I
replied. “I—I suppose you belie
me, Jimmy

Jimmy - Silver
breath of relief. :

“Of course I believe you!” he said.
“1 know you wouldn't tell me lies—your
own nephew !

Jahn Silver winced slightly, but the
Rookwood junior did not notice it

“But what has happened?
that.”

“I got into a place,” said John Silver.
«Vour father always refused to help ma
unless 1 settled down to work. Well, 1
sottled down. He got me into an office
in London. It was a hard grind for a
man like me, but I stood it. I've stood
it for over a year. Then the ¢ sh came.

dumbfounded.
are at the man before

+*Js—in

ve in

drew a deep, decp

rell mo

There was somothing wrong in the
accounts, snd—and it was put down to
me. Perhaps I was careless; but—Dbut

somebody got at my books, Jimmy, and
—and thera v a sum of money missing,
and false entries had been made, and it
was put down to me. Of course, it was
an casy trick to play on a caveless man
liko me.”

If Jimmy Silver had had much
enco of business life, he would heve
known that such a trick was far from
ensy lo play. But a junior in the Fourth
Form at Rookivood was not likely to
Jknow much of the routine of a London
office, and Jimmy never even thought of
doubting his uncle’s word.

“But—but it must come out!” said
Jimmy. ely it will be found out?”

“Perhaps—in time. But they think T
did it. and—and unless the money’s
handed back it can't be stopped. And 1
haven't got five hundred pounds.”

“ive hundred pounds!” exc!
Jimmy, in dismay

“Mhat's the sum.”

“Oh! PBut my father

“T can’t go to your father, Jimmy.
He wouldn’t help me.”

“Tf he believed that you were inno-
cont—"

experi-

aimed

”»

“He dopsn't believe in me. He thinks
‘(Continued on page S.)
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cllent komedians!

We intend to give a
srmanse in the Publick Mall at Courtield
on Satterday nite, and peeple will flock into
the town in there thowsands in order to

here my wunderful ventrillokwial trix.

Their pens to be a big Konzert hoom
at St. Jim's, and Rookwood as well; so
I have arsked my Korrespondents at those

to send in there reports of the different

3 'n..}i pooding-headed idiot Wharton, who

- THE SERKOND FORM KONSERT !

As I obbserved to yung

13

ent when we

wer aying chess the other evening: “ We're
not ng to be lcll out m the cold. My
4 cmove,
nd.’

said

m!h u, hart and
sole. ve no dout the rest of the
felloes will rally round.”

“Kount me in!" said Gatty.

“Me. too!" said Myers.
“Me singee Chinee love-song!”

v vunderful how kwickly
d me up. I jotted thcrc names
down in my notebook, together with the
items they intended to sing or ressite.

Yung Nugent, who has got a magniffisent
trohblg |n=L tumer yoyce, prommnst to sing
that sole- lrnng dlth. “Wisper, and I
Shall Here!"”

Gatty said he wood sing, “Wink to Me Only
With Thine Eyes.” And Myers vollunteered
to ressite “The Reck of the Hesperus,” wich
begins sumthing like this:

aid Hop Hi.
all  the

“It was the skooner Hesperus,
Its fleece was wite as snow;
And the skipper had taken his little
dorter— -
That lamb was sute to go!”

As for me, I intended to give all sorts
of terns. Like my bruther Billy, I'm an
aspert ventrillokwist, and I can wine like
parrott, wissle like a kanary, bleet like

a cow, and nay like & hoarse, I have also

By SAMMY BUNTER (Subb. Edditer).

$0<C-3<3>0<i~3i-0

g
got a powerful barrytone voyee, .'md grate
gifts of imitashun.

We lost no time in getting to work, and
it was arranjed that we should give our
konsert in the fags’ Kommon-room on Wens-
day evening.

I charjed a tanner for admishun, and
arranjed with Tubb and Paget, of the 8rd,
to stand at the door and kolleckt the
munney. Peeple who didn’t pay were cast
4th on there nex.

Well} deer reeders, the show was a hooge
suxxess. But it wood have been a kompleat
washout if it hadn’t been for me.

Yung Nugent got a soar throte just before
the konsert started, and when he tride to
sing tho rezzult was paneful in the egg-
streme.

As for Gatty, he was pelted oft the plat-
form before he was 1- threw his song;

cﬁ_i

WILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER,

TTY WYNN and BAGGY TRIMBLE . ok
of St. Jun{_.USA\IMY BUNTER of Greyfriars, and 2=t

ay
and Myers maid a tcrrlhul hash of . his
ressitashun. £

It was me what saved the situashun, I
was applorded to the ecco, and the felioca
kept shouting in French in there eggsite-
ment. “Ong kore! Ong kore!” they cride.
And I had to keep on singing untill I was
husky.

When the konsert was over, I washed the
greece-paint off my chivvy, and went in serch
of Tubb and Paget.

But, alass! The beests had vannished.

And s0 had the takings!

Later on we found them in the tuckshop,
holding a meeting of the Third Form, and
using my munny.to keep themselves brite
and mery.

imsclf on being a lst-class edditer,
3 think of pubblishing a Speshul
nement Number.  Trussed W. G. B.
the brane-waves!

, deer ders, 1 must bid you
Orry Vore, as they say in Franse. I've
got to go and practiss sum speshul stunte
for Satterday nite.

My only regrett is that you karn't alt
come to my konsert. You wood ¢njoy yore
selves to the fool, and I should make a point
of treeting you all to a lst-class spread
after the show.

But what karn't be, karn't be. So wa
won't mone about it. I shall have to make
a toor of the country one of these days, and
call on my reeders at the varyus towns.
That wood be very nice for iy chums,
woodn't it?—and niser still for

el
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Roll-Up ! Roll-Up! Roll-Up!
A GRATE KONSERT

will be givven in the T'ublick Hall,
field, on Satterday neckst, at

8 p.m.,

Y
‘ BILLY BUNTER'S BING BOYS!"

inklooding  the  scllybrated  WILLIAM
GEORGE BUNTE Rl\nng sevveral other komic

PROGRAMME.
1. Opening  Korus—"The Bing Boys sre
Hear!" :
2. Up-to-dait Ventrillokwial Trix by \V, G.
BUNTER.

3. Sonz— \\

r are the Ladds of the Villilge

B) HAROLD SKINNER.
A Jimmy-| nuuck Display.
By WUN LUNG.
SOng—"Panc) voo Frongsay.
NAPOLEON DbPO\T

llcwh..hun—'l Kinder Sorter Guess aud
Kalkulate.'

By FISHER T. FISH.

7. More \ontnllokwlnl Tric, garanteed to
make a cat larf!
By W. G. BUNTER.

8. sang—"lhcn s Bcnn a Delay in the Post™
By W. G. BUNTER.

0. Konklrlmd.l.ng koms—“rrccze a Jolly Geod

Prises of Admishun: 6th-Formers, 6 hob; Sthe
Formers, 65 bob; 4th-Formers, 4 baob:
Remove, {ree; 8rd-Formers, 8 bob; 2nd-
Formers, 2 bob.
Proseeds (after W, G. Buntur has deduckted
working cggspenscs) to be devvoted to the
omdge Hospittal.

ROLL UP! ROLL UP! ROLL UP!
Tue Porvrar.—No, 116,
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‘om Merry st

passage, and .\1‘:8,‘1:
We strained our

d short suddenly in the
:‘:r‘:‘"‘l l“fu‘llowml suit.

VA8 1 0 listen, but there
:.‘mm'guﬂfﬁdu"é' us to do so, Iolr L‘\L'ntn dltmr
ing seream \\!"higl-{:“-e‘l‘“ilul to hear the piere-
ing £choed through the build-

S

ynid-gllmﬁ::r:‘.k?\'itilmxl\m:lm:;!i‘;] being scalped!”
Again the scre Ly

coul in torent M TANE out, like that of a

Tom Merry turneq pale.

Lll;!,‘\!'t" li,uém:l.‘u:;"i"_? could raise the roof like
spooks, but— I'm not a believer in

** You thi im'
‘70‘};”" ¥ :Il;‘l‘iutll)c St. Jim's ghost is on the
* Seems like it. Marky*
‘There Was another tey i
m‘-l‘df' Olll‘l}J‘kle :‘lelu‘r“\’lxl}'llblu scream, which
“I'm ofl!” said Manners p
2 ! My romptly. “1
;lule fi“‘l}fll}l Tacing anything in llh-osh‘x‘m:l blood
;u“ mh' & perfect horror of spooks!™ :
: Anir:lrlt.‘ml darted away in the dircetion of the
'h;:\‘c" fl)ll)' l;;:lfufuqln. and Tommy and 1 fol-
ncuml"- sereams seemed to be drawing
No soomer had we tuken refu:

the

. A : ' i
Common-room than a crowd of white-faced -

tellows sished in.

Cardev and Clive
Dane and Lumley
;dr:ul\ of nothing
Jooked scared out

* Did
Cardew,

Tom Merry nodded.

': \\'hlat do you imagine it is?"”

o I was thinking it might be a spook.”

** That's no spook!™ said Levison, with con-
n‘d.mn.| . It's some sort of wile t tha
f;cgtltc:limr':,;:'l 8 kccpcr?. l‘.m:l found its w

*“ My hat!” i

‘““ Listen!" said Clive suddenly,

A fierce, snarling sound came to our cars,

and Levison, Glyn and
umley—fellows wlo were
in the ordinary way— now
a of their wits

you hear it, dear boys?" panted

ANANNNANNNNANS
Z ANANANANANANNANNNNNNS
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Tom Merry & Co. are born comedians.
You've only got to look at them to deduce
that! The only time they are really serious
js when they are performing something comic.
And when they try to act one of Shake-
speare's tragedies they send you into lits
of Jaughter.

These champion chumps of the School
1louse gave a concert last week, and it was
the biggest  *‘frost™ imaginable. The
audience_consisted of only six fellows, and
these had turned up for the express purpose
of pelting the performers with bad epgs!

‘When Tom .\lcrrfr t up on his hind legs
and started to sing, it sounded like old
‘Taggles sawing wood! You never heard such
a row in your life! And when Gussy at-
tempted to render a tenor solo, the audience
rose as one man -and mobbed him.

Then Jack Blake tried to sing ** Asleep in
{he Deep,” in a voice like a foghorn. The
audience survived one verse, and’then Bluke
was swept clean off the stage by a shower of
missiles.

After this, that wooden-headed chump,
Grundy, tried to give an exhibition of ven-
triloquism. He didn't succeed in throwing
Lis voice a single yard. The only people who
thirew anything at all were the members of
the audience, and Grundy shared the same
fate as Blake

Tre Porvrar.—No. 116.
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Something Like o Seare!

Report of the School House Goncert !
By FATTY WYNN.

~0~3-9->0
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and we conjured up visions of some terrible
monster hungering for human prey.

“ Retter lock the door!™ said Glyn, with
chattering teeth.

Before we could
fellows burst into the Common-roon.
were in a stale of panic.

“Lock the door—quick!" gasped Herries,
who was one of the newcomers. * The ~the
thing may be after vs!”

Digby turned the key in the lock, and we
exchanged wondering glances.

WwIf only we knew what it was,” stid Tom
Merry, ** we might be able to tackle it. But
I don't feel like coming to grips with a
spook !’ AR

wOr with a wild Dbeast, cither
Manners. ** Hark! There it poes a

Phis time it was @ ghastly wail thav pene:
trated through the School House.

Jack Blake was the first to pull himself to-
gethier. )

" No use waiting here in a stute of sus.
pense,” he said. ' 1'm going to find out
wliat it is!"”

“* Don't be an i Blake!"

You'll be taking your life in your
‘ou might be mauled to pieces!
“I'm off to investigate,

Blake.

And he went out of the Common-room.

We waited, in e of b hless sus-
pense, for Juck Bl return. Some of us
couldn’t help thinking that he It not re-
turn at all.

Tut he did. There w
face when he rejoined us in thy

do so a further crowd of
They

said

s a broad grin on his
Ly Common-

lat ¢
carthly Tom Me
“Yes. It wasn't a spook,
wild beast.” .
**Then what

“ It was m y our friend, Gu
tising his tenor solo!" was the caln
ANNANNY

1

Lowthier professes to be a humorist. My

I If Lowther is a humorist, goodness
knows what really funny people call” them-
selve The ouly thing which was funny
about Lowther, in my opinion, was his fac
and that's too funny for words! Yl give
an example of Lowther's wonderful wit.

