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A Magnificent Long,
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By FRANK ‘RICHARDS.

Complete, School Story, dealing with the Early Adventures of
HARRY WHARTON & CO. at Greyfriars. :

i

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
: The Redclyfie Maich!

154 HAT’S on?”
Bob Cherry, the fighting cham-
pion . of the Remove Form at

Greyfriars, asked that question
of Harry Wharton, captain of the Form, as
he was punting a football about. Harry had
suddenly left Bob and the other Remaovites
ab- the bLidding of Wingate, the captain of
the school, and instead of coming back to
punt the footer Wharton was making for
the School House.

“Important match!” called back Harry
Wharton, with a grin. -~

“Wharton!” ejaculated Bob Cherry, coming
towards him. “What do you mean, you ass?
There’s no match to-day!” :

“Yes, there is—first eleven fixture!” said
Wharton, with ausother grin.

“Well, you're not in the first eleven, are
you& yo,g fathead?”

“Eh!”

. “I'm in to-day, at all events!” said Whar-
ton, with & chuckle. “Loder’s out, and there’s

a split in the Sixth, and Wingate’s short of

handg, and he asked me to play.”

“Homest Injun!” gasped Bob Cherry.

Bob tossed his cap inte the air.

“Hooray! Hurrah for us! Hooray for the
Remove! "Hip, pip!”

Harry Wharton hurried intc the house to
get into his football clothes. Bob Cherry
shouted out the news to his comrades. It
spread like wildfire. There was a row in
the Sixth Form; and Wingate had asked
a junior to play in the first eleven—in one
of the bhiggest matches of the foothall
season. The Remove heard the news with
incredulity and delight—the incredulity
vanishing, and the delight augmenting, when
Harry  Wharton was seen ©n the footer
ground with the rest of the eleven.

It was a proud day for the Remcve; but
the other Forms did mot take it so kindly.
But Loder & Co. consoled themselves with
the reflection that a junior retruit would
not be of much use in a match against a
team like Redclyffe; and they heped fer-
vently to see the Greyfriars cog;urs lowered.
Harry Wharton himself, perhaps, was a
little doubtful; but one thing was certain—
he meant to play the game of his life.

Nugent and Bob Cherry, Tom Brown and
Johnny Bull, Hurree Singh and Mark Linley,
and a crowd more of the Remove, stood in
& group near the ropes, ready to cheer their
champion. There were very few fellows in
the Remove who were not glad to see the
Form captain taking a place in the. Grey-
friars First. It was an honour for the
Remove which they were not likely to forget.
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Temple, Dabney & Co., of the Upper
Fourth, were near at hand, and they wore
lofty smiles. Temple confided his opinion to
Dabney, in a loud voice, that Wingate must
be off his dot. And Dabney said, “Oh,
rather!” But the Removites did not take
any notice; they eyes were upon the footer-
field. Redclyffe First had arrived, and the
match was about to begin. Coker of the
Pifth came down to the ground with his
hands thrust deep fto his pockets, and a
puzzled frown upon his face. Coker could
not understand in the least why Harry
Wharton had been pub into the team, and
he—Horace Coker—hbad been left eut. The
probability was® that, he never would under-
stand.

“We've won the toss,” said Bob Cherry
suddenly. “Redclyfie have gobt to play
against the wind.”

“Hooray!” said Johnny Bull,

“There they go!” :

“Play up, Greyfriars!”

“Qo it, Wharton!”

“On the ball!”

Redeclyffe had kicked off, and the match
had begun. :

Very nearly all Greyfriars had gathered
to wateh the game. A first eleven match
always had a great interest for the whole
school ; but this matech was something out of
the common. It was not often that a junior
of the Lower Fourth was seen playing with
the big guns of the Bixth.

Everybody wondered how Harry Wharton
would turn out; and the gemeral opinion
was that Wingate was off his “rocker,” and
that Wharton would be more hindrance than
help in the senior team.

That opinion, in fact, was held by all but
Wharton's own chums; and the spectators
generally expected to see the Removite simply
pushed out of the game by the Redelyfie
fellows.

But it did not happen.

At first the Redclyfians carried all before
them. There was no doubt that the home
team was not up to its usual form, or any-
thing like it. They, were driven back, and
for some time the play was all in the home
half. There was a sharp attack on goal,
and North of the Sixth, in goal, had plenty
to do to defend his citadel. He was caught
at last, and the ball came in—the first goal
in the game being taken for Redeclyffe.

“I guess I told you fellows it would be
like that,” Fisher T. Fish remarked to the
chums of the Remove. “Now, if I'd been
playing, that goal—* :

“Would have been taken sooner?” suggested
Rake. -
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Nope! 1 guess I i
“It’s all over bar shouting!” growled Coker

of the Fifth.- “Blest if Loder isn’t right!
The school wants a new captain, and no
mistake !

“1t’s going to be a bad licking,” Loder
remarked to Carme. The two cads of the
Sixth had come down to see the match.
“And if we are beaten, it will be bad for
Wingate. He- will have all the Form up
against him over it!”

“Jolly good thing, too!” growled Carne.
“Look at that ass Potter, who’s been put in
in my place! The Redelyfie forwards simply
walk round him!? =

“And their confounded junior hasn’t done
much so far!” said Loder.

“Not likely to, I should think. Looks tg
me ag if Wingate is dotty or else he's tired
of being skipper, and wants the order of the
push i said Walker. :

“He'll get it, whether ke wants it or not!”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! They’re off!” ghouted
Bob Cherry. “Hooray! On the bali! Go it,
Remove !”

Greyiriars had kicked off, and the forwards
were away with the ball. Gwynne had sent
it out to the wing, and Wharton was “on”
it. The Redclyfians tried to tackle him,
but Wharton cluded them, and ran down the
field, the ball at his feet. The halves seemed
to be nowhere, but the backs closed in on
him. For a moment Wharton was tempted
to take the kick before the backs could
reach him, and he would have had a fair
prospect of suceess, but he restrained the
impulse. He sent the ball in to Wingate,
who captured the pass, rushed past the
backs, and shot for geal. The ball whizzed
fairly into the net before the goalie knew
that it was coming. =

There ‘was a roar from the Greyfriass
crowd. " e e e

“Goal 1”

“Heoray!” ° .

And the Remove shouted:

“Bravo, Wharton!” : 2 -

Wingate clapped Wharton on the shoulder
as they walked- back to the centre of the
field. The goal was Wingate’s, but he had
taken it from Wharton’s pass, and at least
half the credit’ was due to the. captain of
the Remove.

“Jolly goed, kid!” said Wingate.
that up, and yew’ll do.”

Wharton flushed with pleasure.

The teams lined up again; and from that
moment the Redclyfians were observed to
keep a special eye on Harry Wharton.

They had not much regarded the junior
player hitherto; but now that he" was
marked he was “bottled up.” But that

G

.neep

. was, a3 Bob Cherry remarked, a compliment

to the junior. 1t showed that the senior
players from Redclyfle regarded him as a
dangerous opponent. ° They wouldn’t bave
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taken the trouble to.mark Loder, as Bob
obzerved in a stage whisper at the prefect’s
elbow.

Whaiton had no further chance in the first
half, buat he kept his end up as well as
could be expected; and it could not be said,

even by Loder and Carne, that his play “let

down ” the side in any way.

The first half ended with the score egual.

“It’s going to be a giddy victory!” said
Bob Cherry confidently.  “I wish I could
see Wharton kick a goal: that would shut
up those wasters yonder!”

“The shut-upfulness would be terrific,”
agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

_ “If we lose, they’ll make a song out of
it,” sa‘d Johnny Bull. “But they can’t say
that Wharton isn't doing well—better than
Potter, anyway.” %

“We've got the wind against us now,”
said Nugenf, as the teams came on the field
again, “and it’s blowing up from the sea.”

“Yes, that’s rotten luck!”

“Play up Greyfriars!”

Greyfriars kicked off against the wind for
the second half. The change of ends had
given Redclyffe the advantage of the wind,
and it was a considerable advantage now.
The Redeclyffians had evidently made up their
minds to forec matters, The tussle was hard
and fast from the kick-off, and soon the
visitors were swarming round the home goal.

Bob. Cherry & Co. watched the tussle
anxiously They were in momentary expecta-
tion of seeing the leather go in, and their
expectations were soon realised. The ball
whizzed In past North, and lodged in the

net.

“Goal!” gruated Bob Cherry. “What they
want is a few more of the Remove in the
team. That would make it a hit harder for
Redelyfie.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Wharton doesn’t seem to be going great
guns just now,” remarked Vernon-Smith of
the Remove. with a sneer. 7

“Oh, rats!” growled Bob Cherry.

“Two up for Redecliffe!” said Coker. “Well,
it serves ‘em right! If Wingate doesn't
know a good player when he sees one e

“Play up, Greyfriars! Don't go to sleep
shouted Fisher T. Fish.

Greyiriars kicked off again. The visitors
pressed ‘them hard as before, bub this time
not so successfully. Hammersley succeeded in
sending the ball out to Wharton, and Harry
ran it down the touch-line till he succeeded
in sending it across to the other wing. There
was a fine exhibition of short, quick passing
as the Greyfriars forwards brought the ball
across the enemy’s half, and rushed for goal.
The defence seemed to have no chance; but
as Wingate received the ball from the right
wing, and_was_about to kick, the backs
charged him. The Greyfriars captain bhad
just time to send the ball out to Wharton
before he was charged over.

Wharton trapped the ball, and gave a
quick glance round. There was no other for-
ward in a position to take a pass, and be
Irad only a couple of seconds to spare. There
was nothing for it but to take the risk of
shooting, and he did it after one second’s
pause.

Right for the goal-mouth the ball whizzed,
and the next moment Wharton was
shouldered over, and ‘fell.

He heard a shout as he rolled over.
it a goal?

He staggered up.

The shot had been good and true; but the
wind had deflected the ball, and it bhad
struck the goalpost, and fallen back into the
field ol play.

The next instant a Redelyffe back senf the
feather whizzing to midfield, and the chance

Was

was gone, Play surged away to the half-
way line.
“Oh, what rotten Iluck!” groaned Bob

Cherry. “It was as near as anything—blow
the wind! It was the narrowest shave!”

“Beastly luck!” grunted Johnny Bull

Loder laughed. = -

“Exactly what might have heen expected
from a kid shoved into the first eleven!”
he said to Carne. “It was an easy shot, and
the young ass muffed it!”

Bob Cherry heard the Tremark,
glared at Loder.

“You know you're talking rot!® he ex-
claimed. “It was a difficult shot, and Whar-
ton very nearly brought it off. It was the
wind spoiled it!” -

“Hold your tongue, you checky cub!” said
Loder, scowling.

All eyes were turned keenly on the game
now. The Redelyflians were pressing the
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attack once more, and the Greyfriars side
were struggling hard in defence.

For a time there was no further score;
but it could not be denied that the Grey-
friars men were playing a losing game.

They did not seem to have a chance of
equalising, and it began to be clear that if
they kept the score as it was, it was as
much as they could expect.

Bob Cherry glanced up at the clock-tower.

“Ten minutes to go,” he remarked
gloomily.

“Lots of things happen in ten minutes,”
said Frank Nugent. *“It's a delightfully un-
certain game, you know.”

“This one is certain enough,” said Bolsover
major. “The Greyfriars First is licked, and
they might as well chuck up the sponge
now.” .

“I guess so. Now, if I were in the team,

“There they go!” roared Bob Cherry.
“Play up, Greyfriars!”

The Greyfriars forwards had succeeded in
getting through at last. The field changed
kaleidoscopically. The players were swarm-
ing round the visitors’ goal now, and the
attack was sharp and determined. The
leather went in from Gwynne’s foot; but
the Redclyffe goalie was *all there.” It
came out again, and Harry Wharton made a
leap: forward. His head met the leather, and
the ball went whizzing in.

“@Goal!” gasped Bob Cherry.

But it was not to be.

It was very near; but the Redeclyffe skipper
was up to his work. His fist crashed on the
sphere, and it whizzed out, and then
a Redelyffe back sent it flying to the touch-
line. The Redclyffe goal was saved, and the
home team did not bave a chance again.
There remained but three minutes to play,
and in those three minutes the visitors
brought the attack up to the home goal,
and piled in shots. And it was evident to
all the crowd that only the whistle of the
referee, announcing the close of play, saved
Greyfriars from a bigger score against them.

Phip!

Boh Cherry grunted. :

“That’'s the finish; two to one against!
Oh, rats!”

“Licked!” said Vernon-8Smith, with his un-
pleasant smile. *“Our respected Form-captain
hasn't done the giddy miracles expected of
him !

“Oh, go and eat coke!” said Bob Cherry
angrily. “He’s done jolly well, anyway. And
if the rest of the team had been up to his
form, we should have won.”

“Yes, rather!” said Nugent.

And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh remarked
that the ratherfulness was terrific,

But the faces of the Greyfriars eleven were
glooiny as they came off the field. They had
been beaten; and beaten not so much by the
quality of the enemy, as by their own short-
comings. But for the split in the Sixth,,
there was no reason why the home team
should not have kept its end up against the
visitors. Wingate's brow was dark, and his
lips were compressed. He owed that defeat
to Loder, and Lcder’s trickery—he knew
that; but the other fellows did not share his
opinion. They attributed the defeat to the
composition of the team, naturally, and the
composition of the team was the work of the
skipper, and so it was generally agreed to
lay the blame upon Wingate's shoulders.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Wingate Sticks!
EORGE WINGATE was in his study,
his brow clouded and moody.
He was dissatisfied with the
result of that afternoon’s match,
dissatisfied with himself, and with things
generally.

The split in the Sixth had brought about
the defeat of the first eleven, there was no
doubt about that.

The split in the Form was not due to Win-
gate; but he wondered whether he could
have done - anything to aveid it, if he had
been more careful.

It was not his fault that Loder and the
other black sheep of the Sixth wanted a
change of captain, and were willing to play
the game low down to get rid of him.

Wingate had always stood for a bigh stan-
dard of conduct and the best traditions of
the school, and he had always been a thorn
in the side of the fast set in the Sixth. It
was not surprising that they wanted to be
rid of him. But Wingate wondered that

FRIARS.

Loder had succeeded in getting so many of
the seniors oa his side. It was due to his
cunning; and in a contest of that sort
George Wingate was woefully lacking. He
had no tricks to pit against Loder’s; he
would not flatter, and he would not cajole,
and he was at a disadvantage. If the
fellows wanted another captain, let them
have another captain, that was how he
looked at it. It was not the way to combat
Gerald Loder's plotting. 3

The foothall record for the season was 3
matter of very great importance to Win-
gate, and Loder did not care twopence for
it.  Greyfriars First might be defeated a
dozen -times for all Loder cared, so long as
he gained his ends. -

Wingate knew that. He knew that if
Loder succeeded in driving him out of the
captaincy, and replacing him, it would he a
bad thing for the Sixth, a bad thing for the
football club, and a bad thing for Greyfriars
generally. 5

And so Wingate restrained his impulse to
throw up the post, and decided to hold out,
at all events, unless there was a chance of
a decent fellow like North getting in as
skipper in his place.

Wingate had made mistakes, doubtless;
but upon the whole his rule had been for
the good, and Loder’s rule would be {or the
b;:d(:, there was not the slightest doubt about
that. >

And now Wingate was wondering what was
to come of it.

The team were dissatisfied with him; the
Sixth were, as a whole. All of them resented
the fact that he had played a junior, It
the match had been won, it would have
passed off as a lucky inspiration of the
skipper’s; but the match had been lost—
badly lost—and the team attributed it to
his measures. Why could he have played
Loder and Carne? They had refused to prac
tise when ordered; but, after all, that was
not enough to risk a football licking for, so
most, of the seniors considered. And Loder
had confided to the fellows that he had
declined to practise on that special occasion
because he had had an important engage-
ment, which Wingate refused to hear about.
Loder was willing to say anything—Wingate
was not willing to say even what was to his
advantage—and so it was patural that
Loder’s view should be taken by a gocd
many fellows.

Wingate started and looked up as a knock
came at his door. There was a sound of a
good many footsteps in the passage, and the
captain of Greyfriars smiled grimiy. He had
been expecting some move on the part ot
Loder & Co. He did not know exactly what,
but he knew that something was coming.
And now 1t had come.

“Come in!” said Wingate quietly.

Loder opened the door of the study and
came in. Carne and Walker and Phipps fol-
lowed him. After them came .three or four
more of the Sixth, and then some members
of the Fifth Form—Blundell and Bland, and
Coker and Greene and Fitzgerald, and several
more.

Wingate's study was a good-sized room,
but the crowd of seniors nearly filled it s
they came in. :

Wingate rose to his feet and regarded his
visitors with a sarcastic smile,

“Quite a little party!” he remarked. “If
you've come to tea, I'm afraid you'll find the
grub rather short.”

“We haven’t come to tea,” said Loder.

“Then it's a conversazione?” asked
Wingate.

Loder scowled.

“Not—mnot that, either. We’ve talked the
matter over, and we've come to speak to sou
plainly and frankly.” E {iass

“Well, that will be a change for you, any-
way, Lodar,”

Coker chuckled;
Loder sccwled round at him.

buf he became grave as
Some of the

| delegation looked uneasy and uncomfortable.

“The Sixth are not satisfied,” said Loder.

“Really ?”

“We've been licked to-day—licked by =n
«team we could have beaten!” said Blundell,
the captain of the Fifth,

Wingate knitted his brows.

“Well, whose fault is that?” he demanded.

“Well, T think it's yours!” said the Fifth-
Former. “I'm- open -to correction; but 1
must say I think it’s your fault, Wingate!”

“Hear, hear!” said the delegates, all
together. : :

“You played a kid out of the Remove in
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the first eleven,” went on Rlundell. “Such
a thing is simply unheard of.”
“Quite unheard pf,” said Coker. “1 was

willing to play—'

“And you left good men out from the
Sixth,” said Carne. “Loder and I were quite
willing to take our places in the team, though
you made things rather unpleasant for us.”

“We offered,” said Loder.

“And 1 offered——" began Coker of the
Fifth again,

Wingate made an Impatient gesture.

“If you fellows have come here to call me
over the coals, you can save your breath to
cool your porridge,” he said. “I’m not taking
any.’

