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THE DUFFER oF ROOKWOOD!

A Splendid Long Complete School Tale,
Adventures of JIMMY SILVER & CO., the Chums of Rookwood.

By OWEN CONQUEST.

(Autkor of the Famious Rookwood Yarns in *‘ The Boys® Friend.”’)
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A Very Raw Recruit!
“M
Newcome grinned, too.

Clarence Cuffy had been some time at
In the pleaaam and delectable purlieus

made no difference at all to him.
he would regard the humorous jokers
The . Fistical Four of the Classical
They kindly resolved to waste a few
scout !”’
‘You were pmceedvng to the footbali-

Y dear James!” :
Jimmy Silver ‘halted, with
Somehow fellows always did grin when
Cuffy ~of the Modern Fourth spoke to
Roockwood. e had been as green as
grass when he arrived. Now he was, if
cof Gander’s Green Clarence had been
brought up in unsuspecting innocence,
Fellows pulled his verdant leg without
limit. Clarence seldom discovered that
more in scrrow than in anger.
In Gander’s Green fellows’
Fourth were on their way to the foot-
ball-ground when that ornament of the
Bllﬂlltex in chipping Cufly.
“Hallo, Clarence, old
ground, James?”
“ You've hit it!”’

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
a grin. Lovell and Raby and

thent. -
possible, greener.
And a term at Rookwood School had
bis leg had been pulled. When he did
never pulled.
Modern-Side addressed them.
J:mmy Silver chemlly

“1 trust.I am not incommoding you

by taking up your time for a few
minutes?”’
“ Notb \\hatung‘? Oh, no! Not at all!

Fire away!
“The fact iz, Silver, T have decided
to take up football,” said Cufly, blinking
at Jimmy Silver r’)lemnly through his
large spectacles.
“PFootball |”
“¥ou I?
“Oh, my hat!” said Lovell.
“Exactly!” said Cuffy, with an ex-
pansive smile. “And I am sure, my
dear James, that you will afford me all
the assistance in your power. I am
addressing you as captain of the Junior
Eleven. 1 unclclstana that you are
playing Bagshot on ~ Wednesday.
should like to play for Rookwood,

eiaculated Jimmy.

i I

Jxmmy Silves almost staggered..
Clarence Cu¥y made that modest re-
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quest with a sweet smile, evidently quite
unaware of the enormity of it.

“Play for Rookwood!” murmured
Lovell.

“Agamst Baﬂshot'” gasped Raby.
“Oh, my hat!’

“Ha ha, ha!”_roared Newcome.

'Cuffy looked mildly surprised. He did
not see any reason for hilarity.

*“I will explain the civcumstances of the
case,” he said. “Mr. Dodd is coming
down on Wednesday or Saturday—
Tommy Dodd’s uncle, you kwow. He is
my very kind friend, and I have passed
many delightful hours in his vegetable
garden at Gander’s Green. I am sure it
would please him to see me playing for
Rookwood.”

“It would please the Bagshot fellows,
too!” gurgled Lovell.

“It would! Ha, hal”?

“It is true that I have played very
little football,” said Cuffy modestly.
“But I am quite willing fo practise. We
did not play much football at Gander’s
Green, but I was considered very skilful
at malbles

“Mum-mum-marbles ! gasped Jimmy
Silver.

“Yes, indeed! Of course, I am aware
that football is a more strenuous game
than marbles,” said Cuffy. * Perhaps a
little more difficult. But I am plepaxed
to do my best, my dear James.”

James chortled.

“It'is very extraordinary,” said Cuffy.
“Dodd and Cook and Doyle laughed in
exactly the same way when I s["ﬂ\e to
them about it. I do not quite see where

the joke comes in, my dear school-
fellows.”
“Oh, crumbs!” said Jimmy Silver.

“Look here, Cuffy! 1 can’t quite play
you against Bafrshot on Wedrvesdav but
there’s a Modern-Classical match -on
Saturday, and Tommy Dodd can play you
;11 the Modern team against us, if he
ikes,’

“He'll jump at the chance, Cuffy,”
said Lovell solemnly. :

“1 suggested it to him, but he did
not- seem  enthusiastic,”  said Cuffy,
shaking his head. “But it all depends
upon whether my kind friend, Mr. Dodd,
comes down on Wednesday or Saturday.
He would be dehghter} to see me playing
for Rookwood. In fact, he has expressed
a wish that I should take up footer, and
it is my duty to observe his wishes in

every way, as hé has been very kind to
me. May I take it that I play on
Wednesday if Mr. Dodd comes?”’

The Fistical Four roared; they could
not help it.

To Clarence Cuffy’s simple mind, a
football-match was simply a nice little
game—Ilike marbles.

Fellows would have given a term’s
pocket-money to squeeze into the eleven
for the Bagshot match.

Jimmy ilver was exposed to the
blaundishments of nearly all the juniors at
Rookwood when he was making up the
team for that match,

A fellow’s inclusion in the team was
not likely to depend upon whether he had
a kind friend coming down to the school
on the day the match was played. Not
quite ! %

Cuffy looked at the Fistical Fouws
inquiringly.
N

ell, my dear James?” he asked.

“Oh dear1” gasped Jimmy Silver., “I
say! Come along, and let’s see v.ha,t you
cau do at footer, Cuffy. If you’re good
enough—ha, ha !—Y’ll shove you into the
team. . Rely on that.”

“1 shall be delighted, my dear James!”

And, with a smile of contentment on
his chubby face, Cuffy trotted down to
Little Side with the Classical Four.

There were a crowd of fellows on the
junior football-ground.

The list for the Bagshot match was not
quite settled yet, though it was known
that some of the giants of junior footer
would be playing, such as Jimmy Silver,

Lovell, Conroy, Rawson, Van Ryn,
EnroH, Tommy Dodd, and Cook and
Doyle. But two places, at least, were nob

quite decided,

Raby and Newcome had their own
ideas about hew those two places ought
to be filled. But Jimmy Silver, as foot-
ball captain, was impervious to the claims
of friendship.

Mornington was a likely reernit, and
so was Oswald and Flynn and ToWTP
and, in faet, several more.

But Clarence Cuffy was really not likely
to get a place. Even Tubhby Muffin
would have been a more useful recruit,

“Hallo, Cuffy ph‘ ing 77 asked Qswald,

as the five juniors arrived. “Cuffy
taking up footer?”

“¥es,” said Jimmy seriously. ¢ Cuffy
wants to play against Bagshot on

Wednesday.”

(Copyright in the United States of America.)
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¢ Wha-a-at 1"

“I should be very pleased, my dear
Richard,” said Cuffy, blinking at Oswald.

““Ha, ha, ha I’* roared Oswald.

“Cuffy’s going to show us what he
can do,” said Junmy. ““Give Cufiy a
chance, you fellows !” .

“On the ball, Cuffy!” yelled the
juniors.

Cuffy blinked round.

“See that ball?” asked Jimmy Silver,
pointing to the somewhat muddy footer.

“Yes, my dear James.” -

*See if you can put it into the goal.”

“1 think that would be quite easy, my
dear James.”

“Oh, my hat !” exclaimed Conroy, who
was between the posts for the practice.
“Quite easy—what? Well, try!”

. Cuffy started for the ball, with the eyes
aof ‘all the grinning juniors upon him.

- To the astonishment of the juniors, he
picked it up, put it under his arm, and
trotted towards the goal.

“Is he potty?” gasped Lovell.

“Put that ball down, you idiot !”

“Ha, ha, ha! This isn’t Rugger, you
howling dummy! None of your Rugger
tricks here !”

Clarence Cufty
surprise.

“My dear James——7"

“Kick it, you chump!” yelled Jimmy
Silver. “You’'re not allowed to touch the
ball with your paws, you howling jabber-
wock !”

“Oh, pray excuse my error, my dear
James!”

“Ha, ha, ha !

Clarence Cuffy set the ball down again,
within a few yards of the grinning goal-
keeper. He blinked at it, and blinked at
the goal, evidently calculating with great
care.

The chuckling juniors “watched him
joyfully.

Cufty, satisfied at last, backéd away,
anid took a little run. Then he delivered
a terrific kick at the ball.

Careful as his caleulations had been,
however, they seemed to be a little out,
judging by the result. 1

Iis foot missed the ball by about six
inches.

His foot flew into the air, with
the natural result .that Cuffy lost his
balance, and sat down.
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glanced round in

“Ha, ha, ha!*

Clarence Cuffy sat on the ground, and
gasped, - and groped for his spectacles.
And a hysterical yell went up round the
foothall ground.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
“Qoal 1"

4 EAR mel”
“Ha  ha bhal™
“I am somewhat hurt. The

impact upon the ground has
caused me considerable diseomfort!”
gasped Cuffy.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

Jimmy Silver took Cuffy by one of
his large cars, and helped him to his
feet. Cuffy gave a loud squeak.

“QOw-ow!”

“Cut off, "old scout,” said Jimmy
Silver. “You weren’t born for a foot-
baller, Better get some practice on the
fags’ ground for a few weeks. That will
make a beginning—see?”’

Cuffy shook his head.

“I have no time to waste, my dear
James, if I ~am to get- into form
for playing in the Bagshot match,” he
said.

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

NEXT
FRIDAY!

“Oh, buzz him off the ground,
bedad !” said Flynn.

‘“Hook it, Cuffy!” 3

“Hold "on!” said Jimmy  Silver.

“Chuck that old ball out, Jones!”

Jones minor pitched out the old ball, |

used by the fags in puntabouts. Jimmy
kicked it to Cuffy.
“What * _on earth’s the game?”

demanded Lovell.

“That’s for Cuffy to practise with.”

“You silly ass!” roared Lovell
“How can we get team practice with
that howling burbler fooling about on
the field?”

“Leave it to your Uncle James, dear
boy. Now, Cuffy—I suppose you know
that a footballer has to do as his skipper
tells him?”

“Certainly, my dear James.”

“Well, you see that ball?”

Cuffy blinked at it.

“Yes, James.”

“You’re to kick it from here to Mr.
Manders’ House, across the quad.”

“Certainly.”

“Having got it there, you're to kick
it up the stairs.”

“Oh!” gasped Lovell.

“You may find it a bit difScult at
first,” said Jimmy Silver, with owl-like
seriousness. “‘But if at first you don’t
succeed, try again, you know.”

“I shall be very pleased, my dear
James.”

“Having kicked it upstairs, you're to
kick it into Tommy Dodd’s study,” con-
tinued Jimmy Silver. “If you land it
on Tommy Dodd’s nose, that counts as
a goal, BSes?”

“I understand perfectly.”

“Well, go ahead!”

The junior® footballers looked on
breathlessly. They wondered whether
even Clarence Cuffy, the champion duffer
of Rookwood, would be quite duffer
enough to carry out the Fourth Form
skipper’s instructions.

But Cuffy had no doubts.

He started. -

Tha juniors crowded back to give the
duffer of Rookwood plenty of room.
There was no telling in what direction
the footer might go, when Cuffy’s foot
got near it.

Cuffy. kicked the footer, and it went
into touch, and he followed it up. A
howl of laughter followed Cuffy, as he
punted the ball away across the quad.

“My hat!” exclaimed Van Ryn. “Is
he going to be really idiot enough to
punt the ball into Manders’ House?”

“Ha, ha! Xooks like it!”

“Let’s hope he doesn’t
Manders !” chortled Flynn.

And the juniors yelled again.

Clarencé Cuffy, still hopping in pur-
suit of the ball, disappeared beyond the
beeches.

Jimmy Silver & Co. piled into footer
practice, while some of the other fellows
followed Cuffy to see how he progressed.

Cuffy had learnt at least one football
lesson—to heed the instructions of his
skipper.

Jimmy’s intention had been to clear
the duffer off the football ground, with-
out hurting his feelings. But Clarence
tosk his  instructions  with  literal
exactitude.

He missed the ball oftener than he
kicked it, but he stuck to his task with
deadly persistence, and the footer was
propelled up to Mr. Manders’ House at
last on the Modern side of Rookwood.

There Cuffy paused to take breath.

His face was crimson with exertion,
and his round eyes bulging behind his
spectacles. But he was sfill’ game.

He restarted affer the interval, so to
speak, when he had recovered his wind.
A lucky kick sent the muddy footer

meet

whizzing into the open doorway of the
Modern building.

“He’s done it!” yelled Tubby Muaffin.
“He, he, he!”

“Good old Cuffy!”

“Hi ha. hat”

But Cuffy was not finished yet. He
foliowed the ball into the House, and
began kicking it upstairs.

This was not an easy task, and it was
likely to keep Clarence Cuffy oceupied
some time.

Three or four Modern juniors came
along, and stared at him.

“What the thump are you up to,
Cuffy?” yelled Towle of the Fourth.
“You’d better let Mr. Manders catch
you at that game!”

Cuffy gasped.

“I have to get the ball to Dodd’s
study,” he spluttered.

“What for?” howled Leggett.

“My football skipper has so instructed
me, my dear Albert.”

“Ha, ha ha!”

“He’s pulling your leg, you silly owl!”
growled Towle. “Look cut, here comes
Knowles!”

Knowles, the Modern prefect, came
along, frowning.

““Who brought that ball in here?” he
rapped out.

“Please, Knowles, 1 did,*”” said Cuffy
meekly.  “Yaroooh!” he added, in a
wild howl, as the prefect’s finger and
thumb closed on his ear.

“Take it away at once!” snapped
Knowles. “Do you hear?”
“Yow-ow! Yes, certainly! Ow!”

Cufty gathered up the ball and bolted
upstairs with it. Under the circum-
stances, he felt compelled to disregard
that part of Jimmy Silver’s instructions
about kicking the footer up the staircase.

But in the upper passages he resumed
operations. Whatever Cuffy couldn’t do
at footer, he could at least carry out his
skipper’s instructions to the best of his

ability.
The ball- was {rundled along {he
passages in the direction of Tommy

Dodd’s study.

Dodd and Cook and Doyle, the herces
of the Modern Fourth, were detained in
their study with lines. They were
scribbling and grousing, when the study
door was opened and Cuffy’s crimson
face looked 1n.

“Hallo! Take that phizog away !”
growled Tommy Doyle.

“And bury it!” added Tommy Cock.

“Pray excuse me, my dear Thomas "
said .Clarence Cuffy mildly. I sin-
cerely trust that I shall not incommode
you. I am going to kick a football into
this study, by the instructions of my
skipper !”

“What ?” yelled Tommy Dodd.

He jumped up from the table, glaring
at Cuily.

But Clarence did not heed his glare.
Ile trundled the footer into the doorway.

“You silly chump!” raved Tommy
Dodd. “If you kick that footer in
here—— Oh, my hat!”

Clarence Cuffy kicked.

The footer flew into the study. It was
aimed at Tommy Dodd, so it naturally
crashed on Doyle. But it bounced away
from Doyle’s head and landed full in
Tommy Dodd's excited face.

Tommy Dodd sat down in the fender
with a crash. :

“Goal !” gasped Cuffy.

“Yaroooh !”

“I trust you are not hurt, my dear
Thomas ?” ;

“Gerrooogh ! T—I—"

- “I sincerely hope that you are not

subjected to any considerable discom-

fort, my dear Thomas? James stated
Tue Porunaz.—No. 140.
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that if thke ball landed wupon your
countenance it would count as a goal.

am sute, Thomas, that James will
acknowledge that that was'a goal—and
you will bear witness if necessary, will
you not, my dear Thomas?”

Thorhas did not answer that question.

He extracted himself from the fender
and fireirons, and flew at Clarence Cuffy
like a stone from a catapult.

The next instant Cufty’s head was in
chancery.

“Give him beans!”
Cook.

“Paste him, bedad, the thafe of the
world I”” howled Fommy Doyle, rubbing
his head. *“Give him jip, Tommy
darling 1”7 *

roared Tommy

“Yarooh!” roared Clarence. “My
dear Thomas—— Oh, my nose! My
dear friend—— Yoop! My eye! Oh
crunibs !  Oh ecrumbs!”

Crash !

Clarence Cuffy landed in the passage
on his back.
after him.

““Oh dear !” gasped Clarence, as he sat
up and rubbed his features. ‘“Oh, my
word! How very, very bad tempered
Thomas is this afternoon! Ow! And
I am sure that it was a good goal!
Yow-ow-ow |7’

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Good for Evil!
E EGGETT of the Modern Fourth
I came along the passage as
Clarence Cuffy felt himself all
_over to ascertain that he was
still all there.. He felt as if he wasn’t.
Tommy Dodd had been a little excited,
and he had not dealt gently with the
protege of his Uncle Dodd.

Leggett grinned down at the u‘nhapp,y'

Clarence.

“Hurt?” he inquired.

“Ow! O™

It sounded as if Clarence were a little
hurt,

“Here, let me lend you a hand,” said
Leggett. * Come into my study, and I'll
dust you down, old chap.”

“Thank you very much
Clarence.

“Not at all.”

Leggett led Clarence into his study.

He needed dusting. 3

Any . fellow less unsuspecting than
Clarence would have been surprised at
the good nature of the cad of the Fourth.
Albert Leggett was not much given to
helping others.

But Clarence was far from being of a
suspieious nature. At Gander’s Green
sweet simplicity and ‘trust in human
nature were cultivated.

There were no bad boys like Leggett
at Gander’s Green. Clarence was trust-
fulness itself. He would have lent the
Crown Prince of Prussia a ‘“quid ” and
expected to see it again!

Leggett dusted him down in a very
friendly manner, and then made him sit
in the armchair, and gave him toffee.

Clarence sucked the toffee and beamed
on Leggett. This kindness was very
touching after his rough reception in
Tommy Dodd’s study.

“You are very, very kind, Leggett!”
said Clarence gratefully. “I really think
the fellows do not do you justice, Leg-
gett, when they call you such unpleasant
names as ‘ sneaking worm’ and ¢ spoofiing
rotter,” and such things. I think, Leg-
gett, that you are far from being such
an awful rotter as the fellows believe.
Is thers anything the matter, my dear
Albert 27

‘“N-no.”
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gasped

The study door slammed |

Loup!"”

“I thought you were looking rather
angry.” % -

“N-n-not at all!” gasped Leggett.
“You're such a charming chap, Cuffy,
that nobody could be waxy with you!”

“I am so glad to hear you say so, my
dear Albert !’ ’

Leggett breathed hard. ;

“Now, Cufty, old chap,” he said, “I
hear you’re taking up footer. You’d
make a splendid player, I should think.
Awfully keen on the game—what?”

“ Perhaps not very keen, Albert,” said
Cuffy thoughtfully. “You see, it is a
very, very much rougher game than
marbles. Have you a cough, Albert ?”

“Nunno !”” gasped Leggett. “Go on.”

“1 desire to take the game up tem-
porarily,” explained Cuffy. “I wish to
please my kind old friend Mr. Dodd.
Thomas’ uncle, you know. He is very
keen on games, and knows all the differ.
ences between cricket and football and
marbles.”

“My hat! He must be a regular
sgortmg encyclopeedia, if he knows all
that !”” said Leggett. “ Well, you're keen

.to play in the Bagshot match, anyway !”

