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THE FiRST CHAPTER,
Missing !

« EEN 'Erbert?”
S Jimmy Silver asked that question

as he looked into Mornington’s study
at Rookwood.

Mornington and Brroll were the
on their prep. Brroll w working in T

iet, steady way, Morny with many
rawis. Werk did net seem
of the Fourth,

“'Frhert!” Mornington repeated, looking
up. “No. Hasw’t he come in?”

“IHe seems to have vanished,” said Jimmy
Silver. *He wasn’t in to calling-over, and he
hasn’t shown up since. Mr. Wiggins s
waxing wroth., Somebody says he went out
after lessons.”

“He went out right eneugh,” said Moraing-
ton. “le went down to Coombe for me.
thought he was back long age.”

“Well, he doesn't seem to have come in.
But I’ll tell Mr. Wiggins that he’s gone to
Cosmbe.”

And the captain of the Fourth left Study
No. 4 to carry that information to the master
of the Second Form. e

Mornington did net resume his work.

Erroll looked rather curiously at his chum.

ton was anxious; he could see
1 Morny had never shown much sign of
aflection for Lis cousin Cecil—more familiarly
known in the Lower Bchool as “ ’Erbert.”
But Morny never was a fellow to wear his
heart on his sleeve. He certainly seemed’
concerned now.

Mornington caught bis glance, and coloured
slightly.

““He’s a good kid,”
getically.

t wo

he said, half apolo-
¢ Something may have happened
to him. I can’t understand why he should
stay out till nearly nine. It meaps a
thumpin’ lickin’ for him when he comes in!”
Morny rose from the table. * Get on with
your work. ¢ I'm leavin’ mine for a bit.”

Erroll rose, toe. 2

“ Tl come with you,” he said. *Tve
nearly finished, anyway.”

The two chums left the study:

Nine o’clock was sounding from the tower
in muffled strokes. It was the bed-time for
the Second Form at Rookwood, and the fags
were trooping off to their dormitery under
the charge of a prefect.
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Mornington apnd Erroll looked them over
as they went; but Mornington II. was neb
among them. He had not come in.

Jones minimus and Snooks and Fisher and

the other fags were excitedly - discussing
‘Hrbert's absence as Neville shepherded them
off to & dormitory

¢ Dashed qu said Aornington.

« ‘Brbert wouldn't stay eut after bed-time
unless he’d had an aceident of some sort.”
“ Mornington !
It was Lattrey's volee, and Lattrey, the
cad of the Fourth, came up the stairs.
¢ Well?’” snapped Mornington. -
« Mr. Wiggins wants you In his sbudy!”
¢ All right !’
¢ Your dear

cousin seems te have disap-

peared,” ked Lattrey, his mnarrow,
sharp € s ning Morny's face. * Jolly
gueer that he should stay out

And it seems that it was you sent bim down
to the village.”

& Ves; it's queer.”

“ An accident, perhaps,” said Lattrey.

“ No need to be alarmed yet,” said Errell.

Lattrey laughed.

“Is Mornington alarmed?”
a Sheer.
dent—or vanished inte thin air—it may be
2 very good thing for his affectionate
cousin {”’

Morny's face flushed, and he- made an
angry stride towards Lattrey.

“ What do you mean, you
exclaimed fiercely.

« J mean what I say,” said Lattrey coolly.
“1f your cousin Cecil had never turned up,
you " wouldn’t have lost the Mornington
fortune. If he disappeared again, your
money would come back to you. You sent
him oub of the gates, and he hasn’t
come back. If he doesn’t come back,
Mornington——-"" s

Mornington taised his elenehed hand. His
face was dark with anger. Lattrey backed
away quickly.

“ None of that!” he said, between his
teeth. ““ It may pay yeu hetber not to
quarrel with me, Morny! It omly needs a
few words from me to spoil your little
game 1"’ i =

Morny stared atb him, and then he burst
into a harsh laugh

he asked, wibp

cad?”’ he

“ You silly o0l I”* he exclaimed. * Are you

piete

JIMMY SILVER & CO.
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datty emough to thipk that my eeusim hasg -

been taken away, and that 1've bad a basd

in it? Are you mad?” =
“ Not quite; but I'm certainly dabty

enough to think that,” said Latirey quietly.

¢ In fact, I know it!" =

“ You know it!" ejaculated Mgm%igggu.

“ Yes; and Brroll is a party to it! FHat's
why hizs old cracksman firiend, Ged a0
jim, is hanging about Rookwood!’ said
Lattrey in a low, bitter voice, # I wondered
at first what it meant—now I knowg"

Erroll started violently.

“QOh, he’s mad}!” said Marnington eon-
temptuousty. *‘ But, mad er net, he’s not
going to talk to e like that!”

He advaneed on the e¢ad of the Fourth, his
eyes gleaming

“ Put up your hands, Lattrey, you cad!"
Wiggins wants you, Morny,” said

Erroll.

* He ean wait a bit!” :

Lattrey was baeking away, hig face savage
and bitter But hie bad to put np his hands,
for Mornington was abttacking him hotly.

“ Hallo! - What's the game?” asked Jimmy
Silver, coming along the passage as Lattrey
went to the floor with a crash and a yell
“ More trouble -in the family?”

“ He asked for it!” said Morsington.

Lattrey raised himself on his elbow, and

gave Mornington a deadly leck. He did nob
geb up.
“Morny, you hournd, I'l let all Roeok-

wood know!

“ Let them all kaow, you fool, that you're
a candidate for an asylum!” said Mornington
scornfully. *“ Do you think anybody will
listen to you, umless he's as potty as you
are?”’

“ What the dickens——" began Jimmy
Silver, in amazement. =

“ Lattrey's got am jdea that F've had my .
cousin kidnapped,”’ said Mornington. * What
do you think of that?”’

«Well, of all the bowling idiots—"

¢ That’s what he's geing to tell all Reok-
wood ! grinned Mornington. ¢ He's welcome
to! Are you going to get up, Lattrey? I've
got another for your nose!" .

Lattrey replied only with a glare, and
Mornington, laughing, turned to the stairs.
He tapped at the doer of Mr. Wigeins' study

(Copyright in the United Stuates of Americe.)

=



——In This Week's Issue of Our Grand Companion Paper, the ** Magnet'' ! 3

® minute or two later. He found the master
of the Second looking worried.

* Ah, it is you, Mornington!
Wiggins, “It seems that you
cousin down to the village?”

“ Yes, sir; soon after lessons.:

¢ Where did you send him?"”

¢ To Potter’s, sir, for my new footer.”

¢ Nowhere else?”

* No, sir.”’

It is extraordinary that he should not
have returned,” said Mr. Wiggins. * Do you
know whether it was Mornington II.s inten-
tion to po anywhere else as well?”

“I'm mnot sure, sir. He just went down
to the village to oblige me,’” said the Fourth-
Former. ‘I can't understand why he hasn't
come back.”

“ Very well, Mornington. You may go.”

Morny left the study, and Mr. Wiggins,
with a perplexed countenance, proceeded to
the Head to acquaint him with the matter.
Mornington reioined Erroll and Jimmy Silver
& Co.

“I'm goin’ to look for my cousin,” he
sald. * You're comin’'?”

“ Gates are closed,” said Jimmy Silver.

““ There's the wall; we can get over,’’ said
Mornington. “Let’s try, anyway. It's half
an hour till dorm.”

““ Oh, we’ll come!” said Jimmy Silver.

The juniors agreed on that. They climbed
the school wall, and dropped into the road,
and followed the road towards Coombe.

“ We've got time to get to the village
an' back before we have to turn up in the

sent your

dorm,’”’ said ~Mornington. “ We'll ask
whether he showed up at Potter's. Put
it on!”

And the juniors broke into a run, quickly
covering the distance to the village. The
shops in Coombe were all closed at that
hour, but when they reached Potter's, Morn-
ington rang a loud peal at the bell at the
side door. £

The door was opened by Mr. Potter, the
ontfitter, himself.

““ Good-evenin’, Mr. Potter!"
ington. * Sorry to disturb you

*“ Master Mornington!” exclaimed Mr.
Potter, in surprise.

“Yes. 1 sent my cousin Cecil here for
my new footer this afternoon,” said Morn-
ington. ‘ He hasn’'t come back. Did he
come here?"”

“ Yes, sir. I gave him the football,” said
-the outfitter, * That s a long time ago—
soon after five o s

‘“ An’ he started

‘1 suppose so, id the astonished
outfitber. * He certainly left here with the
footballk=and went down the street towards
the lane.”

¢ Thank you, Mr. Potter!"

The juniors left the shop, and the door
was closed. They stood in the street in a
puzzled group.

‘“ Well, that beats it!” said Raby, ¢ If
he started walking ‘back to Rookwood, why
didn't he get there?”

“ Let’s call at the police-station, and ask
if there's any news of an accident,” said
Erroll quietly.

“ Yes; that's a good idea!”

To the little village police-station they
proceeded accordingly P.-c. Boggs was
there, and from him they learned that, so
far as he knew, there had been no accident
in the neighbourhood of Coombe that day.

There was nothing more to be done in the
village, and they turned their steps in the
direction of Rookwood.

“ We've time to get in if we buck up!”
rernarked Raby. =

“I'm not buekin' up!” said Mornington
coolly. *“The moon’s comin’' up now, and
we can look for 'Erbert along the road.
I'm goin® to, anyway.”

“ We'll chance it!” said Jimmy. e

And, instead of hastening back to the
school, the juniors proceeded slowly along
the road, scapning the fields behind the
hedges, in some vain hope of seeing traces
of the missing fag.

What had happened to him was a com-
plete mystery, but it was evident that some-
thing had happened.

The moon was high now, shining through
the drifting clouds, and they had plenty of
light for the search. ~

But all the way back fo Rookwood there
w2s no trace of the fag.

If any attack had been made upon him
there he might have dropped Morny's foot-
ball, or perhaps his cap, or something else,
and the juniors had hoped to find some
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such clue. But there was nothing to be
found, and they arrived at the gates of the
school disappointed, alarmed, and tired.

‘ May as well ring up Brown,' said Morn-
ington. ¢ It’s nearly ten now, and we've
been missed.”

Mornington clanged the bell,
porter came down to open the gates.
stared at the jumiors through the bars.

‘“ We've been lookin for my cousin,” said
Mornington. “ We haven't found him. Leb
us in, and don't stand starin’ man!’

¢ Certainly, sivr! I shall have to report
this !I’* said Brown.

“ Report, and be dashed!” E

The porter opened the gates, _:md the
juniors tramped in and went into the
School House. Bulkeley of the Sixth met
them as they came in, with a wrathful brow.

‘“ Oh, here you are, you young rasca};sl
Report yourselves to Mr. Bootles at once!

“ Right-ho, Bulkeley!” said Jimmy Silver
“ Anything heard of 'Erbert yet?”

¢ Nothing.” -

‘“ We've been out to look for him, you
know!” said Lovell.

“ Like your cheek! Go in to Mr. Bootles!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. presented themselves
in the Fourth-Form master’s study. Mr.
Bootles picked up his cane.

“You have been out of bounds at bed-
time!” he cxclaimed sternly. : o -

“We went to look for my cousin, sir,” §md
Mornington. “ We were anxious about him.”

“You should not have done so without per-
mission,” said the Form-master. “However,
have you learned anything of him?”

“No, sir. He fetched my footer away from
Potter’s, and started for Rookwood, and
seems to have vanished. We hunted all along
the road, but there wasn’t a sign of him.”

and the
He

“It is extraordinary!” Mr. Bootles laid
down his cane. “You may go to your
dormitory. I excuse you, but do not let this

happen again.”

And the juniors, glad enough to be excused
instead of caned, repaired to the dormitory
of the Classical Fourth.

s

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Lattrey’s Qame!
OOKWOOD School was in a buzz of
excitement the next morning.
’Erbert had not returned, and he
had not been found.

He had disappeared—vanished as com-
pletely as if the earth had opened and
swallowed him up.

That there had been foul play of some kind
was a cerbainty now.

Unless the fag had deliberately run away
from school, there was no other way of ac-
counting for his disappearance.

And it was incredible that he had gone of
his own accord, without a word of explana-
tion. There was no motive.

He was happy at Rookwood; he was not in
trouble of any-kind. He had not taken any
of his belongings with him, not even a coat.

He had simply walked down to Ccombe to
fetch a football from the shop there, and he
had started back to school with the football,
And then he had vanished.

It was the clearest possible case of kid-
napping, and Dr. Chisholm took that view.
There was no other to take. The police had
been communicated with, and a search was
going on over the countryside. That was all
that could be done.

After morning lessons a crowd of Rookwood
fellows left the school to scour the country-
side in the hope of finding some trace of poor
’Erbert. :

Jones minimus, who was looking very
Ingubrious, led out quite an army of the
Second Form to join in the hunt. The
Fistical Four went with a crowd of the
Fourth, Tommy Dodd & Co., of the Modern
side, joining in with great zest.

But they came in tired and dusty for
dinner without having made any discovery.

Lattrey was lounging on the steps when a
crowd of the Fourth came in, fatigued and
disappointed. He eyed them curiously.

“Found anything?” he asked.

“Nothing!” said Jimmy Silver curtly.

“Morny’s been exerting himself, I suppose?”
smiled Lattrey.

“Good old Morny! He must be feelin’ this
deeply.” :

“He is!” said Jimmy Silver sternly. “And
if you dare to hint——”

Jimmy Silver had driven from his own mind
the dark suspicion which had for a moment
found lodging there.

“I'm not hinting anything,” said Lattrey
coolly. “Of course poor old Morny is feelin’
it. I'm simply feeling sympathetic.”

Jimmy Silver gave him a look of contempt
and passed in. i

After dinner Erroll followed Lattrey to his
study, whither Lattrey had retired to moke
a cigarette—one of his delightful customs.
He was smiling in his feline way through
the haze of smoke when Erroll knocked at
the door and went in.

Erroll closed the door behind him, and faced
Lattrey, who did not move.

“I want a few words with you, Lattrey,”
he said quietly.

“Go ahead!”

“You spoke to Morny yesterday hinting
that he had something to do with his cousin’s
disappearance?”

“1 talked a bit too freely,” said Lattrey,
with a smile. “I never intended to shout if
out. If Morny had not been so handy with
his fists 4

“You haven't said so since?’” said Erroll.

“I never meant to. It was Morny repeated
what I said to Jimmy Silver. That was his
way of brazening it out, I suppose—a bad
move, in my opinion,” said Lattrey calmly
“No need for anybody to know a word about
it excepting ourselves.”

“QOurselves!” said Erroll, with a stare.

“Exactly—us three!”

“What on earth do you mean?”

“I fancy you know well enough what 1
mean,” sneered Lattrey. “At present only
Morny and you and I know the facts.”

“Do you mean to say you believe what you
accused Mornington of, then?”

“0Of course!”

“And if what you’ve just said means any-
thing, it means that you think I am a party
to it!” said Erroll, in angry amazement.

“Quite so!” .

“Are you mad, Lattrey?” exclaimed Erroll,
really doubting for a moment whether the
blackguard of the' Fourth was quite in his
senses.

Lattrey smiled, and blew out a whiff of
smoke.

“You really think that ’Erbert has been
kidnapped through Mornington, and that I
was a party to the scheme?”’ asked Erroll.

“I don’t think it—I know it.” .

Erroll looked at him blankly. The cad of
the Tourth spoke with an air of absolute cer-
tainty. It was elear that there was no doubt
in Lattrey’s mind, at least.

“I think you are out of your senses,
Lattrey,” said Erroll, at last. “I warn you
not to repeat a statement like that in public,
You will be called to account for it.”

“I'm not afraid of being called to account!”
grinned Lattrey. “But I don’t intend to
make it public. That isn’t my game.”

“Your game?”

“Yes. I've got an axe to grind as well as
you.”

Erroll was silent for some moments. The
cad of the Fourth wateched his perplexed face
with a mocking smile

Evidently Lattrey believed that Erroll was
playing a part in affecting ignorance, theugh
why that conviction should have heen rooted
in his mind was a mystery to Kit Erroll,

“Anything else to say?” yawned Lattrey.

“Yes,” said Erroll quietly, “I won’t dis:
cuss your- silly suspicions, Lattrey But
yesterday, when you accused Mornington,
you mentioned Gentleman Jim.”

“Quite so.”

“You said he was hanging about Rook-
woced.

“Well?”

“That’s what I've got to speak to you
about,” said Erroll. “I don’t know how you
know anything about the man. He was a
scoundrel, and he wronged me; he stole me
from my father in my childhood, and tried
to make a thief of me. He never succeeded,
but that was his intention. I knew some
time ago that he had escaped from prison,
and I had reason to believe that he had
gone to America.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I will tell you this much,” said Erroll
steadily. “I had a telephone-call last week
from that man, and he told me he was off
to America. I believed him.”

“Good!” smiled Lattrey.

“Now you say he is hanging about Rook-
wood. If he deceived me, if he really is in
this neighbourhood, I shall denounce him to
the police if I find him.”

£ Hayha l?

“You don’t believe that?”

Trr Porurar.—No. 144.

A SPLENDID TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.

By FRANK RICHARDS.



4

“Did you expect me to believe it?” smiled
Lattrey.

“1 suppose an habitual liar believes very
littie!” said Erroll scornfully. *You can be-
lieve or not, as you choose. But if Gentleman
Jim is really in his district he must have
telephoned to me to deceive me, so as to put
me off my guard. It would be like one of his
tricks, though I never suspected it till now.
Now that I think of it, it seems quite likely
enough. I want to know, Lattrey, what you
know about this man? If you know anything
of him, it is your duty to inferm the police.”

“Pile it on!” said Lattrey.

“What do you mean?”

“T’Il tell you what I mean,” said Lattrey
deliberately. *“You can spin a yarn of being
a noble youth who resisted evil if you like,
but my belief is that when you belonged to
Gentleman Jim’s' gang you were exactly like
the rest. I believe that vou and Gentleman
Jim were birds of a feather; in fact, I know
you were. You may or may not be the son of
Captain Erroll, but at least you were hand-in-
glove with that cracksman, and you are
hand-in-glove with him still.”

Hrroll’s face was white.

“You dare to say s0?” he muttered thickly.

“You know it is the truth,” said Lattrey
ealmly. “When I found that Gentleman jim
was hanging about here I knew it must be
with your coliusion. I wondered what he
wanted hiere. Another attempt to rob the
school was what I suspected. Buf as soon
as ’Erbert disappeared I knew what the real
game was.

“ Mornington wants his fortune back, and
you're lelping him, and you called in your
old cracksman pal to work the oracle. That’s
the game. ’Erbert’s vanished, and he won’t
turn up again. He’s gone for good. Sooner
or later Morny steps into his shoes—into his
cld place again. Then he makes it worth
your while to have hclped him, and worth
Gentleman' Jim’s while.  And "—Lattrey
spoke with bitter emphasis—“he’s also going
to make it worth my while to hold my
tongue, though he hasu’t calculated on that.”

irrall listened withont - interruption.

That the cad of the Fourth believed every
word he uttered was only too clear. Upon
his belief was based his own rascally plan ef
sharing in the plunder.

