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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Unecle Jimmy Does His Duty.
IMMY SILVER sat up in bed.

J There was a glimmer of moon-
light at the windows of the Fourth
Formn dormitory on the Classiesl

side at Rookwood.

Jimmy Silver
blinked round him.

It was very quiet in the dormitory.
From most of the beds came a low
sound of steady breathing. It was half-
past ten—the half-hour had chimed out
from the clock-tower. Jimmy Silver
listened. There was a faint sound of
movement in the silence, a whispering
voice.

“Put your boots on outside, Topham.”

Low as the voice was, Jimmy Silver
recognised the tones of ’I‘m\nsend the
dandy of the Fourth.

“Right-ho!” came Tophams whisper
in reply.

Cautious feet in socks moxed towards
the door.

Jimmy Silver’s eyes gleamed. He had
not been mistaken. The two slackers of
the Fourth were out of bed, and about
to leave the dormitory upon a nocturnal
excursion.

rubbed his eyes and

Properly speaking, it was none of
Jimmy Silvet’s business. Certainly, he
was the great chief of the Classical

Fourth, but he had never set up as
censor of morals in the Fourth Form.
If Townsend and Topham chose to smoke
cigareltes with Smythe of the Shell and
the other nuts of Rookwood, if they
played cards, and put surreptitious bobs
on gee-gees, Jlmmy Silver was not really
called upon ‘to chip.in. He regarded the
“Giddy Goats” and their proceedings
with contemptuous scorn, and let them
alone, as a rule.

But circumstances alter cases. In the
present case, Jimmy Silver felt that he
had good reasons for chipping in. He
intended to Chlp in. And when Jimmy
Silver meant to do a thing, he did it
promptly and efficiently.

He slipped out of bed, and grasped his
pillow.
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Townsend and Topham were sneaking
cautiously towards the door, never
doubting that the rest of the Classical
Fourth were fast asleep. Jimmy Silver’s
wakefulness came as a surprise to them.

Jimmy did not trouble to be cautious.
With his pillow gripped in his hands, he
made a rush towards the door, over-
taking the two nuts just as they reached
it. They spun 1ound as they heard him.

Whop! Jimmy’s pillow swept through
the air at the two dim forms, and there
was a gasping howl from Townsend as
he caught it with his chin.

Crash !

“Yow! Oh! Ah!” howled Townsend.

“What the thunder gasped
Topham. ‘“Oh, you beast! Ah!”

Jimmy Silver’s pillow smote Topham
fairly on the napper. Topham went
over with a yell, and landed on the floor,

bumping.
“Oh dear! Ah! Yow!?
“By gad! Yaroooh! Oh!”

“ What the dickens is the row?” ex:
claimed Lovell, sitting up in bed, and
from most of the beds came surprised
and inquiring voices. The fall of the
two nuts had awakened all the Classical
Fourth. 3

“Who's up?”

“What the dickens——"

“Ts it a Modern raid?”

Jimmy Silver chuckled.

“Only little me!” he said cheerily.
“Put a light on, Lovell.”

A mateh :clatched and a candle-end
was lighted. In the glimmering light
the juniors stared in amazement at the
two sprawling and gasping forms on the
floor, and Jimmy Silver standing guard
over the door with his pillow.

“What the dickens!” exclaimed
Raby.

“Yow! Wow! You rotter!” gasped
Townsend, sitting upon the fleor and

blinking furiously at Jxmmy Silver.
“You interfering beast!”

“Ow! Yow! DI'm hurt!” moaned
Tophmm “Oh, my napper! Yow-ow-
ow !

“Qur dear young friends were going

g;, i £ oA lresan

on the tiles,” explained Jimmy Silver:
“T've chipped in for their good. I‘hey‘
are going to thank me nicely and geb
back to bed.’

“Ha, ha, hat”

Townsend and Topham were -fully

dressed, saye for their boots, which they #%

had carried in their hands. There was
no doubt as to what their intentions had
been. But there was very great doubt as
to whether their intentiors would be car-
ried out. Jimmy Silver was a lion in the
path.

Townsend staggered to his feet.

“You mteherm&, beast, Silver! What’s
it got to do with you, any\\ay7 Let me
pass! T’'m going out!”

“So am 1!” mumbled Topham.

“Get back into bed!” said Jimmy
autoeratically.

“1 wan’t !”

“Take oﬂt' your clothes 1"

“Sha’n

“L1t*1e boys shouldn’t say sha’n’t !’
said Jimmy Silver chidingly. “‘It’s rude,
especially to a kind unc}e
help giddy goats o bed !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There were plenty

of volunteers.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome turned -

out at onee, and Flynn and Jones minor
followed their example. Townsend and

Topham simply panted with wrath.
Going owut on the razzle was, in the eyes
of the nuts, a lofty and man-of-the-world
sort of thmv to do. Being undressed and
put to bed like naughty  children was
};}unnhatuw But there was no help for
1

The two nuts were in the hands-of the

| Philistines. Their clobber was yanked off -

by disrespectful hands.” There were
sounds of tearing and rending, too, as the
well-fittng clobber came off. The chumis
of the Fourth did not stand upon cere-
mony.

Townsend and Topham were sopn re-
duced to a state of Nature, and they
gasped and panted with helpleqs fury.
Jimmy Silver took away their clothes,
threw them into the cupboard at the end
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of the dormitory, locked the cupboard,
and took out the key.

“You can have your clobber again in
the morning,” he remarked. . “Even
giddy goats like you won’t want to go
down to Coombe in your pyjamas.”
_dThe Fourth-Formers chuckled at the
idea.

“Oh, you rotters!” moaned Topham.
“Ow! Smythe’s expectin’ us! Oh
dear !”

“ Smythe is, is he 7” said Jimmy Silver.
“All serene! Let him expect! He
won't see you to-night, my pippins!
He’ll have to put his little party off I”

“You're a beast, Silver!”

“Good! Put the dear little kids to
bed,,nmy sons, and spank em for getting
up!

Townsend and Topham were bumped
into their respective beds. Then there
was a sound of heavy spanking. Towns-
end and Topham howled. though with
suppressed howls, for they were in deadly
fear of drawing a prefect or a master to
the scene. If old Bulkeley, the captain
of Rookwood, had discovered their little
game, their sufferings would have been
much more severe.

“There, now, I think they’re brought
to a proper state of mind !” said Jimmy
Silver. “Don’t you feel obliged to us,
Towny, for saving you from playing the
giddy ox?”

“Yow-ow! Oh!”

“Give him some more !”

Spank, spank, spank!

“Yaroooh! Leave off! Ow! Help!”

““Do you feel obliged now, Towny ?”

“Oh crumbs! Yes, yes, yes!” shrieked
Townsend.

“That’s better! Always thank your
Do you feel obliged,

kind uncle nicely!
Toppy?" :

“Yes!” gasped Topham. He did not
wait for the extra spanks.

“Good !

And Jimmy Silver & Co., chuckling,
went back to bed.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Only Way!
IMMY SILVER wore a thoughtful
look the next morning.
Smythe & Co. wore sullen and
savage looks. Their expedition had
-beent nipped in the bud; they had been
unable to keep their appointment, and
it was all due to the extremely high-
handed interference of Jimmy Silver.

It was not surprising that the nuts
‘of Rookwood were savage and ratty. If
the noble nuts had been fighting-men,
Jimmy Silver would certainly have had
several fights on his hands that day.

Jimmy Silver would not have minded.
He thrived on ‘“scraps.” But the nuts
were not looking for scraps. They con-
tented themselves with scowling and
muttering vengeante—the said vengeance
being postponed te some indefinite date
in the future.

Jimmy Silver was not bothering about
the nuts. He had other and more im-
portant matters to occupy his thoughts.

There was the question of Gunter.

Gunter, the Head’s nephew, had been
expelled from the school. He had been
an arrant blackguard while he was there,
and he seemed to have become still worse
since he had left.

Dr. Chisholm had made arrangements
to send him back to America, where his
people lived. Gunter had taken himsell
off, and disappeared for a time. Then he
had turned up in the village of Coombe,
near Rookwood. :

He cherished a bitter animosity against
the Head for having “sacked ” him, and
af;ainst the Rookwood fellows, who had
all been glad to see him go. And his
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intention—which he had plainly stated
to Jimmy Silver—was to hang about the
neighbourhood of the school, and bring
as much shame as he could upon the
school and upon the Head.

Only a thorough rascal could have
thought of such a scheme; but Gunter
was the biggest rascal it had ever been
Jimmy Silver’s fortune to encounter,

And the rascal was keeping up his con-
nection with fellows at Rookwood who
had vicious inclinations, such as Smythe
& Co. He delighted in leading them into
reckless escapades—deeper into the mire
than their own inclinations would have
led them, slackers and “rotters ” as they
were.

Jimmy Silver had a shrewd suspicion
that Gunter’s object was not so much to
enjoy their society as to bring them to
his own fate. He could not hurt the
Head of the school more than by
necessitating a series of expulsions, which
would make the name of Rookwood un-
pleasantly notorious.

For his wretched victims the young
rascal did not care a button. The
egregious Smythe and his friends had
been warned by Jimmy Silver, and
they had snifted at the warning.
Adolphus & Co. were quite sure of
their ability to take care of themselves.

Hence the drastic proceedings of
Jimmy Silver when he discovered that
the nuts of Rookwood were about to
break bounds to meet Gunter.

That expedition had been thoroughly
knocked on the head; but it was quite
possible that Jimmy Silver would be
caught napping when the next excursion
was planned.

Jimmy Silver had come to a resolu-
tion, in which his chums fully concurred.
Gunter had to be got rid of.

True, Jimmy Silver had no-right to
dictate to Gunter whether he should live
at Coombe or not. But Jimmy Silver
felt that on certain occasions highhanded-
ness was justified, and he had made up
his mind that Gunter had to go.

After lessons that day Jimmy was still
looking very thoughtful, as he came out
with Lovell and Raby and Newcome. It
was up to Jimmy Silver, as leader of the
Co., to think out a plan for dealing with
Gunter, and Jimmy had thought it out.

It had given him a good deal of mental
exercise, but he had come to a decision
at last.

“Well?”” said Lovell and Raby and
Newcome, in chorus, as Jimmy Silver
halted in the quad.

“Well,” said Jimmy, ‘“it’s settled.
We’ll speak to those Modern bounders.
They can back us up.”

*Oh, the Moderns are no good!” said
Lovell, with-a sniff. * Better keep it in
our own hands.”

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

“We’re going to let Gunter see that

all Rookwood’s against him,” he ex-
plained. “Moderns and Classicals
shoulder to shoulder, you know.

Besides, he may have a ganﬁ of his
precious sporting friends with him, and
Tommy Dodd is useful in a scrap.
Come on!”

“QOh, all right !’

Jimmy Silver knocked at Tommy
Dodd’s study door and opened it. The
three Tommies were chuckling in the

study.

“My hat!” ejaculated Tommy Dodd,
as ~ his visitors appeared. “Those
Classical  duffers! Hand me the
treacle !

“Hold on!” roared Jimmy Silver.
“It’s pax!”

“Ohi” Tommy Dodd put down the
treacle-jar. “That'll save the treacle,
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anyway. It's & waste of good treacle to
mop it on Classical fatheads{”

“You silly chump !” said Jimmy Silver,
“I've a jolly good mind to wreck the
study. But { want to see you on busi-
ness, you shrieking fathead! It's about
Gunter 1”

“Oh, Gunter!” said Tommy Dodd.
“That sacked Classical! Not the only
fellow on your side who ought to be
sacked, if you ask me!”

“Well, I don’t ask you!” snapped
Jimmy Silver. “Look here! Gunter’s
hanging out in Coombe !”

“Yes; ltke his cheek.. But some

Classicals have cheek enough for any-
thing !”* said Tommy Dodd disparagingly.

“Oh, let’s get off!” grunted Lovell.
““These Modern cads wouldn’t be game
enough, anyway!”

“Game for anything you’re game for,
aryway !” sniffed  Tommy  Dodd.
“ What’s on?”

““We're going for Gunter,” said Jimmy
Silver.

“Well, that was my idea,” said Tommy
Dodd. “1 suggested——"

“Well, it’s my idea, too,” said Jimmy.
“He’s disgracing the school and his uncle,
our respected Head, and he says plainly
that’s what he’s here for. He will be run
in by the police some day, with his black-
guardly goings-on, and then think of the
disgrace. I believe that’s his little game,
as a matter of fact. He’'d do anything to
get even with Rookwood for kiciing him
out. We're going to shift him out of
Coombe !”

“ How 7" demanded the three Moderns,
with one voice,

“Go for him, and rag him, and make
hay of him till he clears off,” said Jimmy
Silver unhesitatingly.

“Oh, secissors!”

“If you're game you can help us,” said
Jimmy. “If you’re not, you can go and
eat coke!”

“We're game enough,” said Tommy
Dodd. “But if it came out that we'd
been to the Bird-in-Hand for any reason,
it would mean trouble.”

“We've got to risk that,” said Raby.
“J suppose you Modern bounders can
risk it if we can?”

“1 should jolly well say so!™ said

Tommy Dodd. =~ “You won’t find the
top side of Rookwood backing out——"

“Top side! Why, you Modern
ass 2

“You Classical duffer—""

“Order!” yelled Jimmy Silver. “You
caa ‘jaw some other time. Is it a go? -
Are we going for Gunter 7"

“It’s a go!” said the three Tommics
at once.

“Done, then!” .

“Now we'll have tea,” said Tommy

Dodd. “Stay and feed with us, dear
boys. Pax till after we've routed the
enemy !”

“Right-ho!”

And the Classicals and Moderns sat
down to tea together quite amicably.
Civil war was suspended till the common
enemy had been disposed of.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Rookwood on the Warpath!
EVEN juniors marched out of the
gates of Rookwood after tea with
very determined looks. The rivals
of Rookwood were on the warpath
—not against one another for once. -
They were serious enough about it.
Gunter, the sacked blackguard of the
Fourth, was a denizen of the Bird-in-
Hand, a low public-house on the out-
skirts of the village. That house was
strictly out of bounds for all Rookwood
fellows.
Tue PorpurLar.—No. 152.

ORY OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.

By FRANK RICHARDS. H



‘of entering such a place.

nephew was gone. ¢ Sil §
awere, in fact, observing the injunction to
do f*ood by etealth

fore them they thought little.

‘party drew:mear the village.

.The juniors cut down
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Undel any other circumstances Jimmy
Silver & Co. would never have dreamed
They knew,
too, thai the penalty \\ould be severe it
the Head learned of it. - Their excellent
intentions would not save them from
condign punishment.

But they were running the risk. For
the sake of the school’s good name, they
were going to get rid of Gunter. There
was only one way—the drastic method of
ragging the young rascal till he eleared
off. - The Iead might be angry if he
learned of their proceedlngb but there
‘was no deubt that he would be glad to
hear that his ungrateful and rascally
Jimmy Silver & Co.

that was probably be-
Gunter
would put up a fight, “and his associates
would probably help him ; but the heroes
of the Fourth were prepared for any
amount of scrapping.

‘“ Better.go round by way of the tow-
ing-path,” Tommy Dodd observed, as the
“We don’t
If Knowles

Of the “serap ”

w ant to be spotted going in.
» Bulkeley were about——"
“Good idea!” assented Jimmy Silver.
to the to“mrr-
path, which gave access to the long inn
garden.
There was a gate in the Ledge, and the
umms pauaed there to survey the

»unemy s territory before invading 1t.

Jimmy Silver uttered a suppressed

* exclamation.

“There he is!”

“ Gunter, by Jove !”

“The rotten cad ! 1" growled Lovell,
disgust.

Gunter was there, in full view,
aspect was not edifying.
little summer-house at the end of the
garden, and the juniors could see into it.
Three persons were seated at a small table
-—one of them Gunter, the other two men
some years older. Gunter had a cigar
between his yellow teeth, and a bunch of

and his

-cards .in his hand. C‘ards were on the

table and money, and glasses furnished
with something stronger than ginger-
beer.

The juniors looked on the scene in wrath
and disgust.

“Time we chipped
Jimmy Silver. *
trapped !

“h \V‘Vhaf hO' t2] l ’

“ Follow on ! said Jlmmv

‘He put his hand on the gate and

vaulted over, and ran towards the
summer-house,  His chums were aftel
him in a twinkling.

Gunter sprang to his feet as he saw
thent,

Fadger Tagg and Joey Hook rose also,
looking -surprised.

“Friends of yours, Mister Gunter?”
asked Hook.

“I guess not,” chuckled Gunter. “I
reckon: these galoois have come hyar
looking for trouble.”

“We've come here looking for you,
Gunter,” said Jimmy Silver.

“We've got a bone to pick with you,
S'ui Tommy Dodd

“If you ain’t no business ’ere,
gents, you’ll oblige by clearin’ off,”
Mr. Hook.

“Bug we have business here,” said
Jimmy. Ou* business is with Glmtel
Gunter, youw've been long enough in
Coombe. When are you gomg"”

“When I choose, I guess.’

“That’s where you make a mistake.
“You’re going when we choose. We've
come to tell you so.’

“1 guess you might have saved your

THE PopurLar.—No. 152,
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in,” murmured
Ve've fanly got him

young
said

There was a |

breath,” said Gunter.. “I'm slaying on.
I guess your headmaster will be sorry
he sacked me before I'm through. Now
you can vamoose the ranch, or I'll call
the stable hands to shift \ou 12

“You're going!” said Jimmy Silver
quietly. *“You’ve (disgr aced Rookwood
enough. Now you're clearing.”

(xlmtex laughed contemptuom]v
sat down again.

“ Mind,” said Jimmy Silver, “we mean
business. I don’t mind saylng out-plain
that I don’t believe youre really our
headmaster’s nephew at all. 1 you
were, you'd have some gram of decency
in you. I believe you're some rotten
swindler. Buat, anyway, you’ ‘re going!”

Guater stalted

“1 guess you're talking out ¢f your
hat!” he said. *“Don’t you calculate that
Dr. Chisholm knows his own nephew 77

“I know he’d never seen him,” said
Jimmy. “I know you came here from
Texas as his nephew. But I know, too,
that you had a letter from America m
which you were called ¢ Sam:” Sam isn’t
the name of Dr. Chisholm’s nephew. I
know you were scared by that letter,
and you let out that you were afraid
somebody was coming to Rookwood, and
you said the game would be up. Puls
tmg two and two' together, 1 conclude
that there’s some swindle on, and that
you're not what you make yourself out
to be.”

Gunter shrugged his shoulders.

“I reckon you'll have to prove all
that * he remarked.

