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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Fourth Form Mean Business !
«“ EAR me!” said Mr. Bootles.
The master of the Fourth
Form at Rookwood blinked
round the Form room over his
spectacles.

Mr. Bootles was a minute late for his
class that morning.

Naturally, he expected to find the
Fourth there waiting for him.

But of all the Rookwood Fourth,
Classical and Modern, there was only
one member in the Forin-room, and that
was Mark Lattrey, the outcast of the
school.

“Bless my soul!” went on My
Bootles, in great surprise. *‘Lattrey,
whete are your Form-ellows? What—
what ?"”

He blinked inguiringly at Lattrey.

“They haven't come in yet, sir,”

miurttered Lattrey.
“ Most extraordinary ! ejaculated Mr.

Bootles. “Very extruordinary !”
Latirey came forward towards the
master.

There was a harassed look on his thin,
sharp face.

“1f you please, sit——"" he began.

“Well 7"

“I=1 think it's got something to do
with me, sir.”

Mr. Bootles raised his eyebrows.

“ With you, Lattrey?”

“Yes, sir.’

“I really do not understand you,”
said Mr. Bootles testily. “Do you mean
to say that the whols Form are staying
away on your account Don’t talk non-
sense, ttrey [

“There—there’s something on, sir,”
muttered Lattrey.  “The—the fellows
want me to leave Rockwood !’

“Quite natural, under the ecircum-
stances|” snapped Mr. Bootles. “You
ean hardly expect the boys to feel other-
wise, Lattrey, after your ruffianly action
which resulted in depriving one of your
schoolfellows of his sight.”

“Dr. Chisholm allows me to stay,”
said Lattrey sullenly. “T isn’t for the
fellows to decide.”

“Quite so—quite s0. I must see into
this matter,” said Mr. Bootles hastily.
“Do you know where the juniors are at
present, Laltrey?”

“I think in the Common-room, sir.”

“ Very well. You will remain here,”

“VYes, sir.”
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Mzr. Bootles whisked out of the Form-
room, somewhat excited and angry.

Lattrey sat down in his place, his
face dark and clouded.

The black sheep of Rookwood was
bent upon ‘sticking it out at the
school, in spite of the scorn and avoid-
ance of all the other fellows.

He hoped in time to live down what
had happened.

That was%not likely, however.

Mornington, of the Fourth, was blind,
and it was Lattrey who had caused that
terrible catastrophe.

It was a thing that the Rookwood fel-
lows were not likely to forget or forgive.

Mr. Bootles whisked away towards
the junior Common-room,

All the other Forms were at work,
and the master of the Fourth was very

 irritated by this insubordination on the

part of his own Form.

He threw open the door of ihe
Common-room, and found himself in the
presence of the Fourth.

The whole Form was there, Classical
and Modern.

First lesson was taken with Mr.
Bootles by both divisions of the Form.
And in staying “out” this morning
it was clear that Classicals and Moderns
were in agreement.

It was but seldom that the rivals of
Rookwood found themselves in accord.

But in this case the accord was com-
plete, and almost unanimous.

Jimmy Silver, the captain of the
Fourth, was addressing the Form from
a chair, when the door opened, and
Tommy Dodd, the leader of the Modern
side, was punctuating his remarks with
“Hear, hear! which was a sufficient
proof in itself that the lion and the lamb
had made it pax, so to speak.

Jimmy jumped down as the Form-
master whisked in.

The buzz of voices died away.

All the fellows realised that the situa-
tion was serious.

Tubby Muffin and Leggett backed out
of sight behind the window-curtains.

Peele and Gower looked very uneasy,
but most of the fellows faced the Form-
master calmly.

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr.
Bootles. “ You—yot are here! What!”

“Yes, sir,” said Jimmy Silver quietly.

“Why are you not .in the Horm-
rocom?” z :

{CopyFight in the United States of America.)
. &

“We are staying out, sir.”

‘“We are—we is!” murmured Arthur
FEdward Lovell under his breath.

“Bless my soul! Ave you out of your
senses, Silver?” exclaimed Mr. Bootles.
“You have no permission to stay out this
morning.” :

Jimmy Silver pointed to Mornington.

The blind junior was there, with Kit
Erroll, his chum, by his side.

“You see Mornington, sir,” said
Jimmy Silver quietly. “You know
what’s happened to him. Lattrey ought
to be sent to prison. At least, he ought
to be turnecf) out of Rookwood. rWe
refuse tc go in to lessons with Lattrey !”

“You—you refuse?” ejaculated Mr.
Bootles, in amazement.

“We're all in this, sir,” said Erroll
quietly. “The Head knows that Lattrey
ought to be expelled. He’s chosen to let
him stay, but he can't compel us to
associate with him.”

“Do you venturs to dictate to your
headmaster 7’ exclaimed Mr. Bootles.

“In this—yes, sir!” said Jimmy
Silver

‘“Bless my soul |”

Mr. Bootles was at a loss.

The juniors were looking grim, and it
was clear that they did not intend to
obey his order to proceed to the Form-
room.

Exactly what Mr. Bootles was to do
was not clear.

Certainly, he could not take the whole
Form by the scruff of the neck and
march them in. .

“Once more, I order you into the
Form-room !’ he said at last.

Silence. But the juniors did not stir.

T must, then, call the Head to deal
with you,” said Mr. Bootles.

He paused a moment or two, but there

was no reply, and no movement. He
left the Common-room somewhat
agitated =

The Fourth-Formers looked at one
another ‘in grim silence.
They awaited the arriv he Head.

THE SECCOAD CHAPTER.
Unconquered !
(U -OW for it !” murmured Lovell.
N A heavy footstep was heard
in the corridor.
Jimmy Silver drew a deep

breath, and looked towards the door.
Jimmy was the prime mover in the
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alter, though the other fellows were

acl\mg him up heartily.

Whether the juniors would face the
Head, as -they had faced the Form-
master remained to be seen.

Tt was not easy to think of disobeying
the orders of the Head in his stately
Presence. :

There was a hush in the Common-
room as the stately figure of the Head,
with rustling gown, appeared in the open
doorway.

Dr, Chisholm’s face was hard and set.

His reasons for allowing Mark Lat-
trey to remain in the school were not
known to the juniofs.

They were not reasons he could have
explained, even if he had considered it
necessary to make explanations to the
Lower School.

But he did not in the least.

The Head was a great disciplinarian,
and anything in the nature of question-
ing his authority was sure to arocuse his
ire, whatever motives the mutineers
lmght have.

His look was thunderous as he gazed
into the Common-room. -

Some of the fellows evinced a disposi-
tion to get out of sight behind the others.

But the ma;onty stood firm.

“So0!” The Head's voice rumbled
like distant thunder. ‘“So it appears
that this Form has taken upon itself
to disobey a Form-master’s orders, and
to question the authority*of the ‘head-
master of Rookwood!”

Silence.
1 GO
instant !”
The Head made a commanding ges

ture,

There was a hasty movement among
sowe of the fellows. But Jimmy Silver’s
voice rang out.

4 “Stand where you are!”
“The movement ceased.

“Silver I’ thundered the Head.
you instructing your
disobey me?”

“We have explained to Mr.
8T

* Mr. Bootles has informed me of your
unexampled impertinence !”” thundered
the Head. ‘I decline to hear it re-
peated. You are plainly the ringleader
in this mutiny, Silver. I order you into
your I’om} room !
shall be taken to the station by a prefect
within ten minutes, and sent back to
your home!”

“O"z crumbsi™
Dodd.

Jimmy Silver’s face was pale now.

But he did not stir.

“Tattrey, siv ” he began.

“T am not here to discuss Lattrey with
you, Silver. T am here to see you return
te your duty. If the Fourth Foerm does
not obey me at once, you, Silver, will be
imnmediafely expelled and every other
member of the Form will be publicly
flogged.”

There was a gasp .from Tubby Muffin.

The fat Classical scuttled out from
behind the window curtains and started
for the door.

Peele and Gower hurried after him.

Lovell caught Jimmy Silver’s arm
anxloualv

Jom pmy !

““We're staying out, Lovell.”

“Youw're not gomg to be sacked, you
fathead 1”

“Took here—

“Come on, as="’

Lovell fan’ly dragged the captain of
the Fourth to the door. The rest of the
juniors followed.

Dr. Chisholm stood aside,
as the juniors passed.

NEXT
FRIDAY]

inte yowr Torm-room  this

“Are

Form-fellows to

Bootles,

murmured Tommy

12

frowning,

Disobey me, and you |
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Not a fellow remained in the Common-
roomt. :
Jimmy Silver’s face was white with

anger as he went. But the Head’s
threat was too mmuch.
Jimmy pictured his sudden return

home early in the term—the dismay and
amazement of his father and mother. It
was too much.

After the first moment’s resistance he
went quietly along with Lovell

With a stern face, the Head followed
the juniors into the Fourth Form-room.

Mr. Bootles was there, awaiting them.

Mr. Bootles’ kind face was very dis-
tressed.

He sympathised to a great extent with
the rebels, and the whole incident was
painful to him.

In grim and gloomy silence the Fourth
Form went to their places.

The Head surveyed them with a frown-
ing brow.

“This Form will be detained for two |

hours this afternoon, as a punishment
for insubordination I’ he said. . ““If there
is no recurrence of it, I shall allow the
matter to drop there. Bub remember
this—if the slightest disrespect or dis-
obedience is shown to Mr. Bootles this
morning the delinquent will be punished
with the. greatest severity. I am ashamed
of this Form !

And with that Parthian shot the Head
swept out.

“Ahem—ahem !”
Bootles.

The ecrushing of the revolt had been
complete—so far!

But Jimmy Silver & Co. had yet
another card to play—unknown either to
the Head or the Form-master.

The “staying-out ” had been only the
first step.

That action had made it clear to the
Head in what light the Fourth regarded
his amazing leniency to Lattrey.

If he did not choose to do what the
whole school expected of him, there
were consequences to follow—already
decided upon. :

Mr. Bootles had no trouble with his
class that morning, although he had
quite expected it.

The juniors liked their Form-master,
and had no desire to give him trouble.

They knew, too, that in his heart, Mr.
Bootles shared their feeling with regard
to Lattrey.

The good little gentleman’s only desire
was to smooth over the matter, hoping
that there would be no more of it.

But Lattrey, at least, knew that there
would be more of it, and his face was
clouded that mommg.

Tt was a half-holiday that afternoon,
but the sentence of detention had to be
carried out.

When morning lessons were over, Mr.
Bootles directed his class to return to
the Form-room at the usual hour for
afternoon classes.

The juniors left the
quietly. -

Mark Lattrey looked round rather
nervously outside the Form-room. But
the other fellows did not approach him,
or speak to him.

They moved off at once to the junior
Common-rooni.

The plan of campaign was to be dis-
cussed before dinner.

Erroll took Mornington ot inte the
quadrangle the blind JlL}’llOl walking
with his grm in his chum’s. .

But the rest of the Fourth turned up
at the meeting.

Jimmy Silver mounfed on a chair.

“We ve taken thé first qtep you
o naid, = “IH ha%nt been a

murmured  Mr.

Form-room

i e

] ou.,

Grand Supplement! 3

“dP\Qtten failure !” remarked Town-
send.

“Shut up, Towny !’

“V\'e didn’t know ho\\ it would turn
contmued Jimmy Silver, unheeding
Townsend. *“ We wanted to make it clear
to the Head that we wouldn't stand
Lattrey in the school at any price. It
was his duty to kick Lattrey ouf, and he
hasn’t done it. IHe knows What we think
now, and he’s taken no notice.’

“An’ he won’t!” said Peele.

“Now we've got to take the second
:,tep said Jimmy Silver. “The Head
won’t expell Lattrey. But Lattrey's
gomo to be expelled 1

¢ Hear, hear |”
“Gammon!” said Cower.
“Dry up, Gower I
“Order 17

“If the Head won't expel him, the
Fourth Form will do it,” resumed Jimmy
Slher “We've decided on that, and
we'te going to carry it out.”

“You'll get sacked,” said Topham.

“T'm risking thatt?

“T'm jolly well not goin® fo risk it !”

“Yah! Tunk!” bawled Lovell.

Townsend shrugged his shoulders.

“Tunk or not, Im not backin’ up
against the Head > he answered. “It’s
not good enough Come eon, Toppy;

I'm fed nup with this!”

Townsend and Topham cleared off, and
two or three other fellows followed them.

The matter was getting too serious for
their taste.

“ Anybody who feels funky had better
clear out while he’s got the charice,”
said Jimmy Silver quietly. “Once in,
there’s no drawing back.”

Jimmy's invitation was accepted by
several more fellows.

But the majority, both Classical and
\Indmn remained.

“*Now the Bolos haxe gone, let’s get
on with the washing,” remarked Rd%}',
and there was a laugh. -

“You know the programme,” said
Jimmy. “Lattrey is going to be aacked
He’s entitled to an inquiry by the Head,
and a just sentence—and he’s geftmﬂ
neither. The Fourth Form are; there-
fore, going to take the matter in theit
own hands, and give him a fair chauce,
and sack him.”

“ Hear, hear !”

“Fo will be sentenced to expulsion by
the Form, and sent away ! 1” said Jimmy
Silver ﬁ)mlv “J know it’s an unusual
thing—-"

“My hat! It is, rather!”

“But what else can we do? Arve we
going to stand that rascal here ?”

“Never |”

“Tl'e Head refuses to do his duty, and
we're gomg to do it for him. Lattrey
will receive his sentence, and he will be
taken away and put in the train for
home.”

“Great Secott!”

“There’ll be trouble with the Head
afterwards,” said Tom Rawson.

“7 know that!”

“And it will be jolly »euous bedad !
remavked Flynn,

“We shall have to face that together.
We've got to stick to one another, of
course. If one or more fellows get the
sack, the others have got to leave the
school with him, and see hinr through.
If it comes to expellmg nearly the whole
of the Fourth Form, the Head will have
to call a halt.”

“Heal, hear 17

“ Any fellow who funks it can get out
while there’s still time.”

But there were no more -defections.

Jlmmy Silver had the hearty support
of the Fourth.

¢ Look here,”

[

said Tommy Dodd, “it’s
THE PorULAR,—No. 158,
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all very well about letting the funks off,

but I don’t see it. - The Fourth ought to
stand togetl}er as one man against the
enﬁzmy. United we stand, divided we
fall.”? -
“That’s so.”
“If it comes to a tussle, we want the

Form all in it,” continued Tommy;
“and I vote for compulsing the
shirkers.”

*Hear, hear !”

“It may not come to that,” said
Jimmy. “If the Head lets Lattrey go

when we turn him out, well and good.
We don’t want trouble in the school.
But one thing’s dead certain—we don’t
stand that rascal Lattrey here any
longer 1

“ Hear, hear!”

Upon that point there was unanimity
and grim resolve, and the meeting broke
up in 2 mood of great determination.

Lattrey was to go, and if there was
trouble with the Head afterwards, Jimmy
Silver & Co. were prepared to face it.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The OQutcast !

R. BOOTLES was relieved to
M  see his Form turn up for their
1 detention at the appointed

hour. .

He had feared a repetition of the
morning’s outbreak, and the mnecessity
for another intervention by the Head.

Mr. Bootles flattered himself that the
trouble had blown over.

But the quietness of the Fourth was
only the calm before the hurricane, if he
could have guessed it. 3

The juniors went steadily through their
detention task.

Lattrey was not detained with the
rest; he was the only member of the
Form who had not given offence that
morning.

But the cad of the Fourth was not very
cheerful that afternoon, though he had
escaped detention. <

He was “gated ” by order of the Head,
since his surreptitious visits to a certain
disreputable inn had come to light.

His only resource was to ‘‘mooch ”
about the quadrangle, and smoke cigar-
ettes in his study, and wonder how long
it would be before the affair blew over.

The other Forms were enjoying their
usual half-holiday, and a football match
was going on, on the playing-fields,
between Classical and Modern fags.

Lattrey, bored with cigarettes in his
study, strolled down to the football
ground to look on.

KFag football was mostly kick and rush
and roar, and the scene was quite lively.

Lattrey did not find it very interesting,

however.
" Algy Silver, Jimmy’s cousin in the
‘Third Form, was looking on, with his
hands in his pockets and a frown on his
hrow. :

Algy had made friends with Lattrey,
though he had not spoken to him since
the accident to Mornington, excepting to
tell him to keep his distance.

But the “sport ” of the Third looked
so ill-tempered and disconsolate now that
Lattrey was encouraged to  make
advances again.

KEven the company of a discontented
fag was better than “mooching ” about
with his hands in his pockets.

Moreover, Algy Silyer prided himself
apon being “goey,” and it was a keen
enjoyment to Lattrey to - encourage
Jimmy Silver’s cousin in breaking the
rules of the school, and sinking deever
into blackguardism,

“Not playing, kid?” remarked
Fattrey, joining the fag near the goal-
posts,

-Algy Silver looked round surlily.

THE PoPULAR.—No. 158

NEXT
FRIDAY!

“THE REBELS!™

It was on his lips to tell the outcast of
Rookwood to sheer off, but he did not.

He was™feeling lonely himself.

“Wegg won’t play me in the Third,”
he said, with a sneer. “He says he

won’t play a goat who smokes! Silly
fool I
“Cheeky ass!” agreed Lattrey.

“ You’ve got good little Georgies in the
Third, it seems, same as we have in the

Fourth.”

“T'm sick of Rookwood!” growled
Algy. “Dull hole, after what I was used
to at High Coombe. Rotten shame to
send me here !”

“You have the great advantage of
being under your cousin. Jimmy's eye,
and brought up the way you should go,”
suggested Lattrey.

—“0Oh, nats 1

“You don’t enjoy that?”

“No, I don’t!”

Lattrey smiled.

“Your Form’s detained,” remarked
Algy, locking at Lattrey rather curiously.
“Was it because they won’t stand you
any longer? ’Erbert says so.”

‘“’HErbert’s a sneakin’ little cad !’ said
Lattrey.

“But was it ?”’

“Never mind! You don’t get on with
your cousin Jimmy any better than I
do,” sneered Lattrey. ‘“Are you keen on
watchin’ this game?” -

““ Bored to tears!”

“Come up to the study, then.”

Algy hesitated.

He fully agreed with the rest of Rook-
wood in being “down’ on the rascal of
the school, and he did not want to have
anything to do with Lattrey. But he
was in a perverse mood, and he was
angry and peevish. &

He nodded at last.

“Banker ?” he asked.

“Yes; if you like.”

““All serene; I'm on!”

“Trot along, then,” said Lattrey checer-
fully.

They moved off towards the School
House.

f“Silver . !” bawled a fag. ‘‘Let that
cad alone. He’s in Coventry!”

“Go and eat coke!” was Algy’s reply.

And he went into the House with
Lattrey.

A few minutes later they were in
Lattrey’s study and cards were on the
table, and the two young rascals were
smoking and playing.

That was Lattrey’s honourable occupa-
tion while his Form-fellows were grind-
ing through their detention task.