_“Very, very keen, Albert, for the sake
of entertaining Mr. Dodd if he visits us
on Wednesday. If he comes on Saturday,
however, I should prefer to play in the
home match that afternoon.”

“Exactly. Well, the way to get
into the team is to please Jimmy Silver,
as he is skipiper;” said Leggett. *“If

| you did Silver some kind favour, it

might make a lot of difference. I'd
help you.”

“You are very, very kind. What ca
I do to please Janies?” %

“1 suppose you know those fellows
want ‘their study repainted 7’ asked Leg-
gett earelessly. =~
~ “I had not heard of it, Albert.. But
then, T,do not see much of the Classical
fellows.”

“Well, it’s a fact. They want it re-
painted, but they can’t afford the paint,
or to pay a man to do it. Now, as tar
as painting goes, you could do it as easy
as falling off a form. You’re so clever,
so jolly clever, I might say!”

“You flatter me, my dear Albert.”

“Not at all. As for the.paint, I'd
provide that, as a pleasant and friendly
surprise to Jimmy Silver.”

“That is noble of you, Albert!”

Leggett rose and opened his study

| cupboard.

‘““Here’s the paint.”

He took out a three-pound tin of ready-
mixed paint and a large brush. The tin
was labelled “Light green.”

“That’s Silver’s favourite colour,” said
Leggett. “I've heard him discussing it
with his friends, and his idea is to have
the study painted throughout in light
green, including the furniture—chairs,
table, bookcase, and the rest. T'm afraid
youw're taking on a lot of work, Cuffy.”

“I do not mind that in the least,
Albert.”

“No, I thought you wouldn’t. Put on
plenty of paint, as thick as you like.
And paint everything, especially the
chairs and table. Begin with the chairs
and table.” :

“Certainly 1"

“And the clock—don’t forget
clock 1”

“1 will be very, very careful, Albert.”

“Better lock the door while you’re
at it, so that you won’t be interrupted,”
said Leggett. “You're a really good
chap, Cuffy, and I'm glad you’re will-
ing to help me return good for evil in
this way.”

“I am delighted, Albert.
that you are by no means the malicious
and revengeful  rascal the fellows
suppose.”

3

the

It proves

“I—T—esxactly! Yes, quite so. Well,
here you are!” said Leggett. “‘I’'l come
as far as the end :tudy with you. We’ll
go the indoors way.” 2

The two Modern juniors left the study
together. Leggett led the way along the
winding passage ‘hat gave access to the
Classical buildings. There was ‘a locked
door in the passage, but Leggett had a-
key to it. : -

The Fourth-Form quarters  on the;
Classical side were deserted. = All the
fellows were out on the playing fields.

Leggett opened the door of the end
study, and they entered.

‘“Go -ahead, Cuffy!” :

“Certainly, my dear. Albert. Haow
pleased James will be when he comes
in!” said Clarence, beaming.

“Pleased isn’t the word. He’ll he
delighted ! Let’s see you begin.” :

Confident as he was in the extreme
simplicity of the duffer of Roockwood,
Leggett could hardly believe that
Clarence Cuffy would be ass enough to
paint the end study as instructed. But
his doubts were soon relieved.

Cufty jerked off the lid of .the tin,
thrust in the brush, and started. :

Leggett almost exploded as the paint
was lathered on the table-top by way of
a beginning.

“Obd  1Ha, ha!
Leggett.

Clarence looked round in surprise.

“All sereme. I—I just caught the
smell of the paint,” said Leggett, cough-
ing. ‘““Go ahead, old chap! Lock the
door !

Leggett beat a retreat from the end
study. Clarence locked the door after
him; and Leggett, waiting a few
moments outside, heard the swishing of
the active paintbrush. C.fly was hard
at work.

Leggett scuttled back to the Modern
side. He threw himself into the arm-
chair in his study, kicked up his heels;
and yelled. 1In the end study on the
Classical side the duffer of Rookwood
painted away industriously, his face
beaming with satisfaction as he thought
of the pleasant surprise that awaited dear
James when he came in from the footer.

Oh dear!” gasped

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Black Ingratitude !
IMMY SILVER threw on a coat and

muffler as he left the football
ground with his chums as the
dusk was beginning to fall. ' The

Fistical Four were late for tea, but they
had had a good practice. Jimmy had
put his men through their paces, and he
had decided about the vacant places in
the eleven.

“Well?” said Raby and Newcome
together, as they came away.

“You, Raby—"

“Oh, good!” ;

“And  Mornington,” said Jimmy
Silver. “Sorry, Newcome, old chap,
but footer is footer, you know, and we’ve
got to beat Bagshot.”

“QOh, all serene!” grunted Newcome,
“Let's get in to tea, anyway! I'm
famished 1

“So you won’t be playing, Cuffy?”
grinned Lovell.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The footballers crowded in, and the
. Fistical Four hurried along to the end
study. Jimmy turned the handle of the
door, but it did not open. e

“Hallo! What’s the matter with
this blessed door?’”’ exclaimed Jimmy.

“There’s somebody in there!” said
Lovell. “I can hear somebody moving

A GRAND TALE OF THE ROO\KWOO% CHU
H i3 y

about! . Tubby Muffin after the grub,
-perhaps.”

MS. 33
OWEN CONQUEST.:
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¢ Tl scalp him if it is!” Jimmy Silver ‘

thumped on the panels. Iere,
this door, fathead!”

“Certainly, my dear James!” came a
well-known voice from within.

“Cuffy!” ejaculated the Iistical Four
in ‘a surprised chorus.

“What’s that blessed niff?”" exclaimed
“Is there any fresh

open

Newcome, sniffing.
paiit about?”

“Smells like it.”

The key turned in the lock, and the
ddor  was opened. Clarence Cuffy’s
chubby face and big spectacles beamed
at the chums of the Fourth. Cuffy’s
hatids were stained, and there was a
smear of green on his nose, and he
looked a little tired. But he was beam-
mg ‘with good nature.

*Come in, my dear James!”

Jimmy Silyer did not go in.

He stood in the doorway, thunder-
struck.

“Fhe paint in the study had certainly
seeti better days. It might have been
reriewed with advantage. But not in
the way Clarence had renewed it.

The study reeked with paint.

The chairs were a dazzling light green.
The table fairly shone with the same
artistic hue.

The clock was green, the bookcase was
green, 'the armchair was green—light
green, wet, and smelly!

“The Fistical Four could hardly believe
their dazzled eyes.

By gum!” gasped Lovell at Iaut
“You like it, my dear Arthur?” asked
Cuffy (_hemfuﬂv
“Tike it!” stuttered Lovell. “Like
it!”
Jimmy Silver found his voice.
“Cuffy! You Modern idiot!”

My dear James!”

“Youw've mucked up our
thb shrieked Jimmy Silver.

“My dear

“You mad idiot ! roared Raby. Do
vou think this is a joke? * T call it more
than a joke! My hat! The place is
reeking !”’

*You thumping ass!” shouted New-
come. “You—you~—you silly villain!”

Clarence gazed at the four in dismay.

He had expected them to be pleased.
He had, in futv expected them to be
very, very pleased.

But they weren’t pleased.

Whatever was doubtful about the
matter, that was not doubtful at all. The
Fistical Four were anything but pleased.

They gasped as they staved at the reek-
ing paint. The study was fairly
swimming - with it. Already they had
smears on their clothes.

“My hat!” gasped Jimmy Silver.
“This is a Modern jape! This is the
Modern brand of humour! By gum,
we’'ll show ‘em how we appreciate it !
Collar that burbling idiot "

“My dear J-j-j-ames—— Oh dear!”
and Newcome

study like

Tovell and -Raby
grasped the unhappy doer of good deeds.
Jimmy Silver seized the paint-pot.

There was still some left. He jerked
the brush away from Clarence and
jammed it into the tin, and gouged out
the rest of the paint—over Clarence’s
head.

Cuffy roared as the paint showered on
his face and hair.

He opened his mouth to explain, but
he closed it again, gurgling spa:modl-
cally when the p'uutlnush was shoved
mto it.

“Gug-gug- gug ! 1

“Paint him!™ yelled TLovell. “Let
him have the lot. Here’s some ink, too.
Get some soot, Raby

¢ Groogh- hoo- hoovoh I

Clarence Cuffy wmggled in the grasp
of the incensed juniors.

NEXT
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Paint and ink and soot were added
together to adorn him.

Not the remotest suspicion had Jimmy
Silver & Co. that the duffer of Rook-
wood had been doing a kind action to
please them.

They regarded it as a Modern jape
on the Classicals, and a jape that was
far beyond the pbrmltted limits.

In a few minutes Cuffy’s anpnarauce
was extraordinary.

Where he was not sooty and inky he
was a bright and shining green.

“Now kick him out!” gasped Jimmy
Silver.

“ All together!” yelled Lovell.

Four boots crashed behind the un-
happy Cuffy.

He flew out of the study.

Bump!

“Arrah. and phwat's the row?” roared
Flynn along the passage. ‘‘Howly

It

|

5,

rlslblht,y my dear Thomaa' Gug-gug-

k- Bless my soul ” My Manders rustled

up. “Cuffy! Is ihat Cufty ?’
“Groogh! Yes sir! Gug- gug i»
“How ‘dare you appear in such =

‘state?” thundered the Modern master.

“Groogh! 1 have been painting, and
Groogh !
“Go and clean yourself dt once,; and
take five hundred- lines!” shouted Mr.
Manders. “You disgraceful boy! Get
out of my sight!”

Clarence was glad enough to get out
of his sight.

He sprinted for the dormitory, and
the Modern juniors followed him in a
Velhng crowd.

he rubbed and scrubbed, and
bcrubbed and rubbed, Clarence gasped'
out an explanation. He was still in the
dark as to why Jimmy Silver & Co. had
cut up so rusty, and he asked dear

The door opened and Cufiy beamed
hands were stained, and there was
£ Come in, my dear James," he said.

out at the chums of the Fourth.
a smear of green paint on his nose.
€ 1 have finished painting your study.
i hope you will like it!*

His

(See Chapter 4.)

Moses ! Phwat’s that intoirely? TIs it a
banshee?”

“Ha, -ha, ha!” yelled the Classical
Tour, as Clarence was propelled along
the passage by four lunging boots.
““Yow-ow! Gug-gug-gug!’ stuttered
Clarence. “My dear fne')db——yaroooh'
—my dear James—yooop !i—Arthur, my
dear fellow—— Yah Oh! 000000 |
Woooop !

Clarence Cuffy vanished down the
staircase,

He crossed the qguad in record time,
and burst into Mr. Manders’ House, cut
of breath and palpitating with astonish-
ment_and terror.

“Hallo! . What on
shouted Tommy Dodd,
him. “Is it—is it Cuffy

“Yow-ow' Gwogh' Dear Thomas—”

earth's that?”
as he sighted

“‘TROUBLE IN THE FAMILY!"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“There is  no~—groo !—occasion for

i

 Thomas if he

could tell. But dear
Thomas was in hysterics, and could not
reply. =

Meanwhile, 11ea11y all the Classical
Fourth had gathered to stare into the
reeking end study, and howl with laugh-
ter.

It was rather thick for a Modern jape,
but it was funny—at least, the Classical
Fourth thought so.

“By gad, it looks a corker!”’ ex-
claimed Townsend. = “Nice and smelly,
tool Save you :omethm in scent!”

“Ha, ha hal’ W

“We can’t have tea there!” mumbled
Lovell. “ Oh, TIl scalp that villain
Cuffy! .Come to think of it, somebody

must have put hun up to 1(,
“Ha; ha,
“Come and ha\e tea in my study!” .
said Erroll, laughing.
Tur PopurLar.—No. 140.
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And the Fistical Four had tea with
Erroll and Mornington, and they did
their prep in the Common-room that
evening. The end study was not quite
fit for habitation.

The next day, when the Fourth came
out of the Form-room Clarence Cuffy
bore down on Jimmy Silver with a
beaming smile. He did not seem to
note the deadly gleam in Jimmy’s eyes.

“My dear James,” he said, *“Mr.
Dodd has written that he is not coming
till Saturday, so I shall not want to play
in the Bagshot match this afternoon. ' I
hope you are not disappointed. I think
Yarcooh I

Clarence Cuffy.sat down with a sudden
jar, and Jimmy Silver walked on, leav-
ing Clarence gasping ‘and groping for
his spectacles.

“Dear me!” stuttered Clarence.
“James is growing very, very ill-tem-
pered. I shall not speak to James again
till he has apologised.”

Which was just as well for Clarence,
for Jimmy Silver was really not quite
safe for the duffer of Rookwood to ap-
proach at present.

The Bagshot match was played with-

cut the assistance of Clarence Cuffy, and |
Bagshot was beaten by two goals to one,~

which would certainly not have been the
case had Clarence assisted Jimmy
Silver’s team.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Chance for Cuffy!

& 0 !” roared Tommy Dodd.
N “My dear Thomas 7

& No I’)

s Butv_”
“No—no—no, I say!” )
Tommy Dodd seemed to be under-

studying a megaphone as he replied to
Cuffy.

It was Saturday afternoon.

That afternoon Modern and Classical
juniors were meeting on the football-
field. Moderns and Classicals, in combi-
nation, had beaten Bagshot on the pre-
vious Wednesday.

According to ~the Classicals, the
Moderns hadn’t helped much.s Accord-
ing to the Moderns, the Classicals hadn’t
helped much. Now they were going to
beat one another, each side being quite
certain of victory.

Tommy Dodd was extremely careful in
the selection of the Modern team. It
was a fact that the Classical side was
more of a sporting side. They had more
players.

Still, Tommy Dodd averred that the
Modern footballers, though fewer, were
a good deal better. .

Jimmy Silver had a larger number
to select from. “Tommy Dodd had a
smaller number of better quality, accord-
ing to Tommy.

Games, as the Moderns said sagely,
weren’t everything. Some of them were
too busy for games. Still, the Moderns
kept their end up pretty well on the
playing fields.

But Tommy Dodd was very careful.
Every man in his eleven was a picked
man, and when Clarence Cuffy meekly
requested to be played, Tommy Dodd’s
veply was more emphatic than polite.

" Tommy Dodd’s uncle was coming down
that afternoon. Uncle Dodd was very
keen on games, in his way. But what
he didn’t know about footer would have

filled dictionaries.

SWE

A

- Win.

Probably he would have liked to see
his young friend Cuffy played for the
Modern side, but Tommy was not. in-
clined to throw away a match for that.

Tommy’s idea was that Uncle Dodd
should sec a good match and a Modern
1 That was good enough.

Clarence was very insistent. He could
see no reason at all why Tommy Dodd
shouldn’t play him. ' He ‘had learned to
kick a footer without sitting down on it
already.

He stated that Uncle Dodd would be
delighted, but Uncle Dodd’s delight was
not a sufficient reason for playing the
biggest duffer at Rookwood, 1n Tommy’s
opinion.

So Tommy Dodd declined Cuffy’s ser-
vices without thanks. S

He strode away with quite a ruffled
brow, leaving Clarence gazing after him
more in sorrow than in anger.

It was nearly time for the start of
the match when Clarence was seen
escorting a stout and red-faced old
gentleman to Little Side.

Tommy Dodd ran to meet him.

“ Just in time, uncle!” he exclaimed.

Mr. Dodd shook hands with his
nephew.
© “Y am glad of that, Tommy,” he said.
“ Playing cricket this afternoon—what?”

“Ahem! Footer!” said Tommy Dodd,
with a cough.

“ Ah, yes, of course—cricket is over!”
said Mr. Dodd, with a smile. “It is a
long time since my schoolboy days,
Tommy. I used to be a great player my-

self; but it is a long time ago.
knocked wup hundreds of runs at
Rugger.”

“1-d-did you?’ stuttered Tommy.

“Sure, you must have been a terrific
footballer, sir!” murmured Doyle.

“Yes, indeed, my  boy!” said Uncle
Dodd, with smiling satisfaction. Uncle
Dodd’s recollections of " his - schoolboy
days of long, long ago were evidently
a little hazy. *We played football in
those days, you know. Played it, my
boy! I was usually cover-point !

& Oh !’,

“But sometimes I kept goal, and then
you should have seen me lead a charge
down on the enemy—— Dear me!
Have you caught a cold, Tommy?”’

“Nunno!” gasped Tommy Dodd.
“N-nnot at all! This way, uncle;
we’ve got a chair for you here!”

“Good! I shall watch you with
pleasure! Reminds me of my school-
days, by gad!”

Tommy Dodd wondered what footer
had been like in Mi. Dodd’s school-
days. Certainly it must have been an
entertaining game, with cover-point in
the team and a goalkeeper leading
charges.

Uncle Dodd was piloted to the place of
honour reserved for him, and Jimmy
Silver & Co. were presented.

The old gentleman was evidently
keen on the game, though he knew about
as much about it as he did about
Sanskrit.

‘““Bless me! Why are you not in your
colours, Clarence?”’ he asked, noticing
that the youth from Gander’s Green was
in Etons.

“1 am not playing, Mr. Dodd,” said
Clarence sorrowfully.

“Oh!” TUncle Dodd frowned a little.
“My dear Clarence, have I not urged
you to play football? It is a splendid
game, Clarence, and will be the making
of you, as it was the making of me.
should not be the man I am to-day but
for the games I played in my youth,
Clarence.”

[ But 2

‘whispered Doyle at last.

“I should be delighted, dear Mr.
Dodd, but—but——"

“The eleven’s made up, uncle,” said
Tommy Dodd hastily. “I—I :gouldn’t
very well leave out a man, you know.”.

“Could you play Clarence as a
reserve?” asked Uncle Dodd brightly. .

Tommy. almost fell down. Mr."Dodd’s
ideas of the duties of a reserve player
seemed a little vague.

“N-n-no, I—I think not,” stuttered
the unfortunate Modern skipper. St

Jimmy Silver & Co. turned to admire
the view. They did not want Untle
Dodd to see their faces just then. ]

“Come, come, Tommy !’ urged Nir.
Dodd.  “I particularly desired to see
Clarence playing football. I am s
you would not like to disappoint
after I have made quite a long journe

“B-b-but——"" stammered the unhag
Tommy. s

“You will do as you wish, 6f courfe,
Tommy !” said Mr. Dodd stiffly. ;“I can
only say that I am surprised!”® °

Tommy Dodd turned a look almost of
anguish upon his chums. But they could
not help him.

To play the biggest duffer at Rook-
wood was to play a man short! The
result was pretty certain.

But to refuse the kind old gentleman
who had not the faintest idea of the
enormity of what he was requesting was
not easy. 3 .5

“Faith, play him, Tommy darling ¥
“Lave me
you can’t refuse the

out, if you like;
ould iintleman.”
“Oh dear!” murmured Tommy.
. The. Classicals had already gone
into the field, and Jobson of the
Fifth, the referee, was  calling
to Tommy Dodd. It was necessary for
Tommy to make up his mind.
To offend the kind old soul, who had
had been a generous uncle to Tommy

from -~ his birth, was very nearly
impossible.