“Not at all! I expect it will come
out soon enough,” said Jmmn “and
anyway, I can’t prove u 3

“Then I guess you'd beLte1 shut your
yap-trap!” said Gunter, in the elegant
phraseology he had certainly not lealned
at Rookwood. “You make me tued

“We're here to clear you out,” said
Jiunny Silver “determinedly. “You can
pack your bag and come with us to the
station.”

“What!” ejaculated Gunter.

“We'll see you off by the next train.

“By gum, will you"’

“Othel\use you'll till
3on re glad to go! ”

Ha, ha, ha!” roared Gunter endentlv
gleatly tickled. The young rascal had
plenty of nerve, at least.

“I'mean it!” said Jimmy. Last night
you tried to get some silly asses in Rook-
wood to break bounds. You didn’t care
if they got themselves sacked—or T rather
suspect you’d have been pleased. We're
putting a stopper on all that.”

“We are!” said Lovell. *“You've got
to go!”’ :

“On your feet or on your neck, just as
yoit choose,” explained Tominy Dodd.

Gunter roared with laughter,

“Y say, voung gents, you'd better
get hout,” said Mr: Hook. “Vou can’t
interfere with Mister Gunter like this
‘ere !”

“You ring off!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Tf you chip in here, Mr. Hook, vou’ll
get hurt. Gunter, are you going?”

“T guess not!”

“TLast time of asking.”
Silver. - ““ Are you going?”
@ NODG It
“ Collar him!” ’
There was.a rush.

and

2%

get  ragged

said Jimmy

THE FOURTH CHAPTER. ‘
A Battie Royal !
UNTER leaped to his feet.
His hands closed on the neck of
a hea\y bottle, and he swung it
into the air. His eyes gleamed
like a cat’s.

“Hands off 1” he shouted. Hands off,

There was no doubt that the reckless

young rascal would have struck. PBub
Jimmy Silver was upon him with the
spring of a tiger before he could use
the dangerous weapon.

Jimmy grasped his arm, and forced
it back, and Gunter stuwgled in valn
to release it, to strike a savage blow.

The next moment Lovell’s grasp was
on the bottle, and it was wrenched from
Gunter’s hand. :

“Let up!’ shrieked Gunter. “Hook,
Tagg, stand by me! Call the stable-
men !’

Gunter was struggling furiously in the

grasp of three or four of the Rook-
wooders. 3 :
Joey Hook and Tadger Tagg ad-

vanced very gingerly to his aid.

They were seized by the juniors, and
hurled back unceremoniously. The Co.
had no ceremony to waste on a nan of
blackguards.

Tadger Tagg crashed into the
shrubbery, and lay there gasping, and
Joey Hook crashed after hvm, and rolled
over him,

They were hors de combat at once.

But Gunter was a tougher customer.
He fought like a wildeat in the grasp
of the Rookwooders. '

With hands and feet and nails and
teeth the young rascal resisted, and there
were loud howls from the juniors, whe
~uﬁeled cousiderable damage in that
mode of fighting.

But Gunter was borne to the ground
at last, and his hands were held, and
Jimmy Silver planted a knee on his
chest.

“Got him !” panted Jimmy.

“Let up!” yelled Gunter. “ By hokey,
if T had a shooter here——""

“Elp!” yelled Mr. Hook.

“Perlice !” stuttered Tadger: Tagg:

There was a shout, in the garden, and
two ov three rough fellows came wuxxmg
from the direction of the inn.

“Get him out of here!” exclaimed
Tommy Dodd. “Duck-him in the river !”

“Good egg !

Gunter, still resisting desperately, was
dragged away, bumping on the ground.
Raby kicked the gate open, and Gunter
was rushed out on the towing-path.

Right down to the gleaming river he
was rushed, and then he was swung,
yelling, into the air.

“One, two, three!’” shouted Jimmy
Silver. “Go!” .

And Gunter went.

There was a terrible splash, and Gunter
disappeared into the shallow water, two
or three yards from the bank,

“Hurrah !” panted Tommy Dodd.

Gunter’s head came up. Ile scrambled
to his feet in the shallows, smothered
with mud.

The water surged round his chest as he
stood. There was as much mud as water
close to the bank, and Gunter was covered
with it. His features were almost hidden
by it. The_juniors burst into a roar of
laughter at the sight of him.

Gunter, grmdmg his teeth, came
scrambling towards the bank. He
clutched at the rushes to drag himself out.

Jimmy Silver’s boot interposed.

“Not yet !” said Jimmy coolly. “Have
you made up your mind to clear off,
Guanter?”

“No P ~hneked Guntor

“Then you’re not commg out !”

“I-~T guess you—you

Gunter’s voice was lost in his rage; he
stuttered with fury.

Jimmy Silver thrust hard with his boot,
and Gunter went floundering back into
the mud. He came up again gasping.

“ Look out !”’ rapped out Tommy Dodd.
“Tere come the enemy !”

A GRAND CHRISTMAS TALE OF THE ROOKWOOD OHUMS.

** THE TRAITOR GUEST b

By OWEN CONQUEST.
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Joey Hook and Tagg, and three rough-
looking fellows from the Bird-in-Hand,
were advancing upon the juniors from
the inn garden. Jimmy Silver & Co.
faced the foe at once. The two weedy,
unfit sharpers were not dangerous, but the
three roughs were another proposition.

But Jimmy Silver & Co. feared no foe.
They were quite prepared for a battle.

“Keep your distance !” snapped Jimmy
Silver.

“You let Mister Gunter alone, then!”
howled Joey Hook.

“Mister Gunter’s our property!” said
$ “ Mister Gunter’s staying
in the mud for the present!”

And as Gunter was making another
attempt to scramble out, Tommy Dodd
promptly shoved him back with his boot,
anddGunter floundered again in water and
mua,

“Go for them !” raved Gunter from the
water. ““Pitch them in! I’ll stand a quid
to ’?_&ch of you chaps if you pitch them
: 10 (50

That was enough for the loafers of the
Bird-in-Hand. They rushed to the attack.

“Line up!” shouted Lovell.

“Back up, Rookwood !” roared Jimmy
Silver. :

Mr, Hook and Mr, Tagg prudently kept
in the background, urging the roughs on.
They had apparently had enough. Three
burly roughs and seven determined
juniors mingled in a fierce fight.

It was a fight of men against boys; but
the schoolboys ‘at least had the odds on

i, their side, and they were full of pluck.

It was a Homeric battle.

The roughs were hitting their hardest,
and_the schoolboys were bowled over like
skittles when the blows landed. But they
were active; they were good boxers, and
their blood was up. The roughs received
at least as good as they gave. The wild
scramble on the towing-path lasted several

siminutes, and Tommy Dodd and Cook and

Raby lay gasping on the ground. But by
that time one of their enemies had been

‘knocked into the water, another was

down, with Jimmy Silver kneeling on his
chest, and the third was fleeing;, with
Lovell and Newcome after him, raging for
gore,

Gunter came scrambling out, muddy,
and- breathing vengcance. But Tommy
Doyle had an eye on him, and he met
Gunter with a terrific drive on the chin
that hurled him back into the river.

Tommy Dodd and Cock and Raby were
up agaiu almost at once, very far from
beaten. One of their foes had fled,
another was scrambling out of the river

‘and taking to his heels, and the fellow

under Jimmy Silver’s knee was howl-
ing for mercy.

-Rookwood had won!

- Mr. Tagg and Mr. Hook took a hurried
departure. They did not want to argue
with the victors.

“l.emme up! Lemme gerraway!”
gasped the unfortunate gentleman, whose
nose Jimmy Silver was grinding into
the towing-path.

. He was allowed to ‘“gerraway,” and
the panting juniors remained conquerors
oa the field of battle.

“Hurrah. for usl”
Dodd. “Oh, my nose!”

“Ow, my eye!” murmured Cook.

“Oh, a black eye's nothing!” said
Jimmy Silver. “We’ve licked them!”

“Yow! You haven’t got one! Wow!”

“Lock out! That cad’s getting
away!” shouted Raby.

Gunter had splashed aleng the bank
to some distance, and was again seeking
to crawl out of the water.” The juniors
made a rush to the spot. ]

Half a dozen hands closed on the
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A match was struck and a candie was lighted.

the juniors stared in_ amazemesnt at the two sprawling and gasping forms

on the floor, and Jimmy Silver standing guard ever the door with his
pillow. ‘‘What the dickens !’ exclaimed Raby. (See Chapter 1.

In the glimmering light,

muddy Gunter as he landed. He wrig-

gled feebly ; he was too spent to struggle.

“Not quite done with you yet!”
grinned Jimmy Silver. j

“Let up! Let up!” panted Gunter.

“ Are you going?”

“No!"” yelled Gunter.

“In you go again, then!”

There was a buzz of a bicycle-bell on
the towing-path. juni
heed it. " But the cyclist halted, and
]ux{nped down, and a sharp voice rapped
out:

¢ Stop that at once!”

“Bulkeley!” ejaculated Jimmy Silver.
. It was the captain of Rookwood. The
juniors dropped Gunter as if he had
become suddenly red-hof, and whirled
round to face Bulkeley. Gunter
squirmed and gasped in the rushes at
their feet.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Not a Success!

ULKELEY looked at the juniors
B grimly.

The juniors looked at Bulkeley.

There was a short silence,

broken only by the spasmodic gasping of
Gunter.

“You've been fighting —eh?”
claimed Bulkeley at last.

The question was really superfluous.
There was not one of the band of heroes
who did not show very plainly that he
had been fighting. Seldom had even the
Fistical Four and the three Tommies
shown so many signs of combat all at
once.

“Sort of—of—of scrapping, Bulkeley !”’
stammered Jimmy Silver.

“Is that Gunter?”

“Yes.”

ex-

The juniors did not'

*“What are you doing with him?”

“Ducking him.”

“What for?”

“To make him clear off.”

““ My hat!” said Bulkeley.

The - Rookwood captain stared at
Gunter as that muddy youth dragged
himself to his feet. Gunter was red with
rage under the mud. He shook his fist
at the juniers, and then at Bulkeley,
and staggered away towards the garden
gate.

There was a movement to follow him,
and Bulkeley interposed. ‘

“Stop!” he rapped out. ---

“We—we haven’t finished yet,” said
Tommy Dodd. : ; :

“Get back to Rookwood at once, all
of you!” ;

“I—1 say, Bulkeley——"’

“Shut up, and get off 1"’

There was no disputing with the cap-
tain of the school. Jimmy Silver & Co.
marched off, somewhat weary and worn,
and very much disappointed.  They
had not nearly finished with Gunter yof.

Bulkeley followed them. wheeling his
bike. He did not speak for some tiine,
and the juniors wondered rather appre-
hensively what he was thinking about.
He was head prefect of Rookwood, and
he knew they had been to the Bird-in-
Hand. True, he also knew their motive
They were thankful that it was not
Knowles who had caught them. = But
what would Bulkeley do?

Not a word did Bulkeley speak till
they were near the gates of Rookwoad.
Then he called to them: ’

“You young rascals!” ;

“Yes, Bulkeley?’ said Jimmy Silver
meekly.

“Let there be no more of this!”
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“Oh, Bulkeley!? - PR TR T S
L “You'd get flogged if the Head knew
where you'd been. It’s really my duty
‘to report you. I'll.give you a chance,
if you'll promise me not to go near that
place again, or to touch Gunter.”

“But the fellow ought to be cleared
off!” argued Jimmy Silver. “He’s a
disgrace to Rookwood, Bulkeley!”

“You can leave that to others older
than yourself,” said Bulkeley. “Now
then, are you going to give me your
word, or do you want me to march you
i to the Head?”

“Oh, yes; certainly!”

“Now, go and get yourselves clean,”
said Bulkeley. “You look more like a

gang of hooligans  than Rookwood
fellows!” ; b
Bulkeley whecled his bike in, and

Jimmy Silver & Co., after looking at
one another uncertainly for a few
moments, followed him. They could not
fecl that the expedition had been a
striking success.

When the Fistical Four gathered in
the end study to tea, however, they were
feeling a littie better. It was agreed
that “going for Gunter” had been a
ripping idea, - though, it had not turned
out 2 howhling success. It was agreed,
too, that old Bulkeley was a brick not
to report them. Jimmy Silver sagely
opined that Bulkeley sympathised with
their little scheme, though, of course, as
a prefect he couldn’t say so.

The Fistical Four, upon the whole,
were satisfied with themselves. But the
question remained unanswered. . How
was Rookwood to get rid of Gunter?
But, as it happened, that question was
shortly to find an unexpected answer.
‘G

day afternoon. As it was a

half-holiday, and the Fistical
Tour had nothing better to do, they were
sauntering down to Coombe to sample
the good things in the bunshop there.
They were thinking of anything but
Gunter as it happened. Jimmy Silver’s
“wheeze ” of going for Gunter was a
thing of the past. Then they came in

sight of the junior from Texas.
Gunter was sitting on < stile by the

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Discovery.
UNTER again, by Jove!

It was the following Satur-

-alarm as the Fistical Four came up.

side -of -the lane, with his usual cigar-in
his discoloured teeth. - ‘He was talking to
Smythe of the - Shell.  The . great
Adolphus was standing in an  elegant
atlitude, and he had a cigarette in his

fingers.

Jimmy Silver & Co. exchanged a
glance.

“We’ve promised. Bulkeley net to
touch Gunter,” said Jimmy. ‘“But we
can touch Adolphus—hard !”

“You bet!” said his chums.

Adolphus Smythe looked round in

“By gad!” he said.
you !”?

“Sorry “to interrupt the little pow-
wow,” said Jimmy Silver politely.
“Don’t you remember, Smythey, you've
got striet orders to keep away from that
blackguard.”’

‘“Gerooogh ! Leggo spluttered
Smythe, struggling wildly as the Fistical
Four grasped him, and rushed him away
down the lane towards Coombe.

But the Fistical Four did not let go;
they had no intention of letting go. All
the kind attentions they were now de-
barred from bestowing upon Gunter they
meant to bestow upon Adolphus. In

“Fancy meetin’
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that direction, at least, they could
counteract Gunter’s little game.
Wriggling and howling, the great

Adolphus went down the lane, in the
midst of the laughing juniors. Gunter,
on the stile, reared with laughter. He
showed no sign whatever of going to the
aid of Adolphus He seemed to be
amused. i

“You cheeky young cads!” stuitered
Adolphus.  “Lemme go! Tl lick you,
by gad! I'll thrash you, you know!
Oh, my nose! Leggo my hair! - Yow-
wow 1

‘“Ha, ha! Come on, Adolphus!”
* Adolphus had to come on.

“We'll take him into Coombe, and put
his head in the horse-trough,” grinned
Lovell.

“Good egg! Adolphus,
dear.”

And to Coombe and the horse-trough
the unfortunate Adolphus would in-
failibly have gone had there not come a
sudden interruption. There was a wild
clatter of horse’s hoofs upon the hard
road, and a trap came dashing round a
bend of the lane ahead.

“Look out!” shouted Jimmy Silver.

Come on,

. BEST FOOTBALL &

SPORTS STORY-BOOKS.

THE I
BOYS’
FRIEND
LIBRARY.

Fourpence
Per Volume.

No
No. 587.—R.
No. 588

By Jack North
No. 589.—THE

By Maxwell Scott.

No. 585.—THE SMUGGLER’S SECRET,
A splendid yarn of the old smuggling days.
. 586.—SON O’ THE WILD.
A superb story of the boxing ring.
ENTON OF THE
A magnificent tale of the footer feld.
—PREFECT AND F 1 -
A grand school yarn of Jack Jackson and his chums at Wycliffe.

IRON SEULL.
A thrilling detective romance of adventure all round the world.

By Harry Huntingdon.

By_Eric W. Townsend.
ROVERS.,

2 By, Paul Masters.

THE

SEXTON
BLAKE
LIBRARY.

Fourpence -
Per Volume.

' Far, -Far North.

and Mlle,
Shadow,’’ ete.,

Julie,

““ The Architect’s
No. 207.—THE

and Tinker.

No. 203.—AMBERGRIS!
A romantic story of detective work and adventure in London and the

No. 204.—THE SECRET OF THE RED MOUNTAIN.
A tale of Sexton Blake, Tinker and Pedro, Granite Grant, King’s Spy,
By the author of ‘‘ The Mystery of the Living

ete,

No. 205.—THROUGH FIRE AND WATER; or,

by i THE CASE OF THE COUNTESS’ CHILDREN.

A thrilling story by the author of

0. 206.—THE CASE OF

A story of absorbing mystery and clever deduction.
Secret,’’ ete.,
» GREB 2 o
A dramatic tale of the Arabian Desert, introducing Sexton Blake -

‘¢ Terror Island,’’ etc., ete.
THE DESERTED WIFE.

By the author of
etc.

N TURBAN

THE

No. 62.—LOST

LIBRARY.

3d. Per Vol. Hon. John Lawless.

A magnificent
Nelson Lee,

No.61..—THE OUTCAST OF ST. FRANK’S.

¢ A rattling story -of schoolboy fun, sport, and adventure, introducing
NUGGEP Nipper & Co., the famous chums.
FOOTBALL TEAM!

yarn of Cuptie football and detective work, introducing
the famous detective, Ni

Nipper, his assistant, and the

NOW ON SALE.

BUY YQUR COPIES TO-DAY!!

Grand Enlarged Christmas Number of the “Ma‘gnéyt” Library——

.'Fhe «Fistical - Four leaped out of the
road in time, dragging- Adolphus with
them. - The trap went whirling past. -~

“A runaway !”- gasped Lovell. ‘“That
kid’ll-be killed ! - :

Quite forgetting Smythe of the Shell,
the Fistical Four stared after the irap.
Its only occupant was a lad of about
fifteen, who was dragging at the reins
in vain, his somewhat weak face pale
with terror. ~ The horse was dashing
along at top speed, completely out ot
control.

- The trap from Coombe had passed the
juniors in a flash; they had had no time
even to think of rendering aid.

And it was impossible to overtake it
at the speed at which it was travelling.
They could only gaze after it in horror.
The vehicle rocked from side io side of
the rough road, and it seemed a miracle
that it kept to its wheels at all.

“My only hat!” yelled Jimmy Silver.
“Look I

The Classical Four halted, dumb-
founded.
Gunter had Ilooked up as the trap

came thundering on iowards the stile.
He threw his cigar away and slipped to
the ground.

As the trap thundered up, Gunter
made a desperate spring at-the horse’s
head. The juniors felt their hearts stand
still as they saw it.

Had ~ Gunter missed his
would have crashed down into the
road, fairly ‘under  the thundering
hoofs; to be crushed out of life by
the hoofs and the wheels. He seemed
to-be springing to his death.

But he did not miss his grasp. Rascal
and blackguard as he was, Gunter was
cool as an iceberg, steady as a rock.” His
grasp was on the bit, and the horse’s
head was dragged down.

Gunter hung on.