For the missing fag’s fate he cared nothing.

He was willing to stand by and see the sup-
posed plot come to success, then to step in
and claim a heavy share of the profit as the
price of his silence.

Erroll was about to speak, when the door
was thrown open, and Mernington lobked in.

Morny’s face was blazing with excitement.

“Erroll, you . here? I've been hunting
for you. Come, quick!”

Without a word or a look to Lattrey,
Mornington grasped his ¢hum by the arm,
aund fairty dragged him frem the study.

Lattrey grinned, and lighted another cigar-
ette. Matters were going very well with
the cad of the Fourth from his own peculiar
peint of view.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
. The Temptation!
ORNINGTON had gone out into the
quadrangle by himself after dinner,
while Kit Erroll went to Lattrey's
3 study. The dandy of the Fourth
was in a gloomy and dispirited mood.
The disappearance of his cousin welghed
upon his mind. 2
It had hardly occurred to him before to
reflect whether he cared for little ‘Erbert
or not. He had had s kindly regard for him
when he had rescued him from want and
brought him to Reokwaod.
He had heen amused, and a little touched,
Ey the fag’s loyal and unsbaken devotion to
him.

_ For a short time, when 'Erbert, all un-
willingly, had supplanted him as head of the
Morningtons, he had hated .the fag, but
that bitterness hiad soon passed.

Now, when ’Erbert was gone, it was horne
in upon Morny’s mind that he did care for
his young cousin. Blood was thicker than
water.

Now he knew that not all the wealth of

_ Mornington could compensate him if mis-
mortune had fallen upon the waif of Rook-
wood.

Mornington was thinking of this with a
moody brow under the beeches, when he
saw the new porter come up to him, touch-
ing his hat.
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‘Excuse me, sir!” said John Brown, in his
suave tones.

“What is it?” asked Mornington irritably.

“A letter for you, sir.”

“Qh, thanks!”

Mornington took the letter
superseription on the envelope

“How did this come?” he asked, in sur-
prise.

“A gentleman handed it me, sir, at the
gate,” said John Brown. “He said it was for
Master Mornington of the Fourth Form.
That’s you, sir. He said there was no
answer, sir.”

“Very well, Brown.”

The porter retfired, his eyes lingering for
a moment upon the Fourth-Former, with a
peculiar expression that Morny did not
notice.

Somewhat puzzled, Mornington slit the
letter, and opened it. He wendered if it
was a communication from his old sporting
acquaintances at the Bird-in-Hand, whom he
had not seen for a long time now.

But as his eyes fell apon the missive he
started, an expression of blank amazement
coming cver his face.

For the letter, in an unknown hand, ran:

There was no

*“Master Mornington,—Your cousin is in
safe hands. It depends on you whether he
returns to the school.

“The beggar whom you befriended robbed
you of a  fortune. That iortune is yours
again if you choose to say the word.

“Say the word, and Cecil Mornington
vanishes for ever. He will not be hurt.
He will be well taken care of, and better
off than he was when you picked him up
starving on the road. -

“You will be called upon to pay hand-
comely for his keep. You understand? He
will not suffer. You will be rich again.

“A FRIEND IN NEED.”

Mornington stared blaunkly at the letter.

For a minute or twq it seemed to him that
he was dreaming.

He had wondered whether 'Erbert had dis-
appeared of his own accord, because it
seemed impossible: to find a motive for a
kidnapping. 5

Here was the motive.

'Erbert had been removed from his path,
and the villain who had kidnapped bim
evidently supposed that he was base enough
to connive in the crime for the sake of the
fortune that was at stake. z

The hot blood surged into Mornington’s
face, and his hand clenched convulsively on
the letter, erumpling it in his fingers.

Who was it that held this opinion of him,

_then?

But that mood passed.

A strange, almost terrible, expressien came
over the schoolbhoy’s face. He thrust the
letter into his pocket, and gave a hurried look
reund—a look that was almost furtive.

He had net done this. He had had ne
hand in it. But it was done, and if he
chose he could reap the profit.

It meant so much to him. Wealth had
been his as of natural right. He was born
to grace a high position, and what was
wealth to poor little ’Erbert? He wouid
never have found his fortune if Mornington
had not rescued him from beggary and rags
in the first place.

Was it so terrible, after all, that 'Erbert
should go back to a lot more happy than
had7been his. when Mornington first found
him

Mornington drew a deep, sobbing breath.
He pressed his hand to his burning forehead.
He felt giddy. What was he thinking of?
‘Was he capable of this, as once, he felt, with
a shudder, he had been capable?

‘Whe was it, then, who knew bim so well?

“Good heavens!” muttered Mornington.
“Good heavens!”

The darl temptatien was struggling in his
wayward breast. The loyal, patient face of
the little fag came before his mind, and he
shivered. Was he capable of this?

“Kit!” he called out, forgetting that his
chum was not near him. “Kit!”

Instinctively he turned to his comrade at
that moment; but Erroll was not there. He
made a stride towards the School House, and
stopped.

Then, thrusting the maddening temptation
behind him, as it were, he dashed towards
the house. He caught Jimmy Silver by the
arm in the doorway.

“Where’'s Kit?” Have you seen Erroil?”

“I think I saw him go into Lattrey's
study,” said Jimmy, with an amazed glance

A GRAND SYCRY OF THE. ROOKWO0OD
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at  Mornington’s ' face, which was almost

ghastly * What’s happened? What—"
He broke off in utter astenishment as
Mornington ran past him up the stairs.

THE FCURTH CHAPTER.
Lattrey Speaks!
66 OME! Come, guick!”
C Mornington to drag him from the
study. Morny’s wild excitement
alarmed him.

“Come with me!” : ; '

Mornington dragged him into his own
study. The perspiration was thick on the
had never seen him labouring under such
deep emotion.

“In Heaven’s name, Morny, what has hap-

“You've got to save me!” said Mornington.
“You've got to watch me, and see that
I—I—" He panted. “Oh, by gad, you’ve
it yet!”

“Morny, what—"

“You've never quite known the fellow you
“By gad, I've never quite known myself till
now! This very minute, old chap, I’ve been
as near dipping into crime as a fellew often

Erroll, in astonishment, allowed
“What is it, Morny?”
brow of the dandy of the Fourth. Kit Errell
pened?” exclaimed Erroll.
got to see me through, Erroll, or I may do
chummed with, Erroll,” said Mornington.
gets without going over the edge! He knows

me well! Whoever he is, he knows me!” He
laughed bitterly. “Yes, he knows me, better
than you do!” ¢

“Who does? Morny, what are you driving
at, in Heaven’s name?” exclaimed ZErroll,
aghast. : :

“He stepped into my shoes,” said
Mornington. “Why shouldn’t 1 step into his?
Onty a word needed—only a werd! As I
stand here, Erroll, I beliexe that but for you
1 should have spoken the word! Read that;
you'll understand.”

He flung the letter onm the table.

Kit Erroll picked it up and read. His face
grew blacker as he read.

“Oh, the scoundrel!” he said, between his
teeth. “He dares to think that yowd join
in the scheme for kidnapping your cousin!”

Mornington laughed harshly.

“He knows me,” he said. “It was hard to
give it all up, Erroll. I haven’t whined over
it, but T've felt it—deep! Oh, he knows me!
Erroll, I'll tell you something. When I first
knew it, that *Erbert was my lost cousin, and
heir to the fortune I believed mine, 11—
His .voice sank: “I went to Jeoey. Hook,
Erroll—you know that raseal—apd—and
asked him——" = -

“What did you ask him, Morny?” said
Errell quietly.

“I was out of my senses, I think,” said’
Mornington, in a whisper. “I—I asked him
to—to see that 'Erbert left Rookwood, and—
and did not return. I was mad at the time,
Erroll. Whoever has written this letter to
me knows that. He’s some man who knows
Hook, and has got it from him. And—aind
when I read this letter, Erroll, it came over
me—all I'd lost, and only a word needed to
make it all mine again, and—and——"

His voice died huskily.

“You couldn’t have done it, Morny.*

“I was near it,” muttered Mornington.
“But for you, Erroll. I—I came to you to
save me from it!”

“Morny,” said Erroll softly, “old chap, 1
know you better than you know yourself. -
You couldn’t have done it. But this villain,
whoever he is, thinks you ecould. ©Oh, the
scoundrel !”

“Yes, he’s a scoundrel, and no mistake!”
said Mornington mere calmly. “He knows
the whole story, you can see, and he counts
upon my being like what I was when I went
to Joey Hook.” I-—I wasn’t myself then, but
a scoundrel like this man wouldn’ under-
stand that. He thinks I meant it—that I'd
be glad of the chance. Some of the fellows
have been wondering whether ‘Erbert was
kidnapped for a ransom—to keep him away
from Rookwood!”

Erroll compressed bis lips.

“He shall suffer for it!” he said.

“But whe's the man, Kit? This letter
ought to help us to find him, and find peor
old 'Erbert, since I’m not acceptin’ his offer,”
added Mornington, with a sardonic laugh.

“I think I know who the man is, Morny.”

“You know?” :

“Yes.  Gentleman Jim.”

“By gad! That rascal!
America,” said Mornington.
s0 yourself.”

“He told me that on the telephone to

CHUMS.

Bubt he’s in
“You told me

is
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deceive me,” said Erroll, with a darkening
brow, “It put me offt my guard. After that
I never thought of looking for him near
Rookwood. That was his game, of course.”
“But how do you know?”
“Lattrey has seen him.”

“By gad! Near Rookwood?”

“Yes.” Erroll set his lips. “Listen to me,
Morny. T've got something to tell you of
Lattrey.” ;

Erroll proceeded to explain, in quiet tones,
what had passed in Lattrey’s study.

Mornington clenched his hands till the nails
dug into his palms.

“The rascal!” he muttered.
think——”

“He has seen Gentleman Jim,” said Erroll.
“He believes every word he said to me. He
believes that Gentleman Jim is here with my
connivance, and that you and I and that
scoundrel are in the plot together. Where
did you get this letter, Morny—by post?”

“No. Brown brought it to me.”

“The porter!” exclaimed Erroil.

“Yes. Someone gave it to him at the
gate for me.” .

“The new porter!” said Erroll, a strange
look upon his face. “It came through him.
Morny, there has been talk among the fellows
about Brown. Tubby Muffln claims to have
seen him at the Bird-in-Hand—I've heard
Higgs say the same_—and that he was talking
with Joey Hook. The man who wrote this
letter seems to have had information from
Joey Hook.” ;

“He dares to

“By gad! You don’t mean—"
“Come with me to see Lattrey,” said Erroll
abruptly. “ Lattrey’s got to' tell what he

knows. TI'll call Jimmy Silver, too.”

The chums left the study, and Erroll called
over the banisters to Jimmy Silver, who-was
chatting with his chums in the hall below.

“Hallo! Anything on?” asked Lovell,
looking up.

“Yes; you're wanted.”

“Oh, all right!”

The Fistical Four, somewhat puzzled, came
up the stairs. To their surprise, Erroll led
them to Lattrey's study.

“What's the game®” demanded Raby.
“We don't want to see Lattrey. We're not
looking for an after-dinner smoke.”

“Come in with me,” said Erroll.

Ile threw open the door.

Lattrey rose to his feet as they came in.
There was a cigarette between his thin lips,

and he kept it there.
He regarded the juniors with a cool sneer.

“Haven't you come to the wrong study?*
he inquired.” “I don't remember askin’ you
in here.”

“Conte in, you fellows!”

Jimmy Silver & Co., greatly wondering,
went in;” with Erroll and Mornington, and
Erroll closed the door,

“Would you mind telling us what all this
means, somebody?” inquired Jimmy Silver
pelitely. .

“T'll tell you,” said Erroll quietly. “Show
them that letter, Morny.”

“dreat pip!” ejaculated Jinfmy Silver, as
be read the letter. “Is this a joke?”

“It is not a joke! That letter, I firmly
believe, was written by Gentleman Jim, the
cracksman, and Gentleman Jim is near Rook-
wood. Tattrey can tell us where he is. He
knows.”

“Lattrey does?” yelled Lovell.

*“He said so.”

““Are you mad?” muttered Lattrey hoarsely.
#¥You fool! What's your game?”

“Our game,” said Erroll contemptuously,
¥is to find 'Erbert, and bring him back to
Rookwood.”

“ What?”

¢ Listen, you fellows,” said Erroll, in deep,
steady tones. “Lattrey has found that
Gentleman Jim is hanging about Rookwood
School.- He believes that I was a party to
his being here. That Morny and I and the
cracksman were all together in a plot to
kidnap ’Erbert. Lattrey is willing to keep
silence, and let it so on, if we allow him
1o share the plunder.” £

“My hat!”

Lattrey was white to the lips now.

“As it happens,” went on Erroll icily, “he/
was misbaken. Through judging others by his
own standard, I suppose. I believed that
Gentleman Jim was in America. Neither
Morny nor I, of course, knew anything of
’Erbert’s disappearance. Lattrey’s evil mind
hatched the whole plot. But from what he
said, and from this letter, it is pretty elear
to me that Gentleman Jim is the kidnapper—

and when we find him, we find ’Erbert.

Lattrey is going to tell us where to find him.”
NEXT
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There was a grim gilence in the study till
Lovell spoke:

“Take him to the Head!”

“Let him tell us where to find Gentleman
Jim,” said Erroll quietly. “That's all we
need to know. I have a suspicion already.
Lattrey has got to confirm it. You under-
stand that you've got to speak, Lattrey.”

“I—I—I'm willing to tell you,” muttered
Lattrey. “I—I thought—"

“Neyver mind what you thought,” said
Erroll contemptuously. *Tell us where that
scoundrel is—at once.” -

“The new porter,” muttered Lattrey. “ John
Brown is Gentleman Jim. I—I believed that
you knew.”

Your Copy at Once! 5

“Excuse me, I do not quite understand,
Master Erroll,” he murmured. “You called
me——"

“I called you Gentleman Jim!”

“Is this a joke, sir?” asked the porter, with
an expression of wonder.

“You will not find it one,” said Erroll
grimly. “You are Gentleman Jim the
cracksman who stole me when I was a child
and almost broke my father’s heart. You

are the man who tried to train me,to be a
thief, and used me cruelly when you failed.
You are the liar who pretended to be going
to America, in order that you might play
this game under my nose without being sus-
pected. You are the kidnapper who seized

He did not get up. “Morny,
know that you have had

Lattrey raised himseli on his elbow and gave Mornington a deadly look.
you hound,” he said, ‘‘I’ll let all Rookwood
your cousin kidnapped ! **

(See chapter 1.)

“The porter!” Silver.
“Impossible!”

“It’'s true,” muttered Lattrey. “I—I've
searched his lodge—one night when he was
at the Bird-in-Hand. He came back and
caught me. He had a revolver. I—I spoofed
him into believing that I didn’t know—"

“And why haven’t you densunced him?”
demanded Jimmy Silver sternly.

“I—I thought—" Lattrey’s voice failed
him. He dared not tell Jimmy Silver what
his base scheme had been,

“That’s enough,” said Erroll. “I suspected
it, though till to-day I did not know” Ie
turned to the door. “We've done with Lat-
trey. Let us go to the lodge. We've got to

see Gentleman Jim.”
J six juniors standing outside. He was
still more surprised when they marched
into the lodge without waiting for per-
mission. :
His eyes gleamed for a moment at Kit
Erroll.
“ Really,
mured.
“The game’s up,
Erroll coolly
For a moment the man blenched; but in
a second he was himself again, and he looked
at the junior with an expression of surprise.

exclaimed Jimmy

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Gentleman Jim’s Last Card !
OHN BROWN looked surprised when he
opened his door at a knock, and found

young gentlemen——" he mur-

Gentleman Jim!” said

e

A SPLENDID TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF

Mornington’s cousin, and you wrote the note
you handed Mornington this afternoon. You
are Gentleman Jim—and the game i3 up.”

“I am quite bewildered, sir,” said John
Brown simply. “I think you must be a little
wrong in the head, sir, if you don’t mind my
saying so. If this is a Joke of you young
gentlemen, I don’t mind—-_"

“You deny that you are Gentleman Jim, the
eracksman?”

“Oh, certainly, sir!”

If John Brown was the cracksman, he was
playing his part well and with an iron nerve.

But Erroll did not falter, He knew Gentle.
man Jim’s nerve of old.

“Morny,” he said quietly, “go to Mr.
Bootles’ study, and ask him to ring up the
police-station, and tell them that Gentleman
Jim is here.”

“Kit!” muttered Mornington

“Do as I ask you, Morny.”

“I'll chance it, if you say so.”

Mornington turned to the door.

It was then that the cracksman dropped
the mask. =
“You need not trouble to go!” he said.
“1 warn vou, Kit, that if I am arrested
here, Cecil Mornington will die of hunger in
the old quarry: where I have hidden him.
You had better make terms, if you care for

his life.”

“My hat!” gasped Jimmy Silver.

Mornington swung back from the door.

(Continued on page 18.)
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with the Early Adventures of
HARRY WHARTON & CO. at Greyfriars.

By ERANFE RICE.AIIRRIDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Meeting the Head’s Guest!

66 HECPHILUS TFLIPPS! My
hat! What a name !”
And Bob Cherry, of the

Remove Form at Greyfriars,
chuckled. With him were four juniors,
also of the Remove. One of them was
iTarry Wharton, and the others were
Frank Nugent and Jehnny Bull.

“Representative of the ‘Young
Health-Seeker ’ !’  chuckled  Nugent.
“And coming to Greyfriars to study
liygienic conditions! Phew! Fancy a
fellow studying stuff like that !”

“Bit off his dot, I expect!”
Johnny Bull gruffly. “ Anyhow, since
the Head asked us to meet him, we've
got the afternoon off. Personally, I'm
quite anxious to meet Theophilus Flipps.
The name seems to portend some fun.”

They chuckled again as they walked
along the lane towards the village.

They reached Courtfield in good time,
and paused at a shop for refreshment in
the shape of ginger-beer, and then
strolled round to the railway-station.

“Tots of time,” said Bob Cherry.
“The train’s not in yet.”

They went on the platform to wait for
the train. People going to Friardale had
to change at Courtfield, Friardale, the
station for Greyfriars, being on a branch
line.

The four chums posted themselves
along the platform to keep an eye open
for Theophilus Flipps, the youthful re-
presentative of the *‘Young Health-
Seeker.” The train eame rolling in at
last, and 1t stopped in the station.

Almost the first passenger to step out
was a lad of about their own age, and at
the first sight of him the Famous Four
felt certain that he was the youth they
had come to meet. And with one accord
they exclaimed :

“Great Scott!”

*“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry

“Oh, Theophilus !”” murmured Nugent.

My only grandmother {” said Johnny
Bull faintly

The Greyiriars juniors looked at the
stranger-

He was a youth of spare form, clad in
Etons, but wearing a cap instead of a
topper. The cap had large flaps which
came down over his ears, and round his
neck he wore a huge muffler, doubled
and knotted.