He came upon the stage, explaineéd that
he had some real good puns and stories to
tell, smiled like an ostrich digesting a bag
of nails, and said:

“ What should happen to a fellow who
makes puns?'

There was uo reply.

“ He should be pun-ished!” said Lowther,
and g a shriek of glee.

He was served the same as the others!

The limit was reached when Herries started
to give a cornet solo. I suffered such severe
internal pains that I had to leave the concert-
hall in a hurry

The School House fellows have no more idea
of running a concert than a pig has of play-
ing cricket. Their o-called comic songs would
have made the angels weep! And all I can
say is that Tom Merry and lis tribe are far
better comedians off the stage than on it!

Next time the School Iouse gives a con-

cert Il cheerfully pay a weck’s pocket-
money for the privilege of staying away !

BILLY BUNTER’S WEEKLY.

MY DANCING
PARTNERS!

. By -
ARTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARGY.
e

[ danced with Gwunday at the ball,
1 wish I'd nevah danced at a )i}
For Gwund: cet are such a size,
An’ ho's the clumsiest of guys:

I danced with Fatty Wynn, for fun,

But shortly aftah we'd begun

He bolted, leavin® me quite lonely,

Towards — a  sign: * Wefweshments
Only!”

I danced with Glyn. Heo said, *Why,
Gus,

You'ro lik

“Gweat 8
twust?' % y

But he had vanished in disgust!

» a hippopotamus!”
cott! Youre jokin’, Glyn, I

I danced with that wild cweature ll‘.Iu?.c,
He made me hop, an’ no mistake !

zod me wound an’ wound until

He whizz y
I felt most dizzy, dazed, an il

[ davced with Cardew, an’ with Clive,

The marvel is, I'm still alive!

They danced me heah, they danced me
there,

They danced me, pwanced me every-
where!

I danced with Jewwold Lumley-Lumic
A fellah who is fah fwom comely.
I glared at him with fw eezin’ scorn

Each time he twod on my pet corn!

I danced with my young bwothah W
My soul was filled with melancholy.
Is he a vewy clevah dancah?

No, sire, he isn’t—that’s the ansah!

I danced with Hewwies, an’ with 1
The formah, who's a perfect pig,

Let his mad bulldog loose agair
My danein’ bags were went in tw

[ danced at last with Mawie Wivahs.

My heart with wild excitement quivahs
Whenevah I wecall that dance,

For I was in a sort of twance!

Tho hwightness of Miss Mawie's eyes
Is bwightah fah than summah 3
An’ I know nothin’ so entwanei
As Mawic’s dappah, dainty dancin’!

SPECIAL NOTICE.

The Editor of the Com-
panion papers—
MAGNET, GEM,
POPULAR, BOYS'
HERALD, and
BOYS' FRIEND,
finds that some of his readers
have received a letter re-
garding the publishing of a
new weekly paper. He wishes
to inform his chums that he
has no connection, whatever
with this new publication.
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SHINNER'S STARTLING STUNT!

By H. VERNON-SMITH.

“This is
w

footer practice,
arrested by an
board:

and our attention had been
innouncement on the notice

“NOTICE.
“Mr. Paul Prout, M.A., will give a lecture

ight o'clock this evening in the lecture-
hall on

BIG-GAME HUNTING.”
will be optional for
u)mpu‘_ ry for juniors.

“ Attendar
A

senjors,

“Just like Pront to mess our evening uwp
like this!" grumbled John “This is
about the tenth time this term that he's
Iretured on big-game hunti I
wind if he knew so ahout
subject, but he doesn’t. only

Lame
abbits and

Ia, ha, ha!
“1 think we ail cuzht
amd stay away 1rc

wouldn’t
Tiis

Tl
that Prout’s ever managed to s

squirreis!”

L n
“Afraid we
a deadly dull evel
n.

Skinner, who was
chuckle.

“I can n'umw- you
1t dull!” d

he

for infusin
“You're going to let
the middle of the

what are
and sce

ait

We could sce that the the Remove
had something up his 5, But we had
no idea what he intended to do in ord
enliven the proceedin

Had we been able to follow

cad of

inner to his

study, however, we should have seen lim
concoct a letter in handwriting which was
almost id, cal with Prou

SKinuer is an expert in t gerous art
of forgery. imitate hand-
writing of any ter at

Lie's often spoofed us
bogus announcements,

The letter whi Skinrer now wrote was
addressed to Claude Hoskius, the musical
genius of the Shell. And it ran as follows:

n the past b,

vy dear Hoskin
pos¢ to give a
big-game hunting.

s you know, I pro-
ccture this evening on
It occurred to me that
something in  the nature of a ‘curtain-
raiser ' would be necessary. I know you are
a boy of considerable mi l talent, and if
you could organise an orchestra, to perform
on the platfo in the lutun hall from
8 to 815 p.m., it would put the audience in
an agreeable humour, and th ould listen
1w my lecture in a tolerable spirit.

am giving you very sh notice, but I
faithh in your ability to raise an
in the course of the next few
ours sincerely,

* PAUL PROUT.”

surveyed ‘lli: haudh\ork with a

Skiuner.
broad grin of gl

“1 guess this \ull du the {trick!’’ he
nuttered.

Sealing the letter
stepped out into the passage.

in- an envclope, he

ammy Bunter came rolling into view, and
Skinner hailed him. il

“Do me a favour, kid,” he said. “Take
this along to Hoskins' study for me.”

“0l, really, Skinmer! I'm not a beastly
and-boy !’
crr;n“ ;‘11\) you a bag of bulls™-eyes if you'll

deliver this letter safe into Hoskins' hands!™
said Skinner r:crsu.m\ch.

e erene!

fx\rgnfy Bunter -scuttled away with the
Irttcr, which was soon being ca"erl) read
by Claude Hoskins.

{ the Shell was flattered

jiat  Prout had enlisted  his

He had no suspicion that the

not genuine, and he went along

h\ l.nu. s iy in order to tell him that

ould Lo bt ahead with the task of

rehiestra.

The m L ed to he

out. He was playing goll with Quelchy.

mn(urul Hoskins, — Ul

surprising what a lot of musical
t Xins managed o unearth.

Coker of the Fifth had recently received
a cornet from his Aunt Judy, and he was
anxious to perform on it in public. Coker
didn’t know a note of music, but by dint of
constant tice he haa  suceceded in

King weird noises come from the coriet,
assured Hosking that he would make
it Hoskins was rather doubtful
isdom of including a cornet-
1 his orchestra, but he felt that he
had be! uu liumour Coker.

Potter of the Fiith |\u~wmd
weather-beaten concerting, and Greene

a hattered bugle.
Hobson of the Shell had

a rather
had
and

a flute,

Nir. Prout sprung upon tho platform,
and did great ocxecution with tho cane.

MeDougall of the Fourth oftered to turn up
in_ the lecture-hall with his bagpipes.

Hoskins himself intended to preside at
the piano, and the remainder of the
orchestra was composed of mouth-organists
and_ tin-whistlers.

When ht o'clock came, and the fellows
trooped into the lecture-hall, they had quite
a surprise.

Hoskins and his merry musicians  had
taken up their position on the platform,
and presently a most unearthly din broke
{0

t-pom! ‘Ta-ra-ra-pom!

Hosking thumped the keys of the piano;
Coker blared upon his cornet, with puffed
cheeks, until he seemed in
bursting; Potter . kept pumping 3
certina, and McDougall's bagpipes created
dmurd.\nh wails. There no harmony—
nothing but sound and fur,

“My only aunt!” gasped Bob Cherry.
'l didn't know this was in the programme

“The din's simply appalling!” said Harry
Wharton, stopping his ears.

Frank Nugent chuckled.

Might as well add to the (\uhu\cnt' %
he sutd, producing a comb and tissue-
paper from his pogket.

Several fellows followed Nugent's example,
and the pandemonium which prevailed was
suflicient to arouse the Seven Sleepers

Crashing and banging and squeaking and
\mllm;,. the orchestra went -merrily ahead.

It had just got fairly into its stride when
Prout. came in. :

The master of the Fifth stopped short
in hlank amazement. He looked as if he was
on the verge of an apoplectic fit.

“Bless my soul! What is the meaning of
this discordant din?  Hoskins!  Coker!
Potter! Have you taken leave of  your
senses?"’

Prout's voice was drowned in the uproar.

Hoskina  thumped, and Coker blared.
cadled louder than ever.
hundered Prout.  “ Desist,

1 came here to give a het

aud 1 fukl the Teeton
lwll full of noisy favaties! M 5! Coker!
Do you hear me? down from tha

pl.nlh--m immediately!
Crash! )hmln'

i errible!™

appear  that

I will end

)un‘lh d
these  hoys
Aavenr Lo resture Ui

0 {

would
demented! (
to a state of sanity!™”

Prout
returning

bhurried ent of
4 moment later

tin
withy
a supple

With remarkable agility lor & wan of 3
years, he sprang on to the |
great exceution with the cane earricd,
It lashed the legs of the musi mn
they dropped theie instruments with Lowis
of_pain.

nd dnl

he

Tash!

oy enjo;

A the situstion fnome
tion of the tellows on the
platiorm. They rusbed wildly to
Knocking each other over in
atlempt to dodge Prout’s blows.
At least five minutes had elapsed lefore
lence  and  order  were restored. Thea
1t spun ronnd upon Hoskins.
your doing!™  he

ver
\\Hll the

and
frant'c

fiv,
&

exladmed,
You en audacity to cop-

vert th all into a bear-garden!™
Hosking looked utterly hewildered.
“But—but it was at your direction, «iri"

he stammerds . 0

My direction!” hooted Prout. “How dase

you nkv such a statementy”
wrote and asked me to rdise on
unlu-slm"‘ sidd Hoshing sullenty.
“Wha
Uy Ih-ro are your own words, si A
Aud Hosking produced the letter whicly
Skinner had faked.
“Phis s o trick!" excluimed

]‘n'u“
“Some misguided boy has had the efroute
to Imitate my handwriting and my &
ture! T will not rest until T
root of this outra:
who brought you th
“Yes, sit; it was Bunter hnunr."
“Ah! Is Bunter minoc presen
Sammy tricd to hide himse
|I|mx'\||t feat for a fellow of his
Prout's keen eye singled him
twinkling.
“Come forward,
less for you to try and squeeze y.
under the seat! I want to Know tlie nu.\
of the boy who handed you this letter to
give to Hoskins!"
“Alem!”
“There is no boy of that name at n».;-

hive got to
you

l'i'llh'm| "

ol

Bunter minor! It i= |.--~-
i

friars, that am  aware!”  said  Vroot
drily. “You will answer my question ot
once, or—

Prout mnd a suggestive motion with 1is
cane,

“Oh crumbs! 1t—it was Skinaer, syt

?lltc ed  Sammny. He's an »\\fﬂlly clever

, 8ir, and—""

nough!> suid Prout sternly.
you will step up on’to the platrorm,
will endeavour to teach vou that it 1s
very dangerous |ml|ry to imitate the Land.
writing of a master!”

Skinner got it in the neck—or, to le were
precise, in a somewhat lower portion of his
anatomy. And the music he rendered
Prout’s cane rose and fell. was cwen
penctrating and powerful than the co
efforts of Hoskins' orchestra!

T R e
A SCREAMINGLY FUNNY
STORY OF HERLOCK
'SHOLMES, THE FAMOUS
DETECTIVE, IS IN THIS
WEEK'S ‘* MAGNET
LIBRARY {"
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RABY'S RUSE!

ARTHUR NEWCOME.

By

“We simply must

how!" said Jimmy s-r"“sc the wind some-
tired of

Ak Silvers,  “I'm gl
|'n'|n...l tea in Hall, ang 1'1:1‘1()51-(,;1&‘!;"!
o "“}:}'“I\ in the ludy.” =~
s i L;);‘(;!Lc ‘;’uukt_ it can't
roke, and Newcome's 5 Vil b0
:’hc Kil‘(‘_"slflo(‘kS!"ml‘n broke. ~We're all on
Jimmy Ver groanc
=What's to be don S
-Thle on‘lly way w

raise some cusl
R b(&r,rowlnu. or

I g, 3
‘:\t Icm} borrow- Irum‘.m‘,'\s ‘fller!
",l_“-, © laven’t got to that stage
Then up spoke Q
peen deep in thought
‘"en\'ﬁ it to me,
“1'1I1 undertake to rajse o wi
*But llow?” I asl é‘r{“ thefuiii;
Raby didn't reply
strolled away, with

aling—well,

corge Raby, who had

for some-moments.

you fellows!” he said.
ind.”