Tommy glanced round at the Modern
footballers. They were sympathetic.

He wondered whether they would scalp
him afterwards if he played Cuffy.

He made up his mind at last.

“Get into your things, Cuffy!” le.
almost groaned,

“ Certainly, my dear Thomas!” beamed
Clarence. 3 =

Mr. Dodd smiled again. i

“That’s my dear nephew!” he said.
affectionately. “Give Clarence a good
chance, Tommy, and I am sure he will
do you credit. I should like to see him
put on to bowl quile early.” 2

Tommy gasped. He certainly couldn™’
undertake to put Clarence on to bowl.,
That was quite beyond his powers. ~

In a few minutes Clarence Cuffy was
ready. Tommy Dodd & Co. went into
the field, Cuffy tripping cheerfully along"
with them.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Limit!

(3 N the ball!”
“Play up, Classics!”

The game started with spirit.

There was a good crowd of
fellows round the field, Moderns and
Classicals.

Clarence was in the half-back line, He
was right-half, if he was anything at
all. The other two halves had all the -
work to do, of course; Cuffy was gquite
useless.

He was considerably shoved by the
other Modern players. Every fellow
who got near him, in fact, gave him
a shove.

EVERY MONDAY. PRICEZ® “Come, come, you must play!” said Before the match had been going on
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A Magnificent Long Complete School Story, dealing with the Early Adventures of HARRY
WHARTON & CO. at Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Mot a Fighting Man !

EGGIE COKER, the new Sixth-
Former at Greyfriars, was re-
garded with much curiosity by
the rest of the Form when he

took his place in class the day after he
had arrived.

A night had passed since he had put
in an appearance, and he had suffered
much from the attentions of the Remove,
Fourth, and Fifth. Coker major 'was
very much ‘“down,” because the Head
had chosen to put his young brother in
the Sixth—over the great Horace Coker’s
head, so tc speak.” For that .reason
Horace had not shown any intention of
fighting his inoffensive young brother’s
battles for him.

Consequently, the diminutive
Former was left to the tender mercies
of the raggers. It was Wingate, cap-
tain of Greyfriars, who had come to his
rescue—with a cane.

After that the raggers had left Reggie
Coker alone. The next morning he
had to take his place in the Sixth Form,
and the rest of the Sixth had their first
real look at the new boy.

Some of them—Loder and his friends
—were very gruff to the newcomer,
They did not want a “ kid ” in the Form.
But the greater part of the Sixth said
nothing. If the Head chose to put him
there, it was the Head’s business, and
ragging was quite below the dlgmty of
the lordly Sixth. Besides, Reggie was
an lnoffensue fellow; he was kind and
obliging and did not put on airs as if he
were as good as anybody else in the
Sixth. He showed a properly grateful
appreciation of any kindness, and the
Sixth felt that they could condescend to
be kind to him. The only trouble was
that so youthful and diminutive a
Sixth-Former would hardly be able to
uphold the dignity of the Form among
the juniors. The lower Forms certainly
wouldn’t respect a senior whom they
could lick, and it would be a very bad
precedent if a member of the Sixth
;ould be cheeked with impunity by the
ags.

And Coker major was not very likely
to back up his minor in the various rows
that awaited him.

That Reggie would have trouble
among the juniors was certain. Bolsover
of the Remove had announced that he
was going to give him what he was asking

r.
When lessons were over that morn-
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Sixth-

ing, Reggie left the Sixth Form-room
with “doubt and misgiving. The Head
was very pleased with him.

The Head took the Sixth himself, and
he had expressed satisfaction at Coker
minor’s performances on his first morn-
ing at the school. The Head's appro-
bation was grateful and comforting in
the Form-room, but outside those august
limits it was not likely to be of much
use to Coker minor.

Reggie kept beside Wingate as they
went down the passage. Wingate did
not notice him, and walked-away with
Courtney. :

Reggie would gladly have shadowed
the stalwart captain of Greyfriars until
dinner-time, but that was impossible,
and he drifted away into the Close b\
himself disconsolately.

He felt very lonely. His brother was
so angry that he could not venture to
seek out Coker major. But he was not
left lonely for long. As he meditated
upon his prospects in a secluded corner
of the Close, Bolsover & Co. bore down
upon him.

Bolsover planted himself before Coker
mnior in a threatening attxtude

“ Here you are, then!” he exclaimed.

“Yes, please!” faltered Reggie.

“Well, T don’t please,” said Bolsover
grimly. “You're in the Sixth. TIve
never licked a Sixth-Former yet. I'm
just going to begin!” >

And Vernon-Smith and Stott and
Snoop grinned approval.

“Please don’t be rough,” urged
Reggie. “I do not wish to quarrel
with. you. It was really not my fault
that T was put in the Sixth.”

“Put up your hands!”

“What for?”

Bolsover surveyed him in astonish-
ment and disgust.
“To fight, of course, you young

idiot !”” he said.

“B-b-but I d-d-don't want to fight!” ]

faltered Reggie.

“It's not a case of what you want,
but of* what you're going to get!”
explained Bolsover. He tore off his
jacket and handed it to Vemon Smith.
“Now, then, are you ready?”

“N-no!

“Will you put up your paws?”

¢ J—I—please—""

Biff !

Reggie staggered bhack as Dolsover
ma301 tapped him forcibly on the nose.

“Oh 1

“Now - are you going to fight?”
roared the Remove bully.

Coker minor’s eyes flashed. In spile

[ of his timid and uncertain ways, he was

not by any means wanting in pluck.

“You—you beast!” he exclaimed.
“1 don’t want to fight you, but I will
now’ Oh dear!

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Vernon-Smith.
“Don’t hit him too hard, Bolsover,
He might break into little pieces.”

Bolsover squared up to the unfgriu-
nate Sixth-Former. ‘

Reggie squared up in return, and his
fichting attitude made the juniors
shriek, What Coker minor did not.
know on the subject of fighting would
have filled volumes.

“Now, come on, you beast!” gasped
Reggie.
Bolsover major came on.

He knocked up Coker minor’s feeble
guard, and planted a terrific drive ou
his chin. Coker minor gasped, and
tumbled over backwards as if a cannoh-
ball had struck him.

“O“vlii

“I say, that's a bit thick!” cried
Stott, being blessed for the moment
with an atom of courage; and he ad-
vanced on Bolsover, faced him grimly,
and the bully’'s look seemed to cause
Stott’s momentary courage to ooze out
at his finger-tips; for the next imstant
he gave a sickly grin, and locked down
at the new Sixth-Former,

Reggie lay on his back, blinking up
at the bully of the Remove.

Bolsover major pranced round him,
brandishing his fists.

“Get up!” he roared.

“Ow

“QGerrup !”

“Yow!”

“Do you want any more?”

“Groo! N-n-no!”

“Do you confess yourself licked?"”
demanded the Remove bully. b

“Yes! Ow! Yes!’

“Well, you're a ripping specimen to
shove into the Sixth, I must say!"”
growled Bolsover major, as he took
his jacket from Vernon-Smith, and
slipped it on. “You're not worth
licking 1™

“Ow"’ groaned Reggie.

“Pah I?

Bolsover major walked away with his
comrades.  His inglorious. victory had
been complete; but, as  Bolsover
remarked, there wasn’t ‘much satisfaction
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in- licking a chap. who fell like a skittle
as soon as he was touched.

Reggie lay for nearly five minutes
on the ground in a dazed state. Finally
he sat up, and rubbed his nose and his

chin.

“Good gracious!” he murmured.
“Oh dear! I don’t think I shall like
Greyfriars! Ow !”

And he rose slowly to his feet, and
moved away disconsolately towards the
School House.

There was a shout from a group of
Fourth-Formers as they caught sight of
him. Before Coker minor could avoid
the rush, Temple, Dabney, & Co. had
surrounded him,

“Here’s the giddy senior!” roared
Temple.

“QOh, rather!”

“Here’s the new  Sixth-Former!

Collar him !”

“Oh" dear!” said Reggle, backing
away. “I—I'm very sorry that I'm
in the Sixth! I—I assure you I'd much
rather be in your Form. 1 should like
it very much!”

“The liking would be all on your|

side, then!” growled Temple.

“Oh dear!”

“Now, which of us are you going to
take a licking from?” asked Fry.

“If you please, I'd rather not fight
any of youw,” said poor Reggie. “I'm
not used to fighting, and it makes me
feel -quite ill.”

The Fourth-Former surveyed him in
atter disgust.

“Did you ever hear
that?” demanded Temple.
a disgrace to Greyfriars!
Sixth [

“Rotten!” said the Cg. unanimously.

“Maust lick him, for the honour of
the school!” said 'Temple. “Can’t
have a chap here who’s afraid to fight!
Which eye shall I bung up for you,
young Coker!”

“N-n-not either, thank you!”

*¥a.-ha,- ha.l”

Temple advanced upon the reluctant
hero of the Bixth. A brilliant idea
oeccurred to the unfortunate Reggie.
He stood upon one leg, holding the
other up with bis right hand, and
smiled feebly at Temple.

“Now, if you hit me I shall fall
down !” he said.

Temple paused.

“Well, my only Aunt Matilda !” he
gasped. “When 1 hit a chap, kid; he
generally does fall down. Stick your
feet on the ground, and stand up like a
man and take your gruell!”

“fil’\/.ly dear fellow, I—1 don’t want

anything like
] cdll it
That—in the

Temple snorted.

“And  that's in the Sixth!”
ejaculated, in wonder and scorn.
“What 'is Greyfriars coming to? A
Sixth-Former standing on-one leg like
a giddy crane so that a chap can’t punch
him! Oh, let’s get away! He makes
me ill 17 :

And ~Temple - marched indignantly
off, followed by the Co.

Coker minor gasped ivith relief, and
hurried into the House. He felt that
he would be safer indoors.

Coker major was in the doorway,
with a frown upon his face. Reggie
gave him an appealing glance, but it
was lost upon Coker major. Horaco
Coker was wounded in his tfenderest
place—his  personal dignity—and he
hardened " his heart towards his minor.
He frowned more darkly, and stalked
away. :

Reggie, with a heavy heart, went

Tue Porurar.—No. 140.
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he

into  his study and remained there
until the bell rang for dinner, And his
face was clouded when he came into the
dining-room and took his place at the
Sixth Form table. :

It was beginning to dawn upon him
that other attributes besides learning
were required in the Sixth Form at
Greyfriars, and those attributes
were not at all to his taste. But a
Sixth-Former whe could not hold his
own in combat with one of the Remove
of the Fourth was an anomaly; and
Coker minor realised ruefully that he
would have to learn.

SECOND CHAPTER,
Strung Up !
LODER of the Sixth tapped Coker

THE

minor on the shoulder in a
genial sort of way. Reggie
looked round at him with a
cordial smile. If he had known Loder

of the Sixth better he would have dis-

trusted him when he appeared most
genial. But he did not know Loder,
and “he was only too glad to greet any
appearance of friendliness from a
Sixth-Former.  Coker minor was feel-
ing very lonely in his elevation, and he
was feeling his major’s desertion very
much.

It was getting near bed-time, and
Reggie was going to his room, when
Loder stopped him in the Sixth Form
passage. The Sixth were allowed to
stay up late if they liked, and most of
them did not go te bed till ten or half-
past; but Reggie was accustomed to
junior bed-time. It was half-past nine
now, and he wanted to go to bed. But
he stopped at once, in the most cerdial
way, to speak to Leder. :

“Will you 'do me a favour, kid?”
asked Loder. e

Reggie beamed. He would have
done anybody in the Sixth any number
of favours.

“Certainly !’ he said.
do, Loder?”

“] have to see lights out for the
Shell,” Loder explained. “I'm a pre-
fect, you know. Prefects have to do
that; it’s part of the bizney. But any
senior will do. Would you mind doing
it for me this evening?”

«7 shall be very pleased,” said Coker
minor. “Anything you like.” $

“Tt’s no trouble, you know,” said
Loder. *“You simply have to go to the
Shell dorm, and see that the kids are in
bed, and put the light out.”

“Thank you!" said Reggie.

“They’re gone up now,” said Loder.
«Pll show you where the dorm. is if
you'll come to the stairs.”

“VYes, certainly.”

And the unsuspicious new boy fol-
lowed Loder, who pointed out the Shell
dormitory.

“mell them they’re not to make a
row,”” said Loder.

“ Yes‘!]

And Reggie hurried away
Loder’s duty for him.

Loder watched him, with a grin, and
then joined Carne and Walker, who were

“ What can 1

to do

waiting for him in the passage.

“Has he taken it on?” grinned
Walker. 5

“Yes—the young ass!”

““Ha, ha, hal?

“The Shell will scalp him!” said
Loder. “Serve him jolly well right,
too! The cheek—coming into the Sixth!.

Il Sixth him !”

Coker minor reached the door of the
Shell dormitory and opened it. The
light was on in the dormitory, and the
Shell were all in bed.

Loder, when he saw lights out for the

junidrs, .did not like to be kept waiting,
and he sometimes brought up a cane with
him to help the juniors to hurry. The
Shell were waiting for the light to be
turned out, and they expected Loder;
and they simply stared at the sight of
Coker ‘minor. The new Sixth-Former
advanced timidly into the dormitory.

“Hallo!” exclaimed Hobson, sitting
up in bed. ‘“What do you want?”

““ Nothing, thank you,” said Reggie.
“I've come to put the lights out for the
Shell. You are not to make a row.”

"Hobson stared at him speechlessly.

It seemed too good to be true that the
obnoxious Sixth-Former had actually
placed himself entirely in the power of
the Shell by thus invading the territory
of his enemies.

“Well, my hat!”’ said Hobson at last.

‘““My only uncle !I” ejaculated Benson.
“Here’s a kid of fifteen come to see
lights out for us! What is- Greyfriars
coming to?”

“Loder asked me  to,” _explained
Reggie gently. ‘Are you ready for the
light to be turned out, my dear fellows?”

Hobson jumped out of bed.

“Of all the cheek!” he gasped. “If
this doesn’t take the whole giddy biscuit
factory I’ He ran across to the door to
cut off the escape of Coker minor.
“Collar him, you chaps!” :

The Shell were tumbling out of bed on
all sides.

Coker minor looked alarmed.

“T—1 say—please—"" he stammered.

“ Collar him !>’

The Shell fellows closed round the
youthful senior. They collared him and
were rather disappointed that he- mado
no resistance. Reggile was too bewil-
dered to resist. He did not understand
what the Shell were so exasperated
about. To Hobson & Co. it seemed like
a personal injury that a fellow younger
than themselves should be in the Sixth
at all. But to have him come and put
tha lights out for them, as if he were a
real senior and a full-blown prefect, that
was insult added to injury. They had a
suspicion, too, that Loder knew very well
the kind of reception Coker minor was
likely to meet with in the Shell dormi-
tory, and that the prefect would
judiciously refrain from hearing any
noise they might make.

“I—1 - say, you  know—please—’
stuttered Reggie. :

Hobson surveyed him with frowning
brows. =

“So you’ve come to see us to bed, have
you?” he demanded.

*Yes, please.” .

“Yes, please!”” mimicked Benson.
““Ha, ha, ha! Did you ever see such a
spooney? Does your mother know
you're out, kid 7

“Yes, please!” said Coker minor,

“Ha, ha, hal? -

“And that’s in the Sixth!” roared’
Hobson, “That’s what Greyfriars is
coming to! Old Coker in the Fifth, and
young Coker in the Sixth! My hat!
There’s too much Coker in this school 7

““Hear, hear !”

“And we're going to make an example
of them—and we’ll start with this
babbling  burbler,” said  Hobson.
“You've come to pubt us to bed, have
you ?”

“Yes, please.”

“Well, we’ll put you to bed. Strip
him !’ 3 il

0l deps ) : Vs :

Coker minor” began to struggle. But
he did not have much. chance. He was
whirled over, and 'the Shell fellows,
roaring .with laughter, undressed him.
They dragged off his. boots and his
socks, and yanked away his trousers, and

(Continued on page 13.)
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By —
BILLY BUNTER.

My Deer Reeders,—I- am happy to state
that the grate crysis threw which we-have
- ».just passed is over.: : :

The strike is at an end; the Army-stiss has

“.been sined; the trooce has been procldimed;
.. and my four fat subbs have. reterned to
“ - work.
2T am very glad to be the barer of this
+wtidings. The strane of getting out anuther

number of “Billy Bunter's Weekly ”’ off
my own bat wood have hussled me into an
- . erly grave. It is yewmanly impossibul for
. a chapp to edit a paper, and write every
% word' in it into the bargin!

It is not perraps. serprizing that my four
-~—subbs - went on strike. Every grate jernal
passes threw a crysis of this sert at sum time
.:.or other. Either the staff, or the printers, or
~ the edditer himself goes on strike, and then
_their are ructions. You karn’t eggspeckt
“Hialways to sale a smooth passidge. Their are
bound to be sum ups and downs. But if the
edditer is a person of strong karrackter and
szkurridge, like me, he is bound to win threw.
Had a weekling beer in kontrol of this
paper, he wood have said, ‘‘ My subbs are
“"all on strike. What’s the good of karrying

on?” And the paper wood have been shut
down. 5
But W. G. B. is no weekling. He is just

the man for an emerjency. It brings out all
the strong poynts of his karracter. Rather
than see the paper go West, he filled the
hole issew himself!

My fowr fat subbs are now back in
harness, and they have sollumly prommist
not to strike agane—untill neckst time! If
they do come- out any more, I sha’'n’t save
there jobs for them. I am a long-suffering
fello, but their is a limmit even to my en-
duranse. b i

So hear we are agane, deer reeders—a
happy fambly wunce more, determined to
spare no effort to make the “Weekly” a

. sbunning suxxess,

So long as my reeders don't go on strike, I

can face the fewcher with a lite hart. But
_ my deer, degwoted chums woodn’t dreem of
; you? I feel sure you will all
remane loyal and trew to—

Syt

Supplement I.]

QUEER
QUERIES!

By MONTY LOWTHER.

3 THE
Sub-Editor’s Song!
— Whritten b) — : :

Dick Penfold.,

— Sung by — 5
Sammy Bunter.

Do you know Hammond?

Who?

Ham and beef sandwiches!
* % *

Do you know Cardew?

Eh?

Car due at St. Jim’s any minute.
* ® *

. Do you know Tiggins?

Who? ;
Fig inside a suet pudding!
* * *

Do you know Talbot ?
Who?
Tall, but not bad-looking.

* * *

Do you know Merry?

Who? .

"Mericans are coming over here,
* * *

Do you know Wootton?
Eh?

Wootton leave myv little wooden hut
for you!
* & %

Do you know Gay?

Who? e

Gay-ted three times a week !
* -~ *

Do you know Knox?

Who?

Knox all the juniors about.
* * *

Do you know Cults?

Who ?

Cutts and then deals! :
* * *

Do you know Lowther?

Who? ]

Low. thermometer to-day!. -

I am thinking
months ago,

I can see my major’s figure standing
at the study door.