It was a sunny autumn day, and the
weather certainly did not seem to require
those precautions. The muffled youth
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blinked round the station through a pair
of large glasses,

“Is it he ?”’ murmured Bob Cherry.

“'Tis he!” said Nugent dramatically.

“Well, we’d better capture him before
the wind blows him away,” said Harry
Wharton.

And the Famous Four marched up to
the stranger.

He blinked at them. :

“Good-afternoon !’ said Wharton; tak-
ing off his hat: ,

“ Good-afternoon !” said the other
three, taking off their hats in imitation
of their lem?er; and Bob Cherry waved
his round his head before he replaced it,
in order to show his euthusiasm in greet-
ing the representative of the “Young
Health-Seeker.”

The stranger blinked at them again.

“Good-afternoon I’ he said.

“We are from Greyfriars,” Wharton
explained. =

“And you're
asked Nugent.

The stranger nodded,

“That is my name,” he said. :

“Oh, good! Happy to meet you.
Theophilus

And the four juniors took their hats
off again, and bowed down almost to the
platform.

“Dear me!” said Theophilus. “You
are exceedingly polite. Pray excuse me
if I do not also salute you, as I am afraid
of uncovering my head. T have a slight
tendency to celd.”

“Sorry !” murmured Wharton.

“Not at all. I keep it in check by

Theophilus Flipps?”

taking every precaution against catching'

a chill, and by taking regular doses of
the Marvellous Mixture for the Weak
and Weary,” said the stranger. ‘I carry
a bottle about with me wherever I go,
as it is necessary to take it every two
hours without fail.”

Q) 1

“Porter!
hox,

‘“Yessir.” : -

““You have come to meet me?”’ asked

ipps.

“Yes,” said the juniors.

“You are really very kind. Perhaps
you are aware that I represent the
‘ Young Health-Seeker * 72

“Yes”

“Very good. I have made a study of
hygiene, and, young as I am, I think I
may say I have mastered the subject. I
shall be able to give you many valuable
tips, Perhaps you will tell me where I
get the local train.”

“That’s what we’re here for,” said

Pray be careful with that
There is glass inside.”

A GRAND STORY OF THE ROOKWOOD

Harry Wharton cheerfully.  “Does this
hatbox belong to you?? <

‘“Yes, please.”

“ And this Indian club?” .

“Yes; I had taken that out of my .
bag in order to do some exercises en
route, as the carriage was empty. It is
necessary to keep up one’s exercises at
regular intervals, as perhaps you ore :
aware.”

Ik Oh !7’ b

“Porter, be careful with that box,”
squeaked Flipps. ‘“Put it in the train
for Friardale.”

“Yessir.” |

“This way!”
picking up the Indian club.
the hatbox, Bob.”

- “Right-ho I : :
- And" the four juniors escorted Theo- .
philus Flipps to the platform for Friar-
dale, while the Courtfield porter
trundled the box away uponi a trelley.

The loeal train was in, and the juniors
led Theophilus into it. Flipps took a
corner seat, aund Harry Wharton sat -
beside him, and Nugent and Johnny Bull
and Bob Cherry opposite.

They were all smiling.

They. could not help it. Dr. Locke’s
nstructions, and the fact that he relied
upon them, prevented them from japing
the innocent stranger. >

But they had never felt more inclined -
to jape anybody in their lives. :

Theophilus seemed to them to be born
for the especial purpose of being japed.

“Dear me!” said Flipps. “Would
you mind closing the. window, my
friends?”

“Certainly 1

“ And the other window.”

“It’s a warm afternoon,” hinted Bob
Cherry. : ; q
“But there is a draught in a moving:

train.”

Bob clesed the windew.

*That is better,” said Flipps. * Dear
me, how saddenly the train started!”

The juniors exchanged glances.

The train glided out of Courtfield
Station, and ran through the green
countryside towards Friardale.

Flipps rose to his fect, after glancing
at his watch. *

“Pray hand me the club!” he said.

“The—the e¢lub?”

Flipps nodded.

“Yes; it is time for me to do my
breathing exercise.” ¢
“My hat!” -

Wharton handed Flipps~ the club.
Flipps stood up and waved it gently
CHUMS.
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over his head. The juniors had imagined
that Indian club exercise would be likely
to damage the railway-carriage. But the
way Theophilus did it, it was not likely
to damage a fly if it had smitten one.
Evidently the young health-seeker did
not mean to run the risks of over-exer-
tion.

He handed the club back to Wharton
after making half a dozen passes with it.
Then he sat down, breathing hard.

The juniors regarded him dumbly.
They had seen all kinds of fellows 1n
their time. Fellows had come to Grey-
friars from all parts of the home country
and the over-seas Dominions, and there
were fellows from India and China. PBut
of all the queer fish that had ever come
to Greyfriars this was the queerest.
They had never seen anything quite like
Theophilus before—in fact, they had
never seen anything in the least re-
sembling him. .

Theophilus did not seem to realise that
there was anything out of the commou
about him. He smiled a beaming smile
at the chums of the Greyfriars Remove.
. ““Plenty of exercise; that is the secret
of health,” he said.

““Oh,” said Bob Cherry, “that’s the
secret, is it?”

*“Yes, indeed.”

“Do you always exert yourself like
that?” asked Johnny Bull.

Yo

“Don’t you find it a frightful strain
on the muscles?”

“My muscles are hardemed by that
excrcise,” said Ilipps, in explanation.
“Also, I keep myself fit by taking regu-
lar doses of the Mixture for the Wemk
and Weary.”

ORI

Tlipps looked at his watch again.

¢ Another five minutes,” he murmured.

“ Another ten minutes to Friardale, if
that’s what you mean,” said Bob Cherry.

Hlipps shook his head, with a smile.

*Then I shall have to take it in the
train,” he said. : ;
_Take what?”

““The mixture.”
“The — the mixture!” stammered
Harry Wharton & Co. all together.

Theophilus nodded.

“Yes. In taking the mixture—or,
indeed, any medicine, it is strictly neces-
sary to cbserve the most exact punctu-
ality,” he said. “I have to take six
diops every two hours, and in five
minutes more it will be time.”

% And you’re going to take it herc?”
£ Ves,”

~ “My hat!”

. “1 have sometimes taken it in railway

trains before, and even on an omuibus,”

said Flipps. ‘““It is most important not

to be a moment later—or earlier, for that

matter.”

“Great Scott !”

1 shall prepare to dose now.”

“Go 1t!” said Bob Cherry. “This is
interesting.”

Theophilus beamed.

“I am sure you find it so,” he said.
“You see, every lad should take a deep
interest in questions of health. It is a
most important subject.”

“Is it healthy to keep wrapped up like
that?’ asked Johnny Bull.

“Oh, certainly !”

*You’ve got a weak throat?”

. “0h, no!”

“Then what do you muffle it up for?”

“To prevent it from becoming weal.”

4 Oh !)1

Theophilus took a bottle out of his
bag, and a little drinking-vessel. = The
Greyfriars juniors watched him with
great interest.

“Pray tell me when it is exactly four!”

NEXT
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said Theophilus, who had both his hands
occupied now.

*’Nother minute,” said Nugent.

“Very good !”

Flipps poured out his dose carefully.
The juniors watched him spellbound,
They wondered what the Remove would

have said if they could have seen
Theophilus,
“Four!” saild Nugent, putting bis

watch back into his pocket.

“Thank you !”

Theophilus took off the medicine at a
draught.

“May I offer you fellows a drink?” he
asked, as he bent over his bag.

“Got ginger-beer there?” asked Bob
Cherry.

Theophilus made a gesture of horror.

“Ginger-beer! That is dreadfully un-
healthy !I” he exclaimed.

“Lemonade, then?”

“That is as bad!”

“You don't mean to say that you carry
beer about with you, or spirits?”

“Good gracious, no! Alcohol is
another name for suicide ”

“Then what have you got to drink?”

“I was referring to my medicine.”

“Ow!”

“One dose will make a new man of
you.”

“ More likely to make an old man of
me—old before my time,” grinned Bob
Cherry. “Thanks, I'm not thirsty—not
that kind of thirsty !”

“Let me urge you

“You can urge me if you like, but you
won’t get me swallowing any of your
marvellous muck !” said Bob.

“Marvellous  mixture,”

Theophilus. -

“Same thing !”

“Not at all.  Allow me to explain—-"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! We're getting
into Friardale.”

“The marvellous mixture js——’

“We stop in a minute.”

“It is a—"

“Here we are!”

The train clattered into the- station.
The Famous Four alighted with Theo-
philus Flipps.” and gathered up his be-
longings for him. Theophilus blinked
round the station thiough his big
glasses.

“I trust there is a vehicle to meet
me,” he said.

“Ahem ! The Head never thought of
sending his motor-car,” murmured Bob
Cherry, “and I've left my own Daimler
at home on the piano.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It’s a lovely afternocon for walking,”
said Harry Wharton, “and your trunk
can be sent on by the porter if you want
it at Greyfriars.” =

“My dear fellow, I am going to stay
some days, so of course I shall want it.
What shall T do otherwise for changes of
underclothing 2’ -

“My hat! How often will
to change in a few days?”

“It is according to the temperature,”
explained Theophilus. “I may need to
change five or six times in. one day, ac-
cording to the degrees of heat and cold.
I carry a small thermometer for the pur-
pose.”’

“Oh,” gasped Bob Cherry, “I wish
you were coming to Greyfiiars for good,

corrected
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you want

kid! We should like you 1in:the Re-
move ! Oh, rather!”
“Shall we walk?”

“It’s not very far ” G h@'fon,

“THE LAST STRAW!”
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Theophilus shook his head.

“Impossible I”” he said.

“ Why ?”

¢ Walking induces heat in the system,
and heat induced in the system by exer-
cise is liable to neutralise the revivifying
effects of the Marvellous Mixture,” ex-
plained Flipps. “I take the exercise
first, and then the mixture. I ecannot
walk now.”. :

“We could carry you ” suggested Bob
Cherry solemnly. 2 :

“Good!” said Johnny Bull. “We
could take a leg and an ear each, and
there you are.” :

Theophilus shook his head gravely.
Among his other gifts he had a wonder-
tul impenetrability where a joke was con-
cerned, and was evidently wholly lost to
anything like a sense of humour.

“I should not like to give you the
trouble,” he said. “And, besides, I
hardly think you could carry me with any
comfort to myself. The strain upon my
ears would be painful. Is there no
vehicle to be hired in the village ?”

“There's the station cab.”

“Then pray let us take that.”

And they topk it. -

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Not Tactful!
¢ LIPPS, sir!”

F Harry Wharton announced

Theophilus.

Dr. Locke looked up, and
then rose to his feet, and came a couple
of steps to meet Theophilus Flipps. He
extended his hand, which Theophilus
took 1n a very bony paw. The treatment
Theophilus was undergoing did not seem,
at all events, to make him plump.
was very sparely covered with flesh.

“T am glad to see you, Master Blipps,”’
said the Head, with a smile of welcome.

“Thank you, sir,” said Flipps. “It is
a pleasure to me to make your acquaint
ance !”

The doctor coughed.

“Pray sit down,” he said

“Thank you, I will avail myself of
that offer, as I have no objection,
founded upon hygiénic considerations, to
remaining in a perpendicular position.”

“Oh!” murmured the Head.

Theophilus sat down. He blinked
round the study through his large spec-
tacles, apparently taking in all the de:
tails of the place.

Harry Wharton retired from the study,
and concealed his smiles in the passage.
Dr.-Locke looked at Flipps Now that
hig visitor had arrived, he hardly seemed
to know what to do with him.

“I understand that you will—er—stay
a few days, Flipps?” said the Head.

* Yes, sir.?
- “T trust you

will enjoy your stay

among my boys.”
. “I trust so sir. I shall do my best,
sir, to improve their outlook upon

matters of hygiene. You may, or may
not, be aware that I contribute eight
columns weekly to the pages of the
‘ Young - Health-Seeker,” 7 said Theo-
philus: proudly.

“Indeed !” said the Head.

“Yes, indeed, sir. I do not say that
these eight columns are the best stuff in
the paper, but others have said so. While
I am here, sir, I shall be glad to place my
knowledge and experience at the service
of yourself and the school.”

“Thank you !” gasped the Head.

- “Not at all, sir. It will be a pleasure
to me,” said Flipps. ‘“In the first place,
sir, may I make a rema k?”

¢ Certainly.”

“I observe that you have the top of
your window open ?”

“Yes,” said the Head..
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¢ Phat is liable to admit a draught,”

41 do not notice jt.” 5

Theophilus shook his head wisely.

“You 'do” not notice it, sir, but it is
there all the same. I should recommend
having the window tightly closed, or else
wearing a muffer.”

“ Wearing a muffler {”°

“ Certainly, sir, round your neck,”

%QOh!” said the Head. 5 -

#But, better than that, hayve the win-
dow closed, sir,”’ said Theophilus. “ Also
have the keyhole stopped with wax or
putty, sir. By this means all possibility
of draughts is obviated.” = -

“But what about ventilation?” asked

Head. _

“1t is the question of the more im-
portant of two requirements,” ex-
plained Theophilus. “The lesser must
always give way to the greater. 1 would
offer to close your window, but it is only
half an hour and three minutes since I
took my mixture, and I cannot exert
‘myself in any way until exactly one hour
bas elapsed.” - .

“You need not trouble,” gaid the
Head ‘drily. “I do not require 1t
elosed.” -

“But the draught ”, :

“Tt has not caused me any incon-
venience for the past twenty years,” said
the Head. “Probably it will remain
barmless.”’ .

Theophilus shook his head. :

“That is where you make a mistake,
eir,” he said.

“Indeed |”

“Yes,- sir, indeed. The older you
grow, the more likely you are to take
eolds, and to crack up all of a sudden.
A draught which may not hurt a man in
the flush of health and strength at forty-
five, may knock him completely over at
gixty4five. I do not mean to say that
you are sixty-five, sir; I am not aware
of your precise age—"

Theophilus paused, for the Head to
enlighten him upon that point. But Dr.
Locke did not speak, and the cheerful
youth ran on:

“You should remember, sir, that you
are now, at all events, well on into
middle age, and, in fact, on the down-
ward path.”

“TIndeed !”

“(Certainly. Your powers are failing,
more or less rapidly, and it is only a
guestion of time before——7" .

“ Ahem ! L

Ahem !

“ Before the failure is complete, sir.
Your object should be to put off that
time as long as possible, and by means
of strict attention to hygiene——7"

“ Flipps

“Have you noticed, sir,
digestion has suffered of late years

“Boy 17

“Your sicht is not so keen, and prob-
ably your hearing e

Dr. Locke rose to his feet.

“1 am afraid I am very busy now,”
he said. “1I hope to see you at another
time, Master Flipps.”

Flipps rose, too.

“Very well, sir,” he said.  But pray
remember what I have said. I wish my
visit here to be of -advantage to others
besides myself.”

“Master Wharton will look after you
while vou are heve,” said Dr. Locke,
apparently net hearing the words of
Theophilus. “I have asked him and his
friends to do so.”

that your
SR

“Thank  you, sirl  About that
window——""
Dr. Locke opened the door of his

study. !

Even Theophilus Flipps could take
that as a hint, and he passed out into the
passage. * .
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The Head closed the door.

Then he drew a deep breath.

“ What a dreadful—dreadful boy !” he
murmured. “What an awful person to
be in any house. How dreadful for his
parents!  Thank goodness he has not
come to Greyfriars as a pupil.”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Tea in Study No. 1!
I IARR.Y WHARTON & CO. had

‘been requested by the Head to

look after Theophilus Flipps,
; and they had made up their
minds to do it. To the juniors of the
Remove it appeared simple and certain
that the best way of looking after a
fellow was to stand him a feed after a
journey.

It fortunately happened that Study
No. 1 was in funds, and the chums of
the Remove had laid in a really excellent
tea. There was a very appetising odour
afloat in the atmosphere as Bob Cherry
marched Theophilus in. .

“Here he is!” said Bob Cherry.
“Tea ready?” :

“Quite ready,” said Harry Wharton.

““ Just made the tea,” said Nugent.

“And I’ve made the toast,” remarked
Jobnny Bull.

“And I’ve opened the sardines,” said
Mark Linley. ;

“Hurrah! Take a chair, Obediah—I
mean, Theophilus!”

Theophilus Flipps regarded the tea-
table, which would have made many a
fellow’s mouth water. But there was an
expression of gathering horror upon the
face of the youthful representative of
the “ Young Health-Seeker.”

“Do you fellows drink tea?” he asked.
h.The chums of the Remove stared at

im.

“Of course we do !’ said Bob Cherry,
puzzled. “We don’t eat it !”

“ Are you not afraid of its effect upon
the gastric juices?”

“The—the what?”

“Tea has a most deleterious effect
upon—-7"" .

“Oh, that’s all right!™

Theophilus shook his head.

“Pray excuse me,” he said.
not take any tea.”

“All right. There’s ginger-beer.”

“ Ginger-beer is windy.”

“My hat! Will you try lemonade?”

“Lemonade is unhealthy.”

“T'm sorry we haven't champagne!”
said Harry Wharton, with a heavy sar-
casm that was totally lost
Theophilus Flipps.

“My dear fellow, I could not drink
champagne !’  said Theophilus.  “It
is one of the most unhygienie of drinks.”

“What do you drink, then?” asked
Johnny Bull.

“Pure water, in a small quantity at a
time,” said Theophilus., “I genecrally
measure it out before drinking.”

“Well, there’s plenty of water,” said
Wharton. “You can drvink it till you
flow over at the ears, if you like !”

“You like sardines?” asked Nucent,
as he pushed a chair to the table, and
put Theophilus into it.

Theophilus gasped.

“Sardines 1”

“Yes.”

“Tresh?”’

“Well, vou see, there aren’t any
sardines in the fountain in the Close, and
they don’t live in our river,” said
Nugent sarcastically, * therefore we're
compelled to get them in tins.”

“Good heavens!” -

“What's the matter?”

“Are you nobt afraid of ptomaine
poisoning?”

‘“Nunno!

“T will

Not much !”?

upon

“My dear friend, you should never eat
anything that has been enclosed in a tin.
You run most frightful risks!”

“Will you have some toast?’ asked
Harry Wharton.

“Thank you!” - :

Wharton passed the toast, glad that
something, at all events, was previded
that the peculiar guest could eat. But
as Theophilus looked at the toast, he
pushed the plate away instead of taking
any. !

“That toast is buttered,” he said.

“¥Yes. Don’t you like it buttered?”

“Thank yon! I never eat butter.
Anybody who eats butter is in danger
of catching some tubercular complaint.”

44 O‘_v !’)

“Tuberculosis is very rife among cattle.
I could give you a description of. the
bacillus——” : :

“Don’t!” roared Bob Cherry.

“Ring off ! :

“(Gro-o-oh!” .

Theophilus blinked round at them.

“I assure you that if I gave you a
description of the probable bacilli in that
butter, you would never touch it again!”
he said. :

“We’d jolly well touch you, though!”
growled Johnny Bull.
“Will you have
Flipps?”? asked Harry

elaborate politeness.

“Thank you, yes!”