';o c})!ml)-d qmisunm He

: uckle, leaving us

wondering what sort ¢ E

IR nud‘ﬂlf. of n scheme he had

We saw Raby 20 out of gate Vi

all sorts of conjectures n’.i‘t;s'\\'»wcdm“ﬁgnﬂﬂ

’:(,‘lug in m:nler to pick up some earthly nlros:;.
He may be going to H‘llt‘ pawnbroker's in

ver.

ham,” eaid Jimmy §

“But he's got nothing
l,ro¥|stc(l. :

“There's his gold tick
o i sg\|ild an:.-]l, ker and his diamond

* The silly ass! He'll get int v
row if_he's found with lmwnlicgci‘sn lﬁ“l‘l‘l‘s‘
possession ! aid Jimmy Silyer..

“It's possible that hie's poing to the post-
office o draw some cash out of his Savings'
Bank account,” I suzgested. £

Jimmy Silver shook his head.,

“Raby told me the other day the y
had one-and-sixpence in the h:{nk. lLAIrIIL:I 0)"‘3\’\
can't feed four ravenous fellows on one-
and-six.”

We were extremely puzzled to know where
Raby had gone. And we were half inclined
to follow him. But such a course savoured
of spying. So we waited rather impatiently
for Raby to return. . X

An hour passed, but there was no sign
of our chum. -

Tie only person who entered the school
precinets was a gipsy-looking merchant in
a muffler. He was accompanied by a very

worth pawning!" I

ancient barrel-organ and a very frisky mon-
key.

k, the porter, came shuffling out of his
lodge. He glared at the barrel-organist,
and clenched his fist.

“Clear hoff!” he said angrily. “We don't
waut no moosick ‘ere! Didn't you tee the
notice on the gate— No ‘'awkers—no cir-
culars '?"

“I ain't an 'awker, an’ I ain’t a circula
growled the Italian gentleman who was in
charge of the barrel-organ. “I'm zoin’
aronnd pickin® up an honest penny, an' 1I'm
sure these young gents 'ave no objection to
my playin® in their yard.”

“Don't you call our quad a yard, or you'll
get it in the neck!” said Jimmy Silver.
“We've no objection to your giving us a
tune, but we warn you that ave haven't
any spare coppers.”

“I'l get 'im a sort of copper az'll put
'im in chokey if e don't clear hoff!" said

2

Mack.
The- organ-grinder took no notice of the

eatess

irate porter. He started to churn his organ,
and the hideous Jazz tune attracted quite
a crowd of fellows into the quad.

“Here, this isn't allow u
said Bulkeley of the Sixth.
scgllnnl—no'. a back alley!
off I" i

know
“T! a publ
You'd better buzz

The man cast an appealing glance at the
captain of Rookwood: and the mon!

snatching the cloth cap from his muster

head, extended it”towards Bulkcley.
ixth-Former laughed, and to:
ng into the ca

Other fellows followed suit, and the organ-
grinder’s face lit up with satisfaction. He
clhiurned away merrily.

d a

“Music hath charms,” said Tovell, "but
not this sort of music! W somebody
would give the merchant half-a-crown to

clear off to some other pitch!
Even as Lovell epoke, Mr. Bootles came

hurrying down to the school gates, with his

gown flapping in the wind.
“This noisc is unbearable,

i “I will gladly

v, too—if you

ises withont delay

my " he
remunerate you—and
vill quit the school

- ingerly approached
the monkey, and dropped a couple of hali-
crowns into the cap.

Shoteghy s s

collected a small

. _arinder had
The organ-grinde he seemed well

an-grinder had J
fortune by this LI is forclock to Mr.

satisfied. ! !

;“l};ll(( and dvpurml.l_lorl.'ctlur with Lis
van, his monke his loot.

mhmmu‘st have b 1 an hour l_‘.(..,

when Raby came in. His countenance wore

a cheerful grin. o T,

& in Egpyt, you 1Iv 5! said,
"C(?r::::n\\ith me to the tuckshop, and we'll
lay in the finest spread we've had for whols

tern
We simply gasped.
*How on

earth did you manage to raize the
ked Ji 3

d Silver.
perfcetly simple,” said | 3
WACH *t been Tobbing a bank,

. I raised this money
honest but humble ¢m-

i) | 1-‘.\)wrt you remember the organ-grinder

who vizited Kookwood an liour g

“You don't mean to £a
1y, “that i ;i

1t was—it were!

breath.

periectly simple,” said

togs with an org:

e, and borrowed hi
a se mousta

and a wig. And 11

fe half an hour. Pretty

good going—what!
We rushed at Raby with one accord, and

od him like a long-lost brother.

rother George,” said Jimmy Silver,

“you're a marvel! Even your Uncle Jame

wouldn't have thought of a whe

{hat! Come to my bosom and
“I'd

you
Bootles got
apoplectie fit
3 ha,

fless to state. we lived on the fat of
fternoon. No weak tea and
pd-margarine in Hall! We had a top-
hole spread in our study. And nobody
outside that study ever suspected the real
identity of the organ-grinder who had reaped
such a rich harvest that afternoon at Rook-
wood !

M.UFFIN’'S
MARVELLUS
METHODS !

—_——

By TUBBY MUEFIN.

£ ‘v,,\‘/\/WV\f\/WV\N\/\/\/\N\.u

IF YOU WAN
GRATE SINGER—

Take a corse of instruckshun from
Tubby Muffin. He will show you how
to trane and eggsersise the vokal mus-
sels, and how to sing baso, trcbble,
tenner, or alto. If yore voyco is gorn,
or going, Muffin’s Marvellous Method
will put it rite! Don’t be a silly kookoo,
but lern how to sing like a lark! Their
is a grate demand for reelly tallented
singers.  Let Muffin make you one at
tho moddest fee of five bobb a lessen!

IF YOU WANT TO BECOME A
BORNE VENTRILLOKWIST—

Come to Muffinl Ho will teach you
hoyw to throw yore voyce up the chimbly,
out of the windo, or under tho flore.
Think of the trix you will be able to

Tue Porunar.—No. 116. g

TO BECOME A

TRTHIRERITHIRT

SIS

work off on yore Form-master! Muffir
Mothods will ennable you to mew like
a donkey, purr like a cannary, and sing
like a catt! All budding ventrillokwists
should let Tubby Muffin make them ripe!

IF YOU WANT TO BECOME A
DAINTY DANSER—

Let Muffin show you how it is dun!
If yore feat are large and klumsy and
awkward, Muffin will reduce there sighs!
My methods will konvert a nellyfant into
a fairy! Lern how to tripp it on the lite
fantastick toe at the trifling charje of a
tanner a lessen!

IF YOU WANT TO BECOME A
JUGGLING EGGSPERT—
Muffin will show you the way! Can

you, at the prezzent moment, ballanse a
tureen of soop on yore napper without
spilling a dropp? Of korse you karnt!
But after a cupple of lessens from me,
you will be able to do this without up-
sotting the soop or the audiense! Don’t
delay! Start*to-day!

IF YOU WANT TO BECOME A
NIGGER MINSTRELL—

Now's yore chanse! Muffin duzzent
beleave in the old-fashuned method of

pushing you threw the seller-flapp into
the coal-seller! It's trew, -you mite
become a nigger minstrell that way, but

Muffin’s Methods are far more up-to-
dait! Muffin will show you how to
becomo a ripping korner-man, and he
will make no “‘bones ™ about it!

IF YOU WANT TO BECOME A
GRATE KOMEDIAN—

Watch Tubby Muffin karefully, and

immitate him in every possibul way!
You will then speedily become as famus
as George Robey or Harry Tate, the in-
ventor of the sugar-box!

Muffin’s  Marvellus - Methods Make
Magniffiscent- Minstrells and Mimmicks!

Write to-day for a free prospectus,
price one shilling!

DO YOU WANT TO BECOME AN
OTHER MASCULIN & DEVANCE?

°* Their is only 1 grate conjurer living
to-day, and that is Tubby Muffin. He
will teach you how to conjur like the
grate Masculin & Devance. Would you
like to earn hundreds of pounds a day,
making things disappear—and forgetting
to make them reappear? Would you
liko to haye a grate collection .of gold
watches, Jjewellery, and silk handker-
chiefs, and rabbits? If so, take lessons
from Tubby Muffin, the eggspert, and
becomo a grate conjurer. You will
then be able to -entertane your wealthy

friends, and set up as “a jewellery
merchant, DepL e iy !



Thrilling Adventures of Middy Nelson in
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JIMMY SILVER'S '
: SECRET! ,
t

(Coatizued frem page 8.)

I'm guilty, like the rest,”
Silver bitterly. “I'm not saying any-
thing against your father, Jimmy. He's
my Brother; and he might Lave lent me
a hand; but he believed the worst against
me at once. I'm not blaming him,
either. I'd been rather a than in his

said John

side when I was young and reckless.
Only it’
v

hard, when I had settled down
a ;lcml\« life, and make up for
that this should knock me right

ably.

“ITt's horrible!" said Jimmy misera
What

“But—bat how ecan I help you?
aro you going to do?”

> lm\ for a bit,” said John Silver.
is a safe place. Tl
of lnokun.; for me here. W
enough money for a journey
to mukn a break and get ‘out of the
country.”

Iver nodded.

nuch can you help me, Jimmy

T know you'll help ine all you can, know-
ing that I am an inuocent man.

Of course I will,” said Jimmy. *‘I-
I haven't much money. as you know.
I have a pretty good allowance, but it
all goes, on one thing or .uml‘h-r, and
to-day I'm quite stony. But I can raise

<omie cash somehow. I'll raise all I can,
and as quic! k as I can, and send it to you !
by post—-""

ot by post, Jimmy. T don’t want it
out (lmt '\n)bndv s staying here,” |
“Can't you !

risky for me to come here,”
y_uncasily.
if he knew.

said
“The Head would be
But I suppose I could |

come.”
“When?"
“T shall have to raise the money fiv

Suppose 1 see you to-morrow evening?
T'll do the best I can by that time!”

“Good 1 |

“And I Jimmy Silver broke off !
suddenly, as there v a trampling of
fect on the ill- kvpt path. **Oh, my hat!
Rookwood chaps!”

Three Rookwood } mmnu came through
the ragged bushes. ommy Dedd and
Cook and Doyle had arrived.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Tommy Dodd {o the Rescue!
OMMY DODD'S brow was grim.
! o looked at Jimmy Silver,
startled and crimson, and at the
bloated, blotchy face of the man
he had been in conversation with. The
disgust and contempt in Tommy Dodd’s
face struck Jimmy to the very heart. He
knew what \nml\mom the Modern junior
must draw from seeing him in such a
with such a companion.
aught!”  said  Tommy  Dodd.
“Ain’t you pretty (holoughly ashamed
of yourself, Jimmy Silver?”
“Faith, and you ought to be!’
Doyle.
“Who are these boys® asked John
S

' said

| Tommy

nothing {o stay for.
a llp for the Swindleum Plate?’

Silver.

** Rookwood chaps‘." said Jimmy, in a
h]lcnm, voice. “What the dickens are
you doing here, you Alodern rotters?”

“We came after you, to bump you,”
said Tommy Dodd, **and we hnppcued to
run you down here that’s all.”

“Well, now you've run me down, you
can clear off.”

“Not qlutc said Tominy Dodd
grimly. *We're not leaving you here.

Jimmy Silver started.

= What the dukcn°—~ he began.
*You remember how you helped io
handle Smythe, when he “teok to going
to the Bird-in-Hand.” said Tommy Dodd.
*You held that a Rookwood fellow had
cht to disgrace his school, and that
Il of us to chip in. _Well,
your word. You're

woed with us.”

