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THE SCHOOLBOY REBELS MEET WITH A STRANGE ADVENTURE OUTSIDE

i

By OWEN CO

THE WALLS OF ROOKWOOD!
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A S:-J-lendid, Long, Complete Story,
| dealing with Jimmy Silver & Co.,
and the Great Rookwood Re_'bellic_m.

o

NQUES T

(Author of the Famous Rookwood Yarns in ** The Boys' Friend.”)

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
No Surrender!

“" AIN T
R “Oh, crumbs!|”
“Oh dear!”

Even Jimmy Silver

“Blow it!” "

It began with a slight shower, and
continued with a steady downpour.

Clouds had drifted” over the moon,
and darkness lay on the lane and the
lields and the distant pile of Rookwood
School.

Late as the hour was, there was a
crowd of Rookwood juniors in tho lane.

They drew to the side of the road for
thelter under the trees; bul the leafless
branches did not afford much shelter.

The Fourth Form of Rookwood were
out of bounds, and they were not en-
joying it.

The barring-out at Rookwood, which
had lasted for whole days, was over,

and the Head had the upper hand.
And Jimmy Silver & Co., not to be

beaten, had marched out of Rookwood
in a body, determined to keep up the
contest, but with very vague ideas as o

their future intentions.
Most of the rebels of Rookwood were
- still in a determined mood.

Townsend & Co., the nuts of the
Fourth, would gladly have returned to
the school, and taken their chance with
the Head., .

But they had no chance of that.

The Fourth were standing togefher in
the struggle with their headmaster, and
«lackers had to line up with the rest.

But for the rain, it would not have
heen so bad.

But rain, without shelter, had a de-

pressing cffect upon the highest spirits.
Even Jimmy Silver found it difficult

to live up to his own maxim, and ““keep
smiling.”
“I say, this is rotten!” groaned
Tommy Dodd, turning up his coat-collar.
“Beastly !”” murmured Cook.
“Don’t
grumbling " said Arthur Edward Lovell
tartly. “Bad enough without that!”
“Who's grumbling 7"’ demanded
Tommy Dodd, with cr]unl tartness,
“You are, fathead !
“You Classical ass!”

Tne PorrLABR.—NoO. 165.

said

siluation hasn’t changed.
our Form is still at Rookwood, and we're
not giving in till he’s kicked out of the
school !
out for blinding Mornington,. and he
knows it, and we know it!
peace terms, and we can’t take less |”

marked Valentine Mornington.
about time we got out of this.”

---——__-_

“You Modern grouser!”

“Oh, dry up!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver. ‘“Don’t begin ragging now, for
goodness’ sake!”

“Blow the rain!”

“Bless 1t !”

“Br-r-r-r-r !

It came down steadily,

It dripped quickly through the leafless
branches, and dropped on the disconsolate
Fourth-Formers of Rookwood. :

Jimmy Silver wrinkled his brows in
deep thought.

Something had to be dene; that was
certain. '

“It's no good thinking of giving in,”
said Kit - Erroll, breaking the dismal
silence. “Going back to Rookwood
means the -sack for some of us, and a
flogging all round for the rest, That's
not good enough !
~** Belter than this!” mumbled Peele.

“It- means worse . than that,” said
Jimmy Silver quietly. “If we were
going to give in we ought never to have
started.  We've been downed at Rook-
wood; there’s no getting out of that.
The Head couldn’t down us, but Mr.
Lattrey did—bless him! We're going to
keep it up, outside the school !”

“How long 7" snapped Townsend.

“Until we win!” said Jimmy. *“The
Lattrey of

The Head ought to kick him
That’s our
I'm getting

“Ow-wow! It's wet!

the rain down my neck !”

‘“Bother your neck !”
“By gad, it's jolly wet, though!” re-
@l

The bhnd junior spoke cheerfully

enough.

It was a standing surprise tn Lis

ou blessed Moderns begin | Form-fellows that Mornington retained
his cool, somewhat sardonic good-humour,

in spite of the terrible misfortune that
had fallen upon him.

Blind as he was, no one ever heard a

word of complaint from Mornington of
the Fourth.

(Copyright in the United States of Amerlca.) )

“What about going to the village?”
asked Raby, .

" No zccommodation for the lot of us,”
saidd Newcome. “Besides, who'd take in
a gang of fellows who'd run away fromy
school 7”

“1 suppose they wouldn't.”

“Of courso they wouldn’t!
tell us to go back.” .

“That's so0,” said Jimmy Silver.
“They know all about the barring-
out by this time in Coombe, and
us 1n would be taking a hand in it. And
we couldn’t expect anybody to do that.”

“Are we goir’ to stand here till we
drown 7" sniffed Peele.

“I'm c-c-catchin’ a cold !”
Topham.

“Catch it quickly, then, you funk I”

“"May I make a suggestion ?” drawled
Mornmngton. :

“Go ahead, Morny !”

“ What about goin’ on the heath ?*

“Coombe Heath ?” velled Townsend.,
l“I:}{I:‘tlE‘H wnrs}? ltlu:m }1;}11'5 1"

" There's shelter there, dear bo 2

““What shelter is there on the h{-uth
Morny 7" asked Erroll. :

“The old quarries.”

“My !mt.'" exclaimed Jimmy Silver,
brighlening up. “Good for you, Morny |
I ought to have thought of that !”

“Even Uncle James doesn’t think of
everything !I” grimmed Lovell.

“Granted }” said Jimmy cheerfully,
“It’s a ripifng idea! March!”

“It's frightfully muddy there 1" said
Townsend. .

“Go hon!”

“March!” repeated Jimmy Silver,

The rebels of Rookwood marched.

There was evidently nothing else to bo
done, and even the slackers realised that
the quarries were a better shelter than
the leafless trees, :

They marched on down the rainy lane

“The blessed moon’s gone ! suié
Oswald. ‘“It’s not easy to find the way
in the dark, Jimmy.,” -

“We'll try.”

“We're more likely to fall ;
quarries and break our necks!”
Higgs.

“Well, your neck won't be much Jogs 17

“ Why, you checky ass—" '

“This way!"” rapped out Silver,

~ The y'd

mumbled

takipg’
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The juniors turned into the dark
fields from the lane, and tramped on
towards tha lonely heath through the

+ fnlling rain.

The clonds were thick over the moon
?_n;:ra and there was hardly a glimmer of
£

Wide and lonely before them the heath
strelched, trackless, in the night.

They tramped on, squelching mud.

But Jimmy Silver halted at last.

Higgs' remark was well founded. The
heath was dangerous in the dark, split in
all directions by the openings of the
disused quarries.

“My hat! It is a bit of a puzzle!”
satd Jimmy Silver, staring about him in
the dense gloom. “I know the quarrics
pretly well, but I'm blessed if I can find
the yay to them now!”

“Same here!" said Erroll

“We want a gunide!” sncered Town-
send. “Are you goin’ to find a guide
somewhere, Jimmy Silver?”

“Here's a guide, dear boy,” chimed in
Mornington coolly.

“What?"

“Follow me!"

“Youl” yelled Townsend.

blind !

“You're

forgotlten, when he had scen a soldier
speaking to the Head of Rookwood in
Coombe Lane.

By chance Jimmy and his chums had
heard what was aaid—had heard the
soldier tell Dr, Chisholm that he had
news of his brother, Oliver Chisholm, of
whose existence no one al Rookwood ll:ld
ever heard. ,

Tho Istical Four had never said a
word of that incident. %

It was no business of theirs, and they
had been sorry to surprise such a secret.

Thal 1t was a painful secret to the
Head, they knew, for they had heard
him answer that he desired no news of
his Lrother, who was dead to him.

And this was the soldier they had seen
then.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome recog-
nised him at once, as well as Jimmy
Silver.

What he was doing on tho lonely
heath at nearly midnight was a mystery
to them.

There was no military camp nearer
than Latcham, miles away.

“Hallo, i's you!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver, 1n surprise.

The soldier gave him a quick look.

The juniors marched on, Mornington

in the fead.
Darkness swallowed up the man in

kh'r‘lk!_.

. You've seen that man before,
Jl?‘“‘gy? " asked Erroll.

*Yes; once. I don't know his name."

“Ho was hanging round Rookwood,”
remarked Lovell. *I fancy, from what
he said then that he's an old Rook-
wooder."

“ What on earth can he be doing hero
at this time of night?” exclaimed Tomruy
Dudf:l).

" Deserter, perhaps,” suggested Peele.

“Oh, rala!'P o e

“He doesn’t look that kind,” said
Jimmy Silver. * Anyway, it isn't out

bizney. Come on!"

:' Careful, now !"" said Morny.

‘You bet!'

The juniors trod very warily.

Luckily, a glimmer of moon came
through the clouds, dim and watery, bul
very welcome,

Before them stretched the opening of

an old quarry, with a rongh descent inlo
i, difficult enough even in the day-time,

“There’'s a cave down there,” said

| “Quite so,” assented Mornington “What! D R 91 | Mornington. ‘““You remember it, Kit?"
: coolly.  *““And because I'm bliml,gnhi clnimedf DI NIPIEIBAt S o e “I remember it!" said Erroll quietly.

scout, I'm not so lost in the dark as
you fellows are. Follow me[”

“Do you mean that, Morny?” ex-
claimed Jimmy Silver in amazement,

Mornington laughed. -

“My dear man, follow me, and sez.” I

“Right-ho !”

a:'Take my arm, Morny!"” exclaimed
Erroll. :

“You take mine, you mean, my boy.”
answered Mornington, laughing. *“In
i!_l_t; El'nrk I'm a better man than you are,
{1t,

The dandy of the Fourth led the way
without hesitation, and the juniors,
vjandering, followed him.

‘M’nrn]’ had not boasted.

Accustomed to profound darkness, the

“I've seen you before,” said Jimmy.
“You don't remember—one evening on
the road near Rookwood.”

“Oh, I remember!”

“What on carth are you doing here?”
asked Lovell. :

The man smiled slightly.

“1I want to know what you are doing
here,” he answered.

“Well, that depends,” said Jimmy
coolly. “If you're on duty here, you
have a right to ask—otherwise, not!’

“I am on duty here!” :

“There 13n't a camp nearer than
Latcham,”” said Lovell. .

“1 am on duty, I tell you!"

“Oh, all sereno!” said Jimmy Silver.

“It's as safe as houses, and a good

shelter,” continued Mornington. **IU's
not far down, and easy enough if you'ru
careful.”

With greal care the juniors descended

the rough slope.

They trod the lower level at last, and
Mornington, almostl wilhout a stop, lecd
the way into the great cave.

Glad enough were the drenched Rook-
wooders to gel oul of the falling rain.

Several matches were ‘struck, and the

juniors looked about them. _
“Dry here, at any'rate,” said Higgs.
“That’s a comfort!" -
“ A bit unfurnished!" grinned Lovell.
“Ha, ha, bal"”

T - E—— I-. w “’
L

4

) 5§ ' ' “Then we'll explain.  There’s a bar- “It was camped in once,” said Morn. ;
Lit:;k?gniir?t{ the night made no difer- ring-ont in our school——" hrighon, "Th_inpis O s Kool ”“: ;
The loss of his sight, as is usually :.“.h,‘?‘tf" time I was kidnapped, and Erroll fished 4
the case, had quickened all the other We'vo got _thn worst of the first | me out. s _ S ]
§2nses. round, and we've cleared out till theo] “My only hat!” exclaimed Jimmy )
With scarcely a halt, Morningfon led | H1¢2d comes to terms! bl ety ' :
: the AVAY ACTOs5 the dark hi‘:lth by pﬂthi 0 Qh . . :'.IH u‘“ hﬂt;ﬂ tTlB AL '|n "
he had known well in other davs.. Surprises you a bllt—wlml. chuckled Here's a antern ! \ : p
The rebels of Rookwood trod earefully | LOTeil Well, we're not gomng t0] JIn great excitement, Jimmy Silver 3
in his track. : * | sheathe the sword, as tho political duffers | picked 11{1 the lanlern from a-ledge of :
Suddenly from the black darkness | S till old Chisholm's Elql;l}' militarism { rock in the far corner of the cave. -
ahead came a glimmer of light “and a |18 8iven the merry kybosh! He examined it by match-light. -
sharp voice called : ’ There wwas a chortle from some of the| It was clean, and full of oil. _ >
¢ Halt!"” rebels, The captain of the Fourth lighted it.
The man in khaki frowned. It was a very useful find, though how b
- ' “Are you speaking of your head-|on earth it had come {o be-in the quarr .
THE SECOND CHAPTER, master?” he exclaimed. cave was a deep mystery. - -
Mystorious ! “You bet!” The light glimmered -over the rock -

i ALT!™
H It was a sharp military
.challenge, and the Rook-
wooders  halted in
astonmishment.

It was an clectric pocket-lamp that
gleamed out in the darkness, and be.
hind 1t, for some moments, they could
discern nothinF. _

But in a little while they made out the
figure of a man in khaki.

““ A soldier!”” exclaimed Lovell,

““Hallo!! Who's that?” demanded
Mornington.  “Who are you?”

The soldier came nearer.

e was a stalwart fellow, with a
youthful-locking face, though at the
socond glance 1t could be seen that he

sheer

“You should speak of Dr. Chisholm
more rtespectfully!” _said the soldior
sternly.

“The old sport i3 in tha wrong,” ex-
plained Lovell.

““Nonsense! You had better go back
to school !” '

“No fear!”

“You are surely not thinking of camp-
ing out of doors on a night like this?’
exclaimed the man in khak:.

“That’s what we mean,” answerad
Jimmy Silver. “If you've done asking
questions, Tommy, we'll get along. The
rain's rather wet!” :

The soldier shut off the light, and
darkness fell again, blotting them out
from one another’s sight.

cave and on the face of the juniors.

‘“Well, that's a find!” said Erroll.
“But how did it get here? It can’t
have been here long—it's ‘quite clean
and in order. IU's been used lntelf‘.”

“Somebody’s  been camping ere,"’
said Jimmy.

“Tel’s have a look round. Maybe
something else—"

*“NMy hat! Just look !”

There were exclamations of surprise
on all sides as Jimmy Silver flashed the

lantern-light about the cave.

Two or three rugs, an overcoat, and a
bag lay in the corner, concealed by loose
rocks, and only discovered b( the search.

1al someone

It was evident enough tl
had used the cave for camping.

was not under thirty.seven or eight. ! n vent you,” he said. “It] ‘“Well, my only hat I» lumd Jimmy
Jimmy Silver stn{ted as he sgm't' the | is n{:}cﬂzsi?llﬂsgmnf mif‘lﬂ! But you may | Silver, in Mt‘lm:‘im!e“t' “Look here!

man’s face in the light. meot with some accidents—it is more | There’s grub in this bag—tinned sar-
I'or he had seen that faco before. likely than nof!" dines and oat-cakes, and *:}}}“B" Who
Back into his mind came the| “We've got a guide,” answered|on carth does it belong to? : .

moemory of an incident he had almost| Jimmy cheerfully. “Go it. Morny!” TeE PoruLAR.—No. 165,
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" being
but _
Leggett, the Modern, being a deserter

from the rebel camp.

tha same.

| A

4 There is No Entrance Fee to the Competition on page 24,

““That soldier chap, perhaps,” eaid
Tommy Dodd.

“But he's quarlered at Latcham. He
told ug so when we saw him weeks ago.”

““Looks as if he's & deserler, after all.”

“Oh ! said Jithmy. '

“That grub will ccme in useful,” re-
marked Higgs.

“It’s not ours.”

“Rats! It’s ours now.”

It was something to bhave escaped the
rain. And in a quarter of an hour more
}h]ere were few of them who were wake-
ul.

"THE THIRD CHAPTER,
The Shadow of the Past.
ORNING lessons began at Rook-

wood School with much half-
suppressed excitement the next
day.

There was only one topic in the school.

The flight of the I'ourth was known
to all Rookwood, and the fellows won-
dered breathlessly what the Head was
going {o do now. . N~

Fellows who caught a glimpse of Dr.
Chisholm that morning related. that he
was looking worried. | :

It was no wonder.

For days the rebels of Rookwood had
held out 1n the camp on-the school allot-
ments. ) i . |
During those days, Mr. Bootles, the

LOOK OUT FOR THIS SPLENDID COLOURED PLATE.OF A FAMOUS NORTH BRITISH RLY. EXPRESS ENGINE
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He gritted his tecth with savage anger
when he learned that Jimmy Silver &
Co. had left Rockwood to keep up the
rebellion outside the school.

. His faco was gloomy when ho came
mto the Form-room that morning.

Mr. Bootles gave him a very sour look.

The Form-master was feeling the
present situation acutely.

He laid all the blame upon Lattrey;
as, mdeed, all the school did.

It was a mystery to all Rookwood why
tho lHeut] id not expel the young
rascal.

Mr. Bootles set the three juniors their
tasks, and retired. -
. He was not inclined {o waste his morn-
g on a class of three.

Leggett grumbled =avagely- when ke
was gone.

ITe was already repentin 1 -
tion of the rebcl?FuE;‘Jn. .g o .hm Ideser
He rubbed his hands and growled.

. Mr.. Manders, the Modern niaster, was
a sharp-tempered gentleman, and Leg-
gett had the happy prospect of enduring
all Mr. Manders’ bad temper ‘““on his
own - till the' other fellows came back.

It did not please Legpgett. -

While the three juniors sat at their
lonely tasks Mr. Bootles refurned to his
study, with a very thoughtful expression
upon his faco. ' '

I The master of the Fourth seemed to be

-----
R e t)

u
Ll L

s el g e e

Mr. Bootles coughed and blew his
nose.

The Head of Rookwod was rather an
awful personage, to the masters
as to the boys.

But the little Form-master had made
up his mind, and he was resolute.

“The—the fact is, sir, this is a most
disastrous state of affairs. It cannot bd
long before it reaches the cars of the
governors, and they will certainly inter.

fere.”

Dr. Chisholm nodded.

That was ono of his greatest worries,

What was he to say and to do if the
governing body called on him for an
account of his stnwurdsh:r? :

“T am going to speak plainly, sir. The
whole school—the staff as well as the
pupils—regard your leniency to Lattirey
| with amazement. The boy's conduct
has always been bad. It is known that

| he was once sentenced to expulsion, but

i o e TR R Ve . R e, ] T, =y — r
. A - s L i 'l - o e | - - 5" [ W
T % % % .ﬁ.';'t _,..,l"h-_':..h-q-l H.,;"'L‘"._-
-

after a visit from his father you res-

cinded the sentence. That was Dbefore

his brutal attack upon Mornington.”
Mr. Bootles paused, but the Head did

not speak.

“And now, sir,” pursued Mr. Bootles,
warming up, as it were—‘'now, sir, he
has added an act of brutal ruffianism to
his record of rascality, and still he is
allowed to remain in the school. Yonu
cannot fail to be aware, sir, that deplor-

R o o e T A M S0

“POPULAR” !

o
- o

master of the Fourth, had had a class | trying to make up his mind, and to find | able - as tha fnsuhordiuntin;l of the

of two—Tubby Muffin, who was left out
of the revolt, and Mark Lattrey, the cad
of the Fourth, who was the cause of all

the trouble. -
Lattrey and Muffin had the Iourth
Form room to themselves all the time,
set tasks by their Form-master,
this morning there were three,

Mark Lattrey was not looking happy.
It was his father who had succeeded in

turning the rebels out of their camp,
having given his assistance to the Head.

Mr. Lattrey had left Rookwood again,

supposing that the rebellion was over.

Lattrey of the Fourth had ‘supposed

He had been greatly relieved.
For though he knew that his father

had some secret hold over Dr. Chisholm,
ll]l]ﬂ gituation was a troublesome one to

Im, = :

Heo would have been glad to sece order
restored,” and to take iis place in the
Fourth again,” = "°- 12 £,

So long as the rebellion lasted there
was no telling how it might end;  and
Lattrey did not feel that his stay in the
school was secure. e

Tue PoruLar.—No. 165. -
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affairs.”

- “THE HEAD'S--TRIUMPH

it difficult to Jdo so. _
He paced the study for half an hour

or “more, thinking, with a deeply-
wrinkled brow. *
At last, apparently coming to a deci-

eion, he whisked out, and made his way '

to the Heaa’s sfudy.

The Head wss not taking the Sixth |

that morning. He was feeling too dis-

turbed for Form work.
Mr. Bootles tapped at the door,

“Come in!”

The Form-master he

coughed as

‘entlered the study,

Dr. Chisholm was seated at his table.

“ Well, Mr. Bootles 7" said the Head.

“Ahem! T
to you, sir, on the present disastrous
situation in. the school,” stammered Mr.
Bootles. ‘It may be taking a liberty,
but I feel bound .to speak.”

“Please proceed.
any counsel I ehall be glad.”

““The
school, -sir.” S e

“1 am aware of that.” = |

“You do not know where they.are?”

‘““Not at present.”

“Quite =2.” |
oy
[ |

Fourth Form may be, the rebels have
the sympathy of the whole school. No
one can understand why Lattrey is
| allowed to_remain. T believe that only
Mornington’s request~ to his guardian
saved the wretched boy from actual pro.
secution.”