“You like jam 7" :

“Jam !’ exclaimed Theophilus, in
horror. ‘““Do you know what jam is
made of ”

“Fruit, I suppose!”
« “And other things,”
“T never eat jam.”

. “Marmalade 7’

¢ Oh, never !”

“ What the dickens do you eat, then?”

“ At bome,” said Theophilus,-“T have
some very carefully-prepared dried fruits;
which T eat with dry toast for tea.”

“Oh dear!”

“It is owing to

some dry toast,
Wharton, with

said Theophilus.

my care with my.diet

that I enjoy such bounding health,” ex-
plained Theophilus. s
The Removites locked at him, and

burst into a roar.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Theophilus looked puzzled.

“T. did not intend that remark for a
joke !” he said. :

“Jokes sometimes come off without a
chap intending them,” said Bob Cherry.
“Will you have =some - preserved
gingex 77 -

“What preservative is used in it ?”

“Blest if I know !” ] :

“Then I won't risk it, thank yon!”

“No; I suppose it wouldn’t do to risk
losing your bounding health, your
athletic figure, and rich complexion!”
remarked .Johnny Bull.

Bob Cherry reached out under the
table to stamp on his foot, as a warning
that politeness was required towards a
guest. But Theophilus only nodded.

“FExactly !|” he said.

“ Are you always as careful as this
when you go out to a party?” asked
Johnny Bull.

And Bob Cherry stamped again.
Johnny Bull was apparently unconscious
of it, for he gave no sign, and did not
even glance towards Bob.

“ Always,” said Theophilus.

“You must be exhilarating eompany !”
said Johnny.

Beb Cherry stamped again, more em-
phatically than before.

Theophilus stooped and looked under
the table.

“] hope my foot. is not in the way?”
he said-

(Continued on page 13.)
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MY SPELLING
PROGRESS!

By SAMMY BUNTER. S

LINAANAANANANNANANANANANANNNNNNT]

Last Mounday, in the Form-room, old Twigg
gave us a hundred words to spell.. When he
korrected the eggsersises he found I had
made ninety-five mistakes. (The remaining
five words had been spelt korrectly by axxi-
dent )

* #

On Tuesday we had a further test in spell-
ing. This time I had only fifty-five errors,
and old Twigg said, ¢ Kappital, Bunter,
kappital! You are beginning to show a
marked improvement.”

* *

Next day the number of mistakes I made
was reduced still further. I think I had
about eighty words right out of a hundred,
which you will admit was jolly good. I found
myself gradually creeping neerer to the top
of the class. I got in frunt of young Nugent,
who looked daggers and swords and revolvers
at me!
£ * * &

On Thursday 1 went one better. Out of a
a hundred words I had only one mistake.
1 spelt the word cue—a theatre cue, you know
—“k-e-w.” Twigeg said this was all wrong.
He said it was spelt “qg-u-e-u-e.” But, of
course, this is all tommy-rot. Howevver, I
had to bow to Twigg’s sooperior judgment.

* * =

On Friday came the climacks. We were
again given a hundred words to spell, and—
beleeve it or not, as you like—I spelt the
whole jolly lot Kkorrectly! “Not a single
error,” said Twigeg, beaming all over his face.
*Bunter, my dear boy, you have improved
oub of all nollidge! Go to the top of the
class!” I went there, and I've stayed there
ever siuce!

* *

Twigg was so delichted with my progress
that he invited me to tea on Saturday, and
I jolly nearly ate him out of house and home.
Six eggs, three tins of sardines, and a dish
of pastries—that’s what I demollished. Twigg
remarked that my spelling progress was
wunderful—but not nearly so wunderful as
my appetite! ¥
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EDITOR’S DENN!
By BILLY BUNTER.

= IN YOUR ::?
¢

L1

ot

My Dear Readers,—This editorial will
doubtless strike you as being rather strange.

I ean picture you saying to yourselves:
“Where is the Bunter of old—the Bunter
who used to spell ‘editor’ with two d’s,
and put ‘y-o-r-e' instead of ‘y-o-ur '?”

-The fact is, I~have reformed. Not in the
jenneral sense of the term. Oh, dear, no!
I still eat sufficient grub for six; I still lissen
at studdy keyholes; I still depart ‘slightly
from the trooth. But I have learnt how to
spell !

Tell it forth in Gath, publish it in the
streets of Askelon. Billy Bunter has learnt
how to spell korreetly!

Glanse through this editorial, and you will
not find a single word that is wrongly spelt.

1 have swotted at dictionaries until my
brain has been in a buzz. I have eaten
Nuttall, and masticated Dr. Johnson, and
devoured the Twentieth Century! 1 humbly
acknowledge all my previous errors, and 1
promise you that I shall never spell a single
work inkorrectly in future. I have told
my skoolfellows that they can fine me a
penny for every error I make. S

(It may happen that an occasional spelling
mistake will crop up. But that will be
entirely the fault of the printers! These
kompositor chiaps are eggsellent fellows—'pon
my werd they are. But they.can't spell for
totty ) .

You will notiss in this issue the first
instalment of a very amusing story by
Ogilvy, who describes the doings of the
Courtfield Town Couneil. This yarn will
finish next week, and it will make you roar—
whte'ther your name happens to be Lyon or
not !

I ought to mention, before 1 konklood,
that I have reformed my spelling at the
express rekwest of the editor of the kom-
panion papers. But I still think that the
original Bunter style of spelling is quite
korrect, and that the dictionaries are all
wrong.

Don’t you agree, dear readers?
Ever your learned pal,
YOUR EDITOR.

jm H
BILLY BUNTER’S
ORDEAL!
(Adapted from “THE BURIAL
OF 8IR JOHN MOORE.”)
By DICK PENFOLD.
CINAANANANANANANNANS / =i
Not a sound was made, not a movement
heard, :

As his {orm to the bedside wo
carried ;

Not a fellow there uttered a single
word .

Around by the bed where we tarried.
We laid him out swiftly at dead of night,
And to toss him in blankets were
yearning,
By the guttering candle’s smoky light
And the lantern dimly burning.
Few and short were the words we said,
And we gave not a sign of sorrow ;
But Bunter bellowed, “Tll tell the Head,
You bullying beasts, to-morrow ! 2

Then up to the ceiling Bunter shot
Like a Fifth of November rocket;
And a pennypiece—'twas all he’'d got—
Fell out of his upturned pocket.
The blanket-tossing was bately done,
When the scout gave the sign for
retiring ;
And two minutes later all traces were
gone,
Save the sounds of a porpoise expiring !
Softly old Quelchy crept in at the door,
But we are past-masters at shamming.
We gave a loud grunt and a sonorous
snore,
And thus
lamming !

we were saved from a

Something Grand to Look
Forward to NEXT WEEK :

“SPEGIAL HOBBIES NUMBER!"

If you have a hobby you will
find it in the pages of our

 next issue. W.G.B
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A
Short Story
of the
Fifth Form.

the Fifth Form passage at Rookwood
when a startled exclamation from the

J IMAMY SILVER & Co. were passing along
study made

interior’ of Hansom’s
them pause.

The door of Hansom’s study was ajar, and
the Fifth-Former was standing in front of
the looking-glass, against which his nose was
flattened.

“It—it’s coming!” he ejaculated in di

“Eh? What's coming, Hansom?” iuc
Jimmy Silver.

*“My moustache!”

“ Your—your what?”

“I’'m almost certain I can deteet a hair
pper-ip,” said Hansom, in tones of
ress.  “This i3 perfeetly awful! If
a moustaclic comes, 1 shall be the laughing-
stock of the school!”

“You're that already!” chuckled Lovell.

Hansom did not heed that remark. He was
far too warried to take note of personal
insngts.

“Come in, you kids, aud close the door,”
be said.

Jimmy Silver & Co. cheerfully obeyed.

Hansem went to his desk, and took out a
powerful magnifying-glass.

“Would you mind having a gocd look at
my upper iip, Silver, and telling me if you
can see anyt r there?” he asked.

Jimmy Silver took the magnifying-glass,
and made a minute examination. Then he
shook his head gravely.

“Afraid your worst fears are confirmed,
old chap,” he said. “1l can distinetly see a
hair, one-sixteenth of an inch in length, and
one-billionth of an inch in breadth.”

Hansom groaned.

“It’s coming!” he said distractedly. I
knew it was coming

Lovell burst out laughing.

“You silly ass! There’s nothing to get
alarmed about. I know a jolly good way
]Qf Eemcving superfluous hair from the upper
ip.

“Tell me!” said Hansom eagerly.

“Shave, my dear fellow—shave!”

“My hat!” ejaculated Hansom. *“I never
thought of that !’

“Ha- ha, ha!>

“There's “a barber in Latcham who
remove that tiny piece of fluff with
sweep of his razor,” said Newcome.

“Good!” said Hansom. “I'll go along
e him right away.”

A few moments later the Fifth-Former was
speeding away on his bicyele in the direction
of Lateham.

Flustered and breathless, he stood his
maehine against the kerb, and burst into the
hairdressing saloon. Then he threw himself
into the barber's ehair.

“Haircunt, sir?” inquired the barber.

“No.”

“Shampoo ?”?

“Nunmo !”

“Pace massage? You need one, sir, if you
Jon’t mind my saying so. Your face will
look much better if all the sharp corners
are taken off !”

“Look here,” said Hansom desperately, “1
—I want a shave!”

The harber looked astonished,

“But there’s nothing to shave!” he pro-
tested.

“Q0h, yes, there is. It's not visible to the
naked eye, perhaps, but it’s there. Run over

ay.

ed

wiil
one

and

my upper lip with a razor, will you? And
don’t puncture me, for goodness’ sake!”
The barber smiled, and got busy. He

shaved Hansom's upper lip thoroughly, but
ileufailed to detect the presence of a single
hair.

The Fifth-Former went back to Rookweod
feeling greatly comforged.

When he arose next morning,
Hansom received a rude shock.

Gazing at himself intently in the mirror,
he diseovered, to his horror, that the mous-
tache had started sprouting again. This time
there was not merely one hair. There were
three or four, and they were plainly visible
to the naked eye.

“Oh crumbs!’ groaned Hansom.

TrE PopuLAR.—No. 144,

however,

“That

The beastly
moustache is growing quicker than ever!”
During the day Hansom was chipped un-
mercitully by his schoolfellows on the sub-
ject of the moustache.
There were some fellows in the Sixth who

shave only made matters worse.

would have been proud to possess a mous-
tache.- But it was the last thing on earth
that Hansom of the Fifth wanted. . He knew
that unless he got rid of those hairs on his
upper lip he would be ragged without mercy,
from the rising up of the sun te the going
down thereof. He would be the target for
all sorts of satirical remarks.

“It’s no use being shaved again,” reflected
Hansom. “I chall have to do something else
to get rid of this confounded stubble.”

And then, chancing to glance through ‘the
advertisement columns of the local paper,
Hansom came upon the following paragraph:

“HAIR permanently removed from face by
simple and inexpensive treatment. No elec-
tricity required. Simply buy a bottle of
Messrs. Kleen, Shaven & Co.’s ‘ Moustache
Killer,” and smear some of the substance
on to the affected part. The moustache will
disappear with lightning-like rapidity. * Mine
went in a couple - of hours,” writes
¢ Subaltern.’ ‘ My face fungus was com-
pletely obliterated in a day,” writes * Tarzan.’
Send shilling postal-order for a sample bottle!
No more unsightly moustaches! No more
supeﬂﬂl;;)us hair! DON'T DELAY—WRITE

AY 2

Hansom’s -face glowed with delight when
he read that advertisement. Here was an

iy

Hansom gaz;ad with horror into  the

Il

mirror.  There was a long flourishing
moustache on his upper lip.

easy way Aont of all his afflictions. He would
send a shilling postal-order to Messrs. Kleen,
Shaven & Co., and his moustache would he
destroyed.

Hansom applied for a bottle of the “Mous-
tache Killer,” and waited eagerly for it to
arrive.

He had to wait a couple of days, during
which time his moustache became more
apparent. The  hairs increased in number,
until there were at least a dozen.

Hansom was in such a state that he shut
himself in his study in his spare time, and
dared not venture forth to face the chaft
of his schoolfellows.

And then, after forty-eight hours of weary
waiting, the “Moustache Killer ” arrived.

With feverish fingers Hansom untied the
string around the little packet, and a bottle
of greasy substance, not unlike vaseline, stood
revealed.

“At last!” exclaimed the Fifth-Former in
great relief. “I’ll smear some of this stuft
on my upper lip, and when I wake up to-
morrow morning there will be no trace of
a moustache !”

Hansom rubbed- the “Moustache Killer ”
wellt into the skin, and awaited develop-
ments.

Before retiring for the night he made an
examination in the mirror, but the super-
fluous hairs were still there. Hansom had
no -doubt, however, that on getting up in

BILLY BUNTER'S WEEKLY.

Byval
+ Mornington.

the morning he would find that his upi)er
lp was perfectly smooth once more.

Comforted by this reficction, Hansom fell
asleep.

When he awcke, roused from his slumbers
by the shrill clanging of the rising-bell, his
hand went.instinetively to his upper lip.

Horror of horrors!

Instead of finding a smooth surface, Han-
som’s fingers came into contact with a num-
ber of hairs. Not short, insignificant hairs,
but really long and bushy ones!

With a gasp of alarm, Hansom sprang out
of bed, and picked up a hand-mirrer. He
gazed into it, and then recoiled with a start.

The “Moustache Killer,” so far frem ‘fl_ll--
filling its object, had given him a flourishing
moustache!

When the Fifth-Formers beheld the con-
ditior of Hausom’s upper lip they laughed
loud and long. .

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“Just look at Hansom!”

“He's got a moustache like the Kaiser’s

“It won’t take long, at this rate, before

12

he has a beard and side-whiskers!

Poor old Hansom had a terrible time thab
morning. He was ehipped without cessation,
His moustache was pointed out as one of the
sights of Roekwood. And some of the
masters who were clean-shaven were seen to
cast envious glances at it.

Hansom wrote and told the “Moustache
Killer ¥ people exactly what he thought of
them. And he didn’t mince his words.

For upwards of a week he went about with
bis upper lip bristling with hairs. And he
was obliged to sereen himself from the public
gaze as much as possible. :

Then relicf came.

Hansom had occasion to pop up to London
to see some relatives, who were horrified
when they saw his moustache. They
promptly took him off to the West End in a
taxi, to a place where lie was able to get
the hairs -destroyed at the very roots by
electricity.

It was a rather painful process—worse than
having teeth out, Hansom thought—but he:
endured the ordeal manfully, knowing that it
meant the end of his troubles.

When he returned to Rookwood his upper

192

lip was as smooth as the surface of .a
billiards-ball.  The superfluous hairs had
vanished as if by magic.

Hansom has decided to refrain from

havipg a _moustache until he arrives at years
of discretion. “

That means that he will have to wait ‘for
another fifty years!

TUBBY MUFFIN'S LAMENT!

Dear Readers,—I've been crowded out:

A jolly shame, without a doubt.

Next week, though, I shall have some stuff
in:

I am, yours truly—TUBBY MUFFIN.

ANOTHER JOURNALISTIC
EFFORT !

Tubby Muffin describes his Thrilling
Adventures in the Arctic Regions in
- next week’s issue, in

““MY POLAR ADVENTURE!”

[Supplement 11,
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THE TOWN CRIER OF COURTFIELD.

By DONALD

OGILVY.

HE other evening, for want of some-
thing better to do, I attended the
meeting  of the Courtfield Town
Council, and I wouldn’t have missed

it for a whole term’s pocket-money. It was
better than a pantomime! e
Courtfield’s  “ragtime ” council is repre-

sented by five people.

Sir Richard Pompuss, J.P., is the chairman.
Then there’s the town clerk who hates the
chairman like poison, and rags him unmerei-
fully. There is also Mr. I‘ossxl an aged,
bearded, deaf old josser who is in his dotage.
And to complete the charmed circie we have
Lady Pompuss and Mrs. Marmaduke Miggs.
Lady councillors are not at all uncommon
these days.

The chairman,
fire as follows:

"deles and ge,n*]emen'
day——

‘Aud gone to-morrow !” murmured the tewn
clerk.

The chairman frowned.

“Be silent, sir! Since the fatal day on
which you were elected town clerk by a num-
ber of priceless lunatics, you have done
nething but interrupt my. discourses. ‘As I
was saying, we are here to-day to discuss the
burning question——"

“Eh? What’s on fire?”

The chairman’s frown deepened.

“I don’t know what’s on fire, but I know
something that will be put out if it doesn’t
behave itself! I would bave you know, sir,
that this is a council meeting!”

“Gee! I thought it was a musical comedy !”
said the town clerk, as Mr. Fossil, the aged
member of the council, emitted a loud snore.

The chairman seized Mr. Fossil by the
shoulders and shock him.

“Wake up, sir—wake up{”?

Mr. Fossil slowly opened his eyes,
placed his hand to his ear.

“Eh? Did you speak, zir?”

“Yes, sir, I did!” hooted the chairman.

“Wish you wouldn’t whisper. I can’t hear
a word you say !’

The chairman snorted.

“We are here, sir, to discuss an n:nporturrt
matter——"

“Who's as mad as a hatter?”
Mr. Fossil aggressively.

Sir Richard Pompuss heaved a deep sigh.

“A megaphone—a megaphone! My king-
dom for a megaphone!” he exclaimed. “This
man’s deafness is not only an affliction to
himself, but to everybody concerned. We are
-here, Mr. Fossil, to dlscuss the appointment
of a town crier-

Mr, Fossil rose mdzgnantly to his feet.

rising to his feet, opened

We are here to-

and

demanded

‘“Liar, am I? Dan’t you start flinging
fancy names at me, you—you pie-faced
profiteer!”

There were cries of “Order! Order!”

“Yes, he needs a warder!” said Mr. Fossil.
‘“He’s on the wrong side of the asylum wall!”

“If you continue to insult me, sir,” said
the chairman, “I shall march out from the
chair

“Mad as a March hare, am I? If you say
that again T'Il tweak that bulbous nose of
yours!”

“8irt I will not stand—"

5 '.l‘the town clerk jerked the chairman into his
seat.

“Sit down, then, and let’s get on with the
washing!” he said.

“Really,” panted Sir Richard,
danger of losing my head—"

*Good old Charles the First!”

“Since I have been churman of this
couneil, I have suﬁered————

“So have we!”

“I have suffered mnumerable insults! It
is most ungallant of you to abuse me in the
presence of Lady Pompuss!”’

Lady Pompuss smiled.

“Don’t mind me, Richard—don’t mind me!
I just love/it!”

Sir Richard threw a reproachful glance at
his wife,

“I—I am in

Supplement IIl.]

“My dear, your remark covers me with con-
fusion——-"

The town clerk grinned. <

“The other day I saw you covered with a
pink-and-grcen bathing costume!”

The chalrnmn spun round angrily upen his
colleague.

T I had my own way, sir, I should expel
you from this council!”

“Oh, I'm used to being e\pc.lh,d' I was
e\pelled from Eton for setting the Thames
on fire! By the way, do you hnow Eton?”

“ What ?”