Are you coming !
shouted Jinmy I\ or,
“Mind your own

his
busi-

ng you !

making this our business,”
said Tommy Dedd coolly,  ** What's
for the goose is sance for the

ddy gander.  It's the ~.||m~ medicine
that vou served out to Smythe.”
*That was different
“Where docs the diff
excent that this a lower
than the Bird-in-Hand?” said Tommy
Dodd saceastically. T suppose
didn't come here to give this chap tracts
o1 temperance, lhn-xgh he looks as if he

rence come i,
i rottoner den

conld do with them.”

*You don’t understand.”

T think I do. I think you're a shady
blagkzuard, Jimmy Silver.  I'heard what
YOU Were saying as we came up- —you're
going to to.give this man,
and to bnng it to him to-morrow night.
I kuow what that means — backing gee-

gees!
of

nothing

the sort, you
dy X
tis it, then?”
That's not your business.”
“Wo don't agree on that,” grimied

Dodd. ~ *“Smythe told you it
your bus when he sneaked
1 to the Bird-in-Hand to gamble with
ter, and that shabby crowd. If you
! had any decent reason Tor coming here,
so you can tell us what it is2”

and eat coke.

8 not a reason.

vasn't
h W

Wo're taking
ack to Rookwood with us, samo as
wd have done with \m\tln» As for

giddy biackguard, I'vo o yxll; goad
mind to duck him in the trough!

John Silver gave his nephew an ex-
pressive look, and retreated into {lie
house. The three Moderus sniffed as he
departed.

** Are you coming, Jimmy Silver?"
asked Tommy Dodd.

* Better come,” said Tommy Cook.
“ Your boozy friend is gone, and there's
Iasn't he gn ¢n you

you
Yo

v the
grnnn-(] Doyle.

‘It's nothing of the sort!” shouted
Jimmy Silver angrily. It was a little
too much to be supposed to be a sporting
blackguard like Adolphus Smythe. “If
you silly Modern asses hud an ounce of
brains among you, you'd X know that!”

“We I\nm\ what we see,” said 1nn||ny
Dodd, ‘““and we know that you're
coming home, before you get into any
more trouble. We're out for moral re-
form, you know. %

“TFlands off !’

“ Bow-wow !

“T shall hit out!” exclaimed Jimmy
Sll\u: fiercely.

Well, so shall we,” said Tommy
Dodd.  *““If you can lick the three of us,
\ou u, welcome to stay here till you

boozy as your seedy friend.”
S"lhe three Moderns closed in on Jimmy
ilver

Jimmy kept his word. 2

Iis blood was up.

There was a wild yell from Tommy
Cook as Jimmy’s right crashed upon his
nose, and Cook went down into the
grass with a bump.

'he next moment Jimmy was in the
grasp of Dodd and Doyle bcfu\c he had

Welsher's  Handicap 7"

This way !

time to hit out again.

He was swept off his feet, struggling

s Chuckles '’ ! 9

wildly. The ostl
at them, Cook
nose and u)‘l(‘d
hw, ow! Yow! Squash him!
"his wa ||.1nlod Tommy 1)
« Get him oft before his rowdy fy
can come oul—-1 dave say {her
gular gang of them heve! Budk u
S Leggo!" yelled Jimmy Silver.

Stiuggling ~ furiovsly, -~ Jimmy
rushed out of the
two Modeirns. lnmm) Cock pic!
solf up and followed, dabling ot hs
slreaming nose. Jle ran Jiwmy's Like
out into the road for him.

88 \luun\‘ suid Tommy Daodd.

* Sha'n't !

“ Bump Iu

** Yaroooh!

“Will you get on now

“ No, vou rotters—not’

Bump, bump, bunp, bump!

The ,\lml\-nn weant business,
Silver struggled and roared in tleis
grasp. But 1t occurred to him that his
business at the Ship was finished, sl
that it was, as a matler of fact, IuLh e
to ride back Lo Rookwood, unless he wis
Lo miss calling-over.

Lot go, 1
Jimmy hn‘.\(hlmql)

“ (lood egg!” y

The dusty and favious Classical wus
placed on ‘his lukv and the Moder.
mounted round 1. They rode off in &
dusly bunch, 4(\\ ral faces staring afler
them from the Ship Tnn.

Jimmy Silver was in a savage temper.
He was greatly inclined to dismount aud
renew the combat, but it was not much
use tackling such odds. Tnstead of that,
he put on spee od, and rode as if on ih(\
eycle-track in a race.

“YTaith, he’s thrying to dm\;.v ue !
oxclaimed Doyle.  ** Afther him?

“ Buck up!™ rapped out Tommy Dedd,

Jimmy Silver grinned as« he pedalied
on. He was a hard rider, and could L
any other fellow in the Fourth on he
cycle-track. e put all his beef into i
now a# a punishment for the interfering
Moderns. Tommy Dodd & Co. rode zw
they had seldom ridden before to keep
up with him. But in spite of their efforls
they lost ground.

As they came out of the rough track
on the moor and entered the lane Tomuy
Cook was left hopelessly behind, il
lununy Doyle was lmlmg off.  Oniy
Tommy Dodd still held on in the race.

But in the lane, half-way t» Rookwao,
Jimmy Silver dropped him too.

Jimmy arrived at the school in amjla
time for locking-up, with a_crimson fz
aud in a profuse perspiration. Tonuuy
Dodd was out of sight, way back alony
llu lane.

¢ came oul and slaied
at up and nursed 1o

vie
garden between the
i

am

Jimmy

rotters!  spluttered
ST wount 1

an

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Hluh Words !

“ 11, so you've got back!"”
Lovell and Raby and New
come were waiting al the gates,
and  Lovell greeted  Jmmiy
Silver rather gruffly as he wheeled his
machine in. Jimmy was as red as & Leet-
root, and perspiration was lnkklmg down
his face.
“Yes, here I am!" gasped Jimmy.
““What's the hurry *

? You came up ¢!
lane like lightning!™ said Raby. i

““ Some Modern worms thought the

could ride,”” he explained. T jolly w &

showed them that they couldn’t, I’ hey' 1
come crn\\hng in presently-if llmy o
still alive.”

:{ll]!;ll:.y (lirn‘m“l’ld—qmlo l“;)um chuchla.
ut where have you been il
time ?” asked Newcorne. ;-
e Long ride,” said Jimmy Silvcr,
‘TI'm going lo get a rub-down now.”

Aud he h\unod away {o put up kg
ike.
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The Co. looked at on
sively. ‘ll\m a 3'01-‘1 of ':\;‘"C-lhm-
hat sudden and mysterg i
‘“.;-ro evidently to be l'll'oflllsig“'illng'-“'ey
What had come over Timmy §if he' durk.
o open and so franky * ver, once

There wad a whir of .
road. and "lumm,v Doddq C‘:Jl\‘;’(l\ka hou lglm
pp. He was aquite spent” Jrq poo8/ine
rather than jumped off hjg S umbled
throo Classicals vegarded him o The
« Learning to ’ usk:(imﬁl""v‘
aby

T expres-
planation as (o

i ride 7'
flably
L= Tommy Dodd snorteq,
« Ifas thal waster come 3y, 57
« Tlavea't noticed any M. he asked.
in."'l Lok any Moderns come
1 meal 1t worm Sijyep "
one back, we'll jolly well ountl ,:\!u
again. ‘\o re not going to he ‘""Grr ""i
by you Classicals, T can’ tel| B pLgce
«Gone back  where?” ” (‘\‘.l -
Lovell. e Xclaimed
Tommy Dodd gave him g qujo
« Llu‘m;"(o say that you (;‘(:::f:‘ iook.
R
. ow es W 8 z]
?J?(;l\'t‘!" d S Were always hand-in-
«We don't know e
0 H o
gilver's been, if that's what y, ¥
‘grm\'lod Lovell. * He di’(’l“;‘to‘c‘hl‘;locnni
fell us, for some reason (" s¢ to
“Jolly good reason, {oo,
But if he's keeping it 4
(:Oi g to give him away

Jimmy

T should say !
dark, I'm not

IIas ho coma
m? g

< Yes, he's como in!”

« QOh, all ggl‘\tl!"

Tommy Dodd wheeled ; is bi
without another word. gL bia ke

«wWell,” said Lovell, i
bl\'e“n.‘,' * what do you fello\&*‘; I:nk(;‘:ccol}
that ?

«Pon’t ask me. said Raby
peats me. That Modern lwoul:nl)d}-" must
have dropped on Jimmy, wherever he's
been, and they had a row. Jimmy was
dusty from head to foot.” o

< Here comes Doylo.”

< Tommy Doyle came
wheeling his bike.
breathless.

A

limping in
Ila was dusty and

¢ Silver come in?" he asked.
L

“ Oh, then he wasn't dodging us to
go back, afther all, the spalpeen !’ :

“To o back where?" shricked Lovell.

“ Where we found the thafe of the
world, begorra!”

““ And whero v

“ Hasn't Jimmy

““No, he hasn't!"” .

“Sure, then, I won't; I'm not ‘a
sneak!"

“Look here—"

But Tommy Doyle marched in. Lovell
and Raby and Newcome glared after
him, exasperated, What did 1t all mean?
They were mystified, and they did not
like being mystified.

“ Tot's collar him and bump it out of
him 1" suggested Newcome.

ovell shook his head, with an un-

usually bitter expression on his face.

“No,” he said. “ Let Jimmy Silver
keep his secrets if he wants to. If he
doesn’t choose to tell us, let him keep
it dark!"

9%

hat ?
ilver told you

manded Newcome.
“ Belter nsk Jimmy Silver that.”

restive, but they could not help g

wWars.
“ Great Scott! Where did you
that nose 7"’ ejaculated Lovell.
Tommy Cook snorted.
“T got it from a shady blackguard

on, without deigning any further in

Newcome in a state of consternation.
“ A—a—a pub!” gasped Lovell.

“Ts that why ho's
dark ?” muttered Raby. *He wouldn’
tell us, and those Modern cads happenec
to drop on him there!" 3

“TLike their cheek to chip in, any

way!”

“But why shouldn't we know ” de- 1,

The chums of the Fourth were turning
away from the gates, when Tommy Cook
camo in. They were feeling moody and

inning
at the sight of Tommy Cook. 1lis nose
was enlarged in size, and red as a peony.
Tvidently Tommy Cook had been in the

get

dragging him away from a pub, if you
wanit to know,” he hooted, as he tramped

formation, leaving Lovell and Raby and | suppose you don’t think I went t
Ly

can’t be {rue! Jimmy Silver at a pub!”
keeping it so jolly

Read the Adventures of Harry Wharton & Co.——

they're cheeky rotfers!
be possible! Look here,
his out with Jimmy

¢ Of course,
But—but it can t
we're gning to have t
Silver!” >

The three jun

rs hurried to the end
study. Jimmy Silver v not lhorq ¥ot;
he was rubbing down the dormitory.
But he came in a few minutes later.

“ You fellows had your tea, I sup-

912 romarked. %
po‘ﬁe/_chﬁ.‘!(fﬂ:g:‘ in Hall. Wkat abouat

you? g
“1 had to give it a mm'ml lmlulk,:'
snid Jinimys e S INever, XIMEL there's

some toffee. And what's the odds,
long as you're happy ! Coming lln‘
call-over in a few minules, you know."
“¢ We're not con down till we've
had an explanatior d Lovell deter-
minedly. * If you're playing the giddy
ox, like Smythe of the Shell, Jimmy
Silver, we're jolly well going {o stop
youl” J y
*%COh, don't be funny!” urged Jiumy
Silver. . “ Do I look the.same kind of
idiol as Adolphust”
SN no; but w

hat have you been
doing

“ Biking."”

“ Nothing clse ?"

“Yos; I've been doing the Modern
said Jimmy Silver, “I've given them the
ride of their lives. Let's go dqwn."

“Not yet. Cook came m with a nosa
like au orchid, and he said he got it
dragzing a shady blackguard away from
a pub!”

“Did he?” P

“Yes, he did. Did those Modern cads
find you at a pub?”
. Jimmy Silver made a
ment.
CAYl

ast.

restless move-

suppose they did?” he said at
“Not in a pub—near a pub.
i here to

booze, do you?”

“Why can’t you tell your pals what
vou went there for?”

“It's a secret.”

“You never 1
from the study.”