Mr. Bootle:

less.

stopped, almost breath.

holm’s face.
No one had ever ventured to
to the headmaster like this before,
But the old gentleman did not secem
to be angry.
“Forgive me, sir,”

I feel that you

ought to know the view taken by ‘the

as well

A flush was creehing into - Dr. Chis- -

speak-

said Mr, B '
I have come here to speak | ““I-am speaking frankly. i ootles.

L]
L

Fourth Form have left the | to worse.
wood.
regular scand ] if somethin
I do not uphold the boys
| lion,
“It is a mnost unprecedented state of |must suggest, sir, that this

for punishments. |
| pardon be offered {o

A_CRAND TALE. OF THE . ROOKWOOD CHUMs,

whole ”Echﬂﬂl—mnsters, geniors, and
juniors, : - :
“I was already aware of .it, Mp.

If you can give me | Bootles.”

- “Now the mnttur"lma
A-whole I'orm
Why, sir, it will

gone from- bad
has left Rook-
grow into a
g :sﬂnqt done!
In their rebel.
But I cannot wonder at irtf-?fl

15 not a time
the Fourth Form it

- By OWEN CONQUEST,

I suggest that a frea °
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gaware that the boy's

S
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" tions.

“Billy Bunter—Film Star!"’

they will return to their duty. And, first
of all, Lattrey should leave Rookwood.™

Mr. Bootles paused once more, fully
expecting a thunderous outbreak of
anger, to be followed by a request for his
resignation.

But the Head did net speak.

“Well, sir, I have done my duty in
speaking,” said Mr. Bootles at last. *'I
can do no more.. I am surprised—I must
say shocked—by the leniency shown to a
bufv of Lattrey's character.”

‘ Please sit down, Mr. Bootles.”

Mr. Bootles sat down, in great surprise.

“You have known me many yeats, Mr.
Bootles,” said the Head, speaking in a
low voice. ““To you I feel some explana-
tion is due. Mr. Bootles, I cannot send
Lattrey away from Rookwood !”

“You—you cannot, sir !’ stuttered Mr.
Bootles.

“1 cannot.”

A Splendid Story of Greyfriars in This Week's “Magnet''! &

“Dr. Chisholm !

“Then came the South African War,"
continued the Head. “He joined up as
a private soldier. Ile wrote to me then.
ITe told me that he had seen the error of
his ways, and that he had resolved to
atone for the past, and either earn a new
record of honour or give his life for his
country.”

“I always knew there was good in the

lad. I always thought so.” said Mr.
Bootles,

"_1 hoped s0,” said Dr, Chisholm. with
n sigh. **I was disappointed. At first it
scemed that he hed kept his word. e
received a commission for gallantry in
the field, under the name of Smith, which
he had taken when he enlisted. But—
but miserable news followed. e was
court-martialled for treacherous dealings

— e ——

“B-b-but I do
not understand !"
saidd the bewildered
IForm-master. ** You
have the power to
do so0.”

“1 have not the
power. Y oun are

father, Lucas Lat-
trey, is the head of
a firm of inquiry
agents—in  other
wards, a delective.
In the conrse of his

professional work
Mr.  Lattrey  has
thscovered a secret

concerning me, and
he hiolds 1t over my
head,”

“Bless my soul!
But—but that s
biackmail, sir!”

“Mr. Tattrey 1s
not  a scrupnlous
man!"  said. . the
Head bitterly.

“He 15 a scoun-
drel ! exclaimed
Mr. Bootles indig-
nantly. -

“He 1s n scoun-
drel, if you like, but .

he holds me under
his thumb.”
“But —but you

miust be—be dream-
o, isie ! STstam-
mered MNr. Bootles.

the two rolled over on the

THE FIGHT ON THE MOOR!—The soldier did not reply,

ground, locked in a desperate clutch.
like a roptilo’s.

oyess blazod up at the soldior

“I am absolutely
sssured that you, sir, have never done
anything to cause you to fear Mr. Lat-
{rey, or anyone else.

Dr. Chisholm smiled slightly.

“Thank you, Mr. Bootles. It 1s no
deed of mine that is in question, but the
disgrace of a near relative, You were a
master at Rookwood, Mr. Bootles, when
my brother was here. “You remember
him? Oliver, my young brother, was in
the Sixth Form here when I became
headmaster.” :

“T remember him, sir.”

Mr. Bootles blinked at the Head.
Neover before, since Oliver Chisholm had
left Rookwood, had he -heard the name
upon Dr. Chisholm’s lips.

“«VYou knew,” resumed the Head, in o
low voice, “that he was & reckless lad—
reckless, wilful, and given to bad associa-
He was my.brother, but I had
to send him away from the school.”

“ J—]I remember him, sir. But—but
you——""

‘“‘He went in an angry mood, and ho
went from bad to worse. When I next
heard of him he was the associnte of
cardsharpers and racecourse touls."
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with a German employed asa spy on the
Boer side, and sentenced to death.”

“Good heavens!” - exclaimed Mr.
Bootles, greatly agitated. ‘I never
heard of this!”

The Ilcad smiled bitterly.

“I was not likely to tell anyone,” he
said, ““I had the news from a friend in
the regiment who knew that Lieutenant
Smith was a connection of mine, and that
[ was interested in him, though he did
not know all. Oliver escaped the mght
betore his execution, and has never been
heard of since. . He escaped death, but
not *the blackest shame, worse than a
thousand deaths. One letter came to me
in his handwriting. - I threw it into the
fire unopened. 1 had done with him. 1
shut the thought of him from my mind,
and kept the wretched secret. He had
sinned and suffered under another name,
and 1 was thankful that my name was
not to be dragged in the mirs by his
crime, & name that had always been
honoured till he Lore it.”

L

“Bless my soul!"
Bootles.

murmured  Mr. s_pcnk.

A CRAND. TALE
. Bv

The ITead drew a deep breath.

“These facts, Mr. Booltles, lzave come
to Lucas Lattrey's knowledge. In his
work as a deteclive, he had to "visit
South Africa, he has told me, and was
omplni.'ml in tracing the same German
scoundrel who had led Oliver astray—
the wretch having remained in  the
country, continuing his evil work.

“Ile was one of the many German
agents in South Africa at that timo
who led the Boers-to expect German help
in the war, But those brave and un-
fortunate men found themselves betrayed
by the Kaiser, with his usual treachery.
Mr. Lattrey appears to have exposed
this rascal, and mn doing so learned my
brother's story. Now he threatens to
make his knowledge public, unless—""

*“Unless you allow Lattrey to remarn

t he o rhn at the convict, and
bl;l'rhn nnt:wlnflwuu under, and his

(See Chapter 4.)

at Rookwood !" exclaimed Mr. Bootles,

comprehending at last. _
“Ves. He desires tosave the disgrace

of his son. As a prico, he promises {0

coenled my disgrace,” suid the
%f:i)d T’ﬁ:gi'il}'. ad ffﬂlt you were entitled

to know this, Mr. Bootles : I should not
like you to misjudge me. Can I face such
an exposure—the public knowledge that
my brother. was condemned to death by
court-martia! as a traitor, and now lives
as a fugitive on tho earth under the
ban of the law, his life forfeit
should be found?”

Mr. Bootles was silent,

“T could not
Rookwood,”” ca:
an agitated voice.
pelled to resign, to
geclusion. have a
think of, Mr. Bootles;
with my own disgrace—my
disgrace It was o

L1 I
hide m
wife an

at his father's order.”
Tho Fourth Form master
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if he

remain headmaster of
cantinued Dr. Chisholm, in
should be com-
shame in
a child to

can I cover thern
b-other’s
bitter blow to me,
but I decided to allow Lattrey to remain,

not

THE ROOKWOOD CHUMS.
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*  “You think I should have done my
duty, regardless of the consequences to
my  wife, my little daughter, and

; myself 7" ‘the Head asked at last.

“I—I cannot say so, sir,” stammerad
Mr. Bootles. “I—T think so, certainly;
but—but, in your place,~doubtless
should have acted as you have done.
But--but the boys have no knowledge
of all this, and they are rightly indig-
nant.”

“I know it.” |

AMr, Bootles rose to his feet.

“* Alter what you have told me, sir, 1
cannot urge you,” he said. ‘‘Lattrey
must remain. But—but I cannot tell
what may become of this.”

Mr. Bootles left the study.

The Head remained alone, his chin
resting on his hand, his whole attitude
one of dejection, almost of despair..

For matters had now come to such a
nass that the Head was at the end ot
his vesources, and still the detective's
power over. him was as strong as ever,

and the blackmailer was merciless.
o

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Unknown !

i AW-AW-AW! Grooogh!”
' H Thus Arthur Edward. Loveil.
Dawn was shining over the
wide, lonely heath, and a4 dim
hght penetrated into the cave in the cld
quarry,

Lovell woke up the rebels, who turned
out, shivering.

[Fortunately, the rain had ceased before
dawn, and.the sun was shining.

“What abouf brekker?” asked Higga
thsmally,

“There's air!" said Raby, laughing.

“I'm hungry.” .

" IFathead!” grunted Higgs..

“There’s some grub here,” remarked
Tommy Dodd, with a nod towards the
big bag at the back of:the cave. ‘It
the owner turns up, we'll pay him for
it. Let’s whack it out.”

“That’s a good idea.” \

Who the unknown camper in the cave
might have been the juniors had not the
remotest knowledge. 9

It seemed pretty clear that he wouyld
come back some time, as he had left

his lantern, his bag of food, and his rugs |.

there, ey

Apparently the man, whoever he wa¥,
did not use the cave every night.

But as his return was pretty certain
there was no harm in borrowing his stock
of food, for cash payment when the un-
known turned up.

And. indeed, it was no time to stand
01l ceremony.

The bag contained a good quantity ol
food of various kinds, in tins and jars,
as well as a couple of loaves and a large
hunk of cheese.

The unknown camper seemed to have
In;rf] in supplies for several weeks for him-
self,

¢ The whole supply made a very frugal
breakfast for the Rookwood crowd; but,
frucal as it was, it was very welcome.
X T}i_ny felt better when they had cleared
it off. -

“Rather a surprise for that johnnie
when he turns up,” said Mornington,
with a laugh. “He can't grumble,
though, if we pay.” -'

“Well, he can grumble, if he likes,”
«aid Lovell considerately. ‘I don’t mind,
for one. Let him grouse!”

“Bnut what's the
Jimmy 7"

“Keep smiling !” said Jimmy cheerily.

““What else, fathead?”

Jimmy Silver waved his hand round
the cave.
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“Here we are,”. he said, “in good
quarters. We Jost one round at Rook-
wood—here we hold the fort, We've
only got to get some grub——""

“Only !” grunted Peele.

““And we can hold out as long as we
like.” continued Jimmy Silver calmly,
“And we're going to hold out till the
Head gives in and kicks Lattrey out of
Rookwood !" -

“Hear, hear!” |

“It's all right here,” remarked Van
Ryn. ‘‘DBetter if it were summer; but
wo shall manage. I've camped oul in
worse weather than this on the veldt.”
~“But we've got to get some. grub,”
.said Jimmy. “ We'll club together, and
somo of us can clear off to Latcham and

Coombe, and other places, foraging.” |

Even the grumblers were rather
pleased at the idea of a fine day on the
heath, instead of grinding lessons-in the
IF'orm-room at Rookwood. .*

Later in_the. morning half a dozen
uniors, well provided with cash, went
‘foraging ” in various directions. :
They came back soon after mid-day
with a rather mixed collection of pur-
chases; but the  provender ywas good
enouch for hungry schoolboys, and there
was enough for a couple of days,

“Scen anything of the camper chap?” |

asked Jimmy Silver, as he.camp in.

““Nobody’s .been. - here,”. "answered
Erroll. * \What about Rookwood? Iave
you scen anybody from the school 7"’

““No. 1 fancy the Head doesn’'t know
yvet that we're on Coombe Ieath at all.”

“When he finds out——"
~ “T suppose he'll pay us a visit,” said
Jimmy. “Let him! He won't get us
back to Rookwood till Lattrey’s gone.”

After dinner there was leapfrog in the
old quarry to pass the time.

Some of the fellows went further
afield, but they returned by dusk.

Aftor dark tge lantern was-lighted in
{he cave.’

“Much obliged to the merry johnnie
who put this here,” remarked Jimmy
Silver. ‘“I’ve managed to bag a can of
oil in Coombe, so i1t will last.”

“It’s cold,” mumbled Townsend.:

“Get through some exercises, then,
and. keen warm.”

“Oh, rats!” ,

“Hallo!”. exclaimed J.ovell -suddenly.

“IIere comes somebody !”

There was a step in the quarry out-
side. and ‘a man came striding 1n, evi-
dently unaware--that the juniors were
there.

Jimmy had just lighted the lamp, and
the light fell full upon the newcomer,

He started back. :

The juniors were all looking at him,

He was a man of about fifty,-with a
hard face and crafty eyes, and foreign-
looking features. And he was dressed
in the drab clothes marked with broad
arrows, that revealed his secret! Ile was
a convict! :

. The convict stood dumbfounded at the
light and the crowd round it, evidently
at a complete loss.

" The Rookwooders did not need telling
that this was the unknown camper in the

cave, whose provisions they had
borrowed. ; _

“Mein Gott!” the man ejaculated in-
voluntarily.

Lovell gave a yell.

“Hallo! A blessed German!”

“Who aro you?” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver, making a movement towards the

Iman.
There was no answer,

With a sudden backward spring, the |

man bounded out of the cave, and dis-
appeared into the dark quarry,
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falling and stumbling, rising again an
running on.

“Collar him!” shouled Conroy.
There was a rush after the stranger,

The juniors raced through t.,ha::'g'm.sij

There was a sudden crash as Jimfny

Silver, bursting through a thicket, ran

info a running form. -

He gripped it, and shouted to his

comrades.

“This way! I've got him!”

L E

“Let go!” came a sharp, fierce voice. ="

“By gad! It's the Tommy !”

Jimmy released his hold.

He recognised the khaki now in the
moonlight, and the face of the soldier
the juniors had met on the heath the
previous night,

The man stood, panting for breath,

“I'm sorry!” gasped Jimmy, “‘I—I
thought you were the convict!”

The soldier did nol answer.
He dashed away.

He had evidently been running after
the conviet when Jimmy Silver collided
with. him. :

“You ass, Jimmy!"” gasped Lovell.

“Come on, fathead!” KRLAY:

The juniors ran on again, following
the track of the man in khaki,

But the latter was well fﬂmnd.

The footsteps made little sound in the
thick grass, . - TS

Suddenly, in:the moonlight, they dis-
cerned a crouching forin. - 7 9il

The back was towards them, buf Hm}*

knew it was'the man who had intruded -

into the cave in the quarty.
The soldier was almost upon the con-

vict when the Iatter heard him, and
leapt to his feet with a ery of atarm.

The moonlight_fell full upon hig,faee
as he spun round and faced the .man.mn
khaki, SR

The soldier halted, with a cry.

“You! You! Hermann Schulz!”

The convict itared at him.
His face was white,* but a bitter
sardonic grin came over it as ho scanned
the soldier’s face. Y

“Mein. Gott! My old acquaintance,
Lieutenant Smith—my old friend of the
veldt., Memn friend, you will hold vour
tongue about this, L think—yes, I think
co!" His eyes gleamed: “A private
soldier now, isn't it—yes, a Tommy!
But Lieutenant Smith is not forgotten—
my fale will be his, if T am caught, my
friend. I think you will hold your
tongue !

The soldier stood panting, his eyes
fixed upon the German’s mocking faco.
Fe seemed too stunned by surprise to
act.

*“¥You!"” he repeated. “You traitor,

spy, llar—you, my enemy of twenty
vears ago, the man who ruined me !”

“And will ruin you again if you spoak
one word,” said the German coolly. x

The soldier did not answer, but he
sprang at the convict like a tiger,

The rascal grappled with him, with a
{ u}ii;::us _curse,

1e juniors came up, panting

They had heard the conviet's v
wlginh amnzed them., Al

The two men were rolling on the

ground, locked in a desperate
ighting like tigers. P clutch, and

Whatever the threat nf.ﬂhn convict

may have meant, it had had
the man in khaki. no effect on

The convict was under—stjl]

His eyes blazed up at the
a reptile’s,

“Ach, ach!” he panted. “Byt—_r

soldier like
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struggling,

“You young fool. how dare you stop™—-
1" _
me !
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His hand was under his coat,
It came out suddenly, and there was
n sudden flash, and a stunning report.
"A sharp, terrible cry rang on the
heath, and the soldier pitched sideways
and fell in the grass.
The convict, panting, struggled up.
But before the villain could rise,
Jimmy Silver had reached him.
" He struck with all his strengih, and
the blow ecaught the convict in the
month, and stretched him in the grass.
The rascal, who had not scen the
junior: yet, was laken completely by
surprise,
Before he could even think of using his
weapon, Kit Erroll had wrenched it from
his hand. and the juniors had hurled
themselves upon him.
The convict, panting and cursing,
struggled furiously.
But the six sturdy Rookwood juniors
wero too much for him,
He was held helplessly, and Jimmy
Silver bound his wrists together with a
whipcord from his pocket.
Tmn Jimmy Silver went on his knees
beside the soldier.
Blood drenched the khaki tunie, and
the man's face was deathly white.
But he was slill conscious.
“You're hurt!"” groaned Jimmy.
The wounded man struggled to speak.
Jimmy Silver had to bend low to catch
his words.
Faint and low the voice came.
“ The bullet’s in my chest—I think I'm | from his lodge to open tho gute.
done.- Tell my brother—tell him——'"| The porter turned his lantern upon the "
The voice trailed away. = | juniors, and simply blinked. | swore it with my last breath, and lh:"d
_ *“Your brother?” eaid Jimmy. *“Ilis|  Unheeding him, they marched in as| L have fallen doing my duty, sal
name?” soon as the gate was opened, and hurried § Jimmy Silver steadily.
“Dr. Chisholm, the headmaster of your | to the School HHouse with the stretcher| Dr. Chisholm groaned. , ¢
school.”” The voice was clearer now. | and its grim burden. “T don't know whal he meant, sit, bu
“Tell him that I was innocent—he will Rookwood School was in darkness. | that’s what he told me to tell you, said
anderstand. Tell him that 1 swore, with | Only a faint glimmer of light escaped | Jimmy Silver. P
my last breath, that I was innocent in | from the dark blinds of the Head's study. | Dr. Chisholm's hands were har
Qouth- Africa, and that I have fallen Late as the hour was, the troubled | clenched. His face was like chalk.
dofh¥ 'my duty!”

Lovell started off over the moonlit
heath for the distant village at top
speaed.

“Kit Erroll picked up the revolver, and
slood over the bound convict, who was
still panting and cursing

Jimmy, Raby, Newcome, and Tommy
Dodd raised the wounded man in their
arms. He made no movement.

The weight was little to four atrong
and sturdy juniors.

They bore him quickly away from
the spot in the direction of Rookwood
School.

The school was the nearest place to
take him—and now that he knew that
the Tommy was the Ilead's brother,
Jimmy Silver would not have thought
of taking him anywhere else,

As soon as they reached the fields, the
wounded man was laid in ths grass, and
a gate torn off its hinges to make a
stretcher. '

Laid upon the gale, the unconscious
soldier was carried rapidly away,

Without a halt the four juniors

tramped up the moonlit lane (o the
school.

Swift as they were, it ecomed an niﬂ

before they reached the gates of Roo
wood.

But the school was reached at last,

and Jimmy Silver rang a thunderous
peal at"the bell.

IHe had to ring again and again belore
old Mack came grumbling, half dressed,

study, and his expression was strange a3
he looked at the juniors. o

““Will ho live, sir?” asked Jummy
Silver, his voice faltering.

““Dr. Bolton thinks there is a chance,
Silver,” eaid tho Head in a low voice
““Are you—are you aware of this man3
name, Silver? J—TI scem to see SO
thing familiar in his features. 1t appesr
to me that I have known him, and not
only on the occasion when he spoke to
me once near Rookwood.”

Jimmy hesitated.

Ile had his message to deliver, bul i
was hard to give it.

"I—I—I have something to tell you.
sir,” he faltered. *Before he becamo©

unconscious he gave me a message for
you.”

(14 Fur mﬂ!"
“Yes, sir.”

“Who i3 he?” The question camo
sharply. *“Silver, who is this man?
““His name i3 Oliver Chisholm, 8sir.

The Head staggered back. .

His eyes were lixed almost wildly upon
the junior. _

Jimmy made a movement forward;
but the Head recovered himself, aund
waved him back. 2

“IHe told you he was my brother:
he asked in a low, husky tonec.

“Yes, sir. And he gave mo &
message.”’ ‘

““And the message?" whispered the
Head. ,

“He said: ‘Tell my brother that :
was innocent in South Africa, that

! - headmaster had not yet retired. “MTell me _wlmt haz happened this
His eyes closed. Jimmy Silver rang loudly at the bell. | night,” he said.
It was the Head himself who opened Jimmy told him.
THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

the door, in surprise. - i

In the Shadow o! Death! Ile started as he saw the captain of

[MMY SILVER rose to his feet. | the Fourth.

J Ilis eyes were blinded with tears. “Silver! You have returned, then?
In the grass the soldier lay |\l this hour——" -
motionless still. y He broke off as he saw the stretcher.