Lattrey was finding his afternoon
enjoyable, after all.

In the present odium in which he was
held he had been unable to indulge his
favourite vice of gambling of late.

It was a pleasure to him to see the
glimmer of the"cards and to hear the
chink of the money once more.

It was not so much pleasure to the
reckless fag of the Third, because
Lattrey was winning his money.

But the more he lost, the more the fag
was determined to win it all back—which
exactly suited Lattrey’s game.

The silence was broken suddenly by
the tramp of many feet in the passage
outside. Latirey started.

The detention was over,
Fourth Form were released.

They had evidently returned to their
quarters. :

Lattrey rose quickly from the table.

“Better lock the door !” he remarked.

Algy chuckled.

“Safer, perhaps,” he agreed. “We
don’t want cousin Jimmy lookin® in here
just this minute.” :

Lattrey crossed quickly to the door.

He uttered a savage exclamation of
A GRAND

and the

anger as he found that the key was migge
ing from the lock.

o : gad 1 =

“What’s the row?” asked Aley, look-
ing round from the table. : k

23

LS

said Lattrey, between hif
teeth. : -
“My hat! Looks as if your pals meant
to pay you a visit this afternoon, and
didn’t .want you to lock them out,”
grinned Algy. ‘ Somebody’s taken it !™

The same thought was in Lattrey’s
mind, and he was looking round hastily
for some means of securing the door.

He seized a chair, and shoved it
against the door, to jam it back under
the handle.

But before he could do so the handle
was turned from without, and the door
pushed open.

“He’s in here!” Tt Lovell’s
voice. ‘“Come on!”

Latirey, alarmed now. jammed his foot
desperately against the door, while he
strove to shove the chair in position
under the handle.

“Hallo! He’s holding the door!”

“Shove away !”

“Now, then, altogether!”

“Help me, Algy!” breathed Lattrey.

The fag rose hesitatingly. But his
help would not have been of much use,
and there was no time for it.

Half a dozen fellows were shoving
hard on the outside, and Lattrey was
pressed back.

He yielded at last, and the door flew
violently open, and Jimmy Silver & €o.
swarmed into the study.

was

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

in the Hands of the Philistines !

ATTREY jumped back, panting.;
I The Fistical Four were first in*

the study.
After them came the Colonial "

Co. and the three Tommies of the
Modern side.

Lattrey cast a wild look towards the
doorway. :

_ But outside the juniors were swarm-
ing.

There was no escape for the outcast
of Rookwood.

Algy Silver stood by the table, a
cigarette still smoking between his
fingers, quite at a loss.

Jimmy started as his eyes fell upon
his eousin,

“You here, Algy!” he exclaimed.

The fag gave him a look of defiance.

“T can be here if I like, I suppose!”
he retorted. =

Jimmy suppressed the angry reply
that rose to his lips.

He was not there for a dispute with
his cousin.

“Get out!” he said briefly.

“T'll- get out when I choose!” said
Algy independently.

In answer to that, Jimmy Silver strode
towards him and grasped him by the
shoulders. : : .

Algy roared. s e =

“Let go! Leggo, you rotter!”

“Stand clear, there fellows
said Jimmy quietly.

“Right-ho !

“Ha, ha!” -

The crowd outside the door surged
back.

With a swing of his strong arms
Jimmy Silver sent the sport of the
Third whirling out. 3

Algy swept through
collapsed on the floor.

Three or four boots impinged upon hig
YARN OF THE ROOKWOOD GHUMS.
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the doorwﬁy, and
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person as he «pxawled there, and helped
him along the passage.

The fﬂcr disappeared, with a howl.

Then the crowd closed up in the door-
way again, :

Lattrey would gladly have followed
the fag, but there was no chance of that.

With clenched hands and a bitter look
on his face, the cad of the Fourth waited
for what was to happen.

Jinmy Silver turned to him, his eyes
gleaming.

“Come with us,

1 wont!:

“Take his
come !”’

“What-ho!”

Latirey backed away, breathing hard.
- “What do you want?”’ he muttered
thickly. “What do you want with me,
hang you? Tl yell, and bring Bulke
ley here as I did before !”

“¥You won't yell this time?” said
Jimmy Silver grimly. “You’ll have
gm}i mouth stopped fast enough if you
o.

Raby sicked up a duster and folded
it, evidently for wuse as a gag, if
wanted.

Lattrey, with Lovell and Newcome
grasping ‘his -arms, was propelled to-
wards the door,

In the passage he made a desperate
attempt to shout for -help.

But a hand was clapped over his
mouth at once, and the intended shout
died away in a gurgle.

“No, you don’t!” remarked Comoy

Shok the duster in his mouth,
Raby I’

“ You bet!”

“Gurrerrrr !’ came from Lattrey, as
the duster was driven into his mouth,
filling it, and effectually silencing him.

Yu Ryn produced some whipcord,
and
knotted 1t behind Lattrey’s head,

“That does it I he remarked,
march 1”

Lattrey's eyes were dilated now.

The  aneasures that the TFourth-
Formers had already taken showed that
they were in deadly earnest.

His face was pale with mingled fear
and fury.

He had a hope that he was to be
taken down to the Common-room, and
that a prefect of the Sixth Form might
spot what was going on, and come to
his rescue. :

But Jimmy Silver & Co.
taking the risk of that.

They were determined not to be
stopped, even if Bulkeley himself, the
captain of Rookwood, had chipped in.

But they did not want trouble with
the prefects, if it could be helped.

Their business was with Lattrey.

Instead of going downstairs they
headed up the passage, and Lattrey’s
brief hope died away.

]It was into the box-room that he was
taken.

It was a large room, but it was pretty
well filled by the time Jimmy Sll\el &
Co. had crowded into it.

“Shut the door!” rapped out Jimmy.

Tommy Dodd closed the door and
locked it.

The Fourth were
tion now, even if a

Lattrey I”

arms, Lovell and New-

“Now

were not

safe from interrup-
prefect came along.
Lattrey had sunk down on an empty
box, and he was sitting there, his
dilated eyes watching the grim juniors.
fle had never seen Jimmy Silver &
Co. in a mood like this before.

‘hipped it round the duster and

R gy

it.

Jimmy Silver passed a rope round Latirey under his arms, and fastened
Then four pairs of hands swung him cut of the box-room window
in the gathering dusk, and he was lowered te the ground.

(See Chapter 5.)

It was only too clear that the
Fourth Form did not mean to accept the
Head’s decision unquestioningly.

But at all events they could not turn
him out of Rookwood, he said to himself

savagely. ‘And if there was a ragging
there would be punishment for the
raggers.

But he was feeling extremely uneasy
and apprehensive.
“Now to busmeas 1" remarked Tommy

.| Cook.

Jimmy Silver  removed the duster
from Lattrey’s mouth.

Lattrey gasped for breath.

In the box-room, at the end of the long
corridor, his shouts were not likely to be
heard if he shouted for help.

The Fcurth~Forme‘rs gathered round
eagerly.

‘“What is this foolery for 7’ hissed Lat-
trey. “I warn you that if there’s any
ragging I shall go straxgbt to the Head
about it!”

“There isn’'t going to be any rag-
ginu ” said Jimmy Silver.

“Gh! What's the game,
found you ?”’

“You are going to be expelled from
Rookwood.”

Lattrey jumped.

“What ?” he ejaculated.

¢ Stand there!” said Jimmy. “You're
going to be given a fair hearing, same as
if you were Defore the Head. If you've

then, con-

He was wondering what was comlng got anything to say in defence, you can
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{ Jimmy Silver. & Co.

say it, and you'll be heard. We're doing
this duty because the Head's left it in-
done.”

“You—you fool!” panted
“How can you expel me?
mad ?”’

“Not at all.”

“Sure, it's aisy enough,” remarked
Tommy Doyle. * You'll be klcl\cd out
and put in the thrain for home, you spal-

en |

“You ecan’t do it1”
furiously.

“You'll see!”

“You dare not!”

“Wait and ‘seel”
Dedd.

“Yes, rather! Wait and see. And
not so much of your irrelevant.rhetoric |
chuckled Lovell.

Lattrey clenched his hands

The hare-brained scheme was evidently
a deliberate intention. The juniors were
in earnest.

Yet Lattrey could hardly believe that
svould have the

such a plan inte

What would the Head say?. What
would he do?

But the Fourth Form of Rookwood
were facing that. From' their point of
view their headmaster had failed in his
duty, and they were determined that
that duty should not remain undone,
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Lattrey.
Are you

shouted Lattrey

grinned Tommy

hardihood to carry
effect.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Expelled !

ET on with the washing,
Jimmy !’
briskly.

said Tommy Dodd
“Go it, Jimmy !

Head now !”
“Good old head’ Ha, ha!”
said Jimmy Silver.

“I'm going !°
cmxled Lattrey . “Do

“Now, La.ttrey
“Oh shut up !”

you thmk I m going to take this foolery

sermusly

“You can please yourself about that,”
said Jimmy coolly. “We're taking it

You're the

seliously and that’s enough for us.
You’re accused—-——
“Hang you I”* ,

“ Silence !”> rapped out Lovell.

Lattrey ground his teeth. -

“You know what you re accused of,”
said Jimmy Silver “If you've anythmg
to say, we’ll give you a hearing. You
biffed Morny with a stone in a snowball
and he licked you for it, as you deserve
a dozen times over. You hit him in the
face with a heavy metal candlestick, and
injured him, and he became blind in con-
sequence. You might have been sent to
a reformatory for it. You would have
been, only Morny himself begged his
guardian not to prosecute you. After
that you've the nerve and brazen impu-
dence to stay at Rookwood ! There’s the

charge against you in a nutshell. Have
you anything to say?”

““ Hang you ! :

“That isu’t evidence ! remarked Pons.

“ Anything else?” remarked Jimmy
Silver, unmoved. “T’'ve said that you'll
-have a fair hearing, if you choose. You
can look on me as the headmaster, em-
pmvexec}l to expel you from the sdlool =

“Is that ail‘?”

“You 1otter! You

“That’s enough!” said Jimmy Silver.
“You've no defence to make. We can
get on with the washing.”

Lattrey set his lips.

“It was an accident about Morny,” he
muttered at last. **You ean’t believe I
ever meant——"""

“T know that. But you hit him in
the face with a heavy weapon, never
thinking or caring of what the result
might be.”

CI—T
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“It was the act of a cowardly rufhian,
a sneaking Hun, not the kind of fellow
we want at Ruokwood,” continued
Jimmy Silver.  “If it hadn’t had such
an awful result it would still hayve been a
dirty, cowardly, hcoligan trick, that you
ought to be sacked for. As it was, it
blinded Morningtou. He may never ie-
cover his sight. And you're the cause.
If you had as much decency as a Prus-
sian you'd want to get away from the
school. How you can look any fellow in
the face here after it beats me.”

“I’'m not going ¥’ said Lattrey be-
tween his teeth. “T’ll stick it out here,
in spite of you all!”

“That’s your intention, is i6%”

“That'’s it ; and P'm sticking o it.”

Jimmy Silver looked round.

“1 want to be fair to the worm,” he
said.  “The sentence goes by the
majority. I put it to the Fourth Form

of Rookweod that that reptile ought to
be expelled from the school. Hands up
for expulsion.”
A forest of hands went up at once.
The meeting was unanimous,

Of all the Fourth, Classical and
Moderrn, not more than six or seven
fellows were absent, and all present

assented.

“Hands up against!” added Jimmy
Silver. ‘
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Not a single hand was raised.

“That settles it!1” said Jimmy. ‘‘Lat-
trey, you are sentenced by the Fourth
Form to be expelled in disgrace from
Rookwood School I

‘“Hear, hear!”

“Fool I” shouted Lattrey.

“The sentence will be carried out at
once. You will pack your box, if you
choose, and it can be sent after you.”

“T shall pack nothing !”

“ As you like. Will one of you fellows
cut a\\ay and get ILatirey’s coat and
cap?

“Pm your man!” said Lovell.

The door was unlocked, and Lovell
quitted the box-room.

Lattrey stood breathing hard, looking
savagely from face to face. In every face
he read nothing but grim determination.

“You fools! You fools!” he muttered,
in a choking voice. “You can’t even get
me out of the school! You know you
can’t!”

Jlmmy Silver did not trouble to
answer. - He waited for Lovell to return.

The early winter evening was falling,

and the shadows were deepening in the
room.

In a few minutes Arthur Edward
Lovell came back into the box-room, with
Lattrey’s coat over his arm and the cap
in his hand. - :

“There you are, Lattrey,”
quietly. *‘Put them on!”

“1 won't ¥’

“Put them on him, you fellows!”

Lattrey struck out savagely as he was
seized. But he was held, and the coat
was forced upon him, and the cap
jammed on his head.

Then Lovell and Conroy seized his
arms.

Jimmy Silver looked at his watch.

“The last train fmm Coombe to
Latcham leaves at six,” he said. “That’s
the train Lattrey is to catch. From
Latcham he can look after himself.”

“Tm nct going to Coombe!” hissed
Lattrey

SVou arel”

Jimmy S:lver opened the box-room
window.

“Shove that his
again, Lovell!”

“ What-ho!”’

Lattrey uttered one desperate’ =hout
before the duster was jammed inte his
mouth.

The whiperrd secured it in place again.

Ho stood silent, in the grasp of the
juniors, his eyes burmng

Jimmy Stlver tock a strong knotted
rope from a trunk, where it had
svidently besn placed in readiness.

He passed the rope round Lattrey,
under tirs arms, and fastened it.

Lattrey understood then, and his teeth
bit furiously into the duster.

‘Three or four pairs of hands swung
him out of the window in the gathering
dusk, and he was lowered to the ground.

Ihe Fistical Four followed him from
the window. 'The rest of the Fourth left
the box-room by the door.

“Clome on!”

The Fistical Four gathered closely
round Lattrey, and hurried him away in
the glocm.

Lattrey could not resist with an iron
grasp wpon both of his arms, and he
could not call for help, with the dustel
~hoking all utterance.

With burning eyes he trampecf in the
midst of the four Classicals, as they led
him by devious ways vound the School
House, taking cdre to keep out of sight
from the windowd.

Jimmy Silver & Co. reached the school
wall, where it was darkly shadowed by

A GRAND

said Jimmy

duster over jaws

“THE REBELS!"™ : it

the beeches, and there” they found a
crowd of the Fourth already arrived.

It was clear to Lattrey that all the
proceedings had been cut and dried ' m
advanca.

Cenroy and Pons and Van Ryn were
“bunked ” to the top of the wall, the
trees screening them from the view of
the quad. if anyone had been out of
doors in the chill evening gloom and
mist.

Jimmy tossed the rope up to them.

The three Colonials grasped it, and
Lattrey was drawn up the old stone wall,
and landed on the top.

He began to struggle there, but he was
dropped outside the wall, and lowered
into the shaduwed road.

The three Colonials jumped down aft,eL .

him, and he was pinioned again, as
was making clutches at the gag in
mouth. :

“'No, you don’t!” smiled Conroy.

And he replaced the gag firmly.

The Fistical Four followed, and then
the three Tommies.

The rest of the Fourth remamed within
walls. -

There were ten juniors gathered in
the road with Mark Lattrey—more than
ample to look after him.

Lattrey, unable to resist, v alked
among the juniors, - till the d1m glimmer
{)f the village lights came in sight at
ast.

Jimmy Silver looked at his watch b)
the light of a match.

“Pienty of time for the train!” he
1emarknd

“I say, we can’t take the rotter into
the station like this,” remarked Tommy
Dodd doubtfully.

Jimmy shook his head.

“No, we can’t,” he agreed. fBut
we're going to take him. You cut on
and take Lattrey’s ticket, Lovell—take it
to Latcham—that will save any de%av.
We'll give you five minutes.

“Right-ho!”

Lovell was back w ith the ticket within
five minutes. and the juniors hurried on
to the village with Lattrey.

J The duster and whipcord were
removed, and Laitrey panted for
breath. E

His eyes were glittering in the gloom.

“Do you think you’ll get me to the
train?’ he hissed. “The moment we
set foot in the High Street I'll yell for
help 1”

“1 don’t think you will,” said Jimmy
Silver quietly. “T've thought of ail
that, Lattrey. Hold him, you fellows,
and smash him if he makes a sound.”

“I’ve got my knuckles ready for his
nose !” said Lovell.

Jimmy Silver took out his pocket- kmfe
and ripped the duster.,

“Open your jaws, Lattrey!”

“1 won’t!”

“Take his nose and chin, you chaps!”

“Yow-ow! Groogh!?

Lattrey’s jaws came open,
Lovell’s grip on ais nose and chin.
had no choice about that.

Jimmy Silver jammed the portion of
the duster into his mouth, just filling it,
and at‘a sign from him Lovell Jammed
Lattrey’s jaws shut again.

Then Jimmy took Lattrey’s handker-
chief and his own, and tied them to-
gether round Lattrey s mouth, chin, and
one side of his face in fhe manner of a
bandage. :

(Continued on page 11.)

YARN OF THE ROOKWOOD CHUMS.
By OWEN CONQUEST. i
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Last of Lattrey
IMMY SILVER halted just out:zde

Coomtle.

with
He
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A Magnificent Long Complete Story, dealing with the Early Adventures of HARRY
WHARTON & CO. at Greyfriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Mysterious !

6 H, hang!”
Thus Bob Cherry, of the Remove
\ Form at Greyfriars. The usually

= cheerful fighting-man of the Re-
move tould not sleep, and he lay tossing from
side to side in his bed in the darkened dormi-
tory. For Bob Cherry had much to worry
over at the time. -

Paul Tyrrell, his cousin, a creok who had
tied from justice, had returned, He had had
the astounding audacity to take up_ the
position of footer coach at Greyfriars, and
ever sinee He had recognised Yorke as Tyrrell,
Bob Cherry had scarcely had a moment's rest.
That Yorke was at Greyfriars for some shady
purpose Bob had not the slightest doubt.

Up to the preseat, Yorke had not shown
interest in anything save the football qualities
of the Remove. Still Bob was suspicious—
and it was his worried, suspicious mind that

. was keeping him awake.

“Hallo! What’s the’ matter over there?”
called a- voice softly.

“Can’t sleep, Marky!” said Bob Cherry.
“Ate you going down to swot to-night?”

“I'm just going down now. Must do a bit
to-night,” replied Mark Linley, the scholar-
ship-boy from Lancashire. “Coming down,
as you ean’t sleep?”

“I won’t disturb you, Marky!”

“That’s all right!” 3

Bob Cherry * dressed himsclf. He was
worried and sleepless; he knew that he would
not sleep, and he was glad of the break
in the wretched monotony of a wakeful night.
It was not a new thing for Mark Linley,
the scholarship junior, to steal an hour from
the night for .his study.

He was working for an examination, and,
as he said, it was getfing on his nerves a
little, and interfering with his sleep. An
hour’s grind downstairs with his books -would
send him back to the dormitery tired enough
to sleep.