“\Well, it’s never too late to mend
know,” said Jimmy Silver flippant

“You had an express letter this after-

t
1

cd to have any secrets

rou

i1
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noon, and you bolted off without a word,
and the Modern cads found you at a pub,
and mado you come away,” said Lovell
“We can sce plainly enough that you
went there to meet the fellow who'd
written to you.”
“Well, let it go at that.”
“And von won't explain?”
“J can’t !”
“Why can't you?”
“Because—oh, because E
Silver, “’tain’t really my secret. *‘ Least
id soonest mended. I.ook here!
ippose you fellows can trust me not to
play the shady rotter, can’t you?"
“Well, T always thought we could,”
said Lovell tartly. “But when a fellow
goes to a pub, and tries to keep it dark
that he's going, and won't make any
xplanation when it all comes out,
must say it looks fish
“Look here, Lovell—"
“Look here, Jimmy Silver—
“Hold your row, both of you!" inter-
posed Newcome, the pacific. * You'll bo
rowing soon, and that wouldn’t do any
good. Let Jimmy keep his blessed
secret; I dare say there's no harm in it.
There goes the bell for call-over!”
Lovell grunted, and said no more. As
a matter of fact, it was Jimmy he was
anxious about, and it was not mero
curiosity that troubled him; but a quarrel
in the end study would have served no
purpose. The matter was dropped; bub
it was in an unusually moody frame of
mind that the Fistical Four went down

id Jimmy

1"

ONUUNNBNODEONOGNAOIROORAN

to Big Hall to answer to their names.
Jimmy Silver's usually sunny face was

clouded. It had dawned upon his mind




——In the

that his uncle’s secrei—and hi
distrust and suspicion in the study, fo
he could not explain even to his bes
chuins that his uncle was in hiding at the
Ship Inn Silver's safety came
before everything else.

hope that by his aid John Silver would
scon be gone, and the matter would be
at an end.

But John Silver conld not—or.
would not—go until he had money
woney Jimmy had to provide, and
Jimmy was much exercised in his mind
about it.

He believed in his uncle’s innocence,
and felt that he ought to help him. Bul
(o raise a large sum of money was quile
out of the question for a junior in the
Fourth Formi. Under the circnmstances,
he could nol write home for a ve-
mittance; morcover, he had alread
wiitten home for a remittance on general
principles, anud it had net come.

Ho had to raise the money amongst
liis friends, to be repaid out of his allow-
nee at a future date, and it was not a
pleasant prospect. Jimmy heted getting
into debt, On his own account he cer-
tainly would never have gone into debt.
For the sake of another he had to do 1t
ed in the Fourth

neant

haps,
T

It was soon rema
Form that Jimmy
los
on the pa
bound to attract n
ing enough to lend to him, L
wling was only in shillings, as a
and a large number of shillings were
required {0 make up any swun that wo
be of use to John Silver.

With about five pounds, Jimmy con-

sidered, the fugitive would be able to get |

away, at least, and perhaps he could
him sonie more money later, to some
port where he would be
pa o out. Ten pounds ought to be
cinough to enable him to take his passage.
Ilow was Jimmy to raise either of those
sums

After morning les
busy.

A dozen loans among the juniors ga
him about a pound in ready
Smythe, of the Shell, rolled in filthy

and could have lent him *“quids 7
as not on good terms with

Besides, how could he have
d quids out of his allowance; he had
{o think of that. As he did not require
his bat any longer, he sold it in the
Fourth; but in the football season,
natarally, bats were not in great demand,
and Jinumy lsome willow realised
only five shillings. He thought of his
bike. To part with his *jigger ™ would
Do a heavy blow. But it seemed as if
there was no other resource.

Jimmy weat into afternoon lessons
with a moody brow. So far, he had
raised twenty-five shillings, and that was
next to useless.  Some of the juniors
regarded him curiously during lessons,
especially  Leggett.  Leggett was a
Modern junior, and extremely unpopular.
He was as keen as a razor, and made
money of his schoolfellows in all
kinds of sharp ways—especially by lend-
ing money at weekly interest. Leggelt
was not a rich fellow by any means, and
he sometimes betted with the “Nuts,”
and with Joey Hook the bookmaker,
which certainly "did not make him any
the richer. But he could generally raise
the money for a loan- when 1t was
required, making his own terms about
the repayment, like a young Shylock.

After lessons Leggett joined Jimmy
Silver as the latter left the Form-room.
Jimmy gave him a stare and walked out
into the quad, and Leggett followed him.
Jimmy wanted to be alone to think out
his problem, and he had avoided his

s he was

very

He could only |

ble to get a |

* Magnet'® Library Every Week!

chums, and he certainly did not want

Leggett's company.

“Hold on,” said Leggett smoothly.

“1 hiear you're in want of tin, Silver.”
“What the dickens do you know about

it?” said Jimmy gruff "‘I" haven’t

inned. 3 .

kwood knows it by this

and ecat coke!™ growled

¢ huffy. T the chap you

* said Leggett. 1 dare say

it to you, Siver, if it isn’t
»

h, g0
Jimmy.
*Don’t

o nol on very good lerms,
thing,” said Jimmy, in greal
. “1 don't see why you should
take the trouble to do me a favour.”

“Tain't a loan,” said Leggelt coolly.
“It's business with me.  Yoo'll have o
yay far the loan.”

! <
Jimmy Silver's lip corled.

11

t's exes opened wide,
quid?  Ch erumbs ! What oy
: 3

1

“w

carth have you been doing
Jimmy  Silver  frowned.  Loppoics
natwral assumption was  that he wae

v difficultics owing o sora

monelur) 1
™ episode.

iddy «

in

“Never mind  that,”  said  Jiey
enetd SIf you've got the aquids wael

you like to lend
you what you hk
“T've got more (han
posi-office savings-ban
“When do you wan
+This afternoon.”
“Phew! 1 couldn't get it
aquick.”
“Then it's no go !
e Tl
in spite of his difficulties,
like dealing with Leggett.
“Hold on,” Leggelt.  “T vayn
nanage it can show my bank-beok
to old Bootles, and ask him o Wt nae
have it becawse 've gol to pay fur o

them Lo me, I pay

that in

oot

5O

said Jiny
slad that it was “no

e did

il
LS
vt

saiy

‘“ Are you going to mount
go, you rotters! P'Il—'’

Bump!
business.

Jimmy Silver struggled and roared in the grasp of tho Modorn juniors.
quietly 7' asked Tommy Dodd.

Bump!
They were going to teach Jimmy Silver a lesson, and one whigh
he would not forget in a hurry!

““No! Letm
‘Tho Wloderns evidently mnn:

(See Chapter 5.)

“Oh, I forgot!” he said. “You lend
a chap a hob, and charge him twopence
a week for it.  Well, I don’t want any
of our bobs!”

“I could make it quids, if you liked.”

Jimmy Silver paused.

1le. wanted the money at once, and
if he sold his bike at an hour’s notice
he was not

likely to gef a goed offer
for it. That handsome jigger, which
had ¢ fifteen pounds, might have to

go for two or three.

A loan from Leggett, if large enough
would tide him over—and he could sell
his bike on more favourable terms if
he took his time about it—and perhaps
somo remittance from somewhere might
cnable him to pay Leggett and save the
bike, after all.

It was a chance, anyway, and worth
the interest Leggett would chargo him,
if the fellow was cad enough to take
interest on a loan.

“T've got twenty-five bob,” said
Jimmy, at last. “T want to make il
up to ten quid if I can.”

new bike. - Old Boolles never
rat, and ho'll da it like a shot.’

“1 don't want you {o slnb felling
lics on my acconnt!” exclaimed Jisioy
Silver. “Let it drop!”

“But, I say-—"

“Oh, rats !”

Jimmy Silver stalked
ruminated by himself for a
There was nothing for it, appa
to sell liis bike and several oih
of valuo for what they would fi
had given his promise to Johu
and his promise hzd to be kept.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome canne
out into the quadrangle, but they did
not join Jimmy. Ilo was avoiding i,
and they let hiim do so - 3

But while he was «till Yunnange
under the old beeches Legretl ojued
him, with a grin on his face. Jimiiny
gave him an impatient look.

“Do let a chap alone !” he excluined,
CUIVs all right,” said Leggelt socth-
ingly., “‘I've got the quids.™

stnlls a
s

1. e
Nitvey

‘THE Popuram.—No, 116,
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«py Jovel!” e
wrett opened a little pur:
L(:_l’._r‘-l a crumpled bunch o? clsxorro?f;;]v

noles. PR 5 N
WNine quul, he said. Never mj
ulmll 1 suid ‘O'Poollus—llml's my b‘l:ld
not yours--, °
W[ suppos® it i1s. But——"
« Do you want the money 2"
b hesitat i
t cvery fellow T'd trust wit
L sum like that.” said Leggelt, w;(YI:
4 grin: “1 know you'ro square, you
cpt 0 OF couxsey I'm not taking tho risk
for nothing. il
wphere's 1o risk!” growled Jimmy
gilver.
wyyell,
to give MS 5
in o week,
P
bl o
«Please _yuurso‘f 2
Jimmy %‘l‘if’ hes \ ‘"‘"ll 5‘;"110 momenis
and_then slipped tho curr
oL to his pocket. eaancy
wpone!” he said.
«Pyb your bame on this paper,” said
ott. AP
ngﬁh? What is it?"
waAnIOU for ten quid.”
aput you've lent me only nine—o}
ths interest—I see ! All right.” &
Jimmy Silver signed his name, and
Leggett with a_safisfied grin, put the
aper away carefully in his pocket-book
and swalked away. : :
The black sheep of the Fourth had done
ood stroke of business. And, great as
was Jimmy Silver's repulsion towards
Teggett, ho was relieved at finding in his
hands the sum he needed.  Once that ten
ounds Was placed in John Silver’s hands

ness,

anyway, I want you to agre
1 back ten quids for the 1:'-1:12
said Leggett.  “That's

said Leggett,

{]hero was nothing to prevent his flight to

safety-

Jimmy Silver hurried at once for his

bike.
THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Last Word!
% g IMMY!” .
J Lovell hurried up as Jimmy
Silver was leaving the school
gates. His face was very red.
That Jimmy had 'been avoiding him

that. Tovell is pride in bi
N LT put b s pock
and hurried after hlill:.m]dc e

Jimmy ?" he repeated. X
“'Jlmm)' Silver frowned a little, He had
h_nnted to get away without any talk with

is chumis. ¥

“Well 2
{rouble ?”

«Don't go.” siid Lovell.

“T've got to.”

.

Look h‘(“r(‘. Jimmy,” said Levell
:ﬂl‘lnes!l_\‘. : You wen't tell me abont it,
i"t( I won’t ask you. But you're getting
nto trouble. I know you've been bor-
l;%"l‘-mg money right and left to-day.

Jx..\t do you want all:that money for?”

ullmrl:\y Silver was silent.

8, now whero you're going now,”
:»IT‘!(;ISOLQ}'OH. “You're going off to where

Modern: o L R TR
s ?qgn cads found you yesterday.

No answer.

“yr 2 ; A

: You don't ask wme to ride with you.”

“I~l'\‘o got to go alone,” said Jimmy.
is?"To see that fc-ll-o\'\' :\;T:ain, whoever he

“Well, yes.” At

« b G 4

You're meeting him seereily. e has
Llhoualfhtl to make you do that. And in a
§ ¥ place, too. if rere g
hu‘ S ir.”A"d if he were decent

iy

You_can't understand, Lovi i
t prsta ovell, old
f‘hﬁp' I can’t cxplain,” said Jimmy.

I uyt'. I should think you could trust me.”

. )ou re going to get into trouble, and
&e the sack, perhaps,” snid Lovell, “and
}Jou don’t want your pals to chip in.

00}( here! I'm coming with you!”

..]_nmny shook his head.

. “I mean it," said Lovell.  “You're
jolly welllnct going to get sacked. If
you do, T'll get sacked along with you.
I'm coming !” ;

““Yo‘n can't come,” said Jimmy.
b Don't say any more, Lovell. It can't
.be hclpc_d. It's not my fault, anyway.”

};nyell s face set a little. 3

"‘Lou won't let me come ?"* he said.

I can’t!”