“You've got to!” said Loder roughly. “The
Sixth are not satisfied, and you're not yet
a giddy king, that I know of.”

“And the Fifth are jolly well not satisfied,” |
said Coker. “We’re only a deputation, aud
there's a crowd of fellows who. think the
same as we do. It’s time Greyfriars had a
new skipper.”

Wingate smiled sarcastically. 2

“I thought it was coming to that,” he said,
his lip curling in a way that made most of
the delegates feel angry and uncomfortable.
“You've decided among yourselves that I had
better resign?” =

“Yes!” said the seniors, with one voice.

And 1 dare say you've selected my
sticcessor aiready?”? A
“ Ahem—-"

“You may as well get it out!” sald Win-

gate scornfully. “I suppose Loder is the
fellow you have fixed upon?”
_ “Well, 1 don't see that there's any use
beating ahout the bush,” said Carne. “It is
quite tight—we think Loder will make a
better skipper. He can’t do much worse than
you've doune lately, anyway.”

“Hear, hear!”
_That’s how the matter stands,” sald
Carne bluntly. “The fellows think you

ought to resign, Wingate.”

“I don't think a majority of the fellows

think so." said the Greyfriars captain.
. “That can be settled by a show of hands
in the seniors’ room, if you like,” said Blun-
deIL‘ “Anyway, you're free to stand for re-
eléetion, and if the fellows want you, you will
be re-elected.” E

“That’s fair play,” said Bland.

Wingate laughed scornfully.

_“I don't think I should get much fair play
from Loder,” he said. “I can guess the kind
of tricks he would use to win an election—
much the same as his trickery now in trying
to make a vacancy.”

Loder turned - crimson.

“I am acting in the interests of the Form,
and of the school,” he said loftily. “I 'leave
it to the fellows to judge of what I've done.”

_“Hear, hear!” said Walker,  “It's all
right, Loder; we’re backing you up. I dare
say it’s a ‘bit unpleasant for you, Wingate,
to be told -that it’s time to go, but there
You are. The Sixth are fed-up with you.
Your putting a junier in the First Eleven,
and leaving ouf Sixth-Formers who are
willing to play, was the last straw!”

“ Absolutely the last!” said Phipps.

“1 put in the best man I could find,” said
Wingate; “and Wharton, of the Remove,
played up as well as any fellow in the team.
He gave me 'the pass I scored from.”

“Oh, we expected you to defend your
act, though everybody else can see it was
a bungle!” said Loder,

“The question is—are you
sign?” asked Carne, .

Wingate shodk his head.

“No,” he said, “I'm not going to resign}i”

There was a loud murmur from the
deputation.

“You refuse?” demanded Loder.

“Yes, I refuse!”

“Will you take a show of hands on the
subject, from all the members of the Fifth
and 8ixth?” demanded Phipps.

“No! You appear to forget that the cap--
tain of Greyfriars is captain of the whole
school—not only of the Fifth and Sixth,”
said Wingate. “I have the juniors to con-
sider, -as- well as the seniors. I'll take a
ls_t;(ow of hands of the whole school, if you
ike.”

There was a pause. Well enough Loder &
Co. knew that Wingate was the idol of the
Lower Forms, and that in such a test the
majority would be overwhelmingly 'in his
favour. :

“You don’t like that idea?” asked Wingate,
his lip curling. .

“No!” said Loder. “After

going to re-

you've played a
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junior in the First - Eleven, it stands to
reason the juniors will back you up!”

“In that case, they’d back me up in a
new election, if 1 stood for re-election,” said
Wingate. “It would be a walk-over for me,
and trouble for nothing.”

Loder bit his lip. In a new election he
had an arsenal of trickery at his finger-tips;
there were ways and means of influencing the
voting, of preventing some of the youngsters
from voting at all, of bribing or threatening
others. In a new election Loder felt that
he had a good chance. But in a show ot
hands from the whole school, taken on the
spot, without time for scheming, he knew
that he had no chance.

“Very well; if you're sure of re-election,
why not, resign?” said Loder af last. 3

“Because I don’t choose to. I won't give
you a chance of getting in as captain, and
disgracing the Form and the school,” said
Wingate coolly. "1 won’t give you a chance
of getting in by trickery and rotten scheming
—which is what you want.”

“You've no right—-—" began Loder.

Wingate interrupted him:

“Oh, ring off! 1 know you, Loder!”

The prefect gritted his teeth. The dele-
gation seemed to be at an impasse. They had
fully expected Wingate to resign when he
found that the two top Forms were against
him.  They were angry and disappointed.
If Wingate had assumed a conciliatory
manner. several of the fellows present would
have come round to his side. But that was
the last thing the captain of Greyfriars
thought of.”  He had done his best, and it
was not for him to be conciliatory. He had
a right to demand that from the other side.

“Very well,” said koder at last. “You
refuse to resign?”

*Yes.”

“Then pressure will be brought to bear
on you!”

Wingate shrugged his shoulders.

“Go ahead with the pressure!” he said.

“Then there’s nothing more to be said;”
Loder muttered, between his teeth. *Come
on, you fellows!”.

And the delegation crowded out of the
study with knitted brows. L

“Shut the door after you!” said Wingate
ironically. o 2

Coker slammed the door.

e
But as soon as the dodr closed, and he was |

alone and unobserved, Wingate's cool and
contemptuous manner deserted him. His
face clouded over, and he threw himself into

a chair, with a dejected look. It was bitter

enough to him to feel that his Form-fellows
were “dissatisfied with him—that they
wanted to get rid of him. The door re-
opened, and North came in.

“You've had a lot of
remarked.

Wingate nodded.

“What did they want?” North said rather
anxiously.

The Greyfriars eaptain laughed harshly.

“Nothing much—only my resignation.”

visitors!” he

“The cads!” said North hotly. “You
haveYn'b’ resigned?”
“No.’

“That’s right—stick it out!” said North
encouragingly.

“I—I feel pretty rotten about it!” said
Wingate despondently. “I'd pass on the
captainey to you willingly enough, North,
or to Thompson. But I know what it would
mean if Loder got in, and I’'m standing out
against that.”

“They'll come round,” said North.

Wingate did not reply. He did not think
the fellows would come round, and he won-
dered what would be the next move in
Gerald Loder’s game. Loder had suffered a
check, but not a defeat; and Wingate knew
very well that the plotting prefect would not
allow the matter to rest. where it was.

E ¢ Teply to the deputation from the

Sixth and the Fifth, would resign;
but his hope was disappointed. The next
day passed, and the next, and Wingate made
no reference to the matter. Neither had he
spoken to Loder or Carne on the subject of
the two seniors resuming their places in the
First Eleven. As there was another im-
portant match fixed for Wednesday after-
noon, when the First Eleven were to meet

Courtfield Wanderers, there was a great deal
of speculation on: the subject. That Win-

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Loder Gains His Point!

ODER was not without some expecta-
tion that Wingate, in spite of his

‘move getting their
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gate would play a junior in- the first team
was again incredible; but otherwise it was
not easy to see how the places would be
filled:

Several members of the eleven had an-
nounced their intention of resigning if a
junior was played a second time, and if Win-
gate persisted he was likely to have a team
composed half of juniors to face the Wan-
derers with. g

Loder felt that he had the captain of Grey-
friars in the hollow of his hand; but his
power was limited. He could baulk Win-
gate at every point, and make it impossible
for him to captain the team with success.
But if Wingate did not choose to resign, it
was not easy to “shift ” him. Loder and his
friends gave the matter a great deal of
thought, and discussed it very frequently
in Loder’s study.

The split in the top Form was the talk of
the school, and most of the juniors,
especially in the Remove. were unreservedly
on Wingate's side. As Harry Wharton said,
the captain was being treated rottenly, and
the fellows who were backing Loder would
be sorry enough after they had succeeded in
making the change they were aiming at, when
they had had some experience of Gerald
Loder as a eaptain. The black sheep of
Greyfriars would rejoice; but, after all, they
were in a minority, and the rest would be
wanting their old captain back again soon
enough.

“Only Wingate doesn’t mean to go,” said
Bob Cherry, with a chuckle, as the Removites
discussed it after morning school on Monday,
“and if he doesn't choose to go, I don’t sece
how Loder is going to work the oracle.”

“Might appeal to the Head to shift him
out of the captainey,” said Vernon-Smith, the

Bounder of Greyfriars, who was one of
Loder’s party

The jupiors turned wrathfully upon the
Bounder.

“Oh, shut your head!’ said Johmny Bull
“The docter isn’t likely to do anything of
the kind.”

“No fear!” sad Bob Cherry -“It’s a rotten
scheme against Wingate, and it’'s up to him
to stick it out till the fellows come to their
senses. If Loder gets in, the school will go.
to the dogs. I know that.” : S

“Well, I don't know it,” yawned the
Bounder, “and I should be jolly glad to see
Loder captain, for one!” e

“So that you could smoke cigarettes in your
study without fear of being licked,” said Boh
scornfully. . -

“And break bounds without being  re-
ported,” growled Johnny Bull. “Shub up,
Smithy, you make me iii!”

“Well, I consider—”

“Oh, never mind what you consider! Shut
up!” said Bob Cherry. “Dash it all, I think
the cad would be better for a bumping !
We’re not going to have fellows in the Re-
ears up against old
Wingate!”

“Hear, hear!” said Nugent.

“Hands off ! roared the Bounder: but 4t
was too late. The indignant juniors had
collared him, and he was promptly bumped

‘on the ground.

“Now you shut up on that subjeet,” said
Bob Cherry, wagging a finger at the in-
furia.ted Bounder, as he sat breathless and
gasping. “Your views on the subject ain't
xatiyi]g’lar, and you'd better keep them to your
self. :

The Bounder ‘staggered to his feet. His
temper, which was always bad, was evil itselt
now. He made a furious rush at Bob Cherry.

“Well, if you will have it!” said Bob
Cherry resignedly, and he let out his left,
and Vernon-Smith measured his length upon
the ground again.

“Yarooh !”

The juniors walked ‘away, leaving the
Bounder there. Vernon-Smith scrambled up,
his hand closing upon a heavy stome. He
was too infuriated to think of what he was
going to do—he raised the stone to hurl it.

A hand grasped his wrist from behind, and
the stone was forced from his grasp. It fell
with a thud to the earth, and the Bounder
swung round’ snarling, to find himself in the
grasp of Wingate of the Sixth. Wingate’s
face was pale with anger. .

“You cowardly cad !’ he exclaimed. “You
were going to throw that stone! Do you
know what injury you might have- done?”

“1 don’t care! = T

“You don’t care!” said Wingate grimly.
“I'll teach you to care, then, you young
ruffian, Hold out your hand!”

Wingate had a light walking-cane in his
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hand. He swished it in the air, and waited
for Vernon-Smith to hold out his hand; but
the cad of the Remove did not chey. Loder
had just come in sight, and the Bounder
was looking towards him. ;

“Did you hear me?” said Wingate grimly.

“Yes, I did.”

“Then hold out your hand!”

“I'm not geing to be caned.”

“What!”

“Bob Cherry started the row 2

“1 don't care what he did. You might
have injured him seriously with that stone,
and only a coward and a cad would have
thought of such a thing. Are you going to
hold out your hand, or shall 1 lick yeu?”

“1 appeal to you, Loder!” exclaimed the
Bounder suddenly.

Loder paused.

“ What's the trouble?” he asked.

“You needn’t inquire what the trouble
is,” said Wingate sha . “I'm attending
to this matter, Loder.

“Loder’s a prefect, toc,” said Vernon-Smith.
“I appeal to you, Loder. Yon saw——"

“Hold out your hand, Smith!”

“I won’t!” said Vernou-Smith.
saw what happened, and—"

He got no further. Wingate seized him
by the collar, and laid the cane across his
shoulders. Vernon-Smith reared.

_“Hold on!” said Loder. “Let’s hear the
rights of the matter first—-"

“Mind your own business!”

“Look here, Wingate——"

“Oh, hold your tongue!”

“Are you going to let that junior alone?"”
demanded Loder.

“I'm going to thrash hLim!”

“You're jolly well not!” said Loder.
Loder’s eyes were gleaming. He did not care
twopence whether Vernon-Smith was licked or
not, but he saw his opportunity at last.
“Let him alone, or I'll stop you!”

Swish! Swish!

Loder ran in and grasped Wingate's arm,
and arrested the fall of the cane. The
Bounder wriggled out of Wingate’s grasp.
The captain of Greyfriars stared blankly at
Loder, too surprised by the prefect’s actioa
to act for a moment. Y

“Do you know what youw’re doing, Loder?”
he almost shouted, when he found his voice.
“Do you dare to interfere with me?”

“Yes, 1 do, when you're bullying a junior,”
said Loder.

“ Wh-a-a-at !”

“You heard what I said,” said Loder coolly.
“You may be head prefect, but even head

“Loder

prefect hasn't a right to bully a fag. Let
him alone!”

“Stand aside!” said Wingate hoarsely.

“I shall do mothing of the sort,” said

Loder, planting himself between the captain
of Greyfriars and Vernon-Smith.

“Wilt you get out?”

“No!»

“Then I shall shift you.”

“You had better not try.”

Wingate dropped the cane, and grasped
Loder with both bamds. Loder returned grip
for grip, and they struggled, Loder was not
a mateh for the captain of the school; but
he was a powerful fellow, and not easily dis-
posed of. The sight of the Greyfriars captain
struggling with a prefect in the open quad
drew a crowd from all sides. In a moment
almost there was a swarm of fellows round
them.

Crash!

Loder went heavily to the ground.

He lay there gasping, and blinking up at
Wingate. .

The captain of Greyfriars stood panting.
He had lost his temper at last—the temper
he had long held in.

“Now, you cad, if you want any more get
up and have it!” he shouted. “You've been
trying to force me into a fight for a leng
tim’e, and now you've got your way. Get
up!” :

“Go it, Loder!” sang out Carne. *“Tackle
him while he’s not funking it for once!”

Smack!

The back of Wingate’s hand caught Carne
across the mouth, and the Sixth-Former went
reeling back. He fell against several
Removites who had hurried up, and they
promptly shoved him off, and he rolled on the
ground.

“My hat!” murmured Bob Cherry. *“Old
George is on the warpath this time, and no
giddy error!”

‘Wingate's blood
doubt about that!

Loder, as he staggered
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sight of the captain’s pale, concentrated look,
felt an inward misgiving.

It was true that he had striven to force
Wingate into an encounter with him, fully
intending that the Head should know about
it; but now that it had come, he felt a
sinking of the heart. Wingate was a rough
customer to tackle, and Leder was likely to
pay dearly for his success.

“Well, are you ready?” exclaimed Win-
gate.

“I'm ready!” said Loder thickly.

“Hold on!” said North hurriedly. “You

can’t fight out here, in full view of the
Head’s window. Have a little sense! Come
round behind the chapel!™

“I’'m not coming round anywhere!” snarled
Loder. “If I'm going to fight, I'm going to
fight here and now.”

*The Head, if he's in his study-—-"

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Fight to a Finish!
HE crowd thickened round the scene of
the combat. e
The news that Wingate—old Win-
gate, the head of the Sixth and the
captain of the school—was fighting out a
quarrel like any inky-figured -fag in the
Third Form spread like wildfire.
r Fellows came from far and near to see the
un.
Loder’s friends hardly troubled to ecnceal
their satisfaction. Wingate was caught at
last! They had scarcely hoped that he

would break out like this, in public, in a way
that coudd hardly escape attention from ali
Greyfriars.

Loder certainly would be roughly handied;
but it was worth that, from the point of view
of Carne,. Walker & Company.

Wingate struck out, and Loder, hurled away by the force of the blow, roiled
on the ground. There was a sharp exclamation,and a figure in a rustling
gown came quickly through the trees.

: (See Chapter 4.)

‘“Wingate!’” It was the Head!

“Mind your own business!”

But Wingate paused.

“Come behind the elms!” he said.

“Look here, I—"

“Get behind the elms, Loder, you cad!”
shouted Bob Cherry. “You want the Head
to see you—that’s your little game.”

“The cadfulness is terrific!”

“Play the game, Loder!”

The crowd followed Wingate, and Loder
was hurried along with it, whether he liked
it or not. They swarmed past the elms.
The trees were leafless, but the old trunks
screened the crowd and the combatants from
the IHouse windows. Wingate paused, and
faced the prefect.

“Now!” he said.

Loder clenched his hands.

“I'm ready for you!”

“Then come on!”

And as Loder showed no haste to com-
mence, Wingate himself attacked, and in a
moment the two seniors were going it hot
and strong.

FRIARS.

Indeed, it was worth it from Loder’s own
point of view, though he did not enjoy the
process while it lasted.

Loder was not a fighting-man when he
could help it; but he was capable of putting
up a good fight when he chose, and he chose
now.

He wanted to make the combat iast, if he
could, until the Head was brought upon the
scene, and that was certain to happen if he
prolonged the fight.

And so he stood up to the slogging blows
of Wingate with a pluck and determination
which was quite unexpected from Gerald
Loder.

* “Go it, Loder!”

“Mop him up Wingate!”

£ Pite -tk

“Go it, ye cripples!”

“Your man’s down, Carne!” yelled Nugent,
as Loder sprawled on the ground under a
terrific- right-hander from the captain of
Greyfriars. “Pick him up, man!”
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6 Great News!

“Bravo, Wingate!”

“Hurray !”

Wingate glanced round frowningly. It was
not exactly gratifying to him to be cheered:
on by fags, while the seniors stood round
with dark, grim, disapproving faces.

“Shut up, you kids!” he said roughly.

“Yes, dry up!” muttered Harry Wharton.
“We don’t want to get the masters here to
see what’s going on, you duffers!”

Carne had picked Loder up. The prefect
was gasping for breath, and there was a red
stream flowing from his nose. He turned a
lock of hate and fury upon the captain of
Greyfriars. Wingate met it grimly.

“Have you had enough?” he asked.

. Loder ground his teeth.
“Enough? No, I haven’t!
oul’

And this time it was Loder who rushed to
the attack.

Wingate met him more than half way.
Wingate’s blood was up. Loder had driven
him into this, and Loder should pay for it,
and he was paying for it.

Loder was fighting hard, and Wingate’s
face showed signs of wear and tear; but his
punishment was as nothing to the prefect’s.