As he grasped my hand he murmured,
on that January morn, -

“Now they know youwre on my staff,
kid, they will look at you .with scorn.

But promise me you'll ne'er forget the

”

journal you adorn!

of the morning—several
or more,

CHORUS.

If they ask you what your name is, tell
them “Sammy B.”

Where’s the blame?. There's no shame
in being a brother of ME! .

If they ask you what your job is, tell
them, friends or foes,

“Working for the * Weekly ’—wherg
the finest fiction goes!”

Many terms I've lived at Greyfriars,
and have found new chums for old,
I have handled postal-orders, and I've
handled bags of gold.

But the one thing that 1 long for, yes,
wherever I may be,

Is to scribble for the “Weekly ” at a
fat and princely fee, 5

And to hear again my major’s voice—
the voice that said to me:

If ‘they ask you ihat your name is, tell
them ‘““Sammy B.”

Where's the blame. There’s no shame
in being a brother of ME!

If they ask you what your job is, tell
them with a grin,

“Working for the °Weekly '—where
the smartest stuff goes in!”
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HERE was a big concert coming off at
Latcham, for the cause of charity.

Tubby Muffin heard all about the

concert, and he made up his mind- to

be present at it—not ds a mere looker-on in
Vienna, but as a performer. =

“I’'m going to sing!” declared Tubby. -

“But you can’t!” said Jimmy Bilver.

«ER?”

“You can't sing. You can’'t even warhle.
You can only make a noise like somebody
sawing wood!” "

“Oh, really, Silver, I can sing, like—like a
bird! All fat fellows can sing. It's a well-
known scientific fact. Caruso wasn’t exactly
slim. And what’s to prevent me following in
the footsteps of Caruso?”

“(Caruso had a voice. You haven't even an
apology for one!” said Lovell.

“0h, that’s all Tot, you know!
to this!” .

And Tubby Muflin burst into song.

Just listen

“I passed by your window .
‘When the morning was red—"

“And heard Muffin singing, so promptly I
fled!” said Rabg.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘fubby Muffin glared wrathfully at his
schoolfellows.

“You rotters are only jealous of my won-
derful voice!” he said.

“Helpt” 5 =

“I’'ve got a conundrum, you fellows,” said
Jimmy Silver. “Why is Tubby’s voice like
the teapot in our study? Give it up? Be-
cause it’s cracked!”

Y Ha, ha, hat”

That was too much for Tubby Muffin. He
turned on his heel, and rolled wrathfully
away.

“P'm certain I've got a good voice!” he
muttered. “When I was at a kids’ party
during -the vac I heard somebody say to my
pater, ‘Your son has a magnificent voice.
1t only wants training.’ There’s a professor
of singing in Latcham. I’'ll pop over and see
him.”

Tubby Muffin rolled away in the direction
of Latcham.

On the gate of a private house appeared a
brass plate with the following inscription:

“PROFESSOR FALL-SETTO,
Teacher of Music, &e.”

Tubby Muflin rang the bell, and was soon
ushered into the presence of the professor.

“(Can you train voices?” he inquired.

“I can train voices, dogs, porpoises—any-
thing,” said the professor, with an embracing
sweep of his arms.

“Will you train my voice, and send the
bill in to my pater?” s

“Certainly !”

At the end of the first lesson the professor
gazed upwards with a look of alarm, as if he
expected that his pupil’s voice had lifted the
roof off.

“How do I shape?” inquired Tubby Muffin.

“Your voite certainly has power, but it has
nothing else to commend it at present,” said
“the professor. “However, I think I can make
you a passable singer in five years.”

“Five years!” gasped Tubby. “Why, I
want to sing at the concert in Latcham on
Wednesday evening!”

“I strongly advise you to do nothing of
the sort, unless you are anxious to geb
mobbed.”

“Oh crumbs!” 3 ;

“Come to me again to-morrow. You will
never make a great singer, but I will per-
severe with you.”

Tubby Mutfin continued to take lessons. Im
fact, he took them daily. But he made very
littie progress. His one idea, when singing,
seemed to be to create as great a volume of
sound as possible. As the professor remarked,
somewhat sarcastically, his voice had
quantity but not quality.

“If you attempt to sing at any concert
during the next five years,” he said, “you
will be lynched by an infuriated audience!”

Tur Popurar.—No, 140.
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By ARTHUR NEWCOME.

But Tubby Muflin had made up his mind
to sing at the Latcham concert on Wednes-
day. No human power would have prevented
him. He handed in his name to the organiser
of the concert, and described himself as Pro-
fessor Fall-setto’s most promising pupil. He
undertook to sing “The Sunshine of Your
Smile,” and, by way of an encore, “Bird of
Love Divine.” But it was highly unlikely
that Tubby would get an encore.

On Wednesday evening, the public hall at
Latcham was packed.

Tubby Muffin was in high spirits.

This would be his first public appearance,
and probably his last!

Tubby remained behind the scenes until he
was called upon. Then the promotor—a
short, stout man in evening-dress, announced:
- “Master Smile will now render “The Sun-
shine of Your Muftin.” I-—1 mean, Master
Sunshine will now render, ‘The Muffin of
Your Smile.’ Oh, dash it! Master Muffin will
sing, anyhow!” %

A choice assortment of rotten fruit, old

boots, and other missiles came upon

Tubby Muffin in a deluge, and bowled
him out,

The promoter was very flurried, and there
was cause for his confusion

The concert, up to this s e, had not been
a success. None of the talent had been pro-
fessional. It was amateur—painfully amateur.
And the audience resembled a number of
caged beasts. They had nct attacked any.of
the performers yet, but it was only a matter
of time.

Tubby Muffin’s confidence oozed out at his
finger-tips as he slepped on to the platform.

The pianist struck up the accompaniment,
but the Rookwood junior was tongue-tied.
He was awed by the sea of faces in front of
him. And every face secemed to wear a
hideous grin, like a gargoyle.

The pianist paused, and motioned to Tubby
Muffin to commence.

In his very worst voice—and Tubby’s worst
takes some beating—the singer began:

“Dear face, that holds so. sweet a - smile

for me—-—"

Confound it! How did the bheastly thing
go on?

Tubby Muffin made a wild plunge.

“Give me your
Tennessee !”

smile—way down in

“Wrong!” hissed the pianist.
on with the chorus!”

The faces of the audience were grinning
more hideously than ever. Tubby Muffin’s
knees fairly knocked together as he sang, in
a cracked, unmelodious voice:

“Better get

“@Give me your smile—the lovelight in your
eyes.
Give me your smile—'tis sweet as apple-
pies! X
Turn on your smile, and let its radiance

drop;

I’s most refreshing—just like ginger-

pop !
(Continued at foot of column 8.)

OUR CYCLING
COLUMN !

1 ¥

Conducted by BCB CHERRY.

The Remove cycling race, over a course
of five miles, was won by Frank Nugent,
who finished the width of a spoke in front
of Harry Wharton. It was a great race,
full of thrills and spills.

Billy Bunter told us that he fully in-
tended to win the race. But his inten-
tions sadly missed fire, for he never left
the starting-point. It appears that he
had borrowed Bulstrode’s bicycle, and
just as the race was about to start
Bulstrode came up and claimed his
property. Being in a generous mood,
he presented Billy Bunter with a
beautiful pair of black eyes!

For riding without lights Jehnny
Bull was arrested the other evening by
P.-c. Tozer, and he had to bribe the
portly constable heavily before he could
get away. Johnny cannot understand
how his lights happened to go out. He
is quite ““in the dark ¥ as to how it
came about!

Bolsover major complains that his bike
is missing. We should advise him to get
into teuch with the old-iron merchant,
whom 1+ - saw removing a battered and
shapeless mass on a wheelbarrow !

Lord Mauleverer, whilst cycling down
the hill into Friardale the other evening,
took a sensational “header” into the
duck-pond. First time we were aware
that his lordship was a trick cyelist!

Skinner of the Remove has affixed a
large placard to his machine bearing the
inscription, “NOT TO BE TOUCHED.?”
Skinner’s bike is such a sorry crock that
only a fellow who was “touched ” would
want to touch it!

Bob Cherry is badly in need of a new
bike. Will generous readers ochlige?
Peter Todd has already made me a
present of a small nut, and I found a
spanner in the woodshed, so we sha'n’t’
be long !

{Continued from previous column.)

Even as Tubby sang a ginger-beer bottle
came hurtling on to the platform. *It missed
the singer’s nose by a hair’s-breadth.

Then came a choice and assorted variety of
fruit-skins, old boots, ancient eggs, nutshelis,

and other missiles. They came upon Tubby
Muffin in a deluge, and bowled him over like
a skittle.

“Ow! Wow! Yoooop!” he gasped.

The promoter of the concert shouted to him
across the platform.

“Run! Run for your life!”

Tubby Muffin picked himself up, and took
vo his heels. The yolks of hal dozen pre-
historic eggs clung lovingly to ®s face as he
ran. And he didn’'t pause, not even to glance
over his shoulder, until he gained the friendly
shelter of Rookwood.

I venture to think it will be a long, long
time before Tubby Muffin musters sufficient
nerve to sing in public again!

[Supplement 11,
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in the middle of morning lessons.
“Mmmmmm

“How dare you mumble in that

absurd manner? Remove that unwholesome

sweetmeat from your mouth immediately!”

“Ahem! I—I haven't got anything in
my mouth, sir—barring my tongue!” faltered
the fat junior. :

“But your left eheek is swollen, as if you
had a piece of toffee in your mouth!” said
Mr. Quelch sternly.

“It isn’t toffee, sir—it’s toothache! I've
had it for days, sir! It’s kept me awake
night after .night! If the pain doesn’t stop
soon 1 shall go raving mad!”

“In other words, he’ll be normal!” mur-
mured Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha'l”

Mr. Quelech frowned upon the class.

“Cease this ribaldry at once!” he com-
manded. “Have you a bad tooth, Bunter?”

“I—I suppose so, sir!”

“I am not surprised, bearing in mind the
fact that you are always consuming sweet-
meats! It is a wonder that you have a
sound tooth in your head! If the pain is
very intense, Bunter—"

“It’s awful, sir!”

“Then you may go—"

“Thanks very much, sir!”

“To the dentist’s!™

“Oh crumbs!”

Biliy Bunter’s jaw dropped. He had ex-
pected Mr. Queleh to say that he might go
for a stroll in the Close, and be excused
from Form work. But the dentist The
very -word filled Billy Bunter’s soul with
dread.

It was bad enough to have to sit’ stewing
in the Form-room on that sunny September
morning. But it would be a far greater
ordeal to have to sit in a dentist’s chair.

“Ahem! My—my toothache’s getting
better, sir!” said Bunter.

“Nonsense! A decayed tooth never gets
better! You must go and have it extracted,
Bunter. I will give you a note that you
can take to Mr. Tuggett, in Friardale. He
will alleviate your pain!”

Billy Bunter shuddered. He had always
pictured a dentist as a person who caused
pain—not alleviated it.

“I-—-I'd rather not go, sir, if you don’t
mind !” he stammered.

“You have no choice in the matter, Bun-
ter!” said Mr. Quelch. “I command you
to go!”

“0Oh, help!”

Mr. Quelch scribbled a note, sealed it in
an envelope, and handed it to Billy Bunter.

“I shall expect you back within the hour,

" Bunter,” he said.* “The extraction of a
tcoth is only a matter of a few moments
at the most. You will hand this note to
Mr. Tuggett, and he will deal with you!”

Billy Bunter rolled out of the Form-room
like a condemned felon going to his doom.
Some of the fellows threw him sympathetic
glances; others grinned.

Instead of making his way to the school
gates, Billy Bunter went along to his study.

Arrived here, he set to work in a mys-
terious manner. He placed a kettle of water
on the gas-stove, waited a few moments, and
then proceeded to steam open the envelope
which Mr. Quelch had given him. He drew
out the note that was within and perused it.

MBUNTER ! rapped out Mr. Quelch,

“Dear Mr. Tuggett,—The bearer of this
note is troubled with a decayed tooth,
which-T shall be glad if you will kindly
extract.—Yours truly, :

“H. H. QUELCH.”

Supplement II1.}

Having
returned it to the envelope, which he re-
sealed by means of gum. Then he put on

read the - missive, Billy Bunter

his cap,
Friardale.

At the school gates he overtook Trotter,
the page.

“I say, kid!
inquired Bunter.

“Friardale, Master Bunter!”

“Oh, good! Them p’raps you wouldn’t
mind leaving this nete at the dentist’s, for
Quelchy?”

Trotter was.an obliging youth. Moreover,
he did not smell a rat. He held out his hand
for the note, nodded cheerfully to Bunter,
and strolled away, humming a merry tune.

As for Billy Bunter, he went baek to his
study, locked the door on the inside, and
made himself comfortable on the couch.

His tooth still ached, but he didn’t seem
to mind. Any pain, he reflected, was pre-
ferable to the awful torture which Mr.
Tuggett would have inflicted.

“I wangled that a treat!” he murmured
to himself. “I'm rather sorry for poor old
Trotter! He’ll have to go through the
mill, I'm afraid! Still, better him than me!”

and set out on his journey to

Where are you going?”

With amazing alacrity, the fat junior
bounded up from the chair, and vanished
through the doorway.

Meanwhile, Trotter went gaily on his
way. He halted outside Mr. Tuggett’s
estahlishment, and rang the bell. A maid-
servant responded to the summons

“Which I've brought a note from
Quelch,” said Trotter.

“Thank you! You'd better wait!”

The girl disappeared into the surgery, and
after a brief interval a grim-visaged man
appeared in the hall. He beckoned to
Trotter.

“Come along, my lad!
out of your misery!”

Trotter shivered. The man spoke as if
he itntended to break the Sixth Command-
ment.

Mr.

I'll soon put you

“Quickly !” said Mr. Tuggett. “I've mo
time to waste!”
With an expression of mingled wonder

and terror on his face. Trotter followed the
dentist into his surgery. Here he beheld a
large, forbidding-looking chair, and an im-
posing array of instruments.

“Get into that chair!” commanded the
dentist.

“But, sir—" s

“Do as I tell you!”

Trotter clambered into the big
Mr. Tuggett jerked open the page-boy’s
mouth and examined his teeth. Then a
puzzled expression came over his face.

“Mr. Quelch must have made a mistake!”
he murmured. “There is no sign of a
decayed tooth here! You can run along,
my boy!

chair, and

By MONTY NEWLAND. -

1 will inquire into this matter!”/

AT

Trotter slipped down from the chair in
great relief, -~

After Trotter’s departure, Mr. Tuggett
rang up Greyfriars on the telephone, angd
asked to speak to Mr. Quelch.

“Mr. Tuggett speaking,” he said. “You
sent a boy to me just now, with a request
that I should extract a bad tooth.”

“Yes—yes,” said Mr. Quelch.

“Well, T made a careful examination of his
teeth, and found them all in perfect order.”

“But did you not notice that the boy’s
cheek was swollen?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch,
in amazement.

“Indeed I did not! The boy in question
was a pageboy. At least, he wore a page’s
uniform.”

“Then there has been

some trickery!”
ejaculated Mr. Quelch.

“The boy 1 sent to

you was Bunter—a rotund boy, wearing
spectacles. . His cheek was considerably
swollen.”

“No boy answering to that description has
visited me this morning,” said Mr. Tuggett.

“Then I think I understand what happened.
I will find Bunter, and send him to ycu
immediately !”

“Very well,” said Mr. Tuggett.

Mr. Quelch hung up the receiver, weut
back to the Remove Form-room, and des-
patched Harry Wharton in séarch of Bunter:

The captain of the Remove went along to
Study No. 7, and tried the door. It did noct
budge.

“Bunter!”

There was a startled reply from within.

“0Oh crumbs! Is—is that you, Wharton?”

“Yes. Quelchy wants you, fathead!”

Billy Bunter uttered a hollew groan. He
unlocked the door, and accompanied Harry
Wharton to the Form-room.

The glare which Mr. Quelch bestowed
upon the fat junior was enough to shrivel
him up.

“Bunter!” he roared. “I gave you a note
to take to the dentist’s.”

“Y-g-g-s, sir!”

“Instead of carrying out my commands
you gave the note to Trotter, in the hope
that Mr. Tuggett would extract one of
Trotter’s teeth instead of your own.”

“Ahem! It—it was only a joke, sir!”

“Then I cannot commend your sense of
humour, Bunter!” said Mr. Quelch sternly.
“I will not cane you—as you are indisposed—
but you will write five hundred lines. Now
go, and do not dare to disobey me a second
time!”

Billy Bunter rolled dejectedly out of the
Form-room, -and set out on the long, long
trail to Friardale.

He waited on Mr Tuggett’s steps for about
ten minutes before he could summon up
sufficient courage to ring the bell.

The maidservant opened the door, and re-
quested Billy Bunter to “step this way.” =

The fat junior’s feelings as he cntered the
surgery were far mofe acute than those of
Daniel when he entered the lion’s den.

“Ah!” said Mr. Tuggett grimly. “So you
are Bunter—the boy who has caused all this
inconvenience? Get into that chair!”

Billy Bunter reluctantly obeyed.
“‘iliick-kick-kick-can I have gas, please,
sir?”

“No; it is not necessary for a simple ex-
traction of this sort.”

As he spoke, Mr. Tuggett brought his
forceps into play, and gave a sharp dawn-
ward wrench.

“Yarooooh!”

“It’s omt!” said the dentist.

And so was Bunter.

With amazing alacrity, the fat junior
bounded up- from the chair, and vanished
through the doorway. And he never stopped
running till he got home. %
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THE ART OF
GOALKEEPING !

By FATTY WYNN.

Now that football is with us once
more, I make no apology for writing an
article under this heading.

As you all know, I am the junior goal
keeper of St. Jim’ s, 50 I know my sub-
ject. I'm not like the editor, \\ho
writes an article on “How to S\um
when he can't, swim a stroke! (Wynn,
you rotter, T'll deduckt tuppense from
yore bdll{}ly for this insult !—Ed.)

(Goalkeeping is just as much an art.as
cooking a mutton chop or making an
apple- turnover.

To begin with, you want to be fat.
It's no use a scraggy skeleton attempting
to hold the fort., When an extra power-
ful gust of wind came along, he'd be
blown away!

The fatter you are, the more room you

take up, and the less chance there is of
the ball entering the net. This ought to

be obvious to a fellow of the meanest in~

telligence, such as Baggy Trimble.
Concentmte, then, on = getting fat.
That’s half the battle. If you cullivate
such a width that you can stand in the
goalmouth, and grasp the upright on
either side of you, you will have gone a
long way - towards making yourself a

successful goalie.
‘But understand this.  All the fat in

the .world won’t help you unless you
have skill, and plenty of it. Billy
Bunter’s fat, but he's got no more idea

‘, of goalkeeping than the man in the
moon.  Baggy Trimble’s fat, but he's

better at keeping white mice than keep-

ing goal !