The wild pace slackened, and the trap
slowed down.

Slower and slower, till the animal was
dragged to a halt, and Gunter, covered
-with dust, bruised and shaken, but as
cool as ever, stood upon his feet, hold-
ing the horse.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were running
their hardest. They were filled with ad-
miration for Gunter's pluck. They felt
that that minute of courage and devotion
had atoned for all the sins of the rascal
of Rookwood.

They came up, panting.

“Waal, that was a ciose call, if you
like, young 'un!” said Gunter, raising
his eyes to the boy in the trap.

Then he gave .a sudden spring.

“You!” he yelled.

He did not see the Fistical Four racing
up. He was staring-—or, rather, glaring
—at_the white face in the trap. :

“You!” he repeated. -“So you've
come at last. And I've saved your life
—like a fool! Liking a thumping fool,
Bob !”

“Sam!1”

“Baved your life!” repeated Gunter,"
with a hoarse laugh. “Oh, by hokey!
If I'd let you break your neck, Bob, 1
could have played the game on to the
end !”

“What the thunder do you mean?”
shouted Jimmy Silver, seizing Gunter by
the shoulder and shaking him. “Who's
this chap?”

Gunter laughed.

“That chap? Can't you guess?”

“Ts it ? began Jimmy.

“The galcot who wrote to- me that
he’d lost his nerve, and couldn’t keep
up the game—the galoot who was coming
to Rookwood to bowl me out; and show

grasp he
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me up—Bob Gunter, the Head’s
nephew !”’
“The Head’s nephew? My hat!”

(Continued on page 18.)
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‘THE FIRST CHAPTER.
. Why Not Coker ?
& HY not?? -
Horace Coker, of the Fifth
Form at (xleyfuars asked
that question quite suddenly.

Coker was in his study, with his churms
Potter and Greene of the Fifth. They
were having tea; at all events, Potter and
Greene were having tea. Coker had
been for some time plunged in deep
meditation—a very unusual thing for
Coker—and he was neglecting the
spread; a still more unusual thing.

He came out of his reverie with a
3ump, as it were, and propounded his
question so suddenlv that Potter and
Greene jumped, too.

% Why not ?”

“Eh?"” said Potter.

. What 77 said Greene.
" Coker looked at him fixedly across the
tea-table.

“Why not?” he repeated.
“PBlest if I know!”
helping himself to shkrimps.
know what you're talking about! But
why not? Certainly, if you like! Why
don’t you try the ahrlmps' I can tell

you they’re prlme’

“Ripping !” said Greene.
Colker!”

“Why not?” repeated Colker.

“No reason why not, especially as
they're your shrimps!” said Potter.

“T wasn’t talking about shrimps !” said
Coker dlsdamful[y “T've been think-
ing

““You shouldn’t start these things at

said Potter,
“1..don’t

“Try ’em,

tea-time!”” said Potter, with a shake of
the head. “You are letting your tea
get cold !”

“Blow the tea!”

“Well, thatr would only make it

colder!” said Potter innocently.
Coker grunted. S
“Look here, you chaps! TI've got an
idea—a leally ripping, stunning idea—
and you fellows have got to back me up!
You know how matters stand now at
Greyfriars—there isn’t a captain of the
school, and the election for a new skipper
comes off to-morrow !”
“Yes, we know that!”
¢ Pass the ham-sandwiches, Greene!”
“Wingate’s resigned from the cap-
taincy, under pressure from the Head !”
continued Coker. “I was rather sorry
for Wingate, but as the Head found him
fighting with a giddy prefect in the open
quad there was nothing else for it. He’s
reswned and he’s not stancding for re-
election,”
NEXT
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said Potter.
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“ Ancient lustow said Greene, ‘ Pass
the teapot, if you're done with it!”

Coker passed the teapot absently,
allowing a stream of tea to escape from
the spout into Potter’s plate. It was
evident that Horace Coker was very
much taken up with his new ripping and
stunning idea, whatever it was, and had
no attention to bestow upon trifles. But
l’ohm had, and Potter gave a yell.

* Look out vou ass! You're swamping
my sandy wiches

“Sorry!” said Coker. “Never mind !”

“Never mind!” said Potter sulphu-
ously. “They‘re the last of the sand-
wiches, you fathead!”

“Well, never mind!”

Ly lou——sou ass I

“ Loder, the prefect, has put up for
caplain,” resumed Coker. ‘Most of the
fellows expected that Wingate's chum,
North of the Sixth, would put up—
but he hasn’t! So far, Loder is the only
giddy candidate!”

“Blow Loder!” said Potter, pﬂchmg
his drenched sandwiches into the fire,
and looking round the table for fresh
provender.

‘ Certainly, blow Loder!” said Coker.
“T think you'll agree with me that Loder
isn’t the right chap to be skipper of a
school like Greyfriars. He isn’t exacﬂy
what you’d call one of the best!

“No fear!” said -Greene. ‘‘He keeps
the juniors in their places, and is very
much down on the Remove; but I don’t
know any other qualities he's got.”

“He’s not the chap we want as cap-
tain !” said Coker positively.

“We're going to have him, whether
we want him or not!” said Potter, start-
ing on the jam-tarts. ‘ Nobody else in
the Sixth has a chance against hxm
excepting North; and North won’t
stand.”

* Nobody else in the Sixth!”
Coker. ‘““Quite so.” It looks like being a
walk-over for Loder at present!”

“It will be a walk-over!”

‘“Perhaps not. Look here!” said
Coker impressively.  “The captain of
Greyfriars has always been one of the

Sixth, from time immemorial. But I
don't see w hy there shouldn’t be a
change. Why shouldn’t there be a

candidate from the Fifth?”

Greene stared, and Potter whistled.

“The Fifth!” said Potter. ‘“My hat!
The captain has always been a Sixth-
Former. That's like the giddy laws of
the Medes and Persians!”

“But it's only a custom, not a law!”
argued Coker. “My idea is, that it's
time there was a change. A Fifth-

“counts.
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TFormer could run the show quite as well,
and, in fact, better. Why not?”

“Why not ?” chuckled Potter. ¢ Only,
it couldn’t-be did. The Sixth would be
against it to a man!”

“Let ’em!” said Coker. “ Let ’em rip !
Who 1can’es for the Sixth?”

P

“In the captain’s election every vole
Well, the Sixth are the fewest in
number of any Form in the school,
naturally; and a fag’s vote is as good as
a prefect’s vote. In an election of this
kind, the Sixth ain’t of so much im-
portance as the Second Form.”

“Well, that’s so, in a way, too!”

“Let the Sixth go and chop chips!”
said Coker. “If a Fifth Form candidate
could get the votes he becomes sl\wpm
and—and there you are!”

“If1” murmured Greene.

“You're thinking of Blundell, .our
Form eaptain, I suppose?” said Potler
thoughtfully. “Well, T don’t deny that
Blundell might make a good captain of
the school! He’'s some sort of an ass,
but he’s a good Lhap and a good foot-
baller !

Coker snorted.

“I wasn't thinking of Blundell!”

“Who, then? Bland?”

“Certainly not! He wouldn’t be any
good 1”?

i Fltzrrerald then?” c‘ald Potter, who
either could not or would not ll!ldel‘atdll"
“Well, Fitz is a good sort, but

“Blow Fitz! Why shouldn’t a chay

out of this study stand?” demanded
Coker warmly. ;
*“This study! Oh!”

“Why not ?”’

“I'm sure you're very kind, Coker!”
said Potter agreeably. “But I don't
know that I'm quite up to the job!”
“You! I know you’re not! T wasn’t
thmkmw of you!”

“Oh, old Greene, then? What do you
think, Greeney? Do you want to stand
for captain 22

“Who’s talking about Greene ?” roared
Coker.

“Why, you were!”
cently.

' Coker glared.

“What’s the matter
demanded.

IAYouf)"

“Yes, me!”

“QOh 1" saxd Potter.
of course?”

“I'm not joking!” said Coker fero
ciously. “Why shouldn’t T make as frooo
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with me?” he

“You're joking,
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as captain of the school as any other
chap-—eh 77

“ Ahem !”

“Well, what do you think 7
Coker,

“ Ahem ! If you can get the votes, it—
it's all right,” said Greene “ But—but
I rather thlnk you won’t get ’em, Cokey,

d man !

“I suppose you two fellows are going
to vote for me?” demanded Coker.

Potter and Greere exchanged doubtful
glances.

demanded

“I—I suppose s0,” said Potter slowly.
“Ye-e-es,” said Greene. “But two
votes won’t get you in, you know !”

Horace Coker grunted.

“If 'm elected, I shall stand a first-
class feed to all my voters!” he said.
“Pm going to write to my Aunt Judith
for an extra big tip for the occasion. She
would be very pleased to see me captain
of the school. Of course, I'm quite up
to the position. What 1s wanted is a
good footballer, a good cficketer, a good
all-round aihelete, and a fellow with some
tact and common-sense.”

“Ah! But where are you going to
find him ?” said Potter, with a shake of
the head. -

‘“Here, you silly ass!” roared Coker.

“Oh!” said Pofter. ‘T see! Right !

el 1 go and see some of the fellows
about it,” said Coker, rising. *There’s
no time to be lost, as the election’s to-
morrow. I think we shall put a spoke in
Loder’s wheel that will surprise him !”

And Coker left the study.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton & Co. Take the Lead!

(0 RE we all here?”
Harry Wharton asked the

question in the Junior Common—
room.

the a crowd of the Remove—the
Lower Fourth Form at Greyfriars—had
gm’hcred there.

The Famous Five—Wharton and Bob
Cherry, and Nugent and Johnny Bull,
and Hurree Jamset Ram Smgh—wele
the leaders, as they generally were of
anything that went on in the Remove
Form.

But more than half the Form had
gathered round them in the Common-
room—Mark Linley and Tom Brown,
the New Zealander, and Bulstrode and
Russell, and Ogilvy and Penfold, and
Banthorpe and Newland and Morgan,
and several more fellows.

Harry Wharton, the captain of the

Remove, glanced over the crowd of
juniors, whose deadly, earnest looks
showed that something unusual was

under way.

““ All here, I think,” said Bob Cherrv
cheerfully. ‘< All that matter, any\\«ay

“ Half the giddy Form, a,ny\vay, said
Frank Nugent.. “ Enough of us to crowd
out the senior room. Lead on, Macduff I’

“ March!” said Johnny Bull. And the
Nahob- of Bhanipur, the dusky Hurree

Jamset Ram Singh, remarked that the
nmrohfulneas would be terrific.

“ Mind, you know what’s on,”’ said
Hauy Wharton impressively. ‘We’re

going to represent the Lower School, the
Remove bemg the most important junior
Form

“ Hear, hear!”

*Faith, and it’s right ye are, Wharton
darling,” said Micky Desmend. ‘“Though
¥e won'’t. get the Upper Fourth and the
Shell to belave it.”

“Well, come on,”" ‘said Wharton.
R \‘ozth s in the prefects room now, and
we shall" catch him. Follow your
leadel 172

“Loder may be there, too!” suggested
Tom Brown.,,
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Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

“That doesn’t matter. He can’t stop
us; and he can have the benefit of hear-
ing what the Remove thinks of him 1"

*“Good egg!

“March !”
Remove.

And the Removites marched. They
made their way in compact order towards
the prefects’ room, an apartment re-
served for the use of the Sixth. Hobson
and Hoskins of the Shell met them in
the passage and stared at them,

“Hallo!” exclaimed Hobson. “ What’s
on?”’

“Deputation of the Lower School to
North,” explained Harry Wharton.
“You can come, too, if you like, to re-
present the Shell.”

Hobson grinned.

“Going to the prefects’
asked.

8 Yes

“Loder’s there !”

“Blow Loder !’

“Well, e won't
grinned Hobson. “You’ll go out on
your necks, I expect. Ha, ha, ha!”

“Go.and eat coke then! &

And the Removites marched on, push-
ing the Shell fellows out of the way.
Hobson and Hoskins sat on the linoleum
when they had passed, and gasped.
The Removites marched steadily on to
the prefects’ room, and Wharton
knocked at the door, and opened it.

The prefects’ room was a large apart-
ment, with windows looking out on the
Close. There were half a dozen of the
Sixth there. Wingate, the late captain
of Greyfriars, was seated by a window,
chatting with North. Loder, the prefect,
was talking to Carne and Walker his
chums, and his chief backers in the con-
test for -the captaincy of Greyfriars.
Wingate . and Loder were elaborately
unconscious of each other’s presence in
the room. They were not upon speaking
terms.

There was a cloud upon George Win-
gate’s face; but Loder was looking very
cheerful. The prefect was very nearly at
the goal of his ambition. The contest
between him and Wingate had been a
bitter one. Loder had caused a sphit in
the Sixth, and he had provoked Wingate
to a person&l encounter—which the Head
had witnessed. For the captain of the
school to be found fighting in the Close
like a 'lhlrd Form fag was quite beyond
the “limit,” and the Head had promptly
suggested to Wingate the propriety of
resigning. Wingate had resigned, and
announced that he did not intend to
stand for re-election.

So far, Gerald Loder was the only
candidate for the captaincy, and it looked
as if it would be a walk-over for the
plotting prefect. Loder regarded it in
that light; and he was already, as some
of the fellows remarked with disgust,
putting on as much side as if he were
already captain.

Loder had played his cards well. He
had made it appear that the fight was
the fault of Wingate, and although the
Tlead had degraded him from his post
of prefect, he had reinstated him the
following week.

.Wingate, no longer the captain of the
school was not even a prefect now. But
ngate s popularity - with the Lower
School, was, at least, undiminished, and

said the captain of the

room?” he

come, thanks!”

the juniors still pusxsted in heatmg him

with the respect due to their captain.

W SWERs

EVERY MOMDAY..PRICEZ?
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It was upon the subject of the cap-
taincy that Wingate and North were
speaking when Harry Wharton & Co.
presented themselves in the prefects’
room. It was Wingate’s wish that his
old chum should stand for clcctlon, but
North had steadily refused to do so. He
would not take his chum’s place; and,;
as he said bluntly, if the fellows did not
like to keep a good skipper when they
had one, they could go and eat coke. [f
they preferred Loder, let them have

‘Loder, and be hanged' That was North's

reply to all the fellows who suggested
that he should stand.

“It’s not too late yet, North, old
man,”’ ngate was saying in a low
voice. “A candidate can come forward
right up to the time of the election. 1
wish you'd stand.”

North shook his head.

“I’'m not going to, Wingate. The
fellows .turned you out—half the Sixth
and the Fifth backed up Loder in his
rotten game—and the rest let em do it!
If they want Loder, let them have him.
They’ll soon be sorry for their bargain!”

“That’s what I'm thinking of,” said
with a sigh. “What will
become of the school eleven with Loder
as skipper?”’

“Well, they're choosing him them-
selves !”

“The team will go to rot,” said Win-
gate. ‘“We sha'n’t have a win in footer
matches for the rest of the season.”

“That’s their look-out! The long and
the short of it is, old man, that I’'m not
going to take your place, and that's
settled.”

““ Ahem !

The two seniors looked round as the y
heard that respectful cough.

“Hallo!” said Wingate. “What do
you kids want here?”

The Removites coughed a little. Txm
dld not exactly like being chalactelxsed

s “kids,” even by old Wingate.

“Ahem 1 said Harry Wharton,

“H'm!” remarked Bob Cherry.

“Have you got a cold?” asked North.

“Nunno !”

“Then what are you coughmg for

Harry Whalton turned pink,

¢ Ahem!”

“T think you must have a cold,” said
North seriously. ¢ Better go to the
matron, and ask her to give you some-
thing for it.”

‘“ Ahem!”

“Try gargling,” suggested North.

Some of the Removites chuckled.

¢ Ahem !’ said Harry Wharton. ¢ The
fact is—is—is—""

“ Faith, and you’d betther
me, Wharton darling 2

¢ Shut up, Desmond!”

“ Sure, and I think——"’

“ Order!” said Bob Cherry.

“I guess—" began Kisher
the American junior.

“ Shut up P’ roared
“This isn’t a guessing
Pﬂe in, Whaiton"’

“ Ahem

“ Go ahead £

North pointed to the door.

“ Do you kids see:that doorway?” he
asked.

“ Ye-e-es.’

“ Well, get the othel side of it,
close the door after you!”

The juniors looked at one another with
rather sickly smiles.” The deputation was
not prospering.

h, plle in, for gooduess’
Wharton'!”” said several voices.
Whartoir plunged into the subject. -
¢ Look here, North, we're a dep‘uta_tion
(Continued on page 13.)

lave it te
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Bob  Cherry.
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' A SONG OF
SIXPENCE !

—ik

{ By SAMMY BUNTER. |

Dear, readers, I'm in a dilemmer.

Yes, I'm in a dilemmer—a
dilemmer.

1 want to do a whole erowd of Christmas
shopping, but I haven’t the wherewithal.

I want to buy a pipe for the pater, a
sowing-machine for the mater, a basket of
tuck for brother Billy, a simmiler sort of
thing for sister Bessie, a hat with funny
feathers in it for Aunt Prue, and a set of
golf-clubs for Uncle Bill.

I want to buy all these things, and my
total resources amount to sixpence!

I went over to Courtfield, intending to do
all my shopping, but I've come back empty-
handed.

The tobacconist showed me a selection of
pipes, but they were all too dear, with the
eggseption of a thing they call a corn cob.
This was marked *Great Sacrifice. Going at
Three-halfpence.” But I couldn’t imagine my
pater reclining in his sumtuous apartments
with a pipe like that in his mouth!, So I
went sorrowfully down the street in search of
a sowing-machine (nothing to do with the
harvest, I can assure you!).

It was a hopeless quest. I tried to get a
sowing-machine on the cheap, but try as I
would, T couldn’t succeed in beating the shop-
man down to sixpence!

I then called at Chunkley's Stores for a
big tuck-basket.

“First of all, Master Bunter,’ says the
manager, “let me see the culler of your
coyne!”’ %

1 perduced my sixpence, and was promptly
ordered out of the place.

My next place of call was the milliner’s.

“I want a hat, please,” I said, “with funny
feathers stuck in it, and poking out at all
angles!”

The lady behind the counter smiled sweetly.

“This,” she said, picking up a thing that
looked like a trust foul, “is the latest Paris
creation.”

“And the price?” I mermered.

“Three ginnies!””

“I can give you sixpence now, and then a
penny a week until the whole thing is paid
off,” T said. ¥

But her ladyship wasn't having any.

So I'm still left with the sum of sixpence,
and not a stroke of Christmas shopping done.

And, by the way, the sixpence js a bad one!

horrible
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— By —
BILLY BUNTER.

My Dear Readers,—
Christmas joys don’t commence on Christ-

mas Day. -They commence weeks before—
when ycu start your shopping, to be precise.