Loder’s left eye was closed. His nose
seemed to be double its usual size, and he
was gasping for breath.

But he fought on doggedly.

“By Jove, he’s got some pluck, after alll”
Bob Cherry said grudgingly. “I never ex-
pected Loder to turn out game like this.”

““He’s trying to hang it out till the masters
come on the scene!” muttered Harry
Wharton, with curling lip.

“The rotter! That’s his game, of course!”

“The rottenfulness is terrific!”

“8ure, and he won't hang it out much
tonger!” said Micky Desmond. “Faith, he
can hardly stand up to old Wingate now!”

“There he goes!”

“Piek him up, Carne!”

“Stand him on his pins!”

Loder was on his back again. He gasped
painfully as Carne and Phipps helped him tc
his feet.

“You can’t go on!” said Wingate abruptly.
“I’'m satisfied if you are!”

Loder’s eyes blazed.

“You've got to go on!” he said savagely.
“Hang you—hang you! I'm not dome yet!”

“Well, come on and finish!”

And they closed in strife again. There
was a sudden shout from Bolsover minor of
the Third:

“Cave!”

The cry was taken up by the crowd,

“Look out!”

Wingate would have separated from his
adversary; but Loder, too, had heard the cry
of warning, and he grasped the captain of
Greyfriars with all his strength.

“Let go!” muttered Wingate.
coward!” .
- For Loder’s fist had crashed into his face,
after his hands were down. Wingate’s eyes
blazed with rage, and he struck out, and

" Loder, hurled away by the force of the
blow, rolted on the ground at his feet.

There was a sharp exclamation. A -figure
in rustling gown came quickly through the
trees, just in time to see Loder roll at the
feet of the captain of Greyfriars.

“Wingate!” -

It was the Head!

Wingate dropped his hands.

He stood unsteadily, gasping for breath,
exhausted by the conflict, and crimson with
shame and humiliation. The Head looked
at him .in amazement and horror. Wingate
was not a ptetty sight at that moment. His
face was daubed with blood, and bruised and
cut. One of his eyes was closed, and he
blinked . painfully and uncertainly with the
other. :

“Wingate,” repeated the Head,
dazedly—“ Wingate, is it possible?
Wingate, fighting like a hooligan?”

There was a dead silence.

“And who is the other?” said the Head,
turning his glance upon the senior groaning
on the ground.

“Loder, sir!” said Carne.

“Loder—a prefect! This is—is utterly dis-
graceful!” said Pr. Locke. “I am ashamed
of you! I am utterly disgusted!”

Wingate stood overwhelmed with shame.

IIe had no excuse to offer.

“What is the cause of this?” said Dr.
Locke. :

Silencel
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“No, sir,” said Wingate, “except that I'm
sorry!”

“What have you to say, Loder?” .

Loder staggered up, and stood leaning upon
Carne.

“I—I—1 did not strike the first blow, sir,”
he said, “that’s all. I interfered with Win-
gate because he was bullying a junior, -and
he went for me. I think I'm entitled to ex-
plain that much.” {

“It’s a lie!” said Wingate..,

“Kindly moderate your language, Wingate,
please,” said the Head. “In what is Loder’s
statement incorrect?”

“I was punishing a junior, and he inter-
fered,” satd Wingate. “But I don’t want
to make any excuses for myself, sir. I lost
my temper, and I own up.”

“You lost your temper,” said the Head
dryly. “Perhaps that accounts for the whole
matter, Wingate.”

Wingate bit his lip.

“At ali events, wherever the blame may
lie, you must both realise that this conduct
is impossible in prefects,” said the Head.
“Loder, you are no longer a prefeet.”

“Very well, sir,” said Loder submissively.

“The same applies to you, Wingate. I ex-
pect you to resign your position as captain.
A boy who cannot command his own temper
is not fit {o command others,”

Wingate bowed his head.

“Very well, sir, I resign.”

“I am shocked and pained by this scene
more -than I can say,” said the Head, with
real distress in his kind old face, “If vou
were juniors, I should cane youm severely.
You are no longer prefects; and I shall care-
fully consider your future conduct before 1
think of reinstating you. That is all.”

And the Head rustied away.

There was a dead silence behind him.

The fellows looked-at one another without
a word. The Head’s sentence had fallen
heavily upon their ears. TEven the fellows
who had backed up Loder through thick
and thin were taken somewhat aback at this
complete success of their plans, Wingate was
no longer captain of Greyfriars; he was no
longer even a prefect. The fellow who had
foomed largest in the publie eye of the
school had bccome a simple member of the
Sixth again—like Lucifer, Son of the Morn-
ing, he had fallen from his high estate, and
great was the fall thereof. 2

Wingate looked round upon the startled
faces, and his lip curled bitterly.

“Well, you’ve got your way now, you
fellows,” he said, with his glance upon Loder
& Co. “You've got me out of the captaincy.”

‘Shame!” yelled Bob Cherry.

“Rotten!”

“I*m no longer captain,” went on Wingate,

fESsssREcOASNERE
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without heeding the juniors. “I’'ve resigned.
And there will be an election for captain,
I suppose. I shall not stand:for. re-election.
That will- be impossible under the circum-
stances.”

“I should say so,” said Carne.

“I've only got this to say,” said Wingate,
ignoring Carne. “I’ve stuck to the captaincy,
not because 1 specially wanted the job, but
because I thought I was doing pretty well
for the school. I think it means a rvotten
state of things for Greyfriars if a fellow
like Loder gets in.” ;

“Thank you!” said Loder, with a sneer
that made his battered face look positively
hideous for the moment. -

“Hear, hear!” roared the Famous Five.

“I'm not going to stand for re-election,” .
resumed Wingate. “Any fellows who would
have backed me up can oblige me by picking
out a decent candidate, and getting him in as
captain. . That’s all.”

And Wingate walked away.

Loder, walking very unsteadily, went into
the House with his friends. The plotting
prefect groaned as he bathed his injuries;
but in the midst of his personal discomfort
he felt a keen sense of satisfaction. He had
succeeded. He had turned .out the captain
of the school, and.there was no danger of
Wingate Dbeing re-elected. - It would be
Loder’s own fault now, he felt, if he did nob
work the election his own way, and succeed
in. his ambition. And that refiection con-
soled him as he dabbed at his burning face,
aching all over from the punishment he had
received.

The Famous Tive gathered in Study No. 1
with gloomy brows. Bob Cherry summed
up the feeling of all present when he declared
that it was rotten. And Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh agreed dismally that the rottenfulness
was terrific. =

“But it’s not a time to be downhearted,”
said Bob Cherry. “0Old Wingate’s shifted
out; but we’ll have him back again as
skipper some time. But just now we've got
to keep our eye on the giddy election, my
sons, and keep Loder out.”

“Hear, hear!” :

“Thats’ the business of this Co. now,” said
Boh Cherry impressively. “Loder’s going to
put up. for election as captain, and Loder’s
got to get the kybosh!” -

“ Hear, hear!”

And the Famous Five of the Remove meant
business, though whether they would succeed
in baffling the. scheming Sixth-Former was
another question.

THE END.

(Next Friday: * Rivals for the Captlaincy,”
by Frank Richards. Order your copy in
advance.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Declined Without Thanks!

N eyeglass gleamed in at the
doorway of the end study.
Behind the eyeglass was the
languid apd somewhat vacant
countenance of - Adolphus Sinythe, the
ornament of the Shell Form at Rook-
woed.

Seldom did the great Adolphus, the
dandy of the Shell, condescend to visit
a Fourth Form study. It might have
been expected, therefore, that the four

Fourth-Formers in the study would
have been duly impressed, and that
they would have greeted the great

Adolphus with marked respect.

But they weren’t—and they didn’t!

Jimmy Silver and Lovell and Raby
and Newcome, the Fistical Four of the
Fourth, were deep in discussion.

That afternoon Jimmy Silver had
received a fiver.

Fivers were remarkably uncommon
in the Fourth Form, and a junior with
-a fiver was a remarkable and much-to-
be-respected youth, so long as the fiver
lasted.

. It was a great and unique occasion.
The Fistical Four were holding a
‘“‘pow-wow ” concerning the disposal of
the fiver. It was, as Lovell remarked,
a day worthy to be marked with a
white stone!

Naturally, they hLad no time to
waste upon Smythe when that elegant
youth locked in and his monocle glit-
tered condescendingly upon them,

“A car out for the afternoon,” Raby
~was saying; “that’s a good wheeze!
Lucky 1t’s a half-holiday.*” -

“What price a first-rate picnic?” said
Newcome.

“Or a run over to Northwood, and
the cinema,” said Lovell.

“Or all the blessed lot!” said Jimmy
Silver lavishly. “We could stand the
“lot out of a fiver,” .

Whereupon his devoted chums ejacu-
lated together:

»— *“Hurrah !”

Adolphus Smythe sniffed.

“I want to .speak to Silver,”
Smythe. “It’s rather important.”
.. “He'’s heard of the fiver,” said Lovell,
in a stage-whisper; and there was a
chuckle in the end study.

Smythe frowned.
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“Well, you can go ahead,’ said
Jimmy Silver, “We're rather busy,

but we can give you a minute or two.
Fire away, Smythey!”

“It’s you 1 want to speak to; not
these kids!"” said Adolphus, with a dis-
dainful glance at Jimmy Silver’s chums

That was Adolphus’ very tactful way.

“Why, you cheeky ass——" began
Lovell warmly. .

“You' can speak to all of us, or you
needn’t speak at all, Smythe,” said
Jimmy Silver. ‘‘No blessed secrets in
this study!”

“Well, I suppose those kids can be
trusted pot to blab,” said Adolphus.
“The fact is, Silver, we’ve got a little
excursion on this afternoon, and we’d
like you to come.”

“Oh crumbs!” said Jimmy Silver.

“Howard and Tracey and 1 sre
going,” resumed Adolphus. “We’d like
you to make a fourth, if you'd cave to
come.”

“By gum!”

Jimmy Silver had never been asked
before to join in the little excursions of
the Giddy Goats of Rookwood. As a
matter of fact, and as he would have
expressed it, he would not have been
been found dead in their select society.
Still, it was a fact that he had never
been asked, and Smythe's manner con-
veyed that he fully understood what an
honour he was conferring upon Jimmy.

There was only one possible explana-
tion. Adolphus gad heard of the fiver.

“Ttwill be rather interestin’,” drawled
Adolphus.. “We're havin’ a trap out—

trap—holds five quite well.
to drive,

“We're going to have a really rippin’
time, you know. And we’re meetin’ a
chap—the chap who used to be in this
study befcre he left Rookwood—Gunter,
you know.” g

“The Head's
Lovell.

“He's stayin’ in Coombe now,” pur-
sued Adolphus, “and we’ve arranged to
meet him I dare say you'd like to see
him again.” .

“Blest if I want to see a chap that’s
been sacked from the school for being
a. beastly blackguard!” said
Silver. ~ “ And what the deuce is he
doing in Coombe? Old Bootles took

I'm going
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quite a good gee-gee and a kinky little

Jimmy -

A SPLENDID TALE

hirn to London, and handed him over
to the chap who was to take him back
to America.”

*Well, he hasn’t gone,” said Smythe.
“He doesn’t choose to go. He was a
bit of a bounder here, 1 know, but he’s
sportin’—very sportin’, And we've fixed
up the afternoon with him, It’s goin’
to be toppin’! The fact is, we're goin’
to see somethin’ rather entertainin’—
Coombe Races.” :

Jimmy Silver jumped. |
“You're going to the races?” he
shouted.

“Yaas!”

“Well, you rotter!”

“You needn’t do any bettin’, you
know,” said Smythe, with a sneer.
“You can sit in the trap and watch.
It's' worth seein’.- you know, and it's an
experience, We should want you to
pay your whack in the trap, that’s all.
It’ll come rather expensive—your whack
in the exes will come to a couple of

quid. If vou can shell out you can
come. In fact, we’ll be glad to have
you! What do you say?”

“T say that if you don’t clear off this
minute I’ll bung -this cushion at you!”
said Jimmy Silver, picking up a cushion
from the armchair. “You precious
blackguard! You’d get the sack if you
were found out!”

“Now, lock here, Silver—— VYah!
Oh!” , :

Swipe !

Jimmy Silver kept his word. The
cushion flew with unerring aim, and it
caught  Adolphus under the chin.
Smythe of the Shell went spinning back
into the passage as if he had been shot
from a catapult,

There was a loud bump in the passage.

“Yah! Ah! -Wah!’ stuttered Ado!-
phus. “You cheeky young sweep—
yooop! I'll thrash you—grooh !—with-

in an inch of yvour—owl—life! I'll—-
Yow! Leave off, you young scoundrel !”

Jimmy Silver fielded the cushion,
But he did not take it back into the
study; he used it as a duster on Adol-
phus.

Swipe, swipe, swipe!

“Oh! Ah! Cw! Yowp!”

Smythe of the Shell scrambled away
wildly, all his languid elegance vanish-
ing. He fled for his life.
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Mystery of the Letter!
6 UNTER back !” said Lovell, with

G a whistle.

And his chums whistled too.

It was astonishing that
Smythe, the great chief of the Giddy
Goats, should have the nerve to ask
Jimmy Silver of the Fourth to share in
his questionable excursions. - But the
news that the nuts were going to meet
Gunter was more astonishing still.

Gunter had been sacked from Rook-
wood.

The Head’s nephew, who had come
from the far-off plains of Texas to the
old school, had created a record for
rascally conduct, and, related to the
Head as he was, he had been expelled
with ignominy.

Mr. Bootles, the master of the Fourth,
had taken him away.

As Gunter’s home was on the other
side of the sea, arrangements had to be
made for sending him back there, and
Mr. Bootles had undertaken those
arrangements.

The Rookwood fellows -had supposed
that Gunter-by that time was on board
ship on his' way to the western conti-
nent.

The news that he was in Coombe, the
little village near Rookwood, astounded
them.

What was he doing there?

Gunter had been - an extraordinary
youth. He had marvellous nerve, and
as much cheek as all the rest of Rook-
wood put together. He had been a
blackguard of the first water. He had
smoked and gambled and mixed with
sporting characters of the lowest variety,
and had even introduced his shady
friends into the school. The chopper
had come down, as was to be expected,
and Gunter had gone. -

Naturally, it had been a blow to Dr.
Chisholm to expel his sister’s son and
send him back to the far-off land he had
come from. But the Head had done his
duty sternly. He had made many allow-
ances for the boy’s peculiar upbringing
in a wild country, but the cup of Gun-
ter’s iniquity had overflowed at last.

Gunter had said that he wouldn’t go
back to the States, but the juniors had
taken that simply as “‘gas.” Bub it
appeared now that Gunter had kept his
word,

And it appeared, too, that he had re-
tained some influence over the more
reckless fellows, like Smythe & Co.,
whose tastes for questionable enjoyments
was somewhat like his own.

Gunter had made a terrible scene at
Rookwood before he went. The fellows
had not yet forgotten it. And now he
was near the school again, evidently
engaged in pursuits as rascally as ever.

“The silly ass!” said Jimmy Silver,
referring to Smythe. “Gunter will get
him into trouble. Smythey is only a
silly, timid blackguard, but Gunter is a
regular scoundrel. It would be his idea
:f aI ,Joke to land Smythey with the sack,
00 1”7

“Serve him right!” growled Lovell.
“My hat! Suppose Bulkeley spotted
him going to the races!”

“They’ve done it before,” said Raby.
“Smythey - thinks it's = sporting—or
sportin’, as he calis it. Bulkeley never
suspects anything. Well, ’tain’t our busi-
ness. What about our little run this
afternoon ?”’

“We'll settle on the car,”
Silver.

“Hear, hear!”

“We’ll run down and ’phone for the
car from the prefects’-room—there’ll be
nobody in there now!” said Jimmy.
THE POPULAR.—No. 151.
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said Jimmy

“GOING FOR GUNTER!™

“ Good I

The Fistical Four went down to the
prefects’-room, which was fortunately
empty, and ordered the car, without
asking anyone’s permission.

Five minutes later they were back in
the end study.

“There go those silly idiots!” said
Jimmy, looking out of the window.

Smythe and Howard and Tracey were
sauntering elegantly down to the gates.
They were dressed to kill. Nothing could
have exceeded the glossiness of their
toppers and the set of their neck-ties,
unless it was the beautiful crease in their
trousers. Smythe & Co. disappeared—
on their way to keep their appointment
with the expelled nephew of the Head.

The car was not due for mnearly an
hour yet, and Jimmy Silver & Co.
started to work through some ‘lines”
they had on hand. Their impositions
done, they could enjoy the afternoon

with clear consciences, as Jimmy Silver’

put it nobly. The lines were duly
finished. A fragment of paper slipped
out of Lovell’s “Virgdd ¥ as he was
closing it.

““What’s that?” asked Jimmy Silver,

his eye falling wupon the paper,
and noting some of the words written
on it.

“My  bookmark,” said Lovell

‘““What about it?”

“It’s part of a letter.” ;

“Yes; I picked it out of the waste-
paper-basket weeks ago,” said Lovell,
with a stare. “No good, I suppose?”

Jimmy Silver picked up the slip. It
was nearly half of a page of notepaper,
and it was covered with writing in a
sprawling, youthful hand. His three
chums regarded him with surprise.
Jimmy Silver’s interest in that frag-
ment of an old letter which Lovell had
used as a bookmark astonished them.

“Have you looked at this, Lovell?”
Jimmy asked, =

“No, Why should 1?”

“It’s part of a letter—a letter to
Gunter, I think,” said Jimmy quietly
“Do you remember a short time before
he left, he had a letter from” America
that upset him a lot? It was after that
that he became such a thoroughly reck-
less rotter. He said something about
a fellow going back on -him after
making an arrangement. Listen to
this—"" -

Jimmy read out the fragment.

“¢T can’t keep it up any longer, Sam,
and that’s the truth. I reckoned I
should like it, but I don’t. Besides,
there’s mopper and popper to be con-
sidered. It was a wild idea, and I
reckon it won’t do. You can expect
me pretty soon after you get this, so
it’s no good writing. I guess—— "

That was all.

“That letter can’t be part of Gunter’s
letter,” said Lovell.  ““Gunter’s name
isn’t Sam.”

“That letter came from America,”
said Jimmy quietly. “ There’s only one
chap here gets letters from America,
and that’s Gunter.”