His face was like the face of the dead His first impression had been that the

strangely calm. ' | rebel juniors had returned, and that the
He was living yet, but Jimmy knew | revolt was over. !

that he was very necar to death. < But the Rookwood _rcbellmn was not
With aid he might be saved vel! in Jimmy Silver’s mind then; 1in the
Jimmy looked round almost wildly. shadow of the tragic happening on the
“What did he say ?" muttered Lovell. | heath he had almost forgotten it.
“He's given me a message for the “ What—what is  that?” exclaimed

[lead. He's Dr. Chisholin’s brother!"” |Dr. Chisholm. ‘A soldier—"

“Good heavens!” “He's wounded, sir. e was shot on
“T'he brother we heard them speak-of | the heath by an escaped convict !'’,
that evening,” muttered Raby. “The| ‘‘Good heavens!™ .
[Head never knew him, then.” “We've brought him here, sir. The
“Poor chap!” Jimmy's voice|doctor will be here soon; TL.ovell’'s gone
trembled.  “It was himself he was|to fetch him.”

spoaking of when he told the Head ho| “You did quite right, Silver. Dring
could give him mnews of his brother. | the poor fellow in.”
He's Oliver Chisholm. He seems to| The juniors tramped into the Hall.
have been accused of something—poor| Dr éhiahulm scanned the white, un-
chap! We—we've got to get help. He | conscious face of the goldier. -
may live yet!” ' “T have seen this man before,” he|
Jimmy Silver pulled himself together. | said. “IHe is a man who spoke to me
“T,0ok here, you chaps!” Ile gave|once—" He broke off. “ DBring him
his orders quickly. “Xrroll, you stay|into my study. Place }nm‘ on the couch.
with that German hound, and see that|I think T hear {he doctor.”
he doesn’t get away. Stun him if ho| There was a rattle of wheels from the
makes a move. - You cut off to Coombe, | road, and a light gleamed at the :1.ttr:=.'l .
Lovell, tell the doctor to come to Rook-| The medical man came in breat less g
wood to see a badly wounded man, and| On the couch in the Head's study the
then go to the police-station and tell | soldier lay insensible. ; 4
them to come for this German pig. Youl Lovell joined his chums in the passage.

other fellows, lend me a hand; we've | He had come in the trap with the doctor
gol to get this poor chap to the school.” | from Coombe.

: : > -WVW\.WWVMN'\!
Jimmy’s directions were obeyed with-| Leaving the doctor with the wounded
out question,

man, the Head came softly from the Trr. PoruLAR.—NO. 165.
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The Head listened without a word.

Qtill without a word, ho turned and
went into the study, and the door close
‘upon him. - \

The juniors looked al one another
uncertainly. L d

The Head did not come oub agan, :u'i
the juniors moved away at last, hardly
knowing what to do. !

Dr. hishnl{n had not given them

ther thought.
nn%:lllder the t;tld roof of Rookwood a man
lay in the shadow of death, and that man
was the Head's brother—the brother who
had been condemned dnnﬂ, as the Head
ow believed, wronged.
8 He had been placed in bed. The 5chnﬂ1_
nurse was indnttcndnn:e, and the doctor
had remained. ‘ -
mBy the bedside, watching the while
fuce with silent anguish, sat the Head of
Rookwood—watching, walching through
the long, bitter night, with the chill of
icy fear in his heart, and a faint, faint
hope that the closed cyes would open
with recognition and forgiveness.
THE EXND.
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fellow at Cedar Creek who felt anything

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Not Popular !
¢ A, ha, ha!” _

H "~ Trank Richards sat up In

the grass on the bank of the
creek, and looked round as he
heard the sudden shout of laughter..

His cousin, Bob Lawless, was stretched
on his back in the grass, with his hands
behind his bead, staring laaly at the
distant peaks of the Rockies, dim against
the deep blue of the sky. |

“Something’s on, Bob,” said Frank,
1s he sat up. - :

Bob did not trouble to move.

“Only that guy!” he said tersely.

“Who1” asked Irank :

“Beauclere. The chaps are making
fun of him, as usual,”” yawned Bob
Lawless. ‘“‘Let him rip!” -

But Frank Richards rose to his feel
and looked quickly in tha direction of
the log School House of Cedar Creek.

“Ha, ha, ra!”

Frank did not join in the laughter of
the Cedar Creek fellows, but he could
not help grimning.

It was close on time for afterncon
lersons, and many of the fellows were
making their way towards the Schooi
House.

Vere. Beauclere, the new boy at
Cedar Creek, was conspicuous among
them. . _

The slim handsome lad, with his

quiet, reserved manner and half-arrogant
expression, would have been picked out
at a glance among the cheery, sturdy
sons of the Canadian settlers,

A fellow could hardly have looked
more out of place than Vere Beauclere
looked at Cedar Creek School.

Pride of birth and aristocratic loftiness
were Judicrously: out of place at the

lumber gchool in the great Western land,
where such prejudices were held 1n

AuMOorous scorn. ' . ; :
And DBeaunclere, with all his pride o

race, was only the eon of a remttance

nan, an idle waster, known as a
hange~ea at all the saloons in the
e ot A

Frank Richards was probably thc only
Tre Porurar.—No. 165.
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TALE SHOWING AOW THE REMITTANCE MAN'’S
SON PROVED HIMSELF A HERO!

but contemptuous dislike for the remit-
tance man’s seon, '

But Frank could not help feeling a
certain amount of interest in the lad
who, like himself, had been born in the
Old Country, but, unlike himself, had
been unable to assimilate himself to the
customs of a new and freer land.

Vere Beauclere came and went, day by
day, without exchanging a word with
his schoolfellows.

Frank’s one attempt at friendship had
been rudely repulsed, and since then
Frank had let him alone.

Frank grinned. and then frowned, as
ha looked at DBeauclere now, Some
humorous fellow had attached a label to
his back, evidently unknown to Beau-
clere. It was thoe lid of an old cardboard
box, and upon it was daubed in.large

letters:

“THE ONE AND ONLY!
GAZE AND ADMIRE!

Quite unconscious of that label, Beau-

| elere walked towards the School House,

looking neither to the right nor the left.
But the other fellows, as they sighted

it, yelled with laughter. "k
“‘Gaze and admire’!” yelled Eben

Hacke. *‘‘Ha, ha, ha!”
“‘The one and .only’!” chortled
Chunky Todgers. *‘‘He, he, he!”

It did not seem to occur {o Vere
Beauclere for some minutes that the out-
burst of merriment was connected with
himeelf,

As that fact dawned
cheeks flushed, and he
with a flashing glance,

The black anger in his look only re-
doubled the merriment of the merry
young Canadians.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It’s {oo bad!” muttered Frank,
though he could hardly help joining in
the laugh.

Bob Lawless sat up.

“What's - tho joke?” he
“Oh crumbs! Ha, ha, ha!”

Beauclere gave the chums a fierce

look.

him his

upon
round

looked

yawned.

A MACGNIFICE
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“Haw, haw, haw!” roared Iiben
Hacke. “Look at tho only one—the one
and only! Just escaped from the House
of Lords! Haw, haw, haw!” NE

Beauclere, with his brows knitted,
strode up to Hacke.. The big Westerner
towered head and shoulders over hium,

though Beauclerc was tall for his age.
“\What does this mean?” said Beau-

clerc.
““Haw, baw, haw!" 1
S 9197/
Beauclere clenched his hands.

Frank Richards ran up hastily, He
did not want to sce Beauclerc's hand-

| some face hammered by Hacke’s huge

fists, _
“Mind your own business, Franky,”

growled Bob Lawless.

But Frank did not heed.

Even Bob’s boundless good . nature
secemed fo fail him when he came 1in
contact with Beauclere.

Frank hastily interposed.

“It’s only a joke, Beauclere,” he said.
“There’s something on your back.”

‘IOI.‘!I? :
“Let him alone!” pgrowled Hacke.

“What do you want to spoil a good joke
| for, you jay?"” _

Beauclerc’s flush deepened, and he
groped behind him, and jerked off the
| card. His eyes glittered as he looked at
it. Thero was a fresh burst of laughter
| from the schoolboys. Beauclere’s anger
was nothing to them.

“Who fastened this on my back 7" ex-
claimed Beauclere furiously.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Beauclere's lips curled,

' ‘“If the fellow’s afraid to own up—""
ho said scornfully.

“Oh, come off !" said Chanky Todgers
at once. ‘I put it there!”

Beauclere strode towards him.

The little, fat fcllow was no match for
bim, but ho stood his
up his fat fists coolly.

“Come on, my lord !” he grinned,

Beauclere, if ho had been cooler, would
nat have lhnught of touching the fat
schoolboy. A fight with  Chunky
Todgers was rather absurd, for one
thing. But he was too angry to reflect
Nnow.

In another moment tho humorist of-
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ground, and put
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. Once. :
. T ’ ) s : 2% . I
.o, you don't!” said Bob grimly,

“Billy Bunter—Film Star!®’

Cedar Creck would have bLeen knocked

spinning, but in that momen -
less stepped bﬂtwuen, t Bob Law

.
B_Enuclurvcs arm was knocked up at

1f ' vge a L
Nt ﬂ*;}t; fﬂ ﬁlpmhng for a fight, I’'m your

“Géod man!” said Chunky cheerfully.
e liuﬂlin wnky cheerfully.

A Splendid Story of Greyfriars in This Week's “Magnet'’! 9

“Yeoa, Miss Moeadowa!” said Bob,
touching his hat to the schoolmistress. -

“You seem t{o-have quarrelled with
Beauclere, the new boy.” o

“#Ye-e-es, ma'am.”

“Pleass do not lel me see you carry
the - quarrel any further,” said Miss
Meadows severely.  “‘I shall be very
angry with you, Laswless.” -

known in Western parlance as a ‘“bad

man.”’ -

- His black eyes scintillated over a ro-

volver he held in his dirty, dusky hand.
“ et down!” . The Mexican spokse in

Iinglish, with the soft Spanish accent in

his voice. “Get down, and pony up!”
“Why, you checky hound!” broke out

Bob Lawless. - “How dare you——"

" gaid. I tel

* FRIDAY!

Brﬁmclerﬂ between his teeth.

guess not,” said the Canadian
schoolboy contemptuously. “I’'m nearer |

_your size than Chunky is.”

1
Beauclerc,” muttered Frank, *don’t

be an ass! It was only a joke.”

“I don’t care for such jokes,” said and walked them down the path to the
Beauclerc, -““and 1 don’t intend to allow

them, either.”

(o He don’t intend!” uh-upkled I‘IHL‘I{E: camo aloni.
Hark to his lordship! This is the way]| .. TR,
wo talk to our serfs in the old baronial | M3 well-cut-lip curling.

hall.” '
ol Hf_l, hﬂ,. hﬂ- !H
*“*Will you’clear off, Lawless?”

“Oh, no!”

-

Beauclere said no more. but he ad- spoil your bemlly; I think it would do | .
vanced upon Bob, with his hands up and | Y2 good mysell.’ '

his eyes blazing.
“Bys S
It was Miss Meadows' voice.

The schoolmistress came out of the

porch, her brows knitted. »

_~ Cease this at once !” she said sharply.
“Go into the school-room, both of you I”” | your cheeky nose -another time. To-

T . » . - g fﬂr ITI'E, Bﬁbb‘i'.
W ‘1}}- can’t the silly chump take a joke 7"
Will you stand aside, Lawless?” said

“Oh!” said-Bab. “Get down!”
“You may go home now,” added Miss | - Bob eyed him savagely.
Meadoywas. “You’re in Canada now, my man, not
- “Ye-e-ps, ma'am.” in Mexico. We keep a rope ready for
Ifrank Richards grinned as he marched | your sort here. Clear aside. and let us
his cousin away to the gates. Bob | pass, or it will be the worse for you !”
looked crestfallon. |- The Mexican's revolver came up to a
"The two chums caught their ponies, l level. : . g
“Get down " he repeated.
trail. - Beauclerc was going the same| Frank looked - at his cousin. He iwas
way, and _hp paused as Bob and Irank prepared to follow Bob's lead, but the
: Pl e . B Canadian had slid from his pony. ‘There
“I waited for you, Lawless,” he said, I‘“'ﬂﬂ no arguing with a six-shooter in a
¥3 e ' .- | reckless hand. e
Bob erimsoned. ‘ * ‘Frank followed his example, and thoy
“I can’t hummer you here;”” he said. " dismounted, and ‘stood beside their

o :ﬂIiEE BIEH.{]GWB hﬂa pllt IIEI‘ fﬂnt duv“rn. I}DniEE, WlliIE tl“} PJEI‘-’.EEEH Cﬂ-mf: I'IEIH'E[".
She seems to think it would be a pit {nl S gt

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
o ' ten it T H .
Beauclere shrugged his shoulders. o RANK I'I{.I;CHHE;:.%.S' heart ivas
“If that is alt you have to say, 1 may F hantiﬁg hard, though he was
calm:
Bob did not look scared in the
His brows were knitted with

as well go home,” he said. _
““ Go home, and be blessed!”” said Bob.

I “ Miss Meadows is a good sort, and I'm | |easi.
not going to make her mad. But I'll pull | 5ppap.

The ruffian evidently intended robbery,

“Certainly, ma’am,” said Bob Law- morrow’s a holiday, and if you care to | and it came as a surprise to the Canadian

loggi!

He walked into the log house; and 18 0
Beauclere, afler a second’s hesitation, | out of ;you fast enough !

followed him. The fight was “off,” at

least, for the present.

When the fellows: gathered in class,
Beauclers sat with a cold, grim face. |

Fcumu along where I can meet you, I

as much as to the English lad.
guess I'll knock some of the insolence P O L e

The Mexican had probably drunk his
last dollar in one of the camp saloons,
. *Anywhere ycu like!” said Beauclerc ! and taken to the trail to replenish his
instantly. ‘ supplies of cash i1n a way that was not

“Bob !’ murmured Frank. uncommon in his own country. -

““Oh, cheese it, Frank! You let Beau- Whether the ruffian would venture to

But the rest of the class were grinning. | clerc punch you. I guess I'll make him | use his weapon in case of resistanco was

Vere DBeauclere, poor and

: prend,
wrapped himself in a cold reserve as in
2~~~ an_armour of proof; but at the Cedal

| 2 questior, but he looked brutal and
reckless enough to do so.
His black eyes glinted at the two

squirm for that while I'm about it!”
“ Ho saved my life,"” said Frank.
“ Oh, bother it! Any fellow would

Creek School the pride of the remittance | have pulled you out of the creek, I schoolboys cver the barrel.

man’s son was a standing joke.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Stopped on the Trall.

F RANK - RICHARDS joined his

suppose.” Bob turned to Beauclerc “T am sorr,, senores,” he said, wilh a
again. ‘“Come along to the Indian ford mocking grin. ‘I must trouble you to
to-morrow afternoon. You know the | pony up.”
place. I guess you'll find me thero!” Bob gritted his {eeth. .

T shall be there!” said Beauclerec. -“ Do you know what to expect for play-

" Ho turned away, and plunged into the ing this game here?” he exclaimed.

cousin immediately ‘school was| wood, taking the shortest cut to the | The Mexican. shrugged his thick

dismissed that afternoon.
_ He was
threatened affray should go no further.

Frank.- with his-experience of public
<chool- life in the Old Country, could
make allowances for Beauclerc that the

other fellows never thought of making.

anxious that the

miserable shack on the creek that yas his sllgulders_
home. | - Vaya! 1 am not here to lalk; senor.

| Frank and Bob mounted their horses, | Turn out your pockets ! )
and rode away on the homeward trail. The ghums hesitated, and the trigger
Bob's usually sunny face was clouded, moved a fraction under the pressure of a

and Frank did -not'look cheerful. | dirty finge:. 27
The cousins rode on in silence. They “You will do better to make haste,

To the cheery young Canadians Beau-{ - following the forest trail, on which senores,” said the Mexican grimly. “I

clere seemed nothing but a proud and
enobbish duffer, but. Frank knew that

“{here was more in him than that. |

Frank had not forgotten how the’ re-
mittance man’s son had risked his life
to pull-him out of the river after he had

Leen swept over the rqpidﬂ.

| the shadows were deepening as the sun | 2™ in a hurry.” P e

sank lower towards the far Pacific. tanDeizl Eﬁ;"{ﬁf t“;‘:iﬂ “P} 1"? Iéund, fEﬂ{d
Overhead the -branches of the big trees | ;- AN s T

locked, forming a_ deep shade over the L?lgmifu.h}g;ﬂkmﬁigff}lrli]? ﬁ:lh:f:?: :_TSS}I

E:S%priﬂk: path’ was roughly qmrked by { followed his ) o ) .

“It is little enough, senores, but the

““YWhero are you goin, Bob?” asked l . In the deepest and narrowest part of | j,,r605, they are.worih something.” The

I'rank, catching his cousin’s arm.

“] puess I'm going t?‘ig?ukmisﬂ ﬂLE,

I'ranky., I've simply got to punch his

(‘herub,” - said Bob:

noso "

«“T,eave his -nose alone, and come | YOICO:

home.”. said I'rank. .

““Oh, bosh! He'll think I'm afraid ot

him.” h
““ Bother him! Let’s got off!

Bob Lawless shook his arn free.

A3 oing to punch his nose!" he

Y f Fjrnu ]I can’t stand the fol-
low, Frank, with his superior airs. What
J:o wants is a jolly good htdm;;i nnd he
wants it badly, Hc's simply yelling oul

for it, in fact.”
“Tawless!"”

NEXT. - HAT GRIPS WITH

the trail the two: schoblboys slacked
down, riding carefully to avoid the over-
hanging boughs; and suddenly from the
thick larches, interlaced with creepers,

Mexican pointed . down the trail
| ““ Vamoose !”
~ ‘There was no help for it.

The chums walked on down the trail,

beside the - trail, CRLO a deep, sharp| leaving their ponies in the hands of tho

1 ¥ “rustler.”
Halt 1" . ) _  Bob Lawless strode on with compressed
| :E\ man sprang out into the trail | lips and set teeth. His eyes were gleam-
The two schoolboys drew 1n their | jng under his bent brows.
ponies at once in amazement, s As soon as'the intervening trees hid
| Thoy looked down at the man standing | them from .the sight of the rustler Bob
in the trail befcre them. Ho was a| stopped.
short, thick-sot fellow, with curly black “Hold on. Franky !” he whispered.
hair, and n dark, bronzed face, and glit- Frank halted.
toring, black oyes. : “That greaser thinks we've lit out,”
They did not need tolling that he was | whisporod Bob,: “ Are you game to como
not o Canadinn, ° Io was plainly a | back? T guess he's not poing to walk
Meoxican, and equally plainly ‘what was TiHE PorurAr.——-No0. 165.
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fi h ; b lled th trtiod Y il not | with my hands ’
oft wit : ol o L4 _slartled |- ‘*You will not leave me my | -
. hnn:E nnnunfm{-'mﬁ’tﬂgf lPﬁEﬁauﬁeig ?52:% }Ieii:::? a 4 Vol - | bound, senores!” panted the Mexican. g

"whﬂre he'll be bv the time the M.P.'s He rolled helplessly from the snddlé; I guess so0,” said Bob. ‘“‘You're less

b affer Hm{?. yOvn: t;:;ﬂbnrlc?er, very | yelling with pni?‘l, and crashed into the | dangerous like that, my dusky charmer.

¥ EI{;‘ out of reach. Are you game?” gmuhs of th.-:]: (lirniil. Mo, E’uu can Awnrk th::’_o urluﬂpgxii:cﬂle afl;?u}t,atﬂvp
2 1" sai ' T tart ared and backe ours. merry li YOl "3.

es, rather!” said Frank, between I'he startled horses rear - “Carambo !” hissed the Mexican be-

his teeth., . away, whinnying. 1 i

Bob listened intently. There was ul Bob Lawless rushed out into the trail tween his teeth. “If it shall be Pedro
an#nd of whinnying from the direction Iik'l}u li "htt]ling, and Frank Richards was gnrmn’a "lnt to meet you again,
where they had left th -thi ith | at his heels. : enor——=t"" 3
the puuies:f St T S5 B As the dazed Mexican ntrugFlud up to! “I shouldn’t wonder!” grinned Bob. s

Bob opened his pocket-knife and cut a | & sitting posture, tf'ﬂﬁ ing wildly at hie | “I promiso to come along and see you
thick stick from the bush. He cut | revolver, Frank's blu %enn came down | hanged, if you stay in this semuna‘k-
another for Frank. with a crash upon-his head. Fuu know what’s good for you, you Wiy

""Now come on,” he whispered, ‘““and| The . blow smashed through the|light out prompt. The Mounted Police
Cluu'i]t_" 4 vnrxuurn hat, and the Mexican sank back E’:II be aftler i,-nu as lBthln as wo inn sgpd

The Canadian pl y with a groan. . em word of your little gamo here.

t PAUDRET Antoithetieny The Iﬁ:xt moment Bob Lawless’ knee| The Mexican ﬁtngguref to his feet,

- Frank followed him. picking hi
softly on Bob's track. plh;ﬁgmﬁewﬁi was-on his chest, and his revolver was | wrestling with his bonds, as the school-

sound as he advanced. wrenched away and tossed into the|boys remounted the recaptured ponies

He paused once or twice to listen, and | thicket. ) and cantered away.,
then pressed on again. ’ “I guess it’s our win!” said Bob| Tho ruffian, still muttering Spanish

To the Englich. lad il fr ¢ coolly. ~ _ . | oaths, was left behind.
trackless,. nndglm m::]d n;f GE:EH guti: And Frank Richards gasped breath-| The chums of Cedar Creek rode home-

what was Bob's objective. lessly : ward in great spirits. The victory over

But Bob led on with hardly a pause, “Hurrah |? - the [?ngni-nnfrus:]err had afforded them a
evidently with a fixed destination in ~ 3 Y THay Risrced ot ﬂﬁtm"' b o
t'ulz:}v. ror prs S g THE FOURTH CHAPTER. moo;y arrived at the ranch m a merry -

¢ held up his hand at last. Turning tho Tables ! : . . )

: : les: q

E%"kk 1,’,;,‘""“". _ . HE M.ﬂﬂl,f%n struggled feebly fngl?z?‘ nHEnlcz:mglEntzlrmgn ltﬂl;!ﬂiTu{;P u}:'lld

<00k I'"" whispered Bob, pulling hjs under "Bob’s gripping knee. the sanahar Lsterod il Frcredig
cousin to his side behind the trunk of a His head was reeling from the ﬁ{f‘ = Erk"‘ “nFu“l 1.8 ﬁ ’!’}} hm “)
big tree. blows ho had received, and hie| . you reckless young rascals1” he said.