“Eat an enormous dinner!”

“Dear me! What a harrow-ing pun!” mur-
mured Lady Pompuss.

The chairman banged the table with his
clenched fist.

“Let this tomfoolery cease!” he exclaimed.
“It is high time we got down to business.
Now, it has been deemed desirable that a

town crier be appointed for Courtfield. I beg
to move—*
“Thinks he’s playing chess now!” murmured

the town clerk.

“1 beg to move that a man be appeinted
to fill that office.”

“Where do the women conie in?” demanded
Mrs. Marmaduke Miggs.

“They don’t, Madam—they stay out!” satd
the town clerk.

“Impertinent jackanapes!” snapped Mrs.
Miggs. “I think you will agree, Sir Richard,
that women are better criers than men.”

“Most emphatically, madam! My wife is

The chairman banged his clenched fist

on the table. ‘“‘Let this tomfoolery
cease!” he exclaimed.

always weeping,
council meetings.”
- “Phe latter would make a cat laugh!” saxd
the town clerk. -

“Be careful, sir!” said Lady Pompuss. *
not allude to me as a feline creature!”

Again the chairman thumped the table.

“To come to the point,” he said, “I think,
in the circumstances, we will admit applica-
tions from both sexes for the post of town
crier.”

At this juneture the town clerk produced
a bundle of letters.

“There are several applications” to hand
already,” hé said.

“Then why couldn’t you have said so be-
fore, you drivelling dunderhead? I will
trouble you to read the applications to the
council.”

“All serene, old sport.
from Mr. Fungus, who is our oldest in-
habitant. Mr. Fungus’ application will, I
feel sure, add considerably to the gaiety of
nations.”

“ Read it, man—read it!” roared the chair-
man.

The town clerk cleared his threat,
began:

except during meals and at

*Do

Now, the first is

and

“ Dear Sir,—~Which I hear as how you wants
a town erier to go round shouting the odds.
Me being the oldest inbabitant, having lived
in this town, man and boy, for nigh on eighty
year, I reckons as how I’m the right man for
the job. I can write King’s English, and
speak it, and I've. got .a. wunnerful voice,

seeing as how I have sung in the Courtfield
choir since I was in knickerbockers.
“Hoping you are quite well, as it leaves
me abt present with the 100matlcs and
thanking you in a dissipation,—Yours truly,
“SILAS FUNGUS.”

“H’mi” said the chairman. “I dom’t like
the idea of a doddering, decrepit Methusetal
erawling around the town in his bath-chair
to announce public events. Still, Mr. Fungus
shall take his chance with the rest of the
applicants.”

“The next application,” said the town clerk,
“is from Mr. Adolphus de Vere, He is of the
nuts nutty.  Listen to his ‘heartrending
appeal: <

“My Dear Old Bean,-—During the late war
I served my country faithfully as Director of
Movements. There were no movements ta-
direct, but that doesn’t matter. The fact is,
1 found myself out of a job when the
armistice was signed, and I have been jobless
ever since.

“] see that you are in need of a town crier.
I am just the man for the job, begad! I ean
cry like a two-year-old. My voice is as
mellow as an overripe plum. Give me the
job, for the love of Mike, or I shall have
to live on my wits, which will be rather
awkward, as I don’t possess any. .

“I hope the salary you propose to give will
resemble my face; in other weords, that it
will be a handscme one.

“Chin-chin, my dear old
hopefully, “ADOLPHUS DE

fossil.—Yours
VERE.”

There was a snort of contempt from Mrs.
Marmaduke Miggs.

“Bah! A fool! A fop! A faddy fanatic!
Are there no woman applicants?”
There is one, madam,” said the town
“Jlere we have a letter from Mrs.
s ah Stiggins. She is already in the employ
of this couneil as a charwoman, and she is
now looking for fresh worlds to conguer She
wants to bscome town crier—or town cryeas
I suppose one ought to call it. Mrs. Stiggins
writes her letter all in ome breath, so te
speak. In has no punctuation marks. Listen!

“Dear sir having been employed as a char-
womain by the Courtfield Council for fifteen
years come Michaelmas and seeing as how a =
town crier is wanted for this vice-inity I begs
to apply for the job which my dear husbing

when he was alive said would suit me down *

to the ground me having such a commanding

voice and I feel sure if you will give me a

trial I shall come up to the serateh like I *
did when I was a Suffragette in the happy

days eof yore ever remaining your humble

servant Sarah Stiggins p s the Rev Mr Lambe

of Friardale will answer for my character so

there will be no need to send you -a

Teverence.” 2 :

The town eclerk paused, pumping in breath.
“Any more applications?” inquired the :

chairman.
S ¥es, st A My, Ephraim Snorter has
written. He says he will gladly take on the

job of town crier if the council will pay him
fifteen hundred a year, provide him with a
house, and exempt him from paying rates
and taxes.”

“The man is an arrant fool!” growled Sir
Richard. :
“Any relation, sir?” murmured the town

clerk.

And there was a titter from the ladies.

“If you like, my dear,” said Lady Pompuss
to her husband, “I will interview the varmus
applicants. I can clearly see that a woman’s
]udgmenb is needed in this matter. Let these

Ple come before me in the mommg, and ¥
w1l put them throagh their paces.”

“So be it, my dear,” said the chairman.

And the meetmg adjourned.

(To be concluded next week, when Ogilvy
will describe some more screamingly funny
incidents in connection with the appointment -
of a town crier for Courtfield.) .
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N some ways I can’t help admiring my
colleague, Baggy Trimble. There are
times when he displays great clever-
ness—or cunning, whichever you prefer

to call it.

Like many of us at St. Jim 5, Baggy hates
Iessons. - He regards Form-work as drudgery.
And if he ean hit upon a secheme for reducing
the amount:of drudgery, he loses no time
in putting it into operation.

Me. Linton isn’t a master who is . often
caught napping. But Baggy Trimble fairly
pulled the wool over his eyes, so to speak,
when he went up to him one day and said:

“Please, sir, I should like an hour off from
lessons every afternoon.”

“What!” gasped Mr. Linton.

“I don’t mean tlmt I want to devote it
to idle pleasure, su', said Baggy piously.

“Then what—-"

_“I want to take up the study of shorthand,

sir
<OR”

“It’s impossible to swot up shorthand in
the Form-room, where there’s a constant
murmur and buzzing going on,” continued
Baggy. “A fellow must have absolute guiet.
So if you will allow me to learn shorthand
in my own study, far from the madding
crowd, I shall be ever so grateful, sir.”

Mr. Linton looked keenly at the fat junior.
But Baggy seemed perfectly earnest and
sincere.

“Very well, Trimble,” said the master at
length. “A knowledge of shorthand is bene-
ficial to every boy. Have you any books?”

“A complete set, sir, frem the elementary
exercises to the advanced ones.”

“Splendid! You will be allowed to retire
to your study for one hour every afternoon,
in order to pursue the study of shorthand.”

Baggey Trimble could scarcely believe his
good fortune.

By a simple ruse he had secured for him-
self ap hour's extra freedom ¢ach day.

Was it Baggy’s intention to shut himself
up in a study and swot?

No jolly fear!

What Baggcy intended to do was to make
tracks for the tuckshop directly the hour
fixed for his special lesson arrived.

He did so—and he continued to do so
every day without being spotted.

At the end of a week Mr. Linton asked
him how he was progressing with his short-
hand.

“First-rate, sir!” said Baggy.

“You have mastered the first lessons—the
elementary ones?”

“Qh, yes, sir. I'm doing the advanced
stuft now. I can read ‘ Gulliver’s Travels’
and * Robinson Crusoe ' in shorthand.”

“Excellent! You appear to be making
meteoric progress, Trimble. Very scon you
will be able to report meetings, and so forth.
I must congratulate you upon your zeal and
industry.”

Baggy Trimble continued to take an hour
oft every afternoon, ostensibly to swot short-
hand, but in reality to visit the tuckshop.

He hadn’t a great deal of money to spend,
but. he would buy a couple of doughnuts
and a glass of ginger-pop, and make them last
the hour,

When this amazing piece of bluff had been
going on for a fortnight it came to a
dramatic climax.

All good things come to an end, and th}a
was no exceptlon.

One evening Mr. Linton stopped Bagg
Trimble in the corridor.

“Are you still making good progress, my
boy?” he inquired.

“Yes, rather, sir!
hand writer now, sir.”

“Then perhap: you \\ould be good enough
tnﬂifztc?h your notebook—

“And accompany me fo the lecture-hall.
I am about to lecture to the Sixth Form on
eugenics, and I should like the lecture to be
taken down in shorthand.”

Baggy Trimble turned pale.
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I'm a first-rate short-
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By FATTY WYNN

“Ahem! I—I've got my prep to do, sir!”
he stammered. .

“1 will excuse you from preparation this
evening, Trimble.”

“0Oh, crumbs!”

“Pray be good enough to fetch your note-
book at once.”

There was no opportunity for further argu-
ment.

Baggy Trimble obtained a notebook and
pencil, and accompanied Mr. Linton to the
lecture-hall.

The fat junior was in a terrible plight,
for his knowledge of shorthand was abso-
futely nil!

Mr. Linton's lecture was a lengthy one.
It lasted nearly two hours. And all the time
the master was speaking Baggy Trimble
scribbled all sorts of weird and meaningless
signs in his notebook. He pretended to be
an expert reporter.

‘When the lecture was over Mr. Linton
crossed over to where Baggy was sitting.

“Have you got it all down, Trimble?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then I will trouble

==

you to transeribe it

Very reluctantly Trimble produced his

notebook, and handed it to Mr. Linton.

The master gazed with amazement at

the we'rd assortment of lines on the
front page.

into longhand. There is no great hurry.
Bring the manuscript to me by Wednesday
evening.”

“Very good, sir.”

Wednesday evening came, but no manu-
seript.

Mr. Linton despatched a special messenger
for Baggy Trimble.

“Where is my lecture, Trimble?” he de-
manded, when Baggy rolled in.

“ Ahem!”

“Have you transcribed the notes?”

“Ahem!”

“You appear to be troubled with a cough!”
said Mr. Linton. - “Answer my question!
Have you transcribed the notes, or not?”

“N-n-not, sir.”

“What !

“You see, it—it’s like this, sir

“Have you the notes in your possession?”

“ Yessir.”

“Show them to me!”

Very reluctantly Baggy Trimble produced
his notebook, and handed it to Mr. Linton.

The master glanced at the weird assort-
ment of what appeared to be pothooks and
hangers, and his face became livid.

“Why, this is not shorthand at all! Bdy!
Trimble! - You have wantonly deceived me!
You have obtained an hour off each day
by false pretences!”

“0h crumbs!

“This is a very serious matter,” said Mr.
Linton. “You will accompany me to the
headmaster’s study.”

Poor old Baggy rolled away like a lamb
to the slaughter.

He caught it hot and strong.

Next time Baggy Trimble wants to secure
an hour off from lessons he will have to
think of a more ingenious ruse!

THE END.

a

TUCKSHOPP
TOPPICKS!

By BAGGY TRIMBLE.

I rather fancy I have maid one or two
spelling mistakes in the above title.” 1f
this is the case, dear readers, 1 claim
your kind mdulgense Rome was not
built in a day, and I can’t become a per-
feckly good speller all at once. But 1
am making very good progress, and I
shall _soon be able fo spell long words
like ‘“soop,” and “eggs,” and “fish.”
It’s only a matter of time.

* * *

Bizziness has been very brisk at the
tuckshopp during the last week., Now
that winter is here, and the weather is
warmer, Dame 'laggles has been doing a
roarmg trade in minerals and strorberry
ices. The hot baked chessnut trade will
have to wait till next July, when the
weather is colder.

*

* *

Quite apart from grub, Dame Taggles.
is displaying fireworks in her window, —
ready for the Fifth of November. She
has got jumping krackers, and golden
rains, and whizz-bangs, and rockitts, and
all sorts of things. But I can speek of
them without emoshun. I've got no use
for fireworks., You can’t eat them!

% * *

I have spent the best part of the week
in the tuckshopp waiting for sumboddy
to come along and treat me. But the St,
Jim’s fellows seem to be drained dry ok
the milk of human kindness. They
nevver take kompassion on me. They
simply let me stand there and starve.
But wait! Wait till my remittanse
comes! Then, when they all flock
around me, cadging for the crumms
which fall from the rich man’s table, so
to speek, I shall say, “Keep your dis-
tanse! You wouldn’t help me in my
eggstremity, so I won't help you .in
yours !”

* =

I only wish I had some kappital. I
should start a tuckshopp of my own. I
should get an enormous stock of grubb in
every day, and every night I should eat
the surplus myself. How glorious that
would be! But castles built in Spain are
castles built in vain. So away with these
idle dreams !

*

By the way, Fatty Wynn tells a storv
about me in this week’s issew. Don't
vou beleeve him, dear readers. He's.
irying to make out that I know nothing
about shorthand, but that’s all rot. I'xe
got at leest a duzzen sustifficates and
diplomers, and if you doubt my word,
call in at St. Jim’s any time you happen
to be passing, and you shall see. the
things for yourselves. There’s noboddy
that can teach me anything about short-
hand. There’s noboddy that can teach"
me anything about anythmg, come to
that. Bekawse, you see, I’'m “It’

[._Supplemeht 1V,




- one is losing or gaining weight,” said

* taking a bottle out of his pocket.

The “*Holiday Annual”’

(Continued Jrom page 8.)

THE HEAD'S GUEST! II

“Of course not!” said Harry Whar-

ton. ‘‘There’s plenty of room.” -
“It is very extraordinary!” said
Theophilus, in surprise. “I have re-

ceived three distinct concussions upon
my foot 1

Bob Cherry turned crimson. Ie
understood now why Johnny Bull had
not heeded his secret signals. Theo-

philus had received them.

“I—I—T1 get you some water!” said
Bob, jumping up to hide his confusion.
“Do—do you. like it warm or cold ?”

“Cold, please!”

- Bob C’heny fetched in a jug of water.

The juniors had their. tea, Theophilus
eontenting himself with dly toast and
water.

“I suppose you’re not afraid of grow-
ing too fat on that diet?” Johnny Bull
1emarked

“If I saw any signs of tha.t I should
reduce the amount of toast,” * <aid Theo-
philus. - “T ha,ve myself welghed every
dm, of course.’

“Of course 1”? grinned Johnny Bull.

, “It is most important to know whether

Theophilus. “By the way, you have
never tried the Mixture for the Weak
and Weary, I believe 77
’\e\er’ * said Wharton.
have a botile in my pocket——"’

“Better keep it there!” murmured
Johnny Bull

“T should like you fellows to try it.
It can be taken in tea, if you persist in
drinking that anhealthv beverage——"

“Improves the tea, i suppose ! .

“Well, it gives it a flavour.

“T’'ve no doubt it does,” grinned
Nugent. “But we'd rather btl(l\ to the
old flavour, if you don’t mind.”

2 Pelhaps you will allow me to add a
few drops to each zup,” suggested Theo-
phxlus.

“No fear

“Tt will do you good.’

“Make us as Vedlthy as you are?”
asked Johnny Bull.

" “¥Yes, in the course of time.”
**Ha, ha, ha!”
‘Pmy allow me!” said Theophilus,

192

“Ring off "’ roared Johnny Bull, jerk-
ing  his teacup away  as Theop ilus
reached towards it. “If you put any of
that muck in my tea, I 1‘~—I‘ll
- “My dear frien

“Rats !”

Thoophllus replaced the hottle in his
pocket with a sigh.

“Once I put some m a friend’s fea |

without his knowledge,” he said. “He
made quite a fuss about it but Pm sure
it did him good. Unfortunately, he was

offended. I do not know why. And I
have not seen him since.

“Go hon!”’

“Will you have some more toast.
Flipps 77

“Thank you, no; I have eaten four
eunces.”

¢ Oh 17!

“More water?” asked Bob Cherry
hospxtably. “Don’t limit yourself with
the water.’

“Thank you—a half pint is exactly
enough.”

Theeophilus rose from the table. He
glanced at his watch.
“Pray excuse me now,” he said.

‘““After a meal it is advmtageous to lie
in a horizontal position for five minutes,

is Now On Sé.le.'

a fair start. I will therefore retire to
the dormxtm vl
he did.

The chums of the Remove looked at
one another. They waited till Theo-
philus’ footsteps had died away down the
passage before they gave expression to
their feelings. Then they yelled.

‘*“ Ha, ha, ha, ha!”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Medical Treatment!

¢ 'VE been looking for you!”
It was Bolsover major who
spoke.

Theophilus TFlipps looked up
with an agreeable smile. He was seated
upon the lowest step of the staircase, with
his legs crossed, and a gigantic volume
in his hands which he was reading with
the profoundest attention. Bolsmer
Vernon-Smith, and Snoop came along
the passage, "and they grinned at the
sight of Theophilus.

“ Looking for me ?” said Theophilus.

Bolsover nodded.
© “Yes,” he said.
been ?” :

“T have been taking a short rest in a
horizontal position, after partaking of a
light and fuwal refreshment,” said
Theophilus.

“Did you eat a dictionary among the
other things?’ asked Vernon-Smith,

Theophilus looked astonished. :

“Certainly not!” he said. “ What an
extraordinary question!”

“What’s the book?” asked Bolsover,
with ‘a nod towards the big volume that
rested upon the knees of Theophilus.

“‘How to Get Well and Keep well,”
said Theophilus. ‘It is written by a ver
great authority—Professor Flabb. \Vould
vou like me to read you o

“Yes some other time,” said Bolsover,

“There is no time like the present,”
said Theophilus. “I shall be at Grey-
friars but a short time, and-——"

“You can read it to us in the dorm
te-night,” said Vernon-Smith,
 “Good!” said Bolsover. “It will be as
good as a sleepm“‘ draught. But look
here, Flick

“thp= ? said Theophilus,

“I mean Flipps. I understand that
you are an authority upon the subject
of—of hvgxene and—and health and
things,” said Rolsover,

“Tn my humble way,*
with a beaming smile.

“Where have you

said Theophilus,
“ shall be very
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very pleased to afford you any informa~
tion in jmy power. Have you a pain any-
where?

“Oh, no!”

“An ache in one of your limbs?”*

“No’o at all.”

“A feeling of vaculty and general
emptiness in the head—-"

“Eh?”’ said Bolsover suspxuously,
while Vernon-Smith and Snoop giggled.

“If you have, a dose of the Marvellous
Mixture will set you up as right as rain,””"
said Theophilus. “I have several bottles
with me, and I shall be very, very pleased
to hand you one. If you find it beneficial,
you can then expend a part of your
pocket- money in the purchase of futthex
supplies.”

“Yes, I can see myself doing that—I
den’t think!” said Bolsover. “I’'m not
ill, and T don’t want any medlcal muck
I’m thinking of another cha

“ A friend . of yours ill?”
Theophilus eagerly.

“Yes, that’s it.” :

“T will gladly do anything T can—""

“He has been ordsred by the doctor
to take a sudden shock,” said Bolsover,
watching Lhe simple face of 'lheophlluc
as he spoke. * You see, he needs a shoclk
to buck up his cncu]atlon, and that’s
what’s been ordered.”