“But how do you know ?”*

“It’s written in the American lan-
guage, my son, Mopper and popper
are American for mater and pater.”

“You ought to be a giddy detective,”
said Raby admiringly. =

“Then there’s * guess,’ t00,” said
Jimmy. “English people don’t guess,
except in guessing competitions. Now,
how is it that a chap writing to Robert
Gunter addresses him as Sam?”

““Ask me another,” said Lovell.

“Gunter said something about the
game here being up after he got that

A GRAND YARN OF THE ROOKWQOD

letter.  You know he’s a jolly queer
kind of chap to be a nephew of Dr.
Chisholm. TIt's been in the back of my
mind for a long time there was some- -

thing shady about it,” said Jimmy
ilver.

“My  hat! You — you don’t
think——"’

“T jolly well de,” said Jimmy Silver.
“We know that the Head had never
seen his nephew, who was born in
Texas. He had never been in England
before. I can’t help  thinking that
there has been a swindle—and it looks
to me as if this letter proves it.”

Lovell whistled.

“It sounds a bit thick,” he said.
“Not much good saying so outside this
study, Jimmy. The fellows will think
you’re potty.”

“I’'m not going to say anything,”
said Jimmy, “because if it’s as I sus-
pect, the truth ‘is bound to come out
pretty soon. If it’s as I think, it will
be jolly good news for the Head, any-
way. Let’s go and look for that car.”

The Fistical Four quitted the study,
in a thoughtful mood. But the sight of
a big car buzzing outside- the school
gates drove Gunter from their mind.

“Here it is,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Now -we've got to get a bag of tuck,
and we’ll be off.”

And a whole quid out of Jimmy
Silver’s  fiver was: expended in
Sergeant Kettle’s little shop for tuck

to pack into the motor-car.  And.the
Fistical Four packed it in in great
spirits.

THE THI!RD CHAPTER.
Knowles Asks for It!

({1 TP 1” S
S The Fistical Four were on
the point of starting. The chaf-

feur had, in faect, started the
engine already.

Knowles of the Sixth came hurriedly
out of ‘the gateway.

He waved his hand towards the car,
and ran towards it. His face was ex-
cited. The Fistical Four eyed him.

Knowles, as a Modern fellow, had no
right to interfere” with  Classicals,
Jimmy Silver & Co. had impressed that
fact upon Knowles’ mind more than
onee.

If there was one thing that put
Classical backs up more than anything
else, it was interference from the other
side of the school. The Fistical Four
were the very last fellows likely to
stand it.

So they looked grimly at Knowles.
If the bully of the Sixth had any idea
of stopping their motor-run that after-
noon, there was trouble to be expected.
They would not have given it up for a
dozen Knowles’.

“Lucky you’re here,” added Knowles
—“very lucky! I want that car.”

““What!” ejaculated the Fistical
Four, in chorus.

“You must lend me that car,” said
Knowles.

“My hat!”

“T'll pay you what you’'ve paid,” he
said. “It isn’t a question of money.
But Pm in a hurry.”

‘“Well, that beats the band!”’ said
Jimmy Silver, ‘“For sheer, pure, un-
adulterated cheek, you take the cake,
Knowles! If you want a car, ring.up
a taxi.”

“You know it would take too long,”
said Knowles.

“Then order a car in advance, and
wait for it, as we’ve done,” said Lovell
hotly. ‘““What the thunder! You're
not going to have our car.”

(Continued on page 13.)
CHUMS.
By OWEN CONQUEST. 8
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Rules for
Visitors!

i

The following are framed and
kung in the Editor’s Sanctum
of BILLY BUNTER'S
WEEKLY. . :

i

1. Visitors who call on the Editor are re-
quested to wipe their feet outside the
door. A poodle-dog is provided for this
purpose. (But don’t wipe your feet too
hard, or you may get bittenl)

£

1f a contributer, knock three times. If a
pal, walk right in. it an epemy, make
a loud bissing noise through the keyhole!

3. On entering the Editor’s presence salaam
three times, Advance on all-fours, and
kiss the Editor's hand (unless the latter
should be too inky!).

4. If a visitor desires to smoke, he must
bring his own herrings, and smoke them
in the Editor's presence. Other forms of
smoking are. strictly taboo.

5. Children under eight years of age are not
admitted. They are noisy, and they
generally help th lves to delicacies

from the cupboard when the Editor isn't

looking!

¢, No interview must cccupy more than fee
seconds. 8ay what you've got to say in
a few sharp, jerky sentences. Editors are
busy people. . They've no time for jawing.

7. Before leaving, always make the Editor
some suitable present. A basket of fruit,
or u plum-cake, would forin an appro-
priate gift. :

8. Should the Editor wish to cash a postal-
order in advance, visitors should promptly
rise to the occasion! <

Supplement 1.’

IN YOUR EDITOR'S
oY

12! BILLY BUNTER.

My Dear Readers,—

“Hallo!”* you will say. “What's Billy
Bunter got bold of now? Special Interview
Number, indeed! What is it all about?”

Let me, in my best jernalistic manner, ex-
plain. :

it has been my pleasure—and also my mis-
fortune—to interview certain of my readers.
No, they didn't come to Greyfriars. [ saw
them in London, at the headguarters of the
Companion Papers.

Some of the interviews . bad were
pleasant; others were painfui. Llf you want
to read all about them, turn to Bob Cherry s
story on the next page.

Bob's narrative s pot exactly troothful.
[ am not such a poor fighting-man as he
would have you believe. At the same time.
the story will give you some idea of my
eggsperiences.

There bave been other interviews with
readers as well. Fatty Wynn bas had oue;
so has Baggy Trimble; and s¢ has Tubby
Mufiin. 8o, you see, this might alwost re
called a Special Readers’ Number. It is a
aumber which has been clammered for since
my “Weekly ” first came oub, and. I hope
that now i is in your hands it will come up
to eggspectations. 3

A few sbort weeks, and then—Christmas |

“What is Billy Bunter doing about it?”

That is a question which will be on every-
hody’s Eps. ’

Well, gaear readers, 1 am going to prepare,
preduce, and put before you such a feast of
fiction as you have never had in your lives
before. SE

Gur Christmas Number comes out the week
after next. But there will be such a rush
on the “Popular 22 that week, that it is
advisable to order your eopy six moanths in
advance. (I don't guite see how you're going
to do it, but that’s a detail.)

Needless to say, me and my four fat suhs
have got our shoulders to the wheel, and our
Christmas Number will make histery. It
will be a great number—a. grand number—a
magaificent, number! An¢ the price will
remain the same—nicks!

The week after next, dear readers.
forgeti

Don't

Eysr your plumyp pal,

Your Editor..

The Sorrows
of Sammy!

D

Wriiten by
MARK LINLEY,
Sei io Music by
CLAUDE HOSKINS.
Sung by
SAMMY BUNTER.

fcok out! Loeok out! For Billy's
about !
There’s duty tc be done.
It’s Sammy this, and it’s Sammy hat,

And I'm always on the run!
When people come to interview
My major in his den
He seems to think that I can do
The work of twenty men!

Oh, it’'s “Samny, show the person in!”
And *Sammy, place a chair 1”

And it’s “Sammy, put a jerk in it,

~ And don’t stand goggling there i"

1% fairly drives me off my dot,
And makes me tear my hair |

I have to work, and never shirk,
From morn to dewy eve.

It's Sammy this, and it’s Samamy that,
And what do I receivs?

A genial pat upon-sthe back?
A gracious word of cheer?

No! As a rule, it is a smack
That dislocates my ear!

Oh, it's “ Sammy, show the person out |*
And “Sammy, use your boot |”

And it’s ; “Sammy, give the beggar
: ans |

.. 1 want to see him scoot 17

if this goes on much longer, Bill,
T'll go on strike, old fruit!

{Oh, will you? T'm not going to have
any traitors in the camp, so there! 1f
you desert your post of duty, you needn’t
trouble to come back. There are as good
sub-editors in the sea as ever came oub
of it—see? KEn.) 3
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Owen Conquest.

Specially written for * lely Banter s Weekly” by the famous writer of Rookwoed stories.

HE Rookwood fellows had just
finished dinner when I arrived at
the school in my little two-seater

~  eycle-car.

It isn't often that 1 have. any time to
spare. The writing of the Rookwood stories
absorbs all my leisure. But, finding myself
in the enviable position of being able to take
a day off, I had decided to run down to the
school.

No sooner had I bought my car to a stand-
still in the quadrangle than it was
surrounded.

“What a funny-looking old bus!” was the
rude remark of Tubby Muffin. “It’s only
got one wheel at the back!”

by you criticise my car in that way.
Muffin,” I said, “you’ll find yourself with
several * weals ’ at the back !*

Tubby Muffin looked at me for the first
time.

“Why,
declared.

Lol TR G § replu—,d “1 thought I'd come
and look you up. Perhaps you'd like to come
for a spin in my car?”

“I'd love .te, sir!”?

“Jump in, then!”

The rest of the fellows looked omn rather
enviously as Tubby Muffin clambered into
the two-seater.
~MJimmy!” 1 exclaimed, catching sight of
Jimmy Siiver. “You might explain to your
Form-master that I'm taking Muifin for a
spin, anéd ‘that he may not be back until
after ‘ceking-up time.”

*“ All serene, Mr. Conquest!”

1 found myself badly hampered for space
with a passenger of Tubby Muflin’s . balk
beéside me. The fat junior seemed to take
up every available inch of rooni.

“Where are you taking me,
asked.

“QOh, just for a spin round!” I said

“Are - you a good driver?” inquired
Tubby, with some trepidation,

“Fairly good, so long as. the roads are
clear,” I replied. “Of course, if I get mixed
up in a crush of traffic, I'm rather-inclined
to lose my head.”

I could see
trembling.

“If—if you don't miud, sir, I'd rather not
come!” he faltered. -

*“Too late to draw back now,” I
a smile.

And we bounded forward, and flashed past
the school gates, which the porter held
respectfully open.

As the little car rushed on towards
Latcham, passing ecyclists and pedestrians
without  mishap, Tubby Muflin’s fears
departed. He settled himself comfortably
in the seat.

“1 say, Mr. Conquest,” he said. “lt’s
good of you to bring me out like this. But

it’'s—it’'s Mr. _Conquest!” he

sit?” - he

that _my poassenger was

said, with

I wish you. wouldn't write such horrid
things about me in your storfes.”

“Horrid !”

“Yes. You make out that I'm a greedy

¢lutton-—that I haven't a soul that
above eating and drinking.”

“Is not my description of you correct?”

“No, it isn’t! I'm not a glutton. I always
eat sparingly at meals, and I never touch
anything in between, I say, would you mind
stopping here?”

“Why?”

“There's a tea-shop,
awfully peckish!”

I laughed outright.

“My dear Tubby,” I said, “you are giving
the lie to your own assertion! You declare
that you unever eat between meals, and now
vou want to stop and have what you would
call a mild snack.”

“Ahem! I—I hardly had any dinner,”
said Tubby. *They wouldn't allow me more
than three helpings of the first course, aund
I only bad four lots of pudding, instead of
aix, Do let’s pop in and have some tea,
Mr. Conquest! I'm absolutely famished!”

“I rmustn't cncourage you in your
gluttony,” T replied. “You have only just
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and I'm {feeling

rises |

had dinner. You can't have a meal every
five minutes, you know!”

The car rushed on through the
Hampshire lanes.

Every time we came to a signpost bear-
ing the magic words “Teas and Refresh-
ments,” Tubby Muffin threw me an appeal-
ing glance. But I was impervious to it.

As we sped along I guestioncd my youth-
ful companion concerning certain of the
Rockwood fellows, and the recent happen-
ings at the school, so that 1 should be able
to introduce some of them info future
stories.

We had proceeded rearly fifty mxles, and
were over the Sussex border, before I decided
to turn back.

“You'll stop and have grub on the way,
sir?”? said Tubby Muffin.

“Possibly,” I replied. “1 won't promise.”

“If you don’t,” said Tubby, *I shall be
starving by the time we get back to Rook-
wood !’

We covered the first twenty miles of the
homeward journey in splendid style.

Considering the weight of the human
cargo it had to carry, my httle car behawd
magnificently.

A dozen miles from the school,
a calamity occurred.

The tyre of the back wheel became badly
punctured.

It was now dark, and snow was beginning
to fall.

I examined the puncture, and found that

narrow

however,

A dozen miles from the school the back
tyre became badly punctured. It was
dark now, and snow was falling.

it would be impossible tc repair it. A new
tyre would be necessary.

We were miles away from a garage-—
stranded on a mnarrow road a dozen miles
from Rookwood.

“What are you going to do about it, sir?”
asked Tubby Muffin, in great distress.

“Nothing can be done to-night,” I an-
swered. “There is a shed over in that
meadow. You must help me push the car
into it, and then we must walk on to Rook-
wood.”

Tubby Muffin groaned. And he groaned
many times in the course of that long tramp
to Rookwood. The unaccustomed exercise
told upon him. He panted and gasped as he
stumbled along, and he prayed that the end
of the journey might socon come.

The hour was late when we reached Rook-
wood.

I popped into the Head’s study and told
him of our mishap.

“Muffin, I regret to say, is in a chilled aad
famished condltxou T concluded. 2t
wonder, sir, if we mmht go together to the
school kitchen and refresh ourselves?’

“Certainly, Mr. Conquest—certainly!” said
the Head. “Bless my soul! You must be
ravenous!” 5

T escorted Tubby Muflin to the domestic
regious, and there we had the feed of cur
tives. :

I slept in the Head's house that night.
And when T left Rookwood éarly next morn-

his adventure.;

ing, Tubby Muffin was none the worse for |
i

CONCERNING
INTERVIEWS!

i

By BAGGY TRIMBLE,

I am feeling very sick and sorry this
week.

If you have read Fatty Wynn's
you will understand why.

Oh, what a sell !

When 1 had a charming letter from one
of our lady readers I thought she was a
bhewitching young flapper. But she
turned out to be an ancient lady, who
first- saw the light of day about a hun-
dred years ago.

Such is life.

article,

Full of delusion and dis-

appomtment Well might the lady in
the comic opera, “H.M.S. Pinafore,”
sing, ."‘Thmgs arve seldom what they

seem !

Now, I want to unburden myself this
week on the subject of interviews.

Roughly speaking,  they may be
divided into two' classes—pleasant inter-
views and painful interviews.

The pleasant ones may be summer-ised
(that’s a good word to use in winter !) as
follows :

When & newspaper representative calls
on you to say that you have been
awarded the first prize of one thousand
pounds in a competition.

When the Head sends for you to say
that he is so pleased with your progress
in class that he intends to invite you to
tea. (This has never becen my fortunate
eggsperience l}

When the captain of your Form foot-
ball team drops in to tell you that you
may regard yourself as a “cert” for
Saturday’s match.

When you are sent for by the Editor
of the Companion Papers “and he and
lir hMartm Clifford take you out to
unch.

The painful interviews form a much
longer list. In fact, T could fill the whole
issue with them, so [ w;ll content myself
with quoting a fow: :

When you are sent for by the Head,
and you find him with a dark frown on
his face and a light cane in his hand.

When you visit the dentist,

When the fellows-who have lent you
money drop in to know why it hasn’t
been paid.

When a reader of the “Weekly ” calls
to see you, and he stands about six-foot-
four in his =ocks, and has a fighting jaw !

Pexsonallv, I have some dozens of in-
terviews every week, and most of them
are of the painful w.rxety

I don’t know why this should be so,
because I'm a perfectly charming fellow
and have never given offence to any-
body.

I hove, dear reader; that if ever you.
call upon me you will be nice and pohte
instead of aggxesane, and then I shall be
able to add my interview with you to the
list of pleasant ones!
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BILI:IY BUNTER goes to town periodic-
ally. ;
As the mountain will not come to
Mahomet, Mahomet must go to the
mountain. In other words, if the Editor of
the Companion Papers does not come to
Greyfriars to see Bunter, then Bunter must
go to London.

As a matter of fact, he rather likes it.
But I don’t think be fouud his last visit
very enjoyable.

One morning in early December the Editor
of the Companion Papers despatched two
telegrams-—one  to Billy Bunter, requesting
him to come to town forthwith; the other
to the Head, formally asking permission for
Bunter to be granted leave of absence.

Billy Bunter was in high spirits. He put
on his best hib and tucker, as the saying
goes, and caught the ten-forty from Friardale
Station. He took the money for his fare
from the funds of his “Weekly,” knowing
that the Editor of the Companion Papers
would refund it when he got to London.

The prize porpoise of the Remove reclined
lazily in his seat in a first-class carriage—
Buuﬁer always travelled “first ” when oppor-
tunity permitted—and gave himself up to
blissful reflection.

He would arrive in town, he reflected,
about mid-day. He would get a cordial
reception at the headquarters of the Com-
panion Papers. Possibly a sub-editor; with
a nice, Kind face, would take him out to
lunch.

Lunch in Fleet Street was a delight to Billy
Bunter. He had already sampled its joys.
How ripping to occupy the seat in which
the renowned Dr. Johnson once sat! How
grand to be waited on hand and foet, and to
go right through the bill of fare, while th>
sub-editor—or whoever acted as Bunter’s
host—ruefully footed the bill.

These pleasant reflections occupied Bunter's
mind throughout the journey.

As he jostled his way through the thronus
of people at Charing Cross he felt on the
best of terms with himself. His fat face was
wreathed in smiles.

Outside the station hé chartered a taxi.

“The -~ editor will pay,” he muttered.
“Generous fellows, these editors. I'm an
editor myself, so 1 ought to know!”

Ten minutes later Rilly Bunter was being
shot upwards in a lift.

His surroundings, as he emerged on to one
of the upper floors were familiar. The net-
work of: corridors, the busy clicking of count-
less typewriters, the rushing to and fro of
messengers.  The home of the Companion
Papers was a veritable beehive of industry.

Billy Bunter ‘found his way without diffi-
culty to the editor’s sanctum. He walked in
without knocking.

The editor swung round in his revolving-
chair.

“Ah, T knew it must be you, Bunter!” he
said. “Everyone' else knocks.”

Billy Bunter smirked.

*Of course, old pals are privileged to walk
right in!” he said.