Frank peered out from behind the tree, | black eyes were buming with rage. { i ‘:Lﬂ tﬁ““ t“ h Eb 7 grn.fs
and to his surprise saw the trail before ““Carambo !”” he multered. Cmmd' Al .3 E bE er of a
him. “Give me your stick, Frank!™ l&-"}?ﬂlgﬁ ul:l:iirui;heséll 35

“Eu ) ¥ - “Ecrﬂ you are.l™ ' ‘ “No; you've done well. But a stop
“Don’t you see?” Bob grinned, with| ‘‘Keep quiet, my merry greaser!”| . ! Ve 1i
rather a grim look in his ages, however. { said Bob, flourishing the bludgeon over 1\:2“!3& F::litl:n ﬂl'l,?f' imc'i'm};."ﬂ 5 httl? ame
" The greaser’s going back the way we | the mx'n.ge, upturned face. ‘““We've got ? thyu 11 ¢ oy Phlp Y rtl.f;lmnp Ay
came with our  horses, towards Cedar|you nobbled, my pippin. Do you want ¥ Xt awtitd ks

’ And in three minutes a Koolenay

(‘reek. . The trail winds round here. | your silly head caved in?” . as ridi - i -
We've cut across the forest and got [  ‘Mercy, senor!” gasped the terrified | oy ny vas riding away with tho news
ahead of him.  He will pass this place.” | Mexican. thﬂ' ti exu:m:l ki ; =} Dﬂss_ =
“Oh!” said Frank. ' ““Oh, stop your howling!” said Bob = S sgc Ifh"’ l.ém { {%q“;ril p (ERAGID B
Hﬁbu,lldm.smﬂd Tov] funtemptuu}lsly.] “{ guess I'm going to | F:'Th :’ = 1“2"} = 1;"5 e t: h [ 8
; 2 ave you for the hangman som ay. 1m Dy 1 ‘morrow, i
ob had heard enough of the move- | lcave £ o oo | unless l{ﬂ clears out over tho Bﬂ?ﬁer,'“‘.‘. r

n.ents of the horses to show hi t | Put a turn of the trail-rope round his| Y% |

the Mexican was going back up thn; t:'l{:;]i paws, Frank, while I hold him.” s3id Bﬂb’u when the chums Ly down fﬂ% ,
the way the boys had come from school. “Right-ho ! . Cab: 'I?mt Bame doesn, v pay.n pit
He had to follow the winding trail; The two ponies, recognising their Canadian West.  Hallo, what are you
with the steeds.  masters, had quieted down, and were | thinking about, Franky? You look us
glum as a remittance man waiting for

Bob and hi , | cropping the grass by the trail. Frank _
and his comrade had ecut across cut a length from one of the trail-ropes | th® post to come in.”

the thick C 1 : i '

{;;Stﬂn]ég a}:g;&‘ and struck the trail some and bound the dusky wrists of the :,[:';[““k Richards laughed. 3
They were 1::'ell sheadiof the Mexican M%:icun tagethmi.] e oo o was thinking of Beauclere,”” he

now, . . 1¢_man watche mm  wit urning | 740 -

Df?;; “fll_l:}tli llllir;dplfl?ll erm wait for him to eyes, but with the bludgeon flourishing Oh, bother Beauclerc!” exclaimed
And then . over his head he did not venture to I%“b' That chap seems to haunt you.
Frank Richards’ grasp tightened upon re%stl; Law] BiatE ' '|:‘§uﬂ;;ert’]’m e e S M SRS
- ‘ : 0 wless rose to his feet. . : . .

E:ft, ?llliligﬁg?;t fgehit:nsmql.:::r ready to| wy” lher guess we'ro going to get| The next morning Frank Richards

3 “ Follow load I'l]dp } Js hie. | OUF money back,” he remarked. “ Where | 20d _his cousin were busy about the
- dﬂl?“b mgHen 3.“‘“ : cmri_ll Whis- | have you shoved it, you black-jowled | Fanch, there being no school that day.

pere ob. c Wl shoot 1 16 pets mungrcl?” On a Canadian rancfl 'lhﬂrﬂ 1§ MO room

a chance. I guess we're not giving him | © « i ambo 17 . for idle hands, neither did .Frank have
a E‘_hm_me, ”Pnn t show yourself till I do.” “Speak up—sharp!” Bob’s boot | 2n¥ desire to eat the bread of idleness.
Right!"” muttered Frank. clumped on the Mexican's ribs, as a | Wwas only too glad to make himse!f

* There was a beat of hoof-beats on the | hint that time was being wasted. useful, and thus repay a little of the
trail. .~ They were only a few minutes| The ruffian indicated the pocket, and | Kindness ho had received from tho blufE
ahead of the rustler. Bob drew out the money. There were a [ ©/d rancher, ,

Peering from behind the tree they SaW | Moxican peso and an American quarter | E“ﬂé’ in the afternoon, tho cousins
him coming up the trail, riding one pony | there also, which Bob replaced. He | $addled their ponies for a ride. It was
and leading the other. 2 handed Frank his money, and slipped his | {ime for the appointment with Vero

There was a grin on the Mexican’s | own into his pocket. Beauclerc to be kept, and Bob rodo away
dasky face: as he rode, and he was| The Mexican, still lying in the grass, | 10 keep it, carelessly and cheerfully.
cvidently totally unsuspicious of the fact | watched him, with deadly hatred in his | But Frank’s -face was not so sunny as
that the schoolboys were not at a safe | scintillating eyes. ; usual as he cantered along with his
Jistance, There was a huge bruise under :his | Canadian cousin.

Bob’s hand went up, with his bludgeon | thick black hair, and blood was runnin -
in it, but he stood (?uitﬂ still, waiting. | down from a cut. DBitter hatred nng THE FIETH CHAPTER.

l-'ré}]k mudﬂ]n no soun revenge v.'i.lrrudin his Innk? 1but lhiﬂ;r ex- The' Fight!

atter, clatter! pression only drew a scornful smile from | ¢¢ HERE’S th yy

The horseman rode by. the Canadian lad. ‘;‘f “The fnﬁ}ﬂff’ fE?éJ 3: S e
Whiz! “I guess you'd better chuck this game| * V¥ Bob. “It's on tha r,:‘:‘ 7
Just as he came abreast, Bob’s hand | on this side of the border, my beauty,” about five miles below cnldf:

shot forward, and the heavy bludgeon | said Bob. “This isn’t quite the same as | Creek. It's a long rid :
whizzed through the air. Moxico or Arizona, you know.” He | won’t be far for tlFﬂ Ef]gnfﬁrt{? i;ﬂlﬁil E.lt’

Before the rider even knew that it | picked a knife out of the Mexican’s belt “Won't Beauclere ride 7" asked Frank

’ was coming it struck him upon the side | and snapped the blade under his heel. “I guess not. I don’ T
of the head with a fearful thud. “You'ro better without that, I guecss. | geegee.” > don’t think he has a
Tue PorurLar.—No. 165. Come on, Frank !” “Oh 1"
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The green prairie fled rapidly under
lhe ponies’ hgofs. The plain was left
behind, and the cousins rode by a rou
track through a belt of timber near the
Tiver.

The thud of the hoofs echoed on the
rough turf and among the big, shady
lrees. .

A man lying in the bush lifted his
head and glanced at the trail as the two
riders went by.

Two black, scintillating eyes blazed at
the sight of Bob Lawless.

The.two boys were past in a moment,
riding on carelessly, unconscious of the
fact that Pedro Garcia's dusky face was
looking after them from the bush.

The Mexican gritted. his teeth,.

“Carambo!”™ he murmured.
he=the nino of yesterday!"

The ruffian felt over his bruised head
wilh a dirty hand, and his oyes gleamed.

He stepped out into the trail with the
stealthiness -of the panther of his native
and stood staring afler the

“It 1s
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HELD UP!'—""Hait
Moxican.

riders. His hand fumbled with the
pistol in his belt. Thero was savage
hatied and revenge in the black eyes of
tho desporado. But the thick boughs

swallowed up the riders from his sight.

Unconscious of the savage enemy they
had passed, Frank Richards and Bob

Lawless rode on through the timber at a
leisurely pace.

The river was gleaming before them
now through the openings in the trees.
A mile farther on they stopped.

Here the hoof-marked track down to
the water showed that they were at the
ford. It was a lonely spot, shadowed by
trecd | E

Under a tree close by the river a figure
stcod erect, looking out over the shining
waters, ; ;

Vere Beauclerc was first at the meet-
ing-place.

He glanced round at the sound of

beating hoofs and jingling bridles, The |

chums jumped down, letting the ponies
run loose. ' ‘
Vere Beauclere raised his hat slightly.

woav: AT GRIPS WITH

FRIDAY!

' A man sprang
““Qot down!" he demanded.

and let us pass, or It will be the worse for you ! "’

"Sorry to keop you wailing!” sai
Bob i watting !"" said

i Tt aoll
Lhe two schoolboys stripped |
shirts, They faced each ntﬁgr mtge:}ht?ll;
i{:ud& pjk thqllng tgeﬂboby l:hl': river, with

o thick, silent timber behind., F -
Richards stood looking on, nc! e

Bob Lawless tied his.braces round his.
waist. - He disliked and despised the
fellow he called the' ““Cherub,” but he
knew that the fight was going to be a
hard one. - |

Slim and almost delicate as ho looked
at the first glance, Veoro Beauclore hud
;:{t}:}ng Ifrm]:*gu nndtrri}t_nclfs of steel. And

y looking at his face co :

doubted that hg had pluck, e

“Ready?"” asked Frank.

ai YES.II

“Time!" .

And the fight began.

Frank Richards leaned againsl the tree
and looked on: His faco was olouded.
He fully expected to see Bob Lawless tho

H‘:’ sl :

/

out into the trail ‘in front of the two sc
‘“ Qot down, and pany up !’ Bob eoyed

victor, and he wuanted to sce him the
victor, yet he did not like to think of
Beauclerc. defeated and humiliated. -

There were no rounds in the fight;
it was hammer and tongs from tho
beginning. But as 1t progressed Frank,
looking on, had to revice his first
opinion, _

" Beauclerc was by no means getting the
worst of it. _

Bob was stronger and sturdier, and
had boundless pluck and determination.
But in the matter of science Beauclerc
had a very great advantage.

“Bob found most of his drives stopped
or warded, and Beauclerc's swift coun-
ters came home in nearly overy case.

It began slowly to dawn upon the mind
of the rancher's son that the slim and
Ielcgant Beauclerc was by no means
booked for a licking. That thought
made Bob angry and excited, and gave
Beauclerc further advantage in conse-
quence. - The first to go to grass was Bob
Lawless, and he fell heavily. _

Beauclerc stepped back quietly for nm

tu rise.

See Chapler 2.)

- The half-disdainful, nonchalant
expression on DBeauclere's face had not
changed for a moment; it scemed as if
ho knew that his opponent was not up
to his weight and cared nothing for him.

Frank ran forward to Bob's assistance.

The rancher's son breathed heavily as
Frank helped him to his feet. He gave
Frank a rather queer look.

“More in the guy than meets the
eye!” he murmured. **But I guess I'll
lick him yet—hang him !"”

Beauclero stood waiting, calm and dis-
dainful. | |

Bob Lawless came on again, and the
hghling was resumed. © Frank Richards
looked on with knitted brows. He could
seo now that the fight was a foregone
conclusion. His cousin was plainly
getting tho worst of it.

Crash ! |

Bob Lawless was down again, ‘more
heavily than before. - Beauclero looked
down on him quietly, and then picked up
his jacket.

e . ;,','I :
2 ’;r M’Jﬁiw'ih‘

He was a short, thick-sot
‘“ Qet out ot the way

hoolboys.
him savagely.

that
thought the tussie was over, exasperaled

That movement, indicaling Lie
the fallen lad. With blazing eyes Bob
Lawless struggled to his feet. But his
head was swimming and dazed; his
severe punishment had told upon him,
an'l he sank back, panting. ;

“RBob 1" mutterod Frank, stooping over
his cousin.

He did not hear a rustle in the timber ;

| pasped Bob.

o had no eyes for anything but his
};ﬂusin and’ Ch?ll‘l‘l, and” did mot dream of
the fierce, savage eyes thal were peering
out from the thicket.

“Bob, old man!”
«]—I guess I'm done, Iranky!”
“I guess the guy was too

hefty for me. TI'll try him again another

time.”” ;

“wou are welcome!” said DBeauclerc
coldly. :

Thz:e thicket rustled again, and Beau-
clerc glanced towards the timber.

Frank Richards helped his cousin {o his

feet.
Tue PorvuLAR.—NO. 165.
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a high and noble heart coul
1capabla of.

12

Pob stood up, dabbing at his fage with | clere’s voice - was low but calm.
his handkerchief.

"“‘Look out!l”

suddenly.

“Wh nt. "
Crack!
Bc.nucleru ran forward.

The sudden shot l’mm the timber rang | shoulder.

with stunning noise ﬁ the silent river.
IYor an instant Frank Ri

~ uyes caught a glimpse of a fierce, dusky
iuuhmg get the waggon.’

face and revengeful black eyes
from the timber. In another instant the
Mexican was gone.

Frank spun towards his cousin. He
knew for whom that murderous shot was
intended. ~

Bob Lawless stood unharmed.

But in the grass at his feet lay the son
of the rnmlttuncn man, his eyes half
closed, and blood uellmg from under his

shirt.
He ran towards the timber,

 §
hardly knowing what he did.

Bok Lawless, Eﬂ“u‘:tlng himself with an

effort, ran to his pony, to the suddln nf
which a shot-gun was hanging. .
srasped the gun and dashed after Frunl:

But the Mexican was gdne.
The desperado did not seem even to

have waited to see the result of his das-
tardly attempt. His aim had been un-
erring. Had not Vere Beauclerc rushed
between them, the bullet would have
stricken the rancher’s son down. The
scoundrel had fled ere the report, had died

away.

Bob, with-blazin
gun into the. thickets.:

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

In the Shadow of Death!

HE Mexican!” shouted Frank
Richards.

eyes, fired the shot-

But the lead
the

whizzed harmlessly away among
fﬂlm e.
e's gone!” muttercd Bﬂb “But—

but Beauclere——"
* They ran back to the bnnk :

¥ Ilu—-hes wounded ! said Baob
daredly.  *“Good heavens, Frank, that
villain - was. ﬁring at me; and—and

Beauclero—"
ITo broke off, his voice faltering.

Why had Bonuclerc done this?
had hﬂ sprung between the rancher’s son
and the deadly barrel.that was levelled
him? It was not the act of the disdainful
snob Bob had believed him to be. It

was an act of generous cour fc that only
Jhave been

Frank was already. on his knees by
Beauclere’s side, The red was on his

fingers as he tore open the jacket to get
at the wound. The boy’s eyes opened,
and he smiled faintly.

“Beauclere,” muttered Bob huskily,

“what did you do it for? You knew it
was meant for me!”

Beauclerc nodded. .

“Keep still,” =aid Frank. ‘“Keep still,
old chap. Ict me see it.””

A terr:blﬂ dread was tugging at
Frank’s heart. He could sece W hero the
ball had struck into the boy's breast
below the shoulder. He fc-lt over the

shoulder earefully, and Beauclere winced |
shzhtly.

was not profuse, and

The bleeding
more f{reely. Beau-

IFrank breathed

clere’s face was deadly white, but he
was quite conscious and perfuctly calm.

His eyes rested on Frank's face in-

quiringly.

“I—1 don’t thlnk —1t's
thought !” muttered Frank.
get 1t bandaged, and get you to the
ranch !”’ 3

“Y don't think it's serious.”

Trne Porurap.—No. 165.
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so. bad—as 1

“We must |

Beau- I

© AT GRIPS WITH THE RUSTLER!"™

III
should feel worse than I do if it were.

shouted Beauclerc | It hasn’t touched an artery, or there

would ‘be more blood. Has that man
gone? If not—"
‘“He's gone,” said Frank. -
Bob touched his cousin on the

I'll leave

“Stay with him, Franky.

ichards’ hornified | you thn shot-gun in case—you under-

stand. I'll cut across to Simpson’s and
“Right!” said Frank.
Bob Lm'-less dashed to his pony and
scrambled on, and rode away at a

gallop. He hnd three miles to ride to

Ilhu nmrest. farmhouse to get a vehicle

to convey Beauclerc away; but he rode
like the wind,

I'rank, half’ blinded by tears, tore his
handkerchief into banda es, and the
sleeves of his shirt, and bound up the
wound as well as ho could. He did not
thinl that it was fatal, but a terrible
fear was in his breast, _

Beauclere lay quiut, his head resting

‘HI'
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upon Frank’s arm, after the hurried

bandaging was dnnu

Frank kept his eyes watchful, in case
the Mexican nhnuf appear, and the
shot-gun was at hand. He almost wished
tho desperado would return, so fierce
was the desire for vengeance in his
breast as he looked at Beauclerc’s white
face, handsomer than ever in its deathly

nllﬂr.

But there was no sign of the assassin.
Ho had fled from the spot with the
guilt of blood upon his soul—perhaps
with remorse.

It seemed an age to Frank before he
heard the beat of horse’s hoofs on the
trail.

Bob Lawless dushcd up, and sprang
from the saddle.

“They’re _coming !" he panted.

It was a ruuglly built buggy that
came dashing up after Bob, with a big,
bronzed Canadian farmer. driving. Bob

had already explained, and, without a
word, the glp, Cnnndlnn bent over Vere
Boauclere, lifted him -in his pn“crfu]

arms, and placed him in the bugg
He Exmmned the bandages, nodded, nnd
stepped in after the wounded lad.
= Where are you going?” muttered
Beauelere. “Take me home!” -
“You must come to the ranch,
(Continued on page 19.)

” said

-li

There is No Entrance Fee to the Competitimi.‘ on page 24.
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All about th: Famous Engine which

forms the subject of Our Free Plate.

“THE FLYING
SCOTSMAN.”

By A RAILWAY EXPERT.

Ll S

VERY boy bhas heard of the famous
train that leaves King's Cross
terminus every . morning for Edin.
burgh. The “Flying Scotsman? has

been a celebrated express, train for sixty
years or so. It runs over the G.N.R. from
King's Cross to a spot four miles north of
Doncaster, then on the metals of the N.E.IL
through York and Newcastle-on-Tyne to
Berwick across the Tweed into Scotland, and
or the N.B. Railway's metals to the Waver-
ley Station, Edinburgh.

The train was well known for the
varnished teak coaches, the flat roofs of
which have curved sides, of which it was
composed, and for many years the train was
aristocratic—1st and 2nd class only. In more
recent years the type of carringe has been
altered to the high, semi-circular roof now
usual on several railways, the 2nd class has
disappeared altogether, and the “Flying
Scotsman ™ now conveys 3rd class travellers.

The G.N.R. Jocomotives® work the “FI;iu;,
Scotsman *’ between King's Cross and York,
a distance of 188 miles. Part of the route
is fairly hard, but the G.N.R. ‘engines have
always beécen nlcbrntcd for speed, whils¥tin
the matter of power the modern engimmitird
well. able. to  haul the present-day heavy
expresses at-the speed demanded by sthe
schedule. _

Some .twenty . years ago, British railwayists

were considerably excited by the introduc-
tion of the  American " Atlantic” type 'of
express passenger cngine.
4—4—2 wheel arrangement, and although,thq

dimensions of the trpc have been increased. *

considerably since the “Atlantic” first made
its appearance on the G.N.R.,, the type is
still standard !'ur G.N.R. ctpreutﬂ.

One of the mmlern G.N.R. " Atlantic " loco-
motives (No. 1404) is illustrated in faesimile
colours by the plate prrSLnted in' this issuc,
The heating surface Is over 2,000 square fect,
and the superheated aurfncc is 427 square
feet. The Oft. 8in. coupled wheels are driven
by two cylinders, each 20in. diameter by
24in. stroke. The peculiar shape of the fire-
box-spreading out at the bottom to the
width of the frames is noticeable by even a
casual glance at the colcured plate.