I expect a lo% of people will beg leave to
differ. *Christmas shopping,” they will say,
“isn’t a joy. It’s a penance. How can you
call it a joy to chase around buying woollen
mittens for your aged grandmother, or foun-
tain-pens for your frumpy old aunts? Joy,
indeed! 1It's the biggest ordeal of the year!”

But I still stick to my opinion that Christ-
mas shopping is a joy.

We are told that the only real happiness in
life lies in doing other people. good turns. It
is better to give than to receive.

Well, it all depends on what is given and
received. If Peter Todd gave me a thick ear,
or a black eye, it would certainly give him
happiness. But I can't imagine him buying
me a bike, or anything like that, and handing
it over with a happy smile. Can you?

This Special Shopping Number is my own
bright brain-wave. You can get a lot of
humour out of shopping—and sometimes
tragedy as well. At any rate, my contribu-
tors have managed to turn out some really
ripping stuff for this issue.

And mow I want to talk to you ahout
something which will give you far more hap-
piness than Christmas - shopping. I refer to
the Special Christmas Number of my famous
“Weekly.” It will positively appear next
week! And it will be the best and brightest
and brainest Christmas Number ever pub-
lished. Miss it, and you will spend the whole
of 1922 weeping and gnashing your teeth!
Get it, and your cup of joy will be full to
overflowing.

We have worked on that Christmas Number
until we have given ourselves splitting head-
aches, We have even neglected our foed in

order to prepare for our readers the finest |

and jolliest feast of fiction that has ever been
served up. 8

Next week the scene outside the news-
agents’ shops will resemble Rugby football
scrums.  Young men and maidens, cld men
and children, and people of every rank and
station, will be clamouring for the Christmas
Number of the “Popular.” And the kernel of
this delightful nut—if we may call the
“Popular” by such a name—will be the
Special Christmas Number of “Billy Bunter’s

Weekly.” Your affectionate pal,

Your Editor.

! Bunter’s Shopping j
Expedition !

By Dick Penfold.

oo o o <

To Chunkley’s Stores in Courtfield Town
(A shopping place of great renown)
The porpoise Bunter went one day,
And said, in his familiar way:

* * *

“TI want to do some Christmas shopping ;
Those cakes of yours look simply top: -
_ ping!

T'll take a currant one, old bean—

My Christmas gift to Hazeldene !

* #* *

“Of sweets I'll have a pocketful,

To give to my pal Johnny Bull.

Some ripe bananas, too, old thing;
They're greatly liked by Hurree Singh !

* * *

“I also want a shilling hoop,

To give to Skinner, Stott, or Snoop.
That Teddy Bear looks jolly clever,
I'll hand it with my love to Trevor!

* ® *

.

“That brilliantine, of pleasing odour,
Will glisten on the locks of Loder.
That clockwork Charlie Chaplin joker
Will make a ripping gift for Coker!”

* * *

“I thank you, sir,” said the assistant;
His glance was rather cold and distant.
“Before I pack and give you these,
Pay at the desk, sir, if you please !”

* * *

Then Billy Bunter turned quite pale,
His faltering voice grew faint and frail.
“Ahem! I dou’t think I can pay.
My postal-order’s on the way !”
THe Porurar.—No. 152.
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13 AY I use the telephone, Bulkeley 7
It was Tubby Mauftin who
asked the question.

The stalwart skipper of Rook-

wood looked hard at the fat junior.

“ Why do you want to use the telephone?”
he demanded.

“T've got an urgent message to give to
the general- stores at Latcham.”

‘“ Oh, all right!”

Tubby Muffin rolled away to the prefeets’
room. It was deserted.

The fat Fourth-Former crossed to the tele- |

phone, placed the receiver to his ear, and
spoke into the tranmsmitter.

‘f{[ want Latcham double five, please!” he
said.

There was a long interval. Then a voice
hailed Tubby -Muffin over the wires.

“-Hallo! Who is that?”

““ Muffin "

‘“ Not to-day, thank you!”

“ Eh—what ?” gasped Tubhy.

“ We don't want” any muffins
to-day !

“ You—you——" spluttered Tubby Muffin,
purple in the face with wrath. ‘“1Is that
the general stores, Latcham?”’

‘“Certainly not! I am the Viecar
Coombe !

*“0Oh, my hatt”

Tubby Muffin dropped the receiver as if it
had suddenly become red-hot.

“ What' ehumps these telephome operators
are!” he growled. * They're always giving
a fellow the wrong number!”’

After a brief pause he again took up the
receiver.

“ Hallo, operator! It's Latcham double
five 1 want! You gave me the Vicar of
Coombe, and that’s Latcham double nine!”

“ Sorry, sir! Hold on a minute!”

Tubby Muffin held on a good many minutes
before he got satisfaction, and then the
voice of the stores manager greeted him.

“Got yeu at last!” said’ Tubby. “1It’s
Muffin speaking, of Rookwood!”

“ Oh, yes, sir!”

“1 want you to send some things up to
the school. Pay careful attention to what I
say! If any blunders are®made it’ll be
fatal! Are you listening?”

“0Of course, Master Muffin!”

“ Well, first of all, I-want you to send one
of your tuck-hampers along. Address it to
Jimmy Silver, and add the names of Lovell,
Raby, and Newcome. The hamper’s to be
equally divided between the Fistical Four, as
they call themselves—see?”

‘“ One minute while I jot down the names!”
said the manager. “ Yes, I've got that.
What else, Master Muffin?”

“I want a really good pair of roller-skates
to be sent along. Address them to V. Morn-
ington, Esquire, will you?”

“ Certainty !”

‘““Have you any first-class penknives?
You know the sort I mean. It's a penknife,
a gimlet, a screwdriver, a chisel, a hammier,
and a pair of compasses combined.”” .

“ Yes; we have a very good one at twenty
shillings, Master Muffin.”

for tea

of

“Right! You can send one of those
along, too. Address it to Kit Erroll, will
you?”’

““Yes. Anything else, Master Muflin?'*

“ Let me think!” said Tubby.
stock month-organs?”’

“Yes. We have some superior Germnan
mouth-organs at one-and-six, and some
inferior Epglish ones at seven-and-six.”

“ Well, send one to Cyril Peele, Esquire,
will you—one of the Hun-made ones?’”

The manager booked the order.

“ Nothing more, Master Muffin?”

“ No; that's the lot.”

‘“That will be three pounds five,”
the manager, after a rapid calculation.

“T'll bring the money along to-morrow,”

THE POPULAR.—&IO. 152,

“Do you

said

RS

said Tubby Muffin. “ Send the things up te
Rookwoed right away, will you?”

The manager undertook to do so, and
Tubby Muffin rang off.

About an hour later several juniors on
the Classical Side at Rookwood received a
joyful surprise.

An €RoTnIous tuck-hamper
addressed to Jimmy Bilver & Co.

At the same time, a pair of roller-skates
arrived for Moruington.

Kit Erroll was delighted to receive a
really handsome penknife, and Cyril Peele
feverishly untied a small parcel, to find a
mouth-organ within.

‘““ Where the merry dickens
things come from, begad?”
Mornington.

“ Give it up,” said Jimmy Silver, stroking
his chin in wonderment.

“I say, you fellows,” chimed in Tubby
Muffin, “ they're Christmas presents from me,
you know! I want you to accept them, with
my best wishes for a merry Christmas and
a jolly New Year!”

Jimmy Silver and the others nearly fell
down.

Such generosity on the part of Tubby
Muffin was truly amaziug

Tubby was usually so eaten up with his

arrived,

have these

A man came staggering into the Close

with an enormous tuck-hamper. It was
addressed to Jimmy Silver & Co.

own desires that he had no thought for
others. And now, behold, he was distri-
buting handsome Christmas presents amongst
his schoolfellows !

““ Tubby,” said Jimmy Silver, slapping the
fat junior on the back, ““ we're downright
grateful! We didn’t expect this of you, and
it’s all the more welcome because of it being
unexpected.’ s 2

“ That’s all right!” said Tubby, with a
smirk. “I'm an awfully generous sort of
chap, you know! I never neglect my pals
when Christmas looms on the horizon!”

‘“ Well, this is a surprise-packet, and no
mistake!” said Kit Errol. “You've gone
up with a bound in our estimation, Tubby !»

But within forty-eignt hours Tubby had
gone down again with a nasty bump.

The -manager of the Lateham Store
demanded payment for goods supplied, and
payment was not forthcoming.

Tubby Muffin said he would settle up next
term, but that proposition didn't seem to
appeal to the stores manager.

In the end, Jimmy Silver & Co. had to
pay for their own Christmas presents!

They did so in order to save Tubby Muffin
from getting into a row with the authori-
ties, for the Head would hardly have
approved of Tubby’s quaint method of dis-
playing his generosity.

Of course, Tubby Muflin did not escape
scot-free. He was soundly bumped- for his

“ colossal cheek,” as Jimmy Silver called it.
And since then he has been careful to
order no more Christmas gifts by telephone:

exclaimed |.

BILLY BUNTER’S WEEKLY. .
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MY CHRISTMAS |
PRESENTS!

N —

By BAGGY TRIMBLE.

@

9
5

I mean to be really generous this
Christmastide.

I always am generous, of course. The
Trimbles have always been renowned for
their lavishness.

It was Sir Guy Fitzbooters Trimble,
0.B.E., who, at the Batile of Hastings,
when he lay mortally wounded, gave his
last bottle of ginger-pop to a wounded
Norman, with the remark, “Thy need is
greater than mine.”  Some historians
give the credit for this heroic deed to Sir
Philip Sidney; but they are all wrong,
as historians usually arve.

Strictly speaking, none of the fellows
at St. Jim’s have the right to expect
Christmas presents from me. They have
been perfectly beastly to me—the
majority of them. They have called me
a greedy glutton and a_ prize porpoise,
and they have bumped me times out of
number.

But I always return good for evil
That’s a way I have with me. It is one
of the most charming features of a
charming personality. :

The fellows who have wronged me
most will get better Christmas presents
than those who have wronged me least.

I think Lowther is the chief offender.
Very well, then. "I shall present Lowther
with goods to the value of two guineas .
from the Wayland Stoves.

Blake and Herries and Digby have
been perfect beasts to me. I shall re-
ward them with goods to the value of .
one guinea from the same stores.

Tom Merry has refused to give me a
place in the School House footer tear.
To show that I bear him no malice, I
shall present him with a perfectly price-
less football.

Cardew is always cracking silly jokes
at my expense. I'll buy him a bound
volume of the “Boys’ Friend.”

Racke has been rude to me on
numerous occasions. I shall therefore
present him with a box of cigars, or
anything else that he may fancy.

Taggles, the porter, has often reported
me for being late for locking-up. I shall
buy Taggles a churchwarden pipe, just
to show that there’s no ill feeling.

Mrs. Taggles, the tuckshop dame, has
often refused to serve me. I'll buy her
a beautiful basket of snowdrops, to stick
in her shop. Snowdrops aren’t quite so
nice as pear-drops or acid-drops, but I

think the good dame will appreciate
them.

I sha'n’t forget the New House
fellows. Y

Fatty Wynn, my rival sub-editor, hates
me like poison. I will repay his hate
with charity. I’ll get him a tip-top tuck.
hamper. And Figgins and Kerr shall
also have one between them. ;

I think I had better make out a list
of all the things I am going to get. It
will be a jolly lengthy list. It will take
up about a ream of impot paper.

But stay ! I have just made a horrible
discovery. It knocks my Christmas
shopping stunt completely on the head.

I am stony broke! 3

I can only hope that the fellows whose
names I have mentioned in ‘this article
will take ‘the will for the deed, and
imagine that I've presented them with
all the nice things referred to.

[Supplement I,
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the Greyfriars Remove, was strolling
in the Close, seeking inspiration for
his next poem, when a rasping voice
hailed him.
“Penfold! Come up to my study a moment,
will you? I wish to speak to you.”

DICK PENFOLD, the poet-laureate of

Dick looked up. He saw a face at the
window of Mr. Hacker’s study. And it was
the face of Mr. Hacker himself.

Although the master of the Shell spoke in
a rasping voice, it was a little less rasping
than usual. And the glance he bestowed
upon Dick Penfold was almost genial.

“Confound the old buffer!” muttered Dick.
“No sooner have I got the first verse of my
poem mapped out in my mind, than old
Hacker interrupts me! What’s he want, I
wontder?™ - .

Penfold soon discovered what was wanted.
And the discevery did not please him.

“Come in, my boy!” said Mr. Hacker. “I
summoned you because I want you to do
something for me.”

TPenfold looked up questionably.

“] am giving a dinner-party this evening
in this study,” said Mr. Hacker. “As you
know, it is usual for masters to give such
parties at the end of term. Mr. Quelch is
coming, and Mr. ‘Prout—in fact, everybody.”

“Dick Penfold stared. He wondered what
Mr: Hacker’s dinner-party had to do with
him. Surely the master. of the Shell wasn’t
thinking of inviting a junior to the feast?

“1 shall need some provisions,” said Mr.
Hucker—and then light dawned upon Dick
Penfold. “I have made out a list of what
I require, and I will trouble you to take it
over to Chunkley's Stores, in Courtfield.
Den't be long. T—— Bless my soul! Why
you scowling in that manner, boy?”
{ou seem to have forgotten something,

What do you

SIr.
“TForgotten something!
mean?”?
“I'm in the Remove, sir.”
“Well2”
«ind the Remove are exempt from fag-

£11g.

A gleam came into Mr. Hacker’s eyes.

“When I ask a boy to do me a service,
Penfold,” he said, “1 do not expect him to
refuse.”

“There are heaps of fags about, sir——"

“But I prefer a boy. whom I can trust—a
Loy who can be relied upon to convey the
pateel of provisions to Greyfriars without
loitering to eat them on the way.”

This subtle compliment was not wasted on
Dick Penfold.

“Very well, sir,” he said. “I'll go.”

And he took the shopping list which Mr.
HRacker handed him, and left the study.

On the way to Courtfield, however, all his
animosity to Mr. Hacker returned.

Why should the master of the Shell treat
him like a comman or garden fag? Why
should he convert himself into an errand-
boy for the convenience of a man like
Hacker?

ireat poets of the past didn't run errands.
He couldn’t remember having read of Shakes-
peare being sent to the butcher’s in Strat-
ford-on-Avon for a pound of sausages. Nor
had he heard of Wordsworth being - de-
spatched to the chemist’s for some soothing-
syrup. %

Why should he—Dick Penfold—be at the
heck and ecall of a Form-master- who had no
jurisdiction over him? The thought
rankled.

“Blow Hacker and all his works!” growled.

Dick Penfold, as he tramped along.

Ande then he smiled. A bright idea had
cecurred to him—quite the best inspiration
he had had for a long time.

He handed in the list at Chunkley’s, and
the plrovisions were packed into a good-sized
sarcel.
ba Will there be anything more, sir?” asked
the assistant.

Supplement 1I1.]

“Yes. I'll take that box of crackers,” said
Pentold, pointing to a small box on one of
the shelves.

“Might as well centribute a little amuse-
cent to Hacker’s dinner-party,” he muttered
under his breath.

He hurried back to Greyfriags with the
provisions, and found Mr. Hacker awaiting
him.

“You are back already?” said the master
of the Shell. “Excellent! Now, I am just
going to have a round of goif with Mr. Prout.
Whilst I am absent perhaps you would be
good enough to prepare the dinner?”

“J can’t cook, sir,” said Penfold.

“TFhere is no cooking to be dome.  Every-
thing will be eaten cold. I merely want
you to unpack the provisions, lay the table,
and so forth. You will see to everything for
me, Penfold? Thank you!”

And Mr. Hacker bustled away,
waiting for Dick Penfold’s reply.

With a grim face, the junior proceeded to
do Mr. Hacker's bidding.

When he had laid the table and set out the
food, he picked up the box of crackers, and
conveyed them to his own study. Then he

without

(‘,m';. a sheet of paper into strips, and on each
strip he wrote a verse of poetry.

= 5 ; tﬁ‘ | ’M

“What is written on the slip 2" inquired
Mr. Lascelles. ““ A love sonnet, | suppose.
Read it out to us!”

The little slips of paper were then deftly
inserted into the crackers.

Chuekling softly to himself, Dick Penfold
returned to Mr. Hacker’s study, and placed
the box of crackers in a conspicuous position
on the mantelpiecce. Then he withdrew.

Meanwhile, Mr. Hacker went merrily ahead
with his game of golf.

The game was brought to an end by the
arrival of dusk, and also by the fact that
Mr. Prout had managed to lose every single
golf-ball that they had started out with.

“We'll be getting in, Prout,” said Mr.
Hacker. “Dinner should be ready by now.
I asked Penfold to prepare it.”

“gplendid !” said Mr. Prout.
famished after my exertions.”

The two masters returned to the school.

On entering Mr. Hacker’s study they found
that the other guests had already arrived.

Mr. Quelch was there, and Mr. Capper and
Mr. Twigg. Alsc Larry Lascelles, the popular
mathematics master.

Dick Penfold had done his work thoroughly,
and the food looked very appetising. The
masters fell to with a will.

When the meal was over,
handed round a box of eigars.

It was at this moment that Mr. Prout’s
eyc fell upon the crackers which had been
placed on the mantelpiece.

“Ha, ha!” said the master of the Fifth,
with a genial smile. “Christmas crackers!
Bow delightful!”

Mr. Hacker stared at the erackers in sur-

T1SC. .

«T did not order these!” he exclaimed.
“How did they get there, I wonder?”

“1 feel quite

Mr. Hacker

By Dick Russell.

“Somebody appears to have madé you a
present, Hacker,” said Mr. Quelch. “Allow
me to pull one of the crackers with you.”

Mr. Hacker took one from the box, and
extended it to Mr. Quelch.

The two masters indulged in a sort of tug-
of-war across the table.

‘There was a bang and a flash, and the
bicger portion of the cracker came away in
Mr. Queleh’s hand.

Smiling, the master of the Remove pro-
duced a clown’s hat and a slip of paper.

“What is written on the slip?” inquired
Mr. Lascelles. “A love sonnet, I suppose.
Read it to us, Mr. Quelch.”

Mr. Quelch obliged. But it was'not a love
sonnet that he read. It was the foilowing
verse:

“Pray listen to these words of wit:
The clown’s hat in this cracker

Would make a really perfect fit
For that born idiot, Hacker!”

A ripple of merriment ran round the room.

Mr. Hacker did not laugh. Iis frown was
equivalent to that of Jove of old.

“Impertinence!” he hissed, “Gross imper-
tinence! Who is responsible for this out-
rage, 1 wonder?”
Meanwhile, Mr. Twigg had puiled a cra
with Mr. Prout. The latter gentie
secured the centre part of the cracker, a
he, too, found a slip within. He recited
aloud the following verse:

“Mary had a little lamb,

Its fleece was white as winter snow;
But not so white at Hacker’s face

When he smokes a Flor de Cabbagio!”