The editor frowned. He found Billy Bua-
ter’s familiarity very trying.

“I have sent for you, Bunter,” he said,
“ip connection with the Christmas Number
of your ‘Weekly.” You must get busy on
it at once. And I must insist upon an
extra-special number being produced. Whar-
ton is forging ahead in excellent style with
the Christmas Number of the ¢ Greyfriars
Herald.” I want you to do likewise.”

“Oh, certainly, sir!” said Billy Bunter.
“I've already written a fine article myself,
on ‘How to Swim the Channel in Five
Strokes.” ”

The editor rapped on the desk impatiently.

“Don’t be so utterly absurd!” he said. “A
Channel-swimming feature would be utterly
out of place in a Christmas Number. I am
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beginning to think, Bunter, that you are
an even bigger fool than you look!”

“Oh, really, sir—-"

“In your Christmas Number we want
articles and stories of a topical nature.

Please instruct - your sub-editors—Wynn,
Tlf'imb!e, Muffin, and. your minor—to this
effect.”

Billy Bunter nodded.

“Have you dragged me all the way up from
Greyfriars just to tell me this?” he ex-
claimed. :

“Don’t be rude, or I shall turn on the
ejector!”

“The—the ejector?” stammered Bunter.

“Yes. I bhave a modern installation here
for ejecting unwelcome callers. I press a
button, and the said callers are ejected
like a cartridge-case from a shotgun.”

“0Oh crumbs!”

“1 sent for you in order to tell you about
the Christmas Number,” the editor went on,
“but that was not my sole reason. You
might have noticed as you came in a gueue
of boys waiting in the passage.”

“V¥Yes, sir, I did. Who are they?”

“They are readers of your ‘ Weekly,” and
they wish to interview you. You may see
them in this room, one at a time.”

The editor crossed to the door, and put on
his hat.

“I am going to lunch,” he said. “Possibly

you will have gone bLy the time I return.

Hefty Harry did not desist

until Billy
Bunter sank down to the floor like a
deflated gasbag.

In that event, dom’t forget my instructions
concerning your Christmas Number.”

The editor briskly withdrew, leaving Billy
Bunter alone in the apartment.

The fat junior’s eyes roved round the room,
and he gave a snort of disappointment.

Why didn’t these editors keep eatables in
their sanctum? he reflected. Now, if only
there was 4 nice rabbii-pie standing on the
mantelpiece—"

Billy Bunter’s reflections were abruptly
cut short by the entry of a youth of about
fifteen.. He was neatly dressed and well pro-
portioned. The look he directed towards
William George Bunter was one .of infinite
scorn. =

"“My name’s Harper,” he said, without any
beating about the bush. “I'm a reader of
your * Weekly.””

“That’s fine!” said Billy Bunter. “If isn’t
often I get a chance of seeing my readers
in the flesh. You simply adore my ‘ Weekly,’
I suppose?” .

Harper made a grimace.

“Do I look as if I'm bursting with adora-
tion?” he said. “I certainly find your rag
amusing, but there’s one thing in it that
gets my goat.”

“ And that is?”

“Your Editorial!” .

“Oh, really—" protested Billy Bunter.
“That’s the best feature in the paper, you
know! What don’t you like about it?”

“I'1l tell you. You bring out a Special

By Bob Cherry.

Gymnastic Number and a Special Staff
Number, and you explain at great length
what gymnastics mean and what staff means.
It’s an insult to our intelligence! We don’t
want these things explained to us as if we
were unfledged infants wha didn’t: know
what was -what. - Now, you're going to
promise me, here and now, that you won’t
insult the intelligence of your readers any
more.’ = 5

“And if I don’t?” - =

“I shall be reluctantly compellied to punch
you. on the nose with such violence that
your glasses will bounce off !” s

Billy Bunter backed away in alarm. Har-
per's splendid proportions and his fighting
jaw were disconcerting.

“I—I promise!” gasped the Ow! of the
Remove. “I didn’t know that I'd been in-
sulting my readers; but if I have, I'm awfully
sorry, and I wen’'t do it again!”

“All serene,” said Harper. “That’s all [
wanted to know.”

And, with a curt nod to Billy Bunter, he
took his departure.

No sooner had Harper gone than a burly-
looking youth heaved himself into the room.

“My name's Wilkins.,” he said. “They call
me ‘ Hefty Harry.’ I'm a reader of your
‘ Weekly.” And you're Bunter, are you—the
actual W. G. B.—not an imitation?”

“Yes, I'm Bunter,” quavered the fat
junior, edging away from the intruder. He
didn’t like the look of the youth who was
called Hefty Harry.

“You say in your * Weckly,” ” continued the
burly youth, “that you are a fine fighting-
man. In fact, you've made that remark not
once, but dozens of times!”

“Well?” said Bunter uneasily.

“I've come to put you to the test,” said
Hefty Harry. “I,want to see what sort of
stuff you're made of. Put up your hands!”

“Oh crumbs! I—I—”

Bunter had no time to say more. Hefty
Harry was already rushing to the attack.

The editor of “Billy Bunter’s Weekly”
found himself face to face, in fistic combat,
with one of his readers, And he did not
show up to advantage.

Hefty Harry proceeded to knock Billy
Bunter round the room. He intended to be
merely playful, but his playfulness proved
decidedly painful for Bunter!

The fat junior howled and roared as he re-
treated under an avalanche of blows.

He fervently hoped that one of the sub-
editors on the staff of the Companion Papers
would come to his rescue. But the “subs”
had gone to lunch.

“Yow-ow-ow! Chuckitt!
Bunter.

But Hefty Harry did not desist until Billy
Bunter sank down to the floor like s deflated
gashag.

“Bah!” said the burly youth, in tones of
‘withering contempt. “You're no fighting-
man! You let me bash you about as if you
were a punching-ball! Have another go,
and p'r'aps yow'il do better.” ‘

But Billy Bunter definitely declined to
have another “go.” He serambled to his
feet, snatched up his Greyiriars cap, and
fled into the corridor.

Other readers of *Billy Bunter’s Weekly ”
were standing there waiting to interview the
editor. -

But the editor seemed to have a train to
catch. At any rate, although there is very
little dust at the Fleetway House, he shook
what little there was from his feet without
delay.

A moment later pedestrians were mildly
amused at seeing a fat .and flying figure
rushing pell-mell towards Ludgate Circus.

Billy Bunter did not linger in town, in the
hope of being taken out to lunch by a sub-
editor with a nice kind face. He caught
the next train back to Greyfriars!
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14 ETTER for Master Trimble!”
The postman’s remark
everybody gasp.
Letters for Baggy Trimble were
about as rare as golden sovereigns.

¢ Hand it over!” said Baggy, his voice
trembling with excitement.

The next moment he was exploring the
contents of the envelope.

- There was no remittance within,
rather a blow to Baggy. >

Still, there was a very sweet and charming
note, and Baggy's eyes sparkled with
pleasure as he read it.

This was the note:

“ Lavender Cottage,
Waylaod.

fiear Master Trimbie—~I have been a
reader of * Billy Bunter's Weekiy " froin the
start, and would pot be without it for
worlds. -

Quite the best features in the paper, to
my mind, ar¢ the contributions from your
pen. They are both brainy and brilliant.
Without them the “ Weekly ” would be but
a shadow of its former self.

{ have often longed to wmeet in person the
hoy who pens such wonderful stories and
articles. 1 have seen your photograph; but
photographs are not aiways flattering, are
they? Tt

Would you care to come over ou Wednes-
day afternoon and have tea with me? I
should be really delighted. Bring a good
appetite with you if you come.—Your lady
reader and adniring friend,

MiriaM MARTYN (Miss).”

with

This was

Baggy Trimble - almost
pleasure..

So his fame as a journalist had penetrated
to a cottage in Waviand! And a charming
young lady--for he assumed that Miss Martyn
must be such—was personally interested in
him. She was his admiring friend!

Baggy had so few admiring friends at St.
Jim's that it was quite refreshing to come
across. a “real admirer. 3 -
“{ say, you fellows,” be said excitedly.
“this letter's from a girl reader of * Billy
Runter's Weekly'' She lives at- Wayland,
and she's invited me -over to tea on
W cduesday afternoon !’

“ My “hat!"” ;

“1 shall bave a ripping time!" said
Baggy. “1 always was popular with the
Indies. you know!”

“ What's the vame of this fair camsel?”
! red Monty Lowther. :

“ Miriam Martyn. And she lives at
1avender Cottage. You couldn’t have a more
roimantic name. And Miriam simply adores

tutf that [ write in the © Weekly '!”
Queer taste some people have!” grunted
Manners.

“ Oh,

purred

really, Mapners—— You're only
jealous because I've been invited to
Lavender Cottage' Picture me on Wednes-
day afternoon, baving tea with a cbarmiog
young lady, while you're fooling around with
a camera or waliowing on a muddy footer-
ground!” * 2

“ Directly Miss Martyn meets you face to
face, she'll be sorry she ever invited you!”
said Tom Merry. “ You'll eat ber out of
house and home! 8he'll be expecting a nice-
mannered schoolboy, and she'll get a fat,
ugiy porpoise! And it’ll serve her jolly well
right for being so forward!”

And Tom Merry & Co. stroiled away, leav-
ing Baggy Trimble to dream of Wednesday
afternoon. =

During the next few days Baggy wore
a very preoczupied look.

He was thinking of Miss Miriam, trying
to picture in his mind what sort of girl she
was.

Was she dark or fair, gay or sentimental?
What sort of a tea would she provide?

These and a score of other questions
occupied Baggy's mind. :

At last Wednesday afternoon arrived.

Baggy Trimble put on his best bib aund
tucker. ‘In other words, he changed into his
Sunday best. X
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Having thoroughly groomed himself, Baggy
proceeded to Wayland.

His heart was ligh$, his reflections were
very pleasant. He was on his way to inter-
view a fair admirer—one who had expressed
the highest admiration for his work. =

Baggy—like many other fellows who have
no pretensions to good looks—rather fancied
himself as a ladies’ man. His winning smile,
his charming persomality, would take Miss
Miriam by storm. He was coufident of that.

Entering  Wayland High  Street, he
approached a constable who was on point
duty. .

“ Can you tell me where Lavender Cottage
is?” he inquired.

¢ Lavender Cottage? Why, that's on Way-
iand Moor! First house you come to,
approaching it from this direction. It stands
by itself, and it's got the name on the gate.
You cap't miss it.”

Paggy solemnly © tipped 7 the policeman a
penny, leaving the man speechless with indig-
nation and amazement. Then he tramped on
in the direction of Wayland Moor.

Poor old Baggy! His fond dreams were
soon dispelled.

When he came in

sight of Lavender

Cottage he found there was nothing romantic
about it.

It was a tumbledown place, which stood
sadly in need of repair

3 \ gt =

The door was opened by an old lady.

““ Qood-afternoon,” said Baggy Trimble,
“I've called to see Miss Martyn.”

This was rather a blow to Baggy Trimble.

“ 8till, what does the place matter, so long
as the person inside is sweet and charming?’
he murmured.

e walked up to the ugly porch and rang
the bell, which elanged harshly through the
cottage.

The door was opened by a feinale of
advanced years.

Baggy didn’t troubie to lift his cap.

“ Good-afternoon!” he said.
to see Miss Martyn.”

“ That's me! And you are Master Trimble,
1 take it? How ! have longed for this meet-
ing! 7 It does my old eyes good tc gaze upon
the young gentleman who has written so
many funny stories and articles. Step inside,
Master Trimbie! 1 have prepared the tea!”

Like a feliow in a dream, Baggy stumbled
into the cottage.

He could almost Fave howled with chagrin.

He had taken it for graoted that Miss
Miriam Maréyn would be a delectable young
lady of the “fapper” variety. Instead o
which she was a ftoothless old dame—very
interested in him, it is true, but ot at ail
interesting from his point of view. -

The tea, too, was not what Baggy bad
expected. It consisted of a large cup of
very weak tea and a couple of biscuits.

And whilst Baggy sipped the tea and
munched the biscuits, the old lady fired ques-
tions at him—questions concerning his duties
as a sub-edifor.

In conclusion, the venerable Miss Martyn
expressed the hope that Baggy would return
the compliment by inviting her up to St.
Jim's.

Needless to add, Baggy did nothing of the
sort. And in future he will be wary of
readers who send him flatfering letters.

“I've callecll

My Opinion of
Owen Conquest !

Ry Tubby Muffin,

The gent who writes the Rookwood
stories 1sn’t a bad sort.

I will go further, and say that he's a
real good sort. :

But he has his faults. Perhaps if [
tell him what they are he will make an
effort to correct them.

Now, a person who writes school yarns
ought to be true to life. Don’t you
think so? He ought to be able o depict
his characters faithfully.

And that’s what Mr. Owen Counquest
fails to do.

Here am I, a good sportsman, a fine
figure of a fellow, a chap possessing all
the virtues and a few more besides, and
yet the Rookwood auther when writing
about me uses such expressions as “ prize
porpoise,” “bladder of lard,” * greedy
gormandiser,” and so on.

You would almost think, to read somse
of Mr. Conquest’s yarns, that I-was a
glutton! -

Nothing could be farther from the
truth.
true. But that
glutton!

Ak to my being a prize perpoise, why, I
aw quite slin by comparison with soms
fellows : -

Mr. Conquest is not the only one to
blame for spreading the impression that
I am—er—a little rotund, Ther$ is the
artist. A dreadful man that- arbist. He
exaggerates fearfuliy. e leGk @v ons of
his sketches of me, vou’d think 1 was a
fellow of enorimous proportions, whereas,
as I implied before, I am slim and lithe
and lissom.

Only the other day Mr. Conquest
called on me at Rookwood. 1 expect he
will tell you all about it in this issue.

Never again shall I go for a jauntina
cycle-car. The beastly things are sure
to go wrong when you're miles away
from anywhere. In this case a tyre
burst, and we had to put the car in a
shed and hoof it all the way back to
Rockwood.

A dozen miles’ hard walking on a
dark, wintry night. Groo! It makes
me shudder to write of it.

I came in for a handsome feed at the
finish, though; and a really good spread
zvilt atone for any amount of discom-
ort.

My grievance is that the feed ought
to have been one of the first items on the
programme, -

Mr. Conquest should have motored me
into Latcham, stopped at the bunshop,
and allowed ma to eat my fill. I ex-
plained to him that I had had very litle
dinper that day, but he didn’t seem to
understand. We passed dozens of re-
freshment places an the road, and it was
real torture to see such fine opportuni-
ties going begging. ;

1 hope the famous Rookwood author
won’t be cross with me for writing this
article. I don’t mean any offence.
merely wish to open his eyes to a few of
his faults, so that he may cure himself
of them before he pays another visit to
Rookwood.

{Probably the next time Mr, Conquest
comes to Rookwood he will address a few
forcible remarks to you, Tubby—with
his walking-stick |~ED.)

doesn't make me &
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' (Continued from page 8.)

S

“Tell the shover to drive on,” said
2 =

Raby.

Knowles put his foot in at the doer.

Jimmy Silver hesitated to give that
order to the ‘“‘shover.” If the car had
started, Knowles would have had a bad
fall; and, after all, he was a prefect of
the Sixth, although a Modern one.

“Také "your hoofs out, Knowles!”
roared Lovell,

“Look here,” said Knowles, in a
voiee of concentrated anger, “it’s come
to my knowledge that some young
rascals have gone to the races this after-
noon. I’'m going after them to fetch
them back. T’ve no time to waste, and
I'm going to borrow this car. Now,
get out of it!”

Jimmy Silver understood. Smythe
& Co. had not been quite so secret as
they had supposed. They could pull
the wool over old Bulkeley’s unsus-
picious eyes. But Knowles was as keen
as a rnazor, and he was ‘“on” to the

. little game,

The expression on Jimmy’s face as
this thought flashed into” his mind
brought a sneering smile to Knowles’
thin lips.

" “Now you understand,” he said, “so
get out.”

“It’s'no business of ours if some of
your Modern cads have gone out play-
ing the giddy goat,” said Jimmy.

Knowles sneered again.

“They’re not Moderns,”
“We keep the fags on our side in
order. They’re Classicals. Most of the
blackguards are on your
school.”

" ““Not the biggest one!” said Lovell,
with a snort.

“Classicals, are they?” said Jimmy
Silver. “Well, then, what business is
it of yours, Knowles? You're not the
Classical prefect. It's Bulkeley’s busi-
ness, not yours.”

“I'm a Rookwood
and T'm going to see .into it, as
Bulkeley seems to be too busy!”
snapped out Knowles angrily.

Jimmy Silver wagged an irritating

forefinger at Knowles.
. “My’ advice to you is to mind your
own business,” he said. “No. good
comes of meddling in other people's
affairs, you know.”

“You cheeky little rascal!” roared
Knowles, =

“Shush ! You can’t expect us to help
you do old Bulkeley’s business for him.
Go and tell Bulkeley about it.”

“I’'m. not asking you for advice!”
said Knowles, breathing hard through
his nose. “I'm telling you to get ocut
of that car and hand it over to me!”
“Bow-wow !’

Knowles’ greenish eyes glittered with

ge.
“Silver! I—-? ¢
“You're not going to have our car!”
said Jimmy coolly. “It’s like your
cheek to ask! Take your hoof away!”

“Get out of that car, or I'll pitch you
out I”” roared Knowles.

“Rats!1”

‘“And many of ’em !” snorted Lovell.

Knowles, gritting his teeth, made a
lean into the car.

The Fistical Four rose as one man to
deal with him.

he said.

prefect, anyway,

ra

The Modern prefect’s high-handed
proceedings would have exasperated
more mild and patient fellows than
NEXT
FRIDAY!

side of the ]

““RIVALS FOR THE CAPTAINCY!™

Jimmy Silver & Co., and they were not
celebrated for mildness or patience.

To have their car taken foreibly away
by a Modern prefect for the purpose of
hunting down Classical fellows was a
little too much. ;

They breathed wrath as they tackled
Knowles. .

Four pairs of hands fastened upon
him at the same moment. 2

“Out you go!” panted Lovell.

Knowles struggled furiously.

He was a powerful fellow, but four
juniors at once were a little too much

for him. And the juniors were reckless |

and determined.

Knowles wasn’t going to have their
car, prefect or no prefect. He was going
out of that car if they could put him
out. And it looked as if they could.