The two juniors left the dormitory quietly,
and descended to the Remove passage. They
entered Study No. 13, and Mark closed the
door carefully before he lighted the gas,
and laid a rug along it to keep the ‘glimmer
of light from escaping into the passage.

Then he got out his books.

Bob Cherry sat down in the
with a corrugated brow.

“It will be a rotten thing for veu, sitting
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armchair,

there doing nothing, Bob," said Mark, with
a glance at him.

#0Oh, it's all right!”

“Why can’t you sleep?”

“Worried !” said Bob briefly.

Bob Cherry’s manner did not encourage
inquiry, and the scholarship junior turned to
his work. -

Mark - worked away steadily for an hour,
and Bob Cherry sat in the armehair and
watched him working.

The Lancashire lad hardly looked up from
his books in that time, and Bob Cherry did

not speak. He was not in a humour for
talking, and he did not want to disturb
Mark.

Mark closed his books at last, with a
sigh, as the hour of midnight tolled out from
the clock-tower.

Greyfriars was very silent.

The last door had closed, the last light
had been extinguished, save that in Study
No. 13, where the scholarship boy had been
“swotting.” .

“Finished?” asked Bob.

Mark nodded.

“Yes; I feel tired enough to sleep now,”
said Mark.

“1 suppose I'd better come, too,” said
Bob, rising and stretching himself. 1
sha'n’'t be able to sleep. It’s rotten to have
a2 worry on your mind!” -

“I suppose so,” said- Mark, looking at him
curiously. “Blessed if I can understand you
at all lately, Bob.
matter with you!”

“There is!”

“Can’t yoa tell an old pal what it is?”

“] wish I could,” said Bob, with a sigh.

“Then pile in!” <

Bob Cherry shook his head.

“Well, I won't press for any secrets,” said
Mark. “I wish I could help you, that’s all.
It seems to me jolly queer. Let's get back
to the dorm.”

He turned out the light, and opened the
door. -

The juniors crept softly upstairs. To re-
gain the Remove dormitory they had to pass
the door of Mr. Quelch’s bed-room. Mr.
Quelch, the Form-master of the Remove,
was known to be a light sleeper. and if he
had heard them there would have been
trouble.

Mr. Quelch encouraged hard working
among his boys, but he would have frowned
very severely upon midnight swotting. To

There’s something the

he discovered outside their dormitory at that
hour would have meant heavy punishment
to both the juniors.

They reached the upper passage, and as
they drew near to Mr. Quelch's door Mark
suddenly laid his hand on Bob's arm.

“Hold on!" he breathed.

“What is it?”

“Quelch is up!”

“1 didn't hear—"

“Quiet "

They remained silent, crouching against
the wall in the darkness, and listened in-
tently. There was a faint sound in the dark-
ness—the sound of a deor being closed with
infinite caution, and it was within a dozen
paces of them.

They strained their ears.

There was a light footfall—so faint that
they would not have heard it if they had
not been listening with all their ears.

Another, and another—closer!

They crouched harder to the wall, their
hearts thumping. Mr. Quelch had come out
of his room for something, and he was com-
ing towards them.

Had he discovered them? But that was
impossible! In the darkness he could not
have seen them. Besides, he would have
spoken to them, or turned on a light, at
once. And why had Mr. Quelch closed his
door in that caufious manner? Why was he
walking on tiptoe down the passage?

They felt the walker pass them ; they heard
his breathing as he passed, and he almost
touched them, but not quite.

Then he was gone, in the direction of the
stairs. e

Every faint sound died away, but for many
minutes the juniors remained quict, mobion-
less, with beating hearts.

Mark Linley broke the silence.

“That’s queer!” he muttered.

“It was Quelch!”

“J—I suppose s0!"

“Must have been,” whispered Bob Cherry. -

“That's his door along there, and we heard
it shut!”

“I heard it open,*too!”

“Queer that he should tiptoe about like
that!” muttered Bob. “Perhaps he’s on the
track of something—looking for some chap
who's broken bounds, perhaps! He may have
found out something about ZLoder’s little
excursions !” =

“Perhaps!”
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“What aré you thinking about, Marky?”

S donn think it was Mr. Que!chs door;
after all,” said Mark, in a low tome. “Feel
along the wall hiere, We're only a yard from
Queleh’s door.”

Bob Cherry caught hLis breath.
thick darkness of t,he passage it was difficult
for the juniors to “place” themselves. But
Bob knew that Mr. Queleh’'s bed-room door
was-the first from the direction of the stairs.
He groped along the wall, and felt the door,
searcely a yard further on than where they
had been crouching. But the door that had
opened and shut was ceztam‘y further along
the passage. It had not been Mr. Queleh’s

door at all: it was the door of the next
room.

“The door further on, ,Bob,” whispered
Mark. “It wasn't Quelch.”

Bob Cherry was shivering.
“Phe next door belongs to Ty—to Yorke’s
(” he said,
Ves,

“Then it was—wag——"

“It must have been Yorke, and not Que!(_h
.»L all, who came out and passed -us.t
ce?” murmured Bob Cherry.

“ont

THE,sECOND CHAPTER.
“Face to Face!

OB CHERRY stood still.

—~~¥t-seemed to him for a moment or

- two that his

oo oheatos

Yorke—alias laul Tyrrell! :

It was his cousin who hagd left his reom
eantiously at midnight, and was creeping
downstairs in silent shocs, on tiptoe.

Why? y <

All Bob’s suspicions seemed to come sud-
denly to a head now.

What was lis cousin creeping about the
house for at midnight, when the rest of
Greyfriars was fast asleep?,

Bob trembled.

Queer!” said Mark.

“Yes,” said Bob thickly.
very queer!”

“I- suppose it's no bizney of ours,* said
Mark, after a  pause. “We'd better get back
to the dorm.

“¥ou get baek, i\L’n’ky!”

“But you?”

heart ‘xadr ceased to

“1t's queer—

“I'm going into his room.” _
“Into his room?” repeated Mark, in
mmumeut “What on carth for?”

“To make sure,”

“What does it matter to. us?”

“It matters a lot to me!”

“Hold on, Bob!” said Mark Linley, catch-
ing his chum’s arm again as he was moving.
«Pon’t be an ass, you know! We may be
mistaken; it may have been Quelchy, after
all. If the man Yorke is in bed—"

“Well, it won’t hurt him to look at him.”

“But—hut- what excuse 2

“I don’t want any excuse!” °

“Bob, old man, chuck it! There will be
4 row about this! Yorke wont stand
fellows
and disturbing him. He’ll complain

“Hde won't complain of me!”

“How do you Fnow?”

. “Never mind how—I do know!” said Bob.
“You cut back to the dorm., Mark:; I'm
going into the rotter’s room, to make sure
about this.”

“Better come back!”

“Rats!”

Bob Cherry groped along the dark passage.
Mark Linley followed hin, - wondermg

“I'm coming with you, Bob,” he said.
“You're not going te do it alone, anyway!

If there’s going to he trouble, we’re both
w il
“Better get back to the dorm!”

““Rats!” said Mark Linley, in his turn.

Bob Cherry made no re]omdei He reached
the door of Mr. Yorke's room, turned the
handle, and opened it quietly. The two boys
listened in the doorway for a sound of
breathning. All was pitch dark within, bhut
it there had been a sleeper in the bed they {
must have heard some sound. -But the
silence was unbroken. -

Bob Cherry stepped into the room, and
* fambled in his pocket for a box of matches.
There was a scratch, and a flare in the
darkness.

Light ;:hmmnui in the rooni.

Both the juniors glanced instantly towards

the bed. It was empty. The room: was
THE PoPULAR.—No. 158.
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poking into his room at midnight .
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empty, save for themscives., There wag 1o
sign of Cecil Yorke.

The match burned down to Bob's fingers.
He did not notice it, till he gave a sudden
start of pain, and droppéd the mateh.

The room was plunged into darkness again.

“He's not here!” said Mark,

Bob Cherry clenc ed his teeth.

“] knew he wasn't,” he said.

“And the hed hasn't been slept in.”
0

“He hasa't heen fte bed at all,” said
Mark. g

“No,” said Beb again.

“What can it mean?”

“TPhat’s what I want to know!” L
“He went to bed before eleven,” said
Mark. “He was in the dark then. We

passed this door going down, and there was
no light wmder it. He must have been in
| the dark, but he wasn't in bed. But Te
must have heen in his room. If he had come
up to bed later we should have heard him,
while we were in the stude”

“Yes, he was iw his reem.’

‘Sxttmg up m the dark,”
wonder. “Why?"

“Tg give the impression that he was gone
to bed as usual, of course!” said Beb
Cherry grimly.

‘But——hut why?”

“HPe was waiting for the rest of the sehool
to he asleep, o that he could sneak down-
stairs in the dark Ly himself!”

“But why?” muttered Mark again, in utter
wonder. “Why, Bob? You speak as if you
knew!”

“I d‘cm’t know,

“How?' =

«I'm going to ask him when he “comies
back !”

said Matk, in

e

yut I'm going to koow!

“Bob:!"

“I shall swait here for him,” said Bob
quietly. “You go hack to the dormitory,
Mark. I want to see kim alone!”

Mark Linley did not move.

“You suspect him of something, Bob?”

“Ves,”

“Of what?”

“I hardly know, but-I suspect him.”

“1t looks %u~pmous, but he may have an
explanation.”

“If he has he can give it to me.”

«He's hardly likely to do that, Bob.”

“He will bave te,” s’nu Bob, between his
teeth. “I'll muke him’

“You can't, Bob, old man.
back to the dermitery. After
business of ours,” urged Mark.

“It is my husiness.”

Mark paused.

“You mean that it's true that you did
know the man hefore he came liere, as some
of the fellows say," Mark said, at last,

Better come
all, it’s no

“Yes it’s. true.”

“Do you know any harm of him?”.
“¥es !

“Ygu mean, he's a wrong ‘un?’

“A dead wrong ‘un.”
Mark Linley whistled softly.

“PBob, old man, that alters the case. But
if you knew that he was a wrong un,
oughtn’t you have told the Head?”

groaned.

“‘verv likely, Mark; bub—but it wasn’t
easy.”

“Why not:?”

“Becali“e he's my eousin,” said Beb, at
last.

Mark started.

“Yorke—your cousin?”

“Yes,” groaned Bob.

“Not the cousin who wrole to you from
Seuth Africa ¢’

“Yes; the one I told you abeut.”
“But you said his name was Fyrrel—Paul
Tyrrell?”

“So it is”

“But thlS AL -— —

“He’s here under & ,c\'be pame.”

There was a dead silence in the shadowy
room. Mark Linley understood at last-—-
understood the trouble that bad been cn
Bob Cherry’s mind for he past week. Ne
further explanation was needed now.

“I—F'm sorry, Bob,” he said, at last. “ I-—
I didn’t guess an)bhm;: like this, ef eourse.”

“Qf course vou didn’t,” said Bob dreanly
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“and the others didn't, But you see ‘now
why I couldn’t stand hearing $hat villain
telling lies to the fe}Iews-—-you uﬂderstand
now that he was lying.”

“I understand mew.”

“Of conrse, this is a seeret ) between us,
Mark. 1 don’t want anybody else to kmow
that Yorke is my cousin,” said Bob hastily.
“T've had te tell yfm, but—"

“0f course it sha’n ﬁ go auy farther, Bob,”
said Mark quietly. “You can trust me.”
- ‘HI know [ ean, Marky,” said Bob grate-
u

“And you want to stay here and see him?”

“Yes, I'd bei;ter see him alome—you
understand that now.”

“I understand now, Bob. I'll clear, I'm
awfully sorry for this, old chap. 't get
back to the dorm—and mum’s the word.”

“Thanks, Marky!”

The Lancashire lad stepped quietly out of
the room. He returned to the Remove
dormitory, theugh not to sleep. He was
tired, but he lay thinking of his chum—
waiting down  there in the dark for the
myst,ewous football coach to return teo hxs
room?

Boly Cherry waifed in silence.:

Where was his eousin?

The man had been gepe half an hour or

-more—it seemed like *hours to the junior,

wa(.)mng there alone in the darkness.
e |

The elock struck again.

Then the half-hour rang out.

Bob Cherry, echilled and trcmbled stxrred
uneagily, had groped to a chmr ang
was sitting down, and waiting, = and
wondering. ==

What was the man doing?

Where was Yorke?

Had he left the School House? Did His
midnight excursion mean that he had left
the school—that hé had holted? Why could

| he not have gone in the daylight?

But if he was still in the house, w‘nab dxd
it mean? -

There seemed to be only one explanfchm»,
and it was the suspicion that had been lurk-
mq at the back of Bob Cherry’s mind ever
since his cousin had come to Greyfriars under
a false name.

Once hefore an attenpt had' been made to
rob the school at numt te carry off the
‘valuable Greyfriars plate. worth more th&m
a thousand pounds.

The Greyiriars silver was well kuswﬁﬂ”%
g: gvas a prize worth the efforts of a thm!

ks
i Could even Paul Tyrrell h.we descended to

at:

\’&ae he thinking of robbing Greyfriars—
of -biting the hand that fed him, j‘hﬁe an
ungrateful dog?

Bob Cherry was sick at the thought.

He had driven the suspicion from his mind
again and again, but it would return. He
knew that Tyrrell must have some undis-
e10§ed motive for remaining at Greyfriars.
If it was not this, what was it? And where
was he now?

Perhaps he had e¢ffected the
robbery, and fled!

Bob started as he thought of it.

Then he reassured himself.

The bprief glimpse of the light by the
match had shown him TFyrrell’s bag and coat
and hat and other bhelongings still in the
room.

The man would return to his room hefore
he fled, even if he robbed the school.

Indeed, he was most likely to remain, und
brazen the matter out in the morumg
Excepting for Bob Cherry, there would be
notliing to comneet him with the theft, if it
occurred:. He would receive the pews with
surprise in the niorning like the rest of the
sehoul~h1vmw alreddy‘hmdm the plunder
in some secure place, to be removed later.
Thug he would bc able to leave Greyfriars
unsuspected, after the lapse of a week or
two to avert suspieion. and emjey his il
gotten gains in peace.

Bob Cherry cienched his hands.

Were his suspicions carcying him too far?

He wondered.

There was a sound in the passage, and his
heart beat. He rose to his feet, and waited,
his hamds tightly elenched.

It was his cousin returning.

Bob Cherry heard him come into the room
and close the door softly, and then there
a sound of a faint chuekle.

'l)rrell groped towards the bed. and sat
on the edge of jt, and Bob heard him taking
off his rubber shoes.

£Countinued o1 page 13.)
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@ N YOUR EDITOR S

By
BILLY BUNTER

My Dear Readers,—What is money?
I

e received several answers to this
question. Bob Cherry replies: “That which
Billy Bunter is always short of!” And
Hurree Singh, who always mixes up our
(Rrovetrbs, says: “Money is the loot of
all evil!” Skinner—the beast!—declares that

“Money is a commodity which Billy Bunter
is always trying to raise on the strength of
imaginary postal-orders.”

Not one of these answers is satisfactory.
My own answer is as follows: “Money is the
stuff that makes life worth living.”

Gold, silver, copper, paper-money, postal-
orders—all these . things help a fellow to
enjoy life. Without them, a chap might
as well throw up the sponge.

There are some people who pretend that
they have no use for money. *Give us the
simple life, and the joys of Nature,” they
say. Well, I've nothing to say against the
joys of Nature. A country walk may be all
right; but without money it wiil be all
wrong. What are you going to do when you
get tired and hungry, and you come to an
attractive teashop? What are you going -to
do if you look in a shop window, and see
a bicycle or a watch that takes your fanecy?
TUnless you have money, life is a misery and
a mockery. I. know fhat from bitter
experience.

I know two fellows in my own Form. One
gets as much as two pounds a week pocket-
money. The other gets sixpence—and he has
to walk four miles to cash the postal-order!
There is a tremendous difference in the dis-
positions of ‘these two fellows. The wealthy
chap is always smiling. Life, to him, is
one grand sweet song. But the poverty-
stricken, tanner-a-week fellow is as miserable
as they make ’em. And no wonder! The
poor chap can’t buy himself any tuck, or

togs, or toys. He spends his days mooning
and moping. I'm nrot going to tell you the
fellow’s name, but his quarters are not a

mile from Study No. 7!

Money has been in my thoughts a good
deal lately. So much so, that I have
decided to publish a Svecial Finance Number
of my “Weekly.” It ought to prove as
popular as the PoruLaR itself! It is
packed with fine features, though none of
them come up to the high literary standard
of the Editorial, of course!

Your pauperised pal,

Your Editor.

Supplement L.}
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The Song of
the Gobbler !

(Adapted from * The Cobbler's Song ")

il

!
§

Written by
DICK PENFOLD.

Sung by
BILLY BUNTER.

1 sit and gobble with fork and spoon
From the rise of sun to the set of moon.
Gobble and gobble as hest I may,
Gobble all night, and gobble all day,
And I sing as I gobble this doleful lay.

The more I gobble the more I need,
I never say “No ” to a first-class feed.
The fatter I get the more I eat,
And my figure is wreally a perfect
treat !
* * *

And as I gobble and gorge in Hall,

The words of- Quelch like thunderbolts
fall :

“ Bunter, you fat and greedv boy,

You sha'n’t have a sixteenth saveloy !

And my heart gives a jump—though
not with joy. .

1

Pies I gobble, and puddings, too,
Curry and rice, and a bowl of stew.
Doughnuts, cakes, and tarts galore;
Then I rise to my feet and howl for
more !
* * *®

I sit and gobble with fork and spoon
At morning, midday, and afternoon.
Gobble and gobble as best I may,
Gobbling the golden hours away;

And I sing as I gobble this doleful lay.

Sporisman and helo bully and beast,
Stand in need of a stunning feast.
Why then worry? Both rich and poor
Snacks and spreads alike adore!

Bleooooooooe o\>o<>\~<><><>}§@
Stock Exchange
Notes !

%

By FISHER T. FISH.

There is another drop in oils. The petrol-
tank of Coker’s motor-bike is leaking!

€ * 3

Rubbers were in great demand this morn-
ing. Everybody made mistakes during the
drawing lesson, and wanted to erase them,

% * *

Home rails are in a shocking condition.
The railings near the football-ground have
been broken down completely.

* * *

There continues to be a brisk demand for
shares in the Greyfriars Ham Sandwich and
Pawned Pickle Jar Corporation. Applications
for shares should be made to the managing-
g‘i'rﬁctor of the concern—Mr, Fisher Tarleton

ish.

® # %

Minerals are going very slowly. Mrs.
Mimble, at the tuckshop, tells me she only
sold two bhottles of ginger-pop in a week!
This cold weather has made the sale of
minerais a “frost.”

&® * L ]

Shares in the Courtfield Cinema Company
cost five pounds each. Bué you can purchase
them at flve guineas apiece from Fisher T.
Fish, and save yourself the beastly fag of
tramping over to Courtfield.

% * %

Coppers are not doing very well. P.c.

Tozer has made no arrests for a month!