These big “Atlantica ™ weigh 69} tons,
whilst their tenders, with 6} tons of coal and
3.500 gallons of water, total over 43 tons, so
that -engine and -tender * together weigh
about 112 tons. If these engines are heavy,
so are the loads they haul. During the war,
when train services were much restrlctcd.
No, 1404 and her sisters were frequently to be
scen hauling trains of well over 500 tous
welght.

Not only do these engines perform fine
work with the east-coast Scotch trains, but
the G.N.R. train seryice to the West Riding
—Leeds and Bradford—is also undertaken by

them. The Great Northern Railway's pre-war
record for a long non- stop run was on this.

service—Wakefield to King's Cross—1752 miles
in 3 hours 9 minutes, or 55.7 miles an hour,

whilst five runs daily at almost the same
‘speed were made between London and Don-

caster, 150 miles. The present longest non-
stop run to the credit of the G.N.R. 'Is
botween King's (ross and Grantham,
105} miles at 52.8 miles an hour.

on it, equal to 57}
like rnll“ﬂ}' ﬁpuedl

Grantham from Donecaster. GN.R.
siasts look to sece . the

achieve the mile- umInutu mark.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD. L

This type hag $bey

In pre-war
d'\}s the King's Cross—Grantham run was the
(i.N.'s quickest, nnj 110 minutes being spent
miles an hour-—something
The present G.N. best Is
only 54.1 wmiles an hour, at which speed two

trains travel over the ﬁﬂ} miles that separate
enthu-

G.N.R, expresses

il
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. the man at the helm.

: IN YOUR ::
EDITOR’S DEN

By BILLY BUNTER.

- My Dear Readers,—That long-hared
poet Dick Penfold declares that he 1s
overworked, and that he gets no plez-
zure or lezzure put of life. Ho has just
written an ode to this effeckt. _
To my mind, Penfold's got nuthing
whatevver to komplain “ about. Over-
worked, indeed! What about the poor
Editor?
Who prepares this paper for press
every week? Dick Penfold? No jolly
foear! William George Bunter—that's
the chap who gets things dun!- I am the
Editor, the propprietor, and the soul
manager of the flurrishing jernal. With-
out mo it would fall as flat as a pancake.
Tt Awoild cease to eggsist! W. G. B. is
W. G. B. does all
I am tho life and sole

9 =

the donkey-work.
of the paper.

The cobbler fellow in the play who
sang : .

“I sit and cobble with slippers and
shoon,

From the rise of sun to the set of
moon,"’

had a very easy time of it kompared
with mo! He could at leest sit down
all day, and that’s more than I can do.
I have to be konstantly on the move,
keeping my kontributors up to the
scratch,

During the last week I have had to
make jernies to St. Jim's and Rook-
wood, and pay my own fair. I have had
to visit Fatty Wynn and Baggy Trimble
and Tubby Muffin, and lecture them on
their slackness. A slacker sot of subb-
editors never eggsisted! Why, bloss my

sole, if the Editor was as slack as his
subbs the paper would never appear at

all!

And yet Dick Penfold begins to wine
that he's overworked! Let him take my
job on for a munth, and see how he likes
it. I'll wager he would either go off his
rocker — he's more than half - mad
alreddy !—or develop a nervus brake-
down,

It 1s your humbel servant who does all
the work, and it is my subbs who draw all
the pay. I never take so much as a three-
penny-bit myself out of the prophets.

A hard-working, industrious, noble
fellow—that’s me! DBut it's all in a good
cause, and I shouldn’t dreem of

grumbling ! :
Your sinseer chum,

Your Editor.

-
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HE SPRING |
POET!

By DICK PENFOLD.

In the spring a young man’s fancy
Lightly turns to thoughts of love.
He will scribble odes to Nancy, E
And call her “peach” and “dove.
How does she receive his ditties?
Why, she thinks the fellow mad!
And from her heart she pities
Him exceedingly, poor lad!

In the spring I scribble meekly -
Yards and yards of npphng rhyme,
For a rag called BunTErR's WEEKLY,
At half-a-crown a time.
Do I ever get my money?
No: for Bunter's out to floece.
I should think it jolly funny
If I got a ponnypiece !

In the spring the buds are sprouting,
And sunshine floods the land.
But I never get an outing;
Such joys are strictly banned.
On the footer-field so muddy
I seldom dash and shout.
In the silence of my study
I must get these verses out.

[n the spring the chaps go rowing
On that silver stream the Sark;
But my busy pen 13 going
From daybreak until dark.
Oh, a sad and struggling poet
Gets no pleasure, ease, or fun!
And, if only you did know 1t,
His lot's a dismal ono! -

J\_MWWWM

By George Kerr.

DEEPS INTO THE FUTURE !
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NNISHED BY
PROUT !

By SAMMY BUNTER

(Subb-Editer).

P

“Bunter, my boy,"” said Mr. Prout,

baring down upon me in the Close, “I
want you to do mo a faver,”

replide.

““Anything within reezon, sir,"” I

uvur}. “'EH. {;ﬂ ll'ﬂ“’" {io ﬂlﬂ \'i“llgﬂ-

and buy me a basket of froot.”

“ Sertainly, sir!"”

“There are five-shilling baskets being

sold by DMessrs. Ripe & Meliow,”™ Mr.

Prout went on.
half-crowns.
I trotted
village.
It took mo a quarter of an hour {o go,

“Iear are a cupple of
Go and get me a basket.”
cheorfully away to the

and neerly an hour to come back.

You seo, I found the froot so appetizing

that I sat on a slyle by the roadside and
gazed at it—the froot, not the style.

Do you know, dear readers, that froot

seemed to hipnertize me; it looked so
inviling—so fassinating,

“If I take ono small apple,” I mer-

mored, ‘' it won't be notissed.”

anuther — then

Accordingly, I did so.
The apple was so nice that I (ook
anuther — and then

anuther.

this time I had made rather a hole

B ]
in t{m basket. of froot.

“Prout’s bound to notiss

itl” I,

reflected, ‘80 I mite as well be hung for

a

[ HARRY WHARTON (Greyfriars).

in the skool gateway.

that there was no froot in the basket he
gave a roar.

dered Prout,
.impose on mr
only too well a
demollished this froot yorself!”

Ho flogged me untill
I breth.

lam. I'll eat the lot!”

And I did.

- Peeches, plums, pairs, pommygrannits
—all disappeared into my inner regiona.

I had such a heavy cargo of froot on

board mo that it was some time before 1
was able to walk.

At last I staggered back to Grey-

friars—with an empty basket.-

Prout was impatiently waiting for me

When he saw

“ Bunter miner, what does this meen 7"
“1 regret to say, sir, that I was

attacked by savvidge hooligans on the
way back to the skool. They put a pistle
to my head, and cried: ‘ Your froot or
your life !’
but in vane!”

I tried to shake them off,

Falsehoods ! thun-

“Do not attempt to
creddulity, Bunter! I am

aware of the fact that you

“Talsehoods!

And hﬂ IEd me away {o t]“} Elﬂ'“'tﬂr.
I had a terribul time in Prout’s studdy.

he was out of
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EELE of the Fourth possessed a parrot.
P He got it in this wise.
Peele's pater's second cousin had a
pal who knew somebody in the Navy.
The Naval johnnie pickad up the parrot
somewhere in the West Indies, and brought
it home. He found the bird rather a
puisance, =0 he gave it away to his pal. Mis
pal, in turn, gave it to the second cousin
of Peele's pater, and Peele's pater gave 1t
to Peele. So the parrot, after being bandied
s bout from pillar to post, so to speak, eventu.-
ally found a home at Rookwood.

Peele hung the parrot in his study, I don't
mean to say that he executed it as if it
~were a criminal. He stuck the cage on a nail
in the wall.

Polly wasn't very talkative at first. Its
vocabulary consisted of *“All aboard!"” and
“ Right-ho, bo'sun!™ _

1t soon forgot these nautical terms, bow-
ever, and picked up fresh phrases.

On the day after Polly's arrival it so bhap-
pened that Peele got into trouble with Mr.
Manders, 35

Manders, snifling around in the vicinity of
the woodshed, caught Peele smoking. He
took him a‘ong to his study, and walloped
bim with great vigour.

Pecle ccawled along to his own study, lis
face white with pain and rage.

“Tyrant, that's what -yon " are!” he
muttered, referring of course, to Mr.
Manders. * Beastly tyrant! Prussian pig!
Yah!"”

By the time Peele bad repecated these
choice epithets about twenty times Polly the
parrot “caught on.”

When Lattrey strolled into the study some
time later Polly said to him:
“Tyrant! That's what you are!”

“Eh?'’ gasped Lattrey, in astonishment.

“Beastly tyrapt! Prussian pig! Yah!"

Lattrey looked at Pecle.

“What have ycu been teaching Polly?”
hie asked

*Nothing ! snarled Peele. *1 suppose 1 was
muttering something about Manders, and the
heastly bird took up the cry. Manders caught
me with a cigarette, and Jammed me, con-
found him!

“Tyrant! Prussizn pig!”™ screeched Polly.

“Oh, dry up!” growled Peele. *You make
me tired!™

lealising that its owner was annoyed,
Tolly obligingly “dried up.” And for the

" next week or so it went back to the old

familiar phrases; "All aboard!” and “Right-
bo, bo'sua!”

Meanwhile, Peele was growing weary
his new pet. The novelty had worn off.

Peele’s study-mates, too, were fed up with
Polly. They told Peele to his face that the
parrot was a pest. It anooyed them with
its confoundcd chatter, they sald. They
could not concentrate on prep or anything
elze with Polly in the study.

And then one day Mr. Manders had
occasion to go into the study, and he made
the acquaintance of Polly.

Manders was curiously attracted by the
bhird. All men have their weaknesses, and
Manders’ weakness was parrots, Polly
interested and amused him.

“1 suppose, Peele,” he said, “yoa have no
desire to part with this bird?”

- Wzll, no sir!" sald Peele, scenting a nice
little business tranmsaction. *“That is to say,
[ shouldn™t let Polly go except at a good
figure."

“What would you be willing to take for
the bird?" asxed AManders,

THe PoruLar--No. 165.

of

By

Pecle hesitated.
“Three p.unds?” suggested Munders,
Peele shook his head

“If you made it & fiver, sir, I might con-
sider the offer.”

Manders hummed and hawed for a bit, and
finally agreed to purchase Polly at the sum

of fiye pounds. ile paid over the money
there and then, and carted Polly, complcte
with cage, along to his own quartlers.

For some days all went well

And then the calamity came.

Polly had been trying for a long time to
recall some phrases which it had heard, and
one day, when Manders came into the study,

it remembered them.

“Well, Polly?” sald Manders, squinting
through the bars of the cage. “How is my
Polly to day?” |

The bird’'s answer came as a shock to Mr,
Manrders.

“Tyrant!
coward, too!

That's what you are! Beastly
Hit somebody your own &lze!”

“Bless my soul!"” gasped Mr. Manders.
“Tyrant!

Yah!" screeched

! | L G

Prussian pig!

o\

started to poke and prod the parrot
between the bars of the cage,

Polly. And then, recalling another phrase,
the bird added: " You ought to be jolly well
mobbed, Manders!”

Mr. Manders flew into a terrible temper.

*Who has heen teaching you to make use
of these insulting epithets?” he demanded.

“Tyrant! Baldheaded old bully, that's
what you are!”

“You—you——" gpluttered Manders.

He picked up an ashplant, and started to

poke and prod the parrot between the bars of
the cage.

Polly, resenling thls treatment, screeched
wildly. Manders continued to poke and prod
viciously, ard Polly continued to flutter and

gcreeel.
“Hit somcbody your own size!l”
“Be silent!” spluttered Manders.

“Baldheaded old bnlly!" said the parrot.
“You ouglt to be jolly well mobbed!"

Manders, unable to endure the insults any
longer, tossed the ashplant into the cormer,
and swept nut of the study.

From that time onwards Polly gave Mr.
Manders pc peinde.

e e EE—— w Tl
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(Fourlh Form, Rookwood).

Every time the master went to his study
he was greeted by a strcam of Insulte.

It was po use punishing Polly, The meoro
she was punished, the more she persisted.

The next day Mr, Manders held a little
party in his study, a thing he very rarely
did, and several of the masters were present.,
After dinner when the men were seated
round a blazing fire, "and smoking, Yolly
thought it timhe to show the company what
ghe could do and say.

“Tyrant!” shrieked the bird suddenly.

The company, surprised and startled at the
sound of the parrot’s voice, turned round in
Polly’'s direction.

“What—what!” gasped Mr. Bootles, blink-
ing at the bird in the cage

“Hallo! Js that your parrot?” asked one
of the masters, in surprise. "I didn't know
you were interested in such things!”

"Oh—er—quite =20!” stammered Mr.
M;tmilers. “I'm—— It is a little hobby of
mine!"”

“Bald-headed old bully!" said the parrot.
“You ought to be mobbed!”

“Good gracious!” gasped Bootles. “Surely
you have not been teaching that bird to
eay such insulting epithets?”

“I—— No; I'm surprised at you, Bootles,
for suggesting such a thing!” said’ ‘MT.
Manders icily. “I purchased the bird from
oue of the boys in my Form. Doubtless he
is responsible for that!™

Having caused a sensation, Polly was con-
tented to remain silent for the rest of the
evening, and sat looking through her cage,

with her head cocked sideways, at the
masters. '
Manders® nerves—which were none too

steady at the best of times—became com-
pletely shattered. He was a wreck. The
parrot’s voice haunted him, hoth In his
waking hours and in his sleep.

And one evening when Cyril Peele was
doing his prep in his study Manders rushed in,
and practically hurled a birdecage at him.

Peele toppled backwards in his chair.

“What the thump——" he gasped.

“Take back your bird!” roared. AManders.
“It has been a perpetual source of annoy-
ance to me! Morning, noon, and night, it
has showered - bitter insults upon me! !
strongly suspect, Pcele, that the parrot
picked up its insolent phrases from you!”

~ “"From mnie, sir?” said Peele, In tones of
injured lonocence.

“Yes, from you! You will take a thousand
lines for inciting that feathered creature to
insult me!”

“Oh crumbs!”

“You will also f{ake the bird back into
your custody. And’'I demand the immediate
return ol balf the purchase-money!"” snapped
Manders.

But he was unlucky.

Peele had already *“blued” the fiver.
AMlanders went empty away.

And what became of Polly?

Peele made frantic efforts to sell the bird,
but nobody at Rookwood would " Dbite.”

Eventually, Peele actually gave Polly away
to a bird-fancier in Latcham.
and asked his pater not to send him any
more parrois |

“Next time you make me a present,” he
wrote. “I should prefer it in cash. That
beastly parrot nearly drove me off my dot!"

2o

Personally, I don't see what Peele had to

grumble at. He was the richer by a
thousand lines, certainly! But he also made
the sum of five pounds; and flye pounds is a
jolly valuable ncquisition!

e —— e —
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THE TRULY :
!

“TERRIBLE THREE"!

By FAT’f ' WYNN.
¢

(Of the New House, St. Jim's)
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“Have a cigar?”

““No. I prefer a cigaretle, thanks.”

Baggy Trimble, with his ear glued to
{he keyhole of the door of Study No. 12
in the Shell passage, gave a violent start.

The first voice he had heard was that
of Tom Merry. The second was Monty
[Lowther’s.

Baggy Trimble was horrified.

Smoking! In a junior study! And
such exemplary fellows as Tom Merry
& Co.!

It was truly amazing.

Baggy continued to play the part of
cavesdropper.

‘“* And the cigs are prime!” said Monty
Lowther. “I love the flavour."”

After which there was silence. |

Baggy Trimble’s first impulse—he was
given to such impulses—was to walk into
the study, tax the Terrible Three with |
breaking the law, and then proceed to
extract a heavy bribe—the price of his
silence. .

Baggy would have acted upo n this im-
pulse, but he couldn’t, for thesimple
reason that the study door was locked.

Baggy Trimble was. about to call
through the keyhole, when Knox of the
Sixth came striding along the passage.

““What are you doing here?” he de-
manded, grasping the fat junior by the
collar,

Baggy turned to the prefect in great
excitement.

“J—] say, Knox!
his pals are smoking.”

“What?”

“1 distinetly heard Merry ask Lowther
{o have a cigar. And then I heard Man-
ners say that tho cigars were top-hole.”

Knox didn’t wait to hear more. He |
promptly grabbed at the door-handle.

““Door’s locked!” said Baggy

Knox looked grim, l

“*Merry!” ho exclaimed.

“Hallo !’ came the reply from within,

“*Open this door immediately !"

There was a brief pause. Then the
door was opened.

Knox strode into the study

“T have reason to beliove that you've
got. cigars and cigarettes i here!l” he
sard sternly.

Tom Merry nodded.

“There’'s mo harm
began,

‘“No harm in it? Why, you know jolly
well that you're not allowed to have
cigars and cigarettes in your possession!”

““Not chocolate ones?” asked Monty
J.owther innocently.

And then, for the first time, Knox
became aware of the fact that the
“emokes !’ were merely sweetmeats. 1

“Why did you have the door locked?”
he demanded. : .

“ Because we were wurkmﬁ on the
*8t. Jim's News,’” and we didn’t want
any interruptions,” said Manners.

Knox had no reply to that. The ex-
planation was quite reasonable.

The Sixth-Former realised that he had
been made to look very ridiculous. He
strode savagely out of the study. .

Baggy Trimble was hovering outside.
Knox promptly proceeded to.use him as
a football. And Baggy went rollin
along the passage, yelling loudly enough
to raise the roof.

Tom Merry and

|

in that—" he

e — e —————
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! BRIGHTENING

UP ST. JIM’S!

By MONTY LOWTHER

(Of the Shell Form).
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MONDAY.,

A very disappéynting day. Knew they
had plenty of grub in the end studdy,
so went along to try my luck. Before
I could get®to the cubberd the door
opened, and Jimmy Silver & Co. camo
in. I dived beneeth the table and stayed
there until the beests went out again.

They had tea in the meenwile, and ate |

everything that was in the cubberd. I
remained 1n a horribly eramped position
under the table for three-quarters of an
hour! Dash it all! Why couldn't the
silly asses have come in to tea half an
hour later?

TUESDAY,

Anuther day of disappoyntment. 1
heard that Hansom of tﬁu Fifth had n
berthday cake, and I went to his studdy
n senn;t of 1t. But either the cake had
been Eton, or—Harrow-ing thought!—
it had been removed to a safer plaice.
Anyway, I had a ecakeless afternoon, and
felt jolly mizzerable.

WEDNESDAY ..

I was in clover to-day! While all the
fellows were out on Littlo Playing Fields,
watching the footer match, I made a tour
of all the studdies, and got a rich haul.
Plum cake from the end studdy; bag of
jam-tarts from Study No. 3; tin of sar-
deens and a jar of prezzerved peeches
from Studdy No. 6; and a delishus
rabbit-pie from Studdy No. 13. Took
all the tuck along to the box-room, and
had a stunning feed

THURSDAY.

No prub in -any of “the studdies.
Everybody appeared to be stony-broke.
[ vissited no less than twenty studdies
in the corse of the afternoon, but drew
blank. If things don’t take a turn for
the better, I shall perrish mizzerably of
starvation!

FRIDAY,

Although Friday is suppozed to be an
unlucky day, I was in luck’s way to-day.
Tip-toed into Townsend’s stu whilo
he was snoozing on the sofa. The table
was laid for tea, and I obliged Towny
by clearing it! Finest feed 1've had
since Wednesday. I beleeve I shall
begin to put on flesh if things go on like
this! Tuch wood!

—

. SATURDAY.
‘Alas! The weck came to a dizzastrus
end. I was caught at the cubberd in

Higgs' studdy. Hi is a helty fellow,
wit gn trnmegduss Eﬁch,. and he showed
me no mersy. 1 told him I had not come
to steel, but he didn't beleeve me. Ie
chased me round the studdy, and nocked
ma about something crool. I'm a mass
of bumps and broozes, and eggspect 1
shall have to stay in bed all day to-
morrow, as a rezzult of Higgs’ ill-treet-
ment! Oh dear! What a life!

People talk of brightening crickot.
My own pel ambition is to bLrighten'
tho school in which I live, and move,
and have my being.

[ have several schemes for brightening
the dull routine of St. Jun's. But 1 only,
propose to deal with one of them in thia
article.  (Thauk goodness !—Ed.)

Now, in various parts of the school
ou will find commonplace notices ex«

iibited, such as “WET PAINT,"”
“KEEP OFF  THE GRASS” and

“NO TALKING ALLOWED IN TI1119
DORMITORY."

Nobody ever pays any heed to such
nolices. They ignore them, just as the
average mewmber of the public ignoires
the adiotic and hackneyed phrase,
“TRESPASSERS WILL BE PROSE-
CUTED "

. Now, il these notices were displayed
in a more attractive form, 1 warrant
they would compel atiention.

On the Head's lawn there is a board
bearing the time-honoured and fungus-
covered imseription, " KEEP OFF THE
GRASS ' ,

Think how much more attracltive this'
would be if it appeared in the following
form :

“Any fellow who 13 seen
Tramping on my private green,
Will receive an mmposition,
And a licking, in addition!”

Preity smart—ehi? I guess Dick
Penfold, of Greyfriars, will have to look
to his laurels!