Now, it so happened that Mr. Hacker was
in the act of smoking a particularly cheap
and pungent cigar, The verse, therefore, was
most appropriate, and the masters roared.
_The remainder of the crackers were pulled,
and each was found to contain a slip of
paper, on which was inscribed a verse of
poetry ridiculing Mr. Hacker.

“Stop! This is outrageous!” cried Mr.
Hacker, beside himself with rage. 1 must
find out who is responsible for this!”

And without another word to his laughing
colleagues, he rushed from the study in
search of Penfold. The Remove poet was
the only person, thought Hacker, who ¢ould
have -done it, for he had bought. the dinuer
for Hacker, and laid the table. But the
Shell master was destined to be dis-
appointed.

He dashed into the Common-room, almost
bhowled over a group of chatting juniors, and
collided with the long table. Fortunately.
the table withstood this sudden attack. 1t
was made of thick wood, and the master
received morc damage than he gave.

“Phis did not make him any the less
furious. In fact, it added considerably to
his rage.

He glared round at
Removites. .

“Have you seen Penfold?” he shouted.

There was a chorus of “No, sir!” from
the fellows, and with a grunt Mr. Hacker
left the room. He returned to the study
where he had left his guests.

“Perhaps it wag not Penfold!” snggested
Mr. Quelch, when ‘the irate Torm-master had
confided his suspicions to the company.
“Qomeone else may have paid you a VIsIY
after Ponfold had left your study, uu«}_
planted these crackers on the mantelpiece!”

“Perhaps you are right!” agreed Mr.
Hacker; and it was extremely fortunate for
the poet-laureate of the Remove that he
did agree, and did not pursue investigations
on the subject after the party!

the astonished

THE END.
"Tur PoPUuLAR.—No. 152.
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Life’s Little |
- Worries!

By Fatty Wynn.
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Man is born unto trouble.

I don’t claim that as a strikingly
original statement. At the same time,
it 1s a fact.

Life is crammed with worry and
trouble. And one of the worst worries
is Christmas shopping.

Most of us leave our Christmas shop-
ping till the last day of the term. Then
we pop over to Wayland, only to see the
ominous placard “SOLD OUT!” in all
the " shop-windows.

Christmas shopping, you see, really
starts in June, or thereabouts. To secure
a good Christmas bargain, you must line
up in the midsummer queue. No use
waiting till December. If you do, you’ll
go empty away. .

But there is a big drawback to doing
i

REro<-
¢

- Christmas
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i Novelties! |

The Latcham General Stores will be
pleased to supply young gentleman from
Rookwood with any of the following:

MESSRS. WIZZ, BHANG, & CO.’S
IIIGH - EXPLOSIVE CHRISTMAS
CRACKERS'!

Every cracker guaranteed full of life
aud vim. No duds. The crackers con-
tain a wide range of Christmas novelties,
such as fools’ caps, squeakers, whistles,
rattles, tie-pins, ete., ete.  Each cracker

also contains a’verse of exquisite poetry. |

Price: 3s. 6d. per box.

S

Some Shopping
Suggestions !

B

¢
{ By Monty Lowther.

<><-2

O S N D B P P

When choosing Christmas presents
always see that you select the right
present for the right person, not the
wrong present for the right person, or
tha right present for the wrong person,
or the wrong present for the wrong
person i

l

* * *

-Many homes have been hroken up, and
.many iives ruined, through inability to
observe this golden rule. Some cheerful
TueE PoruLar.—No. 152,
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one’s Christmas shopping about six
months in advance. :

Perishable -goods won’t keep. For
example, if I buy Figgins a plum-cake in
June, it will be as hard as a bullet by
hiristmas; and even a savage blow from
chopper won’t make the
slightest impression upon it.

Then, again, if I buy Kerr a dozen
new-lgid . eggs in the middle of. the
summer, they will no longer be new-laid
when Christmas comes round. In fact,
they resemble Macaulay’s famous *Lays
of Ancient Rome.”

So that puts the kybosh on early
Christmas shopping, so far as perishable
goods are concerned.

By leaving your shopping till the last
minute, you fare no better. ven sup-
posing there is no “SOLD OUT !” notice
in the shop-window, you can never get
what you want.

Shopkeepers seem to have been planted
on this planet for the sole purpose of
annoying people.

You walk into a shop and ask for a
pair of gloves.

“We haven't any gloves, sir,” says the
shopman, “but we've a good line in foot-
warmers, and our snowshoes are the last
word !”

You bounce off into another shop and
ask for a necktie. In this case, you find
there are heaps of neckties in stock, but
never the one you want. For years,

MESSRS. MELLOW, DEE, & CO.’S
MAGNIFICENT MUSICAL MOUTH-
ORGANS!

Although these popular musical instru-
ments bear the stamp - “Made in
Germany,” they ~were really manu-
factured in Whitechapel, so intending
purchasers need have no qualms.  No
boy should be without one of these won-
derful mouth-organs. Play one under
your Form-master's window, He will
love it !

Price: 1s. 6d. large size; 1s. small size.

CHINESE LANTERNS! :

Made by Chin Wag & Co., of China.
Buy a dozen to illuminate your midnight
feasts!  Choice variety of colours.
Guaranteed not to set the Thames on
fire—or, rather, the bedclothes.

Price: 6s. per dozen. .

WONDERFUL LUMINOUS MASKS,
TO SCARE YOUR SCHOOLFELLOWS
IN THE NIGHT!

Hideous and grotesque faces, smeared
with luminous paint. (}uaranteed to

idiot presented Xildare of the Sixth
with a complete set of coloured marbles.
The donor of this present evidently
overlooked the fact that Kildare was no
longer+a small fag in knickerbockers.
Result—the captain of St. Jim’s returned
the present, together with an impot of a
hundred lines!
* * ¥

An equally cheerful idiot sent a copy of
“Bradshaw’s Railway Guide” to a
cousin who was bedridden and unable to
travel. The result may be better
imagined than described. One might
just as well make a present of a bath-
chair or a pair of crutches to an in-
dividual who was sound in

limb.
* * *

Aubrey Racke of the Shell received a
football. _ Another glaring example of
mistaken kindness! Racke, from what I
know of him, would as soon work a
treadmill as kick a football. —He hates
and loathes the game. Now, had any-
‘'sent him a roulette-table, or a
choice pack of playing-cards, it would be
a different matter.

wind and’

BILLY BUNTER'S WEEKLY

perhaps, you have been looking for a
neckiie irn the St. Jim’s colours. You
can go on looking. It’s .a hopeless
quest. - Kton, Harrow, Charterhouse,
Wellington, Greyfriars, Roekwood—you
will find the colours of all these famous
schools.” But St. Jim’s—nothing doing !

You have promised to buy your Aunt
Selina a canary. You go to the bird
fanciers—I believe that’s what they call
’em—and the man coolly informs you
that he sold his last canary five minutes
prior to your entry.

“We have some excellent specimens of
chickens, ducks, drakes, dromedaries, and
tame crocodiles,” - he will say, “but at the
moment. we are out of canaries.”

And so the dismal game goes on.

Talk not to me‘of the joys of Christmas
shopping ! There aren’t any.

The only bright thing about Christmas
shopping is when it is done by other
people. ~ If they care to chase round and
buy you presents, all well and good.

But if the boot happens to be on the
other foot, and it’s you who has to buy
the presents, woe betide you!

I know of no game more wearisome
and more tantalising than - Christmas
shopping. It’s encugh to crush the spirit
of the strongest.

And fhow- you must excuse me, dear
readers. I've got to go and do my
Christmas shopping !

’VW\M/\AN\N\A/V\/\/\N\M/VV\N\/Vv\NV\AANVW\/\\ANW\A.?E

put the wind up the troops! Call at our

stores and make a selection.

TUCK HAMPERS!

Crammed from top to bottom with pies,
puddings, plums, pears, peaches, pome-
granates, potted meat, pork sausages,
and other choice fruits! No schoolboy
can resist one  of -these wonderful
hampers. The finest Christmas bargain
ever offered! :

Price: £1 each.
VAST COLLECTION OF FOOT-
BALLS, DOMINOES, DRAUGHTS,

TIN WHISTLES, AND OTHER CARD
GAMES! 2

Going at a great sacrifice. If you are
a keen sportsman, you cannot fail to be

impressed by this genuine, generous,
never-to-be-repeated offer. Call and
inspect our stocks at the first

opportunity !

THESE ARE ONLY A TEW OF
THE COLOSSAL BARGAINS NOW
BEING OFFERED BY THI
LATCIHHAM GENERAL STORES!

/\/\N\A/\N\NV\/\AMMAANV\/\AN\IV\/W\ANV\/V\/\/W\MA/EE

When doing your Christmas shopping,
therefore, you must exercise *tact and
judgment,” as Gussy would say. You
have a maiden aunt? Send her a dainty
little tea-service. You have a sporting
uncle? Send him a fishing-rod or a
patent rat-catcher. Maybe you have a
charming girl cousin? Send her a
bottle of scent, or the material for knit-
ting a jumpei. 1 = 2

Manners could do with a camera. Tom
Merry would like a pair of football
boots. Your humble servant would find
a pair of roller-skates to his liking.
After these broad hints, there ought to
be something doing !

* * *

Don’t forget the words of Montague
the Wise. When you do your Christmas
shopping, take a list with you—drawn
up in advance—of all the friends and
relatives to whom you intend making
presents. At the side of each name write
tho nature of the present. But for the
‘love-of Mike, don’t make a hash of it !

Supplemznt IV,
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representing the Lower School of Grey-
friars, and we've come to ask you to put
up for election.”

And the deputation,
chimed in:

‘“ Hear, hear!”

with one voice,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
North Declines!
ODER’S brow darkened as he
E heard, and he made a step to-
wards the junior deputation. But
the Removites were not looking
at Loder. Their eyes were fixed anxiously
upon North. I‘hey waited for his answer.
¢ Of course, 1ts rotten old Wingate
not, being captam, Harry Wharton went
on, as North did not speak. * But if we
can’t have him, we want the second best;
and that’s you, North!”’

‘*“ Hear, hear!”

“ The hear hearfulniess is ternﬁc'”

‘“ Thank you very much,” said North,
with a grin. “1 am very much flattered
by your good opmion

“Not at all,” said. Wharton. “ We
want you to stand for skipper. You can

depend on nearly every chap in the
aner School to vote for you. We don’t
want® Loder.”

‘“ Never!” chorused the deputatlon

“We want a decent chap,” said Bob
Cherry, apparently unconscious of the
fact that Loder was near at hand, and
could hear every word. * Loder won't
{ill the bill 1

(3 NO t N0 !)7

“Not Loder at any price!”

‘““We want you, North!”

“Sorry!” said North politely. “It’s
very ﬂattermg to be sought after like

+ this, but I’'m not to be had.”

‘“Well, you see——"

““ This isn t the time for false modesty,
you know,” wurged Frank ' Nugent.
“Gleyfrmrb is gomng to the dogs. It'll
be gone soon. Now’s the time for 2
good man and true to come forward and
prevent the captaincy from falling into
the hands of a rank outsider!”

‘‘Hear, hear!”

st Nugent I”” roared ILoder.

Frank Nugent looked round, and
apparently saw the ~angry prefect for the
fivst time.

“Hallo, - Loder!” he affably.
“Did you speak to me?”’

“Yes, I did!” said Loder savagely
“I’ll break your cheeky neck

“Why, what have I done?”
Frank innocently.

“You know what you called me, you
mpudent young sweep !”

“Oh, I didn’t know you’d- 1ec0gmse
the descrlptlon 50 easﬂy, you la,ow,
wld Frank. ‘I didn’t mention names.’

* ‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

Even the seniors grinned. Loder was
red with anger. He clenched his fists as
he came towards the deputation.

“Get out . of here!”” he said angnly

“But we're talking to North——

‘“Juaiors are not admitted to the pre-

said

asked

fects! room. Get out!”
“nghtho' But  wait . till  we've
finished-——""

“Clear off, T tell xou"’

“Let them alone for a minute,” broke
in ‘Wingate. “They’re not domg any
harm.- - Now, you ]*15, get doue, and
bu7z off

~ Loder® glared at- the late captam of
Greyfriars.”

“You mird your-own business, Wm-

NEXT Xl
FRIDAY!

“You're not a pre-

gate |’ he snapped. b
and m giving

fect. I am a prefect,
orders here, not you!”

Wingate set his teeth.

“You ve no right m this room your-
self, for that matter,” pursued Leder.
“This is the prefects’ room, and ocut-
siders are not admitted as a rule!”

Wingate rose to his feet.

Loder gave a chuckle. He had never
expected George Wingate to take it as
quietly as that. North turned upon him
with his eyes blazing.

“You cad!” he exclaimed. ‘You un-

“Oh, draw it mild!” said Loder.

“If I"d been Wingate I'd have wiped
up the floor with you!” shouted North.
“Ordering Wingate out of the prefects’
room—my hat!”

“Well, he’s not a prefect,” said Carne.

“You’re as big a cad as Loder!”

Carne bit his lip.

“If you're looking for a journey out
on your neck——" he began.

North pushed back his cuffs.

“T’'m ready for it,” he said.

But the bullies of the Sixth hung kack.
They did not want. trouble with North,
and the deputation of juniors had made
a sudden movement, with the evident
intention of joining in, if the popular
prefect were attacked by uunfair cads.

“Oh, go and eat coke!” said Curre,
after a pause. “There’s been er.ough
rowing and ragging in the Sixth lately.”

“There’ll be some more if you chaps
don't mind your P’s and Q’s,” said
North. “ Blessed if I haven’t more than
half a mind to put up for captain after
all, if only to keep you rotten outsiders
in order!”’

Loder knitted his brows, - If North
stood for the election, Loder knew that
he would have a fight to win. . Nerth
would be a dangerous opponent. The
juniors. would flock to vote for him,
partly on his own merits, partly because
he was a chum of old Wingate’s, Lut
chiefly for the purpose of keeping him
—Loder—out of the captaincy. For all
the Lower School knew that it would be
a bad day for them when the worst bully
of Greyfriars became captain of the
school.

North saw the look upon Loder’s face,
and his lip curled.

“Blessed if I haven’t a mind to do
it!” he repeated.

And from a crowd of Removites came
a chorus:

.speakable cad!”

3 DO :’!
“Stick to it, North!” said Harry
Wharton, “We want you. The whole

giddy school wants you for skippers if

they can’t have Wingate.”

“Play up, North!”

“Stand for the skipper!”

“We'll elect you!”

“We’ll vote for you to the last man!”

“ Faith, and you’ll simply romp home
intoirely, North, old man!”

But North shook his head.

“No, kids,” he said, “I can’t do it.
I've sworn a swear that I won’t take old
Wingate’s place, and I'm sticking 1o
that.”

And Gerald Loder drew in
breath of relief.

“But. you must!” said Bob Cherry.
“You simply must, North. There’s no
other candidate to stand up against
Loder.”

“Can’t be helped.”

“The blessed coll will go to the dogs,
begad, if Loder gets in!” said Lord
Mauleverer, the dandy of the Remove
“It’s up to you, North, my dear fellow,”

And the deputation chlmod in:

“It’s up to you, North!

North shook his head again.

a deep
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“What I've said, I’ve said,”” he re-
marked.

“But what about the sdmol &
Wharton.

“The school chose tc turn Wingate
out,” said North steadily. “Yes, 1 know
he resigned—but it was after a crowd.of
the fellows turned against him. -~ Aund
T'm not going to take his place!”

“But—but, I say, North——"

“ North, old man—-—

“Look here, North darling——

“Begad, you know——"

“My worthy and
ludicrous North——

= P]a.y up, you know——’

“You've got your answer, you cheeky
brats!” growled Loder. “Now clear
out of the prefects’ room! T'm fed up
with you'!”

“Well, I'm fed up with you, for that
malter !” said Bob Cherry. ‘““¥Fed up fo
the chin, Loder! DBut I'm standing
you!”

Loder made a threatening gesture; and
the juniors lined up round Bob Chern
They looked dangerous; and Loder, pre-
fect as he was, stood back. The deputa-
tion from the Remove were in a mood
to wipe up the floor of the prefects’ room
with him, and he could see it. And any
punishment inflicted afterwards upon the
fags would undo any damaze that he
sustained. ¢

North moved towards the door to
follow Wingate. The Removites clustered
round him in expostulation.

“ North, old man, say yes!”

“We want you!”

‘“Play up for the school, you know!”

“It’s settled!” said North shortly.
“Buzz off!”

And North strode away.

The Removites looked at cne
in dismay.

“He means it!” said Bob (,heuv
mally. *“He won’t stand for
It’s rotten!”

“The rottenfulness is terrific!”

*Nothing but Loder!” growled Harry
Wharton. “Not even a rival candidate!
All we can do is to keep from voting,
and let Loder get in. . Oh, rats!”

‘“ And many of ‘em!” groaned \u“exrf

urged

k24

esteented  and

]

another

dis-
skipper.

“Well, you’re finished here,” said
Lf(f»der with a sneer. “You can clear
“Oh, go and chop c};ips!” said
Russell.

“Give Loder-a groan before we go!”
S'nd Johnny Bull.
“Good egg!”
And the juniors gave a -deep, deep
groan. Then they-walked away; leaving
the prefect with his face dark ‘with rage.

. THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Coker’s Latest !
« SAY, you fellows——"

“Oh séat!” “said Harry  Whar-
ton angrily.

The Famous Five had gathered
in Staudy No. 1 in the Remove passage,
to discuss the paxlous state of affairs,
and tea and toast at the same time.

It was agreed upon all hands that
affairs at Greyfriars were in a serious
condition. .

If Gerald Loder, the cad of the Sixth,
the worst bully at Greyfriars, and the
leader of the fast set in the school, won
the election as captain, the whole school
would go to the giddy bow-wows, as Bob
Cheery expressed it.

But Bunter did not *scat.”

“Heo rolled into the study, with all’ the
Jmportnnce of a bearer of great tldmgn.
“1 say, you fellows——" by

“Get out!” roared Bob Che ‘y,
“We’re discussing the state of affairs,

Tug, Porpurar.—No. 152.
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'md we dont want to be ]awed at by a
any 'vs

e, cash a postal order
in' ad\ance “and we don't believe that
you re going to receive one by the next
post!” bawled' Johnny Bull.