“Dear me!” said Theophilus.

“What is required 15 a chap fo
admintster it,” explained Bolsover.  As
you take such an interest in hygienic’
matters, I thoucht you might do it.”

“1 should be very, very happy to
oblige !”

“Sure it won’t be troubling you tec
much 7 :

“Quite, quite svre!” :

“Well, the chap’s name is Coker,” said
Bolsover. “I usually  administer this
treatment to him myself, but just now
I—DLve got an engagement.”

7 shall be qurte pleased to take your
place, my dear friend.”

“He has to have a pail of water thrown
over him quite suddenly,” said Bolsover.
“That is the treatment.”

Theophilus opened his eyes wide.

“What an e\tmordmary treatment !
he exclaimed.

¢ ¥Yes, 1sn’t 1t?’ said Bolsever. '‘But.
that’s what the doctor ordered. You see,
it gives him a shock to the system which
bucks up the eirculation.”

“Indeed !”

“Yes, exactly.”

“I have never come across that treat-
ment before,” said Theophilus, with
intense interest. “I shall be very glad
to see it and make a note of it. Do you
know the name of the medical man who
ordered i?”

asked.

“Yes,” said Bolsover, with perfect
calmness. “Coker had a specialist down
about it, and it was ordered by Dr.
Gobble.  You’ve heard that name, of
course?”’ - -

Theophilus wrinkled his Brows in
thoucht,

“The famous specialist,” said Vemon~
Smith.

“I do not recall the name,” said
Theophilus. “However, what you tell
ms is most interesting. Does Coker strip
for this treatment?”

“No. You see, the special benefit of
the treatment is that it gives him a
sudden shock,” saxd Bolsover.

“Yes, I see.’

‘“And for that purpose it has'to be
administered at an unexpected moment.”

“Quite, quite so!”’

i Tnerefore when I administer it,
I generally wait for him outside his study
and bung the water over him as he comes
out,” said Bolsover solemnly.
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“A very good idea, considering the

object you have in view,” said
Theophiius, with a nod. “I suppose you

are sure there is no mistake?”

“Not a Lit of it!”
 “TIt is really a very unusual treat-
ment.” :

“Yes, that's what all the fellows say;
but it scems to do Coker good. If you’d
care to save me the trouble to-day,
Flipps— i

“QOh, certainly! I shall be delighted!”

“Good! T'll show you Coker’s study,
if you'll come with me.”

Tl eophilus rose, with his bock under
his arm.

“Better give

Vernon-Smith,
» ih

me the book,” said
“T’ll take care of it for

“Thank you, my dear friend!”

Bolsover led the youthful health
specialist away. Vernon-Smith and
Snoop looked after them open-mouthed.

“My only hat!” murmured the
Bounder of Greyfriars.
“QGreat Scott!” said Snoop. *“Is he

923

really going to do it

“Looks like it!”

““Ha, ha, ha! The silly, awful ass!”

“Shush! Don’t let him hear!”

‘And Snoop giggled more quietly.

Theophilus, evidently without a sus-
nicion, followed Bolsover major to the
Fifth Form passage. In an angle of the
passage a bucket was waiting—of water,
in which a considerable quantity of soot
had been mixed. DBolsover pointed it out
to his companion, .

‘““That’s the water, Flipps,” he said.

“Very good!”

“There's Coker’s door. As soon as it
opens bung the water over the chap who
comes out, without saying a word.”

““Yes,” said Theophilus.

“You see, the more sudden the shock
the better.”

“Yes, I quite—quite understand.”

“When you've finished you might come
and tell me. You know my name?”

“No.. I think I have not yet heard
your name, my dear friend.” .

“Brown,” said Bolsover — “Tom
Brown.” :

“Very good.”

/And Bolsover departed. Theophilus
stood guard over the bucket, and aited.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Coker Gets the Shock!

« - EADY?” said Coker of the Fifth,
R “Yes,” said Potter and
. Greene together.
“Come on, then!” said
Coker: “Let us go.”
Coker of the Fifth was in riding-

breeches and boots, and he looked very
like a sporting gent. It was Coker’s
ambition to look ‘horsy, and he suc-
ceeded very well indeed. He liked him-
self in riding clothes. He was going out
for a ride now, and was taking his two
chums with him in order that they might
form an admiring audience. Potter and
Grecne were quite willing to do that, as
Coker was to pay for the hire of a pair
of nags for them.

“ Where are the gees?”’ asked Potter.

Potter had learned from Coker to call
horses “gees.” Tt sounded very sporty.

“They’re in Courtfield,” said Coker.

“We're walking there?”

Yo

“Right-ho! I'm ready.”

Coker opened the door of the study,
and the three Fifth-Formers strode out.

Swoooosh !

Swish! *
Splash !
“Yarooo0o000oop ! 1”
£ Oh !'! -

13 &7ah !Y?

Theophilus had done his duty!

The contents of the bucket swooped
upon Ooker & Co. as they issued from the
study, and Coker had the chief benefit of
them.

He staggered back wildly, yelling.

Theophilus lowered, the pail to - the
floor. .

The three Fifth-Formers gouged the
sooty water out of thewr eyes, and glared
at Theophilus as if they would eat him.

“You — you ”  bellowed Coker.
“You—you

“You—you—-—"" shrieked Potter,

“He's mad!” gasped Creene,
must be mad!”’

“Mad or not, we're going to slaughter
him for that!” yelled Coker.

The three chums of the Fifth rushed
at the startled Theophilus.

Three pairs of hands grasped the sur-
prised youth, and he was whirled over
upon the floor with a terrific concussion.

Bump!

£y

“Hla
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“Yarooh !”

“Now bump him!”
“Roll him in the water!

““Squash him!1”

“Slaughter him !”

“Ow!” roared Theophilus. “Groo.
Yow! Leggo! What are you up to?
I trust a mistake has not been made!
Ow b

“You've made a mistake in biffing
that stuff over me!” shrieked Coker.
“I'm going to smash you baldheaded!”

“Ow, ow, ow!”

Bump, bump!

yelled Coker.
Yow!”

“Yarooh! Help! Oh!” .
. “Good  heavens! What is the
matter?” exclaimed Wingate of the

Sixth, dashing along the passage. “ Why,
what—what——"’

The captain of Greyfriars broke off in
sheer amazement at the sight of the
three drenched and dripping Fifth-
Formers. Coker glared at him.

“Matter !’ he roared. “This cheer-
ful idiot has biffed a pail of dirty water
over us; that what’s the matter! We're
slaughtering him, that’s all 1

“Ow! Help!”

“Hold on!” gasped Wingate.
a guest at Greyfriars——"

“Let him behave like a guest, then 1”2
yelled Coker. “Guests don’t bung pails
of sooty water over their hosts, as a ruls,
I believe !”

“Ha, ha, ha!
mean?”’

“Ow, ow

“ Answer, you idiot!” roared Coker,
banging the head of the unfortunate
Theophilus  against the  linoleum.
“Speak, can’t you!”

“Ow! Groo! Ow!”

¢ Answer, you fathead!
self 17

Bump, bump!

“Yaroooh! Help!”

“Stop it, Coker!” gasped the captain
of Greyfriars. “How can he answer
when you're bumping his napper on the
floor? Let him alone!” <

“Ow! Help!” e

Coker unwillingly desisted, and the
unfortunate Theophilus sat up. He put.
his spectacles straight on his thin nose, .
and blinked at Wingate and gasped.

‘“He's

Flipps, what does this

197

Explain your-

“Ow, ow! I am hurt! Groooh!"

“ What did you do it for?” demanded
Wingate. o i

“Groo! Ow! I think— Ow—"

“ What did you bung that water oxer
these chaps for?” ;

“Ow! I think there
take!” : .

‘“You chucked the water over us!”
yelled Greene.

“Ow! Is one of you Coker?” :

“Yes, ass! I'm Coker!” said Coker. -

“Very well; the water was intended
for you, not for the others!” gasped
Theophilus.

Coker stood almost petrified.

‘“Intended for me!” he stuttered.

“Yes, my dear Coker.”

“You did it on purpose?”

“Yes, certainly.” -

“Then you want squashing ! bellowed
Coker.

And he hurled himself upon Theo-
philus again. -

“Yaroooh!” roared Theophilus, as he
bumped upon the floor. “Help!”

Wingate grasped the infuriated Coker,
and dragged bim back.

‘“Hold on!” he gasped.

“Lemme gerrat him!”

¢ Chuck it Y

“I’m drenched !”

“ Yes, but-——"

“I'm soaked to the skin!”

(1 es‘___’) 2
“T'm sooty! I'm webt! Look at my
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As Coker flung open the door of the study Theophilus did his duty.
three Fifth Formers just as they emerged into the passage.

The contents of the bucket swooped upon the

(See Chapter 5.)

bags!” shrieked Coker.
chivvy! Look at my hair! Look at
me! Pll—7

“Groo!” groaned Theophilus. ‘ This
is. the last time I will attempt to do you
a favour, Coker. Ow! You are a
violen} person, and I shall never attempt
to administer your medical treatment
again!’

“*Medical treatment?” gasped Coker.

“Yes, certainly!”

“Oh, my hat!” said Wingate, gasping
with merriment. ‘Was that intended
for medical treatnient?”
~ “@ertainly,” said Flipps, in surprise.
“It is his usual treatment, is it not?”

EERYE -

“So I understand, at all events.”

“* What does he mean?” gasped Coker.
“¥ he 1sn’t a raving lunatic, what is he
jabbering about?”’

Wingate laughed.

“I think it’s a jape,” he said. “I
fancy the ass has been taken in, though
how he could be such an ass—— Look
here, Flipps, did somebody tell you that
that was Coker’s medical treatment that
he was in the habit of taking?”’

*“Yes, yes!”

“Oh, my aunt!”

“And you believed it?” gasped Win-
gate. “Of all the silly chumps——"'

“Dear me!” said Theophilus. “If T
have been misinformed, and the victim
of an absurd joke, I am sure I am very
very sorry.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It 1s not a laughing matter for the
joker 1 yelled Coker of the Fifth. ““ As
for you, you jabbering baboon, you've
been licked, and you'll do! I want to
know who put you up to this.”

Wingate staggered away, doubled up
with merriment, That any fellow should
be so simple as Theophilus had proved

“Look at my

NEXT -
FRIDAY}

himself to be was amazing, and Theo-
philus was evidently quite unable to sev
any comic side to the affair.

Coker grasped the youthful represen-
tative of the “ Young Health-Seeker ”
by the shoulder and shook him.

“ Whe put you up to this?”’ he roared.

“ ©Oh, Brown—Tom Brown !”

Coker started.

. “Tom Brown of the Remove?”’

“I suppose so.”

“The New Zealand chap?”’

“T really do not know; but certainly’
his name is Tom Brown,” said
Theophilus. “If he has deceived me, 1
constder——""

. “There’s only .one Tom Brown at
Greyfriars,” said Potter,

Coker’s eyes-gleamed.

“And we’ll make him browner,” he
said. ‘“Come on!”

And, leaving Theophilus struggling to
his feet, the three Fifth-Formers rushed
away, on vengeance bent. At the end

of the Remove passage they encountered :

Bolsover and Snoop and Vernon-Smith,

“Hallo!” said Bolsover, with a grin.
“You chaps been taking a bath with
your clothes on?”

“Have you seen Brown?” demanded
Coker, without heeding the question.

“Tom Brown? He's in his study.”

“Good !

Coker & Co. rushed on. Bolsover
major and his friends walked out into
the Close, smiling serenely. They were
on the worst of terms with Tom Brown
and his study mates, and they did not
care what happened in the New Zealand
junior’s study. That something would
happen was quite certain,

Something did happen. Tom Brown
received the bumping of his life before
he could convince, as distinet from

inform, Coker & Co. that he had notfl

thrown anything at them, ner told the
simple Theophilus to throw anything
over. them. i

When at last he did manage te con -
vince them, the wrathful Fifth-Formers -
hurried away for,Flipps. They cornered
him at last, and, naturally, he failed to -
recognise Tom Brown as the junior who .
had asked him to seak Coker & Co.
Bolsover wisely kept in the background,

The Head’s guest had not had a very
successful day for his first at Greyfriars. -
Some Removites thought that Flipps
had given them as much amusement as
it was possible to give them.

But there was worse to come

- THE END. :

(Another splendid tale of the Grey-
friars chums next Friday. Order your
copy in advanee.)

Another Grand Long

Complete Tale of Harry

Wharton & Co. at Grey-
friars, entitled ;

“THE PLOT AGAINST
THE SCHOOL!”
By FRANK RICHARDS,

will appear in next week’s
issue of .

“THE MAGNET” LIBRARY.

Order your copy to-day.
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A STIRRING TALE OF ADVENTURE.

CHARACTERS IN THE STORY.

FERRERS LORD, the famous millionaire
adventurer, and owner of the Lord of the
Deep.

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

GAN WAGA, an Eskimo, who belongs to
the crew of the yacht, and who is ever on
the look-out to play japes on his shipmates.
Greatly attached to Ching Lung.

RUPERT THURSTON, a young Englishman,
aud friend of Lord’s.

HAL HONOUR, known as the man of
silence, engineer of Ferrers Lord’s wonderful
submarine. lHonour 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 ealls
a helicopter, and which is covered with this
new paint, but wiich is destroyed by

KARL 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 ferreted 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.

They are detained, but escape, after many
exeiting adventures. In the underground
pasages of the Schloss Schwarzburg, where
they have been imprisoned, they discover a
great treasure which Von Kreigler has been
hiding from the Allies.

Thurston & Co. return to the yacht, where
Fervers Lord has been waiting for them.
Hindlop, the operator of the Lord of the
Deep has been instructed by Ferrers Lord to
look out for a certain message to come
through. He has been waiting for some time
when the sudden flashing of the wireless
atiracts his .attention. lle turns to the

instrument.
(Now Read On.)
pencilled down the message, and put

$%
{
it in an envelope. “If you're think-

ing of shifting, Joe, you might take it up
for me, and save my legs. It’s for the.Chief.
I tried to get him on the ’phene just now,
but he wasn't in his cabin.”

The wireless was from Harold Honour, and
was characteristic of the man in its breyity—
* Working.—H." Jae climbed to the bridge of
the yacht, and gave the envelope -to the
millionaire, who stood behind the wind-screen
in dripping oilskins. A gusty head wind
breught flurries of rain with it.” Ferrers Lord
nodded, and tossed the sheet of paper and
the envelope into the air. They fluttered
away into the murk astern.

“trom Honour,” said Terrers Lord to
Rupert Thurston, who was beside him. “He
merely sends us the quite unnecessary in-
formation that he is working.”

“Very unnecessary, for he is always
working,” 'said Thurston. “It also means
that he arrived safely wherever he went to.
Ugh! What a beast of a night!”

‘Tar Poruran.—No. 144,
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HORT and sweet,” said Hindlop. “One
word and an initial only ” He
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New Serial of the Arctic Regions Just Stérting in “*Chuckles'’ !

A Magnificent Serial
Adventure, introducing Ferrers
Lord and Prince Ching Lung.

By SIDNEY DREW.
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On the port side a long line of misty lamps
marked the promenade of some seaside town.
The millionaire signalled for more speed.

“If you and the prince wish to go to
London, I can drop you either at Dever or
Deal,” said Ferrers Lord. “I shall not meed
you for at least a fortgight.”

“But Von Kreigler's spies,” said Rupert
Thurston.

“Yes, there's that risk,” said the million-

aire. “But if you were careful you ' could
avoid them. I don’t want to lose your com-
pany, but you may have business to look

after, and it isn’t fair to monopolise all your
time. I shall need you when { am ready to
make my final settlement with Goltzheimer
and the professor.”

“I can’t speak for Ching, but personally
I think I'd better stay with you and be safe,
Chief,” said Rupert Thurston. “It would be
a great pity to spoil things.”

“I'd prefer it, too. Unless we make some
foolish blunder now, I have Von Kreigler
and the general in the hollow of my hand.
As long as they remain under the mistaken
idea that your bodies lie under the ruins of
Schloss Schwartzburg they are a couple of
lost souls. Should they learn the truth, the
end would be just the same, although not
quite so dramatic. I want to make a com-
plete surprise of it if possible. Do you mind
speaking to Ching Lung? We shall be off
Dover in half an hour. There’s a nasty sea
running, but not too heavy for the launch if
he should want to go ashore.”

The prince had no urgent business in
London, and professed his willingness to stay
on the yacht. On his way back Rupert
Thurston met Hindlop. The little man was
yawning lazily. He had another hour to go
before the second operator relieved him.

“Any particular news up?” asked Rupert
Thursten.

“Tottenham Hotspur won three goals to
nothing, and Burnley drew with Preston
North End,” said Hindlop, yawning. '
wonder if they played in the dark. Fancy
getting the results of a couple of football
matehes at this time of night. The other
results came through about six o’clock.
Somebody on the Caritania were asking about
the Tottenham and Burnley result very
anxiously, so I expect they had a sweepstake.
A wonderful game, football, sir, when people
in mid-ocean want to know what teams won.
What else was it? Oh, yes. The Coalition
candidate got in for Churston by a four hun-
dred majority.”

“Thut doesn’t excite me very much, not
nearly enough to keep me awake,” said
Rupert Thurston, with a laugh. “Good-night,
Hindlop !

“Good-night, sir,” answered the operator.
“Once I get between the blankets nothing
will waken me, unless the boilers blow up.
I'm as sieepy as a dormouse.”

The operater went down to his room. It
was oppressively hot there, and the yacht
was pitching a little. Hindlop switched on
the electric fan to create a draught and cool
the air. Sparks crackled from his fingers
when he touched the switch. The whole
place seemed saburated with electricity, but
Hindlop was used to that.

“ Good-evening, Sparks,

old dears!” said

A GRA

s
sd

the cheerful voice of Gan Waga. “All merry
and brightness, hunk?”

Gan Waga was not a frequent visitor, He
had meddled a little too much there one day,
and had received an unexpected and painful
electric shock that had taught him prudence.
The operator was not displeased to see him.’
He had still forty minutes to remain on duty,
and he was glad of a companion, :

“There’s not a fab lot of the merry and
bright about me to-night, blubberbiter,” he
said.” I've been yawning my head off. What'’s
your trouble? Who’s chasing you now? I
expect you've got Prout, Maddock, or
O’Rooney on your track, and have waddled
hllx here to hide. You're in mischief again,
ehy” -
tan Waga grinned rather feebly. It was
not his usual joyous and expansive grin, but
the operater did not notice that.

“1 not talks to those chaps now,” he said,
with a furtive glance about him. *Whers
we bound for now; hunk?”

“How the thump do I know? Why don't
you go and ask the Chief?” said Hindlop.
“And what does it matter to you where we're
bound for? As long as you can stuff yourself
with candles and butter and linseed oil, what
difference does it make to your fatness
whether we're going or coming back?” :

The Eskimo closed the door, and put his
back to it. His right hand came from behind
him, and the astounded operator saw a
curious-looking revolver pointed at his head.