* * *

. Woollens are very brisk, Alonzo Todd hav-
ing bought himgelf a new muffler!

* ¥* ®

In fact,
school

Steels are very well to the fore
Billy Bunter “steals” {from the
kitchen every night! =

(Be careful, Fish! There’s such a thing
as a law of libel, you know!—Ed.)
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By Fetty Wynn ——

e T

B

T was Figgy’s idea, and Figgy deserves
full credit for it. Trust a New House
fellow to think of these things!

Piggy was looking very serious when
he came into the study for tea.

“What's wrong?” inquired Kerr.

“I've prepared a feast fit for a king,” 1
added. You ought to be smiling all over your
chivyy, Figey, instead of leoking like a chap
who's lost his way in a snowstorm!”

Figgy dropped inte a chair.

“1've just been reading the local rag,” he
said. “It appears that they've got to close
down two of the wards at the cottage hes-
pital. That means twelve beds less, and
there’s a long list of patients waiting for
admission as it is.”

“But wherefore this thusness?” asked Kerr.

“Lack of funds,” said Figgins briefly.
“There’s a collecting-box ocutside the hospital
—which .depetids entirely on voluntary econ-
tributions, you know—and it’s only eon rare
oecasions that anybedy drops a copper in.
They elear the box at the end of each month.
At the last clearance, how much cash do
you think they discovered?”

“Two quid?” I said, hazarding an estimate.

“No. Two bob.”

“Oh, my-hat!®

“Of course. there have been other contri-
butions—sent through the post, and that sort
of thing. But there haven’t been enough to
keep the place going, so two of the wards
are being shut up.”

“ A rotten state of affairs,’

“ Beastly!”

Figgins seemed to be taking it to heart,
for he merely toyed with his focd.

“It’s a shame that our hospitals should
have to suffer and go. short,” he said
“Charity ought to begin at home. And yet
2 Jot of the public money is going abroad.
I know there’s a frantic lot of distress in
some of the countries on the Continent, but
I think we ought to relieve the distress in
this country first.”

“Hear, hear!” I said.

“But what can we do?”
helplessly.

“We must help,” said Figgins. ¢ We must
get those wards open again. What do you
say to a penny frail?’’

“A trail of pennies stretching from the
gateway of 8t. Jim's to the gate of the
bogpital 7°° T said.

“Exactly! Tom Merry & Co. and Jack
Blake & Co. will give us a hand with it. The
St. Jim's fellows ‘will start the trail, and
then we'll eall on all the pedestrians and
motorists to give a hand.”

% Ripping !”

“Of course, we shall have to eollect hun-
dreds and hundreds of pennies to do any
good,” said Figgins; “but I think we shall
succeed.”

“The thrce of us can set the ball rolling
with a hundred pennies,”’ said Kerr. “ When
do you propose to start the trail, Figgy?”

“Saturday’'s a good day. There will be
more people on the road then.”

We continued to discuss the arrangements,
and when we made them public dozens of
fellows volunteered to help.

Saturday dawned bright and clear.

The penny trail was started after breakfast.
We went to the tuckshop and changed our
silver, and led off with a hundred pennies.

The Terrible Three sontinued the line with
another hundred. Then Jack Blake & Co.
added a hundred.

The coins were placed at the side of the
road, so that they should not be disturbed
by traffie.

The trail grew rapidly. Arthur Augustus
P’Arey, who had reeceived a big remittance
that morning, caused a semsation by coming
on the scene with two hundred and forty
pen?ies‘ which he proceeded to add to the
trail.

At every ten yards or so a fellow was
posted in order to guard the trail.

Pedestrians  were stopped, and politely
asked to make the trail longer, and in the
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said Kerr.

asked Kerr

mujority of cases they comtributed cheerfully.
Redfern and Lawrence, of the New House,
carried a banner, which explained the objeet
of the trail.
“We're going

: along famously!” said
Figging, his eyes gleaming.

“We'te not a

quarter of the way to the hospital yet, but |

we'll stick at it all day.” z

He broke off and hailed the driver of a
passing ear. The man wore a fur coat, and
was oozing prosperity. He slowed up, groped
in his pocket, and produced four half-crowns,
which he tossed into the roadway.

“Convert 'em into pennies, and earry on
with the good work!” he said, as the ear
leapt forward.

“Thanks awfully, sir!’” shouted Figgins.

“ Wish there were a few more like thab
about!” remarked Kerr. “ We should get to
the hospital in no time!” 4

By lunch-time the trail extended half-way
to the hospital.

The St. Jim’s fellows went in to luneh in
two relays, so that the trail could be gnarded
all the time.

In the afternoon the road became congested
with traffic of every deseription, and the

The motorist tossed four half-crowns into
the roadway. ““Convert ‘em into pennies,

and carry on with the good work!” |

he said.

trail prospered.
land it seemed as if half the population of

 the little town had turned out to help.

Men, women, and children—chiefly women
—appeared on the scene with pennies. And
half an hour before dusk the great work was

complete, There was a trail of pennfes
extending from= St. Jim's te the cottage
hospital !

The hospital authoritics made arrangements
for the money to be collected. The counting
of it occupied them until a late hour, and
it was found that there was sufficient money
to reopen the two wards.

A full description of that wonderful penny
trail appeared in the loeal Press.
was very modest about it, and he had
insisted’on his name not being mentioned.

Personally, however, I do not believe in
the good deeds of others being hushed up,

so I am giving full publicity to Figgy’s stunt |

in these columns.
I think you wiil all agree that it was
simply splendid of Figgy. But when we told

him so he merely shrugged his shoulders, and |

hastily changed the subject.

“ What do you fellows think of our chances
in the next Houce mateh?” he asked.

But the subject of the penny trail was not
to be finally dismissed; for Figgy received a
letter next morningffrom tlie matron of the
cottage hogpital, -and the nice things she
said about him brought a blush to his
cheeks, :

Undoubtediy Figgy had deserved well of
his country !

‘ % BAGGY TRIMBLE!

| Ves,

As it drew near to Way-

But Figgins | (=

BILLY BUNTER’S WEEKLY.
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My name is Baggy Trimble, and my brains
would fill a thimble,
According to that cheeky bounder Clive!
I am weary and dejected; a remiftance 1
expected. :
Buf the beastly postal-order weon’t arrive!
T've beem wanting it for ages; for I have
no wealth nor wages.
I'm a pauperised young porpoise, so to

spealk.
All the fellows think it funny that T get,
as poecket-money,
Just a small and nimble sixpence every
week !

I should like to buy a cycle, but my stingy
Unels Michael i
Has buttoned up his pockets, don't you
know !
And for cash I vainly parley with my mean
old Uncle Charlie,

And I cannot raise a eent. from Uncle Joe.
They’re as stingy as they make ‘em. 1
should like to ge and shake ‘em
(They would tremble at the sight of my

physique).
Yet I camnot lift a finger; and in poverty
I'll linger,
With a revenue ef sixpence every week!
When I see a ghap like Gussy, whe's
finnicky and fussy,
Getting banknotes for a fiver every day,
I am jealous to distraction: hew I wish
that just a fraction
Of that hefty lump of wealth would come
my way!
T should ride about in motors,
on sé ned ble
And the pleasures I should have would be
unigue.
but what's the use of hoping? I shall
. have to go om moping, =
With an income of a tanner every week!

Why should others have the pleazure, and
the luxury and leisure?
Why should other fellows bag the £ s 4.9
1 should he for ever grateful if a loveky
piled-up plateful
Of silver, gold, and banknotes eame to me!
Oh, but what’s the use eof dreaming, of
plotting, and of scheming? .
For we never seem to eapture

s6

I shonld dine

what we

o on being

Uncle Tony

Sends me just
week !

PEEPS INTO THE
FUTURE!

1@

By George Kerr.

stony,” while my hateful

a miouldy famner every

TOM REDWING (Greyfriars).
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came a cropper so many times in con-
nection with his “stunts,” that it is
surpriging to see him keep bobbing up
with fresh ones. Yet he does. Nothing can
damp Fishy’s enthusiasm for long. He is ever
seeking ways. and means of adding to his
scanty supply of poecket-money.
His Iafest brain-wave was to insure fellows
afainst injuries on the football-field.
Full particulars of the scheme appeared
on the notice-board:

FISHER T. FISH, the Yankee junior, has

“ FOOTBALL INSURANCE!

All wise galoots will take advantage of my
wonderful scheme for insuring against injuries
sustained on the football-field.

By paying a paltey premium of sixpence, a
footballer will receive the following benefits:

g £ s do
(1) In the case of a broken arm
or a broken leg
(2) In the case of a
collar-bone -
(3) In the ecase of injuries not
serious enough to send the
vietim to the sanny, yet
sufficiently serious for him
to retire from the game ...
(4) In the case of ehills, eoughs,
and colds eontracted by
playing football 50
(5) For each separate bruise o
bump contracted whilst
playing 2 6

Don't delay! Take
amazing offer at onece.
(Signed) FISHER T. FISH.”

a0 0 0
broken
B )
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advantage of this

Harry- Wharton & €Co. were the first to
spot the anmouncement. They laughed.

“Pishy’s up to his old tricks again!” said
Bob Cherry. “He’s never happy unless he’s
getting semething for nothing!”

“This football insurance isn’t a bad
wheeze,” said Harry Wharton; “but it’s too
one-sided. Fishy will reap all the benefit.
He talks of paying out a fiver for a broken
limb. But how often do we get a broken
limb in a junior match? Not once in a blue
moon.”

“And he generously offers three quid for a
broken collar-bone,” I said. “But broken
collar-bones are as rare as golden sovereigns.”

“At the same time,” said Johmny Bull
thoughtfully, “it’s worth while paying a
tanner, and rcceiving half-a-crown for every
bruise or bump that one gets. There are
always lots of bumps and bruises; so I ques-
tion whether Fishy will make much capital
out of this stunt, after all.”

“T vote we go along aud pay our fanners!”
said Bob Cherry. =

“Hear, hear!”

We went along fo Fishy's study.

Business was very brisk. The apartment
was besieged by fellows eager to imsure.

Even Billy Bunter was there, eager to
enrol. The fat junior had unexpectedly found
a sixpence in the pocket. of his Sunday
trousers.

“One at a time, please, gents!” said Fishy.
- “I guess my motto is hustle, but I can’t
attend to thirty fellows at once. Now then,
where are we? Bulstrode, sixpence; Hazel-
dene, sixpence; Brown sixpence. I'll give you
your receipts in a jiffy.”’

Tishy’s new scheme was working like a
charm. He raked in no less than thirty six-
pences in a quarter of an hour, and found
himself with fiftéen shillings in hand. That
was very good, so far as it went. But what
would happen if somebody was unfortunate
enough to break a limb? How could Fishy
possibly meet the claim  But the Yankee
junior comsoled himself with the faet that

Supplement 11i.]

nobody was likely to mect with so serious an
accident.

The Remove's next football mateh was
against Courtfield Juniors. :

Now, Courtfield played a robust, bustling
sort of game. They did not stand on cere-
mony. Their backs were “big, overgrown
‘fellows who put their “beef 7 into every®
thing they did.

Fisher T. Fish went down to the ground
to see the match, fervently hoping that the
Remove players would come through un-
seathed. .

Alas for Fishy’s hopes!

The game was.only a few minutes’ old when
Harry Wharton, who was in the act of going
through on his ownm, was hustled off the
ball by ene of the burly backs.

Wharton fell heavily, and injured his knee
in so doing. The damage was not serious,
but it was sufficient for Wharton to have te
retire from the game. Had he “played on,
his knee might have given out completely.

Wharton limped off the field. Fisher T.
Fish watched him, with a groan.

“Ten bob gone!” he muttered. “Wharton's
bound to elaim compensation.”

After Wharton’s departure, play hecame
rough and ragged.

There were no deliberate fouls, but the

(L

laimants appeared in the study in a

swarm.  They surrounded Fisher T,

Fish.  ““Pay wup, Fishy!” *Half-a-
dollar, please!”

Courtficiders put in some heavy shoulder
charging. The Remove players were very
light, and they went down like ninepins.
There were no broken limbs nor broken
collar-bones, and nobody was badly enough
hurt to have to leave the ficld. But bumps
and bruises were as plentiful as leaves in
Vallombrosa.

In spite of Wharton’s absence, the Remove
had the better of the exchanges. They
were coustantly being bowled over; yet their
forwards were always on their feet again
in a twinkling, and making for goal. I
managed to net the ball, and Vernon-Smith
and Hurree Singh also scored, so that we
were three goals to the good at half-time.

In the second half there was quite a crowd
of minor casualtics. And when the final
whistle sounded, with the score standing at
five goals to one in favour of the Remove,
there wasn't a fellow on our side who hadn’t
a bump, or a bruise, or an injury of some
description.

Fisher T. Fish had left the ground in deep
disgust. He expected a big crowd of
claimants to invade hid study that evening.
And his expectations were realised!

Claimants appeared in a swarm. They sur-
rounded the insurance manager grimly.

“Pay up, Fishy!” g s

“Halt-a-dollar, pleasel?

Fisly

By Trank l\f&genf'

B

Folly =

“Two quid this way!”

Fishy gasped.

“Who said two quid?” he asked.

“I did,” said 'Bulstrode, with a grin.
“Eight bumps and eight braises, at half-a-
crown apiece. That’s my little packet.”

“Ha, ha, bhat?

“Guess I want proof before I start puying
out big sums like that!” said Fish.

“Feel my napper,” said Bulstrode. “You'll
find four distinet bumps there. And Fve two
on this arm and a couple on this leg. That
makes eight. Now, if you want to learn the
geographical position of the eight bruises
you: = :

Bulstrode’s sentence was cut short by the
appearance of Billy Buater.

The fat junior was coughing and splutter-
ing in a most alarming manner. But for his
portly appearance one might have thought he
was cousumptive.

“Gee-whiz!” gasped TFish.
matter with you, porpoise?”

“I "—cough!—“want fifteen bob "—cough!
—“from you "—cough! said Bunter.

“What’s the

“Fifteen bob!” echoed Fish aghast. “ How
do you miake that out?”
Cougliis and spluttering and sneezing,

Billy Bunter explained that -five shillings
compensation had been promised in the case
of chills, coughs, and colds contracted by
playing football. Bunter asserted that he
had contracted all three; and he held out
his hand for the fifteen shillings.

“But you haven’t been playing focter, you
jay!” hooted Fish.

“Oh, really, Fishy! I turned out this after-
noon for Friardale Fat Boys against Wapshot
Skeletons!”

“Ha, ha, hat”?

Fishy scowled.

“I guess you're not going to obtain money
by false pretences!” he said. “I've got as
much as I can do to meet the genuine claims.
In fact, I can’t meet 'em.”

At this there was a roar from the crowd
in the study.

“He can’t pay out!? s

“He’s bagged our premiums, and he won’t
pay compensation!”

“Bump him!”

“Pulverise him!”

The next few moments were like a night-
mare, o far as Fisher T. Tish was con-
cerned. He was very soundly bumped, and
his yells of anguish awakened the echoes,

And that bumping did not constitute the
end of his troubles. He was compelled to
refund all the sixpences which he had taken
in premiums. =

It was a very forlorn and dejected insurance
manager that was left groaning on his study
sofa. And that evening there was a curt
intimation on the notice-board that no more
foothall insurances could be effected!

DON'T MISS

Next Week's Grand
Number of

“BILLY -
BUNTERS WEEKLY.”

= - w o.n
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EDDY GRACE, of the Fourth, awoke

one morking and found himself
famous. At the tender age of
fifteen, Teddy had blossomed into

print—not as a writer of fiction, nof even
as a poet, but as the writer of the
“Children’s Corner ” in the local paper—the
“Latcham Chronicle.”

I'll tell you how Teddy came to get the
job. He was idly turning over the pages of
the local “rag” one day, when he came
across the following paragraph:

“We regret to record the death of Mr.
John Joicey—hetter known to our boy and
girl readers as ¢ Uncle Jack.” For nearly
twenty years Mr. Joicey had conducted the
Children’s Corner, and it will be extremely
difficult to find a worthy successor, to such
a charming and kindly journalist. For the
time beiug, the Children's Corner will have
te be suspended.”

“Dash it all,” murmured “Teddy Grace,
when he read that announcement, “it isn't
80 very difficult to do a Children’s Corner—
a few puzzles and tricks, and so forth! I'll
have a shot at it myself. It’ll help to kill
time during the long winter evenings.”

Teddy set to work with that enthusiasm
which was characteristic of him, and which
‘he always infused into everything he did.
It took him a whole evening to write a
Children’s Corner. And, let me at once say
—lest Teddy's mofives should be misunder-
stood—that he - was not writing it for
personal gain, but simply that the juvenile
population of Latcham and district might
not be disappointed at the absence of a
Children’s Corner.

Teddy started off with a cheery letter to
his “Dear Young Friends,” “and he signed
it “Uncle Ted.” Then he gave them a few
simple puzzles to fathom; after which he
showed them how to do certain tricks with
matches, and drew several diagrams to make

it clear. He finished up with a short fairy
story.

“There! 1 fancy that will fetch the
youngsters!” murmured Teddy. “I'll post

it off to the editor, and I won't breathe a
word about it to any of the fellows. After
all, it's quite on the cards that the stuff
will be turned down.”

. But it was not turned down. The editor
jumped at it. He liked Teddy's simple and
ﬁliqarmmg style. And he promptly sent for

m. 7

Teddy cycled over to Latcham on the next
half-holiday and saw the editor. A kindly-
faced man was this editor, but Teddy could
not help noticing how shabby "his clothes
were, and how underfed he looked.

This was not to be, wondered at, for the
“Latcham. Chronicle ” had a circulation of
only a few hundred copies. The advertise-
ments were scanty, and yielded very liftle
revenue. In addition to this, there was
a reporter, a compositor, and an office-boy
to be paid. The editor, therefore, found
it difficult to make ends meet.

“8it down, my boy!" he said fo Teddy
Grace. “Your Children’s Corner is ex-
cellent—even better, I think, than poor old

Joicey’'s! He sometimes used to go over the
kids’ head. He was too high-flown in his
language. Your own style is simple, and

cannot fail to appeal. I congratulate you!”
Teddy's face glowed with pleasure.
“You'll be able to use my Corner, sir?”
“I should like you to write one every
week, but——" The editor paused. His
voice faltered a little. “I'm . afraid I
couldn't pay you more than half-a-crown a
week. You see, this paper isn't exactly a
gold-mine—" =
Teddy Grace cut in quickly.
“I don't want payment, sir.
Tae PorvLAR.—No. 158.
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I want to write just for the
If my humble efforts make
happy, that's all 1 care

expect it.
pleasure of it.
the youngsters
about.”

The editor laid his hand on the junior's
shoulder.

“] am glad to hear you 'say that, my
boy,” he said quietly. “We live in a mer-
cenary age, and many writers would expect
—nay, insist upon—at least half-a-guinea for
writing the Children’s Corner. I don't know
if you intend to take up journalism as a
profession——"

“I hadn't thought about it, sir
may do one of these days.”