“Oh, really, Bull——"

“We're not stnndmg a feed; and if
we were, we shouldn’t want you to come

to it!” said Harry Wharton.
“Oh, really, Wharton——"
“Buzz off1” 5
“There’s noth!n'y to eat!” yelled

Nugent, ~ “Clear out! We're bu~y"’
‘“But I say, you fellows———-”
“But I've” got-—--—
“Bugz ' <
“News——
“Slide!”
“I've heard
fellow——"
“Scoot 1”
“ They say he's gomg to put up a

”

it from a Fifth Form

g Eh‘;l’

£ A notice on the board in the Hall
e \Vhat?”

““ About it, and——"

“ Who is?” demanded Wharton.

“ Coker, of course. And——"

“ Blow - Coker!”

“Yes, but I tell you——"

Bob Cherry plcked up a cricket-stump.
Billy Bunter made a strategic movement
round the table. His fat face was quite
crimson with excitement, and the great
desire to tell his startling news, whatever
it was; but the chums of the Remove
were not in a mood to listen to the
“gas” of the Owl.

It was a case, as 1t frequently was, of

“too much Bunter.’

Dick Rake of the Remove dashed down
the Remove passage, and dashed into the
sludy with such suddenness that he

rushed into Bunter without seeing him,’

and the fat junior went whirling.

Bump!
00y 122 roared Bunter.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Rake stagvered back, breathless.

“Oh, vou ass!”

“Grooh I”

“What did you get in the way for,
you fathead?”

“Ow! I'm hurt!”

“I—I say, you chaps!” gasped Rake,
turnmg to the chums oF the Remove.

Have you heard?”

“We heard you biff Bunter over, if

that’s what you mean,” said Harry
Wharton.

"“I mean about Coker!”

“Coker! What  has Coke&, been
‘doing 7" ’

“It isn’t what ‘he’s been doing, but
what he’s going to do!” chuckled Rake.
“Proving himself the champion ass of
Greyfriars, as usual, of course |7

“That’s no news!”

“But—but it's JOHV interesting, all
the same. He——"

“I say, you fellows, that was what 1
was going to tell you,” said Billy
Bunter, in an injured tone, as he
struggled to his feet. “I say, Blake——"'

“Shut up!” said Rake. “You're inter-
rupting me!” :

“ Oh, really

“North’s refused to stand, even

after the deputation from the Remove,”

went on Rake. ‘“What was wanted was
another candidate——"

Wharton shook his head.

“None of the Sixth will stand,” he
said.

“Yes, but there’'s another candidate
now " yelled Rake excitedly.

The Removites ]umv)ed

THFE ForuLAR.—No.
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“ Another candxdate——"-

“¥es!®
g But—‘aﬁt the SlxtH———

“1\40t in the Sixth ?”
ton,” in amazement.

" said IIam‘y Whar-

“Who's the otheér candidate—a Tifth- |

Form chap?”
“Yes, vather I”’ chuckled Rale.
“Name !” chorused the juniors.
“Coker !”
There was a yell.
“Coker "
“Yes!”. roared
Coker the Great!

Rale. “ Coker !
Horace the One and
Only! The biggest ass at Greyfriars!
The-champion duffer of the Iifth! The
worst footballer that ever was, and the
rottenest cricketer that ever will be!
Coker! - Ha, ha, ha!”

“My hat!”

“Great Scott!”

“ Holy smoke!”

“The holy smokefulness is terrific!”

“It—it can’t be true!” gasped Harry
Wharton.  “Why, the giddy boo?:boy
would make a better captain than Coker !
It can’t be—it’s imposs.

“It’s true !”

« “Captain of Greyfriars—Coker !
tain of Colney Hatch!™
(henv

”"Ha, ha, ha!”

Wharton' looked round at his chums.

“1 suppose it’s agreed here that Coker
is the biggest ass in (J!éVf!‘l‘ll‘a ?” +he
remarked.

“Yes, rather!”

“And the howhngest duffer !”

“Hear, hear!”

“ And the outside limit in everything !”

“ What-ho !’

“But there s one lhll]f" to be said for

““Ha. ha, ha !”

“And if we’'ve got the choice between
a howling duffer and a rotten cad for
captain of the school, T'll vote for the
duffer!”

“Same here!”

“Good I

“The goodfulr)es= is terrific!”

“Then,” said Harry Wharton, “Jf
Coker’s zeally got the astounding cheek
to put up for captain, and a better man
doesn’ t come forsvard, this Co. backs up
Coker.’

And the Co. replied wuh one voice :

“We do—we does!”

Cap-
roared Bob

ki

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Rally !
UITE a crowd had gathered round
the notice-board in the Hall,
The news of “Coker’s latest,”
as the fellows termed it, had
spread like wildfire through Greyfriars.

The Sixth heard it with amazement and
scorn.

That a Fifth-Former should venture
to put up for the captaincy when a Sixth-
Former was ready to take on the job
seemed to them to be altogether outside
the fitness of things; and, mdeed some-
thing in the nature of the end of all
thmgs

The Sixth declined to believe the
rumour. at first.

The Fifth were staggered.

The Lower School chuckled.

But when it was known that Horace
Coker of the Fifth had put up a notice
on the board in his own sprawling and
almost illegible hand the whole school
crowded to read it, 'and to find confirma-
tion of the astounding rumour.

Round the notice-board the crowd was
very thick as the Famous Five came
down to join it, and to elbow their way
towards the notice.

Temple of the Upper Fourth was read-

: Cokcr

Grand Enlarged Christinas Number oi the “Magnet H lerary——-

mg it ou(, \nth many chuckles, for tha
benefit of those :who were not near
enough to see.

There was a chorus of mtezruptxom as
he read.

“Then it's true!”

“Cokel-—captam' Ha, ha, ha!”

“Coker! Oh, my only sainted Sam !”

“Begad, it's ‘the giddy limit, my dear
fellows 1” -

“Faith, and it takes the cake I’

“The cheek of it!”

“The nerve!”

“Good old Cokex—alv vays playing the
giddy goat!”

“Ha, -ha, Hw ¥

Harry Wharton & Co. pushed iheir
way towards the notice-board.
was a_howl of expostulation from
lows they displaced.

“Here'! Whom are you shoving 7’
demanded Hobson of the Shell warmiy.

“You!” said Bob Cherry cheerfully,
and there was a chuckle as Hobson dis-
appeared among the forest of legs.

There

fel-

“Here's thn giddy notice!” - said
Vernon-Smith of the Remove. “It’s in
Coker’s fist and Coker’s spelling.”

“Ha, ha, ha 2

There was the notice sure enough.
There was no doubt about it. Coker's

“fist © would have been known any-
where, and Coker’s spelling would have
been Tnown anywhere else, as Bolsover

major humorously remarked. The
notice ran: g
“NOTICE!
“RALLY! RALLY! RALLVY!

“The undersigned Horace Coker has
the honer of standing fourth as candi-
date for the Post of Captam of Grey-
friars, in the place of the late lamented
\Vinvate

“There being only one other candi-
date, who is no good, the above-men-
tioned Horace Coker hopes that the
electors of Greyfriars will rally round
and = return' him with a bumping
majority. :

“Vote for Coker and Reform !

“Vote for Coker and Playing the
Game ! :

“Vote for Coker!

“(Signed) Horacr J. COKER

“P.8.—Rally! Rally! Rally!”

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob UCherry.
TS qmte right about the other candi-
dates being no good. But Coker's
understated the case. He should have
menhoned that neither candidate is any
good.”

“Ha ha, ha!” 3

“The ¢ late lamented Wingate,” " said
Nugent, with a chuckle.  “Poor old
Wingate ! I didn’t know he had pegged
out.”

“Ha, ha, ha I”

“Well, it's up to
grinned Ogilvy.

¥, ha; hat?

“I’m jolly well not going to vote for
Coker " growled Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of Greyfriars. “We. don’t

us to rally!”

want a Tifth-Form fathead for our
skipper !’
“Faith! - And what’s that?” ex-

claimed Fitzgerald of the Tl th wrath-
fully.
“Ahem !
Titzgerald !”
“Sure I think you didn’t,” said Fitz-
gerald grinning. “des the best
thing you can do is to rally round
Of course, Coker’s an ass—"
“ Hear, ‘hear!”
“}’B’ut an ass is better than a cad,

I didn’t see you there,

any

3

hear!”

Tear,
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“Who says Coker?”
gerald. ;

Theré was ‘a roar from the juniors:

“Coker I

Loder of the Sixth came striding
down the passage. He had ‘heard the
news, too, and his face was dark and
scowling. - He drove his way through
the crowd, heedless of the loud remon-
sirances of the juniors, and reached the
board, and stared angrily at the notice
in the original handwiiting and ortho-
graphy of Horace J. Coker.

“ What’s this silly rot?” he demanded.

“That isn’t silly rot!” said Fitz-
gerald.  “That’s the. notice of the
second candidate.”

Loder growled.

“Nobody = outside the
allowed to stand for captain,” he said.

“That’s not the law!” roared a
dozen junior voices. “Coker can stand
if he Iikes, and we’re going to supporl
him 177

“Hear, hear!”

‘“Hurrah ! ,

“Good old Coker !* .

It was marvellous to see how Horace
Coker had leaped into popularity all of
a sudden. Asan alternative to the
obnoxious Loder, he was ‘precious in
the eyes of the TLower School. His
candidature was indeed “‘unc - chose
pour rire,” as Nugent remarked in his
best Lower Fourth French; but if Coker
got in Loder would have to stay out.
and that was what the juniors wanted.
If it was to be ‘a choice of evils they
chose the lesser evil, and the lesser evil
undoubtedly was Horace J. Coker.

Eoder put his hand up to the board
and dragged at the notice to tear it
down. There was a roar of protest.

“Let it alone !”

“Hands off |”

“Stop him !”

“Faith! And ye've no right to do
that!” said Fitzgerald. ‘“Hould on!”

“Let that paper aloneT” shouted
Potter and Greene of ‘the Fifth
together. Potter and Greene had
laughed as much as anybody at first
at the idea of Horace Coker becoming
captain_ of Greyfriars. But they had
Jaughed and come round, like the rest.
It was flattering to them to have a
fellow in their Form captain of Grey-
frairs, if it came to pass, and as Coker's
special chums they would be irradiated
by the reflection of his glory,

And they did not like Loder. 1If the
long reign of the Sixth was over, the
end of it ‘would be welcome to most
of the Fifth. After all, why shouldn’t
a Fifth-Former be captain of Grey-
friars?  Echo, as Potter said, answered
why? Though, according to the ordi-
nary laws of acoustics, it should have
answered “ Greyfriars,?”

And Potter and Greene, and several
more Fifth-Formers, joined in the loud
protest at Loder’s high-handed proceed-
mng. It looked as if there would be a
rush as Loder tore the notice down.

Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove,
and Mr. Proul, of the Fifth Form,
came along the passage together as the
din was at its height.

“Goodness gracious!’” exclaimed Mr.
Quelch. “What is all this dreadful
noise about? My boys, you must be
quieter.”

shouted ; Fitz-

Sixth  is

“He’s tearing the notice down—
Coker’s notice!” shouted Potter,

“We appeal to you, sir,” said
Greene. - “Ain’t a Fifth-Former a

right to shove a notice on the board
if the wants to7”
“Certainly,” said Mr. Prouf.
“Most decidedly,” said Mr.
“Put it back, Loder!”
KREXT
FRIDAY!

Quelch.
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room !’’ he said.
Qutsiders are not wanted ! *?
of the Sixth.

Loder glared at the late captain of Greyfriars.
‘““You’re not a prefect, and this is the prefect’s room.
Wingate rose to his feet and faced the bully

““You’ve no right in this

(See Chapter 3.)

“Make him put it back!”

‘“Ahem ! Do I understand, Loder,
that you have removed a notice from
the board. placed there by a member of
my Form ?” said Mr. Prout solemnly.

Loder was pale with rage. )

“It’s “a rotten jape, 'sir,” he -said.
“Coker’s pretending that he’s going to
stand for captain of Greyriars at the
election to-morrow.”

“Dear me!” said Mr. Quelch.

“It's not a jape!” roared Fitzgerald.
“It's not a jape intoirely! Coker’s the
rival candidate, sir, and he’s going to
give Loder the kybosh at the election!”

And the juniors roared:

“Good old Coker!”

“Of course, sir, a Fifth-Former is not
allowed to stand,” said Loder.

Mr. Prout coughed.

‘““Indeed, Loder, I do not know of any
law of the school to that effect,” he said
drily. “I believe, on the other hand,
that any senior boy is allowed to offer
himself as a candidate.”

“It always belongs to the Sixth, sir.”

“That has certainly been the custom,”
said Mr. Prout. ‘‘But there is nothing
in the laws of the school to prevent a
Fifth-Former from offering himself for
the suffrages of his schoolfellows. Coker
is acting quite within his rights; and I
must really request you, Loder, to replace
his paper on the board. You have no
right whatever to remove it.”

‘“Put it back, Loder!”

“Yah!”

Loder, quite white with fury, pinned
the paper on the board again, and strode
away through the crowd, silent and

“Thank you, sir,” said Potter. “We
knew we could depend on you to see fair
play, sir.” 3

1 furious.

“Certainly, Potter! I hope you will
always be able to depend upon me for
that,” said Mr. Prout graciously.

And the two masters walked away.

“It is a little—er—unusual, is it not?”
murmured Mr. Quelch. .

Mr. Prout nodded.

“Quite so, Mr. Quelch! But really,
knowing the two boys as I do, I am
inclined to think that Coker, although
not the brightest boy at Greyfriars,
would make a better captain for the
school than Gerald Loder.” :

“And I 'am inclined to agree with
you,” said Mr. Quelch heartily.

And Loder, to his rage ‘and dismay,
found that that Wwas the impression of
most of the fellows—and the fellows had
votes in the “election!  Loder, in his
study, thought over the" matter with
grinding teeth. Wingate had lost the
captainey; North would not stand;
but it was not to be a walk-over for the
cad of the Sixth, after all. .The un-
expected had happened. There ~ was
another candidate, about the last fellow
at Greyfriars whom anybody would have
thought of as a candidate—a fellow whose
candidature came near turning the whole
election into a joke—but—unkindest cut
of all—it looked as if he would get in;
indeed, as if he would romp home with
a bumping majority ! And Loder, in a
state of fury, prepared for the election-
eering; the canvassing for votes, the per-
suading and bribing and cajoling, which
until then he had considered would not
be necessary.

THE END,

(There will be another long complete
tale of Harry Wharton & Co. and the
chums of Greyfriars in next week's
POPULAR. )
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A Magnificent New
Serial of Adventure,
introducing FERRERS
LORD and PRINCE
CHING LUNG.

FERRERS LORD, the # et el R o g
e famous onaire advenfurer, and owner of the Lord .
PRINCE CHING i.UNG, a very old friend of Lord’s, who has accompa%ieg!th:!ntxlixlfig:eife

on many adventures.
GAN WAGA, an Eskimo, who b‘elongé to

&;e crew of the yacht, and who is ever on the

look=out to play japes on his ship
- RUPERT T

Teal

to Ching Lung,

RT THURSTON, a young Englishman, and friend of Lord’s,

HAL HO
marine, Hon
painted with it. . Hq
which is covered with this new pain

NOUR, known as the man of silence, engineer of Ferrers Lord’s wonderful sub-

Honour has invented a marvellous paint which causes things to become invisible when

He has also built a new kind of aeroplane which he calls a helicopter ; and
{, but which is destroyed by

EARL VON KREIGLER, a mysterious professor, who has great po in G
who holds the secret of Germany’s great treasure-chest, Ferrersgi.orﬁ ph;:e?e:'?etegr?t:tnzﬁ:ﬁ
two of the professor’s secrefs, and Von Kreigler realises that Lord is a very dangerous man.
After this attack, Ferrers Lord despaftches Rupert Thurston, with Honour and Ching Lung, with

a message fo Kreigler,

They are detained, but escape, after many exciting adventures. In the underground passages

of the Schloss Schwartzburg, wh
which Von Kreigler has been

ere they have been imprisoned, they discover a great treasure
hiding from the Allies.
Thurston & Co. return o the yacht, where Ferrers Lord has been waiting for them.

The

yacht returns to England again, and Ferrers Loed & Co. set about building a new aeroplane,
Von Kreigler hold a council at the general’s house, and arranges a ball o hide his movements.

But Ferrers Lord discovers the plot, and pays the Supreme Council a surprise visit.
house is full of troops and guests, Ferrers Lord kidnaps both the prof and the
takes them on board the helicopter which is waiting outside the grounds.

I wish 1 had killed those English pigs |

Inside the aeroplane Goltzbeimer says :

Although the
8D 1, and
They get away unseen.

(Now read on.)

ON KREIGLER blinked at him, and
curled his lip with contempt.
“I am glad, as any man would be
glad, except a -~maniac!™ he
answered. “Had they been dead, do not
deceive yourself, we should have gone to
the gallows. -

“How can that be?” growled Goltzheimer.
“If they had not eseaped, Ferrers Lord would
not have known the. secret.”

The professor shook his head. ' To explain
to the general was a task he did not feel
inclined to undertake just then. He relapsed
into moody silence. The faiut humming
sound conticued, but there was scarcely any
vibration. : : -2

“Ten thousand thinders!” said Goltzheimer
at last. “Are:they men, or are they ghosts
to drop out ‘of the clouds like this? How
was it dome?”

“Do not deceive yourself, general. Again
and again I have told you that Ferrers Lord
is no ordinary man. He is a master of in-
vention, and he employs the best brains in
the world. The idea came to him for a
wonderful eamouflage.  His man Honour is
also a master of inventions. He ‘told his
engineer what he wanted, and the thing was
done. Silente and invisibility. Not exactly
either of them, perhaps, but something like
it.” :

“The swine-dogs!” snarled Goltzheimer. *1f
I had had this invention in the war, I'd
Eave driven the English into the North
Sea.tts . s

A man in uniform entered the cabin, and
asked politely if their Excellencies wished for
any refreshments.

“Beer,” said the general.

Tt was brought in a large silver tankard,
and Goltzheimer dipped his red moustache
into the froth and drank greedily till the
tankard was empty.

“ After all, what can these pig-hounds do to
us?” he said, for the draught seemed to have
cheered him. “Is this man a law unto him-
self, this Ferrers Lord?” 5

“I know well enough that he will do what
he wishes to do, and ask advice or permission
from mno other living soul!”
Kreigler. “Do not deceive yourself, if he

Tur Porurar.—No. 1562,

NEXT
FRIDAY!

Lcattle like this.

answered Von |

has made up his mind, he will carry out his
plans.”
Goltzheimer rose, and pulled aside a silk

curtain, T*»ere_ was glass behind it, but he
could see nothing. All was intensely dark
outside. The steward came back to remove

the tankard, and they heard him lock the
door hehind him as he went out. Five minutes
later he came again with a pair of leather
slippers for the general.! Goltzheimer’s
spurred jackboots had been left behind. He
cursed in German, but he put on the slippers.