You want to develop a powerful punch,
so that you can smite the ball ‘when it
comes to you shoulder-high. Fix up a
punching-ball in your study, or, if this
is impossible, practise punching 'on your
i study-mate. He might ralse a few objec-
tions, but, dash it all, you've got to get
your training somehow ! 2

You want to learn how to dive for the |

‘ball when it comes at your feet. A good

- way of practising diving is to stand
among a crowd while somebody is scat-
tering cream-buns.

Another thing you want to learn is
how to kick. HKvery time an unwelcome
visitor enters your study, give him the
order of the boot. In this way you will
soon develop a lusty kick.

You must also learn how to jump, be-
cause there are some shots which come
whizzing in over your head.

In order to practise high ]umpmg, getb
a fellow to explode a number of crackers
behind you when you are not looking!
An alternative plan is to get a pal to
stick a pin in your calf during lessons.

When you have learnt all these things,
you will know something about the art
of goalkeeping.

The goalie’s position is the - most
responsible on the field. He should pos
sess plenty of stamina, and this is only
to b+ obtained by constant feeding.
six-+.ourse meal before every match, and
a ood snack at half- time—that's my
ma xim.

Study these hints for all you are
worth, and you will soon become as
good a goalie as Sam Hardy—or me.

I make no charge for the advice con-
tained in this article. It is free, gratis,
and for nix.

Learn how to get fat, and how to dive,
jump, punch, and kick, and you will be-
come a boon and a blessing to your club.
‘Arhdl don’t forget to leave me in your
wi
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NOTICE!

A GRAND
(NON-SMOKING)
CONCERT

Will be held in the Junior Common-room
at St. Jim’s on Saturdav evening
next at 8 sharp.

PROGRAMME,
1. SONG:
“T1 Considah a Toppah is Pwopah!”
By Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
2. SONG:
“We Shan’t Get Home Till Morning.”

By -Gerald Knox, the Reveller of the
Sixth,
3. Herries’ Performing Bulldog will

appear (and the fellows sitting in the
front row, mindful of their Sunday
“bags,” will disappear!).
. SONG:
“Tveryone Calls Me Tarzan.”
By George Alfred Grundy.

. RECITATION :
“Mary had a little lamb
(The plot begins to thicken.l),
It got run over by a tram,
She served it up as chicken!”

IS

je,l

etc., “ete.
By Monly Lowther.
6. SONG :
“I'm For Ever Coing Doubles.”
By Baggy Trimble.
7. DUET ;

“Always Merry and Gay.”
By Tom Merry aid Gordon Gay.

8. SONG:
“T ¢ Passed " by Your Window.”
By George Figgins.
(Recently caned for playing footer under-
neath the Head's study window.)

9. CONCERTED ITEM by the St.
Jim’s Orchestra. - (The audience are
requested to discharge their rotten
eggs, ele., at this juncture!)

10. SONG :
“Somewhere a Voice is Bawling.”
By D’Arcy minor (Knox’s fag).
ADMISSION—SIXPENCE.

Proceeds to be devoted to the Tund
for providing George Alfred Grundy
with a strail-jacket !
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| THE STORY OF MY
ADVENTURES !

By a Punching-Ball. i

Tho lot of a punching-ball at a public
school is not a happy one.

One gets such a lot of knocking about.
In fact, it’s a game of give and take,
and the poor punching-ball does all the
taking. DBut it can hit back sometimes,
as fellows know to their cost when I
have given them a violent clump on the
nose.

My first owner was Jlmmy Silver. Ha
has given me many a ‘blowing-up’
before suspending me from the cellu:"
of his study.

I wasn’t in love with Jimmy. He was
in the habit of hitting far too hard and
far too accurately. How often have I
groaned beneath his terrific' punches!

Jimmy Silver kept me until my cover
was nearly worn out. . Then he made a
present of me to Tubby Muffin.

I had quite a good time when T was
with Tubby. He often tried to hit me,
but somehow or other he always missed.
1f I had the ability te chuckle, I should
have chuckled heaps of times to see
Tubby’s fist go sailing harmlessly past
me to crash into the wall.

After a time Tubby Muffin got fed-up
with trying to knock me into the middle
of next week. He pulled me down and
chucked me away in the lumber-room,
where I lay neglected for many moons.
Owing, I supposég, to lack of nourishment,
I got quite thin, and instead of being my
usual plump self T was as flat as a pan-
cake, when Teddy Grace came along and
rescued me.

I hoped that Teddy was going to take
me into his care and give me a good
home.

But, alas!

Teddy had merely procured me for the
purpose of playing footer with me in the
quad.

Imagine my feelings as he blew me up
with a bicycle-pump! A score of fellows
stood round me, like hungry sharks, wait-
ing to take a _]olly good kick out of my
hide.

Biff !

I received a kick which knocked me
out of shapo and caused me to gasp.

I felt myself getting flat again, and 1
made a loud hissing noise as the wind
escaped from me.

Then, as I rolled towards the school
nratewa,y, I caught sight of my old friend
Tubby Muffin. I hoped and prayed that
he would take compassion on me and
carry me away to his study.

But he didn’t see me coming, and I
was under his feet before he realised what
was happening.

Tubby lost his balance, and sat down
heavily upon me.

I felt myself being flattened out on the
flagstones. I must have burst, I think,
for my senses swam, and I remembered
no more till I came round and found
myself lying on the rubbish-heap.

My career is over now. No more shall
I be punched and pommelled and pul-
verised. And I'm not sorry. T've been

. biffed and bashed about all my life. I

have been hit, kicked, slogged, and mal-
treated. And. it is onlv fitting that 1
should spend my declining days in peace
and quietness.

[Supplement IV,
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i
COKER COMES ROUND! |
{Continued from page 8.) !

|

tore the rest of his things away, con-
siderably damaging them in the process.
Benson dragged an old nightshirt out of
hx§ box, and it was slammed over Coker
minor’s head. His head came through
it, flustered and breathless. He wriggled
out of the grasp of his tormentors, and
jumped up, gasping for breath.

+ “Oh dear!” -

The Shell fellows roared.

*“Ha, ha, ha!?

“Oh dear! I—I—I——
my clothes !”

Hobson kicked Reggie’s clothes away
with his foot, as the unfortunate Sixth-
Former made a rush for them.

He threw open the door of the dormi-
tory.

** Now you can bunk !” he said.

Reggie gasped.

“I—I can’t _go without my clothes!”
he exclaimed.

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

“You jolly well can’t go with them !”
grinned Hobson. *Clear off |”

“But I—1I can’t——"

‘“Buzz off I”

“Ha ha, hal”

Reggic’s eyes flashed. He was getting
very angry now.

“Look here, you rotters!” he ex-
claimed. “I’'m in the Sixth, and I'm
not going to stand this cheek from you
juniors, so I warn you!”

The Shell simply glared at him. -So
‘long as Coker minor was meek and mild,
they were willing to rag him gently.
But this was too much.
~ “Us juniors!” . gasped Hobson.
“There isn’t a fellow in the Shell who
‘+isn’t older than he is! Us juniors!
-sainted uncle !’

“The cheeky young ass!”

“Scrag him!”

Hobson shut the door.

“You wouldn’t go when you had the
chance,” he remarked grimly. “Now
you're going thfough it. Gather round,
my sons!”

“Hurrah !” ; :

Reggie made a rush for his clothes.
Benson put his foot out, and Reggie
stumbled over it, and rolled on the floor.
There was a yell of laughter.

Give me back

“Look here, you fags!” roared
Reggie, scrambling up. ¢ 18
};‘llf;ags 1" gasped Hobson. “Fags!

“Well fag him!” .
“Collar the cheeky cad!”

Many hands ‘closed upon the unfor-}

tunate Reggie. He hit qut now, but his
blows did not do much harm. Fellows
held his wrists, and he gasped and
struggled in vain in the grasp of the
Shell.

“Get a sheet off a bed, Hoskins!”
roared Hobson. “ We're going to hang

him !”

“ Hurrah !”

“Oh, I say!”’ gasped Coker minor, in
dismay. “I really —— Oh, goodness

gracious !”

“Lynch him ! roared Benson.

“Tla “ha. bal?

A sheet was dragged from a bed.
Another sheet was twisted and tied to
it, then another, till a rope of consider-
able length was formed. Hobson took
the rope, and threw the end of it over
one of the great beams ;
‘rafters.s

“Hang on there!” he shouted.:

‘ Hurrah !”
- NEXT
FRIDAY!}

My}

below the’

Half a dozen Shell fellows seized one
end of the rope of sheets. The other
was formed into a noose, and Hobson
approached Reggie with the noose in his
hands.

Reggie gazed at him in terror. His
experiences since he had arrived at Grey-
friars had been so strange that he would
not have been surprised if the excited
Shell fellows had really intended to lynch
him from the beam overhead. |

“Oh!” he panted. “Don't! I—
Oh !

Hobson  slipped the noose over his
head. But he did not put it round bis
neck. He passed it down over his arms,
jerked it under his armpits, and pulled
it tight. Then he stepped back.

“Haul away!” he shouted. -

_“Good egg!”

The Shell fellows hauled upen the
rope. Coker minor was swung off his
feet and dragged into the air. He
swung to and fro dizzily.

“Now then!” roared Hobson. *Slip-
pers!”

““Ha, ha, hal”

“0Oh dear I’ gasped Reggie. ‘Help!”

The end of the rope of sheets was
secured to a bed. Then the Shell fellows
gathered round the suspended senior,
slippers and socks in their hands.

“@Go it!” shouted Hobson. * Wallop
him 17

“ Hurrah ! ;

“Ow! Ow! Oh dear! Goodness
gracious! Help!” A

“¥a, ha, hbal”

Thwack ! Thwack ! Thwack ! Thwack !

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Poor Reggie! o

f OKER MINOR swung over his

‘ tormentors dizzily. Slippers and
socks were thwacking upon his
undefended limbs. The Shell

fellows roared with laughter as they

administered the punishment.

“Go it !”

“@Give him beans!”

“Ta, ha, hal”

“(Oh dear!”” panted Coker minor. “I1
—I say, don't, you know.  Please!
©Oh !”

Hobson approached a little too near,
and Reggie’s foot caught him under the
chin with a sudden concussion. Hobson
sat down violently.

“Ow!” he roared.

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“What are you cackling at, you silly
asses 7’ demanded Hobson indignantly.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Thwack ! Thwack ! Thwack ! Thwaclk !

“Oh dear! Help! Oh!”

“Cave!” suddenly shouted Hoskins,
from“the door. ‘‘Here comes Wingate.”

‘The Shell fellows made a rush for their
beds.

Those who were half dressed did not
stop to take their things off. The;
plunged into bed, and drew the bed-
clothes over them, and began to snore,
as -the door of the dormitory was re-
opened, and the captain of Greyfriars
strode in.

“M-my hat!” gasped Wingate.

He stared blankly at Coker minor,
suspended from the beam.

“Oh dear! Please let me down,
Wingate!” gasped the
Sixth-Former.

“Ha, ha, ha!®” roared Wingate.
“How did you get up there 7’

« g

“You fellows are all asleep, of course,”
said ‘Wingate sarcastically. - * You've
been making all that fearful din in your

'l sleep, haven’t you?”

unfortunate,

Snore! .

‘“ Hobson !”*

Snore ! .

Wingate strode to Hobson’s bed, and
shook the captain of the Shell roughly
by the shoulder. Fobson wopened his
eyes, and blinked sleepily at Wingate.

“Hallo!” he said. “Tain’t rising-
bell.”

Wingate jerked the bedclothes off him,

“Get up !”

“Yaw 1. yawned Hobson sleepily.

“Fast asleep, of course,” said Win-
gate. “D> you always go to bed in
your trousers?’

“Oh!” said Hobson. . “Oh!

Ahem !”.

“What have you been ragging young
Coker for 77

“Coker!” said Hobson,
“Where is he?”

“He’s hanging up there.”

Hobson blinked at. Coker minor.

“Dear me!” he said. “So he is!
What a peculiar thing for young Coker
to do! Fancy young Coker hanging
himself up there !””

Wingate burst into a laugh.

“Well, get him down, even if you
don”t know how he got there. Buck
e

No!

in surprise.

“QOh,  certainly ! What a surprising
thing !’ said Hobson.

Two or three Shell fellows turned out,
and unfastened the rope of sheets, and
let the gasping and breathless Sixth-
Former slide to the- floor. He came
down with a very quick run, and
bumped on the floor of the dormitory.

“Oh!” said Reggie. “Ow! Dear
me! Oh!” .

“What did you come here for, you

young ass ?” demanded Wingite.

“ Loder asked me to see lights out for
the Shell,” gasped Reggie.
here to oblige Loder.”

Wingate sniffed.

“Oh, Loder! Well, you’d better not
be so jolly quick to oblige Loder again.
What on earth did you undress here
for 27 2 :

“They—they made ma.”

“Who did ?” demanded Wingate.

Reggie hesitated. .

“You juniors will have to learn not to
lay hands on one of the Sixth, even if he
is a kid,” said Wingate.. “Who did
this, Coker minor?” o

“I—I'd rather not mention who dJid
it, Wingate,” faltered Reggie. “‘I—I
don’t want to get them into a row.. I
don’t really mind; it was only a game.”

“Oh!” said Wingate, staring at him.
“Well, get into your clothes and bunk.”

And Coker minor very gladly did so.
Wingate regarded the apprehensive Shell
grimly. ;

“As Coker minor hasn’t pointed out
the ringleaders, we’ll let that pass,” he
said. - “But all the Shell will take a
hundred lines, and show them up to-
morrow before tea-time. And if any-
thing of this kind happens again I'll
report you to the Head.”

And Wingdte extinguished the light,
and left the  dormitory.

“My hat!” murmured Hobson.
expected a licking all round.
jolly well out of that.”

“Not a.bad little beast, that Coker
animal, after all,”’ remarked Benson.
“He’s not a sneak, anyway.”

“Noj; not half a bad little beast.”

Coker minor had risen a little in the
estimation of the Shell. >

Wingate strode away. and looked into
Coker minor’s study. Reggie was going
to bed, and he turned a.rather pathetic
face upon Wingate. .

“You seem to have, been in the wars,
kid,” said the Greyfriars captain.
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¢ Yes, plcase,” said Reggie.

ngate grinned.

“You'd Letter keep out of the junior
dormitories,” he sald

“Indeed I will,” said Reggie fervently.

“And look here T'll give vou some
advice,” said the captam of Greyfriars.
“I-suppose you're well up in Form work,
quite. deep in Latin and Greek, a terror
at mathematics, and strong as a horee oil
history ancient and modern—eh ?”

“J—T1 don’t know, please, thrrate

“Well, those qualifications are all right
for: gettmg into the Sixth, Coker minor;
but you . want some others as well, if
you’re to have a good time-in the Slxth
You'd better take up physical exercises--
running, jumping, boxing — especially
boxmlr Yowll have a fearful time until
‘you learn' to st1nd up for yourself.. Do
you undersfand"

“Ye-e-es.’

“Take my advice,
to-motrow.

“I will,” said Reggie.

““ Good- mrrht 172

¢ Good- mght Wingate ! Thank you!

And Wingate retired, grinning. Reggie
went to bed in rather a doleful mood
but he had the presence of mind to Took
his 'door. It was as well.. Twice before
midnight his door was tried from the
outside; but the intended raggers, who-
ever they were, had to retire wun-
successful. )

then, and start

1

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
- A Slight Disturbance! .
ALKER of the Sixth frowned as
. he came out of the prefects’
“room just before lessons the
next afternoon. JLoder
hxm in the passage, and gave him on
inquiring look.

“ What’s the trouble?” he -asked.

Walker grunted disconsolately,

“Oh, it’s old Capper!”

£ Ca»pper?” said Loder, in surprise.

Mr. Capper was master of the Upper
Fourth at Greyfriars—an enthusiastic
philatelist, but otherwise quite harmless.

“Yes. He’s heard about a giddy
stamp specimen somewhere, and he’s cff
after it; and he’s asked me to take the
Fourt;}} Form for an hour this after-
noon,

“Oh, rotten!” said Loder. .

“TFellow can’t very well say °No,
said Walker, with a grunt. “But it's
rotten foohng after a gang of fags!”

Loder chuckled.

“Why not ask Coker minor ?”

“Eh? Coker minor?”

“Yes. Why not? He’s a most
obliging kid, and he’s as fit to take the
juniors as any fellow in the Sixth—fitter,
in fact. He simply bristles with know-
ledge. And any Sixth-Former ought to
be able Lo keep a fag’s Form in order.
If he can’t, he’s no right to be in the
Sixth. You ve a right to assume that
Coker minor can do it.’

Walker grinned.

“Good egg!” he exclaimcd. ETF
there’s-any trouble it won’t be my faull.
If Coker . mmor can’t look after fags he
oughtn’t to be i in the top Form.”

* Exactly -se.’

“T'll ask -him.”

And Walker did.

Reggie assented at once, only too
pleased to be able to please W alker, who
was a prefect. In fact, Reggie felt that
this was a chance to get on better terms
with the Fourth Form. He wished it
had been the Remove, instead, as he ha:l
friends in the Lower Fourth; but, after
all, with a judicious admixture of kind-
ness and firmness, he would be able to
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get on very well with the Upper Fourth,
and make them respect him, -

Temple, Dabney, & Co., and the rest of
the Form went into thelr class-room that
afternoon without l\nov ing what was in
store for them.

Harry Wharton and his chums cn-
countered Reggie as they were going io
the Remove-room. ;

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! - That’s not your
room!” said Bob Cherry, as he saw
Reggie stop at the Fourth- Form door.
“You haven’t come down.in the world,
have you?”

Reggie smiled.

“1tm tal\mcr the Fourth this afternoon
for an hom ” he explained.

“Eh#’ -

“Mr. Capper- has gone out, and he
left Walker to look after the I*orm but
Walker has asked me,” said Coker
minor. =

“Oh- crumbs !”

“You're going to do it ?” asked Harry

Wharton.
“Yes, indeed !”
“Look out for squalls
And “the chums of the Remove

chuckled as they went on to their own
Form-room. 'lhev anticipated trouble in
the Tourth that afternoon—and they
were right.

Reggie
room.

Temple, Dabney, & Co. swere standing
about, - chatting. -Some of the juniors
were in their places at their desks.
There was a general ‘movement to sit
downe-as the Iorm-room door opened;
but as soon as the Fourth saw that it
was not their Form-master, they stopped.
They bestowed a stare of astonishment
upon Reggie.

“My hat!” said Temple. “Here
comes the Babe of the Sixth! Have you
got ‘a message from .old Cappy, voung
Coker 7’

entered the Fourth TForm-

“Cappy’s out this afternoon,” re-
marked Fry. “ Walker's taking us.”
“Please, I'm taking 'you instead of

Walker,” e\zplamed Reo-gle

“\Vhat‘*”

“I'm going to take the I‘ourih Form
for an “hour, uniil Mr. Capper comes
back,” said Reg ie, a little timidly.

< BI" hat !”

Oh great Scott

12

“Youd” F :
*Yeg, LY s:ud Reggie, with more
firmness. “Will you please take your

places?”