“Then I hope you will prosper!”

After a few more kindly remarks the
editor shook hands with Teddy Grace, who
went back to Rookwood feeling very pleased
to think he had been of use.

For two weeks Teddy -<conducted the
Children’s Corner without the knowledge of
his sehoolfellows. And then the whole thing
leaked out.

Tubby Muffin

But I

happened to glance over

Teddy's shoulder one day, aud saw what he
was writing.
The fat junior lost no time In spreading

Jimmy Silver slapped Teddy Grace on

the shoulder. *“'Brave, Uncle Ted!’ he

exclaimed. *“Congrats on your literary
achievements !

the news. He burst excitedly into Jimmy
Silver's study, where the Fistical Four were
at tea. i

“I say, you fellows, what do you think?

Teddy Grace is a giddy author! He does
the Children's Corner for the * Latcham
Chronicle.” ”

“My hat!”

“He must have been doing it for weeks,
and keeping it dark,” said Tubby. “Making
a pot of money on the Q.T., vou know, and
saying nothing about it.”

“You mean to say,” said Lovell, “that
the chap who signs himself ‘ Uncle Ted ' is
Teddy Grace?”

Tubby nodded.

“Then we'll go along and congratulate
him!” said Newcome. “Fauncy old Teddy
blossoming into print, and hiding his light
under a giddy bushel!l”

The Fistical Four hurried away to Teddy
Grace's study.

“Teddy must be making his fortune!”
said Raby. “It’s up to him to stand a feed
to celebrate his success.” =

“Yes, rather!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. were rather ignorant
of journalistic work on ‘a small provincial
paper. They imagined that the person who

—— by Kit Conroy —

wrote the Children’s Corner every week was
in receipt of handsome remuneration. It
would uot have surprised them to dearn that
Teddy Grace was making a guinea a week
out of if.

They dropped in on Teddy just as he was
putting the .finishing touches to his Corner
for the current week. They caught him
red-handed, as it were, and could not doubt
‘that Tubby Muffin had told them the truth.

Jimmy Silver slapped his schoolfellow on
the back.

“Bravo, Uncle Ted!” he exclaimed. *Con-
grats on your literary achievements, dear
boy!”

Teddy Grace flushed, and smiled.

“8o0 you know?” he said.

“Of ~ course we know! Why, you were

working on" your Children's Corner when we
came in!”

“I always did say that Teddy had some
brains stowed away somewhere,” said Loveil

“Rats! Any ass could write a Children’s
Corner!” said Teddy.

“Finished your Corner for this
inquired Newcome.

“Pretty nearly.”

“Well, buck up! We want you to take us
along to the bunshop in Latcham, and stand
5= a feed.”

Teddy Grace gave a groan. He had in
his pocket the princely sum of fourpence .
How he could possibly feed the Fistical Four.
and himself into the bargain, with such a
sum, was beyond him.

“I—I'm awfully sorry, you fellows—" he
started to stammer.

“No excuses!” said Jimmy Silver promptly
“Now that you're swimming in a sea of
giddy prosperity, it would be mean of you
not to stand your pals a feed!”

In vain Teddy Grace tried to explain
Jimmy Silver & Co. would not listen to him.
And at last he gave it up, and suffered him-
self, when he had finished his Corner, te
he dragged away to Latcham.

“We'll have a ripping tuck-in, and we'll
drink the health of Uncle Ted!” said Rabhy

“Hear, hear!”

Teddy Grace was in a terrible plight. Tt
would be useless, even if he had a chance,
to explain to Jimmy Silver & Co. that he
was practically penniless. They would not
understand. They imagined he was being
handsomely paid for his weekly contributicns
to the “Latcham Chronicle,” and they ex-
pected to be treated to a first-class spread.

What was to happen when the waitress
brought the bill? That was what Tedds
Grace kept asking himself, and he shuddered
as he thought of all the possibilities.

The next half-hour was a nightmare to
the unfortunate Teddy.

Jimmy Silver & Co. piled into the good
things, and thoroughly enjoyed themselves.

At last, as in a dreadful dream, Teddy
Grace saw the waitress' approaching with

week?”

the bhill. He took the slip of paper

mechanically. The “damage ” was eighteen

shillings. >
Teddy Grace heaved a deep sigh, and

glanced wildly towards the door as if con-
templating flight.

It was at that moment that relief arrived.

Who should walk into the bunshop but
Teddy Grace’s uncle, who was on his way
to Rookwood to see his nephew.

Teddy’s uncle was a good sport. He was
delighted to find his nephew in the hun-
shop, into which he had dropped for a
snack; and he insisted upon paying the bill,
and on the juniors having -an extra cup of
tea each while he chatted to them.

So all ended happily for Teddy Grace,
affectionately known to the boys and girls
of Latcham as “Unele Ted ”!

{Supplement 1V,
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Linley to the Rescue?
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The man did not know he was there.

He had not the faintest suspicion that
anybody besides himself was In the room.
But Bob did not_intend to leave him in
ignorance, E

His voice broke the silence.

“Paul!” :

There was a bound from the man on the
bed—a sharp oath—a glimmer of steel in
the gloom. 'The voice had guided Tyrrell;
and the next meoment Bob Cherry, with a
strange, peculiar * feeling down his spine,
found himself with the muzzle of a revolver
_pressed against his fuce.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
In Desperate Hands !

66 ILENCE!"
Paul Tyrrell muttered the word
between his teeth.

Bob Cherry was silent.

. He remembered Billy Bunter's story ot
the revolver in the- bag. _ He had net
thought about it; but Bunter, for onice, had
evidently not been exaggerating. Tyrrell
had brought a deadly weapon to. Greyfriars
with him; proof enough that, from the first,
he had had no intention of running straight.
A man turning over a new leaf, intending
b0 lead an honest life, would not provide
Fhimself with a revolver

~ “Silénee!” muttered Tyrrell again.
your life!” =

Bob Cherry - stood quite still, without
speaking.

His voice, whem he uttered Lis cousin’s
name, had been husky and low, 4nd Yorke
had evidently net recognised it. The man
did not know that it was Bobh Cherry who
was in the room with him. The revolver
had leaped inte his hand—the hand of an
habitual eriminal, as Bob realised miserably,
or _he would not have been so ready with a
weapon, 3 :

“Who are you?’ murmured Tyrrell.

“Don’t you know me?” 7

“ O!J

Tyrrell started; he recognised the Voicer

now,
i “Bob!”
St Ygg 12

“You are spying on me!”’
+Tyrrell's voice came out in a low hiss.
“Bob Cherry flushed in the darkness. In
spite of the revolver, he came very near at
‘that ‘moment to driving out his fist into the
man'’s face. S

“I'm not spying on you!” he said savagely.

“Then what are you doing here?”

“Put that fool pistol away!” growled Bob
Cherry. “Don’t play the giddy goat. This
isn’t a melodrama !”

_Tyrrell hesitated a moment. and then put
the rcvolver into his pocket. Then he
erossed to the door and locked it. He
turned on the 'gas, and lighted it, a dim
glimmer sufficient to show them to one
another, «

Tyrrell’s face was pale and set, but no
paler than Bob: Cherry’s.

““Now,” said the man, “I'm waiting.
What are you doing in my bed-room?”

“What were you doing out of it?”

“How did you know, if you weren’t spying
on——" 2

“1f you call me a spy again, there will be
trouble here!” said Bob fﬁlerry. “You're a
man and I'm a boy, but i think 1 could
tick you.”

Tyrrell tapped his pocket where the re-
volver reposed.

“Oh, don’t be a fool!” sazid Bob: Cherry

contemptuously. “Do you think 1 believe
you'd use that? You don't want to be
hung!”

“Don't be too sure!” said Tyrrell menac-
ingly. You are not so safe here as you
fancy. What are you doing here at all?”

“1 came down with a chap who's doing
late swotting,” said-Beb Cherry. “As we
came up to the dorm again you passed us
in the passage.”

Tyrrell started violently.

“You were there—then?” .

“Yes; nearly two hours ago.”

“Oh!” said Tyrrell. “And the other boy—
who is he?”

“Never mind -who he is,” said Bob Cherry. |

NEXT
ERIDAY!

>

“He’s going to keep his mouth shut, for the
present, at any rate. You've been out of
your room from midnight to nearly two in
the morning. What for?” :

“It would be easy enough to explain,” said
Tyrrell calmly. “What do you think T went
out for? To commit a robbery or a murder?”

He laughed. ¥

“I don’'t know. 1 want to know.”

“Why should I answer your questions?”’

“Because you've got to,” said Bob Cherry
grimly,

“And if T don’t—"

If you don’t, I shall go to Wingate's
study, and wake him up, and ask him to see
whether there’s anything wrong in the house
—any signg of a robhery.” <

“You suspect me——"

“¥Yes!” said Bob bluntly.

Tyrrell’s face had a strange look in the
dim light. His eyes were burning, and his
hand hovered over the poecket where the
revolver lay. Bob Cherry's lip curled scorn-
fully as he saw it.

“Don’t be a fool!” he said. “You had that
revolver with you when you went down-
stairs. What did you want it for? But
don’t think you can scare me with it. You
dare Hot use it, even if you are villain
enough—and I don't believe you are. You
are a rascal, and, I believe, a thief, hut
you're not of the stuff murderers are made

of. You're not villain enough for that, and
you haven’t nerve enough. I know you,
Yolu-see”

Tyrrell ground his teeth.

“Don’t be tco sure,” he muttered.

“I'm waitiirg,” said Bob ecoldly.

“Waiting for what?”

“Waiting for you to explain.
were asking Gosling questions about the
school silver—Bunfer heard you, and I
heard him say so. I know the Head had
money sent down from the bank to-day—it
comes the same day every week, and you
haven't been here a week without finding
that out. Have you been laying hands on
the school silver and the Head's money?”

Tyrrell laughed.

“Is that what you suspect?”

o ¥es.

“You are ecomplimentary. If you woke up
the captain of Greyfriars, and he found that
a robbery had been committed, and you
accused your own eousih, it would not re-
flect credit on the family.” =

“T should risk that,” said Beb calmly.

“You could hardly remain at this school,
I should think, after such an exposure.”

“I don't know; but that wouldn’t make
any difference. If you did anything dis-
honest here; T should denounee you at onee,
as I told you the day you came,” said Bob
steadily.

“Without considering the consequences to
yourself?”

* Without considering them for a single
moment.” s <

“And suppose,” said Tyrrell, in a low
tone—*“suppose that I declared that . you
were an accombplice, and had lost your nerve
and turned on me?”

Bob Cherry started.

“I dare say you'd be villain enough {for
that,” he said. “But nohody would believe
you. And even if they would, I shouldn’t
care. I should demounce you all the same,
and chance "it.”

“I believe you would,” said Tyrrell, look-
ing at him. 3
© “I certainly should.”

Tyrrell laughed again lightly.

“Then it's fortunate for me that I
haven't been robbing the school, or stealing
the boots out of the hoot-room,” he said
banteringly.

“If you have been robbing the Head, I'il
give you a chance to put it back and clear
qut,” said Bob Cherry. “After what’s hap
pened, you can't stay here, anyway. You
thought - you'd make your position here
safer by telling lies about your doings in
South Africa. You fbrgot that I'm not a
Liar, too, and that I wouldn’t hear your
rotten yarms without giving them away. All
the fellows are jawing about that scene in
Wharton’s study. Sooner or later something
must come out. You can see for yourseif
that it can't go on muech longer.”

“I had already seem that,” said Tyrrell,
with a nod.

“It’s time for you to clear,” said Boh.

“Yes, that is s0.” -

“And I suppose you’ve been making a haul
fo take with you?” said Bob. “Is that it?”

“If that were the ease, Bob, I should be

1 imow you
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gone already,” said his . cousin.. “I could
have cleared out while I was down below.”

“And so you would have, -if you'd known
that T was here,” said Bob Cherry. “My
belief is that you've robbed the Head’s safe,
and hidden the stufl somewhere outside,
You'll leave here unsuSpected, if you can,
bag the stuff, and clear out to-morrow, or
in a few days.” - = !

Tyrrell compressed his lips. There was an
almost murderous lock in his eyes as he
stared at the junior. It needed little more
than his expression to convince Bob Cherry
that_the surmise was correct.

“You ought to be ‘a detective,” said
Tyrrell lightly; but with the same look of
suppressed fury in his eyes. “Your talents

are wasted in a4 junior form in a school,
Bob.”

"}Zﬂve I put it right?”

“Not. at all. I went down because 1

couldn’t sleep. T've been for a stroll round
the Close,” said Tyrrell. “I put the re-

_volver in my pocket, because that’s a habit I

contracted in South Africa. I've lived in
places where a man always takes a shooter
{f;’l}’e goes out for a stroll at night. That's

“Ts that all?”

“Yes. ; S =
“{mx have not been to the Head’s study?”
“No.” E -

Bob Cherry drew a deep*breath.
“I wish T could believe you;” he said.
“You don’t believe me?” i
“1 can’t, without proof.’,=a =
Tyrrell shrugged his shoulders: ;
- Well,‘you can do. as you he
said. “I'm going to bed now. ' You can e
back to your dormitory, or you ean stay
there and think it over—as you like. You
don’t mind my going to hed, do you?”
He took off his coat. ; -
Bob Cherry stood, hesitating. :
Tyrrell’s manner was calmness and coolness,
and nothing else, but Bob’s suspicions” were
by no means allayed. Tyrrell removed his
waistcoat, and' folded it up ecarfully. He
was very neat and eareful with his clothes.
He put the revolver into a drawer- of his:
table, and locked the drawer. Then  he!
sat on the bed and removed his socks, and
shook out his pyjamas, which were folded
on the bed. _
He cast a quizzical look at Bob Cherry. .-

chooge;™

“ Are you going to stay here’ all night2"*
he asked. -
“No” said Bob at last; “I'm going

to satisfy myself that you've told the truth,

If you have, T'l be jolly glad, and I'll 20
back to the dorm.” :

‘“ How are you going to do it?”

“I'm going down to lock at the Head's
safe to see whether it’s been tampered
with.”

* The Head keeps his study door locked at
night.” g

“Very well. If you've been in the room,
you've had to force the lock. I shall see
whether it has been tampered with.”

“You are wasting your time, Boh. You'd
better go back to hed, and leave the matter
alone. Don’t be an ass!”

“You are afraid of what I shall find.”

Tyrrell yawned.

“Not in the slightest. Go down, if yon
like, and come in here when you've finished,
and tell me what you have found.”

“I will!” said Bob Cherry.

Tyrrell unfastened the studs in his celiar
with a manner of perfeet indifference. But
his eyes were gleaming. Bob Cherry cressed
te the door, and turned baek the key, and
as he did so his back was to Tyrrell. He
heard a movement, and turned, but it was
too late, The man was upon bhim with a
spring like a tiger. Bob' Cherry went to
the: floor with a ceash, and Paul Tyrrell was
upon him, clutehing at his throaf.

Bob Cherry gave a wild glance up at the
savage face above him—a face, “white, savage,
furious, mereiless. He opened his mouth to
shriek for help,. but the grasp upon his
throat held back the utterance. He
struggled desperately, and, as he began to
struggle, Tyrrell crashed his head down upon
the floor. > =

Bob Cherry ‘gave a low moan, and his limbs
relaxed.

_He was not stunned, but his senses were
swimming, and for the time he was helpless.
Tyrrell planted a heavy knee upon his chest,
and dragged his hands together, and knotted
a handkerchief- round his wrists: . Then ‘he
jerked out Bob’s own handkerchief, and
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stuiled it into -the boy's mouth. He tied it
there, with a string passing round the back
of the junmior’s head. "

Rob Cherry struggled again faintly, hope-
lessly. Tyrrell dragged a sheet from the bed
and wrenched it into strips, and tied Bob's
anlkles together. Helpless to move hand or
foot, Bob Cherry lay, gagged and bound,
looking up at the scoundrel with dim, reeling
eyes

Tyrrell did not speak a word to him,
hardly glanced at him once he was seeure.
He hastily resumed the clothing he had dis-
carded, put on his coat and his hat, picked
up his - bag, took the revolver from the
drawer, -and then turned out the light. In
the darkness there was a sound of a door
softly closing, a key clicked outside, then
silence. 4 s

Bob Cherry, half-urconscious, silent, help-
less, lay with reeling brain in the darkness
of the room.

Paul Tyrrell was gone!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Mark Linley to the Rescue!
ARK LINLEY stirred uncasily.

' The Lancashire lad had not slept

. since. he had - returned  fo the

~ Remove dormitory. But he. was
not thinking of ‘exams or Greek irregular
verbs now. He was thihking of his chum
waiting down 1in the darkness in Yorke's
room. 3 ‘

Why did not Bob return?

Two o'clock had sounded.
than an hour since he had left Bob,
there was no sign of him yet.

Mark was growing more and more uneasy.
Bob Cherry had felt no fear in remaining
alone to see the man whom he suspected
of being a criminal. But Mark could not
help fearing for him.

Suppose Bob's worst suspicions turned out
to be correct! Suppose that the man was
really a ecriminal! Suppose—

Mark sat up in bed, shivering, as he con-
tinued his suppositions. The man was a
scoundrel; and if he had been engaged in
some nefarious work in the darkness of the
night, was he likely to allow Bob Cherry to
diseover him and betray him? Bob was his
cousin, ecertainly; but that fact was not
likely to weigh much with Tyrrell if he found
himself in danger of prison and punishment.

The junior’s uneasiness grew too great for
him at last.  Bob Cherry was in danger, he
knew that. If his suspicions were correct,
lie might be in deadly ‘danger. Mark Linley
stepped out -of bed and dressed himself.
After all, Bob Cherry had confided the whole
matter to him now. He would not be sur-
prising any secrets if he went down to see
if all was right with Bob. And he was too
anxious to wait for him in the dormitory any
longer. &

The Lancashire lad slipped quietly out of
the dormitory, and tiptoed to Cecil Yorke's
room. - All was dark and silent there. -

Bob must be still inside the room. If he
had left it he would have come back to the
dormitory. Mark turned the handle of the
door quietly, and pushed, but the door did
not open. It was locked.

A thrill ran through the junior.

Bob Cherry could not have locked the door,
as he was waiting there for Paul Tyrrell to
come in. The locking of the door meant that
Tyrrell had returned. And then, why was
the door locked? What had happened to
Bob?

Mark felt a creepy tefror coming over him.
How desperate the man might be he could
not tell; but—but what had happened to
Bob? .

Mark knocked softly at the door.

“Bob!” he whispered through the keyhole.

Silence!

“Bob—Bob Cherry!”

Still no answer. -Mark thought he heard a
sound in the room—a sound as of a body that
dragged itself into motion with effort, but
nothing more.