“Tell the 'pig to bring more beer,
Excellency!” growled Goltzheimer, who had
only: a limited  knowledge of the English
tongue. R

His wants were promptly supplied. This
time a tall silver jug filled to the brim
accompanied ‘the tankard. There was an -ex-
pression of contempt in the professor’s pale
eyes as he watched Goltzheimer fill the
tankard, drain it to the very dregs, and again
refill it. :

“A beer-barrel!” he thought. “A human
vat, a guzzler! And I have to deal with
He will not: care. An exile
on-a-desert island for life will not alarm him
if there is beer.” :

Goltzheimer lighted a ecigar, smoked, and
imbibed vast quantities of ale. He did not
get-drunk. His cheeks turned a little redder,
but he was so seasoned that the liquor had
practically no effect on him beyond that. The
helicopter was travelling at headlong speed
through the night just above the top of the
clouds. Ching Lung stood behind Hal
Honour.- The engineer could not be called
very good company, for he never spoke a
word and scarcely stirred, except when his
pipe npeeded replenishing. A hand fell on
Ching Lung’s shoulder, and turning, he saw
Ferrers Lord.

“What do you think of our coup, Ching?”
asked the millionaire. 2

“Quite dramatic,” said the prince. “Rupert
is thinking of making a film of it. He is
wondering how to photograph an invisible
helicopter.” He laughed. “I think the coup
was fine, but were our prisoners worth it?
Goltzheimer, I believe, is again demanding
more -beer—this mighty Prussian hero!™

“Oh, Goltzheimer!” said the millionaire,

| chuckle.

| «4 boat is waiting for you.”

shrugging his shoulders. *Goltzheimer is of
very little account. And yet the fellow had
a certain amount of skill. He was not the
least successful of the Hun generals.” He had
not strategy, but he did well in the fighting
when they thought nothing of the butcher’s
bill. One thing he has, and that is brute
courage. He may not have displayed much
of it, but our raid was, to say the least,
sensational.”

“Yes, it knocked the wind out of the
precious gang,” said the prince, with a
“May I ask what you have decided
to do with these gentlemen, Chief?”

“I was thinking of giving them a long
holiday at Chevilla, where they will be
kept out of mischief.”

“What! Do you intend to maroon them
on that old rock? No doubt they deserve it,
but it’s a tough sort of punishment.”

Ching Lung had seen the lonely island in
the far South, a place of booming seas and
chilly wet mists. It was rarely visited, except
by a few Japanese sealers, and they came
very seldom now, for most of the seals had
been destroyed. 5

“Perhaps if you have a private brewery
there, Goltzheimer might he comforted,” went
on the prince. “But Chevilla is about the
limit, Chief.”

“It, is not too bad for attempted murder.”
said Ferrers Lord. “Though they failed, they
are both murderers at heart. They deserve
Chevilla.”

“I suppose tiey do, but T don’t think I'd
rub it in like that, Chief,” said Ching Lung.
«“To put our gentle friend, the professor, alone
with that heg for years would be awful.
He'd jump into the sea. They didn't
succeed, so what does it matter? We're all
safe and sound, and you have won your
game.”

Terrers Lord smiled as if something the
prince had said gave him reason to be
amused.

“] fancy the genmeral would be equally
bored,” he said. “Von Kreigler is net younsg,
and perhaps Chevilla would be too severe, 1ot
it has an abominable climate! Your ideas
about forgiving and forgetting are highly
commendable, no doubt. . Why don’t you
suggest that I pension them both handsomely
out; of the treasures of Schloss Schwartzburg?”

~«Tt would be a cheap way of getting rid
of them, Chief. At any rate, it wouldn't cost
you anything except the expense of digging.”

“T would make the treasure-chests pay for
that,” said Ferrers Lord. “It is often very
difficult to be just without being harsh. With
these fellows any kind of harshness would not

be too great, for they both deserve a rope.

And yet the winner ought to be mereiful.”

He went to the wireless. The helicopter
dropped through the thick clouds and raced
ahead, At last a bright ray of light pierced
the gloom of the might. .

« A1l records beaten,” said Hal Honour,
speaking for the first time.

He peered through the glass screen, wateh-

ing the vertical beam of light, and stopped
the propellers. The helicopter seemed to
balance hersclf on the bright -silvery ray
‘that thrust itself upwards from the heart:of
the cavern. She began to sink slowly, and
came to rest with the arc-light flaming above
her. :
«“ Well flown and well steered, Hal!” cried
Ching Lung. “How you got her in beats me.
1 was expecting a bump. You can be quite
smart on some occasions.” :

A burst of cheering heralded the safe return
of the helicopter to her cavern home. Goltz-
heimer again pulled the curtain aside, and
put his flushed face close to the glass. Ha
saw the submarine and the boat that was
being pulled .from her. Gan Waga was
quicker than the boat. He swam with won-
derful over-arm strokes, and was hauled ‘up
the ladder by Ching Lung. i :

“Ten million English swines! Where are
we?’ growled the general. “What under-
ground pit ‘¢ this?  Ach, where have the
swine-curs dragged us-to now?”

“Do not deceive yourself, my friend, but to
no pleasant place, I am sure!” said Von
Kreigler. “I am not anticipating any pleastre
from Ferrers Lord,” - .

“Ach; you are deplorable!” said the general.
“You talk nothing but misery. Is he a ghoul,
then, or a torturer, this mad English mil-
lionaire?” >

The door opened. Rupert Thurston bowed
to the priseners. - - -

«Will you follow me, gentlemen?” he s.id.

“ And to take us where, Mr. Thurston ?”
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“To your qnartcrs for the night,” answered
Rupert Thurston. “1 believe you are to
spend the night on board the submiarine. I
fancy you will find ‘our hospitality superior
to “the hospitality you gave us at Schloss
Schwartvzburg.”

“And it is right to expect it, for, do mct
deceive yourself, to the Schloss you came
upinvited, and with an impudent message,”
said the professor. “We are here by force.
To me it seems a monstrouc outrage. What-
ever we did, Mr. Thurston, we had a great
secret to hide. What is our position here?
We are not prisoners of war, for our m%thlong

en

are net at war. What are we,
Prisopers, ‘true, but what description of
pr nonu‘s Ve

“I am sorry, but you must put such ques.
tions to Mr. Ferrers Lord,” said Thurston.

«1 scarcely understand the position, and I

have no authority to speak. I am confident
of one thing, and that is you will run no risks
from machine-guns, water, or fire. Come,
please. Follow me, gentlemen"’

The prisoners were rowed to the submarine,
and Rupert Thurston escorted them below.
All the time the gemeral was screwing his
thick neck from side to side, and taking in
all' that was to be seen. He saw very little,
for the arc-lights were extinguished ome by
ope, leaving the cavern intemsely dark.

“Better than the eells of Schloss Schwartz-
burg, I think,” said Rupert, throwing open
the door of th(, saloon. ‘' Good-night, gentle
men !’

He bowed dud went out. Goltzheimer glared
at the closed door. Strange, gurgling sounds
erept” in. The submarine was submeryging.
There was a glazed window opposite. As the
submarine reached the bottom a grotesgue,
helmeted figure loomed up outside the glass,
and goggled eyes peered in at them,

“Ten thousand fiends, they bave put us
at, the bottom of the sea, and even there
we are guarded!” roared Goltzheimer. *“TLook
at the swine-cur out yonder!”

Ancther figure appeared. The figure came
down headlong. Slowly it turned over nud
assumed  an  erect attitude. It was Gan
Waga, who had come down to have a look
at the prisoners. The Eskimo pressed his
snib-nose against the glass, gave a long stare,
and grmned widely. Then he shot upwards
again and vanished.

“Ach, 1 do not understand!” said Von
Kreigler. “I am an old man, not active, and
a man of peace. - These p!'ECauthﬂS 1 do not
understand. What do they fear?”

Goltzheimer tried ' the door, but it was
locled and bolted.  Suddenly he found. that
the submarine was in motion. He could hear
the throb of her engines.

<*Thunder and hghtnmg we are putting out
to sea!” he said. “What mischief is thxs’?
Who is this cursed Englander who owns
armed submarines and flying craft as if he
were a Royal monarch? Ten thousand imps!
I must find out. Is there a bell there?” - .

He rang the bell furiously. Suddenly a
mirror on the opposite wall slipped aside, and

Ferrers Lord stepped into the aanon He was
in evening-dress.
“] am sorry,” said the mxllxonmre “I did

pot know you were here. Mr. Thurston must
have misunderstood me, for this is my private
salocn. However, as you are here, you are
quite welcome to remain. - I see that you are
at the bell, general. Is there anything I can
do for you? b

“*Ach, yes; there is much you can do, Herr
]m"land-.r"’ said the general. Perhaps you
will tell us first where you are taking us?”’

“Quite easily. I am taking you for a cruise
in my yacht,” said Ferrers Lord. *This is the
easiest way to reach her, that is all!”
“And how long a cruise will it be, Excel-

“Very much in my hands,’
Lord. *Schloss Schwartzbur
too hot. to sxcavate just yet -

And then you will glut yourself with stolen
money ?”’ snarled the genéral, tugging at his
moustache.

iz still rather

“ Ach, gentlv gently " pleaded . Von
Kreigler. *“The geuudl speaks without think-
ing, Excellency. He does not mean what he
says.”

‘As my prisoner, General Goltzheimer is
privileged to say many things that might
cost. him dearly" if ‘he were ircc,” said the
miilionaire. “He is right when he calls the
money stolen money. No, general, I shall not
fitl my pockets, but 1 shall make Germany
pay her debts out of your robbers’ cave if
there is sufficient !”

“Robhbery at the point of the sword!” said
the Prussian general.

«1 faney some of your methods in Belgium
were deseribed in the same way,” said Ferrers
Lord. “We heard of looted mansions, and of
valuahle articles being sent to Germany by
train-loads. Well, you were at war, and in
times of strife such things will happen Were
you trying to save your country, it would be
different; but I know enly too well that the
treasure of the Schloss were gathered for
private greed. Not one farthing of it would
have helped Germany. It was an amazing
enterprise. You do well to say that Gennany
is beggared and bankrupt. So she is, but I
happeu though I assure you I am not fond
of Huns and Pmssmns to stand back behind

> said Ferrers
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the scemes as her unknown friend. I am
merely robbing the robbers. With the enor-
mous weight of debt taken from "her, she
may prosper again. There will: be no mili-
tarism, gentlemen, no sword-rattling and mad
dreams of Germany over alk Pruselamsm is
dead. Your country will be at liberty to live
at peace with ber neighbours. She will no
more plunge Europe into a sea of blood and
disaster. The end of that has come.”

Von Kreigler glanced uneasily at the
general, and lifted a warning hand. The
veins in Goltzheimer’s forehead were begin-
ning to swell. He was getting angry.

“Prussianiém dead.- Ach, .you talk- fool’s
nonsense!” he growled. “Germany will rise
again. You brought the world against us to
beav us. You Rad money, and it was the
swarms of hired assassins bought with your
money that destroyed us for thc time. Where
is your money now? It is hn"ldnd tha.t is
bankrupt !”’

Ferrers Lord lighted a CIgarette and smiled.

“That is a point hardly worth arguing,
general;’’> he said, “but in any case there will
be a little to come to us out of the freasure-
cave of the Schloss.”

“Swine-hound thief!” roared Goltzheimer.
“You bully and pirate! I spit at you!”

The millionaire’s grey eyes hardened, and
Von Kreigler lifted both his podgy hands
imploringly.

(There will be another

long, thrilling

.instalment of our grand adventure serial

next week.)
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lency? ~ We are in your hands,” said Von
Kreigler.

THE BEST PRESENT YOU CAN GIVE!

Our Funny Novelty, causing roars of laughter,
FREE to all sending 1/- for 70 Cute Conjuring
6 Catchy Coin Tricks, 5 (‘unmne Card Tricks,
5 Mys(xfymg Magic Tricks, 250 Riddles, 18 Games, 10 Funny Re&dmgs,
5 Funny Recitations, 21 Monologues, 73 Toasts, 52 Wealth Secrets, Easy
Ventriloguism Secret, and 1,001 Stupendous Attractions. Thousands de-
Jighted! Great Fun ! —C. HUGHES, 15, Wood St., Edgbaston, Birmingham.
SHORT OR TALL Whlch are you, and which would you like
A deficiency in height can rapidly

be made good by the Girvan Sclentxfc Treatment Students report from 2
to 5 inches increase. Successfully - practised by business -men, actors,
soldiers, -and all to whom height. and appearance count. Send a posteard

FREE FUN'!

Tricks, 12 Jolly Joke Tncks

tor particulars and our £100 guarantee to ENQUIRY DEPT. A.M.P.,

17, STROUD GREEN ROAD, LONDON, N. 4

IDEAL PRESENT for CHRISTMAS Home Cinematographs from £1;
with Automatic Re-Winder, from £3. Accessories, Standard Films. Illus.
Cat. Free.—Desk E, Dean dinema Co., 94, Drayton Avenue, London, W.13.

LEARN DUTTON’S 24-HOUR SHORTHAND..

First Lesson Free. —DUTTON’S COLLEGE, Desk 303, SKEGNESS.

~ Zauzibar,

A Model STEAM ENGINE

Complete, ready for work 15/-, 21/-, & 32/-. Rails, 6d. per length.
Post extra 1/-. EL RIC LIGKT! Battery, Switch, W re, Lamp,
Holder, Reflector, Instructlous etc., 4/6; postage 6d. Larger size,
8/6; postage 9d. SHO

Set ‘of Parts for making, 1/9. Battery
Parts, ‘1/6; postage 3d. each Electro
Magnet, 9d.; stage 3d. Li 1b.)
[

gn Do -

Box Electrical Experiments, 3/-; Doxtage
d. - Bpecial Cheap Telephone s'e

plete, 1/6; postage 4d; _(Catalogue 4d)
4-Volt Dynamo, 12/6. SEND §

=2 'rne HARBORNE SMALL POWER Co.
T.(38) 38, Queen’s Road, Aston, Birmingham

RARE STAMPS FREE!—Send 6d.. for Zanzibar Pkt.—55° Stamps—
INHAMBANC, HYDERABAD. = Receive Free 5 Ukraine. (Catd.
9d.—BROOKS, 43, Edmund. Strcet, Camberwell, anlaad.

6/6.) Abrm&,
THE POPULAR.—No. 152.



13

0 GOING FOR GUNTER!

g (Continued from page 6.
Bl AP

“Its true!” faltered the lad in the
frap. “I am Robert Gunter—I am the
nephew of Dr. Chisholm. I'm going to
Rookwood ‘now to tell the truth!”

““And who are you, then?” shouted
Lovell.

The pseudo Gunter grinned.

“I guess I'm Sam Barker, and T was
raised on Old Man Gunter’s ranch ” he
said. “And I guess the game’s up!”
J thing of the sort; but it was

startling to have his suspicions con-
firmed in this way. He had been right;
the rascal of Rookwood was not the
Head’s nephew at all, and he had only
been playmg a -part at the old school.
Now that the truth was known, a score
of circumstances could be recalled which
.made the juniors wonder that the im-
posture had never been detected.

‘I guess you can get on to Rookwood,
Bob,"” said the outcast. *Give my love
to uncle—ha ha!—and say good-bye to
him for me. Hyer, take the rlbbons'
My hat!” he added scornfully. “I guess
you haven’t the nerve to drive the hoss
now. I calculate I'll drive you.”

He jumped into the trap, gathered up
the reins, and drove away. The Fistical
¥aur looked at one another.

‘“Well, that chap takes the cake!” ex-
claimed Jxmmy Silver. “Tome on; we're
going to see the end of this!”

The Fistical Four hurried after the
trap.

The real Gunter sat in it, silent and
pale, while the false Gunter drove on
\nth reckless speed, and dashed up to
the school gates with a flourish. He

did not stop there. Without a pause he
turned the horse in. at the gates, and

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Truth at Last!
IMMY SILVER whistled.
He had vaguely suspected some-

went careering up the drive to the
School House.  There was a yell from
the fellows in the quadrangle as they re-
cognised the driver of the trap.

* Gunter!”

The junior from Texas cracked his
whip and laughed, and drove recklessly
on. The trap dashed up, and stopped
outside the School House, the horse in
a foam. A crowd gathered round at
once, joined by Jimmy Silver & Co.,
breathless after their race.

““ Where's the Head?” shouted Gunter.
“Hallo, Bulkeley! How are you getting

on? Hallo, Knowles! Still the same
foxy-faced galoot—eh? Where's the
Head? Te]l “him I've brought him his
nephew

“Wh'\tI shouted Bulkeley.

“Ha, ha! Bring the old boy out!”

shouted Gunter.

Dr. Chisholm had already appeared on
the steps of the School House. His
severe old face was pale with anger.

“You have dared to return here!” he
exclaimed.

The Texas junior nodded coolly.

“I guess so. I've brought you your
nephew—the genuine one this time.’

“What!” eJaouhted the Head.

“I guess voud never seen him alive
but for me!” chuckled Gunter. *The
horse bolted—Bob never did have any
nerve—and I stopped him. Haven't 1
saved your life, Bob, you spoony skunk ?*’

“Yes,” panted the unfortunate Bob.

“It's true, sir!” broke in Jimmy
Silver., ‘“We saw it, sir. Gunter might
have been killed—it was an awfully nar-
row shaxe—Barker I mean—-"

“In Hea\ en’s name, what does all this
gnean?” exclaimed the Head blankly.

¢ This galoot is your nephew !” said the
junior from Texas, flicking his companion
with the whip. The wretched Bob
flinched, and Gunter chuckled again.
“Tell him you're his nephew, Bob. Blessed
if he quite believes it now.”

“I'm your nephew, sir, if you are Dr.
Chisholm ! _faltered Bob. “I'm your
sister’s son Robert, sir.”

“Then—then this boy—"’

“I guess it was my 1dea from start to
finish, 5 said the so-called Gunter disdain-

Grand Enlarged Christmas Number of the ‘* Magnet’’' Library——

fully., “I don’t mind telling the yarn.
I was raised on old man Gunter’s ranch,
and I was Bob’s best pal, wasn’t I, Bob?”

“Yes!” faltered Bob.

¢ And when old man Gunter decided to
send the kid to England, Bob didn’t want
fo come.

“I bullyragged you, didn’t I? You
never did have any nerve. And I took
your blace and your name, and took the
steamer instead of you, and gave your
father’s letter to the captain, and came
here, and left you in Galveston, where
you could have had a topping “time it
you’d had the grit. But you had to
weaken, you worm, and write to me that
you were coming, and take the next
steamer, hadn’t you?”