The Fourth-Formers did not stir.

“It’'s ‘a dream!” said Temple. “It
can’t be true! This little worm can’t
have the awful cheek to come here to
teach us! It can’t be true! It’s a giddy
vision !”

¢0h, rather!” said Dabney.

“Pray sit down!” said Reggie.

Temple strode towards him. Reggie
teok refuge behind the mastex s deak

“Now, look here, young: T, ™ gaid
Temple 1mpress1ve1y, “is it a fact?
Cappy's ,gone out, Walker’s chucked it,
and you've taken us for an hour?”

“Yes, please.”

“Good!” sald Temple. * Gentlemen
of the Fourth, as captain of the Form, I
grant you an hour's holiday this after-

“noon.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
‘“ Hear, hear !”
“We can’t leave the Form-room, but

we can dig up some fun here,” said
Temple. “I sugges. sledging with the
forms.”

“Ha, ha; ha!”

“My dear boys——"" began Reggie, in
di:majy

“Shut up!” 1oared Temple.
“But, I say

“No, you don’t; you don’t say any-
5 W ¥y
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thing,” said Temple. “If you say any-
thing, we bump you. And you don’t go
out. of the Form-room, elti If he
goes near the door, you fellows collar
him at once, and squ'wh him!”

¢ Oh, mther’”

“Oh dear!” said Reggie. “I—I wish
I hadn’t taken the Fourth. My dear
boys, you—you ought to do your leSS()na,
you know, like—like good boys.’

Temple glared at him.

“Good boys!” he bellowed. “Who
told you we were good boys, you young
ass? TI'll good boys you!”

And he made a rush at Coker minor,
who dodged round Mr. Capper’s desk in
alarm. -

Temple shook his ek at the alarmed
Sixth-Former.

“You keep quiet!” he exclaimed.
“You're not worth licking, or T'd make
an example of you! Don’t go near the

door, and don’t talk. Now, you
fellows !” k

“Hurrah !” -

The Fourth I‘onn were only too

pleased to be released from the restraints
of Form-room discipline for an hour.

Instead of eet‘rhncr down to lessons
under the eye of the Sixth- Former, they
started the afternoon’s work by a game
of leap-frog round the Form-room.

Reggie looked on helplessly.

He could not interfere; and even if he
had been allowed to leave the Form-
room, he would not have liked to get the
TFourth into trouble by invoking the aid
of the Head.

He sunply looked on.

Leap-frog having palled upon the taste
of the umuly Fomth they dragged out
some of the forms to use as sledges. |
Temple, Dabney, & Co, twisted paper
caps of impot. paper, and stuck them on
their heads, and mounted upon a eouple
of upturned forms for a chariot race.

"Two teams of Fourth-Formers dragged

them along, amid an uproar of laughter
and yellmg and tramplmg and shneLmn’
and cheering.

The noise was terrific.

In the next Form-room, where the
Remove were at work, the thick walls
did not prevent the noise from being
heard; and Harry Wharton & Co. !
grinned as. they heard it. Mr. Quelch
heard it, too; but as he-did not know
that Mr.- Capper-was absent, he did not
think of interfering. A

The fun was waxing fast and furious
in the Fourth Form-room.

Bump, bump, bump!

Crash, crash!

“Whoop !”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“Go it!”

“Buck up!”

“Hurrah {7

“Temple wins "

“Bravo !”

The din was growing simply terrific.
The  unfortunate Sixth-Former stood
looking on, wondering what would
happen next. ~ The juniors seemed to
have forgotten that noise travels, and
that they were making enough of it to
be heard all over Greyfriars. As they
grew more excited their yells redoubled.

“Hurrah !”

“ihp apl?

“Bravo !

The door opened. In the excitement
of the moment. the juniors did not notice

.it, and the sledge race went on. A

horrified gasp broke from Coker minor
as he caught sight of the awe-inspiring
figure in cap and gown at the door.
That attracted the attention of thes
Fourth-Formers.
“Oh crumbs !” “Cave!”
“M-m-my hal 1”7
“The Head !”

gasped Fry.

A GRAND TALE OF THE ROOKWOOD CHUMS.
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Coker minor was swung off his feet, and dragged into the air.

Then the Shell fellows gathered round the suspended "

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
_. . Coker Comes Round!
T was the Head!

I .. Dr. Locke gazed in upon the scene
of confusion and excitement with a
grim expression upon his face.

The overturned forms, the paper:caps,
the startled Fourth-Formers, and -the
horrified Reggie looking on made a
peculiar- picture such as the Head cer-
tainly never had looked upon in a Form-
room of Greyfriars before.

“Oh!” murmured Temple, in dismay.
“We're booked for it mow !”’

*“Oh, rather !’

“Crumbs !”

The Head strode into the.room.

“What does this mean ?”” he thundered.

‘“ Mean, sir?” stuttered Temple.

“Yes! What are you doing ?”’

“ Chut-chut-chariot races, sir!” stam-
mered the captain of the Fourth.

““Indeed ! Is it a custom in the Fourth
Form to play at chariot races with forms
during lesson-time ?”

“ Nun-nun-no sir !’

“Coker minor, I understand that you
were left in charge of this Form?”

“Yes, please, sir.”

“You should not have undertaken the
task, Coker minor, unless you were able
to keep some semblance of order among
the juniors.””

“Thank you, sir.”

“Return to your own Form-room at
once !”

“Yes, please, sir, thank you.”

And Reggie gladly departed.

Dr. Locke turned a stern and frown-
ing glance upon the dismayed Fourlh-
Formers. e picked up a cane from
Mr. Capper’s desk.

‘“Kindly come here one at a time,” he

said. ¢

‘6 OI,‘ !”

NEXT
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murmured the Fourth.

senior, with slippers and socks in their hands. ‘“Now, wallop him ! shouted Hobson. (See Chapter 2.

They marched past the Head, and
halted one af a time to receive a cut
from the cane. By the time the whole

| procession had passed him the Fourth-

Formers were not feeling in nearly such
high spirits.

“Now,” said the Head sternly, threw-
ing the cane upon the desk, *it is time
your Form-master returned. Take your
places and wait for him. If ghere is
another sound of disorder from this
Form-room I shall come back.”

And the Head swept out.

The Fourth-Formers set the forms in
order; and sat down meekly. They
squeezed their hands and twisted their
faces, and grunted. But they did not
venture upon any fresh rag. When the
Head was “waxy” they knew it was
time to be good.

Mr. Capper came in five minutes later,
and was astonished to find his Form in
ncbody’s care, but in perfect order and
as meek as so many lambs.

Temple, Dabney, & Co. were very meek
outwardly, but inwardly they were
smarting. They squeezed their hands
under the desks to assuage the pain,
and very unreasonably laid all the blaine
upon Coker minor. It was certainly not
Reggie’s fault that they had turned the
Form-room into a bear-garden, but un-
doubtedly it wouldn’t have happened if
Coker minor hadn’t had the awful nerve
to take charge of the Form—that was
how the Fourth-Formers looked at it.

And they waited impatiently for
lessons to be over, so that they could
see Coker minor again and tell him what
they thought about it.

In the Sixth Form-room Coker minor
was at peace. He liked his lessons, and
he liked to please the Head, which he
always succeeded in doing so far as
Form work was concerned. But peace

vanished with the closing of the Form
room door when he left the august apart-
ment of the Sixth.

Temple, Dabney, & Co. were waiting
for him.

Reggie  lingered in the Form-room
passage, after the other seniois were
gone, in the hope of seeing his brother
when the Fifth came: out.

He did not see Coker .major—but he
soon saw Temple, Dibney & Co. They
came towards him with grim looks, and
Reggie backed up against the wall.

“I—I say ” he stammered.

“You got us into a row this after-
noon ! bellowed Fry.

“Oh, I didn’t, you know!
haved like—like rotters, you
explained Coker minor. :

“You took charge of the Fourth—us !”’
said Temple, in a voice that indicated
that even yet he could hardly believe in
Coker minor’s stupendous cheek. * Now
we are going to massacre you !’

“Oh, please, Temple—" _

“We'll teach you to take charge of the
Fourth! Well—"

“We'll slanghter him !”?

“We’ll scalp him !” ;

“Oh dear! Goodness gracious!”

Reggie was swept off his feet. He
whirled dizzily in the grasp of the
Fourth-Formers.. But before they could
proceed any farther the door of the
Fifth Form-room opened, and the Fifth
came streaming out. i

They stopped to look on at the scene,

You be-
V?{

know !

laughing. - Potter and Greene shouted
encouragement to the Fourth. :
“Go it, you fags!”
The  struggling Reggie was borne
helplessly down the passage.  Horace

Coker stood looking on with a gloomy
brow.
Tre PorurLar.—Ne. 140.
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“Serves the cheeky young bounder
right 1" grinned Potter.

“Nice for the Sixth ! chuckled
Greene. “Hallo! Where are "you
going, Cokey ?” i

Coker did not reply. :
He had pushed back his cuffs, and
clenched his big fists, and now he was
rushing down the Form-room passage
after the raggers.

He did not speak to them.

He dashed among them, hitting out
righ{ and left, and l’emplv_ Dabney, &
Co., in spite of their numbers, fairly ran.

Coker minor lay gasping upon the
floor. - Coker major slood over him,
gasping, too, with Hlis exertions. Pottor
and Greene came up, surprised and
exasperated. :

“ What are you up to, Coker?” shouted
Potter. “What are you sticking to the
cheeky little beast for?

Coker glared at him.

“What's that?” he exclaimed. * Are
vou calling my hlothﬂr a cheel\y little

east 7"

“Yes, I am.”

“Then take that!”

Biff ! .

Potter took it. Tt ” was Coker’s fist,
and Potter- took it upon his nose. He
gave a surprised yelp, and sat down on
the floor.

“Yaroop! Oh!”

S e e e e el
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THE DUFFER OF
ROOKWOOD!

{Continued from page 6.)
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for ten minutes Clarence was more coit-
vinced than ever that football was a
very, l‘Ougn game—y ery, Yery ll]uCh
rougher than marbles.

“Only once in the first half did Clarence
get' on the ball. Then he kicked it at
this own goal, by a slight miscalculation,

and - very nemh scomd I‘o1tunately
Tawle, 'in goal, saved that shot.
There was "a’ yell of laughter and

cheers from the (lassical onlookers.
“Bravo, Cuffy! Do that again!”
And Uncle -Dodd smiled with satis-

faction. That shout convinced him that
_dear Clarence was doing very well

indeed; and that  Tommy would have
made a mistake not to play him.

The. first half was well fought. With
Cuffy in the Modern ranks, the Classicals

ought to have had an easy ‘task. But the
Moderns were playing up like giants, and
Towle in goal was unusually good.

At a disadvantage as they were, the
Moderns made their defence good, and
the whl:lle went without a score for
either side,

After the change of ends the Moderns
kicked off, with the wind in their {aces.
The Classicals came down ‘the field in a
charge, and there was a tussle before the
[ Modern goal.

In spite of Clarence’s assistance, the
Modern defence was sound, and it was
quite late in the half when {he Classicals
got fairly through, and Erroll drove in
the ball, beating Towle. 'Then there was
& Toar.

“Goal!

It was first blood to the Classicals.

But Tommy Dodd & Co. played up like
heroes after that. In spite of the Classi-
cal defence, they came through, and
Tommy Dodd put the ball in the net.

Then it was the turn of the Moderns
to vell “Goal!” and they did it with a

Tue Porunar—No. 140,
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£ Got anythmg to say
Greene?” roared Coker,
glared at him.

“Yes, I have!” roared back Grecne.
“You're a silly ass! Youre a fathead!
If you're going to back up thal cheeky
young sweep, I m done with you! Yah!
—— - Yowp!

Greene - joined Potter on the floor.

The victorious Coker stooped, and
lifted up his minor.

“Come on, kid!” he said.

Ccker grinned, and linked arms \\nh
his minor, and marched him off. Potter
and Greene sat up and blinked and stared

about it
as Greene

after them.

“Faith, and Coker s an unceltam
beggar mtmrexv’ grinned Fitzgerald of
the IFifth. “Ye'd better lave Coker

minor alone.
study, bedad !”

“To his study—my study—our study !”
snorted Potter. “We won’t stand it!
We're not going to have it! Come on,
Greeney |’

And Coker’s chums rushed off towards
their study in the Fifth-Form passage.
Coker major had taken Coker minor
there. It was insult added to injury.
Greene and Potter burst into the study
like a whirlwind. Coker minor was sit-
ting in the armchair, trying to get his
breath back, but looluncr very happy.
Coker major had come round—ihere was
no doubt about that.

He’s taking him to his

r"r;_;:\—v:m
will. The players lined up again with
ten minutes more to go.

Jimmy Silver & Co. made a terrific
effort fo get a decision. But the
Moderns stood to their guns, and they
could not break away., Tommy Dodd
sent the ball right on to Conroy’s goal
from midfield, and the Cornstalk- drove it

out. Raby (Iemed and the leather
tapped on Clarence Cuffy’s nose, and
dropped at his feet.

Clarence kicked at it blindly

Whiz !

There was a shriek of amazement

round the field. :

Conroy,  whom -it was almost impos-
sible to take by surprise, had not seen
it coming. By the weirdest and most
wonderful of charces the kick had driven
the leather right at the Classical goal,
unexpected = by everybody, and by
Clarence more than by everybody else.

Conroy jumped at it too late, as it

slid over hxs shoulder into the net.
“Goal I’

“(Goal 1 shrieked the Modems.
“Oh, my hat! Goal!”
“Cufty! Cuffy! Cuffy’s goal!”

Clarence wiped the muad from his face.-
It was a goal. There was no mistake
about that. The ball was in the net,
and Conroy was  staring at it as if
mesmerised. And Jobson was blowing
the whistle.

Tommy Dodd was rooted to ihe
ground for some moments. Then, with
an almost hysterical shriek of laucrhte
he rushed up to Clarence, and thumped
him on the back.

“You ass!” gasped Tommy Dodd.
“You funny ass! You dangerous

maniac! You've won the match! Ha,
ha, ha! Oh, you chump!”

“Dear me!” mumbled Clarence.  “Is
it finished, Thomas?”

*“Ha, halt Yed™

“Y cannot say I':am sorry, Thomas.
Football is a very, very rough game.
I am very muddy, and I have several
bruises, and I think my nose is bleedmg
and I have a pam in my back, and——

“Ha, ha, hal

“T am also very, very breathless, and
my eye feels stopped up, and my kiee
is bumped, and

Your Younger Brother Will Emoy Reading **Chuckles!”

“Look here——"’ roaled Greene.

* Coker, you idiot!” shrieked Potter.

Coker major turned upon them. :

“Get out of this study!” he roared.
“You're disturbing my minor !”’

Polter and Greene stagge:ed Horace
Coker had “come round” with a ven-
geance. To be told to get out of their
own study because they were disturbing
the obnoxious minor was a little too
much. It was more than flesh and blood
could stand, and in that moment of
wrath Potter and Greene forgot that
Coker was a terrible slogger, and forgot
that his ample funds stood most of the
study feeds. They rushed at Coker for
vengeance,

Coker major stood up to the two
furious Fifth-Formers with a cool grin.
He gave Potter his right, and Greene
his left. They rolled over one another
on the study carpet.

Coker picked up a cricket-stump.
Potter and Greene whirled out of the
study. They had had enongh—m fact,
little too much. Coker slammed the dO“I‘
after them.

Coker minor was =e'»elelv left alone
after that. He might be easy to rag.
But Coker major was hard to beat.

Aund Coker major having come round,
stopped round.

THE END.
(Another splendid story of the Grey-
. ]’7'iars chums next Z"r[dag/.)

Clmence bloke off \\ltn a VCH of terror
as the Modern foothallers, roaring with
laughter, grabbed him, and swept him
into the air.

“ My dear, dear friends; pr ay—yarooh
pray do not be so very, \e1v~voooon 2
“Good old potty lunatic! "Hurrah !

The Moderns -were. only hoisting
Clarence to carry him shoulder-high off
the field..” They bore him off in triumph.
As soon as Cuffy understood that he was
not going to be bumped or frog-
marched, 1
Jimmy Silver clapped him on the back
as he was borne off.

The Modern win had been totally un-
expected, and it _had been due to the
blindest of chances; but it was a wiu,
and the Moderns were uproariously Je-
lighted, = and the Classicals took it
smilingly. A footer victory due.
Clarence Cuffy was the limit, as Jimmy

his beaming smile returned..

1o

Silver remarked, and the Classicals could”

not help chortling.

Clarence was landed, breathless, befere .;»

Uncle Dodd. That gentleman was
bheaming.
“You see, 'lomm you did well to

take my advi ice,” he chuclled. “Clarence
has kicked the winning goal—what! My
dear boy, you can nlways depend on the
advice of an old player!”

“Ha, ha—I mean, yes—quite
uncle!” gasped Tommy Dodd.

€0,

For a week after that Clarence Cuffy
was troubled with aches and pains, and
he -resolved to stick to marbles in tue
future. But when the aches and pains
had worn off he thought better of it,
and generously made Tommy Dodd an
offer of his services in the Modern
junior eleven for the whole season.

To his amazement, Tommy Dodd. de-
clined the offer. And Clarence—however
great his prowess might be at the game
of marbles—did not become a great foot-

baller, and his first was also his lact
wmnmg goal.

THE END

(Jna{lzer long (omplete tale of Jimmy

Silver & Co. in next week’s issue of the

PoPULAR, entitled “Under a Cloud!” By*

Owen Conguest.)

A GRAND TALE OF THE ROOKWOOD CHUMS.

By OWEN GONQUEST.
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CHARACTERS IN THE STORY.
FERRERS LORD, the famous millionalre
adventurer, and owner of the Lord of the

Deep.

PRINCE CHING LUNG, a very old friend
of Lord’s, who has accompanied the million-
aire on many adventures.

RUPERT THURSTON, s young English-
man, and friend of Lord’s.

HAL HONOUR, known as the man of
silence, engineer of Ferrers Lord's wonderful
submarine, Honour has invented a mar-
vellous paint which causes things to become
invisible when painted with it. He has also
built a new kind of aeroplane which he calls
a helicopter, and which is covered with this
new paint, but which is destroyed by

EKARL VON KREIGLER, a mysterious pro-
fessor, who has great power in Germany,
and who holds the secret of Germany's
great, treasure-chest. Ferrers Lord has
ferretted out one or two of the professor’s
secrets, and Von Kreigler realises that Lord
is a very dangerous man. After this attack,
Ferrers Lord despatches Rupert Thurston,
with Honour and Ching Lung, with a message
to Kreigler. =

However, they succeed in escaping to a
cavern, finding a high aperture in which to
hide. The Germans give chase, but fail to
find the fugitives.

Ching Lung, who is out scouting, comes
upon a great treasure store, the secret Von
Kreigler has been hiding from the Allies.