“Bob!”

in his anxiety the junior raised his voice.
But stili no reply came from within the
TOOM. =Y

What had happened? If Tyrrell had re-
turned and gone to bed, and Bob was gone
Tyrrell would have replied. The silence
showed that he could not be there. The
door was locked; the key could not be seen,
hut it was evident that it was locked on the
outside. The room was untenanted—or else
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its tenant could not speak. What had bap-
pened? - -

Mark Linley felt his brain whirling.

To give an alarm in the depth of the night
was a step he shrank from, but his terror of
what' might have happened to Bob Cherry
overmastered every other feeling.

He had to get into the room—to see! He
bent down to the keyhole again, and called

in.

“Bob! Are you there, Bob?”

Again that sound of a dragging body.
Mark, listening with strained ears, thought
fie could hear, too, a low, suppressed moan.
That sound was enough to decide him. At
the risk of waking Mr. Quelch in the mnext
room, at the risk of waking the whole school,
he had to get into the room. He remem-
bered Bunter’'s story of the revolver he had
seen: True, there had been no shot—he
would have heard it in the dormitory. But—
but—— A vision of a boy lying stunned,
covered with blood, floated before Mark’s
eyes. At any cost he must get into the
room. ‘Someone was there, and that some-
one could not, or would not, speak. What
did it mean?

Mark Linley thought rapidly.

The lock on the bed-room door was an
ordinary one, easy enough to break, though
not without noise. Mark hurried down, to his
study. He had a tool-chest there, and it
was the only thing te do. In a minute
or less he was back at the door with a
hamner and a strong chisel. He drove the
chisel between the door and the jamb, and
wrenched at it, and there was a loud crack
as the lock gave. The noise of the hammer,
of the yielding lock, rang through the
passage, with a sound that" seemed like
thunder to the junior's startled ears in the
darkness and silence of the night.

But he did not care. The door was open
now. IHe rushed in, and in the darkness he
stumbled over something on the floor—some-
thing that moved and moaned faintly.

Mark’s bloed turned cold for a moment.

He knew that it was a human body.

But his nerve came back in a flash. He
turned on the gas and struck a match and
lighted it. J

In the light Bob Cherry lay at his feet, and
Mark drew a sobbing breath of relief as he
saw that he was bound and gagged, and not
—what he had feared.

Bob Cherry’s eyes met Mark’s.

In a moment the Lancashire lad was upon
his knees beside the bound junior, and wuas
tearing the gag away.

Bob Cherry gasped painfully.

“Thanks, Marky, old man!
me loose—quick!”

“What’s happened?”
busy with the honds he was speaking.
Tyrrell done this?”

“Yes—quick!”

There was a step at the door. Mr. Quelch,
in a dressing-gown and slippers, stood there,
looking sternly in. He had been awukened
by the noise in the adjoining room, and he
had come out immediately to see what was
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the matter. The open door, the flare of light
from Yorke's room, brought him there at
once, .and he almost staggered at.what he
beheld there. He could hardly believe his
eyes for a moment. =

“Cherry! Linley! What dees this mean?”

He came into the room. Mark Linley looked
up, but his fingers did not cease their rapid
work for a moment.

Mr. Quelch gazed down upon the bound
junior in stupefaction.

“Cherry! How did you come here? Who
tied you up like this? Where is Mr. Yorke?"
At a glance the Remove master had seen
that the bed was empty. :

“He's gone, sir!” gasped Bob.

“Gone! Mr. Yorke gone!”

“His name isn’t Yorke,
and he’s a thief!”

“What!” -

“Quick, Marky—he’ll get away!”

“How <o you know this, Cherry?”

“He's my cousin, sir,” said Beb bitteriy.

Mr. Queich started violently.

“Your cousin, Cherry?”

“Yes, sir.” <

“You--you said nothing of this before.”

“I'll explain afterwards, sir. He’s robbed
the Head!”

“ Wha-a-at!” :

“He's robbed the  Head's safe, sir, and
fastened me up here so that 1 couldn’t stop
him getting away with the money.” -

“Good heavens!” :

Bob Cherry dragged his sturdy limbs free
from the last of the bonds. He spraung to
his feet. His head was aching fearfully, but
he was clear-witted enough now. He rushed
to the door.

“Cherry!”
how—"

“He'll get away, sir!”

“But what——"

. But Bob Cherry was gone.

Bob Cherry had only one tiiought now—to
prevent the escape of the thief with his
plunder.

The disgrace could no lenger be avoided.
There was no help for that. But Bob could
at least atone for the harm his silence had
done—he could at least prevent the robbery

sir—it's ‘Tyrrell,

e.‘:cla{imed Mr. Quelch., “i-—

from being carried out. He hoped so, at
least. -
There might still be time for that. It was

a quarter of an hour since Paul Tyrrell had
left him, bound and gagged, in the bed-room.
Had that time sufficed for the rascal to re-
move his plunder from the place where he
had concealed it, and to escape from the
precincts of Greyfriars? That was what Bob
Cherry had to find ouf.

Mr. Queleh stood dazed for a moment.

“This is—is amazing!” he ejaculated.

“VWe'd better go after Bob, sir,” said Mark.

“Yes, yes—come!”

And they hurried after Bob Cherry.
B Hurried and excited as he was, his
brain was clear enough, and he

thought rapidly. He knew that Paul Tyrrell
had robbed the Head’s safe; he knew that he
had concealed the plunder in a secure place,
to be removed afterwards. The unexpected
meeting with Bob Cherry in his room had
changed Tyrrell’s plans, and he had resolved
upon the only course left open to him—im-
mediate flight. Where had he concealed the
plunder? Outside the house—Bob was sure
of that. Inside the building there was no
place secure from discovery; but outside, in
the old Cloisters or the ruined tower, or
some part of the ramblihg old buildings,
there were places enough. And outside the
house it would be easier to recover it when
the time came. All this passed through
Bob Cherry’s mind like a flash, and he was
outside the house a few moments after Mark
Linley had released him from his bonds. -

Where was Tyrrell? =

elieving that Bob Cherry was safely

secured, the man would proebably not hurry
himself, and he had only had a quarter of an
hour, so far. It was most likely that he was
not yet outside the school walls. The
ptunder, if carefully concealed, would take
some little time to recover—especially if
Tyrrell had buried it, as was most likely.

" But where?

Bob Cherry paused in the Close, the cool
night air blowing upon his fevered face.

Where was Tyrrell?
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Caught !
OB . Cherry was outside the School
House already.



——The

He fistened.

The wind was soughing in the' branches:

of the old elms; faintly from afar came the
sound of ‘the sea breaking on the rocks of
the bay. In the old Close of Greyfriars”all
scemed still.

But another sound came to Bob Cherry’s
cars as he strained them to listen. It was
a faint clink from the distance.

His heart leaped.

He knew that it was the sound of a spade
upon a stone.

Tyrrell had buned his loot; then, as he

Irad suspected, and he was not yet ﬁmshed
disinterring it.

Bob Cherry hurried in the direction of the
sound.

Clink !

It was the spade again.

A glimmer of starhght showed up the
"nostly burildings and the ruined tower of
old Greyfriars—that old tower which had once
ieen the scene of a barring-out. Bob Cherry
knew every inch of the ground. He hurried
to the open doorway of the old tower, and
a glimmer of light struck upon his eyes.

He loeked in, trying to still his panting
breath. 5

Tyrrell was there!

A lantern upon the ground shed a glimmer
of light in the old tower. One of the flat
ﬁngstones of the floor had been lifted and

urned over: Tyrrell was digging in the earth
below.

His bag lay open beside him, ready' to
receive the hidden loot when he had taken
it from its hiding-place..

Bob Cherry smiled grimly.

He had made no sound; Tyrrell had no
suspicion that eyes were upon him. He was
working steadily and coolly, like a man who
had ample time at his disposal.

He had turned up a large heap of earth,
and was turning up more by the spadeful.
He had buried his plunder in that safe place,
and it was taking him some time to reecover
it As Bob Cherry looked in Tyrrell uttered
a low exclamation. and laid down = the
spaéle, and bent over the excavation he had
made,

Bob held his breath as he watched.

The man bent into the excavation, and
e iﬂged up with both hands a heavy sack—
a sack that sagged and clinked.

He dragged the sack from the excavation.
and laid it upon the floor beside him and

opened ib.

There was a glimmer of metal.

Tyrrell, with quick but steady fingers,
removed the phinder, one article after

.lnother, from the sack, and placed them in
the bag

It 'Was the school silver. The plate that
was used at Greyfriars on state occasions—
all of it was there. In metal alone it was
worth more than a thousand pounds. The
scoundrel had made a splendid haul,
succeeded in getting away with it. And along
with the massy silver was a bag that clinked
as it was lifted, and which Bob Cherry knew
contained money—the money the Head had
received from the bank only that day.

Tyrrell had made a’ clean sweep.

With steady bands the thief packed the
plunder into the travelling-bag, and then
kicked the sack back into the excavation.

Bob Cherry clenched his hands, and drew
back a little into the darkness.

Tyrrell was finished; he was about to go.
If Bob Cherry had been six or seven minutes
later he would have been too late.

But now he was in time. And so long as
Bob Cherry had breath in his body the thief
should not escape with the plunder!

He waited.

The light~ footsteps of the .thief came
towards the doorway of the old tower, and
a dark shadow loomed up before Bob Chierry's
eyes. .

And as he saw it he sprang.’

There was a startled exclamation.

The attack was so sudden, so utterly
unlooked for, that Tyrrell had no chance of
bracing himself to meet it.

He reeled back under Bob Cherry’s spring,
and crashed down upon his back, the bag
dropping from his hand with a erash,

Bob Cherry was upon the fallen man, his
knee upon his chest.
For an instant Tyrrell did not struggle. He

was too astounded by the sudden attack and
the shock of the fall.

But it was only for an instant that he lay
quiescent under the weight of the junior
rheu he struggled, and his right hand slid
into his coab.
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Bob ‘Cherry felt rather than saw the move-
ment, and he gripped the right wrist of
Paul Tyrrell with a tenacious grip.

“No you don’t!” he muttered.

Tyrrell gasped hoarsely.

“You, Bob!”

“Yes—Bob!” said Bob Cherry, between his
teeth. 2

“You! I thought o Z

“You were wrong. I've got you, you

scoundrel !

“Let me up!? said Tyrrell huskily. “Are
you mad? Think of the disgrace! You'll be
turned out of the school!”

“You are not getting away with that
loot, you villain!” -

*“1 will leave it here!  Let me go!”

“You. want to

“Liar!” said Bob Cherry. 0
Onee bitten,

get a chance of getting at me!

twice shy, you rotter! Keep still!” Then he
raised his voice. “Help! TI've got him!”
“Roh P
“Help!”

~Tyrrell strove to wrench his right hand free.

There was little doubt that he would have
used his revolver at that moment, if he
could have got at it.

Bob Cherry rualmed it, and he eclung
desperately to the man’s right hand, and held
it fast by the wrist.

“Help"

A voice called from the distance. 1t was
Mark Linley’s voice:

“Bob, where are you?”

“Here, in the old tewer! Help!”

“We're coming!”

Tyrrell made a desperate effort. His hand
was wrenched free, but the next moment Bob
Cherry's clenched fist was dashéd into his

face,.and his head erashed down on the hard
ground.

“You would have it!” muttered Bob.

Paul Tyrrell, half stunned, lay 'still for a
moment, and Bob gripped ]us wrist again,
and held it like a vice.

‘Help!”

There ‘was a sound of hurrying feet.
Linley dashed up, and stumbled over them,
and the next moment his firm grip was upon

Tyrrell.

Mark

\

7N
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“Hold his hands!” gasped ~ Bobh.
trying to get at a revolver!{”

“I've got him!”

Mr. Quelch hurried up.

“Have you got him?”

‘“¥es. gir,?

“Hold him while 1 get a light.”

“There’s a lantern there, sir.
a mateh-—»

Tyrrell was struggling again, but he had ne
chance against the two sturdy juniors, Mark
Linley had grasped his wrists, and dragged
his hands above his liead, and Bob.Cherry
was kneeling upon his chest} pinning him
down. There was the flare of a match, and
then the lantern gl@amed upon the scene.
The bag had burst in its fall, and several of
the massy pieces of silver had rolled out
upon the ground. They glimmered in the
light of the lantern.

Mr. Quelch’s brow grew dark.-

“There is no doubt about it, then,”
‘H,ue you got the rascal safe?”
“Quite safe, sir!” said Bob Cherry cheer-

“He's

If you've

he said.

fully. “If yowll lend a hand, sir, we’ll tis
him so that he can’t bunk!”

“Very good!”

Tyrrell struggled again, but unavailingly.

Mr. Quelch took Mark Linley's handkerehief,
twisted it, and knotted it securely round ahe
man’s wnsts, while Mark" held 1hem frmly
together.

“He is suafe now,’ sald rI\u‘ Queleh.
him up.”

The rascal was  allowed to.rise, the twa

“Let

juniors keeping a grasp upon liis arms. Paul
Tyrrell’s face was white with fury.

“Bring ‘him jnto the house!” said Mr.
Quelch. *“I will take these things, and -call

: tm Head at once!”

“One moment!” said Tyrrell hoarsely.
“That is my cousin—-" =

“He hag already told me "so,” said Mr.

Quelch coldly. *“Whatever you have to say,
you can say to Dr. Locke. . Bring him ini”?

And the baffled and infuriated rascal:was
marched into the house and into the Head’s
study, there to await the arrival of Br.
Locke.

N

kept an eye on him.
laughed his scoffing laugh again.

“ | knew that he had come to rob the school,”” said Bob Cherry, ‘“so |
I came upon . shim to-night by chance!”
‘{ You came down to help me in cracking
the safe', and you know you did !’ he said.

Tyrrell

(Se¢ Chapter 6.)
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Last of the Secret!

(43 _LESS my soui!” said the Head.

Mr. Quelch had called him, and
the Head came down to his study—
to find that his safe was open, and

the contents of it reposing in the football
coach’s bag, which lay open upon the table
where Mr. Quelch had placed it. - 'Fhe football
coach himself was sitting sullenly in a chair,
with his hands bound tightly together, and
the two juniors standing on guard over him.

Dr. Locke, in dressing-gown and slippers,
came into the study in a state of amazement.
He gazed at the rifled safe and at the bag
on the table, and then at the sullen and
savage face of the prisoner.

“Bless my soul!” he repeated.

“The school silver has had a narrow escape,
sir,” said Mr. Quelch. “The money is here,
too. Everything was taken from the safe;
but everything appears to be intact. And
we have the thief!”

“Good—very good!”

“And it is owing to these two 1umors,
said Mr. Quelch.

< “1t's owing to Bob Cherry, 51r > said Mark,
“ “shouldn’t have known anythm" about it
but for Bob. I only lent him 4 hand.”

“How did you know anything about this
man, Cherry‘?" i

Bob Uurry qoh,ured pamfully

“He's my cousm Bily

“tht e i -

Tyrrell broke lﬂt'() a bltter, scoffing laugh.

“Yes: I'm his cousin,’ “he said, “and “he
can go to prison with me.

The Head looked at |

¢ What do you mean by that?” he de-
manded.

“I mean that Bob Cherry knew it all along,
and turped on me at the last minute!”
said Tyrrell fiercely.. “He recognised me the
day 1 came here, and .agreed to keep the
secret, and share in what I could get. He
was in the game all along, and he has turned
on me at the last moment- because he did
not trust me to give him his share when I
had turned the stuff into meney.”

Bob Cherry’s face went white.

“You don't believe that, sir?”

Dr. Locke shook his head.

“I should :certainly require' very strong
proof  before I - believed anything of the
kxnd." he said.

“Hs knew me all along. Ile knew that I
was here under an assumed name. He knew
that I was vsanted for defrauding a baunk!”
hissed Tyrrell. “He dare mof deny it!”

& You can explam Cherry, I haver ‘110
doub$.” 2 e

Bob's face grew haggard.

“I can explain, sir, but I don't know
whether you'll forgive me., I did recognise
him the day he came to Greyfriars, and I
had it out with him then; but he swore
to me that he had reformed, .and that he
was only trying to gét a chance of earning
an honest living, and—and—"

“And you believed him?” said thﬂ Head
gently. “I quite understand, Cherry.”

“No, sir!” said Boh. “I've got to tell you
the whole truth. T didn’t believe him. I
hoped he was telling the truth; but I didn't
believe him. T know now I ou"ht to have
given him away at once; but—but he’s my
cousin, sir, and—and there was the disgrace,
too, and—and there was a chance that he
meant to be honest. I gave him the chanee.
But I told him that at the first sign of
his playing the rascal I'd be down on him.
That was how we arranged it, sir. 1 koow
now that 1 ought to. have come to you at
one¢e, and told you that you had a scoundrel
here under a false name. But—but—"

“Bug it would have been very difficult for

he gasped.

you to do that, Cherry—I tinderstand.’ And

you hoped that the man had reformed?”
“I did, str! And—and 1 couldn’t think
that even he could be villain enough to rob
you when you had taken him in—though it
was in my mind all the time. I meant to
keep an eye on him; but that wasn’t easy,
either. It was by chance that I found him

- out Ho-night.”

Tyrrell l.mt'hed his scoffing laugh again.
In his fall, 1t would he some consolation to
him to dmv Bob Chierry down also to ruin,

“Chance!” he repeated mockingly. *You

" game down to help me in cracking the safe,

asked the Head

and you knew you did!”
“Do you declare that?”
aternly.
“Yes, 1 do!”
“Good!” said Mark Linley.
THE POPULAR.~NO. 158,

NEXT
FRIDAY!

“Then I can

| both masters.

. once.

prove that he’s lying, sir. Bob Cherry came
down with me. I came down fo my study to
do some work for the exam, sir, as I couldn’t
sleep. Bob was awake, worrying over that
rotter and what he might do, and he came
down to keep me company. I was working
in my study from eleven to twelve, and Bob
was with me all the time. When we went
up again, somebody passed us in the passage
—we thought it was Mr. Queleh at first, and
we lay low—but we found that whoever it
was had come out of Yorke's room, and so
we knew it was Yorke. Then Bob told me
Yorke was his cousin, and said he’d wait for
him, and asked me to go back to the dorm.
I came down again because 1 was alarmed
ahout him—I knew this villain had a re-
volver, because Bunfter had scen it—and I
was afraid he'd done Bob some harm, as
he didn't come back to the dormitory. I
found Bob Cherry tied hand and foot, and

gagged. I had to burst open the door to
get to him, and Mr. Quelch heard me and
came out.”

“Quite true!” said Mr. Quelch.

Tyrrell ground his teeth

“You utter rascal!” said the Head of Grey-
friars, his eyes glinting as he turned them
upon the thief. “This boy's evidence com-
pletely clears Cherry, even if I had doubted
him, whieh I did not.”

Tyrrell scowled.

“Well, telephone for the police!” he said
savagely. “At all events, Bob Cherry’s name

will be dragged through the police-eourt with
mine. Everybody at this school will know

that he’s cousin to a burglar; his life won’t |

be worth. living here after that.
be revenge enough for me!”

Dr, Locke gasped.