“Bless my soul!” gasped the Ilead.
“Boy—Robert—if you are my nephew,
get down and come into the House. After
this reprehensible trick, I shall cert.nnlv
not allow you to stay at Roolkw ood, and
you will be sent home immediately. Go
n at once, sir!”

The Head’s nephew disappeared into
the House. Dr., Chisholm fixed a stern
gaze upon the impostor who had so cun-
ningly played his part.

‘“As for you, whoever you are—’

“Sam Barker, I guess!” chuckled tie
outcast. ““And I reckon I’m going back
to Texas. I'm fed up with this country.”

“Tt is the best thing you can do,” said
the Head sternly. ‘‘But for the fact that
you appear to have acted very
courageously in rescuing my nephew from
peril, T would place you in the hands of
the police to suffer for your imposture.
For that reason, and-that reason alone,
i ; w ill allow you to depart in peace. Go!”

“T guess I'm going. Good-bye, cocky !”

The Head, purple with wrath, turned
hastily into the House. Gunter—or
Barker—swung round the trap, and drove
down to the gates, amid a buzzing crowd
of excited Rookwood fellows.

The trap dashed away. ‘The juniors
gazed after it till it vanished round the
bend in the road.

THE END.

(Particulars of next week's stery in
the Editor's Chat below.)

»

e G e i e e e e e e o U UG SN P S S S

FOR_NEXT FRIDAY!
OUR CRAND CHRISTMAS NUMBER NEXT WEEK.

‘* COKER’S SHORT REIGN!”
By Frank Richards.

This story deals with the position created
Ly the election of Coker, the Fifth-Former at
Greyfriars, as captain of the school. Loder,
the bullying prefect, is defeated, and all his
soheming comes to nought. But the electors
soon get tired of Coker, and there is another
election. You will read alleabout that in
‘next week's issue of the “Popular.”

“ THE TRAITOR QUEST!”
By Owan Conquest.

This grand Rookwood story deals with
Jimmy Silver & Co.’s Christmas. Jimmy, in
a moment of generosity, invites Lattrey for

the holidays,  and, needless to say, greatly
regrets it! This is a grand story.

BILLY BUNTER'S CHRISTMAS
NUMBER.

is (;he finest supplement we have had in

the “Popular.” 1t is packed full of good
TrHE PoruLAR.—No.
NEXT

FRIDAY!

-time.

YOUR _EDITOR IS ALWAYS PLEASED TO
ngéx Fll}gM HIS R

EAD 3 0!
R,’”’ THE F EETWAY HOU

thmgs—artxcles. stories, and jokes! Do not
on any account fail to order your copy of
next week’s Grand Christmas Number of the
*“Popular !

THE BOOK FOR CHRISTMAS.

Undoubtedly every boy and girl looks for-
ward to at least ome volume at Christmas-
Undoubtedly, too, the boys and girls
want the very best volume on the market.
There is only one “very best,” and that is
the “Greyfriars Holiday Annual.” Thig
magnificent book is published to meet the
requirements of boy and girl readers through-
out the world.

There are over 350 pages of fun and fiction,
containing, as it does, long complete school
stories, adventure stories, helpful articles,
hundreds of illustrations, and many coloured
plates. There are puzzles for you to solve,
and riddles for you to ask.

On another page you will find a reproduc-
tion of the cover of this splendid “Holiday
Annunal.” Make no mistake when you go to
your newsagent. See that you get the
“Holxdg.y Annual.” There is nothing “just
as (o}

“POPLETS ' COMPETITION.
The competition is unavoidably held over
this week. Next week there will be a
bpeclal Christmas Offer!

GRAND ‘“MAGNET! CHRISTMAS
NUMBER NOW ON SALE!

Extra Pages—Coloured Cover—20,000 Words
Complete Story of Greyfriars, and Many
Other Features!

Get-a Copy To-day!

Result of “Poplets” Competition No. 38.

The Splendid Match Football
awarded to:

HAROLD W. GOODALL,
8, Humber Avenue,
Coventry.

has bcen

The Ten Prizes of Five Shillings each have
been sent to the following readers:

W. H. Pilgrim, 68, New Park Street,
Leicester; William Marshall, 133, Chaucer
Road, G@Gillingham, Xent; H. Gaskin, 10,
Gleave Street, Everton, Liverpool; John A.
Parker, Woodlands Cottage, Rawdon, near
Leeds; Stanley Lillywhite, 20, Meadowbroke
Road, Dorking, Surrey; Albert Reeves, 86,
Lancaster Road, East Ham; A. A. Day.
Station House, Yarmouth Road, Lowestoft;
Violet Cherington, 4a, Eglinton Lane, Glas-
gow, 8.8.; Billy Barnes, 5, Lindore Road,
Clapham Common, S.W.11; J. Shroll, 94,
Grafton Road, N.W.5.

Dour EDditor,

A GRAND cHRlSTgIAS TALE OF THE ROOKWOOD CHUMS.

“THE TRAITOR GUEST!™

y OWEN CONQUEST. i



—On Sale This Week!
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MANLY SPORT—HEALTHY EXERCISE
JUST THE THING FOR AN

AMIAS PRESENT.
BOXING GLOVES, 9/6

as illustrated, set of four. Youth’'s snc, 9/-

Punching Balls, 22/6

to fix from ceiling to floor, eomplete.
Cheaper qualities, 13/6, 15/6, 17/6
CHEST EXPANDERS, b/« 6/-, 7/6
SPRING DUMB-EELLS, 8/6
FﬂOTBAE Ls Cowhide, complete, fullsize,
8.p., 8/8, 11/63 12.p.. 15/8,
&/@;18-p., 19/€, 22/8, POOTBALLBOOTS 11/6,
12/6, 17/6 KNICKS, 2/-; HOSE, 1/9; PUMPS, 2/-.
thhmv shcddv Suong servmeable goods at lowest
prices. Test it. Your money returned if not satisfied,
includedd. for postage. Send p. c¢. for full catalogues.
TOM QARPENTER High Grade Sports Outfitter,
‘Morcambe Street, Walworth Road, S.E.17.
mlHHllllllllmllllllmllllmllllllllllllmm“!|HlllIllud“ml!’llﬂlillllI!llxlﬂlﬂ!“lil!!r

GREAT RIUSICAL DISCOVERY

ABRITISH INVENTION.
A pocket instrument that plays
in all Keys as perfectly as a
Violin, without the laborious
studyofscales‘ Theonly British
Made Pocket Instrument on
the market. Post Free—with
full ingtructions—1/9. Better
Quality 2/9, from :—

Range 33 Octaves.

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

HOME CINEMATOGRAPH
AND FILMS.

Send for free illustrated list of cheap
machines and films. BEnguiries Invited.

) . FORD’'S, Dept. A.P., =
13, Red Lion Square, London, W.G. 1

“ WONDER GLASS ” 8pecially Reduced !
A First-Class Cpera Gilass,

A Double Magnifying Glass.

A Long-Distance Spy-Glass.

An Optical Lens.
A Qompa.ss.

A Steréoscope.
J. LANE (Dept 3), 24, Thurstan Bmldmsa. Newton Street, Kingsway, W.C.2.

The Famous

direct from factory and SAVE POU!\DS 3!
World‘s finest Table Gx;:mds, nl;ortabl:. -Hornless \G

te selac& from. _Sent on 10 days’ trial, carriage paid,
thh gﬁ!unes and 400 needles. WRITE TO-DAY
utlfu}ky ﬂlustrated ART CATALOGUE.

(Dept 6105) BIRMINGHAM

‘ STRENGTHEN YOUR NERVES

Nervousness deprives you of employment, plea»urea, and ma.ny
advantages in life. If you wish to prosper and enjoy life, strengthen
your nerves, and regain confidence in yourself by usmg “the Mento-
Nerve Strengthening Treatment. Guaranteed Cure in 12 days. Used
by VicerAderal to Seaman, Colonel to Private, D.S.0.’s, M.C.’s,
M.M.’s, and D.C.M.’s. Merely send three penny stamps for particu-
lars.—GODFRY ELLIOTT- SMITH, Ltd.,, 527, Imperial Bulldmgs,
Ludgate Circus; London, E.C. 4.

Ventriloquist’s

MAG'G TRIGKS; ?ﬁiﬁ?ﬁéﬁ?s’ 1211/\?151?)/12' Imitate Birds,

Price6d.each,4forl/-.—T.W.Harrison,239, Pentonville Rd.,London, N 1.

FREE BOOK OF BARGAINS, 7id to £6, § ﬁ"“ &

Free—Watchel 7/11 to 96/-, Clocks, Jewellery. Accordlons._. =
Useful Goods, Novelties, 'l‘oy: Etc. X P
: GHET

A Big Novelty-- b -
PALACE

Pocket Cinema
and 100 Real
Cinema Film
Pictures 1/,
Postage 2d.
Delight or
Money Back.
Pain’s Presents
= House, Dept. 14P, E&stmg:.

v 200
NG'I'UHE

VENTRILOQUISH made easier. Our new enlarged book of eagy instruc.
tions and ten amusing dialogues enables anyone to learn this Wounderful
Laughable Art. Only 1/:, post free. “ Thougands delighted’’ (Dolls Supplied).
Thought-Reading, 1/.; Mesmcmsm 1/6.—G. Wilkes & Co., Stockton. Rugby, Eng.

NEMA FILMS AND MACHINES.—Comic and Cowboy Films.
Stzmp for Lists. 50-ft. Sample Film, 1/3.—TYSON & MARSHALL
89, Castle Boulevard, NOTTINGHAM,

wd

Gét a Copy To~day! =1

» = POST;
3/- FREE.®

Y&%’E’R )

'can be taken to pieces and rebmii

The Hornby Trains are quite different to -any other Clock-
work Trains, being strongly built in sections, and screwed
together \vxth nuts and bolts. You can take them to pieces,

‘clean them and rebuild them, and if a part becomes lost or
damaged, you can buy another and fit it yourself quite easily.

The Clockwork mechanism is strongly built and does not
easily get out of order. Hornby Trains last for ever.

Hornby Trains are made in the four types described on this
page, each type being obtainable in the correct colours of
the London and Notth Western,
and Caledonian systems.

It’s a Hornby Clockwork Train you want this
Standardised Parts.
Beautiful Finish.

Midland, Great Northern

Christmas !
Perfect Mechanism.

No. 1 Goods Set includes
Loco, Tender, and Goods
Wagon. Set of rails, inelud-
ing a 2ft. diameter circle and

This is No. 1 Passenger
Set with Loco, Tender, and
2  beautifully  enamelled
coaches. Complete set 38/6. 9 “yiraights. Complete set,
Locos, 18/8. Tenders, 4/6. 30/-. Locos, 18/6. Tenders,
Extra coaches, 6/6 each. 4/6. \Vagons, 4/6.

This is No. 2 Pullman. This
Loco is larger, and together with
the Tender measures 17in. long.
One Dining and one Pullman
Coach, Set of Rails making a
4 ft. diameter cirele. Complete
set, 8@/., Locos, 40/., Tenders,
5/-, Coaches, 16/..

No. 2 Goods. Similar to Ne. 2
Pullman, but with two Wagons
instead of Coaches. —Complete
sot, 57/6.. Wagons, 4/6 each.

Rails, gauge 0, suitable for all
above trains, stralghb or eurved,
6/- per doz.

FREE TO BOYS!

This {s a new and splendidly
illustrated book telling of
all the good things which
come from Meccanoland,
where the best boys’ toys
are manufactured. No boy
should be without this won-.
derful book.

TO GET A FREE COPY
just show this advertise.
ment to three chums, and
send us their names and
addresses with your own.

Address your leiler to Depl, X

Crossmgs, nghh or agcute angle
2/6 each.

Points, right or left hand (for
2. or 4ft.
5/- each.

diameter circle),

MEGCANOD LiMlTED BINNSRD : LWERPOOL
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NOBODY knows how many models can be built with Meccano.

Every day new ones are invented—every year Meccano boys send
in thousands of splendid new ones for the £250 Prize Competition.
There’s heaps of fun building Meccano models, heaps of fun working
them, heaps of fun taking them to pieces. It is the finest hobby in the
world for boys. No skill or study needed—the Big Book of Instructions
free with each Qutlit explains everything.

Choose Meccano for Your Chrzstmas Present

Great £250 Prize Competition @FREE TO BOYS!

. . A Splendid New
Closing Date, April 15th, 1922 Mecoano Book
Here is a splendid chance for keen inventive boys. - This isa new and spléndidly
Weoffer big prizesfor the bestoriginal models. ¥ull  illustrated book telling of
y particulars can be had from your Toy Dealer, or :olmgheﬁggl%d g’;gf:mﬁgr‘g‘
by writing to Meccano, Ltd., Binns Rd., Liverpool.  where the best boys’ toys-

B R PSP R R R R are manufactured. No boy
v should be without this _
wonderful book.
How to Get a
Free Copy

Meccano Prices
No. 0 Outfit- @/« No.5 Presentahon

Ve el ate

covnesvessannp

No. 1 Outfit- 10/ Outfit :in Oak Just show this advertise.
No. 2 Outfit- 20/ Cabinet, 100/~ ment to three chums, and - -
: "No. 8 Outfit- 30/- No.8Presentation sond us their nameés and
| No 4Ount-BO/ 0 Ouiit n Oak | pdirgmer vihayowovn
E No. 5 Qutfit- 70/~ Cabinet 180/- : for reference.
Write to=day

,MECCANO LTD BINNS ROAD : LIVERPOOL

e no.d 5 - :
e sfu’s‘.g‘s’"lffs’?; e | | [ BANG!
ey : : Otterburn.
; =3 if0J. N.Masters |
: B s : Tia. BANG!!
h Gm"fim;h—t :
s have use ese |
: boots sinee lasl
| | | BANG ! i
: haws not deen in | Blaze away, boys, 100 shots
s @ way repair. | : ?
: e;znt hc'w:sfdor. without reloading. &
s ¥ that my -
: roundia Joméles | The “QUICFIRA" 3
imm gy L hoved Price 1/3 post free. <
;‘,’ be gaTuslﬁed, 2 * (Postage abroad, $d, exlra.)
»- ours Truly,
: TOSH Perfectly harmless, but just the thing for
- B PAIBTE Amateur Detectives and Scouts. — Write
: your name and-address very plainly on a
MASTERS’ WONDERFUL tAJON' BOOTS sheet of paper, a.ttach this advt. and send
ELILT WITH BOUBLE LIES BT S, SO ER et Nt o _—
P—WA OOF — D ~W — Smethwie!
Here are the very finest long-mo Boots we have yet - F' GILMAN' 8' Grange Road’ Birmingham. |
constructed. Look at the back piece—like a back. E
bone—this keeps the boot always in shape. Look ab
~the Soles—they aré the famous Drl-ped Ipather— B
gives doubls wear, are bsolutely waterproof, is
ght, flexible, and mon-sii The uppers are fine
* seadsonz(lll ]%ox gaéf mgcrewgd and igltohed to the heel,
an ’ :
::&ﬁ;g? 1wl§lillc:h ew1‘u §§§§1,‘-’:§°m g,,’,f&‘ n:gf%;co? ,}’:,‘5 MONTHLY f' \ Packed Free. Casriage Paid. I;z);m; ?ﬁé;ér;egg";a;.
ing in wll sorts of weather, then send for a A
of these famous Dri-ped ‘‘AJON’’ Boots. germs plaos them within %&ﬁ:gﬁﬁnﬁn P;;lfvisﬁe alfi: Pn.:‘m Big Ba !gmm;
your reach. BSend 5/- now and promise 5i monthly atter delivery and S pSmle(‘i Y'd S ocondand Cycles, caticaction
iy)mx have the boots to wear while paying for them. - Full satisfaction or 0D A a‘,‘w R funded. “Wiite for Monster
eposw refunded. Send B/- to-day and say size required Price List free. g"a’al',‘r = 0x °“ey 5, e‘-‘ml 0fer of Sample Bicycle
MASTERS, LTD.,32, HOPE STORES, RYE, (Est. 1869.) s Rxo s R 'g;él_g COMPANY. _Inoorpd.
- MEAD Dopt. B807, SIRMINGHAM,
GARD TRlc Ks — Automatic Professional. Failure Impossible. No “« QCURLY HAIR!’—*It's wonderful,’’ writes B, 10,000 Teshmomals
Practice. Set Complete, 3/9. —WABERNS (), o ’
OSBORNE ROAD, SOUTH FARNBOROUGH, HAI\TS/ Proof sent. Ross’ ‘ WAVEIT’* OURLS STRAIGHTEST HAIR. 1/3,

(Stamps accepted.)—ROSS (Dept. P, ), 173, New North Rd., London, N. 1.

: AEROPLANE AND CATAPULT ELASTIC. -—-Besb qguahty only.
1-16th, 1-8th, 3-16th, and 1-4th inch thick. Price id., d 6d.
per foot. Orders 1/- post free.—GREENAWAY, 5, New Iun Eall St., Oxford.

pon valwo 4. | FESTS.ERROARRE OF NOURSRIE LS A0
L Fd N alue 2a. g
The Boiar PEN. -Cot AND SAMPLES FREE.—BACKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

Send 13 of these coupans with onla' 2/9 direct to the Fleet Pen Co.,

118, Fleet Street, London You will rec%we by xietmlno? spl%ndld g'IN%lgvﬁ'g?%EﬁiK:l dA(grlx?mrI:‘txﬁnlgs'ée’nIfiog?tfgf-l%:rggls‘igx%ﬁs};ﬁ?nm
B - 1d Ni bh d Fleet. Fountain n, value ine, = s

M;g;igx,}g%%ero;% ‘1:\"5113)&0 If oxih e1 cou;%n 1Osgnt. thebprxce is 4/9, 2d. (bemg Stamp for Bargain Lists.—A. E. Maxwell (Dept. §), 434, GeorgeSt., Hastings,
allowed for each extra coupon.up tp 12. (Pocket Clip; 4d. extra.) This great =
offer is made to introduce the famous Fleet Pen to the POPULAR readers. FUN FOR ALL §—Ventriloguist’s Voice Instrument. Invisible,
Satxsfactxon guaranteed or cash returned. Foreign post extra. Astonishes, Mystifies. Imitate Birds, Beasts,

Laver Self-Filling Model, with Safety Cap, 2/- extra. atn. 1/. P.O. (Ventriloquism Treatise included).—Ideal Co., Clevedon, Som.
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Advertisement offices: The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4. Subscription rates: Inland, 1ls. per annum; 6d. for six months.
Abroad, 8s, 10d. per annum; 4s, 5d. for six months. Sole ao‘ents for South Africa: The Central News Agency, Ltd. Sole a?ents tol Australia and New
Zealand: Messrs. Gordon & Gotch Ltd.; and for Canada, The Imperial News Co., Ltd., Saturday, December 17th, 1921 DN