In an attempt to get rid of the three
chums, Kreigler floods the galleries. But in
their high position Thurston & €o. are quite
safe. To discover the bodies of the supposed
drowned Englishinen - the professor orders

men to search the galleries on rafts. The
search proves a failure. >
(Now read on.)
Failure ! .
&6 HEY are dragging the tunnel for

our corpses,” said Thurston, “and
they’re very angry with us for
making ourselves such nuisances!”

“I'm not worrying about their troubles!”
said Ching Lung. “It’s very kind of them
to drag for us! Good-natured sort of louts,
these Huns, aren’t dhey?”

“Charming, old man! I've got a little more
news for you. You've jumped over the top
of the Schloss and drowned yourself, which
seems rather foolish of you. When they told
you to put up your hands and go back to
your prison like a good boy, you wouldn’t!
Anyhow, Goltz and the gentle and genial pro-
fessor say you wouldn’t. That’s the yarn
they intend to hand over to the British
commanding officer with your hody, Ching.”

“Decidedly, they're not nice people to
know,” said Ching Lung, yawning. “And I
only - wish I could eut their acquaintances.
It’s not a bad idea on the part of Goltz
and Karl; but we're rather spoiling it. In
fact, it’s a rattling good idea if he could
back it up!”

“His witnesses would swear black was
pink and yellow purple, my - son,” said
Thurston. “He'll drill them into 'it. The
moral is, don’t get caught!”

Ching Lung went to sleep again. 'Fhe

hours passed, and the water in the galleries
became more shallow. Hal Honour was
NEXT
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A Magnificenf New Serial of
Adventure, introducing Ferrers
Lord and Prince Ching Lung.

By SIDNEY DREW.

rationing out their scanty breakfast, the
prisoner ‘watching every movement greedily,
when sounds of splashing were heard. The
water was scarcely ankle-deep, and men
with torches streamed into the * gallery,
searching it high and low. .

Professor Karl von Kreigler was break-
fasting alone, when Gencral Goltzheimer
burst in. The general’s moustache was no
longer bristling, but drooping limply, and
his red face had paled down to a somewhat
muddy shade of pink.

“Ten thousand fiends!” he said hoarsely.
“We cannot find them! Nothing—nothing!
They are there, but we cannot find them!”

The professor’s jaw dropped, and his pale
eyes stared stonily at the general.

Five or six times during as many hours men
entered the cave gallery and explored it. In
flooding the tunnels, General Goltzheimer had
not only failed to drown the
prisoners, but, unknown to himself, he had
made their hiding-place more secure. The
water in ‘the -moat of the Schloss con-
tained a good deal of mud, and there
was_ plenty of dirt and rubbish in the
galleries. Some of this had floated on
the surface, and as the water had receded
it had left a slimy secum on the sand-
stone walls that had completely obliter-
ated the scratches made by Hermann
Trubner’'s boots when he had climbed up to
the cave.

“All clear again, gentlemen!” said Ching
Lung, after a visit to the loophole. “I hope
Goltz and the gentle professor are getting
as tired of it as I am! Their tempers must
be in a. pretty state by this time! - Isn't it
time we did something, Hal? I'm com-
pletely fed-up with this hole!”

“‘If you know of a better hole, you go to
it!” ” said Thurston, quoting the wording of
a drawing that was very popular during the
war. =

They all laughed.

“And  safety first,” added Thurston.
“There’s nothing very special or attractive
about our hole; but, taking it just as -a
common or garden hole, it’s not such a bad
one. And itrhas heen a safe one up to now.
I'm getting as restless as you are, Ching.
If ts;ou have any brilliant ideas, hand them
out !”

“How can you expect a fellow’s intelli-
gence to sparkle in this ‘black coal-cellar?”
said the prince. “What tires me most is
doing nothing.. I want to start an offensive.
It’s often easier to get in than get out,
as many a trapped mouse has discovered to
his sorrow! You got into the Sehless, Ru,
80 it may be possible to get out. We're
just sitting tight, and I'm wondering if
sitting tight can mean carrying on.”

“I'll have a try to get out, if you like,”

said Rupert Thurston. “Is it morning,
noon, evening, or night, Hal? I've quite
lost my reckoning!”

“ Afternoon,” answered the engineer.

“Seven minutes to five.”

“Hang the persevering beasts! They're
in the gallery again!” said Thurston. *This
makes the seventh time since they:came on
the raft.  Seven is a lucky number. If they
fail this time they may be obliging enough
to give us a rest!”

The gallery still conpaincd a foot or more

runaway '

play his hand alone.

of water that the pumping opgfations had

failed to carry off. Again, after much
sprawling and splashing, the man-hunters
withdrew, baffled. For a time silenece

brooded over the dark galleries, only to be
broken by a sound of Bammering.

“Bad!” grunted the engineer,
forward to listen.

Some work was in hand. The hammering
went on stcadily, with short intervals of
silence, They could only find one explana-
tion for this remewed activity on the part
of - General Goltzheimer, and that was any-
thing but a cheerful one. He was. walling
up the gallery. x

“They’re not satisfied that we are dead,
so Goltz is shutting the tunnels up!” said
th%'prince‘ “He doesn’t mean us to get
out!” s =

“Yes, that's. what all the hammering
must mean, Ching,” agreed Rupert Thurs-
ton. “He'll fix a barrier at the top of each
gallery with a door in it and a couple of
sentries to watch each door. There's no
chanee of getting out now, I'm sorry to
say! I can imagine very hungry times ahead
of us, gentlemen!”

“And no hcnourable surrender!” said the
prince. “There can’t be much honour in a
surrender that will end in being soused in
the moat. Goltz is not 4 nice man to know,
as I think I may have previously stated. I
can see no joy in heing one of the leading
figures at an inquest!”

The noise of hammering seemed to be
farther away than the head of the cave
callery. Ching Lung offered to go out and
discover what was taking place, but he re-
membered that that wall was wet and slimy,
and that in climbing up and down he must
leave marks that might lead to their
betrayal. p

“You hear that row, don’t you, Fritz?”
he said to the prisoner. “Where is it?”

“] am not sure, Herr Englander, but I
think the noises came from the Devil's

bepdiﬂg

Gallery,” answered the soldier. “It sounds
as if from there.”
“So it does,” said Ching Lung. ~“There’s

a bit of hope in that if it’s true. Perhaps
Goltz may not be shutting us in after all,
but only camouflaging the treasure-chamber
more securely. We don’t know what the
Chief has been doing. Can Goltz and the
professor he expecting a visit from the
British commanding-officer?”

Hal Honour frowned, and shook his head.
Though Ching Lung had ventured the sug*
gestion, he had very little faith in it. It
was not Ferrers Lord’s way to ask for out-
side help. Matters would he in an ubterly
desperate econdition before the millionaire
would tell the British officer in command
that three of his friends were prisoners in
Schloss Schwartzburg and ask him to go to
their assistance. Ferrers Lord preferred to

A guick c¢ry broke ‘from the prisoner’s
lips. He was® staring into the darkness
behind them. Hal Honour put up his big
hand to shade the light. In the gloom
they saw what had startled the prisoner—a
pair of round, green, unwinking eyes.

“By Jove!, It's a eat!” cried Rupert
Thurston.

Hal Honour lifted the lamp. The creaturg
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bounded away, 2ud was lost in the -thick
shadow in an instant.

“Ys the hole closed, Rupert?”

“Yes; and the coats are over it,” said
Thurston. “The beggar didn’t get in that
way, I'll swear!”

“Then there’s some other way into the
cave,’’ said the prince, “and the cat knows
it! We've not seen a trace of a rat in
the place, and the beggar can’t live on air!
If it had been here all the time, we must
have had a glimpse of it before this. It
can't be hungry, cither, or the smell of the
food would have attracted it!”

Hal Honour was up. He left the lamp,
and plunged into the gloom. Once more he
saw the two green eyes watching him with
their fixed, unwinkinz stare. He called the
<¢at, but it seemed half-wild and very sus-

picious. It gave a leap, and the eyes
appeared above him, shining circles. Then
they were gone.
_ “The lamp!” grunted the engineer, over
his shoulder.

Ching Lung brought it quickly. A few

grains of dust and a dcad leaf came trick-
ling down from -above. The shrivelled leaf
fell on Honour's wrist and settled there.

“Great Scott! It’s a blackberry-leaf, or
was once, and blackberries want light and
sunshine!” said Ching Lung. “They won't
grow in gloomy, dens like thls Hal!”

The . eugineer stooped, and raised the
prince on his broad shoulders. Standing
there, Ching Lung held the lamp as high as
he could

“I can’t see anything useful,” he said;
“but there's a beastly smell up here! Pah!
It's a dead pigeon, half-ecaten and nearly
rotten. Take the lamp, old man!”

“Be careful of your neck, Ching!’ warned
Rupert Thurston, as Chmg Lung began to
elimb.

The prince dragged himself over a sand-
stone ledge. Thcy could see the holes he
had worn in his socks as he drew his feet

growing useless trees even by the roadside
when he can grow fruit. With difficulty,
Ching Lung withdrew his head, for although
there was room for the cab to slip in and
out it was such a tizht fit that the sandstone
almost  scraped the prince’s ears. He
crawled back, and reported.

Lamp in hand, the engineer swung round
and made a tremendous spring. He bent
over the prisoner with brandished fist.

“Stop that!” he said fiercely.

Private Hermann Trubner rolled over
with a frightened squeal. He had managed
to crawl to the little cache where the pro-
visions were kept, and was trying to push
away the stone that formed the lid with
the top of his head. Honour dragged him
to a safer distance.

“The hole?” he asked
Thurston and Ching Lung.

“ About the size of a rabbit hole.
sandstone, though, and pretty soft.”

“Good!” he said. “Make room.”

striding back to
It’s

aid the p ‘to scramble up. Crouching on
the funnel, Ching Lung began to attack the
sandstone with the bayonet. He made no
attempt to enlarge the mouth of the hole as
yeét. The bayonct was made of excellent
steel, and the sandstone was easy to work.
What he cut away slid down the funnel
beside him. The stars had gone, and it was
mich darker.

“You come down now, Ching, and let me
have a turn!” called Thurston’s voice.
“You've had nearly an hour at it, so down
with you and take a rest.”

“Right you are!” said Ching Lung. “Show
the glim, for I don’t want to come a cropper.
I've plugged up the hole with my waistcoat,
so you can hand me the lamp without any
danger of the light attracting attention from
outslde If old Hal wasn’t such a size there
wouldn’t be half the work to do.”

The energetic engineer had made the ascent
quite easy by cutting notches in the sand-

up.  Suddenly he saw a gleam of light— | stone. He went up to inspect the funnel and
such a ‘tiny gleam that it did little to | the progress of the work.

cheer him. ~ There was a funnel- shaped The grunt he gave was one of emphatlc
hole, and through it one star shone in. |satisfaction. The task in hand, though
Ching Lung wriggled forward, and pushed | laborious, was quite simple. They had not
away a few brambles with his hand. By | even to remove what they dug away, for a

desperate squeezing he managed to put out
his head.

The lonely star was ha.ngmrr low down in
the paling sky above a pine-tree. Fifteen
feet below him lay the moat, its water oily
and black, and speckled with green scum.
There was an old punt on it, contamm" a
pole. Beyond was a road bordered b)
cherry-trees, for the Hun does not believe in

mere push sent it gliding down the sloping
funnel. There was no room as yet for him te
do his share, but Thurston would soon
remedy that.

“There’s a punt right under the hole,”
said Ching Lung. “That’s lucky, for if we
had to swim the moats, our wet and muddy
clothes would give us away. We're not too
clean as it is, especially about the legs, and
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“UNDER A CLOUD!

A

The engjneer showed Ching Lung the |
bayonet, l&aﬂam bent his broad bac}\ to

| less?” he asked, with his mouth full.

Buy Your Copy of THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL Now!

I've made a terrible mess of my nice gilg
socks. That must have been a black cat,
one of the lucky ones.”

All the time the hammering had been going
on, but for Thurston, Hal -Honour, and
Prince Ching Lung there was no longer any
menace in the sounds. They did not care
whether General Goltzheimer and Professor
Von Kreigler were only camouflaging the en-
trance of the treasure vault or shutting up
the galleries, for Rupert Thurston’s bayonet
was slowly but surely opening a new gate to
freedom. It might only be a very brief spell
of freedom, for they could not read the
future.

“It won’t do to be too hopeful, Hal,” said
Ching Lung. “Though Goltz and my gentle
friend the professor may think we're saiely
bhottled up, they’ll be on their guard, ex-
pecting the Chief to make some move. We'd
better fix up some plan of campaign, old son.
When we’re out, shall we stick together, or
scatter?”

“Wait !
enough.”

‘When Rupert Thurston had enlarged the
hiole sufficiently, Hal Honour went up. A
bayonet was not the best of tools for the
purpose, but in the engineer’s strong, skilled
hands it worked wonders. As he came closer
to the mouth of the hole he was more care-
ful, for every sound heard outside would have
aroused immediate suspicion. Though the
moat was below, even the moat might be
patrolled for all they knew.

He came down at last, and lifted the lid
of the cache.

“Eat,” he said, and divided the remainder
of the food into four equal parts.

“And what are we to do with the Hun?”
asked Thurston, freeing the prisoner’s wrists.
“What is going to happen to Fritz?”

Hal Honour tapped the pocket in which he
carried the little wireless apparatus.

“My dear Fritz,” said Ching Lung, in
-German, “make a good supper, for it may be
pretty late before you get any breakfast. We
are going away from Schloss Schwartzburg.
We don’t like the place. And don’t let what
I am telling you spoil your appetite. We
hate rough methods, but we shall have to
gag you, for otherwise you would make a
horrible noise, and your horrible voice would
put us in a horrible mess. When we get
away we’ll send a wireless to your boss, the
general, telling him where we have left you
in your solitude. To cheer you up, here’s my
share of the sausage. I have to be absolutely
ravenous before I can tackle such a dark
mystery as a German sausage. Take it, with
my blessing, Fritz, for I like it not!”

There was a look of doubt and consterna-
tion in the man’s eyes, but he went on eating.

“How do I know you will send the wire-
“How
do I know you will not leave-me to starve,
to die, to be eaten by the rats?”

“I can’t tell you how you’re to know,
except that we tell you Goltz will receive
our message,” said Ching Lung. “Perhaps
you -have never heard of such a thing as a
gentleman’s word of honour. That, Fritz, is
as safe as the Bank of England, and ten
thousand times safer than the Bank of
Germany. You have that.”

The moment he had finished his meal, Hal
Honour went back to work. Now he pulled
Ching Lung’s waistcoat out of the hole, and
worked without the light, for only a little
came through, but quite enough to show the
engineer what he was doing. It promised to
be a dark night, for the cloud that had hidden
the stars had now completely obscured the
sky. He could not prevent some of the sand-
stone falling outwards as he cut away- the
edges of the hole, and at every splash he
stopped to listen. All he heard was the
occasional hooting of a motor-car’s screw, and
the striking of a clock.

At last there was room for his shoulders.
As he lay there, looking out and drinking in
long breaths of the pure, pine-scented air, a
bell high over his head began to clang with
a furious din that sent its echoes past him
into the cave, and brought Thurston up as
fast as he could climb.

“What are they shouting?” grunted Hal
Honour, for shouts mingled with the clanging
‘of the bell.

It was the fire bell, and Schloss Schwartz-
burg was .in an uproar. The engineer smiled
grimly when he understood, but he only
uttered one word: “Quickly!”

THey hurried down and dragged on their
boots with difficulty, for they were still wet.
The prisoner set up a howl.

“Shut up!” cried Ching Lung. “Hang the
fellow! We can't leave him, for if the smoke

grunted- the engineer. “Time
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gets into the galleries he may suffocate.
He’ll be the ruin of us!”

“And we never had such a chance,” said
Rupert Thurston. “Stop that row, Fritz, or
'l throttle you! What's to be- done, Hal?”

‘The engineer made a sign that they were
to untie the man, and went for the coabs
and the cloth with the dope.

A Weicome Voice! - 3

HEY had to waib until the soldier had

stamped some life into his stiffened

limbs. He climbed behind Rupert

Thurston, with the engineer last.

From the Schloss high above them clouds of

black smoke were pouring, lighted now_and

again by a gleam of angry red. Ching Lung

scrambled down and reached the punt. A

stone fastened to a string formed an anchor.

As Thurston joined him the engineer’s voice
told them sharply to stand clear.

There was a strangled cry, followed by a
heavy spash. Hal-Honour knew the value of
time, and he wanted to be out of Schloss
Schwartzburg, so to save time he had pitched
the prisoner bodily into the moat. When he
rose, Rupert and the prince dragged him into
the punt.

It was a crazy craft to carry so much
weight, and it rocked perilously when the
engineer stepped in. Ching Lung poled it
quickly . across, and ran it into a bed of
rushes. There-they left the German soldier,
gageed and bound, lying on the bank where
he was sure to be discovered before he came

to any- great harm, and struck across the

fields towards the pine forest, as the dark,
stormy sky grew redder with the glow of
the flames.

Schloss Schwartzburg was docmed. Far up
on its pinnacle of rock, the Schloss was
blazing like a gigantic torch. The three men
kept on at a run till they gained the shelter
of the pine-trees. Motor fire-engines were
dashing along the road. They looked back
at the flaming castle, and then hurried on.

« Arson,” said the engineer, jerking his
thumb over his shoulder. *Petrol.”

Honour meant that the Schless had been
set on fire deliberately, and not by accident.
1t burnt. so fiercely that they did not doubt
it. Scarcely half an hour could have passed
since they heard the first alarm of the fire
bell, and already from every window and
turret flames were leaping.

“By Jove, old son, if we hada’t been lucky
enough to find that hole we’d have been in a
fix,” said Ching Lung. “When the roofs start
to fall in that long staircase down to the
cells and galleries will be closed up with
hundreds of tons of red-hot rubbish. Was
this joke meant for us, I wender?”

“Nothing done by  Goltz and company
would surprise me,” said Rupert. “The water
failed, and .as he couldn’t produce our
hodies their stunt of coaching witnesses for
the inquiry alsc failed. I'm certain they were
afraid of a visit from the British C.0. and a
regiment of our Tommies. - Their precious
treasure got the wind up. Oh, yes, that little
bonfire was no accident! They've drowned
the place with petrol, and put a light to it.”

“ And when we heard that hammering they
were fixing a fireproof door to the Devil's
Gallery to protect the treasure cave,” said
Ching Lung. “They’re not nice people to
know, Rupert. TForgive me for repeating the
same thing so frequently, but they’re not
nice, and I don’t like them.”

“0ld Nero fiddled while Rome burned, my
1ad,” said Thurston. “Goltz and Kreigler
may have musical talents, and may be
chortling now, even if they’re not fiddling.
If they knew, eh? They can’t help it—that’s
what they’ll whine. If we wouldn’t come out
and surrender when spoken to kindly, that is
our affair. They couldu't prevent the old
castle from getting ablaze, and smoking us

_-under the rains. There will be so many ruins
that nobody will ever take the trouble to dig
down and look for our charred bones. And
one fine day, when it has all blown over, and
the Allies have arrived at the sad conclusion
that the Huns are so short of cash they may
as well let them off and cut the lesses, Goltz
and the gentle professor and the rest of the
cunning gang will do some digging.”