Bob Cherry compressed his lips. He did
not look at his cousin; he fixed his eyes
upon the Head.

“1 shall have to leave Greyiriars, sir,” he
said. “I can't stay here when it comes
out—I couldn’t face it! But I'm glad I
saved the school silver, all the same, and I'm
glad that villain is going to prison!”

“Stay!” said the Head. *“At present, it
appears, no one outside this room knows
that this man Yorke, as he calls himself, is
in realzty your cousin.’

“No, sir.” 3

“The stolen articles have been recovered,”
said the Head musingly. “No harm has been
done, thanks to you, Cherry! I owe yom
much—very much!” He paused, and ex-
changed a glance with Mr. Quelch.

.The same thought was in the minds of
Was it fair that Bob Cherry
should suffer disgrace and humiliation for
having done his duty?

“Linley,” sald Dr. Locke quietly, “you
may return to your dormitory. I-ecan trust
gou to say nothing of what you have learned
jere.”

“Certainly, sir!” said Mark.

The Lancashire lad quitted the study at
Dr. Locke turned to the bound man

That will

Monday is ** Magnet'' Day! .

in the chair. There was a ghmmer of hopﬂ
in Tyrrell’s face now.

“I am afraid that what is in my mmd
is not in accordance with the law,” the Head
said slowly. “But I cannot bear that this -
brave and hofiourable lad should suffer be- -
cause he has done what was righf. He mwht
have held his tongue, and allowed me to be-
robbed, and no one would have knewn any-
thing to blame him for. Tyrrell, you know
that penal servifude is the punishment for
what you have dome. I shall send for the
police—that is my duty! If you are cap-
tured by them, you go to your punishment.
But you have the remainder of the mnight."
Ii you leave England at once, you are iree,
and you have a chance to profit by this

lesson. Release him!”
Mr. Quelch silently untied the rascal’s
hands. Tyrrell rose to his feet, no hand

being put out to detain him now.

“Understand,” said the Head, “I de not
choose to take the part of a policeman, and
arrest you—but to-morrow the police will
be loeking for Cecil Yorke 5

Tyrrell grinned.

“That is more than enough time for me,”
he said

The next moment—without a word or a look
to his cousin—he was gone. Dr. Locke laid his
hand kindly upon Bob Cherry’s shoulder.

“Go back to bed, Cherry,” he said. “¥ou
have done me a great service, and 1 have
;ionebmv best to prevent you from suﬂ'ermﬂ
or i

There were tears in Bob Cherry’s eyes.

“Thank you, sir!” he said huskily,

And the junior returned -to the Remove
dormitory.

And as the esrly rays of dawn crept in at
the high windows of the dormitory, the chums
fell asleep.

Greyfriars learned the next day what had
happened—but not all of it. The Head's safe
had been robbed; Cecil Yorke, the footbal
coach, had fled, but the plunder had been
left behind.,

The police looked for Cecil Yorke: but they
did not find him. The Greyfriars fellows dis-
cussed the matter excitedly, and -with un-
dying interest, for several days; but, with the
exception of Bob Cherry’s closest chums, the
facts were not known. Bob Cherry told the
whole -story in Study No. 1, to Harry Whar-
ton & Co., and they understood at last what
had puzzied them before.

“Poor old  Bob!” said Harry Wharton.
“So that’'s why you were up against Yorke—
I mean, Tyrrell. But, of course, we couldnt
see it—then!”

“Well, it’s all right now!” said Bob Cherry
“The rotter wom't come back to ‘Ennland
again after this; T've seen the Iast of him.
And T'm jolly glad that I haven't got a
secret to keep any lcnger' Let’s go down
to the footer!” =

THE END.

(There will be another long complete story
of Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars in
next weel’s issue of the POPULAR.)
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Lattrey’s eyes glittered at him with
helpless fury. =

He could not open his mouth now, but
the tied handkerchief looked only like a
bandage, as if he had a very bad tooth-
ache.- z

And the juniors, grasping his arms,
would look only as if they were support-
ing the victim of an accident. -

His rage was too great for words—if
he could have spoken.

7 rather think that will pass muster,”
remarked Jimmy Silver, with satisfac-
tion. “If anybody speaks to us, leave
the talking to me.”

“ Right-ho 1 ;

“Now come on!”

Jimmy Silver led the way into the
village street, followed by Lovell and
Raby, with Lattrey between them,
tightly gripping his arms, the rest of
the juniors bringing up the rear.

The village street was gloomy enough
with its few gas-lamps. But about the
railway-station there was a good deal of
light.

A portly form loomed up in front of
the juniors as they approached the
station. ;

“Good-evening, Mr.

Jimmy Silver politely.

“Hevenin’ !” said P.-c. Boggs. “Hac-
cident—wot 7" :

His official eye blinked at Lattrey’s
handaged face.

Lattrey made a furious effort to get
his jaws loose. But Jimmy Silver had
done his work too thoroughly for that.

“We're looking after him,” said
Jimmy Silver, without directly replying
in the question. ‘‘Come on, you fellows!
Cheer up, Lattrey! We'll be at the
station in a minute or two now.”

The last remark was judiciously uttered
for the hearing of Mr. Boggs.

The juniors marched on with their
prisoner,

Tattrey threw his whole weight on
[.ovell and Raby, and they half-carried
him along. But Lovell gave his arm a
{wist as a hint to walk, and Latirey

Boggs!” said

decided to walk. s
The party of juniors entered the
station.

As the ticket for Lattrey was already
taken, they proceeded directly to the
platform,

The porter glanced at them curiously.
But the man knew the Fistical Four
well, and, naturally, made no demur
about their assisting the bandaged junior
to the platform.

Lattrey, his eyes burning with rage,
found himself upon the platform with his
conductors, in the shadiest part of the
station. There they waited.

Lattrey turned his eyes upon Jimmy
Silver’s face more than ence with savage
guestioning, But he read no sign of
relenting there.

It was borne in upon his mind that the
juniors were in grim earnest. That he
was to go—that the train was to bear him
away from Rookwood by order of the
Fourth Form.

And there was no return train that
night, at all events.

From Latcham he could proceed to his
home, if he liked, but he could not return
to Rookwood until the morrow. :

He almost choked with rage as he
thought of . it.

“Train’s signalled!” said Raby at last.

“Here she comes!”

The train stopped in the station, and
Jimmy Silver ran forward to secure an
empty carriage, if possible.

There were few passengers, and an
empty carriage was easy enough to
secure at Coombe.

Farther up the line it was likely to
fill. Jimmy tore the door open, and
beckoned to his comrades. :

Lovell & Co. scuttled across the plat-
form with Lattrey, giving the cad of the
Fourth no chance to resist,

“In with him!”

Lattrey was bundled into the carriage.
Lovell followed him in, and jammed him
down on the seat.

“T’ll stay here till she goes,” grinned
Lovell,

“Only half a minute.”

The juniors gathered round the door,
watching the guard. :

Lovell, with a grip of
Lattrey upon his seat.
his flag.

“Come on, Lovell !”

Arthur Edward Lovell jumped out, and
Jimmy slammed the door. In the car-
riage, Lattrey staggered to his feet, tear-
ing at the bandage over his jaws.

The train moved.

“ Stand back, there!”

With a shriek from the engine the train
rolled out of the station.

The juniors stood on the platform and
watched it go.-

The long line of windows curved down
the line, and from one window a white,

iron, held
The guard waved
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furious face looked and a savage fist was
shaken.

Lattrey disappeared from the sight of
the juniors as the train vanjshed down
the line.

Jimmy Silver drew a deep breath.

“He’s gone!” he said.

“ Bxpelled !”” grinned Lovell.

“ And—and, my hat!—what will the
Head say?” murmured Newcome,

“Let him say what he likes!” said
Jimmy Silver resolutely. “ We’ve done
what he ought to have done! If Lat-
trey comes back, we’ll turn him out
again—with a flogging thrown in. Head
or no Head, Lattrey won't stay at Rook-
wood !”?

‘“Hear, hear!”

The juniors left the station in a some
what serious mood.

The excitement of their proceedings
had debarred them from much reflectio:
so far., But now it was over, now that
Mark Lattrey was gone, they realised
that the matter was terribly serious.

They had realised it before, but not
so clearly. Lattrey was gone. They had
done their self-imposed duty, and now
the consequences were to be faced.

But Jimmy Silver & Co. had the
courage to face them. =

The juniois ran all the way back to
Rookwood, and found themselves just in
time for call-over when they dropped in
over the school wall.

Mr. Bootles was taking roll-call, and
there was no answer when he came to
Lattrey’s name.

“Lattrey !’ repeated the Form-master.

But no voice answered ““ Adsum!”

Mr. Bootles marked Lattrey down as
absent, frowning portentously. He little
dreamed where the missing junior was.

A crowd of fellows gathered round
Jimmy Silver & Co. as they came out of
Hall.

“Well?” inquired a dozen voices, “Is
he gone?”

“He’s

gone,”
quietly.

said Jimmy Silver
“Good egg!” said Oswald. “But—
but—— My only hat! What a shindy
there’ll be when the Head knows!”
“ Keep smiling !’ said Jimmy Silver.
. Whether the juniors could keep smil-
ing or not, there was no help for it now.
With all the resolution they could
muster, the Fourth Form of Rookwood
waited for the bursting of the storm.

THE END.

(There will be another long complete
tale of Raokwood next weck.)
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RESULTS OF “POPLETS” COMPETITION.

No. 44.
The splendid Match Football
awarded to:
WILLIAM SCOTT,
424, Parliamentary Road,
s Glasgow.

The prizes of Five Shillings Each have been
sent to the following readers:

Erie Arthur,. 20, High Street Buildings,
Dorking, Surrey ; Albert Turley, 35, Stockwell
load, Hamndsworth, Birmingham; Miss
Dorothy Huntley, 41, Severn Avenue, Weston-
super-Mare, Somerset; S. Jackson, 4, Chandos
Street, Netherfield, Notts; J. Evans, Bee-
croft, Sherifoot Lane, Four Oaks, Sutton
Coldfield, nr. Birmingham; Percy Whiting,
9, Wimbledon Street, Northampton; Mabel
Wood, 11, Myrtle Road. Dorking, Surrey;
§. Griffin, 13, Kirtleton Avenue, Weymouth;
Miss Mary Edwards, 35, St. Paul’'s Terrace,
York ; C. 8. Blackmore, Kimpton, nr. Andover,
Hants.

has been

: No. 485.

The splendid Match Foothall
awarded to: -

LESLIE ALLEN,
16, Clare Street,
Chesterton,
= Cambridge.

The ten prizes of Five Shillings Each have
been sent to the following readers:

Lilian Rapley, 1, Dene Street Gardens,
Dorking, Surrey; H. Harp, 114, Bayards
Road, Peckham, S.E. 15; Philip Edge, 50,
Adswood Lane E., Stockport; H. Miller,
2, Greggs Cottages, Ulverston, Lancashire;
Nellie -Shroll, 94, Grafton Road, N.W. 5;
Percy Lynch, 8, Greenhough Street, Ancoats,
Manchester; H. Purvis, 28, Warton Street,
Bootle, Liverpool; A. Gregory, 4, Villette
Place, Trafalgar Road, Old Kent Road,
S.E. 5; Frank Johnson, 42, Andrews Street,
Leicester; John Harpin, 19, - Grove Lane,
Handsworth, Birmingham.

has heen

Omilted from Result of Competition No. 42:
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Miss J. Schroll, 94, Grafiqn St., N.W.5.
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THE GREATEST ADVENTURE

SERIAL!

A Magnificent New
Serial of Ad:renture, 7
introducing FERRERS
LORD and PRINCE
CHING LUNG.

CHARACTERS IN THE STORY.
FERRERS LORD, the famous millionaire adventurer, and owner of the Lord of the Deep.
PRINCE CHING LUNG, a very old friend of Lord’s, who has accompanied the millionaire

on many adventures,

GAN WAGA, an Eskimo, who belongs to the crew of the yacht, and who is ever on the look-

ouf o play japes on his shipmates.

Greatly attached to Ching Lung.

RUPERT THURSTON, a young Englishman, and friend of Lord’s,
HAL HONOUR, known as the man of silence, engineer of Ferrers Lord’s wonderful sub-

marine,

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

painfed with if. - He has also built a new kind of aeroplane which he calls a helicopter, and which
is covered with this new paint, but which is destroyed by =
ARL VON KREIGLER, a mysterious professor, who has great power in Germany, and

who holds the secret of Germany’s great treasure-chest.

Ferrers Lord has ferreted out one or

iwo of the professor’s secrets, and Von Kreigler realises that Lord is a very dangerous man.
After this atfack, Ferrers Lord despatches Rupert Thurston, with Honour and Ching Lung, with

a message fo Kreigler.

They are detained, but escape, after many exciting adventures. -

Thurston & Co. return fo the yacht, where Ferrers Lord has been waiting Tor them. The
yacht teturns to England again, and Ferrers Lord & Co. set about building a new aeroplane.

Von Kreigler holds a council at the general’s house, and arranges a ball to hide his move-

ments,

But Ferrers Lord discovers the plof, and pays the Supreme Council a surprise visit.

Although the house is full of troops and guests, Ferrers Lord kidnaps both the protfessor and the

general, and takes them on board the yacht.

Armed with the plans of the secret passage into the ruined Schless, Ferrers Lord & Co. refurn
to Germany to locate the whereabouts of the treasure. :
Beneath an old hunting-lodge near the Schloss they discover the secret entrance into the

galleries.

Atter a careful investigation, they find that there are others who are after the treasure.

Ferrers Lord and the prince are searching through the ruins when they come upon a party of men

digging.

(Now read on.)

The Rival Seekers !

T was treachierous going, but the prince
did not hesitate. They were just turning
into the passage that led to the steps
when they heard a creaking of wheels. A

man with an electric-lamp fastened fo his
belt, was wheeling a barrow along a plank. He
shot the rubbish out of the barrow, raising
a cloud of dust, and turned back. Then
came cther sounds, the puffing of an engine
and the clanking of steel buckets. Wheel-
* barrow followed wheelbarrow in steady sue-

cession. Quite a liftle army of men were
at work.
“Chief,” said the prince, with a quiet

chuckle, “I've discovered at last that you're
not infallible, that you are a human being,
Iike the rest of us, for you were making a
mistake.”

“I make many mistakes, my dear prince,”
said the millionaire quickly, “more than you
ever dream of. We were all horn to make
mistakes. I fan®ied they were using the drill
to test the depth 'of the rubbish, but it
seems they were only testing the quality of
it to see whether it was hard or soft. They
are doing this on quite a lordly scale.”

The stream of wheelbarrows came and went
steadily. The rubbish was dumped through
a. convenient hole in the floor into the
spacious kitchen below. Even with their
camouflage it was too dangerous to attempt
to go farther, but it was plain by the rubble

| and refuse that came along that the excava-
tions were proceeding at a rapid pace.

They went back to the hunting-lodge.
Ferrers Lord beckoned to Hal Honour, and
the engineer knocked the ashes out of his
pipe. -

“They must have a hundred men at work
np there, Honour,” said the millionaire.
“How deep they bave got I don't knoew; bhut
they are working at a great pace. Will you
repert?”

The big engineer nodded, and, taking his
lamp, gas-mask, and wading-boots, he made
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his‘way to the cellar, followed by the little
bow-legged mechanic,

“How far did your ramble take vyou,
Ching?” asked Rupert Thurston.

“Clean into the Schloss itself, my son, or
what is left of it,” said the prince. “We
found it quite a busy place. There's no eight
hours a day rule here, unless they are work-
ing overtime. They're digging and delving
and chucking out rubbish at full blast.
We're not the only pebbles on the beach.
Somebody else is having a shot at the treasure
downstairs.”

“First come, first served,” said Thurston,
yawning. “We're on the spot, and it will
take those c¢haps weeks to get through.
They'll find to their grief ‘that they’re too
late to empty the money-box—that some kind
friend has emptied it before they got there.”

“Money!” said Prout, puffing at his pipe.
“What is it like, by honey? If T could get
what I'm owed out of that rascal, Barry
0’Rooney, I'd be a rich man.”

“How much does he owe you now, Tom?”
asked the prince. “The last time I heard
the subject mentioned you were owing him
a trifle, just a few odd thousands.”

The steersman consulted a small, black-
covered pocket-book in,which he kept an
account of his financial dealings with the
gentleman from Ballybunion Castle. These
aceounts were gambling accounts, and not
recoverable in a eourt of law. The two
mariners were in the habit of playing nap
for stakes that would have made a millionaire
gasp.

“I ain't quite sure whether the last figure
is a five or a seven, for O’Rooney had lost
his temper, and was punching the table with

his fist when I wrofe it down,” said the |

steersman. “If it’s a seven, he owes me
ninety-seven thcusand pounds, by honey, and
if it’s a five two thousand less. I'd like
to sell the whole debt for three-and-nine-
pence.” =

“You must have had an astonishing run of
luck to win a big fortune like that, Tom,”

A GRAND

“THE REBELS!" ;

If You Like * Billy Bunter’'s Weekly,"’ You Will Enjoy Reading—

said Rupert Thurston. “I hope you haven’s
been cheating.”

“By honey, if you didn't cheat when you
play eards with Barry O’Rooney, he’d cheat
you till he’d won the shirt off your back
and the socks off your feet!” grinned Prout.
“You see, we have a different pack every
week, Last week it was my private pack w2
used, and all the top eards—aces, kings,
queens, jacks—knew me so well that they

.were nearly tame enough to sit up on their

hind legs and beg for sugar if I asked them.
They wouldn't go to O’Rooney. They didn’t
like the look of his face, and came to me for
protection.”

Rupert Thurston yawned, leaned his head
against the wall, closed his eyes, and hegan
to snore. Seated at the deal table, Ferrers
Lord and his agent were conversing in sub-
dued tons. The prince’s head drooped on
his chest, and, seeing that he had ne one
to talk to, the steersmanm settled himself
back in his wooden chair and also indulged in
a nap.

At last the millionaire turned his head as
he heard the echoing tread of the engineer
in the flagged passage. He glanced at his
watch. S z

“You have made good fime of it, Honour,”
he said, as the engineer entered. “I hope
you have brought back a satisfactory report
from our point of view.”

The burly engineer shook his head gloomily,
and the little man at his heels, who was
in the habit of imitating his master, did the
same.

“Some big hard stuff, a lot of small soft
stuff,” grunted Hal Honour, and swcpt his
hand floorwards.

“You mean that if they loosen the hard
stuff, the soft stuff will roll down the steps
of its own aecord and clear the way for
them,” said Ferrers Lord. :

Hal Honour nodded. There were somc
heavy lumps of masonry in the blockase,
but much of the rubbish was light. It was
the larger blocks that were holding the other
up.
“How long do you give them, Honour?
If it all came down with a rush, the lower
wall would bank it up roof-high, and they
:vm}i\ld have to dig through it, not an easy
ask.”

“Not with me, Chief,” said the enginecr.
“Water in two hours.”