Now, ‘the fence at tho lower end of
the cricket-ground iz being repainted, in
rcadiness for the coming season. The
usual futile notice is displayed: ** WIST
PAINT.” _

To my mind, thal out of date warning,
would attract far more attention ff

dished up as follows*

“If you wauder to this, fence,
Kindly have the common-gense
Not to touch paint with your fingcrs,
For in liquid form it lingers.l”

If that verse didn’t answer the pur-
pose, I should be mightily surprised}

Qo far as the notice about talking n
the dormitory is concerned, nobody,
heeds the warning when it 1s writlen n
commonplace prose. Give a touch of
romance to it—that’s what I say. Iny
scribo on the door of the dorm, in bold,
flourishing characters, the following

little ditty*

“He who dares to raize his voice,
From necessity or choice,
[a hereby ordered to tauke warning
That he'll be walloped in the morning ™

-

So far, so good.

The \'Ersgs gl have quoted would go a
long way towards brightening St.
Jim's. Originality and novelty — those
are the things we want. Why, if I had
my own way, I should even have the
rules of the school re-written in choico
verse. | |

There are lols and lots of ways to
brighten St. Jim's, and this 18 just one
of them, selected at random from the

| crowd of ideas which fills my fertile

brain.
Tere POPTLAR.—NO. 1635,




16

“Billy Bunter—Film Star!’’ Splendid Story of Greyfriars in This Week's “ Magnet™" !

A STIRRING SCHOOL TALE OF THE FAMOUS CHUMS OF ST.JIM'S!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Disgrace to St., Jim's!
Manners, and

€4 OOK there!”
Tom Merry,
Lowther, the three famous

chums of the Shell Form at St.
Jim's, were returning from Rylcombe,
where they had been treating them-
selves, for once in a way, to a sumptuous
tea at the village bunshop. Suddenly a
figure turned into the dusky lane a
hundred yards in front of them, and, with
a furtive backward glance, hurried along
in the same direction as they were
taking—that 1s, towards St. Jim’s.
Tom Merry gave vent to an ‘indignant
snort -as he pointed at the hurrying

figure.

“Look at that! Did you see who it
was?” :

“Looked like a St. Jim’s chap—a
senior, I should say,” said Lowther. |

“And he came out of the Green Alan,
to me

too!”

* Looked like
IFifth,” said Mannors.

Tom Merry snorted again.

It was Cutts of the I'ifth, I'm pretty
sure!” he said. ‘“So he's still haunting
the Green Man—the most disreputable,
low pub for miles round! A chap like
that is a disgrace to St. Jim’s !"”

- “Hear, hear!” said Lowther. ‘Cutts
15 a rotten black sheep, and the Head
would boot him out of St. Jim’s if he got
wind of half his little games !”

“He’s much too clever for that,
though,” said Manners. ‘Why, prac-
tically every junior in the School House
knows that Cutts gambles and smokes
and has card-parties in his study
rﬂgula‘rly, yet he never gets found out.”

“IL,? a disgrace to St. Jim’s, ‘all the
same,” said Tom Merry, with knitted
brows. . ““A blackguard like Cutts ought
not to be allowed to have it all his own
way, even i he is clever enough to steer
clr:;ar of trouble with the authorities!”

* Well, that’s so, but what can we do?"
sald Lowther. *““Wo can’t sneak about
him to the masters, or to the prefects,
e:t‘l}er.”

Old Kildare would have bowled him
out before now if he hadn’t boen such a
decent chap!” growled Manners. “Ho's
a topping captain, of courze, but he's too
blessed unsuspicious! A clever beggar

Tae Porurar.—No. 165.
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" CONDEMNED IN ERROR!™

VIGILANCE
'COMMITTEE!!
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A New, Long, Complete, Schoof Story
of TOM MERRY & CO.,
Chums of St. Jims.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

like Cutts pulls the wool over his oyes

quite easily.”
Tom Merry’s jaw set firmly.
“Well, my idea is that Cutts wants a
lesson,” he said determinedly.

| shady ways are a public scandal and the

talk of the whole junior school! Well,
weo'ro the leaders of the junior school,
aren't wo?"”

“We aroe!”

“We 1s!”

“Then weo are the fellows to administer
the Jesson!” said Tom Merry.
I've got a notion how we can do it, too.
We'll form a junior Vigilance Com-
mittoee ! -

“A whatter?”

“A Vigilance Committee—a sort nl
private force of special constables, like
the Klu Klux Klan in America,” said
Tom, warming to his idea. *“‘The best
fellows, like Blake & Co., will back us up
like 2 shot. We don’t want to be prigs,

of course, or poke our noses into every- |

one’s business. DBut svhere thore's any
real blackguardism going on which is a
disgrace to the school—well, we'll chip
in !ll

“But—but Cutts is a Tifth-Former—
a senior!” objected Manners. *“And his
blessed companions in crime are seniors,
too—St. Leger and Gilmore of the Fifth,
and Knox of the Sixth!”

“My dear chap, what does that
matter?” said Tom Merry calmly. *““We
can't sneak about them—it isn’'t done—
but we can go in for a little “direct
action’” on our own. If there are
enough of us, we can tackle anybody.”

Monty Lowther slapped his
leader on the back.

“It's a champion idea, Tommy, mo
boy!” he said with a grin. ‘“And the
best of it is that whatever wd do to 'em,
and however mad we make ’em, thjr;u
black sheep will have to keep it dark!

“Quite so,” said Tom Merry soberly.
“That is the essence of the whole matter.
We shall always have right on our side.
Cheerio, Taggy!”

Tho threo chums had reached the gates
of St. Jim’s and turned into them just
as Taggles, the porter, emerged from
his lodge in order to lock up the gates
for the night.

Taggles, who was of a somewhat crusly
nature, grunted at Tom Merry’s cheery
greeling. (

“And |

study

the

“Which you was nearly late, Maslor
Merry !”

“Which a miss is as good as a mile,
Taggy!"” reotorted DMonty Lowther

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“Young rips!” snorted Taggles.

Leaving Taggles muttering to himself
as he locked up the gates, the chums

““ His { solemnly.

sprinted across the quad to the School

House, and were soon discussing the
great idea of the Vigilance Commiltce
in the privacy of their study, No. 10 in
the Shell Form passage.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Committees Qets to Work!

¢ ENTLEMEN A
““Hear, hear!”

It was the first meeting of
the junior Vigilance Committea
in Study No. 10, some days after Tora
Merry had first proposed the idea. The
Terrible Three—as Tom Merry, Manners,
and Lowther were called—had invited six
of their special friends to join the com-
mittes, and all were present at this, the
first meeting. They were Harry Nokle
and Bernard Glyn of the Shell, and
Blake, Herries, Digby, and D’Arcy of the
Fourth Form. Tom Merry, as president,
was on his legs.

‘““Gentlemen, we have banded our-
selves together for the purpose of keey-
ing an eye on certain parties whose pro-
ceedings have hitherto been a disgrace {o
the School House and to St. Jim’s!"” he

| began eloquently,

L

A NEW LONC TALE OF

‘““Hear, hear!”
“Good old Tommy!”

“I have called you {ogether to-day
because occasion has now arisen for us
to take action!”

Sensation!

“I have discovered, through Curly
Gibson of the Third, that Cutts is having
a card-party in his study to-night; it's
going on now, in fact!”

::%hamﬂ'!" ;

ults makes no secret of it—nll
Third Form know it., He sent ym::}:;
Gibson down to Rylcombe to get him
somo smokes %

“Shame!"

“And a Second Form kid had to o
across Just now to the tuckshop to ret
change for a pound-note for him from

ST. JIM'S. .

: By MARTIN CLIFFORD
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Mrs., Taggles. He wants the change
because ey are lnfin cards for
money, of course, and all tﬁu kids know

it. “A nice example to the fags, I must
say !”

“Shame!”

“ Disgraceful !”

“Let’'s rag him!”

Tom Merry held up his hand for
silence.

“We are now going to Cutts’ study in
a body to '
grimly. ‘“Members will all put on their
masks, and we will take a form with
us to break down the door with if
necessary "’

“Hurrah 1"

“Just one more word. We chall all
be masked, but someono must speak, of
course, and Cutts & Co. are bound to
recogniso voices. As your leader, I will
do all the talking, I have had many a
rub with Cutts already, and he doesn’t
like me as it is; but fm knows I'm not
afraid of him. If he goes for me over
this, you chaps will have to back me up,
of course. But there’s no need for thoze
rotters to recognise every member of the
committee. So I want all you chaps to
keep quiet; it will be all the more 1m-
pressive if we work in silence.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Yans, wathah!” assented Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy of the Fourth. ‘' But
hadn’t you bettah leave tho leadahship
to me, Tom Mewwy? Cutts would
nevah wecognise me in my dinkay little
mask !"’ ' |

There was a roar of derisive voices at
once. |

““ Ass !" _

“Dummy !"

“Dry up, Gussy!”. exclaimed Jack
Blake impatiently. *“ Anyone- would
recogniso your voice half a mile away!
Besides, you know, you can never open
your mouth without putting your foot
into 1t !"”

“Weally, Blake—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Now, gentlemen !” said Tom Merry,

raising his voice. -*‘To business! Get
yvour masks on!” \
Every member of the commtlee

adjusted a black mask over tho top part

of his face, having slits for the eyes.

The effect was grim and smster.
“Follow me!” said Tom Merry

tensely. .
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interview him,” he said

L
|

“ GONDEMNED IN ERROR!" .

In silence, and with their hearts
beating with excilement, the Vigilance
Committee proceeded to the Fifth Form
passage, only pausing to pick up a long
wooden formn as they went. Arrived at
tho door of Cutt's study, Tom Merry
kunocked.

After a sccond's pauee, he tried the

handle. As he expected, the door was
locked.
There was a scuffling sound and

muttered eoxclamations from withn.

Tom Merry knocked again.

“Who's there?"” came Cutt's voice.

“It's I—Tom Merry—Cults! I want
to comeo in, please!”

There was a furious exclamation from
Cutts.

“Get away, you cheeky fag!™ roared
Cutts. *“*How daroe you disturb me!
I'm busy!”

“Let me in, please,” repecated Tom
Merry quietly.

“If you don't buzz off instantly,
Merry, you young cub, I'll come out
to you with my ashplant!” roared
an unpleasant voice which tho juniors
recogrised as belonging to Knox of
the Sixth, the most unpopular prefect
at St. Jim's.

“T wasn't speaking to you, Knoxy.

| I was -speaking to Cutts,” said Tom

Merry quietly. “Will you let me in,
Cults 7" -

“No!” roared Culls.
scoundrel, I'll—"

Tom Merry made a sign to his fol-
lowerz, and heavy form was lunged
forward like a battering-ram at the
door.

Crash !

There was
inside.

“You young villain!
doing 7"’

Crash !

“You young

a howl of rage from

What are you

Tom Merry was evidently wasting no

more words.

Inside the study four choice * blades,”
Cutts, Knox, Gilmore, and St. Leger,
exchanged black looks. '

The atmosphere of the sludy was heavy
with cigarette-smoke, though the window
had been flung open and all cigarettes
extinguished immediately Tom Moerry's
first knock had fallen upon the door, in
case ib should have been a master.

Likewise, all the evidence of the game
of bridge, at a shilling a hundred points,
which had been in progresa had been
swept instantly into the table drawer.

“Better let the.. young hound in
before he brings a master. on the scene
with this infernal row !”” muttered Cutts,
between his teeth.

“But—"" blustered Knox.

Crash!

The study door shook from the heavy
concussion of the form. .

With a muttered curse, Cutts strode
to the door and flung 1t open.

——

THIRD CHAPTER.
Cutts QGlves In!

OW, what is it you want,

£C
N' Merry?” exclaimed Cutts,

suppressing his savage temper
with an effort. “Why, what

on earth—" ;
Cufts broke off, staring at the sight
of the band of masked juniors. There

was quite a crowd of other fellows, too,
in the passage, attracted by the noise

of battering.
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Tom Merry stepped ferward quick!y.

“We'll come in first, please, Cutts,”
he said, signing to his followers.

Before Cutts could make any move-
ment to stop them, the whole band of
nine had crowded inlo the study. Jack
Blake, who was the last man in, locked
thoe door again on the inside, and put
the key in his pocket..

Cults ground his teeth in helpless rage,
while his threo cronies gazed in wrathful
astonishment at the masked invaders.

“What does all this nonsense mean?”
}lﬂrimndud Knox roughly, starting to his
cot.

Tom Merry made a gesture.

“Hold your tongue, Knox !
to speak to Cutts first!”

Wo want .

Knox gave a roar, and jumped
forward.

“¥You cheeky young hound! Why,
I'll—— Iet mo g¢, Cutts!”

Cutts grasped the furious prefect by
the arm. Cutts was by no means a
fool, and he could see that an appeal
to physical force at the moment would
bo unwise—especially as it was his study,
which  would suffer in a rough-and-
tumble. e gave Knox's arm a signili-
cant grip.

“Don’t: be a fool, Knox!” he said
curtly. *“Let's hear what the young—
what Merry has to say!”

“Tirst,” said Tom Merry brusquely,
you four fellows were smoking—wo
can sniff that easily enough.” -

Cutts smiled.

“Since when has it been necessary for
a senior to ask your permission if ho
wants an occasional whiff in his study 7"
ho asked. o

“Secondly,”  said Tom, {taking no
notice of the sarcasm, ‘“you were play-
ing cards—and for money, too. Gamb-
ling, in other words.” \

“T'here,” said Cuils calmly, though
his eyes gleamed savagely, * your IHigh
and Lligfhinﬂss is -wrong. s a malter
of fact, I was just discussin’ the f[ooter
with these fellows when you—er—blew
nlong. We were talkin® over mnext
Saturday’s match, weren't we,” Gilly 7"

“Wo were, old man!” said Gilmore,
taking his cue from Cutts.

Tom Merry suddenly stepped {o the
table and pulled 'open the drawer. In
it were revealed a couple of packs of
cards in a confused heap, two bridge-
markers, and a quantity of silver, besides
two Treasury notes, one for ten shillings
and the other for a pound.

“There's the answer to that!” said
Tom scornfully. -

Cutts muttered something, and his faco
went livid. But still he held himself in
check. St. Leger and Gilmore eyed hiun
uneasily, uncertain how he would act.
Knox appeared to be almost choking
with rage. i e,

“Well,” said Cutts, between his teeth
glaring wolfishly at the silent band of
masked juniors, ‘‘what do you intend
to do about it?" |

Tom Merry drew a deep breath,

“We intend to give you 'a “lesson,
Gerald Cutts!” he ®said deliberately.
“\We have formed ourselves into a junior
Vigilance Committee to put a stop to
blackguardism that is a disgrace to St.
Jim's! You are one of the worst
offenders! We saw you leaving the
Green Man just before locking-up tima

the other evening!
“Spying !’ hissed Cults.

“No, not spying,” said Tom Merry
quietly. “Quite by accident, as it hap-
pened. You are a blackguard, Cutts—
a smokey, gambling, pub-haunting ecad,
and a disgrace to the School House!
And these other three—Knox, St. Leger,
and Gilmore—are not much betler!”

JlM'SI L | '
By MARTIN CLIFFORD,
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“Why, I[—I'll smash you!",
'-}i.lrlmx, IPesidu himself with fury.
~ *Shut up, -you fool!” hissed Culls,
turning on tho Sixth-Former with a
snarl.

Gerald Cutt’s coolness and self-control
had pulled him through many a tight
JJace, but he had hard work to control
vimself now. His face . was like a
doemon's us he turned again towards
Tom Merry.

. 4\Well?” he managed to jerk out. .

Speaking in a. level, cool tone, and
with the eight masked juniors ranged
silently behind him, Tom Merry appeared
to the four black sheep the embodiment
of Justico, cold and relentless !

. _ Ho felt a good deal like a judge him-
solf, as he nﬁﬂrwurds confessed, and the
fecling gave him a new senso of dignity.

W We are going to punish you!" he
.gaid. ~ “You must be taught that there

“ Y-

is a limit, beyond which no fellow can}

go without getting it in the neck! It
is for you to decide what form that

punishment will take!”

~ Tom paused, and Cutts swallowed
_hard, but did not speak, '

““There are nine of us here,”” went oll

Tom Merry, “and four of you. -If it
_comes to a scrap, we are bound to come
out top dog in the end. And-a scrap
means a lot of damage’’—he glanced
round Cutte' elegantly furnished study
—“and also a big row. And a row avill
brine a master, or a prefect, at least,
.on the scene, as sure as eggs.
follow ?”

Cutts. his face working, nodded. e
followed the junior’s reasoning perfectly
—in fact. he had already worked 1t out
himself, in his own mind, in cxactly the
same way.

“\Well. you know best whether you
want masters or prefects brought on the
scene,” continued Tom Merry relent-
lessly. *‘Personally, we don’t care a
button : but I rather think you do. The
only alternative to a scrap 1s to submit
to our punishment quictly and without
resistance. You can please yourselves.
Which is it to be?” . _

Cutts pulled himself together, and his
seli-control, which was almost deserting
him, came back as he realised that the
Vigilance Commitiee, whatever punish-
ment they had in mind, did not intend

{o cive him away to the authorities.,

That would only mean one thing—expul-
‘cion: and expulsion was the thing the
reckloss young rascal was really afraid
of. Anything- else he could “bear—any-

ibing. And he made up his mind that
‘he would do so. But what it cost the
roud, dashing Cutts—a . handsome,

wealthy fellow, good at games, a great
dandy, and a popular personality
amongst a certain set at St. Jim's—to
ihus bow to ihe decision of a junior, can
only be cofijectured.

He threw a swift glance at his three
cronies.

“We'll - submit!” he thickly.
‘““Carry:on!”

said

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Facing the Music!

/ ! \ OM MERRY looked at Cutts tor a

moment, half in admiration,
Reckless blackguard as he un-
doubtedly was, he possessed
pluck, and knew how to face the music.
Gilmore and St. Leger, now looking
thoroughly scared, said nothing, while
Knox appeared incapable of speech,
owing to suppressed fury. '
Tom Merry looked round the study.
“Ah! I think I seo Knox’s ashplant
over there in the corner.
ful of Knoxy to bring it!” he said.

NEXT
FRIDAY!

roared | ** Will you hand it over please, Cutts?"”

Do you |,

Cutts breathed hard.

“\What for?” he demanded, in 2
strangled voico., - _

“«To thrash you with,” eaid Tom
Merry cheurfulf;r. “A dozen each—

that’s the sentence !”
Cutts went pale,
crimson.
it I__I___l'_l
stopped. _ .
‘F%::s?" said-Tom Merry pleasantly.
Cutts strode to the corner and grabbed
Knox's ashplant—the symbol of the
profect’s authority, which Knox had so
often abused. HL handed it to Tlom
Merry without a word. :
Tom took it, and swished it sugges- |
tively thraugh the air. :
"“T seam to romember that {lis ash-
plant stings more than a little,”” he re-

and then [lushe‘d

he stuttered, and then

e

E Coloured Engine Plate—-_—-

werc bealing u carpet, uniil the twelye
strokes had been well and truly

delivered, and Gerald Cutts had receivea

tho soundest thrashing of his cateor.
“py Cutts!"” said

‘“That' ur lesson,
oY when he had

T Merry quietly, _
ﬁt?;:hud. A?ld Cutts, with white face

and burning eyes, straightened himself
up. Hardened young rascal as he was,

he had taken his medicine like a man.
- uNow, Knox!" eaid Tom Merry
briefly.

The big Sixth-Former glared at him as
if he would eat him;" but he did not-

move. -
“Knox!” rapped out Tom DMerry.

“Tour turn noxt !’ !
. “You—jyou »  stuttered  Knox

furiously. ‘“If you daro to lay a finger

on me, you young rufliau, I'll thrash you
| within an inch

of your life!”
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THE VIQILANCE COMMITTEE QETS TO WORK!— Why

" sald Cuits, staring with amazement at t
who crowded into the study after Tom Maerry. o ore i aduniors
mean? ! demanded Knox, starting to his feot.

Knox !’ said Tom Merry. * We'll doal with you later!? (Seec Chapter 8

, what on

“‘P'Jhnt does all this nonsenso
WViind your own business

= —

marked. “I’'ve {elt
haven’t I, Knoxy 7” .
A choking gasp was the only reply
from IKnox. '
““Bend over the table, please, Cuits,”

it before now,

Very thought- | came from his lips,

ordered the chief of the Vigilance Com.
mittee sternly.

Cutts’ expression  was  positively |
Hunnish, as he glared at the juniors and
hesitated. Then he squared his shoulders
and did as he was tcld.

There was a gasp from Gilmore and
St. Leger, while Knox gaped like a cod-
fish. Mere was humiliation indeed for
the lordly Cutts!

~ Tom Merry took a businesslike grip on
the ashplant.

Thwack, thwack, thwack!

He laid into the senior right heartily,
and Cutts gripped the table till his
knucklos showed white; but no sound

Tom Merry whacked away as if he

‘**CONDEMNED - IN ERROR!™ 7 NEY LONG TALE oF st

-,

“All wrong, Knoxy!” said Tom
Merry cheerily. “It's [ who am going
to do the thrashing. Now, are you going

to buﬂd over the table, or must we make
you ?