“Drop that thing, Gan, and don’t play the
silly goat,” said Hindlop. *There’s no fun in
japing with a gun, you ass! Drop it, you
lunatie!” : 5

It was not Gan Waga; it was another per-
son! The amazing truth flashed through the
operator’s brain. There was the same thick-
set body, the pyjamas, the bare feet, theé
olive skin, the coal-black hair; but it was
not the Eskimo. The face was not broad
enough, the eyes were not beady enough: ‘and
the oily hair was palpably a ‘wig. Hindlop
gave a gulp.

“What’s the game?” he asked.

“Your safest game is to keep very quiet,”
said the man with the weapon. “The thing
1 have pointed at you may be a novelty te
you. It fires a charge of gas, and makes very
little noise. T was going to knock you over,
and do the little job myself, but I've been
unfortunate. Ferrers Lord never seems to do
anything like other people do it. I don't
understand that instrument. It’s as new to
me as this pistol is to you. If I'm compelled
to give you a dose of gas and knock you out,
I may get the hang of the thing before I'm
disturbed. I don’t want to knock You out,
or use any violence at all if that can be
avoided, so please keep your hands up and
Your mouth shut tight.”

The man spoke quietly, with just a faint
trace of a foreign accent. He pushed back
the wig, showing the closely cropped fair
hair beneath it.

“Don’t ask for the gas,” he went on.
“Though it’s not likely to kill you dead, it’s
beastly stuff. You'll be ill for weeks after it
—a regular nervous wreck. I'm going to
make you a big offer, a stupendous offer.
Even if I'm captured no onme will be the
wiser, for I'll not give you away. Look herse,
man—look here!”

ND STORY OF THE ROOKWOOD CHUMS.

By OWEN GONQUEST,

is



The ' Holiday Annual’’

He held out a bundle of banknotes.

“A thousand pounds—a thousand pounds
in your own English money! All for four
words—four little words! Tap them off for
me, and the stuff is yours.”

“What are the words?” asked Hindlop, and
licked his dry lips.

“Just these: ‘ Von Kreigler, Berlin—Alive.
Nothing more than that. It’s that or the
dope. Don’t have the dope, for they tell me
it’s horrible. You might not get really over
it all your lifetime. If I only understood
that cursed machine, I wouldn’t be wasting
my breath on you. Not that I want to hurt
you. 'I'm mnot an assassin, but a patriot.
Don’t imagine I'm taking these desperate
risks for gain. It’s for a cause which I know
is a just and right cause, for the sake of
my country. Will you send that short message,
or must I shoot and try what I can do my-
self? There’s no alternative, so make up
your mind.”

“What's the message, again?” said Iindlop,
striving to gain time, for at any moment help
might come. -

“Only this,” said the spy quickly. “ * Von
Kreigler, Berlin—Alive.” A thousand pounds
for nothing, man, and your seecret safe.
Ferrers Lord will never know who sent it.
1 got abeard this yacht without being seen,
and I can get off her again without being
séen, so you’re safe enough.”

Hindlop blinked at the gas-pistol, which
still remained in a line with his head. He
had plenty of courage. Had it been an
automatic pistol, or a revolver, he would have
bunched himself together and made a dive
at the odd-looking interloper, trusting to his
own quickness to dodge the bullet, and
grapple with the man. But Hindlop had been
gassed once during his soldiering days, and
he had not forgotten the horror and agony
of it. He was afraid of gas, but he did not
intend to send the message, even if the worst
happened. 3

“It can’t be done,” he said, folding his
arms. “I'd like the money, but I can’t do a
thing—"

At that moment the bell of the telephone
rang. The man took a step forward, driving
the operator baek into a corner. Dropping
the notes, and still menacing Hindlop with
the pistol, he lifted the receiver, and put it
to his ear. Rupert Thurston was speaking
from the bridge of the yaeht.

“Are you still there, Hindlop?”

“Yes, sir,” answered the spy, his eyes
watching the operator.

“Orders. from the Chief. When your
second relieves you, tell him that if there
are any messages to go out to-night he is to
use the ‘F’ code.”

¥, sip

“That’s all.”

Hindlop was straining his ears intently,
but he could hear no hopeful sounds, only
the buzzing of the electric fan and the throb-
bing of the zngines. =

“You're a stubborn beast,” said the spy.
“In. fact, there are two of us. I’'m just as
determined to send that message as you are
determined not to send it.”

“Then get on with it,” said the operator
grimly, “If you can work the thing, work
it. . You'd better be quick about it, for I'm
going off duty m a few minutes.”

“Yes, T heard something of the kind just
now, when I answered the ’'phone. I'm
getting desperate. Will you, or won’t you?
I don’t want to shoot.”

“I tell you there’s nothing deing!”

Hindlop fell back against the bulkhead. He
felt no actual pain, enly a dull sense of
weight pushing against him. There was a
sound like the bursting of an inflated paper-
bag, as the spy pulled the trigger of the
pistol. He pressed his hand over his mouth
and nostrils. Hindlop’s arms dropped. He
stared glassily with wide-open eyes that saw
nothing, and then slid sideways. The man
caught him, and let him down gently. Round
the whirling fan were little grey wisps of
vapour that were swiftly sucked into the
ventilator. For a few seconds the spy bent

< over the unconscious man, and then turned
to the instrument.

After a long scrutiny he wiped his per-
spiring forehead with his sieeve. The green
lamp lighted up. The spy fitted the €ap over
his ears, and sat down. It was another
message from the liner, Caritania, and not
intended for the Lord of the Deep. Suddenly
the spy uttered a nervous laugh. He thought
he understood. He gave another glance at
Hindlop over his shoulder. The operator still
lay limp aud motionless. Slowly the spy

began to tap out his fateful warning.

NEXT
FRIDAY]

“THE LAST STRAW!"

is Now On Sale. Obtain

“B-e-rlin—V-on Kreig-—-—2

His hands were shaking, and his stained
face was wet with perspiration,

“Berlin—Von Kreigler—A——"

The electric fan stopped whirring, and the
light went out. The current had been eut
off, The spy heard shouts. He started up
from the chair

The door was dashed open, and the light
from a powerful electric torch stroamed in
on him.

“All right,
above his head.
a second. I surrender!
war!”

Ching Tung stood in the doorway, with

half a dozen men behind him,
B comedians. His fame had not been
contined to Germany, for he was well
known in all the European capitals, and the
plump-like comedian had hosts of friends and
admirers. Ching Lung knew him well. It
was at the prince’s rooms in the Arcomby,
where he had dined with Ching Lung and
Rupert Thurston, that he had given an imi-
tation of Gan Waga so clever and lifelike
that they had been convulsed with laughter.
The war had shattered all such friendships.
It had shown that even the most gifted Hun
had the wild beast in him. Luss was eating
his breakfast with a very good appetite when
the sailor en guard outside his eabin opened
the door to admit Ching Lung.

“Good-morning, your highness,” said the
German. “How’s the wireless chap? I
haven’t hurt him, T hope.”

“Oh, he’ll recover, Luss,” said Ching Lung.
“I've just been along to see him, and he
looks fairly lively. I say, Luss, how did you
manage to get aboard?”

“That’s my little secret, and I don’t intend
to betray it,” said the actor. “What I want
to know is how you happened to find me.”

“You overdid it,” said Ching Lung. “We
knew Von Kreigler had plenty of spies about,
though I wasn't aware that you had given
up the stage to become a member of that
doubtful fraternity. @Gan Waga sold you.
When he declared he had not been in the
booby-huteh, and one of our men swore he
had, something came into my mind like
lightning—the memory of an evening in my
rooms in London.”

Luss poured out a cup of coffee and nodded.

=+ ‘When.I gave you an imitation of your
Eskimo friend. Ah, yes! That fellow amused
me so much. that -1 made a study of him.
That was the idea that came to me. I
failed through bad luek and over confidenee, |
perhaps. I was too sure of myself, prinee,
and I was tired of hiding in the dark. Only |
a second or two more, and I should bave won.
But it was a good joke. You may not believe
it, for I know you think that every German
is a bloodthirsty monster, but it was.againust
my wish that I gassed your operator With
me my country comes first. Hun, if you
like, prince, but a patriot.”

“T'm not sitting in judgment, Luss,” said
Ching Lung. “Fm not fond of Your boss,
Yon Kreigler, but every man to his taste.
He pays well, eh?” :

“I don’t work for money,” said the German.
“1 was doing my duty. Can you tell me what
Mr. Ferrers Lord intends to do with me now
that I am captured?”

“That’s the very last thing I could tell
you, but you may be sure it will be nothing
very severe. I fancy he is rather more
amused than angry. That stuff you had in a
bottle to give Hindlop did you a good turn.”
. “Ah, the antidote for the gas! Yes, that
13 good stutf. I am to be kept as a prisoner,
then?”

“It will surprise me a good deal if you're
not,” said Ching Lung. “I don’t know the
full sentence, but you have been fined.”

“Fined! What can you mean by that?”

The prince laughed.

“We picked up a thousand pounds in Bank
of England notes on the fioor of the wireless-
room,” he answered. “That sum is to be
paid over to the operator as compensation.
When I broke the news to him he was quite
cheerful. He is very much obliged to youn.”

"What are you, then?” asked the German,
glaring. “A gang of robbers? A fine, you
call it. It is stealing, theft, piracy! 1t is
the act of rogues!”

“I thought you did not work for money,
but for the pure love of the Fatherland,”
said the prince, with another laugh. “And
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he said, raising his hands
“You've just beaten me by
It’s the fortune of

The Prisoner!
EFORE the war Adrian Luss had been
one of Germany’s most popular
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don’t call us names, Luss. I don’t suppose
Von Kreigler will miss that money. I’ll send
you a few cigars along for it. They’ll only
cost you a few hundred pounds apiece.”

The dramatic capture of the spy had
resulted in another close search of the yacht,
for more of these wundesirable gentlemen
might be lurking on board. Luss had
admitted that he was alone, but they did not
place much reliance on his word. To Ferrers
Lotrd even, he refused to tell how he had
managed to smuggle himself into the yacht
and where he had been hiding. It almost
seemed that he had a confederate, that one
of the crew was a traitor. ;

“No, I don't think that,” said Ferrers
Lord; when Thurston hinted at it. “All my
men are loyal. Luss is a plucky fellow in
his way.”

“His. trouble is a swelled head, said
Ching Lung. “He makes a marvellous Gan
Waga. He needn’t have gone into the
booby-hutch at all to show himself off, but
he was so cocksure of his own abilities as a
character actor that he couldn’t help him-
self. I wonder if he’s lying to us about the
wireless.”

“No; he is an excellent actor, but he was
not acting when he told us that,” said the

millionaire. “He was angry and dis-
appointed. If you had been a minute later
he would have got in the word ‘alive.” I
am quite grateful te you, prince. Your

initiative was almost an inspiration.” 5

“An absolute inspiration,” said Ching Lung.
“I'm patting myself on the back about if.
Of course, we had been speaking about spies,
so I must have had them on my mind. When
Gan told Prout he hadn’t been in the bhooby-
hutch all day, Prout’s face was something to
remember, for though Gan Waga is good
at a fairy-tale, he’d never tell a deliberate
lie. Tt Gan had not been there, his double
or his ghost had been, I knew that.. And alt
in a rush I remembered an evening long ago
in my rooms. I remembered Adrian Luss
waddling up and down, imitating Gan Wagn
till he made us roar. Gan to the very life,
his waddle and his voice, and his grin, though
not the fullsized one. for even Luss could
not manage that.”

“A sort of second-sight business,” eaid
Thurston. “It’s almost incredible. How you
could have even dreamed that Adrian Luss
was about beats me!”

“I'm not attempting to explain it, old
lad!" I'm anly giving you the facts!” said
Ching Lung.

“I think you can’t be well, and ought to
consult a brain specialist,” said Rupert
Thurston. “Don’t do things like that very
olften, or I shall get anxicus abeut you.
After imagining Luss, the rest is perfectly
natural. You knew that his aim was to geb
a wireless through to Karl vor Kreigler to
inform him that we were very much alive,
and kieking hard, and your thoueht would be
to see that the wireless was safe. That’s all
as clear as the most transtucent mud, but the
first spasm, though a very useful one, is
alarming. See a doctor. and take something
for it, Ching. It quite alarms me!” agf

They laughed, and Ferrers Lord went to
his private room. There was a heavy mist on
the sea, and the yacht was nosing her way
cautiously through it at half speed, her
syren grunting at intervals. Prout wiped the
fog from his beard as he grasped the wheel.
Barry O’Rooney joined him.

‘“Bedad, Tom!” said the man from Bally-
bunion. “Oi've had froightful dhreames! In
fact, bhoy, Oi was afraid to go to slape, for
the minnte that Oi shut me oies there they
were. Arrah, there was a clammy sweat on
me noble brow, and me terrified hearrt bate
loike fifty sledue-hammers! Awfual!”

“By honey, if you’d cut out the pickles at
supper, and eat slow instead of bolting your
food like a hungry wolf, you wouldn’t
dream!” said Prout.

“Ut wasn’t that. and 0i don’t know what
ut was!” said Barry. “Phwat did Oi have
to ate except a morsel of porrk-pie and two
mutton chops and a few spuds? Not enough
to kape a canary aloive! Ugh! That horrid
dhrame! There were two Gan Wagas—two!
When Oi shut me oies, I saw a brace !”

“By honey, that was some dream!” said
Prout. *“You must have suffered, Barry.
Two Gan Wagas! You must have been glad
when you woke up!”

“Och, glad is ut? OI was so happy, Tom,
0Oi could have kissed a policeman, and ye
ggu}/tl to be pretty merry and bright to do

a1

(To be continued next week.)
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A Rascal Foiled!

(Continued from page 5.)

!Hmllmlli

“You—you confesc‘?" he ejaculated.

John Brown shrugged his shoulders.

“Tell me!” exclaimed Erroil
“Where is Cecil Mornington?”

The crackuman laughed. ;

“By gad, I have played a bad hand!” said
Genticman Jim. “But the trump is still
mine. Cecil Mornington is where he could
not be found in weeks of searching. Listen
to me! When he left school )esterdd'y 1
followed him in the trap, and 1 met hgm
on the road as he returned, and offered him
a lift to the school. It was simple, was it
not?

“In the trap I took the road over the
heath, and as soon as the boy grew sus-
pluouc a chloroform pad silenced him. There
was no one fo witness it. Where I placed
him is my secret. I intended to take him
food at night. He lies, bound, a prisoner
in his hiding—place If I am handed over he
will perish of hunger. Take your choice.”

He laughed again.

“1 will guide you to the place if you will
give me half an hour before you speak,” he
said. “This is all T ask!”

The juniors looked at ome another.

It was their duty to hand the rascal over
to justice. But a still nearer duty was
to save poor little ’Erbert from the fearful
fate that threatened him. As the cracks-
man had said, he held tne trump card.

Erroll looked at his comrades.

“Let it go at that,” said Jimmy Silver at
last.

“Then 1 am at your service,” said Gentle-
man Jim coolly.

Six members of the Classical Fourth had
failed to turn up in the Form-room for after-
noon lessons.

Naturally, the master of the Fourth waxed
wroth.

It was not till the Form was dismissed
from lessons that a shout in the gquadrangle
announced the return of the missing juniors.

sternly.

Mr. Bootles whisked out of his study,
thoughtfully taking a cane with him.
“Bravo, Jimmy! He's got him!” roared
Conroy.
“'Erbert! Here he is!”

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr. Bootles.

Six juniors, dusty from their long tramp,
marched up to the schoolhouse, and in the
midst of them, pale and worn, but looking
very happy, was 'Erbert of the Second Form!

“ Bless my soul!” repeated Mr. Bootles.

“ You—you have found Mornington II.
d°.xr boys, I excuse you for mx\sm‘r
fessons, though it was very irreguldra«\crv
irregular. Mornington secundus, where have
You been all this time?” ,

‘Erbert grinned.

“I been kidnapped, sir, by a rotten bloke,
and 'id in a quarry!” he said—“that thexe
new porter cove, sir—Brown!’’

“Good heavens! Come to the Head!’ ex-
claimed Mr. Bootles.

And Jimmy Silver & Co. a few minubes
Iater had the pleasure of explaining to the
astonished Head of Rookwood. Lattrey was
not mentioned, but all the rest was told.

As the juniors left the study the Head
picked up the telephone-receiver, and in
a few minutes the hue-and-cry after Gentle-
man Jim had begun.

That evening, in Study No. 4, Mornington
grinned as he took out his books to “sw Fot.”

“I m after that dashed scholarship, Erroll,
an’ I'm going to bag 1t if it turns my hair
grey,” he remulwd “I1 wonder, old scout,
v."l)ffher I've played the fool to-day, after
ait”

But Erroll only smiled.

“You've played the man!” he said.
tleman Jim made a mistake.
where’s cheery old Xenophon?”

“Dareiou kai Parysatidos gigponiai paides
duo——" grinned Mornington.

And the chums settled down to work.

THE END.

“Gen-
Now, then,

(For full particulars of next week’s story see
next column)
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**‘Bunter's Very Latest!

FOR NEXT FRIDAY!

I have in preparation a splendid budget
of stories for next week’s issue of the
PorurnAr. There will be another long,
complete story dealing with the early
adventures of Harry Wharton & Co. at
Greyfriars, entitled:

“ THE LAST STRAW !”
By Frank Richards.

This story deals further with the im-
possible Theophilus Flipps, who has
caused such a sensation at Greyiriars
with his weird hygienic ideas, and Flipps
finds himself in hot water with both the
masters and the juniors. The story is
splendidly written, and Mr. Richards
quite surpasses himself. If you want a
good langh you must not miss this story.

To follow this will be another tale of
Jimmy Silver & Co. at Rookwood, which
Mr. Owen Conquest has called :

“ THE FOLLY OF ADOLPHUS ! »

Our yarns of the merry Rookwood
chums have always been up to a very
high standard, but this, Mr. Conquest’s
latest, had topped them all. You simply
must not miss reading this story, so I
advise you to take the old precaution of
ordering your copy of next week’s issue
well in advance.

BILLY BUNTER’S LATEST EFFORT.

A very important item in the pro-
gramme is the grand four-page supple-
ment, edited by the great and only
William George Bunter, which will be
funnier than ever. He is calling it a

SPECIAL “HOBSBIES” NUMBER,

and it will contain some good contribu-
tions from the juniors of the three
famous schools. Of course, there will be
the usual contributions from the four fat
subs, whose views on the subject of
hobbies are both weird and won-
derful, as you will see. Then there
will  be the conclusion of Ogilvy’s
story, “The Town Crier of Courtfield,”
which will be very funny indeed; and
last, but not least, Dick Penfold comes
forward with his usual column of poetry.
In all you have a great feast of stories
and articles to look forward to.

OTHER FEATURES.