“Let them dig, old lad!” chuckled the
prince. “Perhaps we shall stroli along and
ask them what they’ve dug up. We'd better
not shout, though, till we’re out of the wood,
and thig is a large-sized wood. 'I don’t know
where Hal is taking us, but I’'m not nervous,
for that big lump of silence is fairly trust-
worthy.” 2 :

By the light of a match the engineer con-
sulted the little gold compass attached: to
his wateh-chain. The narrow forest path
wag very dark and thickly carpeted with pine
needles. Except for the gloom there were

1 fine road,” said the prince.

few obstacles, for no thorns or brambles grew
under the deep shade of the pines, only
bracken. Sooner or later their escape would
be known, but it was unlikely that ‘the man
they had left lying bound in the rushes would

be discovered until long after daylight. Then®

To retake
Von

there would be a hue and cry.
them General Goltzheimer and Karl
Kreigler would move heaven and earth.

A sound came on the night breeze that was
rusling the tree-tops, a dull, crashing boom,
and for an instant the dark sky glowed a
fiery red.

“Something has gone up in the air,” said
Ching-Lung. “A decent firework, that,
Rupert! That must be the magazine.”

“By the big noise that explosion must
have made a mess of Schless Schwartzburg,”
said Rupert. “Any chance of Coltz and
Karl going up with it, do you think?”

“Not an earthly, Ru! Goltz and Karl are
heaps too cunning and fond of their skins
not to get out of the danger zone. Say, Ilal,
where are we making for?”

“(@rindenburg,” said the man of few words,
and quickened his stride. :

“Unless anything has happened since I

made my call on Professor Karl Van Kreigler,
that’s the nearest French military station to
Schloss Schwartzburg,” said Rupert Thurston.
“So mear, and yet so far, for it’s a good
forty miles. Let us hope they won’t find our
pal Fritz for quite a long time.”
"~ Almost as he spoke the forest path ended
at a broad, straight road, with a line of tele-
graph-poles on one side. The engineer put
his hand into one of his capacious pockets.
The fire and the explosion must have wrecked
the wireless at the Schloss. Honour gave
Ching Lung a pair of wire cutters, and pointed
up. Ten feet above the ground iron struts
were fastened to the pole, making it easy to
climb. While Thurston and Honour kept
wateh, Ching Lung mounted to the cross-
trees and cut the telegraph-wires one by one.
The engineer dragged the ends into the ditch,
and again they breoke into an easy trot.

“ A lonely sort of place this, but a jolly
“It's odd that we
haven't met a soul, or seen a car.”

“Kaiser Bill made this road a couple of
vears before he went mad and started the
war,” said Rupert. “It was a short cut to
the Schloss and his wild-boar shooting. It
was a private road then, and no doubt Goltz
and the professor still keep it private, for
in their own way they're just as big autocrats
as Bill of the golden helmet was before he
pavked up all the valuables he could lay
hands on, and made tracks for Holland.”

For a2 man of his weight the engineer ran
with surprising speed. It was fully an hour
before he betrayed the slightest sign of
distress.

“Ylal is beginning to blow, so ease up a
bit,” said Rupert. “There’s the gate that
marks the end of the road, and now we're
bound to meet people. I'd prefer it if we
could keep together, but I seriously think
we ought to split up here, and each take his
own chance of reaching Grindenburg.”

They looked over the gate. The main Toad
passed it at right angles. On the left of the
gate stood a rustic lodge, but the windows
were in darkness. They could hear the noise
of an approaching car. It passed them, and
then pulled up, not far away, but out of
sight, and Ching Lung vaulted the gate.

“Hold tight, boys, and I'll scout a little!”
he said. “I’'m curious to know why that car
pulled up.”

The car had stopped in front of a little
inn, invisible hitherto because it stood well
back from the road. A cheerful glow shone
through the red blinds, and Ching Lung could
hear a murmur of guttural voices and a elink
of drinking-pots. The driver of the car had
just alighted and gore in. Ching Lung fled
back to the gate.

“Which is the way to Grindenburg?” he
asked quickly.

The engineer pointed in the direction from
whieh the car had come.

“Good!” said the prince. “Give me the

magic garment, then, Hal, and you two cut
away along the road as fast as you can go.
Get round that bend if you ean where you
won’t be seen, There’s a little pub here, and
the driver of that motor has gone to have
a drink. If yon can ride, why walk? All's
fair in love and war.. For once I don’t c¢on-
sider thieving. a very deadly crime. If I fail
T -can easily dodge these people in my
camonflage.” :
- “PThat will be useful “if it -comes off,” said
ThHurston. “We'll be waiting for you. I
hope it will turn oul trumps, for I'm sick of
padding the hoof.”

Ching Lung slipped the cloth over his head

and. shoulders, and walked ‘along the edge of
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the grass with noiseless tread. ' A spectacled
man who was smoking a calabash pipe stood
in the doorway of the inn. He put out a fat
hand and looked at the skys=to see if it was
raining., Ching Lung thought that the man
had taken root there,. Then, to his consterna-
tion he heard a clatter of heavy boots, and
dropping on hands and knees, he crouched.
close to the privet-hedge. The runner was a
youth in a blouse and peaked hat, and he was
bursting with news.
“Herr * Schlessler—Herr

Schlessler,” he
shouted, “the noise

was an explosion at
Schloss Schwartzburg! The Schloss is on
fire and blown up! They say the spies of
the wicked Allies have done it! Ach! They
ought to be shot like dogs, these cruel in-
vaders—these French and English brutes!”
The spectacled man holted into the inn,
followed by the yeuth. The murmur of
guttural voices rose to an excited clamour,
and Ching Lung sprang up and advanced to

the ear. It was not a new ear, buf it leoked
a hbusiness-like one. There was mno self-
starter, and Ching ZLung’s thoughts and

teelings weré mingled ones as he bent over

the crank handle. Perhaps it was one of

those stubborn brutes that would not start

without a. great deal of exertion and a tre-

mendous noise. If so, he made up his mind

to trust to his camouflage, dash across the
road, and leap the hedge. ~

He gave the crank handle a slight back-
ward jerk, and then forced it down and
revoived it with all his strength. The noise
the engine made sounded. like a salvo of
guns in his ears. The- people. in the inn.
heard it. Ching Lung jumped into the car
and leaned over the wheel as Herr Schlessler
blocked the doorway, his plump figure keep-
ing in a good deal of the light. And Herr
Schiessler was short-sighted.

“¥ritz Moeller—Fritz Moeller!” he yelled.
“Your ecar is running away!” e

There was a rush to the door. Ching
Lung kept his hands under the .cloth, and
put on speed. As he crouched over the wheel
he was utterly invisible. Then he opened
out, and, without venturing to look back at
the fat innkeeper and his spellbound. guests,
he drove rapidly away in the darkness,
chuckling. Rupert Thurston also chuckled
when he saw the headlights of the car, and
though the engineer séldom betrayed him-
self when amused, his grunt was a pleased
one.

“Neatly done, Ching!” said Rupert <Thurs-
ton, giving the prince a pat on the shoulder.
“Does anybody kmow what the speed limit
is in this benighted country?”

“There’'s’ going to be no speed limit—only
the limit of the engine, and that will be
a breakmeck pace,” said Ching Lung. “I'm
sure they didn’t see me, which is another
free testimonial to your excellent camou-
flage, Hal. One fat Hun shricked to the
owner that his ear was running away.
That must surprise him more than a ha’-
porth, for he had left the snap om the
crank. This old *bus’ is no flier, so I hope
nothing fast will come along to the imm and
start to chase us!” 8
(This grand serial to be continued néxt week.)

BIC ART
. SPORTS
PLATES

A three weeks
readers of the
REALM

gift for
T BOYS
Stirring = pic-
tures of Soccer, ugger
and Racing superbly repro-
duced in photogravure 13
ins. by 10 ins., the soccer
plate being given with




YOUR EDITOR 18
HBAR FROM HLS HEADERS.
FHE “POPULAR,” THH
J:ARRII\GDON

For Next Friday !

We have another speciak programme for our
wext issue. The first grand long complete
sehool storv is entitled:

i TROUBLE IN THE FAMILY 7
= % By Frank Rlchards, E

which tells wus of a very unpleasant part
Frank Nugent has to play. As you know,
there has zuw‘us been a feeling in Frank's
heart that his young brother chkv is the
favoured one in the family. Well, next"
week you will learn what happened when
theré was trouble in the family.

There -will: be . another grand complete
~(“1001 story, introducing the chums of Rook-
wood,' entlt]ed.

“ UNDER A CLOUD!”
: By Owen Congquest.

In {hns story we are again concerned with
the new position in which ¥ ‘alentine Morning -
ton—once the ricliest fellow at Rookwood,
but now comparatively poor—finds himsel{ up
against] the rest of the Form.

This
anaguncing

week 1
that,

opinion, is the

ing’s famous °

he awarded.

Straight Going

Bunter Liez Low

ALWAYS FPLEASED
Address: EDITOR,
FLEETWAY
SYRERT, LONDON, E.C.4

FOOTBALLS FOR
have much

week's competition, I am awardln" a Foothall
to the competiter who sends “h‘lt

one of the following examples.

The ball will be sent, fully blown up and
ready for the field, to the winner, when the
result of the competition is announced. And
when I tell you that I have arranged for
the winner to receive one of Messrs., Spald-
‘Mascot " Footballs, well, T am
sure you will get at “Poplets

Ten prizes of Five Shillings each will aiso

“ POPLETS “ COMPETITION No. 34,
Examples for the above competition:
Coker's
Crooked. A Close Friendship.
Weil'stockedCupboard. ‘\Iorgmtrton 3

‘THE POPULAR—Every Friday. ‘ 5

Fishy's Busi Slackers and

Transactions. Footi
Doughnuts and Dough, An Unexpected Vi
On Little Side, Midnight Operatic

Read the following rules carefully, and
then send in )our p(»utmrd Readers should
particularly note that TWO efforts can be
sent in on one card, but no effort may
contain more than FOUR words.

Select two of the examples, and ma
a sentence of TWO, THREE, or FOUR w
having some be.mnfr on thc example.
of the words in your sentence must commet
with one of the letters in the example.

T0o

OUSB

“ POPLETS !
1. All “Poplets” must be written on one

pleasure in side’of a POSTCARD,
i JARD, and not more than two
commencing  with this | Zpg oo can be sent in by one reader each
in my week.
best “Poplet ” made up from 2. The posteards mzh% be
“Poplets,” No. 34, The -*Popul:

House, Gough Square, London, E

iznto

. 3. No correspondence may he ent
in connection with “Poplets.”

4. The Editor’s opinion on any wmatier
which may arise is to be accepted as final
and legally binding. This condition wil be
strictly enforced, und readers can only enter
| the competition on this understanding.

5. I-gunarantee that every effort will he
theroughly examined by a competent i ¢ 0-’
judges, PROVIDED that the eifort i3 s
on a POSTCARD, and that it is received ou
or betfore September 29ti.

Pour Editor,

ered

" right away!

Joy Rides.

Uneer-
tain Temper.

& Packed Frea. Carrlage Pald, Fiffoens Days Eyee Troal”

| LOWEST CASH PRICES. EASY PAYMENT TERMS.
vempt delivery. ~Save Dealers’ Profits, Biz Bargai v\-
Shop Sofled add Secopdhand Cpeles, — Satist
E.mxamcad or Money Refunded. Wme for Mon,ter
ize Froe Lists and Sgzcinl Ofer of Sample Bicycle.

ME AD CYCLE COMPANY, incornd. ~

Dept. B607, BIRMINGHAM.

‘Bxggcle Novelty of Becent Y
ful Lens Stereoscope and Picture Holder,
23 ins. long, and 200 Real Kinema Film
Pmtu!:es, 1/8 Post Free. A Bargain.
All ‘the 0 Plotures are Different,
Widely Aasorhed and have actually
heen uhown_&tVariuus PictureFPalaces.,
Delight or Money Back. Free Lists
Novelties, Etc.—Pain’s Presents
ouse, Dept. 42, Hastings.|

BOYS—HERE'S THE REPEATER YOU WANT!

|1

|

i Makes a’ big bang, but is perfectly ‘harmless.

1! Ideal for SCOUTS, AMATEUR DETECTIVES, Etc. i
1! The * Quickfira.”” Price LI post free.
1| Write your name and address VERY PLAINLY on a piece 4
,‘ nf Duper eut out this Advt, and attach, and send with

i | Birmingham. The Popular., ;
OUR FAMOUS “ WONDER GCLASS "’ BPECIALLY REDUCED:
1. A First-Class Overa Glass.
2. A Magnifying Giass.
3. A Pouble Magnifying Glass,
b 4. A Long-Distance Spy-Glass.
A 5. An Optical Lens. ONLY
4 g ﬁ gimple Lens. KLY FosT
y 7. ompass. M
8. A Stercoscope. /3 FREE,

This instrument can be adjusted by means of a simple device. Largesize, 3/3,
small size, 2/-, Post Fres, with instructions. Try our Marvellous Mouth-
Ox‘gnnophones—-.iust the thing for Marching, Concerts, Outings,etc. Repro-
snuts Plccolo and Clarionette. Small size, 2/ 6. large, 5/+, Post Free.
ANE BROS. (Dept. 1), 8, ARTHUR ROAD, HOLLOWAY, N.

CUT THIS OUT

“ The Popular.” PEN OOUPON. Value 2d.

Send 13 of these coupons with only 2/9 direct to the ¥Fleet Pen Co.,
119, Fleet Street, London, 15.0. 4. You will receive by return a Splendid
British Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6 (Fine,
Medinig, or Broad Nib). If only 1 coupon is seat, the price is 49, 2d. being
allowed ‘ot each extra coupon up to 12. (Pocket Clip, 4d. extra.} This great
offer is made to introduce the famous Fleet Pen to the POPULAR readers.
Satistaction guaranteed or cash returned. Foreign post extra,
Lever Self-Filling Model, with Safety Cap, 2/- extra.

'STRENGTHEN YOUR NERVES

Nervousness deprives vou of employmcnb pleasures, and inany
advantages in life. If you wish to prosper and enjoy life, at,rengthen
your nerves, and regain confidence in yourself by using the Mento-
HNerve strengmening Yreatment. Quaranteed Curs in 12 days' Usvd
Ly \me Admiral to Seaman, Colonel to Private, D.S.0.'s, M.C.’

M .M.s, and D.C.M.'s. \Ierely send three penny stamps for {mrth
lars.—GODFRY ELLIOFT-SMITH, Ltd, 527, Imperial Bulldings,

Ludgate Circus, Lendon, E.C. 4.
FREE FUN ! Our- Funny Novelty, onusing roars of laughtar
FREE to nl] :sending 1/~ for 70 Oute Conjuring
Trioks, 12 Jolly Joke Tricks, 6 Catchy Coin Tricks, 5 Cunning Card Tricks,
5 Mystifying Magic Tricks, 250 Riddles, 18 Games, 10 Funny: Readings,
5 Funny Regitations, 21 Monoiogues, 73 Toasts, 52 Wealth Secrets, Faay
Yentriloquism Secret, and 1,001 Stupendous Aftractions. Thousands da-
lighted ! Great Fun [—C. HUGHES 15, Wood 8t., Edgbaston, Birmingham.

EVERY BOY CAN = MAKE ELECTRIC LIGHT

Battery, Switch, Wire, Lamp, Holder, Beflector, Insirac
tions, etc., 4/8, postags 6d. Larger size, B/8 ; postage 3d
SHOCKING COIL1 Bet of Parts for makmg, 1/8.
Battery Parts, 1/8; postage 3d. each. Electro
Magnen 9d.; postage 3d. (Lifts 1 pound.}
Box Hlectrical Experiments, 8/=; postage 6d.
8pecial Cheap Telephone Sef, complete, 6.
276,

j _pustage ¢d. (Catalogue 6d.) 4- Yolt Dynamo
THE HARBORNE SMALL POWER CO.,
38, A.P. Queen’s Road, Aston, Birmingham.

VENTRILOQUISM —Learn this wonderful, laughable avt,
# -Failure impossible with our book of easy

instructions and amusing dialogues. Only 8d., post paid. Thousauds

delighted.—Publishers, 80, Oldchurch Road, Clevedon.

SHORT OR TALL?—-Whmh are you, and which wouid you like

to be? A deficiency in hoight can rapidiy
te made godod by the Girvan Sclentific Treatment. Students report frem 2
to 5 inohes increase.  Successfully practised by busmew men, actors,
soldiers, and all to whom height and appearance count. Send a postcard
for particulars aud our £100 guarantea to ENQUIRY DEPT, AM.P.,
17, STROUD GREEN ROAD, LONDON, K. 4. %

HOME CINEHATOGRAPES.—-B%! Value, Standard Flims, Fuli of
<o,

/

e

Intercst, Send stamps for lists. — Desk E, DEAN CINEMA
94, DRAYTON AVLNUE WEST EALING, LO\DOL\
Ventriloguist’'s

MAGIG TR'GKS; %ﬁgt-;ur;:gg%!s ]2;/15}31%% Imitate Birda.

‘Price6d.each, 4forl/-—T. W.Harrison, 238, Pentonville Rd.,London, N 1.

“ @URLY HAIR!”—'“It's wonderful,” writes E. 10,000 Testimoniala.
Proof sent. “ WAVEIT” OURLS STRATGHTEST HAIR. 1/3, 2/5
(Stamps accepted.}—ROSS (Dept P ), 173, New North Rd., London. N. 1.

PHOTO POSTCARDS or YOURSELF, 1/3 doz. 13 by 10 HN-
TARGEMENTS, 8d. ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. CATALOGUH
AND SAMPLLS FREE, -HACK]"TTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL

Machines, ete. ped en-

F'LMS FOR SALE, cHEAP! velope for Lists, 50 tb.Sampla

Film, 1/3.~TYSON & MARSHALL, 89, Castle Boulevard, NOTTINGHARM.

—Ventrilogulst’s ) i 1
FUN FOR ALL I-Terticantsty, Yolco ‘{m%*;:?;*%.mfﬂ,‘;ﬁ:&é:;

sto. 1/- P.0. (Ventrilogulsm Treatise included).—Ideal Co., Clevedon, Som.

Printed and pubiished every Friday by the Proprietors, The Amalgainated Press,
The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, 1.C.4.

Advertisement offices :
Abroad, 118, per annum; 5s.

6d. f
Zeal&nd, Messrs, (‘zordon

& Gotch, Ltd.;

or six months, Sole ageuts for South Africa: The Central News Agency, Ltd.
and for Oanada, The Imperial Nows

Limited, The Fleetway Houss, Farringdon .Strees, London, E.C. 4.
Subsoription rates: Inland, 13s. per annum; 6s. 6d. for six months.

Sole agents for Australia and New
Co., Ltd. Baturday, awtembex 244u, 1921, DI