Knowles clung to the door, and
struggled, but his grasp
and he went whirling through the door.
There was a loud bump in the road as
Knowles landed there.

“Drive on!” shouted Jimmy Silver
breathlessly.

The car. started.

Knowles lay for some moments, com-
pletely winded. He sat up at last, blink-
mg and panting with rage. The car was
gliding away.

Knowles staggered. breathlessly to his
feet and limped in pursuit.

“Stop!” he yelled.

“Good-bye, little yellow  bird!”
shrieked Raby. Y

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Stop, you young rascals! Ston, I

tell you!” raved Knowles. “I'll skin
you! PlI—-Tl——" -

The prefect halted, in a cloud of dust
and a rcek of petrol, behind the car.
He could not overtake it.

Jimmy Silver waved his hand in fare-
well, and Knowles ground his teeth with
rage. The car buzzed on merrily down
the dusty road, and vanished round the
bend. Knowles, trembling with rage,
limped back to the gates.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
At the Races !
IMMY SILVER did not speak as
J the car buzzed on down the leng
white road.
His brow was
thought,

Everything seemed to be going first-
rate for the Classical chums, and that
thoughtful wrinkle in their leader’s brow
puzzled the Co. Lovell demanded the
reason at last.

“What are you looking like a boiled
owl about?”’ he demanded.

“Eh??

“Thinking of the row when we get
home?”’ asked Raby. “Xnowles won’t
make a fuss. He knows Bulkeley
wouldn’t back him up in trying to collar
our car, especially considering what ho
wanted it for.”

“We're all right,” said Lovell.

“Oh, I wasn’t thinking of that!” said
Jimmy. :

“Then what’s the trouble?
the grub all right—lots 1”

‘“Blow the grub!”

_ “You haven’t lost your fiver?” ejacu-
lated Lovell, in alarm.

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“No, ass! I changed it in the tuck-
shop, and P’ve got four quids quite safe.
"Tain’t that!”

“Then what is it?” demanded the Co.
with one voice. 2

Jimmy paused.

*“Are you fellows specially set on the
run, and the cinema, and the picnic?”
he asked hesitatingly.

wrinkled in

We've got
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was loosened, |

“That's what we've cce out- for,
isn’t it?” said Raby.

“Yes, but——" s

“You don’t mean to say that you're
getting stingy in your old age?” said
Lovell. 7

Jimmy flushed.

“You silly ass! ¥ isn’t that.
fiver belongs to the whole study.” ¢

“Well, I knew it wasn’t that. I was
only pulling. your . fatheaded leg!”
chuckled. Lovell. “But what do you
want to give up the excursion for?”

“I don’t want to,” said Jimmy; “but
—but I've got a feeling that we ought
to. That idiot Smythe has gone to the
races—that cad Gunter’s got him to go.
Knowles has spied it out, and he’s after
him. He'll ’phone for a taxi, or some-
thing. Anyway, he’ll get after Smythe.”

“Let him!” -

“I know Smythe’s doing wrong,” said
Jimmy, colouring. *I don’t make any
excuses for him.~ He’s more of a fool
than a rascal, though, you know that.
And we don’t want a Classical chap
caught out and sacked from the school
because of a prying and meddling
Modern worm!”

“Well, no." But—"

“I tried to give Smythe a tip before
he started, but he wouldn’t listen. - But
—but I think we ought to warn him,”
said Jimmy. ‘“Knowles may be along
any time looking for him, and he’ll find
him as sure as a gun. Well, sunpose we
run in the car-to where he is and tell
him Knowles is after him?”

“To the races?” yelled Newcome.

Jimmy nodded.

“Why, it means a flogging or the
sack if we're found out,” zaid Lovell,
aghast. “You know how down the
Head is on such things, and if he found
that a Rookwood chap had gone—
well——"

Lovell finished with a whistle.

“1 know,” said Jimmy grimly. “It’s
a risk—a big risk. DBut we don’t want a
Classical chap sacked—even a rotter like
Smythe. ’Tain’t only that, either. It
will be up against old Bulkeley if a
Modern prefect. does his work for him.
If it was Bulkeley after Smythe, wo
couldn’t very well interfere.- But a
Modern prefect has no right to chip in.
And we know that Knowles bets on
horses himself. He’s only doing this to
get a seore over old Bulkeley, and I
think it’s up to us to stop him if we
can.”

“Bulkeley 1s a bit sleepy,” said Raby.
“I wouldn’t own it to Tommy Dodd,
but the old chap is a trifle too unsus-
picious.”

“No reason why Knowles should score
over him.”

“0h, “no,
are.”

Lovell shrugged his shoulders.

‘Jimmy means to have his way, any-
way,” he said. “In for a penny, in for
a pound. Let’s chance it.”

“I don’t want to drag you chaps into
the risk, though,” said Jimmy Silver
anxiously. “If you'd like to- drop
out i :

“Rats 1”

“I'd do it alone, and join you after-
wards.”

“Shut up !” roared Lovell.

Jimmy Silver grinned.

“All serene! I'll speak to the shover,

The

3

I'm game if the others

then.”
Jimmy put his head over, and talked
to the chauffeur. That gentleman

looked rather serious when his destina-
tion was indicated to him.
Jimmy Silver understood his thoughts,
and hastened to reassure him. .
THE PoPULAR.—No. 151,
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A taxicab cams whirring up the road.
jiumped up at the sight of the crowd of panting juniors.
raised his cap with great politeness.

“ Qoing to the races? Naughty!

Knowles, who was seated inside,

Jimmy Silver
“ Hullo, Knowlesey !?’ he said.

Naughty 1?7 (See Chaptei b.)

“It's all right,” he said. * “ We're not
going on . the .razzle, sonny. We're
going to fetch back some of our chaps
who are playing the giddy ox, and we're
geing to give them  a hiding for giving
us the trcuble. We want to find a trap
with four young rotters in  it—one
slovenly cad, and three idiots dressed up
like tailors’ dummies.”
~ “Yes, sir,” said the grinning chauf-
ieur
The car buzzed on again, taking a new
direction for the racecourse, that lay
about six miles from Coombe. s
The Fistical Four were serious enough
now.
They were rununing a big risk to save
Smythe & Co. from the consequences of
their own folly, and they knew it. Their
intentions were excellent; but their ex-
cellent intentions would not have saved
them from condign punishment if their
escapade had come to Dr. Chisholm's
knowledge.
The car was presently in the midst of
a stream of vehicles all travelling in one
direction, and crowds of pedestrians.
The crowded heath, with its shouting
‘crowds and swarming stands, came in
sight at last, .

_There the four juniors left the car.
Jinmmy Siiver directed the chauffeur to
wait for their return, and the Fistical
Four plunged into the rowdy crowd in
search of the trap that had taken Smythe
& Co. there. -

loud roar announced the result of

a race; the first “event ” of the after-
noon was over.

Lovell gave a shout.

“There they are !”

Jimmy Silver followed his pointing
finger. 1In the ranked vehicles the trap
" THE PoPULAR.—No. 151,
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was to be seer with three fellows in it—
Smythe and Tracy and Howard of the
Shell. sty

The three young rascals had put on
raincoats to conceal their Etons, but any-
one could have seen that they were
schoolboys. ‘ >

They were standing up, straining their
eyes to watch the next race, which was
starting. Smythe was using a pair of
silver-mounted field-glasses.

“Come on!” said Jimmy.

The Classical chums wormed their way
through the crowd, and came up behind
the trap, from which the horse had been
taken. The three nuts of the Shell were
too busy to notice them. They heard
Smythe’s voice as they came near. Gun-
ter was not to be seen, and Jimmy won-
dered whether the nuts had joined him,
after all. 7 :

“By gad, there he is!” Smythe was
saying. ‘“‘Three to one on Bonny Boy,
Tracy !” ;

“Not takin' any. deah boy!” said
Tracy. “Bonny Boy’s goin’ to win ”

“Well, I've got three quid on him
with Hook !'" chuckled Smythe. * ITook
didn’t think he was a winner, with a
stranger riding.”

“ What would the Head say if he could
see his ~giddy nepheéw now?” gaid
Howard. :

The three nuts chuckled in chorus.

They were staring at the little bunch

of starters, and the Classical Four,
puzzled by their remarks, stared in the:
same direction. Then Jimmy Silver

uttered almost a yell.

“ Gunter !

There he was—Gunter, once of the
Fourth, sacked from Rookwood—Gunter,
the nephew of the Head—in silver-and-

Great News! Grand Enlarged Christmas Number - —

blue, sticking almost on the neck of a

horse—among the other jockeys. Gunter

was riding in the race! ~
“Gunter !” gasped Lovell. ‘“Riding!

Oh, my hat !”

There was a roar; the horses were
“off.” Smythe's field-glasses followed
them anxiously. He had backed Gunter’s
horse to win. But the field-glasses left
his eyes, and fell irto the trap with a
crash as he was suddeniy jerked by the
leg. - He spun round, and sat down on
“racy.

*“What the merry dickens!” stuttered
Smythe. “Oh! Jimmy Silver! = la,
ha, ha! So the good and spotless models
of Rookwood have come to the races!
Ha, ha, ha! "

“We've come to find you, you howl-
ing idiot!” . said Jimmy  Silver,
¢ Knowles: 2

Smythe suddenly left off grinning.

“Knowles !” he stammered.

“Yes, Knowles. He’s spied it out
somehow that you're here—"

“You young cad, you've sncaked
about us!” shouted Smythe furiously.

Jimmy gave him a contemptuous look.

“That’s not the truth {”’ he said. “We
know about it because Knowles wanted
to take our car. If we’'d let him have it,
he’d have been here by now, and you'd
have been spotted!” :

“Oh, by gad!” mumbled Adolphus.

“As it s, he’s coming just as fast as
he can, and he may happen along any
minute,” said Jimmy Silver. *“I1f you ,
want to be caught here, and marched
back to Rookwood by the scruff of your
neck, and expelled in the morning, just
stay where you are. We came to give
you the tip—not that you deserve it, jou
blackguard! Come on, you chaps—
let’s get off. We don’t want Knowles to
see us here.”

“1—1 zay, hold on!” panted Adolphus.

Howard and Tracy were pale with
terror now The mere thought of being
discovered there by a Rookwood prefect
was more than encugh to knock all the
airy assurance out of the Giddy Goats.

Jimmy Silver took pity on
wretched nuts.

“Jump down, and come with us,” he
said. ““We've got a car on the road,
and we’ll give you a run.”

Smythe & Co. fairly jumped at that
generous offer., Hardly staying to snatch
up his  silver-mounted field-glasses,
Smythe bundled out of the trap, and
Tracy and Howard bundled after him.
Keeping close to the Fistical Four, they
squirmed a way through the crowd. As
they left the heath, there was a roar-—
the race was ‘over. A raucous yell
announced that Boany Boy had won.
Gunter had ridden the winner. ., But
Smythe did not dream of seeking Mr.
Hook, and claiming his three quicTs and
his winnings. Ile almost babbled with
joy as the car was reached, and the
juniors crowded into it.

“Let her rip!” he gasped.

And the car buzzad away.

the

THE FiFTH CHAPTER.
A Licking for Threc !

(13 ALT!” sang out Jimmy Silver.
H The racecourse had been
left miles behind, and Smythe
& Co. were recovering their
nerve. Theyw had not been spotted.
Doubtless Knowles was on his way te the
Coombe races, but Jimmy Silver had
been in good time. He had saved the
nuts of Rookwoed. And as soon as the
danger was over it was quite in accor-
dance with Smythe’s nature that he
should assume a lofty and patronising air
towards the juniors who had saved him,

A GRAND YARN OF THE ROOKWOOD CHUMS.
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“Dashed crowd in this car,” the lofty
Adolphus had remarked. ““Do keep your

boots™ away from - my - trousers, New- |

come.” You kids have such dusty boots.”

“‘Shouldn’t wonder if it was a false

alarm, after all,” growled Tracy. “Those
cheeky fags may only have been pullin’
out leg.”

It was
* Halt!” :

The car stopped outside a roadside inn
with a tea-garden. Jimmy Silver in-
tended t6 have tea there. He also
intended to.rid himself of the egregious

then that Jimmy Sil've.r called

Smythe. ' He was quite fed up with
Adolphus.

“Hallo!  What are you stopping
for 2’ asked Smythe. *This ain’t Rook-
wood,”

“Get out!” said Jimmy,

“Yaas; we can get a lift home from
here,” remarked Smythe. “I don’t like
being crowded with fags, anyway.”

The nuts stepped out. The Fistical
Four followed them, looking grim.,

“And now,” said Jimmy Silver,
tersely, “put up your hands.”

Smythe jammed his eyeglass into his
eye, and staved at him.
~“What ! he ejaculated.

“You've acted the giddy goat and the
‘rotten blackguard, and we’ve risked
getting the sack to yank you out of the
scrape,” said Jimmy Silver. “Now
we're going to give you a lesson. Put
up your paws!”

“By gad!”

- If there was one thing the nuts of
Rookwood didn’t want to do, it was to
put up their “paws’” to the Fistical
.heroes of the Fourth. . But they had no
choice about the matter.

Jimmy Silver tackled Smythe, Lovell
decided on Howard, and Raby started
operations on Tracy. Newcome looked
on; fair play was a jewel in the opinion
of the Fistical Four, and they would not
give the cads of the Shell anything else.

“Leave off I” roared Smythe. “Keep
off, you young rotter! Oh gad! My
nose! -Tll smash you—yaroch! Oh
dear! Yowp!”

Biff, biff, biff!

Jimmy Silver & Co. were in deadly
carnest. The risk they had run owing to
Adolphus’ rascality made them angry,
and the nuts had to go through it.

Finding that there was no help for it,
the Giddy Goats put up a fight.

They did their best. c

But the three elsgant slackers of the
Shell had no chance. They were knocked
right and ‘left. :

In three minutes Smythe and Howard
and Tracy were on the ground, and they
refused for any consideration whatever
to get off it. -

- *“Wow-wow !” mumbled Adolphus.

Tty

“Hallo 1
by thunder !” = :

A taxicab came whirring up the road.
Knowles of the Sixth was seated in it,
evidently on his way to the races.
Knowles jumped as he caught sight of
the juniors in the road before the inn.

Jimmy Silver raised his cap politely to
the Modern prefect.

“Hallo, Knowlesey! Going ¢ the
races?” he asked pleasantly. *“Naughty!
Naughty !”

But Knowles was staring at the nuts,
who sat up and stared back at him.
Much as they had suffered at the Fourth-
Former’s hands, Smythe & Co. were de-
voutly thankful that they were there,
and not on the racecourse. They could
almost forgive the licking as they realised
what they had been saved from.

“Smythe I”  stammered  Knowles.
“Tracy! Howard! I—I thought—>

“Oh, by gad!” stammered Smythe.
“G-g-g-good-afternoon, Knowles !”

recared Raby. ‘Knowles,

“Have you been to the races?”
shouted Knowles.

‘‘Races!” said Smythe. “What
races ?”’

“The Coombe races.”

“Do they have races at Coombe?”
asked Smythe innocently.

Knowles almost choked. He felt that
his prying into Classical affairs had led
him astray for once. He was en route
for the races, to catch the Giddy Goats
in the act—and, lo and behold, here they
were, ‘“scrapping ¥ with Jimmy Silver.
five miles at least from the racecourse !
Knowles felt that he was beaten. This
time, at least, he would not score over
the captain of Rookwood.

He scowled savagely at the juniors,
and muttered something to his driver,
and the taxi swung round, and whirred
back the way it had come. The meeting
outside the inn had saved Knowles a
journey ; -hut he was not grateful. He
was grinding his teeth as the taxi drove
away.

Jimmy Silver chuckled gleefully.

“What a disappointment for Knowle-
sey !”” he remarked. ‘‘Life is full of
giddy disappointments, my sons! ‘Do
flhe'y have races at Coombe? Ha, ha,
al”

“Ha, ha! Do they?” roared Lovell.

. Adolphus Smythe grinned as he dabbed
his streaming nose.-

The others rubbed their eyes, they
mopped their noses, and they caressed
their ears, and they scowled.

The Fistical Four watched them cheer-
fully. They were ready to give Adolphus
& g’o, some more, if Adolphus & Co.
wanted any more.

But Adolphus & Co. didn’t.
had enough.

“Let’s get out of this, you fellows,”

They had

said Adolphus. “Let’s get away from

onwlv)aper the ** Magnet’’ Library Next Week! 15

these
sake I’

And the nuts tramped away on the
road to the village. «

“Now  for tea!” chuckled Jimmy
Silver. “’Tain’t been such a  rotten
afternoon, afier all. Knowles has been
done in the eye, and Smythey’s had a
lesson. Let’s hope it will do him good.
Now for a feed!”

The Fistical Four, in a cheerful mood,
sat down to tea on the grassy bank
beside the road, with fresh tea from the
inn, and an endless supply of tuck from
the basket in the car. The afternoon’s
excursion was, after all, a success.

, young hooligans, for goodness’

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Gunter’s Little Garne !

LATTER, clatter, clatter !
‘“Hallo! Somebody in a
hurry I’ said Lovell.
Jimmy Silver & Co. had

finished tea. and were discussing their
next move, when that sudden clatter was
heard on the hard ground.

The Classical chums glanced along the
dusty highway. :

A trap, with a handsome horse le-
tween the shalts, was dashing at a reck-
less speed along the road. The juniors
recognised Adolphus Smythe’s *turp-
out,” which the nuts had abandoned in
their hasty departure from the race-
course, and they recognised the lad who
was driving. It was Gunter!

He came up to the inn with a terrific
clatter, and dragged in the almost foam-
ing horse as he caught sight of the Classi--
cal chums.

““Whoa !” yelled Gunter.
galoots |

“Hallo, ‘you bounder!” said Jimmy
Silver.

He looked curiously at Gunter. It wan
the first time he had seen the -Head’s
nephew since the latter had been ex
pelied from Rookwood.

“Fancy meetin’ you!” grinned Gun-
ter, holding in the snorting horse and
looking down on the Rookwood juniors.
““What a happy meetin’! How are you
getting on ‘at Rookwood? Same old -
slow and sleepy shebang—what !”

“Well, we’re not mourning for you,
anyway !” snapped Lovell.