*“You're going to see somebody or do
snm't'\,thmg that your best pal mustn’t
sce !! said Lovell bitterly. “\well, if
ll.mt s what you think my friendship's
worth, I won’t bother you with it any

he said. “What's the

The * - :
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«yyell??  Lovell turned round again.
« Am I to come?”
“No; but—"
«Will you stay in,
“J can’t. But—"
«That's enough, then.” 3
Toveil drove his hands deep into
pockets, and strode in at the gates.
mind was made up. g )
Jimmy Silver stood quite motior
his hand resting on his b Throu
the open gateway he saw Lovell joined by
Raby and Newcome. They glanced out
towards Jimmy, but made no moveinent
to approach hi
Jimmy drew
mounted his bicyele. wek broy
he rode away. It was J that it should
come to this—that the friendshiy
had seemed to be founded upon a ro¢
should be broken by that w retched secrel
Jimmy Silver’s motto was * Keep siml-
as not smiling now.

then?”

: a deap breath ar d
With a black brow

ing.” But h 1S 1
heart was heavy, his brow was gloot
1le reached the Ship Inn, and fo

John Silver smoking in the garden.
Wastrel's eyes lighted up at tha sight of
the ten pounds that Jimmy place

silenitly in his hand.

Jimmy,"

“RBy gad, you are a trump,
he said—*a real trump, by gad!
“You'll be able to take yo

now, and get clear out of L
asked Jimmy anxiously.
Yeos,”

“ And you'll leave at once?”

“To-morrow morning.”

Jimmy Silver rode home to Rookwood
with a somewhat lighter heart. At least,
he had saved his uncle. is heart wor
have been heavier if he conld have seen
his uncle at that moment. While Jimay
was pedalling aweay for Rookwood John
Silver was scated in 2 low-ceilinged,
smoky room with three or four com:
panions reund a dirty table, with dirty
cards in his hand and a_glass of potent
liquor by his side and a ci between his

tecth. The ten pounds which had cost
Jimmy Silver so much (_hnuchl and
trouble was going rapidly. Poor

Jimmy !

rock when

Lovell's face was like a
study.

Jimmy Silver came into the end
Jimmy did not speak.
Between the chums of Rookwoced lay,

like a black shadow, Jimmy Silver's

Secret.

THE END.

Tovell could not fail to see. He was | more, Jimmy Silver.”

strongly tempted to l"l,“"d on his dignity. | = Lovell tu;ﬁodlli)::k to the gates, his
and let Jimmy go nis Own way, But | face hard and set SR
Samy was, after all, too good a pal for | “Lovell!”

(Continued from page 6.)
P e e e e e e e

__Henry Hopkins—and I'm the son of
tha village innkeeper at Sanford. - Now
you know 122 h

The words came bursting out wildly
from the boy’s t\\'xtc_hmi lips. - John
Hopkins tried to stop him, but it was im-
possible. Lord Mauleverer ran forward.

“pegad, Leigh, then you are a decent
chap after all!” he exclaimed: “By
Jove, give me your hand, dear boy!”

“Bravo!” exclaimed Dob erry.
#You ass, I knew it all the time, but T
never thought you were as decent as
this! There's some good in a snob, after
all. Bravo!”

The tears were streaming down the
faca of old John Hopkins. %Ie had been
proud of his boy before, but never so
proud as now; and never, cerlainly, had
he had so much cause for pride

“3ly boy! 'Enry!” he murmured,

.'\nd‘ then Leigh, with his hand in his
father’s horny hand, walked proudly out
of the room by the side of the old gentle-
man, leaving the crowd in a buzz.

= . . . . .-

Leigh had oxpected that that announce-
ment in the common-room would be his
ruin at Greyfriars; and he did not care,
so long as he was set right with his
father. §

But it turned out far otherwise. John
llppkm§ was not.allowed to leave Grey-
friars till the last train from Friardale.
Harry Wharton & Co. rallied round him,
so to spenl:, and the old gentleman was
entertained to a glorious feed in Study
No. 1, Lord Mauleverer handsomely
planking down a banknote in the tuck-
shop to stand the “oxes” for the oc-
casion. Leigh and his father were the
guests of honour. The snob of the
Remove felt liko a fellow in a dream; it
seemed all unreal to him. But it was
real enough, By that one act of manli-
ness he had won the respect of his Form-
fellows. Thero were a few, perhaps, who
might sneer and gibe, but the best fel-

almost -inaudibly. ‘“Enry!" -
Tne Porvrar.—No. 116.

lows in the Form stood by him; and
Lord Mauleverer, who in his conceit and

miserable vanity he had passed off to
his father as his chum, confided to Whar-
ton that he really did feel like chummir
with Leigh now.

“A fellow who could speak up as he
did then must have a lot of good in
him,” said Lord Mauleverer sagely. And
Wharton agreed.

A crowd of juniors walked down to
see Mr. Hopkins off. After their return,
Leigh returned Lord Mauleverer the
sovercign he had borrowed; and when
Trimble_approached him on the subject
again, the rascal was met with a right-
hander that levelled him with the floor,
instead of the bribe he had expected.
And finding that the whole story was
now known, and Leigh unharmed by
it, Trimble was careful to give his former
victim a wide berth during the remain-
der of the time that he stayed at Grey-

friars. And Leigh, much to his own
king to

astonishment, found himself
the Form-room the next morn
arm with Lord Mauleverer. His lordship
was chumming with the fellow who had
been—but no longer was—ashamed  of
his father! 3

THE END.



Thrilling Adventures of Middy Nelson in ** Chuckles™1

AREDEVIL
VSciicon

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

Dick Trafford, a high-spirited, fearless
hoy of St. Peter's School, brings about
the downfull of Jasper Steele, the wn-
serupulous headmaster, and is expelled
by the latter out of reccige.

Dick is wandering along the counlry
road, dricen from his /ulhrr s house in
disgrace, when he comes in touch with
the Wortd-Famed Cinema Company oi
“location™  near the railicay.
“stunt ™ actor funks the dangerous jump
orer the bridge at the last mament, and
Dick comes forward and offers to tule
his place.  The producer sees al cnee

he

that Dicl is no ordinary and
aceepts the offer. . dressed in the
vaiform of «a neict, waits on the

parapet for the trein on which ke is to
Juwmp.  The train comes roarving through
wader the bridge, und Diek, at the signal
lrom the producer, jum

(Now read on.)

Saving the Train!

T landed with a dull thud vpon
the heaped-up coal of the tender,
and clutched desperately at a
large and hea lump to save
from off the teuder to

H

Dimself
the line.

For 2 moment it seemed that he must
slip down the side of the piled-up coal,
but the next instant he managed to brace

10,

his foot against the ide of the
tender, and thus preserve his balance.
The fall had knocked almost covery

particle of breath out of his body, and
for a fow seconds Dick lay there breath-
ing heavily, feeling badly bruised, and
wondering if he had broken any boues.

Then his gaze wandered towards the
cab of the engine itself, and a gasp of
liorror escaped from his lips.

Lying prone upon their backs on the
footplate of the express engine were
both the driver and his fireman, comi-
pletely unconscious !

The door of the furnace was open, sug-
ing that the fireman had becn in the
 of stoking his fire when both he and
his mate had lost their senses.

And then as Dick d spellbound for
the moment at the strange, grim sight
he began to realise the cause of the two
men’s collapse.

Pouring from the furnace were dark:
coloured fumes, and even from his posi-
tion way k on the tender Dick could
feel the overpowering and stupefying
effect of them.

“There must have been something in
the coal!” he thought quickly to him-
self.

And then fumbling in the pocket of his
own trousers, which he still wore honen(h
the convict’s clothes, he drew out his
handkerchief and tied it over his mouth
and nostrils.

Then with Dick

0

great caution pro-

ceeded to seramble, inch by inch, foot by
foot, aver the loose and shelving coal

Auy moment might have been his last,
for as he moved great lumps of coal
slipped from under. his foothold, and
went rolling over the edge of the tender.

At length, however, after soveral
narrow escapes, Dick reached the foot-
plate of the engine.

With frantic gaze he glimpsed through
one of the Ll.l-a porthole-like windows in
the front of the cab, and perceived the
signals all dead against lhim. Another
train stood on the same line ahead !

A silent prayer came from Dick thank-
ing Providence that he had during one
of his holidays from school chummed np
with one of the engine-drivers upon that
very line and he had had the functions
of the varions levers in the engine ex-
plained to him.

Dick knew full well which lever turned
off the steam, and which when pullod
would apply the vacuum brakes.

1le sprang at first to the sleam contvol
and forced it over, and then
ged back the brake lever,

A hiss of escaping air sounded, and
mingled with the roav of steam which,
now it no longer passed into the eylin-
rushing through the safoly-

al

Dick next slammed to the door of the
furnace, and then felt the train slowing
down, and before it had gone another
four hundred yards it had come to n
standstill,

The guard came rushing along the line
towards the engine, and when he per-
ceived what to his eyes appeared to be
a convict standing - upon - Lhe I'oobplnle of
the engine with a handkerchief ticd over
his mouth and nostrils, hw surprise knew
no bonnds.

“What in the name of——" he com-
menced, when Dick cut him short.

“It's all right!” he cried c

“T'm not really a convict. T'm a cinema
acior. T jumped into the (ngmc from
the bridge back there, and it's as well I
did, for look at the driver and the fire-
man.”  And as he spoke he pointed to
the o unconsc ious men.  ‘“And,” he

i 'l

added, *‘if you take my advice, u
hclp me get 'em out of here as guickly
ossible.  The fumes from’ the_ furnace

arc stupefying.
whiff-of them!”
By this time a group of excited and
curious passengers had also alighted from
their ca ges, and were standing
grouped round the guard.
One mun, wearing a heavy fur (oat, a
shiny silk bat, and smoking a big cigar,
p\nhml himself forward.
‘Did I hear you say vou were a
cimema actor, young man?" he asked.
(g that's right!” langhed Jack.

Mindg you don't get a

SWhy 2!

** Because [ happcn to bie the principal
of ane of the nguxt moving pulme
producing concerns in this country,” re-

By PAUL PROCTOR.

plied the wanin the fur coat.  * Eustara
liendersou is my name, and 1 run tho
World-Famed Cinema Company. T un.
dorstand  you've been respounsiblo far
ng |||p lives of everyone on this train,
an, and 1'd be very glad to giva
yanent position in my com-
the sort of stuff we

Dick roared with laughter.

“You're Mr. Kustace Ilendevson, the
principal of the World-Famed Cinema
Compin he exclaimed.

e Uenderson nodded.

Well, if that isn't the biggest eainei-
dence that ever happened !” cried Diek.
“I'm working ns an impromptu * extra ’
for your own company now. Your Mr,
Samuel K. Beech just engaged mo for
the day!"

“ s that s0?" returned Eustace ITen-
derson.  “Well, 1 engage you for hfo,

young man, and at the salary of Hve
thousand pounds a yenr to nlnlt with,
You're (he sort of daredevil 1've heen
lnokmg for. Come round to my office
in Lomlnn to-morrow, and we'll sign (Lo
contr;

e ]rnﬂmd gasped.
ve thousand pounds a year!”?

Why, that was more than his own
father had ever made in a conple of
vears!

1t all sounded like a wonderful deeam.

“Pinch me, somebody ! laughed Dick,
“I'm asleep
**Oh, no you're not, my lad!" langhed
Tnstace Henderson. “You're the mesk
wide-nwake youngster it’s ever been my
good fortune to mect. Don't forget!
Eleven o'clock, at my uﬂ'no m Wardour
Street, London, lo-morrow |

“ T won't forget!” Dick assured him.

And then the other passengers wia
had mmlu-.ml the conversation ruehicid
towards the cab of the engine, and drag-
ging Dick ont, hoisted him shouldey Biseh
and cheered his bravery as their yescuer
from certain death.

It presented a strange speclacle.

A “hoy, dressed in conviet's elothes,
ied shoulder high along the railw \
Tine towards the little country statin
Peterlield, being cheered ||y some
dreds of people.

But:it was as nolhing when compaved
to some of the strange spectacies w!
Dick was shortly to present before (h:
lens of. the movie-camera in the
future.

of

“IJs it a Dreany 7"

DI( 'K TRAFFORD awoke
start.

Spasmodically he sat iy in L
and gozed about him.

e found himself to be the aecnpest
of a single bed in what appeaed 1o be o
room in a good-class hotel,

uzded oxpression Ipp(‘nrm] upen b

with «

-
3

)
h.nn{ some  young and be ran by
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fingers through his thick, fair hair in a
perplexed fashion.