There will be a further instalment of
our grand serial of adventure, ‘“The
Invisible Raider,” by Sidney Drew, and
it will be as exciting as ever. I am also
offering another FOOTBALL, and Ten
Prizes of FIVE SHILLINGS each, in
connection with our “POPLETS”
COMPETITION No. 39,

PDour Editor,

GHANGE FOR YoU!
“Poplets” Competition

* A Screamingly Funny Story of GréyIriars——

WorD WiTH|
)YOUR EDITOR

YOUR EDITOR IS ALWAYS PLEASED TO
HEAR FROM HIS READERS,
THE ‘‘POPULAR,’”’ THE FLEETVVAY HOUSE,

FARRINGDON STREET,

Address : EDITOR, »

LONDON,

A SPLENDID

e ———

No. 38.

¥

First Prize: A MATCH FOOTBALL,

Ten Prizes of Five Shillings.

Seleet two of the examples, and
make up a sentence of TWO, THREE,
or FOUR words having some bearing
on the example. ONE of the words in
your sentence must commence with
one of the letters in the example.

1. Al “Poplets’’ must be written
on one side of a POSTCARD and not
more than two “Poplets ” can be sent
in by one reader each week.

2. The pmtcards must be addressed

“Poplets 7 No. 88, The “Popular,”
GOéwh House. Gough Square, Lom’on
4

3. No correspondence may be
entered into in connection with
“Poplets.”

4. The Editor’s opinion on any
matter which may arise is to be

accepted as final and legally binding.
This condition will be strictly en-
forced, and readers can only enter the
competltlon o1 this underatandmg

I guarantee that every effort will
be thovouwh[y examined by a compe-
tent staff of ]udfres PROVIDED that
the effort is sent in on a POSTCARD,
and that it is received on or befors
October 27th.

Examples for this week:
Grundy Singing.
In Clover.
Cards with Lattrey.
Fancying Himself.
Introdunmg a Stranger.
Mauly's*New Waistcoat,
Dreams and Realism,
Nearing the End.
Too Thin.
Would-be Hero—
Dealing in Finance,
Past Believing.

Don t forget! Another FOOTBAL
and TEN PRIZES OF FIVE SHIL-
LINGS next week!

Result of Competition No. 39.

S. Lonsterdene, 33, Charles Street,
Mansfield Woodhouse Notts.

Harry W. E. Thom 26, Ruvigny.
Gardens, Putney, S.W. 15.

W, Elliston, 9, Cantrell Road,
Bow, E. 3.
Percy Lynch, 8, Greenhough Street,
Ancoats, Manchester.

A. Baker 20, Green Lane, Stoke
Newington, N. 16.

Ernest Denyer, 13, Lyons Cottages,
Dorking, Surrey.

A. Reevs, 86, Lancaster Road, East
Ham, E. 6.

Bessgie Stohart, 5, Topsham Roead,
Exeter, Devon.

Jessie Bassett,
Wolverhampton.

Lilian Rapley, 1, Dene Street Gar-
dens, Dorkmg, Surrey

458, Dudley Road,

5
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TELL ug which of
the subjects men-
tioned below interests

DG yﬁu want you. We will then
-2 Better Job? s

RE
\ pointing out your chances of success, and
explaining how we ean give you just
that knowledge to qualify you for a better
N Joh—we teach by post ln your spare time,
and in your own hom

‘We strongly recommend each of these Postal Courses,
not only to the OLDER MEN, but also to APPRENTICES
and to the PARENTS of lads Ieavxng School.

Aeroplane Eng’ing. Boiler Making. Building Constz’n.
Aero Engines, Engineers’ Quanti-Reinforce’d Concrete
Electrical Eng’ing. ties & Estimating. Structural Eng’ing.
Felegraphy Mathematics. Municipal Eng’ing.
Telephony Motor Eng’ing. Plumbmg & sanx-
Power Stations. Marine Eng’ing. ary.
MechanicalEng’ 1ngNava1Arnthecture. Heating & Ventilat.
Draughtsmanship. Ship Design. s
.Workshop Practice.Civil Engincering. I ternal Combust.
Mach:me Tools. Surveys& Levelling. Engines.

EXAMINATIONS. — We specmhse in the followma
Ezxams.: AM.LMech.E.; AMIEE.; AM.Inst.C.E, ;
AMIA. E.; Board of Trade Marine 2nd Class, lst cluss,
Extra 1st C]ass, City and Guilds Fxams. in Telegraphy,
Telephony, efc. Write for this book to-day. It may mean
the turning-point of your career. Don’t forget to mention
the subject which interests you.
THE TECHNOLOGICAL INSTITUTE of GT. BRITAIN, Ltd.,

41 Thanet House, 231-232, Strand, Lendon.

dxrect from faclory at w,

§ and SAVE POUNDS. Wo!

d massive Table Grands, Portable-
Hornless and _exquisitely celoured
monster horn Mead-o-phones
to sclect from. Grand  bargains
in Columbiz, Regal, Zono=
phcne FPata 11
:‘S;d DBCCQS- I

. e pai

L needles inciuded, Sati

f or money reiunded. Send

for the biggest and most Deauzmxlly
illustrated art catalogue ever issued.

MEAD CO. (DEPT.G108),
2. BALSALL HEATE, :
BIEM!NGHAM.
Ventriloquist’s

MAGIG TR!GKSs Ieift;;ﬁxagggls’ e ‘58. Imitate Birds.

Price6d.each,sforl/-.—T.W . Harrison, 239, PentonviileRd., London, N.1.

“CURLY HAIR!”— “It’s won derful,”’ writes E. 10,000 Testimonials.
: Proof sent. Ross’ ‘“ WAVEIT’’ GURLS STRAIGHTEST HAIR. 1/3, ¥8.
(Stamps accepte )—ROBS (Dept. P, ), 173, New North Rd., London.N s

PHOTO POSTCARDS OF YOURSELF, 1/3 doz. 12 by 10 EN-
. LARGEMENTS. 8d. ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL, CATALOGUE

AND SAMPLEY FREE.—HACKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.
froxn £1; with AUTO-

HOME GENEM TQ A?i‘i Tig Re—\\’xnderfrnm£3

\ Accessories, Standard, Films. D -for Illust“aned Cakalﬂgue —Desk B,
DBEAN CINEMA CO., 94, Dray Avenue, London, W.

FOOTIEATLYE. BCOTS fox 1O/

You can sccure & pair of our Real Russet McGregor
Eootball Boots on firgt payment of 1Q/- and on
your promising to pay further weekly insta}menta
% a3 set out below,
BOYS’ (11, 12, 13 1), 12/6.—16/- down and balance
of 2/6 the fmlow1rg week.
YOUTHS‘ (2, 3, 4, 5), 14/
cekly .nstaxments of 2/«
MEN‘S {6, 8, 9, 10}, 15/-.—1Q/~ down and two
ky m,sm,lments of 2/8.
BEST QUALITY I‘OOTBALLS (Match Size), 10/9, Ccmplsta with
Bladder (Postage 6d. extra).
LANE EROS. (Dept. 2), 8, Arthur Road, HOLLOWAY, N.7.

BANG!
BANG!!
BANG !! !

Blaze

—10/- down and two

away,
w1thout relo
" The QUICFI’RA "
Price 1/3 posi free.
(Postage abroads 3d. exire.)
Perfectly harmless, but just the th‘na for
Amateur Detectives and Scouts.  Write
your name and address very plainly on &

sheet of paver, attach this advt, and send
with P.O. 1/3 o

F. G!LMAN 8, Grange Road, A

100 shots

Popular.

ELECTREC MOTORS

The “* Rapid ”” 2-4 volt, 4/6, post. 6d.

The “Excelsiox’” We. 1, /8, post. 5d.

The * Excelgior’’ KNo. 2, 10,8, post. 2d.

The ** E=xcelsior’” Medical Shocking
- Joils, 4/8, 8/9, 10/8. Post. 5d.

g
"2 3team Locomotives. Beautifully finished
motels in every  detail. i

=m Gauge 0, 10/8; post. I/
Gauge 1, 25/-, post. 1/.,
Steam Engines Horizontal or Vera
tical. Complete with Steam Whistle,
all accessories; ete. 4/9, post. 9d.

BENNETT BR@S-’ Dept. E, 5,Theobalds Road,

Holborn, London, W.C. 1.

INSTANTLY
KILLS PAIN

Everyone suffering pain should
try the quickest, surest, and
safest way of obtammg
immediate ease. This is the
VIKWIK way. No matter
how the pain is caused,
whether by Rheumatism, Gout
Seiatica, Lumbago, Neurms.
Neuralgia, Synovitis, Cramp,
Sprains, Bruises, and for
every kind of muscular pain,
VIEWIK is the finest pain-

WORLD'S CHAMPION
RUNNER, Mr. A. SHRUEB, killing,  curative linimen&
CAMIIJERE s NI known. VIEWIK stops irri-
ELM TREE HOTEL, tation in a  remarkable

manner. Chilblaing and Burns

XFORD.
November 17th, 1919. yield to its soothing effects

Sirs,—Rheumatism {n my Kknee at once. VIKWIK is some-
'i‘"‘.s'”d e are;athquony,’angi ﬂ”eg thing  different, something
TrYing severa tinds of oils an 1
salves without success I was better than sﬁnythmg els%m 1t
advised by a friend to use VIKWIK. succeeds where everything

else has disappointed.

If you suffer from any kind
of pain, go to your Chemist
and get a bottle to try. Price

1 did so, with the result that the
| pain has gone. Now I use VIEWIK
at the least sign of overstrain
and as a general liniment during
training, which I can heartily

recommend.—Yours truly, 1s. 3dt and d3s‘,stfmm all
7 Chemists an ores, OF
AlElED i, direct, post free, from the

Vorductemmiandener § wrgwise €0,  Desk 2,

27, Store St., London, W.C. 1.

L IRINME] "E‘

INSTANTLY KILLS PAIN OF

Rheumatism Chilblains Lumbago HMeuritis
Sprains Gout Sciatica Nerve Paing
Bruises Sore Throat Rheumatoid Neuralgia
Cramp Stiff Nec Arthritis

In 1/3 bottles, large size 3/=.

FProm BOOTS’, TAYLOR’S, and all Chemists

A Model STEAM ENGINE

Complete, ready for work, 15/-, 21/-, & 32/-. Rails, 6d. per length.
Post extra 1/-. BELECTRIC LIGHT! Battery, Switch, Wire, Lamp,
Holder, Reflector, Instructions, ete., 4/6; vostage 6d Larger size,

. 8/6; postage 4d. SHO CEKING COIL!

e ke = Set of Parts for making, 1/9. Battery

s Parts, 176; postage 3d. each. Electro
Magnet, 9d.; postage 3d.  (Lifts 1 1b.)

vl }ggx Electrical Experiments, 3/-; postage

. Special Cheap Telephons Set com-
plete, 1/9; postage 4d.
4-Volt Dyna,n_'xo, 12/6.
“>The HARBORNE SMALL POWER Co.
38, Queen’s Road, Aston, Birmingham,

(Ca,calogue 4d.)

FUN FOR ALL §—Ventriloguist’s Voice Instrument. lInvisibie,
®  Astonishes, Mystifies. Imitate Birds, Beasts,
eto. 1/- P.0. (Ventriloguism Treatiss-included).—Ideal Co., Clsvadan. Som.
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All'applications far Advertisement Space
in this- publication should be addressed
to the Advertisement Department,
UNION JACK SERIES, The Fleetway
House, Farringdon St., London, E.C.4
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Don’t Wear a Truss'

Brooks' New Scientific Appliance—Adjusiable to any Size Person——Easy.

Comfortable, Affording Instant Rellel’-—Made for Men, Women. or Chlldren.

Sent on Trial

No Risk in ordering—Money will be refunded if not satisfied.

After thirty years’ experience in curing rupture an appliance has been invented which will absolutely hold the

rupture and never slip, yet is light, cool, and comfortable.
_ chafing or hurting, and costs less than many common trusses.
- and yet it holds the rupture safely and firmly, without pain or inconvenience.

It conforms to every movement of the body without
There are no springs or hard, lumpy pads,
We make it to your measure,

and-send it to you on a strict guarantee of satisfaction or money refunded, and we have put our price so
low that anybody, rich or poor, can buy it.

““I AM PERFECTLY CURED!”

Smith’s Shop., Kingstona,
Hereford.

,
C. E. Brooks, Esq.

Dear Sir,~For over 20 years T have suffered from
rupture. During that period I have spent pounds in
seeking a reme(]y When I heard of you I had doubts,
for I thought it wonld be simply another case of failure
and expense. Just over six months ago T decided to give
you a trial, and I found relief very quickly. But, the
best of all, T am pleased to inform you that for over
two months I have not nsed the Apphance, for ¥ am
perfectly curad, I am a blacksmith, and can do aill the
heavy work without being troubled in any way. Please
accept my best thanks.

Yours very gratelully,
THOMAS PHILLIPS.

From a photograph of Mr. €. E.
Brooks, tnventor of the Appliance,

““| GONSIDER AM CURED!”

86, Grove Street,
¥reehold, Rochdale.
Mr, Brooks. 3
Dear Sir.—TIt is with pleasure T write you these few
lines to inform you that I have been succossful ‘with
your Appliance. I consider I am cured of rupinre,
having done without it for six weeks, and only having
had it on five ‘monihs, after having tried four years
with other remedies. I shall be pleased to be of service
to you when an opportunity comes my way.
Thanking you for the good you have dono me,
Yours glnefully,
< THOMAS HOWARTH,
P.3.—The Appliance iz as good to-day as: when I
got it from you.

who cured himself. and whose et-

perience has since benefited thou.
Lf ruptured wrile to-day,

sands,”

We have received thousands of letters ]lk(’ thiese from grateful patients the
This Appliance gives Instant and Permanent Relief when everybhing
else bhas failed. Remember, we use no salves, no harness, no lies.
attached coupon and post to-day, and we will send you trec our illustrated Book
on Rupture and its Cure, showing the Appliance, and giving the names of many
it in London, call at our

Experienced nﬁendants

world over.

people who have tried it and are extremely grateful.
Consulting Rooms, 80, Chancery Lane; London w.C. 2.
for both ladies and gentlemen

Brooks Appliance Co,, Ltd,,

(1876), 80; Chancery Lane, London, W.C.

e —————————— e

Free Information Coupon. |

Brooks Appliance Co., Ltd., l
(1876), 80, Chancery Lane, London, W.C.2.

l Please send ms by post, in plain wrapper, your

Fill in the

itlustrated . Book and full information about your
Appliance fer the cure ol rupture.

NAME.

ADDRESS s 5 ' o !
|

R

% Packed Free. Carriage Paid. Fyrzern Days Free Tral,

LLOWEST CASH PRICES. EASY PAYMENT TERMS.
f Prompt delivery. Save Dealers’ profits. Big Bargainsin
§Shop Soiled and Second-hand Cycles, Satisfaction
uaranteed or Money Refunded. Write for Monster
f Size Froe Lists and Special Ofer of Sample Bicycle.

7 ME AD CYCLE COMPANY, Incorpd.
Dent, B6907, BIRMINGHAM.
Do YOU LACK SELF-GONFIBENGE
Do you ever feel ““ all of a tremble "?- Do you Teel awkwnrd in the
presence of others? Do you have ‘ nervous or mental fears '’ of any
kind? De you suffer from involuntary blushing, nervous indigestion,
lack of energy, will-power, or mind concentration? Do you shrink
from the company of men or women, social gathermgs. speech-making,
conversation, playing or ‘‘appearing in public? Learn bow to

change your whole mental outlook by sending at once 3 penny stamps
for particulars of guaranteed cure in 12 days.—GODFRY ELLIOTT.

U

SMITH, Ltd., 527, Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Circus, London, E.C.4.

FREE FUN Our Fupny Novelty, causmg roars of laughter,

FREE to all sending 1/- for 70 Cute Conjuring
Tricks. 12 Jolly Jok- ’l‘ncks 6 Catchy Coin Tricks, 5 Cunning Card Tricks,
5 Mystifying Magic Tricks, 250 Riddles, 18 Games, 10 Funny Readinga.
5 Funvy Recitations, 21 Monologues, 73 Toasts, 562 Wealth Scorets, Easy
Ventriloquism Seeret, and 1,001 Stupsndous Attracuonn Thoumnds ds-
lighted! Great Fun [~C. HUGHES, 15, Wood 8t., Edgbaston, Birmingham,

SHORT OR TALL ?—Wh!ch are you, and which would you like

to beP A deﬂoiancy in height can rapidl
Ye made good by the Girvan Solentific Treatment. Students reéport from
to .5 inches increase. Successfully practised by buslness men, actors,
goldiers, and all to whom height and a.ppea.rance count. Send a posteard
for particulars and our £100 guarnm« to NQUIRY DEPT. AM.P,
17, STROUD GREEN ROAD, LONDON., N. 4.

FELMS FOR SALE; GHEAP, ﬁ?g&:?:‘;l-&b& 50 1. hmg'i‘c:

Film, 1/3.—TYSON & MARSHALL, 89, Castle Boulevard, NOTTINGHAM,

CUT THIS OUT

i The Popuiar.” PEN COUPON. Yalue Z2d.

Send 13 of these coupons with only 2/9 direct to the Fleet Fen Co.,
119, Fleet Street, London, E.O. 4. Youvullrecmvebyretumasplcndnd
mesh Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6 (Fine,
Medium, or Broad Nib). If only 1 coupon is sent, the price ls 4/9, 2d. being
allowed for each extra coupon up to 12. (Pocket th, &4, extra.) Thisgreaf
offer is made to introduce the famous Fleet Pen to the POPULAR readers.
Satlafactlun guarantead or cash returned. - Foreign post extra.
Lever Self-§ illing Model, with Safety Cap, 2/- extra.

Yours To Wear Whilst Paying For H.

Gent.'s fullsize Keyloss - Lever
‘Watch, strong Nickel Silver, dust and
damp- proof cases, clear dial, genuine
Lever Movement, perfect tmlway time-
keeper, price 15/ or cash with order,
S 13/ Ladies’ or Gent.'s wristiet
model (a beautiful present), 4{
extra. Any of these splend

watches sent on receipt of the
first payment. After receiviag
the watch you send us a further
2/-, and promise to pay the
baln.xme by weekly instalments of
6d. each, or 2/- monthly, War-
ranty for 10 years sent wnth eich
watch. No unpleasant inquiries.
Don't risk disappointment, as this is
manufacturer's stock, purchased at
great reduction (usually sold at
25/-). Send 2/- and 6d. extra for
postage and insurance at once to—
THE WOBURN WATCH CO.
{Desk P.6), Woburn Hnuso,

LONDON, W.C.1.

LUMINOUS
DIALS
2/- EXTRA.

Printed and publi
Advertisement offic
Abroad, 11s: per a

pim; 5v. 6d. for six mobths

cvery Friday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Press, Limited, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Streef, London
’I‘he Fleetway House, ¥ "‘arrm% on Street, London, E.C.4.
ole agents for South Africa

.C. 4.
Inland, 13s. per anpum; for six months.

Subscription rates : £,
Sole agents for Aus%ﬁ\a and New

: The Central News Agency, Ltd.

Zmland Mossrs. Gordon & Goteh, Litd.; ; and for Canada, The Imperial he“'s Qo., Ltd, Saturday, October 22nd, 1921
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