“Ha, ha, ha! 1 guess 1 was glad to
get out; the place would have bored
me to death if I'd stuck it out much
longer,” said Gunter. “It was a game
while it lasted, but I guess I couldn’s
have stood it much longer. I reckon
fI’m on to something better now—just a
ew!” 2

“Riding in races,” said Raby, with
a cur] of the lip.

“You've seen me!” grinned Gunter.

(Continued on the next page.)
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“Bo you've been there—you, the spot-
less and immaculate models of Rook-
wood! Ha, ha, ha! Did you see any-
thing of my pals, Smythe and his set?
T've lost them.”

“We saw you,” said Jimmy Silver.
“And we got Smythe & Co. to clear off.
They’ve gone home to Rookwood.
There was a prefect after them.”

Gunter roared.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I guess I'm fixed in Coombe,” he
said. “I've got friends there—the merry
galoots at the Bird-in-Hand. We have
a roaring time, you bet. I guess I'm

there to make my beloved uncle squirsr{™§

—see? He kicked me out of Rookwood.
But I caleulate I'm not going back to
the States—not much. I'm going to
stick in Coombe, and paint the town
red, and make his name and mine the
talk of the neighbourheod.”

The Fistical Four glared at Gunter.
They had guessed that this was bhis
motive in “planting ” himself near the
school—revenge upon the Head for sack-
ing him, and uvon Rookwood gencrally
by bringing disgrace on the school.

The expressions upon the faces seemed
to amuse Gunter. He roared with
merriment.

“You can put that in your pipe and
smoke it!” he chuckled. “You don’t
get rid of me so easily. I'm a sticker!”

Jimmy Silver locked at him steadily.
The thought was in his mind of the
fragment of the letter from America,
which had turned up in the waste-paper
basket in the end study.

“You may get shifted,” he
quietly.

Gunter laughed.

“Who's ‘goin’ to shift me?’ he de
manded.

““The police, perhaps.”

Gunter stared at him.

“Oh, coms off " he ejaculaled. *1
guess they can’t touch me. I rather
reckon I'm too cute to give them the
chance.” -

¢ Suppose,” said Jimmy Silver deliber-
ately—'‘suppose they found out that
your front name is Sam, and not Robert
at—"

Gunter started violently.

“Then they might suspect that your

said

surname isn’t Gunter!” said Jimmy
Silver. “You might be lagged as an

impostor.”

- “By gum!” said Gunter, staring
blankly at Jimmy. “By hokey! I guess
——” He broke off with a reckless laugh.
“But you're bluffing. You don’t know
anytnin’; you’re only bluffing! You
can't scare me worth a cent.”

The next instant the whip fell across
the horse, and the animal started with
a leap, and the trap clattered away
down the road, Gunter brandishing the
whip and yelling with laughter. -

f‘go he's staying in Coombe!” said
Lovell. 2

Jimmy Silver’s eyes glittered.

“He’s not going to be allowed to
keep on!” he said. ‘““The Head can’t
deal with him, but it's up to us, my
infants. Gunter is going to have the
whopping of his life, and he’s going to
be turned out of Coombe!”

It certainly sounded like a big order.
But the Co. did not argue; Jimmy Silver
had made up his mind. And when the
Fistical Four came home to Rookweod
there was a solemn and serious “pow-
wow ” in the end study to discuss the
plan of campaign. It was Jimmy Silver
against Gunter, and it remained to be
seen which would have the upper hand.

THE END,
(For particulars of next week’s story
. see “‘ Chat ™ page.)
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look-out to play japes on his shipmates.

marine. 1
painted with if.

a message to Kreigler,

aeroplane.

into the chamber. the counci are sp

FERRERS LORD, the ¢ cnm&gmgs ng TI%E : oo

LER| , the famous millionaire adventurer, and owner of the Lord of the Deep.

PRINCE CHING LUNG, a very old friend of Lord’s, who hag accompaniedrthe mil?iongei?e

on many adventures. g
GAN WAGA, an Eskimo, who belongs to the erew of the yacht, and who is ever on the

Greatly attached to Ching Lung.
_RUPERT THURSTON, a young Englishman, and friend of Lord’s.
HAL HONOUR, known as the man of silence, engineer of Ferrers Lord’s wonderful -sub-
Honour has invented a marvellous paint which canses things to become invisible when
He has also built'a new kind of aeroplane which he calls a helicopter ; and
which is covered with this new paint, but which is destroyed by 5

A VON KREIGLER, a mpysterious professor, who has great power in Germaay, and.
:vho,hfol&ls the secret of Ger;na.ny’g %_rest éreasine-ch?st.
wo o e professor’s secrets, and Von Kreigler realises that Lord is a very dangerous maxn. £
After this attack, Ferrers Lord despatches Rupert Thuarston, with Honour andy(}hingg Lung, with « ©

Ferrers Lord has ferreted out one or

They arc detained; but escape, after many exciting adventures. In the underground passazes
of the Schioss Schwartzburg, where they have been imprisoned, they discover s greai trsasars’
which Von Kreigler has been hiding from the Allies.

Thurston & Co. return fo the yachi, where Ferrers Lord has been waiting for them.

The yacht returns to England again, and Ferrers Lord & Co. set about building & new

Von Kreigle* helds a council at the general’s house, and arranges a ball {o hife his move-
ments. But Ferrers Lord discovers the plo., and with Ching Lung, Honour, and Thurston pays
the Supreme Council a surprise visit, cl(:tlhed mt;:]heir invisible robes. At Lord’s sudden eniry

hless with a {3

(Now read on.)

~ Kidnapped !

ERRERS LORD’S eyebrows narrowcd.

One of the shadowy figures -extended

an open cigarette-case to the million-

aire, but he shook his head and
pushed the case aside.

“It was not my intention to deal very
harshly with you three,” he said, after a
pause.
not at Schloss Schwartzburg, but you are
arrant’liars i1 ycu say that you do not know
the true facte, if you tell me that your only
information of -the crime comes from the
document  sent to the British commanding
officer, which is a tissue of plausible and
cunning lies. Perhaps his Excellency has
something to tell me. Come, professor, find
your tongue!”

“It was not cur fault,” said the professor
slowly. “Wien your friends broke out of
their prisor we offered them an honourable
surrender. They refused, and attacked the
soldiers wc sept in pursuit. We were very
patient. [t was your iriends who set fire to
the Schloss, and by doing so exploded the
magazine.”

“In that case, I seem to be greatly in the
wrong,” said Ferrers Lord. . “I admit that
when in a corner my poor f{riends were
perfectly capahle of doing-desperate things.
But I have something against you, my dear
professor. Whether my emissaries lived or
died .maa- nc difference there. By Mr.
Rupert Thurston 1 sent you a certain letter.
That you duly received, and read the instruc-
tions it contained.. They were definite and
unmistakable. Instead of carrying them out,
you threatened to shcot three men who were
perfectly innocent of everything in the
world, except that  they were doing my

bidding. Why were those instructions not
carried out?”
“Ach, because you demanded the im-

possible!” said Von Kreigler wearily. “The
terms of the Allies are impossible; but do
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“I am quite aware that you were

uot deceive yourself, Herr Ferrers Lord, yours
were beyond that; they were preposterous
and ridiculcus!”

“8o0 preposterous and so ridiculous that
they cost three valuable lives. Do izen
murder them for something that is only
preposterous and ridiculons?”

_ Professor Karl von Kreigler licked his dry
lips. . He seemed to have grown years older
in a few minutes.

_ “Ach, must I repeat till 1 am weary that
it was an accident?” he said.

“Then the document you sent to British
Headquarters is true to the letter.”

“Ach, yes—true to the letter! It was not
our fault and we regret it. Your friends
came to the Schloss uninvited. They brought
it upon themselves.”

“And 1t is also true that you could not
follow out tne terms of my letter?” said
Ferrers Lord, in an icy voice. “Think well
before you answer, Excellency.”

“A mad letter—a preposterous demand!"”
said Ven Kreigler, clenching his hands. *“You
might just as well ask a beggar to fill your
pockets with gold. I am mnot foolish enough
to- tell you that we are not doing the best
for ourselves to obtain easier terms from the
Allies. Wno would not do so? I do not deny
that we might pay more than we are offer-
ing. Every ‘man tries to do the best for him-
self, and with nations it is the same. But
you asked an absurdity.”

The millionaire laughed.

“1 am rot at all convinced that the death
of my friends was due to-accident,” he said,
after a pause. “I am going to assume, cruel
and brutal though you may think it, that
they. were murdered at Schloss Schwartzburg.
Even the most callcus assassin will not com-
mit murder for an absurdity, my dear pro-
fessor. 1f they were murdered, it was from
some motive. The murderers were taking
great risks. An elaborate scheme had to be
devised to hide the crime, and at devising
schemes, professor, you have few equals. [
am quite sure yon are not in favour of
murder, but one takes desperate chances in
desperate cases., What was the motive?
What had you to hide? What is the secret
of Schloss Schwartzburg? What had my
friends seen there that was of such tragic

(Continued on page 18,) -
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SEND 50 wrappers saved from id. barsef WRIGLEY'S,
together with a postal order for 12/- for the Foothall
or the Foothall Boots. State clearly which you want,
and in the case of Boots the size must be given. It
;s k%esb to send a pencil outline of your stockinged
oot.
ALTERNATIVELY, send 14/- for a hox contalning 48
bars of WRIGLEY'S Assorted Flavours, and the Foot.
ball or the Bocts. Whichever you choose wiil be sent
with the chewing sweet, carriage paid, within 3 or 4
days. ‘Don't forget to give your address, and say
Focthall or Football Boots.
YOUGR MONEY WILL BE INSTANTLY REFUNDED
- il you are not delighted with your bargain. If you

SOLD
EVERYWHERE -

prefer a Rugby shape ball in the same quality, or Z SEALED TIGHT 7
Black Rugby Boots with bars, say so in your letter. Z —KEPT RIGHT DNT ;
Address— WRIGLEY’S, Ltd. (Desk 23), q AR
: 235, Westminster Bridge Road; 8.E.1. ¢ the F‘avour LanS ®
Tho FLAVOUR of CREME de MINTHE
=% A— — : i

THE “WHITANCO” CLOCKWORK TRAIN
is Complete with 139 Interchangeable and

Detachable Paris with Full Explanatory
Details.

PrRicE 21]- EACH.

From all the Leadiﬁg Toy Dealers.

EVERY PART OF THE
-+ CLOCKWORK AND :
RAILWAY LINES CAN
BE TAKEN APART AND
i ww REBUILT. &

SPARE PARTS CAN BE
¢ OBTAINED FROM =
+ ALL THE LEADING :
s 3 TOY DEALERS. ¢ &

TRADE MARK,

_THE “WHITANCO” CLOCKWORK TRAIN IS THE
MOST INSTRUCTIVE AND ABSORBING WMODEL
RAILWAY EVER CONSTRUCTED.

if any difficulty is found in obtaining this Train Set from
your dealers, send a postcard for particuiars, giving full
name and address.

Manufactured entirely at the
WHITANCO WORKS by

'WHITELEY, TANSLEY & Co., Ltd.

{Dept. P

Beech Sireet, LIVERPOOL.
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| THE INVISIBLE |
RAIDER !

(Continued from page 16.)

importance to you and General Goltzheimer
that death had to seal their lips? Give me
your answer to that, Professor von Kreigler.’

Ferrers Lord turned his steel grey.eyes on
the general. He saw Goltzheimer’s red, fleshy
throat swell. Perspiration gleamed on the
man’s purple foréhead. =

“Do not deceive yourself, Herr Ferrers
Lord,” said Von Kreigler. “There is to that
but one answer, and the answer is nothing—
nothing at all.”

Again one of the shadowy figures held out
the cigarette-case, and this time the
grbxillionaire accepted a cigarette and lighted

it.

“As a diplomatist, professor, you are as
successful as any man in Europe,” said
Ferrers Lord, “but, face to face with me, you
are a poor liar! Schloss Schwartzburg has a
secret. Perhaps, of course, it may be un-
known to you and to your friend the general
—truly a strange state of affairs. Honour!”

The engineer iifted the black mask that
covered the upper portion of his face. With
a groan, Karl von Kreigler covered his spec-
tacled eyes with both hands; and the general,
as he glared haggardly at the burly engineer,
gasped like an over-ridden horse.

“Tie up those three fellows,” said Ferrers
Lord. “The servants will find them and re-
lease them when they come to turn out the
lights, We don’t call those men gallant
patriots who are robbing their country. Gag
them, or they may raise enough courage to
shout.”

The two shadowy figures advanced. They
had come prepared with straps and gags, and
there was no resistance. And the band was
playing a merry fox-trot in the ball-room
kelow. Hal Honour took a step forward and
placed himself oefore the general. From his
pocket he took a roll of cloth and shook it
out. ‘When nnfolded it was a cloak with a
hood, amply big enough to cover the general.
Honour pointed to the spurred jack-boots.

“Off1” pe grunted.

Goltzheimer was a terrified and beaten
man. His red moustache was limp, and all
his Prussian bluster and -braggadocio had
oozed out of him, When he had dragged off
his boots, the engineer threw a pair of socks
at him and said “On!” And General Goltz-
heimer obeyed him. Even when Honour
gagged him he did not struggle. He could not
understand himself. The cloak was thrown
over his shoulders and the hood drawn down
over his perspiring face. .

“Go!” said Hal Honour, and dug the
muzzle of the automatic pistol into the small
of the general's back.

By this time Professor Karl von Kreigler
had also been converted into a shadow. Two
other shadows—they were Ching Lung and
Rupert Thurston—took charge of him.
Ferrers Lord led the way. It was supper-
time, and the dancers had trooped into the
banqueting-room. Down the wide, brightly
carpeted staircase moved the shadows. A
few of the general’s guests still lingered in
the garden, but the shadows passed on un-
seen to the brink of the river above the lawn
where stately trees grew at the edge of the
water and flung dense, black shadows across
the stream. *

“All safe!” cried Ching Lung softly, and
whistled.

. “All safe, by honey!” answered Prout’s
voice. “We've got two boats. Did you bring
any luggage with you sir?”

“Two bundles, Tom,” said the Prince, with
a chuckle. “One is a pretty heavy one, and
Hal has charge of that. ently, your Ex-
cellency, if you please! Let me take yocur
arm, for the bank is steep just here, and it's
abominably dark, though not so dark as the
labyrinths of Schloss Schwartzburg.”

“Nor as dangerous, Ching,” said Rupert
Thurston.
you made Sculoss Schwartzburg for us, pro-
fessor, What with flood and fire and
machine-gun bullets and explosions, you kept
us quite busy. And if you're behind us with
the general, Hal,” he added, “go steady.
Don't drop him on us!” |

The broad, gentle-flowing river had been
left unguarded. The general cursed inwardly
when he realised that these bold and success-
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NEXT
FRIDAY!

“A beastly, uncomfortable place.

““RIVALS FOR THE CAPTAINCY!"

ful raiders had come by boat. Not that he
had seen any reason for guarding his house
at all. That had.been Von Kreigler’'s idea,
but the professor had the English millionaire
on the brain, and Goltzheimer had come to
look upon him as a nervous fool. Goltzheimer
had brought out his trcops and police more
for show than because he thought there was
any danger. Now, when he found himself
thrust unceremoniously into a boat, and was
ordered to sit down and sit still, he realised
that he was wrong, and that Von Kreigler
was right. Oars rose and fell and the boat
slipped swiftly downstream, and the coloured
lights of the garden faded out.

“Easy all, by honey!” growled Prout, stand-
ing up to peer ahead. “We may be right
a-top of her, but she’s as hard to find nearly
as a ten-shilling note the day before pay
day. S8he is 'at the back of the island.
Right, I see where I am now, by honey!
Pull hard enough to make the friction set
her keel a-fire.”

“Before you do that let me get my feet
athwart, please,” said Ching Lung. “I'm only
wearing my invisible socks, and I don't want
my feet blistered!”

Under the Sea!

T Professor Karl von Kreigler and General
Goltzheimer had been true patriots they
might well have wept for their country,
that is 1f they had destined the vast

wealth of Schloss Schwartzburg to be spent
in Germany's welfare on some future day.
Perhaps there was some such idea at the
back of the'r heads, but not until they had
helped themsetves very ‘Liberally. They were
strangely different in character. The pro-
fessor loved pcwer, but he loved to hide in
the background and exercise that power with-
out notoriety, while nothing pleased the
general more than to strut in the full glare
of the limeligcht and beat the big drum. As
far as brains went, Von Kreigler was a giant
and Goitzheimer was a miserable dwarf.

Both men had only a hazy idea of what had
really happened since those ghostlike shadows
had entered the council chamber. One
terrific thought had crushed the lesser details
out of their minds.~Ferrers Lord had learned
the secret-of the treasure vault of Schloss
Schwartzburg; the dead had come back to
life to tell the story of that Aladdin’s cave,
and all was lost. They were betrayed and
ruined.

In the darkness they were dragged out of
the boat. Unseen hands removed their cloaks
and the general’s gag, for they had not
gagged the professor. They were still in
utter darkness, and strange humming noises
‘sounded in their ears. Then came the click
of an electric-switch, and for a moment or
two the light dazzled them.

“Kidnapped!” " said the general,
round him. “We are on an airship!”

They were in a small cabin. The walls were
decorated with panels of blue and gold
tapestry, and the two luxurious armechairs
bore the initials “F.L.” in a monogram. Under
their feet was a thick, spongy carpet, and
the electrolier overhead with four opal-shaded
lights was of burnished silver. On the rose-
wood table in the centre of the cabin stood
a decanter of water and a glass. Without
his jack-boots and the great sabre he was
so fond of rattling, the general, in spite of
his gorgeous uniform and his numerous
medals, rittons, and crosses, did not look a
very warlike figure. His hair was ruffled, and
the crispness had left his moustache.

He gulped down two-thirds of the coatents
of the decanter, and scowled at the professor,
who was huddled in one of the chairs.

“We are on an airship, I tell you!” he said
again. “Don't you hear the hum of her
engines? That swine-pig of an Englander has
kidnapped us, do you hear?”

“Do not deceive yourself. I both hear and
know,” said the professor. *“We are beaten
and ruined, but I am pot a murderer. They
are alive, these three men, all of them, for
[ recognised the voices of the prince and Mr.
Thurston.
As all is lost but that, I am glad they are
alive, very glad!”