“Well,” he murmured half-aloud to
himself, ““I suppose this dream will come
to an end soon—and I shall wake up to
find myself back in my own room at home
to hear the pater hammering on the door
and demanding to lknow how much
Jonger I intend to stay in bed!”

With a curious little sigh of fatigue
Dick sank back upon the pillows of his
bed and gazed with unseeing eyes at the
white ceiling above him.

“If only it were not all a beautiful
dream!” he was thinking to himself. ‘‘If
only it were true that I had taken the
place of the cinema actor and played the
part of the escaping convict! h only the
millionaire proprietor of the World-
Famed Cinema Co. had really offered
me a salary of five thousand a year to do
“stunts’ before the moving-picture
camera for him!”

Then, with an impatient shrug of the
shoulders, Dick restlessly rolled over on
his side—and as he did so he gave a
little cry of pain.

He had unwittingly pressed upon his
left side, which was badly bruised from
his courageous leap from the bridge on
to the moving train below—an incident
which he now believed to have been all
a dream.

_ “That’s funny!” murmured Dick to
himself. “I don't remember hurting
myself. And, anyway, it's strange to
foel physical pain in a dream! Perhaps
—perhaps it's not a dream! Perhaps I'm
really wide awake now, and all this that
I thought I'd dreamed really did
happen " -

Dick sat up in bed again, rubbed his
eyes, and pinched his own arm.

“T'm awake!” he cried. *“I'm awake!
Then it's true! I really did jump on to
that moving train for the pictures!”
And then, as Dick sat up in bed, he
noticed something hanging over the back
of a chair which had escaped his eyes
until that second.

It was the buff-coloured tunic of a
conviet, and branded upon it were the
hideous broad arrows.

With a wild ery of delight Dick sprang
from the bed. and, snatching up the con-
vict's tunie, danced round and round the
yoom, waving it above his head
»iumphantly.

“Jt's true! It's true! It's true!” he
sried at the top of his voice, as if to
reassure ‘himself that he was not stili
dreaming. “I'm a real, live cinema
actor! Hooray!”

Dick gave the tunic a final joyful twist
in the air,-and as he did so something
foll from one of the pockets and fluttered
10 the ground.

Dick dropped the coat and snatched up
this something from the floor.

Tt proved to be a_small piece of paste-
bﬂ.’l-’;——.’l man’s visiting-card—and en-

graved in the centre appeared:

“LUSTACE HENDERSON,

Proprietor
The World-Famed Cinema Co.,
Wardour Street, London, W.”

And scribbled in pencil across the face
of the card were the words:

“Tleven o'clock.”

Then in a flash Dick's memory came
back to him.

“\Why, of course!” he cried. “I re-
member now. This Mr. Henderson was
o the train I jumped on to! I saved his
Jife. together with that of all the other
passengers on the train.

Tt was he who told mo to come round
to see him at his offices in Wardour
Street, London, to-day, to sign the con-
tract for five thousand pounds a year!

+ T wonder where I am now, and what

Tre PorvraR.—No. 116.

the time is?" added Dick anxiously, as
he stepped across to the fireplace and
pressed the electric bell-push there.

A couple of minutes later a uniformed
servant appeared at the door. -

““You rang, sir?” he asked.

“Yes,” answered Dick. *‘What's the
time? And where am 17"

*‘It is just after nine, sir,” answered
the servant. “I had instructions from
Mr, Henderson, who brought you here
last evening, that I was to call you not
later than nine-thirty, and to remind you
that you had an appointment with him
in_his office at cleven o’clock.”

Dick nodded.

It was all right!

. There was no longer any doubt about
it—it was true!

“ And where am I now?" asked Dick.

“This is the Astorin Hotel, sir,”
answered the servant. “‘Shall I prepare
your bath for you, sir?"”

Dick nodded silently.

It all seemed so strange to him!

What was he doing in London at all—
and at the Astoria Hotel?

How came he to be there?

_Why was it he remembered nothing of
his arrival there the previous evening?

For a moment Dick looked puzzled and
worried; but the next instant he thrust
all this aside, and commenced to whistle
a gay littlo tune.

“What’s it matter, anyway?” he
thought to himself. *What's it matter
how I got here, so long as I am here
and in time to be at Mr. Henderson's
office by eleven o’clock to sign that con-
tract? I expect he'll be able to explain
what happened last evening. I don’t
suppose there’s any real mystery at all.”

And with this decision Dick donned
the rich sillk dressing-gown which the
hotel servant had brought and laid
without a word over the end of the bed,
together with a pair of red morocco-
leather slippers.

Dick thrust his feet into these, and
then, opening the second door of his bed-
room found himself in a luxuriously
equipped bath-room.

Beautiful, hot, sweet-smelling water
was gushed into the porcelain bath from
the silver taps, and Dick hugged himself
with pleasurable anticipation.

This, then, was the sort of thing he
was going to be used to in the future.

Soft-footed servants anticipating his
every want; the best rooms in the finest
hotels, and everything of the choicest
and most expensive.

Truly it had been a lucky moment for
him when he had sighted the figure of
the cinema actor, Frank Fostor, standing
upon the parapet of the railway-bridge
at Peterfield; and o still luckier one
when that individual’s nerve had failed
him, and this had given Dick an oppor-
tunity to leap into the breach thus
caused.

Stripping off his dressing-gown and
pyjamas, Dick tumbled into the tempting
hot bath, and thoroughly enjoyed it.

When he returned to his bed-room, it
was to find the same respectful servant
busily laying out a brand-new snit for
Dick, and threading real gold links into
the cuffs of a rich silk shirt.

“Where did all these things come
from?” asked Dick, in surprise.

“All from the big store in Oxford
Street, sir,” answered the valet. 1
presume to the order of Mr. Euslace
Henderson.  He told me to apologise
to you for having to send you a ready-
mado suit, but tho time did not allow
him to have one made to measure.
believe, however, Mr. Henderson wishes
vou' to go to his own tailors in Saville
Row immediately after your interview
with him, and order what clothes you
may require.”

Read the Adventures of Harry Wharton & Co.——

“Phew !” breathed Dick. *This cer-
tainly wants some believing!” he added
to himself. “It's very difficult to bring
myself to realise that this is not all a
wonderful dream!” -

With the assistance of the manservant
Dick Trafford was rapidly and neatly
dressed.

The last bulton of his patent-leather
boots was fastened by the valet, and then
the musical boom of a gong sounded.

“Your breakfast, " announced tha
manservant. *This v si.” And a3
the servant spoke he respectfully opened
the door for Dick to pass_through.

A door upon tho opposite side of the
thickly-carpeted _corridor  stood  half
ajar, and within Dick saw an appelising
breakfast laid.

He pushed the door of the room open
still wider and strode in.

A uniformed footman stood at atlen-
tion beside Dick’s chair, which he drew
back for Dick to seal himself, as he
entered.

A moenu was then handed Dick, and
the young boy glanced down the itcms
upon it.

Dick had never seen quite so many
zood things to ecat enumerated upon a
menu before in his life, and for a moment
he was too cmbarrassed to say what he
would have. ,

There was everything there for him
to choose from, from grilled kidneys
down to a ham omelet.

At length Dick chose grilled mu
rooms and bacon, and in less time the
he could possibly imagine it took to
cook them they appearcd upon a silver
dish before him.

Pea and coffec wero placed befora him,
and he choso coffee.

Refore Dick even realised that he had
any wish to see a morning paper this
was anticipated by the servant who steod
at his elbow.

A silver sulver appeared
elbow, and upon it r d
morning daily newspapers.

The leading pictorial newspaper lay
upon the top, and idly Dick took it and
shook out. the folds.

Hardly had he done so beforo he pc
ceived his own features staring at him
in photographic form.

Dick caught his breath, and examined
the photograph of himself a littlo closer.

After a few moments’ inspection ha
recognised it as ono which had been
taken of him at a sports meeting after
he had won tho half-mile championship
for his school.

“Well, I'm blessed!” he exclaimed.
“That's extraordinary ! I wonder where
they got that from #”’ And then he went
on to read the lettering which appeared
beneath tho photograph.

“Mr. Richard Trafford,” he read,
“who by his bravo deed yesterday saved
tho lives of all the passengers upon the
Great Southern Ixpress at Poterficld
Junction. For further details, sce full
report upon news page.”

Dick gave a short, light laugh as
read the printed words.

This was proof enough, then, that what
he had at first feared had been a_dream
all to wonderful to be true was, indeed,
a fact.

“T’s truo enough!” he murmured to
himself. “I did do it!"

And as he spoke the words half_aloud
he turned to the news page, and read
tho report of tho affair there. :

Here ho learned how, thanks to hiz
courageous leap on to the coal-heaped
tender of the express train, he had, upo:
finding both the fircman and engine-
driver o be unconscious, succeeded in
stopping the train and saving the lives
of all those upen the express.

(To be continued.)

at Dick’s lef
three or four

Lie
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No. 10, —SOHNNY BULL.
SR e

Most fcllows call him Johnny, few
think of calling him John Bull
plain Johuny 3
more than (’u full name, and i
remember.
When he ¢
cnd of a Chris
certina with him,

and

me to Greyfriars, tow
term, he brought

a con-
and_fhis instrument led

him to more than little trouble at the
start. Somctimes a concertina  will sound
musical, if properly played; a fellow

but g
with an unmusical car te
you have productions of noises just &
of a pandemonium. The fellows stood this
noise gallantly for a little while, then they
revolted, and Jobnny's concertina was heard
110 more.
Quite e

)

«ave on one occasion, W
the school for a
Bull -
means hit it
the Bounder 1
outspoken w
what he tho
not at all to the latter's li
you will remember the cunr 1l yarns
round these characte n the Bounder
started notable ".\l st the
Famouns You
the first he
evidence.”, Ther
he and Bob Cher ;
squeak.  But pluek and lo will come
out victorious any time again cunning.
t » worth while to mention that J. B.
ul man at foothall and cricket,
ny times helped the Remove to
victory he field of play.
Tlero is his signature:

g A

narrow

¥ Magnet” Library Every Week!

)]
FOR NEXT FRIDAY!

We have another fine pm"rnmmo for next
Friday, my chuma. first  grand com-
plete ~(ory is of lh\rry Wharton & Co.'s
early days at Greyfriars, and is entitled:
AT WAR WITH THE PREFECTS!"

By Frank Richards.
The story deals with

the revolt of the

Remove against fageing, and it is_only
to mention  here  that  Harry

& Coo make their meaning very

plain (o tho Sixth-Formers,  You must not
ccount miss this splendid story.

1 lunp. mpklu sehool story fs

., (e chiums of Rook-

lhe ok\ry is cn(\(lul

“THE TEST OF FRIENDSHIP!"
By Owen Conquest.

Readers will have become awaro of the
fact that Jimmy Silver has a sccret which
he is keepiug from his chums, This secret
leads to trouble, but the chumg find out
all about the matter, and seb thelr heads
together to thiuk ont a way of helping their
friend. This is another fine story, boys and
girls, and I do ]m‘m you will order your copy
of the “ Popular  in advance, so that thero
will be no possibility of your missing these
splendid stories.

wood.

OUR SUPPLEMENT,.
I have a note from W. (. B. to the effect
that the
“BILLY BUNTER'S WEEKLY!"

which will appear In next Iriday's issue of
the “ Popular ™ is betfer than ever—in fuct,
Ne says it's “extra specshul—the best issew
he's putt out.

That, T think, leaves us wondering what |
on carth he is going to turn out for us.
Sullice to say, it will be funny!

“ POPLETS"” COMPETITION No. 10.

Here are the examples for this week's
competition : %
Trusting Billy Bunter.
Pitying Skinner.
Todd's Gentle Ways.
Letters that Matter.
ll_clpluv_: l(!hlnrc. Tubby Muflin’s Walst.
Figgins' Big Feet. Cousin’s Ethel's Smile.

Now, select Two of the ex: -uuplﬂ and muke
up a sentence of TWO, THREE, or FOUR
words having some be.\rm;, on the example.
ONE of the words in your sentence must
commence with ONE of the letters In the
example.