“*No, I'm not !” shouted Kno “y
t ! x5
a ?{refe‘ct, and if you dare——" ol
Quiet, you fool ! hissed Cutts. **Do

as you're told—it’s the only way! !
you see ;4L - LA tandt

“I m ’lmngcd if I do!” shouted Knox.
__“You'll get Railton here, ‘you crass
idiot, if you don’t keep quiet!” hissed
Cutts furiously, all his savage temper
now concentrated on his confederate.,

*“Will you get over the table, Xnox "

repeated Tom Merry.

“*No, hang you!”

Tom Merry made a sign, and four of
the masked Vigilants stepped forward.
But before they could grasp Knox, Cutts
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had hurled himself at . th | :
half dragged him over iheﬂtﬁ}l:?égc.tf. g I

]

relentless Vigilance Committee became |

With this powerful et A a rather sheepish-looking party of ordi- | 4 = o
R , sistance, the | nary Shell and F :
Ko jore hiad no diffculty in holding | With a sigh of veliet Outtactrmed the | ¢ THE RIGHT STUFF!
struggles. Someone jamméﬁ a h;ndk;;: 5?;’1305‘3::51; tittﬂcllzmgfukﬂ had hurriedl;s_* (Continued from page 12.)

chief into his mouth, and h

duig_l away in i}'lurinus urgles.
A\nox was then well and trulv beaten

. Tom Merry flogged him as if hg enji?e{i

it, ff}r Knox was the worst bully at St.
Jim’s, and there was not a junior there.
Who had not at some time or other felt
the sting of his ashplant. And now
Knox was getting a taste of his own

% ﬁﬂﬂ-ﬂfhﬂﬂ-}-ﬁ-ﬂ--ﬂ-ﬂ-ﬂ#,‘

'9 Tavings | Eric Kildare strode “into tho study.

and stared in amazement at the crowd
within,  Thirteen people in a study—
even a Fifth-Form study—made rntﬁer
a crowd, and Kildare himself made the
tourteenth.

He *luuked rcund with a puzzied frown.
“What’s going on in here?” he de-

Bob. ‘“I'm going to ride for a" doctor.
I'll let your father know as well. You
must conie to the ranch, old chap—you
must !”’ :

Beauclere glanced curiously at Bob's
stricken face, with the {ears running
down the cheeks. He nodded sliﬁhtly.

medicine, with a vengeance. manded brusquely. “I don't quite| ‘‘All right, Lawless! I—I say “—his
Tom Merry ceased at last, and Knox | WRderstand. What was that row Ishcard, | Yoice was a whisper—*'I—I'm sorry we
was rolled off the table, writhing and | *°¢ ,\hat are all you kids doing in | had any trouble. Forget all about it.

?H

Bob pressed his hnnd,{fnd stepped
Mr.

here
Tom Merry coughed deprecatingly.
“Abhem! It’s all right, Kildare! We

struggling, and gurgling furi hi

ng g Iuriously, while

Cl}!ﬁts still grappled savagely with} him.
Gug-gug-gug 1”7 gasped Knox, |

back from the buggy. Simpson
drove away up the trail.

Bob and Frank mounted their ponies,

e i

™
- Lo eemm e — Ll

vou, Cutts?”

clo the same.

- :: Qmet_-, you fool !
“I ll—grooh—I'll smash them !”
' Izr:.; up, you crass idiot !"
‘This way, Gilmore!”
Mér_li'y.
1imore came forward with ashen face.
“I—I say!” he faltered.

you're not really going

Merry ? to thrash me,

again I .

 The wretched Gilmore, who was not of
fairly

the stuff of which h
B o h heroes are made,
Tom Merry

“Sorry, Gilly !” he said curtly.

Roll him over!”

Half a dezen pairs of hands grasped|

Gilmore and held him over the table.

called Tom

“* You—

I—I can’t stand it, you know !
I—T'm awfully sorry! TI'l] n:::ver do it

eyed him contemptuously.
“You
have been sentenced by the Committee,
and you’ll have to-go through with it!

—we're a sort of committce, and——""

“A committee 7"

*Yes, we came here to—to talk over
varrous’ matters with Cutts, connected
with—with the welfare of the School
IHouse you know !””

““Oh!” Kildare’s rugged face cleared
at once. “It’s a sort of unofficial House
Committee meeting, is it? I see there
are -representatives of the Fourth, Shell,
Fifth; and Sixth here, ch? I didn't know
IKXnox was here, or I wouldn’t have dis-
turbed you. ~But see that they don’t
kick up quite so much row, Knox, will
you?” :

“Yes!” gasped Knox.

Kildare turned to go.

“By the way, what's this form doing
out in the passage?”

“We—we braught it with us, Kil-
dare,” said Tom Merry weakly. *‘There

-

and rode after the buggy. Both. were
silent, full of fear for the wounded lad
who lay in the buggy. The ranch was
rcached at last. - -
Mr. Lawless was in tho saddle, at a
distance, but he rode up as the buggy
halted. A few words explained, and the
rancher, with a grim brow, carried the
wounded boy into the-house. In a few
minutes
Lawless’ bed, and Bob was riding_hard
for the doctor. -
Frank Richards, silent, pale, sat near
the bed waiting till, after what scemed
centuries* to him, the doctor arrived.
Then IFrank Richards went down and
joined Bob, who sat, pale and exhausted,
on a settle in the porch, exhausted by
hard riding.
“How 1s he, Frank?” Bob muttered.
“I don’t know—yet.”

The ashplant rose and fell rapidly : “ ¥ 7 T 199 1

: pidly, and | was rather a crowd of us, you know!” He did it for me, Frank!” Bob's
a handkerchief had to be brought into “ Ah, yes; there’s hm:dlylcﬁnira onourh | voice was husky. *“He saw that villamn
use to. stifle the roars of the wretched | for }‘D;.l in the ‘study,”  said Kildaro taking aim, and ran between., Why -did

Gilmore.

Then " St. Leger was -seized without
ceremony, and the dust arose in clouds
from his trousers as the good work went

]

laughing.
jolly good of Cutts to have a crowd of
fags messing up his study !”

“Blessed if I don’t think it's |

he do it¥#”

““He's a splendid chap!” said Frank
miserably.
“And I'd just fought him !” mauttered

And Kildare disappeared in the direec- | :
on. . - : : e 3 th T - | Bob. ‘“‘There’s the marks on his face
St. : Leger ‘lost. control ~ of himself q ;E; of his study ip the Sixth Form pas- now. I'm glad he licked me, Frank—"
entirely. Th : . : His voice died away, and the two boys
“ . O ere was silence in the study for a : : : o eye o
Help!” - he yelled. Ow!l  You| . moments until the cnptuin?s foot- }'S:,nﬁéﬂesd in miserable silence, waiting

young demons! Lemme gerrup. Yow !”

“Shut up, you ass!” .
“Jem something in the fool’s mouth !”

~ hissed Cutts.

St. Leger’s cries were quickly stifled,

but -that had evidently not passed un- |
- heard outside the study.

There came a sudden knocking at the

door. -
Knock, knock, knock! ‘
There was a sudden dead silence 1n the

study.
Knox, and pulled himself together, in-
stinctively smoothing his- hair
straightening his .tie,

‘“\Whq's there?” he called, his voice |

in spite of himself, a trifle unsteady.
Is that

Let me 1n!

“Tt's I—Kildare !

“YEE.’,
‘““\What's the row in here? 1 heard

someone yelling. You're not bullying a

-junior in there, I hope?”

Tom Merry smiled grimly.
“It’s all right, Kildare !’ he called out.

“I'm here, but I'm not being bullied !”’

““Oh, is that you, Tom Merry? What
are you doing there? Let me in, Cutts,
at once, please” -

It was evident that the suspicions of
the popular captain of St. Jim’s were

thoroughly aroused.
Cufts threw Tom Merry a savage
rlance. _ Fosiid
“ All right!” whispered Tom, ‘'Let
him in!?’ .He whisked off his mask as

he spoke, and signed to his followers to
And in a moment the

NEXT
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Cutts ceased strupgling with

and

|

)
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steps had died away. °

“Well, I think we had better be
going ! remarked Tom Merry quietly.
_“I think you had!” snarled Cuits.

“We’'ll just burn these first,” said Tom,
calmly gathering up_ the cards and
bridge-markers from the drawer, and
flinging them on the fire. *‘‘As for the
money, each of you four had better take
baek what belonged to him, as the game
was unfinished owing to unforeseen ecir-
cumstances!” he added with grim
humour. '* Good-night, gentlemen! And
don't forget that the Vigilance Com-
mittee has its eye on you!”

“Oh, go to blazes!” snarled Cutts.

All the same, Cutts did not forget it,
and neither did Knox, orr Gilmore, or
ot. Leger. '

Cutts & Co., sore in body and mind,
kept the story of that evening’s happen-
ings - strictly to themselves, while they
nursed dreams of a terrible vengeance.
At the same time they went very warily
indeed, and their doings were no-longer
a topic of common gossip among the
juniors and. a public scandal in the
School House. o=

And so Tom Merry's Vigilance Com-
mittee felt that their evening’s work had
not been wasted. + :

THE END.

(Another new, long, complete tale of

the Famous Chums of St. Jim's will be
inoluded in the splendid programme of

-sturies next week.

They started up as the doctor entered.

“How 1s he?” breathed Frank.

The big, bearded frontier dactor
looked down at the pale-faced boys and
smiled.

*“Quite all right, I guess.” He held
up a fragment of lead. ‘' There’s the
bullet! Don’t worry yourselves; there’s
no serious damage done, though our
young friend hhd a narrow escape. He
will mend in‘a week.”

Bob sank down'on - the settle again,
almost - overcome, unable to speak.
Frank felt a weight volled from his
heart. - ' '

“Thanlkk Heaven, it's
Franky! IHe’ll get over it.
he might——"

“Don’t think of that, Bob.”

“I can’t help thinking of it. Frank,
after this——' Bob hesitated. * After
this we—we'll try to make friends—if
he’ll let us.”

Frank Richards smiled. There was no
doubt in his mind upon that point. A
friendship that was to last through life
dated from that terrible ‘hour when Vere
Beauclerc lay in the shadow of death.

Vere Beauclerc had proved himself to
be the right stuft ! ,

TIIE EXND.

no worse,

But—but

(The Chums of the Backwoods School |

agein meet the Mexican Bandit, but
-this time they have the Mounted Police
to assist them. You must not miss this
splendid story next week.)

THE Porurar.—No. 165.
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Vere Beauclerc was in Bob .
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton's Throat!

{: HE - cads! The rotters! They've.
wrecked the place! The utter
rotters!”

Ilurry Wharton, Bob Cherry, and
Hurree Singh, of the Remove.Form at Grey-
[riars, were very emphatic in those remarks.
The scene of desolation before their eyes
roused in them the greatest anger.

Mark Linley stood amongst the wreckage
of his study—his face white and his lips
quivering. Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of
Greyfriars, had brought it about. Mark
Linley, the scholarship boy from Lancashire,

- had entered for the Noble Examination, not

only for the honour of the thing, but because
winning the exam would bring him a sum
of money -

And Mark Linley badly needed the money.
Ilis father and. mofther were even more in
need of money than was Mark. Hence his

- keen swotting, his great desire to pull olf

the exam,
But- Vernon-Smith, in his campaign against

. the fellows who backed up Harry Wharton,

had made up his mind that the surest way
of getting rid of BMark Linley was to prevent

_his entering the exam. So the cad of the

Remove had sown seeds of discontent
amongst his Form-fellows:

AMarK Linley had won many prizes, he
pointed out. Why on earth should he be

allowed to win them all? Why didn't they

"~ stop _him from competing?

The result ‘was seen when a dozen dis
fellows, mnot. so clever as Mark
Linley, protested to the Head against Mark
being allowed to run off with every prize.

The Head, Dr. Locke, was a dangerous man
to. whom to make such a proposition. He
had dismissed the deputation in no gentle
manner. ' -

Then Vernon-Smith had played his next
card. Ile had Insinuated that the proper
thing to do was to rag Mark Linley and burn
his books, so that every other fellow in the
wmove would stand a chance to win the
Noble Exam. The discontented, easily
swayed Removites had excitedly acclaimed
Vernon-8Smith's idea, and the wrecking of

~ the study had duly taken place.

Harry Wharton, Bob Cherry, and Hurree
T'ne PoruvLar.—No. 1665.
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Singli, all that remained of the Famous Five,
now that I'rank Nugent and Johnny Bull had
been driven from Greyfriars, had fought hard
to get into the study. Some of the
Removites had backed them up, but Vernon-
Smith had drawn Temple & Co. into the web
as well. : |

When the ragging was over, the chums of
the " Remove gathered in the study, and
fumed with rage. .

“The rotterfulness is terrific!” murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “My esteemed
chum, Marky, I am veryfully sorry!"”
| “Have they hurt you, Marky?"

Mark shook his head.

-"“They've mucked up the place,” remarked
| Tom Brown. “We did our best to come in
and lend you a hand, Linley *

“I Kknow you did,” said Mark dully. “It
can't be helped. I know you did all you
could. But—but they've done me in this
time."”

“Never say dle!" sald Bob Cherry, as
cheerfully as he could.  “We'll soon get the
study to rights, Marky!"”

Mark pointed to the prate.

“What have they been burning?" asked
Wharton, in surprise.

“My Greek books und papers.”

“Oh, the rotters!” -

“IFaith, and that's rotten intoirely-!* sald

Micky Desmond. “Won't ¥Ye¢ be able to do
yer work for -the exam now, Marky?”
| “The ~rotters!” said Harry - Wharton,
drawing a_deep breath. “It. was a rotten
thing to do! But that necdn't make ‘any
differenco to. you, Linley. You can borrow
the books. Lots of tho fellows have books
they can lend you, and Mr. Quelch will lend
you his. If they can’t-be borrowed, we'll buy
them.
the exam by a trick like this?
replaced easily enough!”
“XYes, rather!"” said Bob Cherry, brighten-
ing up. “That's ull right, Marky!”

Murk’s face had a weary look. .

“It's no good!” he said miserably., “The
} Whole school seems to be ‘against my tryine
for tho Noble, I was-a fool to come to
The best thing I can do is to

getluuil:l!" :

“Faith, and ye're not having o ood time

Marky darling!” sald Miekf' Dismngnd. 3
5

Bob Cherry clapped his chum on the
shioulder.
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“Buck up, Marky! Never say die!™

“You're not going to give in, Linley !” sald
Harry Wharton. .

Mark made a hopeless gesture. During
the struggle, during the ragging, he had been
defiant and unconquered. But the reaction
had set in now.

“What’s the good of sticking it out?” he
said. “I'm done!”

“Rot!” said Bob Cherry, in great ulnrm.‘

“You can’t give in—you sha'n't!
well wallop you if you do!”
“D?n't give in, Linley,” said Wharton.
“Can't you see that that's what the
Bounder’s been playing for all along? Hoe
worked up the fellows to do this—though he
sneaked out of it before the ragging started.
He '“"Dnt even be punished, I suppose, il
there's an inquiry, and the other fellows get
caned.  But it’s his work—from start to
finish, ~ He knows you will have to leave
Greyfriars unless you win the Noble prize—
and hie means to drive you out, as he’s driven
out Nugent and Johnny Bull! You can't let
him do it! You've got to fight—fight to.the
last gasp!”
Mark’s eyes gleamed.

“You're right,” he sald, his face flushing.
“I will fight—if it’s the last fight I put up
at Greyfriars, it shall be a good one! I'll
fight it out to the end, and I'll win the Noble
Prize, if 1t’s in mo-to-win it!"

_ “Bravu!" shouted Bob Cherry, :

“But look here, something ought to be
done about this!"™ said ‘Tom Brown, looking
round the wrecked study, “It's. altogether
too thick. And those books they've burnt—
they ought to haye to pay for them! How
much were they worth, Linley?"

“A “couple of pounds or more,” said Mark
sadly.

“They ought to be paj I=

‘Murk smiled. PR for
* “Not much good telling them that."
~ “You are entitled to complain to the Head
if t,lu::-}' don nake good the damage they've
done,” the New Zealand junior exclaimed
wr;uthfulln :

‘Can’'t be done, though!” said Wharton,
with a shake of the head, “The fellows are
wild enough now, and that would give them
all excuse for calling Marky a sneak. And
HHIEIEB 4 complaint is made they certainly
won't pay up!"

Tom Brown grunted.

['ll jolly
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“Well, it's rotten!™ he said.

“Yes, it's rotten enough.” :

“It's all right,” sald Mark. “If I win the
Noble prize, 1 can get a fresh set of books:
if I don't, [ sha'n't want them.”

“Oh, Marky!" said Bob Cherry wretchedly.
“You've got to win it. You can't leave!”

“I think I can win it,” said Mark quictly.

“Mr. Quelch thinks so, too, and he knows
gomething about it. IHe had the drawing-
up of the papers last year.
chance I shall win it—and I'm going to pile
in hard. If they begin ragzing me again—"

“You'd better work with your door locked,”
fald Wharton. *“ But look hiere, Linley, you
can’t boe ragged out of the exam. { you
don’t get a chance to work, you can't mug
up the Greek, can you”

‘I suppoze not.”

‘“I think I can see Vernon-Smith's little
game!™ sald Harry, with frowning brows.
“If your books are destroyed, and your work
interrupted, you'll lose at the exam. 1 fancy
he's planning more ragginga after this—a

regular rag till after the exam, when your
chancoe will be gone.”

Dob Cherry clenched his fista.

“I'll ,smash him if there's any more

between his teeth.
The Bounder works
them up to it, and keeps out of it himsell.
If there's an inquiry into this row he'll he
able to say that he tried to stop it—though
we knnn: he arranged the whole bizney.”

“That’'s true!” said Bob despondently.
“Thero really doesn’t seem to be any way of
keeping ohe's end up against Smithy. He's
too jolly deep for us, "

“I'm going to speak to the chaps!™ =aid
“lmrlnn_lieterminml!}'. "Come on, and back
me up. The study can be cleared up after-
wards.”

" Right you are!”

The Juniors followed Harry Wharton down
to the Common-room. They did not know
what he iutended to do, but they had faith
mTtlhr:ir leader.

lefe was a big crowd in the common-
room. Most of the ragzers had collected
there, and they were talking and laughing
over the raid of No. 13 There was a shout
as IIII.-uI-;-y Wharton & Co. came in.

“Hallo!  Looking for meore le?”
demanded Bulstrode. - - Lol

Wharton took no notice of his old rival

rageings here!™ he said,
“"What's the use?

He mounted upon . chair, and raised his
hand for attention.

“Fellows of the Remove—_7

“"Yah!”

“Go and eat coke!"

“Go and pal with prize-grabbers!”

“"Gentlemen - .

“Go home!”

“S8hut up!”

“Gentlemen, I have a few words to gay,
:ipd I mean to say them. You'se listened to
vVernon-Smith,” and you can listen to me.
Mark Linley’s study has been ragged, and
his hooks burnt!” :

“Oh, rather!” :

“Ha, ha, ha!" -

“Dawn with scholarship rotters aud prize-
hunters!”

Harry Wharton waited for a lull. Then
he resumed calmly «
“It won't make any difference to Linley.

New books will be found. and he will go on
working for the exam—and he'll win it, too!”

“Booh! Go home!"
. “Yaht™

“We'll jolly well sce that he doesn't win
it!"” sald Temple, with a grin. “Wea've
arranged for the fellows to keep an eye on
that study. Every time Linley Is fouud
swotting on Greek he's going to be ragged
in the same way."

“I thought as much,”
“Whose idea 'is thatg”

“Vernon-Smith suggesfed it, but we all back
it up,” said Dabney. “We're not going to
have any more of Linley's swotting and prize-
grabbing!"” : ;

“Very well! You've ragged Linley's study,
and you've burnt his books. You know. he
won't sneak to the Head—you know you’d be
punished if he did. You're taking@ advan-
tage of his being a straight chap who plays
the gameo!” -

“Oh!"

“Rot !?

“If he sneaks, we'll scrag him!"

“Yes, rather!"

“He won't sneak,” sald Harry Wharton
quietly. “Linley’s not that kind. He won't
say a word. But I will!"

NEXT
FRIDAY!

sald Harry quietly.

If I get a fair
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“You?” yelled the Removites.,

“Yes, I!™ said Wharton firmly. *As
captain of the Remove, it's my duty to put
down raggings in the Form. It's my duty to
stop foul play!™ -

“Foul play!™ yelled Temple indignantly.
“What do you mean?” _

“This is foul play—ragging a chbap and in-
terrupting his work =0 that he loses his
chance of winning in an exam," sald Harry.

*“Rats!"

“PiMlle!" ,

"Bosh!"

There was a roar of denial and angry
dissent, but some of the fellows seemed
struck by Wharton's remarks, and remained
silent. Most of the fellows had acted thought-
lessly, not reflecting on the matter at all;
they had left the thinking to their leadera.
But Wharton’s words went home to a good
many of them., 0

“There's going to be no more qf it," sald
Harry. “Mind, I mean what I say! Linley
won't sneak, but I'm not going to see him

“swindled "

“Swindled!" yelled Temple.

“"Yes, that's the word.” °

“Why! You—youn—" .

“If Linley Is ragged again, in such a way
as to interrupt his work—" \

“He will be, too!™ giggled Snoop.