“@Glad they are alive! Ten thousand
fiends! If all is Jost, then I wish the interfer-
ing hounds had been lost, too! Why should
you be glad, you fool?”

(There will be another long, thrilling
instalment of our grand adventure serial
next week.) . :

staring

FRIARS.

At least, we are not murderers.,

Great News! Grand Enlarged Christmas Number —
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A WORD WITH
YOUR EDITOR!

Your Editor is always pleased to
hear frem his readers. Address: The
Editor, The * Popular,” The Fleetway
House, Farringdon St., London, E.C.4.

BT HHTHEHI T BT

FOR NEXT FRIDAY!

Next week’s grand, complete story of the
Greyfriars chums is entitled:

“RIVALS FOR THE CAPTAINCY!”
By Frank Richardg,

and deals with the state of affairs brought
about by Wingate having been forced to
resign, Loder thinks he is going to be cap-
tain, but Loder gets the shock of his life
when he sees the fellow who is to be bis
rivai!

The complete school story of Rookwood Is
entitled: °

“QOING FOR QUNTER!”
By Owen Conquest,

in which we hear more of the “Head's
nephew.” Gunter gets it hot and strong
from the Rookwoodites, and they show him
the way he ought to go!

In our next issue there will also be a line
supplement, “Billy Bunter’s Weekly,” which
the fat editor has called a Special Shop-
ping Number. There’s fun in that, Iet
me warn you, and there’s bound to be a rush
for the next issue of the *Popular.’” Get
your order for a copy placed right away!

“PCPLETS” COMPETITION No. 45.
Examples for this week:

Rival Captains. Christmas Day.
Money Makes Money. Almost Unbelievable

11;"‘5?‘ am{vl_’resetnp. Bunter Wants Doctor.
ouses ingate:s Friends Count Whean.

Wrath. = Z
- Goes Aganinst Grain.

Sold-Out. : et
A Marvellons Thing.  Use Buergy When - .

Select two of the examples, and make up
a sentence of TWO, THREE, or FOUR
words having some tearing on the example.
ONE of the words in your sentence miist
commence with one of the letters in the
example.

1. All “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 posteards must be
“ Poplets,” No. 46, The “Popular,”
House, Gough Square, London, E.C. 4.

8. 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 enforced, and readers can only enter
the competition on this understanding.

5. I guarantee that every effort will be
thoroughly examined by a competent staft
of judges, PROVIDED that the eflort is sent
in on a POSTCARD, and that it is received
on or before December 15th.

First Prize—A FOOTBALL! TEN
PRIZES of FIVE SHILLINGS Each.

Result of “Poplets” Gompetition No.37.

The First Prize of a Grand Match Foot-
ball has been awarded to:
William Ollerhead,
~ 416, Oldham Road,
Failsworth, near Manchester.

The Ten Prizes of Five Shillings each have
been awarded to:

1. Palmer, 120, High Street, Borton, Lincs.;
J. MecVeigh, 14, Muir Street, Silvertown,
E. 16; L. Suter, Melbourne House, Stoke
Green, Coventry; L. Bray, 22, Mildmay
Street, Plymouth; W. Nash junior, 80, Upton
Road, Broadstairs, Kent; E. Huntingtou,
47, Southfield Road, Rotton Park, Birming:
ham; A. E. Blinks, 17, Millward Strect,
Small Heath, Birmingham; J. Marriott,
193, Conran Street, Harpurhey, Manchester;
Miss N. Shroll, 94, Grafton Street, N.W.5;
and W. Packham, 49, East Road, Kingston-
on-Thames, Surrey.

addressed
Gough

A SPLENDID TALE OF THE JUNIORS CF GREY.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

s .
i L




—~—0f Our Splendid Companion Paper the ** Magnet”’ Library Next Week! 19

OoYS
¥ UY THIS
AEAUTIFUL MODEL

(131 ipches long.)

A fine Model Boat in fully coloured materials.
All paris cut to shape, and’ complete directions

: : for construction sent with each order. : :

Post To Your
- Free Address.

Send crossed Postal Order for
—  1/6 immediately to: —

C. H. COHEN (Dept. U),
3, Princelet Street, London, E.1.

A WELCOME GIFT!

.

The Ideal
Chrisimas @Gift.

[

GREAT MUSICAL DISGOVERY

ABRITISH INVENTION.
A pocket instrument that plays
in all Keys as perfectly as a
Violin, without the laborious
study ofscales. Theonly Britisk
Made Pocket dnstrument on
= the market.. Post Free—with
R full instructions—1/9. Betier
Range 3% Octaves. Quality 2/9, from:—

R. FIELD (Dept. 33), HALL AVENUE, HUDDERSFIELD.

CINEMATOGRAPH FILMS, CHEAP!—Send 1/10 for Sample 100-ft.
or 15/- for 1,000-ft. Large variety, including Pantomimes and Multy
Reelers. Stamp for List. Also for hire, including Non-Flams for Schools,
ete.—J. WILFORD, 8, Moorland Place, Hyde Park, Leeds.

PHOTO POSTCARDS ©F YOURSELF, 1/3 doz. 12 by 10 EX-
LARGEMENTS, 8d. ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. CATALOGUE
AND SAMPLES FREE.—HACGKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

¢ CURLY HAIR!”—‘It's wonderful,’”’ writes BE. 10,009 Testimonials.
Proof sent. Ross’ ‘“ WAVEFF’’ CURLS STRAIGHTEST HAIR. 1/3, 2/5.
(Stamps accepted.)—ROSS (Dept. P. ), 173, New North Rd., London, N. 1.

A Model STEAM ENGINE

Complete, ready for work, 15/-, 21}-, & 32/-. Rails, 6d. per length.
Post extra 1/-. ELEC€TRIC LIGET! Battery, Switch, Wire, Lamp,
Holder, Reflector, Imstructions, efc., 4/6; postage 6d. Targer size,
8/6; postago 9d. SHOCKING COIL!
Set of Parts for making, 1/9.
Parts, 1/6; pestage 3d. each. ot
Magnet, 9d.; postage 3d. (Lifts 1 Ib.)
Box Electrical Experiments, 3/-; postage
. Special Cheap “Felephone Set, com-
plete, 1/6; postage -4d. (Catalogue 4d.)
4-Volt Dynamo, 12/6. SEND NOW !
“~ The BEARBORNE SMALL POWER Co.
- T. (38) 38, Queens Road Aston, Birmingham.

BRI

e

EGOME BIG Naw The plums of business and social life
B ® go to the man who has height, aund
physique to mateh it. Youw can easily -increase your height from 2 to 5
inches, and impreve your health, figure, and carriage, by the Girvan Scien-
$ific Treatment. 9 years’ unblemished record. £100 g‘aa;gnbee of genuine-
ness. Particulars for postcard. ~ENQUIRY DEPT. A M.P., 17, STROUD

GREEN ROAD, LONDON, N, 4.

EE FUN ! Our Funny Novelty, causing roars of laughter,
FR FREE to all sending 1/- for 70 Cute Conjuring
Tricks, 12 Jolly Joke Tricks, 8 Catchy Coin Tricks, 5 Cunning Card Tricks,
5 Mysbifying Magic Tricks, 250 Riddles, 18 Games, 10 Funny Readings,
5 Funny Recitations, 21 Monologues, 73 Toasts, 52 Wealth Secrets, Easy
Ventriloguism Secret, and 1,001 Stupendous Attractions. Thousands de-
lighted! Great Fun!—C. HUGHES, 15, Wood 8t., Edgbaston, Birmingham,

CINEMATOGRAPHS AND FILMS!I—Lowest Prices. CINEMAS from
§/-. Cowboy, Drama, and Comic Films. Send 2/- for Large Sample Film.
Stamp for Bargain Lists.—A. E. Maxwell (Dept. 5), 434, George St., Hastings.

ROPLANE AND CATAPULT ELASTIC. — Best quality only.
ﬁﬁsm, 1-8th, 3-16th, and 1-4th inch thick. Price 34d.. 1id., 3d., and 6d.
per foot. Orders 1/- post free. ~GREENAWAY, 5, New Inn Hall 8t., Oxford.

Cure yourself as I did.

STOP STAMMERlNG ! Full particulars FREE.—

FRANK HUGHEES, Ld,; 7, Southampton Row, London, W.C. 1.

Mr. P. SMITH, Dalston, London, writes:—
‘“ I thank you for the business-like way you have treated me.
I am more than pleased with these books. They are first-class;
everything is made so plain, and the designs are splendid.
tAh afatl::er wishing to give his som a present cannet do better
n huy—

“THE AMATEUR -
MECHANIC”

Compiled by Skilled Crafismen in non-technical
language, containing 4,000 practical Recipes with
6,000 Inmstructive Illustrations and Diagrams.

It gives Working Birections on:

Wireless telegraphy—ZElectrical jobbing—Accumulators for elec-
tric light— Testing accumulators — Amalgamating zinc — An
aquarium  with srating apparatus—Adjusting ball valves—
Making a glyeerine barometer snd various other barometers—
A constant bichromatic battery—Leclanché battery—Beau-
montage—To make a Blériot model flyer—Blowpipe manipulation
—The cramping action of bolts—Boring Iathes—Drilling with a
brace—A brass-finisher’s Jathe—Buhl work—A bull-nosed plane—
Centring bars with callipers—To make a Canadian canoe—Glass q
capillary tubes—A capstan lathe—Cartesian diver—Case-harden-
ing—Ornamental cement work—Chamfering, hardening, and
tempering chisels—Cistern barometers—A coaster hub—Colouring
copper—An electric reading lamp—Electro-magnetic waves—
Overhauling a motor-car engine—A Fitzroy baremeter—2Model
fiyers of many kinds—Concrete floors—Choked flues—Fumigating
furpiture—Galvanising—Inlaying of many kinds—Colouring
metals—Hektographs—Testing room for dampness—Using the
micrometer—Gramophone needles—Glazing paint—To take paper
casts from plaster modcls—Electric pole finders—Making a print-
ing  press—Gramophone records—Scagliola artificial marhle
making—Scene painting—Lacquering tin—To make a vase from a
tumbler, ete., etc., also— =3

Articles for Motermen, Engineers, and

Eleciricians. And Money-Saving Infor-
mation on Thousands of Home Jobs.

A €omplete Self-Instructor
in Home Handicrafis.
Mr. DRANE, Hawiey Road, | Mr. A. J. TATTON, Kersley,
5 N.W., writes = ; nsar Covenlry, writes:—
For the first time in my “1 feel convinced I could

life I new understand the s
v : b : make or repair any of the
naysteries of Boot-making and ticles dedlt with ‘It T de.

Electric Appliances. . . . Im- .
possible to adequately praise pended only on the beautiful
ilustrations.” 3

these books.”
Over 85,000 Citivens are now
£ 7] % Th‘e ‘dm £ l‘,I y 2 s 19

Send for Free Booklet
showing Specimen Pages.

To The WAVERLEY BOOK CO., Ltd.

(U.J.8. Dept),
96; FARRINGDON STREET, LONDON, E.C. 4
Please send me, without charge or ebligation to order, your
Free Illustrated Booklet, containing all particulars of * THE
AMATEUR MECHANIC,” also information of your offer to send
the Complete Work for a nominal first payment, the balanee to
be paid by a few small monthly payments, after delivery.

AME (ioeerscnsninnannens bl e e Sk Hiekessesansnscsasente
E {Send this Form or a Posteard.)

ADDRESS, .o citesiasossssessosasisesanscisassrsnssssecsssssnsssncss

S XL
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BOYS! BUILD THIS FINE CRANE WITH

SRR

MECCANGC :

Not only this Ganiry Crane, but scores of other equally interesting models can easily be buijlt with Meccano.

Towa's

with real working lifts, Motor~cars with real gears and brakes, Trains that run by electricity, Looms that weave reaf
. ties and ribbons—There’s no end to the fun you can have with Meccano—fun while you build the models, fun while you

work them, fun when you take them to pieces.
with each CQutiit makes everything clear.

No skill or study is needed.

The big Book of Instructions which goes

CHOOSE MECCANO FOR YOUR CHRISTMAS PRESENT

Great £250 Prize Competition

’ ” No. 6 - .
Closing Date, April 15th, 1922 " Rpouns. S ~e.© Prosenistion
Here is a splendid chance for keen inventive boys. We No-% .~ “Lpffs c:bmgg 100/~
offer big prizes for the best original models. Full 0.3 ,  -30/- No.6 Presenfation
particulars can be had at your Toy Dealer, or by writ- % T - B0/~ Outfg in Oak
ing to Meccano Ltd., Binns Road, Liverpool: & « 70/- Qabinet 18¢/-

EFREE TO BOXES!
A Splendid New M Book
A new and splendidly illustrated book tell.
ing of all the good things which come frcm
Meccanoland, where the beet boys’ toys are
made. No boy shouldbe without this wonderful
book. To get & free copy just show this advt,

to three chums, and send us their names and
addresses with your own. Put No. 37 after

Your name for reference. Write to-day. {
[ //
: /
Y 4

MECCANO LTD :
BINNS ROAD :
LIVERPOOL

Hfeccano Prices

N\

v
e

N
Sra

“is the greatest drawback in life to any man or woman, If you
are mervous, timid, low-spirited, lack self-confidence, will power,
mind concentration, blu or feel awkward in {he presence of
others, send three penny stamps for particulars of the Mento-Nerve
Strengthening Treatment, used in the Navy from Vice-Admiral to
Seaman, and-in the Army from Colonel to Private, D.8.0.'s, M.C.'s,
M.M.’s, and- D.C.M.'s. — GODFRY ELLIOTT.SMITH, Lid., 527,
imperial Buildings, Ludgate Cireus, London, E.C. 4.

HALF-PRICE SALE!
8 To cir stock quicklywe offer overhauled and renovated

R Government Biczcles at HAILF usual prices,
% Y

g CASH S¥ PAYMENTS,
S.A,, ROYAL-ENFIELD, ' KYNOCH, NEW
HUDSON aid other celebrated mak Wi 5

riding condition, Many equal to new. INo reasonable
offer refused. Tyres and Accessories at big reauctions
from shop prices. Wiite for Free Lists and Special Gffers,
E AD CYCLE COMPANY, Incornd,
: Dopt. 8607 'BIRMINGHAM.

JLLUSTRATED CATALOGUE _
FREE & POST FREE |
BIC BARGAINS 73¢ TG £6

All kinds Clocks, Watches, 7/11 to 90/-,
Jewellery, Gramophones, Accordeons 21/,
27/6, 30/-," 42/-. Noveities, Toys, Btc., Etc. ;
8,10, 12, 15 or 20 Booklet Xmas Cards 1/6, = )
7 Fine Striking Clock, 19} ins. high, 85/.. Lady’s or Gent’s
A “ Fine Nickel Pocket Watches 8/11, Wrist 12/-. Pockei-Lamps

HASTINGS

IDEAL PRESENT for CHRISTMAS Home Cinematographs from £1;
with Automatic Re-Winder, from £3. Accessories, Standard Films. Illus.
Cat. Free.—Desk E, Dean Cinema Co., 94, Drayton Avenue, London, W.13.

2 2/2,2/9, 3/2, ALl Post Froe. Pocket Oinema & 100 Plotures
E 1/-, postage 2d. Delight or Money Back. Numerous
q Other Bargains. %

g PAIN’S
s Presents
8 _House,
L] Dept. 14 X,

53

MASTERS"
_ FAMOUS
“COLISEUM’
'ACCORDION

EASY

Why not OWn one of these beaulifui high-class
Italian model Accordions, and entertain your family
and friends with delightful Song and Daunce musig?
These wonderful \nstruments are easy to buy on our
terms. .nd with the FREE Tutor we send you and
a little practice you ‘soon master the simple key
coard, and the long winter evenings change IncoJ 1
tours of real happiness. :

Masters’ ‘‘Coliseum’'’ is the new model for this season; it is the
sweetest of all accordions. Very fine Piano Polished Ebonised Case,
Nickel Corner Protectors, Two Bass Keys, D
Fine Organ Tone. Price only 50/-, on easy terms, as follows :— -
Send PO 8(- now (we DAY postage and deliver free), promiss B/«
monthiy after del'lver{), and you have the actordion to learn and pla,
while paying for it. eposit back if pot satisfied SEND 8/ KO_!;;
AND ASK FOR MASTERS' " COLISEUM " ACCORDION
MIASTERS, LTD. 32, HOPE STORES, RYE, EST. 1869.)

= §—Triangular Stamp FREE to those sending postage and aski
FREE_- for APPROVAL SHEETS of Stamps suigtable f%‘i Xmas a:ﬁ
other pregents. —FLORIOK, 179, Asylum Road, Peckham, London, B.H, 15.
FUN FOR ALL !—-Vantrgloqulst‘s Votco Instrument. Invisible
u Astonishes, Mystifies. Tmitate Birds, Beasts,
ote. 1/- P, 0. (Ventriloguism Treatise included). —Ideal Co., Olovedon, Som.

CUT THIS OUT

* The Popular.” PEN .COUPON. Yalue 2d,

Send 13 of these coupons with only 2/9 direct to the Fleet Pen Co.,
119, Fleet Street, London, E.O. 4. You wili receive by returna splendid
British Made 14-ct.. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, vaiue 10/6 (Fine,
Medium, or Broad Nib). If only 1 coupon is sent, the price is 4/9, 2d. being
allowed for each extra coupon up to12. (Pocket Clip, 4d. extra.) Thisgreat
offer i3 made to introduce the famous Fleet Pen {o the POPULAR readers.
Satisfaction guaranteed or cash returned. Foreign post extra.
Lever Seli-Filling Model, with Safety Cap, 2/- extra.

MONTHLY

ouble Reeds, Ivorite Eeys,

Printed and published every Friday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Press, Limited, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.0.4.

Advertisement offices : The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.0.4

Abroad, 11s. per annum; 5s. 6d. for six months.

Subscripbion. rates: Inland, 138. per annum; 6s. 6d. for six months.

Sole agents for South Africa: The Central News Agency, Ltd. Sole agents for Australia and New
: DN

Zealand, Messrs. Qordon & Gotch, Ltd.: and for Canada, The Imperial News Co., Ltd. Saturday, December 10th, 1921.