You must study these rules carefully before
)ou send in ‘onr effort ;

1. All “* Poplets " must ba written on one
side of a l’oi CARD, and nobt more than

Wally D'Arey's Check.
Brand New Dab.
Why Mauleverer
Slacks.
Asking for Pass.

two ‘“ Poplets ' can be sent by one reader
each week.

WRITE TO YOUR EDITOR ABOUT IT!

“AWoRD WITH
'YOUR EDITOR

YOUR EDITOR lB .\LWAYS PL!\SID TO0 nn\n
FROM HIS REA A us

D] HE

“TOFULAR,” 'nlk Frim Y HOUSE, -

ROES DON STREET, IO‘DO\I B 4’ &
2, The  posteards —must addressed

“ Poplets,™ No. 10, The * Populnr
House, uuu"h “qlnre, London, E.C.

3. No correspondence can he cntercd inta
in connection with ** Poplets,’

4. The Editor's o¥lnluu on any matter
which may arise is to be acwplcr{ as final
and legally binding  This condition will he
strictly cnforeed, and readers can only enter
the competition on this understanding,

5.! guavantee that every effort will he
thoronghly examl by a competent staft
of judges, PROVIDED that the effort is sent
ln on a POSTCARD and that It 15 received
on or hefore the date of closing

All eftorts must be received on or hafore

.\|n’|l th. 1021,
PRIZES of FIVE S! ,l,l\G§ n\cu
to sun\u» of the TEN BES OPLETS.

RESULT OF " POFPLETS" No. 4,
Tho following readers have been awarded
the ten prizes of Five Shillings in this
competition :
J Houston, 48, London Street, Belfast,
Seut to Coventry.
An ‘' Unspeakable * Sentence.
A. Gibbs, The (lrcul. Hkkllng. Norwich.
Deeds, Not Words,
Silent’ Kindnesses.
T'. Brown, 45, Membury, Sumey. mrmlnglnm.
it e l,m[\ly Cupboar

l\unt»r—-\\lth Dismay.
L. Parker, m St. Andrew's Square, Hastings.
The Prizewinner.
Wo All Envy.
II. Carmichael, CIT Houze, Back nmv. Culler-
coats, Northumberland.
The Prizewinner.
< WMis Zeal Rewarded.
I*, Shaw, 01, l‘unf\]hrilhl Road, Porth, Glam.
Deed Is, Not Words.
When Bunter Spots Grub.
Miss Lily Brown, 45, Membury Road, Wash-
wood Henth, Birmingham.,
The met Cupboard.
Tinter Evidently Been “ There,"
A. Tipping, 48, Dame Agnes Strect, Not-
tinghaun.
Sent to Coventry.
“Picket Nob Transferable.
F. James jun., 518, Fishponds Road, Fi-
ponds, Bristol.
Deeds, Not Words,
When Ruilton * Raiges cane.”™
A. Powling, 38, Commercial Road, Peckliam,
S.E. 15,

I'he Bounder.
Ouce Bounder—now Sounder.

i d SAYT POUNDS.
"ll!l‘;:lcux(‘ oml Llct.ﬂf)' J“l“-l!ornh‘n and exquisitely coloured
horn N 0~ phonos to selest from.

ge paid, with 52 tunes and

\-rl!n TO-DAY (D\' beautifully illustrated art c1l'\lvxuc
MEA Do

D CO. (Dopt. G 105), BIRKIN NGH.

World's ﬁluwzl

send Glaves free

BOXING GLOVES FREE.
To every twentieth purchaser of a set of four Boxing
Gloves, Youth's size, at 5/5,

in any ease you will have » Bargain,
FOOTBALLS : 12/6, 15,6, 17/6.

TOM GARPENTER,

L will return the money and
‘This price is below cost, so
Postage od.

aes‘:umué.u 136180, 1979,
AMIBED mg?,
WALWORTH ROAD, S.E.17.

of charge.

SHORT DR TALL ?—-\\hlchxre‘{m:

be made good by the Girvan Scientifio Treilmonl

iorease.  Successfully practised by
:gld?ersmi}'nlrcx:l m.r o whom height and uppcarancn cuum
for ' 'mrl our £100 guarantee to

T u
17, .‘.‘J’OLD GREEN ROAD, LONDON, N.4.

Students report from 2

ENQUIRY DEPT, AMLP,

nd which would you likn
ney in helght can rapidly

MAGIC TRICKS,

Pricefd.each,4forl/ —T. W.H

ete.—Purcels 2/6, 506. s
Instrument. Invisibia, h;?::&uw
arrison, 239, Pentonvills Rd., Londen.

business men, actors,

Send a pnslnanl “ CORLY HAIR!"

ceived daily. Copes xen

(atawps accepted) —ROSS (Brm.

= It l 'rnndnhll ") Wrifes B. M,

P. ). 173. New X

Tre POMW
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THE POPULAR—Every Friday. -

~ A SPRING “TONIC’ FOR YOUR HAIR

How to Possess the Most Beautiful Hair in the World.

HE healthiest and most beautiful of hair needs
a tonic, especially in S prmg time.

The changes that take \\%

place at *this period  affect

the blood and tend to
mtercept the nutrition of
the hair. )

- Keep a striot guard over yonr hair,
for troubles¢f many kinds are apt to
asgpil jb in’ Spring. Observe if it i3
becoming brittle or liable to fall out,
or if it is too greasy and the soalp
liable to colleot scurf, eto. If it i8
becoming “weak, thin, or scanty, or jf
it is "tending "towards baldness in

laces, if it Incks lustre and colour, if’
3t is inclined to be *‘ matty ” or Inck-
ing in healthy crispness, it nceds a
tonio, end you will-find nothin, thnb
will rejuvenate it like * Harl ene "
end a short course of the v\orld
famed .. ** Harleno Hair - Drill.” - It
will give the scalp o thorough
+ Spring cleaning,” and make tho
hair grow lluck quu.rlnnt, and
- Justrous, .

To-duy 8 tho very besb nmo to

begur the wonderful ** Harlene Hair-
L - ** Harleno ’ is at once o {
and & tonio. o8 woll as & dressing for
the hair, ;usk f.ha vary thmg it most
ni thicker,

.£tronger, nnd more r

* Harleuo nuu-

mnc.

HUGE GIFT OF “ HARLENE HAIR-DRILL” OUTFITS FREE.
CONTENTS OF THE FREE “HAIR-DRILL" PARCEL.

111,
ciso, ncts iike the spr ngtlm- on Naturo’s foliage,
~ and qu! lokly ro—lnvlgarntu l.h- lnhnt llmugz
he

Hnrlcne Hair-Drill ” Trial Outfit which is offered
contains the [ollovnng m‘onhnl re.
quisites for carrying out tho * *Drill
to the best advantage :

1. Freo trial bottlo of * Harlono,"”
a wondertul liquld tonie proparation
that promotes healthy and beautilul
halr growth.

2. Froo ** Cromox ** Shampoo Pow-
der, that *“spring cleans’’ the scalp
and halr and propares it for ** Hair-
DrilL**

8. Free bottle of ¢ Uzon "'—an ex=
quisite Brilliantine, that gives tho halr
a glorious lustre, and is especially
beneficial where the scalp Is inclined
to be ** dry.”

4. Fros ** Halr-Drill ** Manual, con-
taining full instructions for carrying
out the (wo minutes a day ** Harlenoe
Halr-Drill."’

To obtain ono of these packnged
writo your name nnd addr ond
that you nro areader of the :* Aty
on' a sheet of: paper - and post,
together with four penny stamps to
cover cost of postage and packing to

Tl\e

your door. - Address lication
he true tonic And exer- I, Edwards' Hnrlon)o(:mi‘qu "o o
~r {iﬂrab s Conduit - Street, London,

Any of these preparations may bo
obtained from Chemists and Stores

Packed FREE. -Carrlage PAID. Direct from Works.

| LOWEST CASH PRICES. EASY PAYMENT TERMS,

i clivery, - Big Bargains n Shop Soiled and
d Cycles. Tyres and‘Acce ssorles At pop:

jular Prices. one:
0ld Cycles Exchanged. — Write for Mcuum S|xe Froo
5 and Special Offer ol Samp

CYCLE CO MPANV. Im:omd
Dept. B GO7, RIRMINGHAM.

AMUSING NOVELTY

Amuses and Interests Kiddiesand Grown-Ups.
ates a Sensation &

o D-pt. 43K, Kllt‘ln'

SUBMARINES .

“British Made. . No springs or working
parts to go wrong: - Will dive and sail

undor water. . Send Postal Order to:—

4 . The British' & Colonial Trading Co.,
. 17-19, Change Alley, Sheffield.

_ Test
all over the world.
HBIGHT INCREASEL p Complet.
lN 30 DAYS: 5/ 3 Coumr!;: X

App
tl
Bre P NEv HR PATLE il
stamp.—Melrin Strong, Lra“(b:;["g""aﬁ and Tostimontals, |
is the greatest drawback In life to any mAD or woman.

NERVOUSNESS i o b s ot el o o 6 ace:

will-power, mind concentration, blusn. o1 feslrvae
SRS
lel’:)ﬂt‘i‘ I:;‘P:lrlnh&- .;yo Md;ﬂral to lﬁcargl:m and | o Army from
SSPRE. DTD. 557, Tmpertal Bulldings, Tadpece i E(o'n?xlc;:"l\c“” g
made casier. Our new enlarged book of easy

VENTRlLOQUISM e

ayene'c 16arn, this Wonderfal. Eussioair s (on amisingdiatoguesenbles
fa3ds Delighted' (Dolls supplied.) Thought. Teading. 8d. Yl Ll v
—G. Wilkes & Co., Stockton, Rughy. Engla swerlsa, 1x. 24

avces. No Drugs. No Dietlng. The Molvin Strong
d.

“CURLY HAIR!" “Minocurlodatonce,” writes Major. Thousandsof (es

tmonials, proot sent. Summers’ *Gurlit:

e et} S UMM BT, (Dept. 1t O} ypuralRhicat halr. 175, 416
AND FrILMS

CINEMATOGRAPHS l*m—}ou(“s& (irru lhn realns, llhl:u

138, Norwood Road, LONDON, B.E. 2%

INTERESTING HOBBIES.

J Scts of parts for making Sh vck
f;»;l hM ltllustmlmn ‘}’y(- ;
eraph parts, 1/6. -~ B, T

1/6. Chemical Box, 1/6. il‘l*);llf,(,l‘
%tc 4d. oxtra.cach. Illustrated
atalogues, post free ¢d, P.0.—

HgRBORNE SMALL ENGINE
. 3B Al Queen’s Road,
Aston, BlRl\‘llNGHA.M

,!0‘1‘0 POSTGABDS OF YOURSELF, 1/3 doz., 12 by 10 B\-
Bd. ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. OATALOGU!
BA!I‘LB‘S FREE.-~HACKETTS, JULY BOAD, LIVERPOOL.

'CUT THIS OUT

"'I'he Popular.’” * PEN COUPON. Value 2d.

‘Send this counon, wl(h Po for only 5/- di
OO OB 3.0, In’ ‘um rect (o !.ho rleﬂ. Pon c;).,'
ish Mado Xd—cl. Gold Nibl

—

All applications for Advertisement space in  +
this publication should be addressed to the
Adovertisement Department, Union Jack Series
The Fleetway House, Farringdon Slreet‘
London, E.C4. . 5

. .

Pleet Pmmmn X’en. va up 10/6. I
12 (urther coupons, each will count as 2d, of 3
Jo e L TS {Bocka Cllp. A4 exirar) Ak for Nne, mod inm, sickSiade
iy L R R AR L S— o
R O R g — ——
———
PH-M -nd pnblhhod crury 'A‘uenlnr by the Propriotors, Th malnmnud Pr Limited, Tho Flootway H
“n Usement, ofloes; Tho Flogtway Hoase, Farriagdon’ su‘oh n. £ 4, ubxcrlnllon atea s Tland, 135 pesraimkdon Strost. London, Eo. )
roid, 1la, por apnum; £ 6d. for six mon| Soto ‘hgonts forSouth Atr ‘Contral Nows Agonoy. Ltd.  Bolo agunts te kv ik J0BthS,
.. Gordon & Gotch, Ltd.; snd w Oanada, Tho Imporial Now 788, " Butunday, Apeil S, 1931, enta fax Austealls and Now