Hal Honour would have had no barrier to
dig through if he had been digging through
the great staircase of Schloss Schwartzburz
Ferrers Lord knew exactly what his laconic
words meant. After the slide he would have
direeted a powerful stream of water on the
rubbish heap below, washing all the lo
away into the gallery, and leaving him:
room to deal with heavy blocks if they were
in his way., Had these men a suitable plant
and a suffiecient water supply? The Huns
produce good engineers, If they had the
appliances and thg water within two hours
they might be raiding the galleries in forco,
as Honour had said.

“Let me have yoar wireless,
Honour !” gaid the millionaire quietly.

The engineer gave him the latter instru-
ment, and a message sped away. from the
hunting-lodge of Schloss Schwartzburg to tle
invisible helicopter that was winging its way
under the stars over the North Sea to its
cavern home. Then Ferrers Lord rapped the
table sharply with his kuouckles, and the
three sleépers started into sudden wale-
fulness. -

“ Gentlemren,” he said, “I am sorry to
interfere with your slumbers, but others are
working while you sleep. Quick, for we have
important business to attend to!"

. . . . = . .

please

Before they reached the water, and it wus
necessary to put on the gas-masks, Ferrers
Lord spoke to Ching %Lung.. He turned to
the others, and told them to go forward.

“We'll go as far as the treasure vaulf, if
you can manage to find the way, Ching,"” he
said.. “ Who has the other wireless—you,
Thurston? Thank you! TI'll borrow it. 1%
anything alarming is happening at the other
end, send a message, and we'll join you as
guickly as we can. Leave our waders at the
edge of the water, Prout.”

Ching Lung stood in doubt as the lawmps
of their receding comrades grew dimmer. It
was not easy to recall the turns and twists
of those dark tunnels.

‘“I know that, coming out of the sand-
stone gallery, you go to the right,” he said.
“ When I went for a bottle of water to keep

YARN OF THE ROOKWOOD CHUMS,
By OWEN GONQUEST. 3z
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our acetylene lamp working 1 missed the
turning on my way back, and had to keep
on ahead, with Goltz, the professor, and a
Hun soldier following me. * Thanks to my
camouflage of invisibility, I managed to
squeeze inte a hollow, and let the two of
them pass me. Greab oaks from tiny acorns
rise, and big events from mere ‘trifles. It
was that miserable bottle of water that
brought me to know the secret of the
Schloss.”

“ Here is your sandstone gallery on the
right, so I presume we keep right ahead,”
said Perrers Lord, strapping the little wire-
less apparatus to his left wrist. “Now I
am ready.”

Presently he stopped, with ons of his quiet,
amused laughs, and shone his lamp on the
rocky wall where it bulged out almost block-
ing the tunnel. Across the bulge, that had
been smoothed for the purpose, was painted
in vivid red and large characters the onc
word “verboten.”

“The commocnest word in the Hun
language, Ching!” said the millionaire.
“ They must be a tame people or a tyranny-
ridden people, for wherever you go in Ger-
many that word confronts you—* Forbidden.’
Everything seems to be forbidden. In this
case it is useful, for it points out that we
are going the right way.”

* Yes, this was the limit for the soldiers,”
said Ching Lung. “1I <helieve anyone who
book a step beyond it and got caught was
stuck up against the wall and shot out of
hand. On my last memorable visit the soldier
with the torch stayed behind, and I was in
the unenviable position of being between
Goltz and Vom Kreigler and the chap’s
bayonet. Dear old Hal got me out of that
mess by ehoking the soldier, and showing
me the way baek to our cave. Hal is a most
useful fellow to have around when there’s a
lot of trouble.”

“ Have we fareto go?”

‘‘ There you absolutely beat mé, Chief,”
sajd the prince. “1I couldn’t give you the
remotest idea of the distance. I was far too
busy wondering how to get out of a nasty
zorner to count my paces. 1t seemed a long
way to me, but it may be a very short one.
I'd be jolly ecautious, for we may tumble
across those beastly wires, and go up in the
air before we dream of it!”

“You are in a most cheerful frame of

mind, Ching,” said the millionaire. *‘Try
how far you can throw this stone without
hitting the walls or roof.”

The prince took a short rum, and flung the
stone into the darknmess. It travelled far
beyond the ranmge of the lamps, and they
heard it strike and fall,

‘“ A good throw!” said Ferrers Lord. * You
hit the end of the gallery, and the end of
the gallery ought to be the gate of the
treasure cave. Now we'll take your advice,
and be cautious.”

They maoved by inches, for they knew they
were in a perilous place. Goltzheimer might
have disconnected the batteries before blow-
ing up the powder-magazine; and no doubt
if he was unaware that there was -another
entrance, he would have done so, for a double
explosion would have made the task of boring
through to the treasure cave an enormous
one.: It was very unsafe to frust that possi-
bility. The mine might still be there, accur-
ately wired, and a deathtrap to any
uninitiated person who was foolhardy enough
to approach the robbers’ cave. Ching Lung
bent down and touched a piece of wall that
jutted out. It was not cold, and it was not
hard. =

‘““ Steady, Chief !”* he gaid. * Here's a lump
of rock that isn’t rock, but cork. And, by
Jove, here’s an eleetriec battery hidden behind
it! And, like an -ass, I have no wire-
cutters!”

“1 have some here,” said Ferrers Lord.
‘“ Give a sharp, clean cut!”

The wire-cutters clicked twice.

“ That's that!” said the prinee. “ But I'm
not satisfied yet. Goltzheimer seenied a long
time fumbling about. There tnay bé another
battery.” -

It was quiekly found, and rendered harm-
less. When they took another step forward
the ground seemed to yield beneath them.
Here was the trap—a five-foot-wide steel
plate, covered with a layer of imitation stone.
The weight of a man upon it formed the

-eleetric contact, and fired the mine concealed

beneath it. And then the gallery ended.

“We are standing on the threshold of
wealth beyond the dreams of avarice, Chief,”
said Ching Lung. *' This dummy door opens
by means of a spring; but, even if we find
out the trick of that, it will take Hal Honour
and that bow-legged chap who shadows him
to force the door at the back.”

-out over the landing.
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“1 have seen all I want to see, thank
you!” said the milliopaire. *‘Has some
brilliant thought struck you, as you are rub-
bing your head?”

““1 was only thinking, Chief, that, if those
beggars dig through, it would be pretty useful
if we could wire up those batteries again to
give them a welcome!”

“If that had been any use I would not
have had the wires cut, Ching. Depend upon
it, they knew all about the batteries, and
exactly where to find them. It is the
members of the Supreme Council, whom I
did not gather into my net, who have
arranged this. I don’t want any bloodshed—
that is the last thing I wish for—and a con-
cealed mine is murder."” :

From the instrument on the millionaire’s
wrist came a clear, siivery chime, and the
little Iuminous hand on the dial swung about
with a faint tieking noise. :

“Trom Honour,” said Terrers Lord. ‘ He
says he can hear the men working quite
plainly, and that they cannot be more than
thirty feet away. Well, we are prepared!”

He set off with a long, swinging stride that
swiftly brought them to the water. Hal
Honour had found some chairs in the cells,
and he, Thurston, and Prout were sitting
there comfortably about twenty yards away
from the foot of the steps. . They were
without, their masks, for the air was much
purer. At the sight of the millionaire and
Ching Lung, the engineer sprang to his feet.
His assistant was kneeling, working a bhand-
drill, with which he was boring a hole in the
roek almost level with the floor. =

“Is it as bad as that, then, Honour?” asked
Ferres Lord, glancing at the mechanic.

The engineer made ome of his quick nods,
and hurried towards the steps. Quite dis-
tinctly they could hear the clinking of pails,
the scraping of shovels, and the rattle of a
chain. The finer rubbish had spread farther
It was trickling over
the steps in little black streams. The
millionaire shot out, and pressed Hal Honour
close to the wall.

“Look out, below!” he eried.
there, and stand eclear!”

A heavy piece of masonry, weighing several
hundredweights, rolled out of the grey-black
mass, and went bounding down the steps,
crashing against the wall below.

(Another grand instalment nexi week.)

“Look out

offering at HALF PRICE.

177-178, Totienham

FRETWORK
OUTFITS
HALF PRICE!

Here is a splendid opportunity
for any boy to obtain a splendid
full-size 10/- Fretwork Outfit
for only 5/- and five outside
wrappers saved from the 3d.
packets of amy of the four
delicious varieties of VWrigley's
Chewing Sweets.
will be sent by return—carriage
paid—and will enable you to
make all kinds of useful things.
- Tt is just exactly what you want
for the long winter evenings.

If you have .a Fretwork Outfit
already, send a postcard for
FREE LIST of many other
splendid things Wrigley's are

Simply write your name and
address on a postcard and address it carefully to—

WRIGLEY’S, LTD.

(Desk 23),

Londcn, W.1.

The outfit

Gourt Road,

and long-lasting as Wrigley's.
Juicy Fruit? It's grand. And the new one—
Wrigley's P.K."s—lovely little pieces of sugar-
coated peppermint gums.
3d., and every piece lasts for hours.
play football, you'll play a lot better if you
chew Wrigley’s,
for the Fretwork Outfit HALF PRICE. Don't
forget—five outside wrappers and only 5/-
for a splendid 10/- Cutfit.

Send to-day - - Address as below

SOLD EVERYWHERE

SEALED TIGHT
-HKEPT RIGHT

=nCHEWING SWEET s

There is no other Sweet which is so delicious

Do you know
Ten ina packet for
If you

Buy some to-day, and send

£
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A WORD WITH £
YOUR * EDITOR!

Yom Editor is always pleased to

hear from his readers. Address: The
Editor, The * Popular,” The Fleetway
House, Farringdon St., London, E.C.4.
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FOR NEXT FRIDAY!

¢ FAGES TO ORDER!"
By Frank Richards.

That is the title of next week's grand long
complete story of Harry Wharton & Co., at
_Greyfriars, in which Fisher T. Fish, the enter-
prising Yankee junior, takes a very prominent
part. An idea occurs to him that Greyfriars
has _been wanting ‘a Fag Agency, where
members of Forms above the Third can state

their requirements and a fag is ushered into
their service. To a lazy fellow like Maule-
verer it is a grand idea. 1t is a thing he has
been waitmﬂ for for some time—someone to
look gtter him keep the study in order, cook
his meals, act as vatet , :and do numerous
other jobs which he ~has hitherto been forced

to dg himself.
-You must pot isa this grand story. It

ll"llllllIlllllllllllllllllll

dents, and is a story which, I am sure, wiil
receive a cordial reception at the hands of
my many chums, s

To follow this. will be another long com-
plete tale of Jimmy Silver & Co., entitied:

HTHE REBELS!"”
By -Owen Conquest.

In the story the juniors are still deter-
mined that Lattrey shall be expelled from
Rookwood, as the Head, for reasons of his
own, will not, or cannot do.so.  Dr. Locke
is firm in his intention of keeping him on, and
Jimmy Silver & Co. are cqually resolvedi
that he shall not remain. Law and order
disappears. The juniors defy the Head and
the masters’ commands, and there is a great
rebellion at the school.

You simply must not miss this story.

BILLY BUNTER’'S WEEKLY.

Next week Billy Bunter will put before
his pumerous readers one of the finest num-
bers of his supplement that he has ever
compiled. The great programme of stories
and articles, penned by ?hc boys of Grey-
friars, 8t. Jim's, and Rookwood, will beat
all records, and ‘that’s saying-a- fot.

There will also be another loug, thrilling
instalment of our wonderful serial:

“THE.INVISIBLE RAIDER!"
By 8idney Drew,

_THE POPULAR—Every Friday.

Ching Lung & Co., continue their quest of
the vreat treaaure which has been buried
heneath that great pile of ruins, the Schloss

Schwartzburg, the former residence of the once
all-powerful halser There are many dangers

to go through and obstacles to overcome

before they reach their destination and

recover the treasure,

Judging by letters received, it Is easy
to see thab this grand story is very populae
among my reader-chums, and I might add
that there are many exciting incidents to
come in the subsequent ch‘lptﬂ'a of

“THE INVISIBLE RAIDER!”

If you have a chum who is not a reader
of the POPULAR, you will be doing both him
and your editor a good turn by introducing
this splendid paper to him, and getting him
to %rder a copy to be saved for him every
wee!

e COMING SHORTLY.

Within a few weeks I shall be able to
announce the nature of the grand surprises
I have been preparing for you for some
time. So I advise you to keep your eyes
open for further announcements, ofherwise
you may miss a grand treat.

]Dour betor,‘

abouhds in: aurpnsmg and hamorous inci-

in which Ferrers Lord and his Lompamom L

15 DAYS FREETRIAL

Packed FREE, . Carrlage PATD,  Direct from Works,
LOWEST CASH PRlc!s. nsv inw%m

Immodi:tb delivery.

-hand Cycl res and Accessorles at pop.
ular Prices. Satisfaction zuannteed or B -Refunded
Qid les xr.‘hangcd tite for Monster Size Froe

an[al Oﬂer of Slmpla Blcyde

COMPANY, Iuorld
Dept B 607 BIRMINGHAM

‘HOW TO BECOME A JUGGLER’

by RUPERT INGALESE, the World's greatest juggler,
+ 20,000 words, illustrated, POST FREE 26. .

ahsxnm'u PRESS (Dept. A.P.), Balham, London, S.W.iz.

SH 0‘“1‘ OR TALL ?—Whlch are you, and which would you like

be? A deficiency in height can umdlg
be mldo good by the Girvan Scxsntiﬂo Treatment. BStudents report from
to_ 5 <inches increase. 8uccessfully practised by business men, actors,
noldlers and all to whom hex ht and appearance count. Send a posteard
for purticul and our - guarantee to ENQUIRY DEPT. AM.P.,
17, BTBOUD GREE}\ EOAD LOXDON, N. 4.

HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS from £1; with AUTOMATIC Re-Winder,
from £5 Agcessories, Standard Films, JHustrated Catalogus Free.—
Desk E , DEAN CINEMA CO., 94, Drayton Avsnue, London, W, 13.

A Model STEAM ENGINE

Qomplets, ready for work, 15/- & 32/-. Ralls, 6d. per length.

Pmlfi extrﬁ lﬂf.tonLF%Tnéo LI%ET! ,%“;%"n g’msto_, git:.e thlng,

Holder, Eeflector, Instructions, & 5 ar SZ.

* postage 0d. SHOCKING COILI

Set of Parts for making, 119. Battery

1/6; postage 3d. each. Electro

Magnst, d., postage 3d. (Llfbs ith)

Box Electrloal Experiments, 3/-

eclal Cheap Telephone Sec com-

plete, 1/6- postage 4d, (Uaca.lo'gun 4d.)
e SRR 4.Volt Dynamo, 12/6. SE Wi

85O The HARBORNE SMALL POWER Co.

‘2 T. (38) 33. Queans Road Aston, Birmingham.

HOHE CINEMATOGRAPHS
AND FILMS.

Send for free illustrated list of cheap.
. machines and films. Enqudrta lmted

FORD'S; Dept. A.P.,
) 13, Red iion Square, London, \V.O.

FREE FUN! & T T e e

FRE gg u‘ll sendlng 1/- for 70 Cute Conjuring
“Tricks, 12 Jolly Joke Trleks, 6 Cato n Tricks, 5 OQunning Card Tricks,
B Mysﬂfying uagm 250 Biddiel, 18 Games, 10 Funng Readinga,
5 Funn: 1 T3 Tonsu 52 W b Secrata. Enr
Secret, and Th

Great Fun {—C, nmfmas. 15, Wood 8t.,

Ventruequnm
lighted 1

debaston. Blrminghn.m};w

Double-weae

MASTER

Also suits, overcoats, bedding, watches, rings;
cutlery, accordeons, gramophones, ste,, efe.
. Everything in our Catalogue on Easy Terms,

Write for a Copy. Foreign Applications Invited.

MASTERS, LTD.,32, HOPE STORES. RYE.

aned -Boled
roof 30[-

Boots all sizes. 5/- Deposit and 5/- monthly.:

N

STRENGTHEN YOUR NERVES

Nervousness deprives .you .of employment pleasures, and many
advanbages in life. If you wish to.prosper and enjoy life, strengthen
your nerves, and regain confidence in yourself by using the Mento-
Nerve Strengthening Treatment. Guaranteed Cure i m 12 days Used
by \we«-Admnral to Seaman, Colonel to Private, D.S.0.'s, M.C.’s,
M.M.’s, and D.C.M's. Mereiy send three penny stamps for pa.rticu-
lars— GODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH, Ltd., 527, {mperial Bulldlngs,
Ludgate Circus, London, E.C.4.

FREE BOOK OF BARGAINS, 7id to £6, freo &

Free—Watches T/11 to 90/-, Ciocks, Jewellery. Aceordionl.
Usetul Goods. Novelties, Toys. Etc.
A Big Novelty~
Pocket Oinema
and 100 Real £
Cinema Film
Pictures 1/,
Postage 2d. §
Delight or
Money Back.
Pain’e Presents
2 Houss, Dapt. 14P. Haitingl

“Ib's wonder(’ul ” writea B, 10,000 Testimonials.
C

CURLY HAIR BIT » CURLS ATRAIGHTEST HAIRI

1/3, tamps accepted J—-ROSS {(Dept. P, }, 173, NEW

2/5. (8
NORTH ROAI). LOKDON N,
Cure yourssif as I diad. !‘ull

STOP STAMMEH'NG' particulars Pree —FRAN.

HUGHES, 7, Southampton Row, London, W.C.

VENTRILOQUISH made easier. Our new enlarged book of easy Instruoc.
tions and ten amusinz dialogues enables anyona to learn this Wonderful
Laughable Avt. Only 1., post free. * Thousands delighted* (Dolls Supplied).
Thought-Reading, 1/.; Mesmerism, 1/6.—G. Wilkes & Co., 8tockton, Rngby. Eng,

CINEMA FILMS AND MACHINES.—Comic and Cowboy Films.
Stamp for ILists. 50-ft. Sampls F\lm. 1713. — TYSON & MLRSHALL,
89, Castle Boulevard, WOTTINGHA

M AG'Q TRIGKS etc.—Parcels, 2/6, 5/6. Ventriloquist’s
]

Instrument. _Invisible. Imitate Birds.
Price6d.each.dfor1/-.—T. W Harrison, 239, PentonvilleRd., London, N 1.
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All applications for Advertisement Space
in this publication should be addressed
to the Advertisement Manager,
UNION JACK SERIES, The Fleetway
House, Farringdon St., London, E.C.4
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Printed and published every Friday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Press,
The Fieetway House, Farringdon Street, London, B.C, 4.

Advertisement offices:

Abroad, 8s. 10d. per annum; 4s. 5d. for six months. Sole

agents for bouch Afriea: The Oentral News Agenc =
Zealand, Messrs. Gordon & Goteh, Ltd.; and for Canada, The Imperial News Co., i

Limited, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C, 4

ubscrmcmn rates: Inland, ils. per annum; 55, 6d. for six months.
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