“If he i, then 1 ehall go directly to the
Head and explain the matter to him, and
ask for his protection for Mark Linléy !"™ said
Harry Wharton deliberately,

There was a general gasp of astonishment.
Many of the fellows held the view that a
chap never knew what Wharton was going to
do next. DBut nobody, certainly, would ever
have dreamed that he would take this line.

“You wouldn't dare!™ yelled Bulstrode.

“Wouldn't 17" said Wharton, his eyes
gleaming. “Try me, that's all! NMNind, a
single feliow pgoing into Linley's study to
damage anything there—that will be enough!
Then we'll have the whole business out before
the Head!™

“Sneak!™ yelled Stott. -

Wharton shrugeed his shoulders.

“You can cail me a sneak if you like,” he
said, “but I'm not going to see Mark Linley
spoofed out of the prize if he can win it.
I'm standing by him through thick and thin.
There's going to be no more ragging. 1f you
can beat Linl:y in the exam, go in and win;
if you can't, take your licking like sports-
men. But there sha’n’t be any _r:nul play
while I'm round the place to chip in.

And Wha-ton stepped down from the chalr
and walked out of the Common-room. He
left the room in a buzz. The fellows were
angry enough: and yet Wharton's words had
made an impression. If Linley had com-
plained to the Head, the whole school would
have condemned him as a sneak without hesi-
tation. But it could hardly be called sneak-
ing for the captain of the Form to appeal
to the Head for protection for a Removite
who was to be ragged without cessation to
spoil his form for an exam, And whether it
was called sneaking or not, there was no
doubt that Harry Wharton would do it, since
he had =aid that he would. He had passed
his word, and all the Remove knew that he
ever broke {t.

- “My bat!" said Fry of the Fourth. “This
rather puts a damper on the bizney, doesn't
ity

Temple grunted. A

"le:m to think of it, it was a bit thick,
he said. *“Smithy rather led us away in this,
Fry. I'd rather let the chap alone, as far as

‘I'm concerned.”

And a good many fellows expressed the
game views as Temple. Whether it was a
caso of reflection and repentance, or whether
they did not like the prospect of having to
gxplain the raggings to the Head, we cannot
undertake to say. But there was no doubt
that when the Lower School went to bed
that night, Vernon-Smith's scheme of rag-
aing the Lancashire lad out of the exam had,
as Fisher T. Fish expressed it in the beautiful
American language, “petered out.” A l':u'ft,
which Vernon-Smith had to realise, and make

the best he c¢ould of.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Vernon-Smith’s Trump Card!
URING the next few days Mark Linley
worked steadily. He had a gift for
hard work, partly the result of his
early training in hardship. And he
had much at stake now. His whole career
was staked on the winning of the Noble prize,
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aund it was worth the greatest efforts he could
make. The ragging had not been renewed:
the raggers’ knowledge that Wharton would
carry out his threat stnppcd that. It caused
a considerable amount of bitterness towards
Wharton, but he went on his way unregarding
it. Sonie of the fellows, when they were cool,
agreed with  Wharton's views; and the
Bounder affected to do so. He had opposed
the ragging—in words which had urged the
raggers on all the more. Now he announced
that he was still opposed to it. and that he
backed up Study No. 1 in putting down any-
thing of the sort. Qive every fellow 4 fair
chance, that was the Bounder's view—so he
declared. If Mark Lintey wouldn't have the
decency to stand out of the exam, let him
win the money—and let the other fellows tell
him what they thought of him. So the
Bounder expressed himself. And the fellows
were quite willing to take ur that view,
which saved them from the unpleasant consc-
ucnces of falling foul of Wharton—which
they certainly would have done if they had
attempted any further ragging of the Lan-
cashire lad,

Most of the fellows took Yernon-Smith at
his word, but the few who knew his secret
rlnns were puzzled. Bolsover major fancicd
hat the Bounder was regarding his wish
that the campaign against the Lancashire
unifor should be dropped. A couple of days

fore the date of the examination he made
that remark to Vernon-Smith. '

Verhon-Smith, Bolsover, and Snoop were in
the Bounder’s study at tea.  The table was
well s;lirrml_ as it always was., The Bounder
had plenty of money, and although he was
very far from bheing a generous fellow, he
spent money - Jke water when It suited him.
Ahd he Knew there wns no surer means. of
rallying his lmrt}' round him than by stand-
ing unlimited study “brows.”

“The Noble exam day after to-morrow.”
Snoop remarked, :

“Sorry you got out of it, Smithy,” =aid
Bolsover major, as he helped himself to ham
and poached eggs. - : -

“No,” said the Bounder. *“Il wasn't worth
the fag, anyway.”

“Did you really think you'd get Linley
to drop it?2"

“Well, he ought to have dropped it.”

“I don’t see it,” said Bolsover. “I say,
this ham I3 prime; and that minor of mine
poaches egps a treat! Linley's entitled to
enter if he Hkes, and to take the prize if he
can."

“The fellows don’t think so,” sniggered
Snoop. “He will be pretty unpopular in the
school if he-does rope it in.”

“Yes; that Smithy’'s doing,” =aid Bol-
sover. _ .

The Bounder smiled.

“Yes, I think it's been worked very well.”
he said, *“If Linley gets the prize, it won's
be much satisfaction to ' him.” '

“Excepting that he'll he able to stay at
Greyfriars. e couldn’t do it otherwise, if
what Bunter said was true.”

“That will be a hig satisfaction to you,
too, 1 suppose¢,” said the Bounder, with a
BT ecr.

“Well, T don't want Liim to be pushed out.”
snid Bol:over nbat.inutclr. “He stood by me
very decently once, when youn left me in
the lurch, and I'm not going to forget that.
And if that ragging bad gone on, as vou
meant it to, I should very likely have chipped
in if Wharton hadn’t.” |

“As I meant it to!” said the Bounder In
surprise. “I was against it.”

Bolsover major chuckled.

“You can tell the fellows that!™ he said.
“It's not good enough for me. You meant
that Linley should be ragged incessantly, so
that he couldn’t get any work done for the
exam, and then he would have failed. It
will be a twister for him at the best. Whar-
ton has Knocked your scheme on the head.

and you've had to tIrnr it. .Now you're
making the best of a bhad job. Yhat's the
good of lying to a chap who knows you,
Smithy?"

“Oh, go and ecat coke!” growled the
DBounder. .

“I'll. eat ham and eggs Instead, thanka,"
said Bolsover major, with his boisterous
laugh. " But I'm glad you gave up the idea,
Smithy, I asked you to, and T think you
were called vpon to oblige a pal whé's stuck
to you pretty tight.”

“Weil, that's why I did it, but 1 don't want
to make a song about it,” said Vernon-Smith.
in his most agreeable tome. “7've dropped
the whole bigzss, and more to oblige you than
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-said the Bounder, with a yawn.
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anything else. So let's say no more abhout
it.”
*“Good enough,” said Bolsover,

. There was a very curious expression upon
Snoop’s face as he listened, The cad of the
Itcmove was more in the DBounder’s con-
fidence than anyone else though he was far
from being admitted to all the plans of the
Bounder of Greyiriars. After tea Bolsover
major left the study, Snoop remaining behind.

“1 suppose you were pulling Bolsover's leg.

| Smithy,” Snoop remarked, as the door elosed

behind the bully of the Remove. “ You gave
up the ragging wheeze hecause of Wharton,
not on Bolsover's account.”

The Bounder laughed.

“Of course. Wharton meant what he said,
and there's no good in getting into a row
with the Head. That's the last thing I want
just now.” :

“And are you going to cry off, then, and let
Linley walk off with the prize?” asked Snoop,
in astonishment. “Will you be satisfled
;;i_m;;l_r with making tho fellows growl at

1im?” |

“Is that-likely, do you thinkg”

“Well, no,” said Snoop. watching him
curionsly. “Dut I can't sco what other card
you have up your sleeve,” Smithy. It's only
a couple of days now to the Noble Exuam,
and it looks to me as if you've done nothing
since the raggings had to be stopped. Mnrk
Linley's got a clear field before him now.”

The Bounder’s lip curled.

“You asked me to put some tin on Bully
Boy for the next race at Liverpool, Snoopy,”
he said.  *“ How much do you want on?"

“I was speaking about Linley,” said Snoop,
rather nettled at the sudden change of the
topic. -

“And I'm speaking about the Liverpool
races,” said Vernon-Smith. “How much do
you want on Bully Doy?”

“Put hall-n-acrown on for me,” said Snoop.
“I'll Tet you have it at the end of the week.”
. **All serene.” -The Bounder made a note In
his pocket-book. *“I'll have the half-crown
lir you win—you can forget about it if you

0se, :

“You're a good chap, Smithy.”

“I'm a good chap to those who stand by
-me,” said Yernon-Smith. “I'm writing to the
bookic I do business with in-Liverpool to-
night, and I'll mention your little bet. 1've
got something to put on for Bolsover, too.™

“Isn’t it a bit risky, Smithy, writing to
bookies?” said Snoop uneasily. "I should
think it was safe to deal with Banks at the
Cross Keys in Friardale, as you always
uscd to.”

“Not since Nugent was sacked for hanging
about the Cross Keys,” said the Bounder,
with a grin. “I have to be very careful now.
As long as my tussle with Study No. 1 goes
on, I'm not going to give any openings to
the enemy.”

- “Yes; but supposc.the.man in Liverpoo!
should round on you any time—suppose he
gave You away to, the Head—you'd. be
sacked!” .

“He dare not!” said the Bounder coolly.
“He’s under my {father’s thumb. There are
a good many men who have to hop out to
whatever tune is called by my pater, Snoopy.
That's one of the advantages of being a
giddy millionaire.”

“I supposec it is,” said Snoop.

“He's a useful man, that man in Liverpool "
_ _ ' Suppose
I wanted a letter posted with thie Liverpool
postmark—there he Is!.  Suppase I wanted a
wire sent from a place jn Lancashire—there
he is on the spot.” ‘ b

Snoop stared 2t him open-mouthed.

“Whit_on earth should you ever want a
wire sent from Lancashire for when you're
abt Greyfriars?” he exclaimed.

“0Oh, I might.”

“Blessed if I can see it, then!”

Vernon-Smith laughed. * :

“The less you sce, the safer for you,” he
said.  “Mind, - mum’s the word. I've only
mentioned 1t to-you so that you'll be on your
guard if a telegram should come—="

“Is one likely to come?”

“I shouldn’t wonder.”

Snoop drew a deep breath.

“Is that it?” he said. “Is that the trump
card that's golng to down the scholarship
hounder?"” '

“Who knows?" _,

“But I dont sec——" began Snoop.

““It isn't necessary for you to see, old
man,” =ald the Bouuder. “Don’'t say any
more—aud miod, mum's the word!' Finish
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the tart: and we’'ll have a cigarette before

we go down ™ -
And the two young rascals were 5000

smoking with a great appearance of ¢njoy-
muntr——kl:rmrﬂ of appearance than of reality, as

a mativr ot fuct:

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Called Homeo!

1 .ALLO, hallo, hallo! Feel fit?"”
Boh Cherry clapped his chum on
the shoulder as the juniors came
out after dinner on that fated
Wednesday -the day of the Noble Examina-

tion, which was to decide the fate of Mark.

Linley.

Mark smiled,

“Quite it Ituh,” .

“Quite up to form for the exam?'" asked
Harry Whartaor. ’

“Quite "

“(iood egg: 1 hope you'll win!”

* Faith, and s0 do I, intoirely!” said Micky
Desmond. *“How has the swotting gone on?”

“Rippingly ! said Mark, with a laugh., *“I
owe that to you, Wharton. They were golng
to keep it up and make it Impossible for me
Lo study. Youn stopped all that.” .

“Fair play's a jewel!” said the cdpfain of
the Remove.

“Hear, hear!” sald Tom Brown. *“We'll
keep round you, Linley, till it's time to o
into thas exam-room. There's no telling
whether the Bounder mightn't whisk you olr
i:ttmi hide you somewhere to keep you out of

The Lancashire Iad faughed merrily.

“Not much risk of that,” he said. *“Even
the Bound:r would draw the line there, |
think. But I shal! be glad of your company.
When I'm alone I get rotten doubts about
the result, and that's discouraging.”

“Oh, you'll win,” gaid Bob Cherry. *“DBlest
if 1 don't think you could pass a Sixth Form
cxam if you hked, Marky!™

“Well hardly that,” said AMark. "But 1
think I could pass this one, given a fair
chance—and I've got that! By George! I'm
going to put my beef into it, anyway!"

“That's the tune!” said Tom Brown.

“Let's stroll round the Close, and then you
shall =it down and rest till it's time to go
into the slaughter-house,” said Bob Cherry.
“They've got a piddy Oxford professor down
for the jabberjee part of the bizney. He's
Leen lunching with the Head, and somebody
heard 'em jawing Sophocles to one another.
Have you ever heard of the Seven against
Thebes?" :

“"Yes,” said Mark, with a smile.

“Was that Sophocles?”

“No, that was Aeschylus!” said Mark,
laughing.

Bob Cherry yawned.

"Was it? Blest if 1 know how you get
these things into your head, Marky. Come
for a trot; that keats all your giddy Greek.”

The chums of the Remove walked .round
the Close sedately enough. Harry Wharton
& Co. were careful ‘to Keep with Mark; they
could mot help fancying that the Bounder
might have some card to play at the last
moment, some, new trick to disable the
Lancashire lad on the very eve of success.
The Bounder had been lying low for the
last week; but the Bounder was most danger-
ous when he was lying low, and that he would
be content with the harm he had done, and
would allow Linley to enter for the prize
in peace, Harry Wharton could hardly believe.

Yet what he could do mow was certainly a

problem. The exam started in less than
an hour. Linley was ready for it, in the
best of condition. Nothing could postpone
the examination, and in forty minutes Mark
would be in his place with the other ecom-
petitors, and all would be going well.
“Half-past two!” said Bob Cherry. glancing
up at the clock-tower over the leafless elms.
“Begius at three. Detter go in and rest a bit,
Marky.™ .

“Just as you like, Bob.” .
They * strolled back towards the School
House. Trotter, the house page, caught
sight of them from the door; and came to
meet them. There was a telegram in his
hand. -

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Rob
Cherry. “That for ome of us?”

“Master Linley,” said Trotter.

“For me? exclaimed Mark, in surprise.
“Yes, Master Linley.”

“Thank you!” *
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Mark tour the telegram, his face changing
in expressizn. He very seldom received a
telegram. To the Lancashire lad a telegram
meant bad news- He remembered his sister’y
illness, he remembered the family misfor.
tupes, and L's heart was heavy as he clipped
open the buff-coloured envelope. .

He opened the message inside with shaking
fingers. He Iun];'ed at it, and a sharp cry

ce from his ‘Ips.
hr‘?‘hu telegram fluttered from his hand to
the ground, and Mark Linley staggered back,
his face poing white as chalk. Bob Cherry's
strong arm was flung out to catch him, or
he would have fallen to the ground.

Bob Cherry was pale hlms.-:rlif. :

« Marky, what's the matter? Ao

“RBad news?” asked Wharton anxiously.

“It’'s from my father,” groaned Mark,
di d it-"

ligi;lurtnn plcked up the telegram. The
chums of the Remove read it together, It
was brief—brief and terrible.

“ Mabel very i"f' 1;1’1'0 hope. Asking for you,

at once.—Father.” _
Cf:'t'nfn'r?::rﬂd heavens!” muttered Wharton, He
lnoked at the telegram ngain.* It bore the
naume of Mark Linley's town in L:zncnshirr.-_:
with the inscription, “Handed in at 1.15.

It had taken little over the hour to rcach '

Greylriars.
Th}e juniors remembered Mabel Linley. Tliey

remembered that she had had a serious illness
before, and the terrible anxiety Mark lmg

red. And now— ¥
Su‘t'rf’mr old Marky!" said Bob Cherry. *Ioor

Marky!”

nh‘l‘MIabeI{“ muttered Mark, with haggard
eyes and trembling lips, ™ Poor little I:[ahcl!
Dying—dying! It—it can’t be. It's too
sudden. They haven't said anything about
her being ill, even. It must be the old ill-
ness again. Oh, heavens!™ The tears were
running unchecked down the face of the Lan-
cashire lad, who never cried for his own
gufferings. " Mabel! I—I muat go at once.
When is there a train? Do you know? My
head’s in a buzz.” _

Bob Cherry’s grip was stronz upon his arm.

“Buck up, Marky! It can't be as bad a3
that. You'll find her all right. We'll tuke
you to the station. There’s a train at three
for Courtfield. You change there, and get
the express to London, and then—"

“We shall have to hurry,” siid Tom Broiwn.

“The Head must he told.”

“But—but——" Bob Cherry gave a cry
of dismay. “The exam!”

“0Oh,” said Wharton, *1°d forgotten that!
The exam!™

“The exam!” said Mark, pressine his hand
over his sweating brow. “I'm not very At
for an exam now. Hang the exam! Let it
go! Let evervthing go! I must get liome.
Home—I was a fool ever to leave.it. I must
get home !

He ran unsteadily towards the House.

Vernon-Smith met them in the doorway. lie
started at the sight of Mark Liuley's drawn
and haggard face.

“What's the matter?” he cried.

“You've got your way, you cad! said Bob"

Cherry, between his teeth. “Marky's out of
the exam. His sister's ill, and he’s got to go
home, and miss it. Make the most of that!
Get out of the way, you cur!”

“I—-I say—I'm sorry——"

“0Oh, get out !

Bob Cherry pushed the Bounder roughly
aside. No time was lost. Harry Wharton
carried the telegram to the Head to obtain
permission for Mark to leave the school at
once, Bob Cherry hurried up to the dor-
mitory with him to get the things he needed,
and Tom Brown dashed into the tuckshop for
a lunch-basket for him to take on the jourucy
-~not that Mark was likely to eat much.
Not a moment was lost. Within ten minutes
after the telegram had ‘been received the
chums of the Remgvé were racing for the
station with just -ti

train, which in its turn caucht the express
at Courtfield. ; s

Harry Wharton took four tickets at Friar-
dale, and the chums tumbled into the train
with Mark Linley. Mark sat silent as.il
turned €6 stone while the train lumbered on.
The other fellows were silent, too. In the
face of a terrible misfortune like this, what
could they say? Words were uscless, and they
did not speak. Mark would not have heard
them. Bob .Cherry wus making queer littic
noises in his throat, and he kept his face
turned away from his friends,

‘The train rolled into Counrtflald. The
tXpress was waiting on the opposite platiorm;
there was one minute to change.
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“I—I ought to wire,” Mark gasped. - .

“We'll send the wire for you,” said ‘Harry.
“We know your address. Shall we say
* Coming at once.—Mark "?” 7

“Yes, that will, do.”

Bob Cherry threw open a carriage door.in
the express. Tom Brown put the lunch-
basket and Mark'’s overcoat in,

“Got }"ﬂlhr ticket safe, Marky?" asked Bob, |

in a choked voice.
“Yes, Bob,”

Mark sank down in the corner geat, whitn'

as death. He shook hands with the juniors

“Qod-bless"you all,"” he muttered. j" ‘il-'nll-;"w
done your best for moe. I sha'n't come baek.
ITI:}B is %ﬂ?d'b}f. .‘I'm.ﬁlpnn at Greyfriars, but

sha'n't forget vou, : -

Marky ge ! ,_____H.M.s_;nu all,
~ T‘E&r??ugi:: sﬁ;leked;' the trnlh} moved.
| soon as you can!’ 4
Cherry. “Let us know.” sht_:uti.d e

“Yes, yes!  Good-bye!”

“Good-bye. Mark;-and good luck!”

The express vanishéd down the line.

I'ha chums of the Remove stood upon the
platform, silent, dismayed, with a heavy
sense of desolation upon them. -

Mark Linley was gone! Fate had played
into the hands of the Bounder! Mark Linley
was gone home. He had missed the exam
and without the Noble prize he could not
come back to Greyfriars. 1lis carcer there
was closed.

Mark Linley, the brave-hearted Lancashire
lad, had fought his last fight, and fought it
nobly; but the luck had been apgainst him.
Defeated, crushed, and ruined, he was cone-
gone to face, perhaps, a misfortune heside
which evén his ruined eareer, his ruined pro-
spects, would b2 as nothing, or less than
nothing. - S 2

“Poor old Marky,"” said Bob Cherry, fairly
blubtering at last. ““Oh, poor old Marky!
It's too rotten!™ b A

“Let's get out!” said Wharton huskily.

y They left the station. IHarry Wharton
gent the telegram to Mark's father in far-off
Lancashire, and then they walked back to
the school, '

e

Thera was a gleam of winfer sunshine on-

the olid place. On the playing-fields the Fifth
were playing the Shell ‘at - football, amid
shouts from the crowd of onlookgrs.

In the Close Nugent minor of the Sccond
'Iwns punting about a footer with a gang of
ags. ‘ S |
"~ In the -exam-room the Noble Examination
was going on—half qgver by this time. Bnut
the Noble Exam had no further interest for
the chums of the Remove. Mark Linley was
not there! _

It was a black hali-holiday
Wharton & Co. 3

to Harry

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
: Tho Bounder Wins!

W\ HE. day wore away. The Noble Ex-
: amination was OVCr. :
The competitors, looking tired and

fagged, came out of the silent room.

Dusk™ deepened over Greyfriars. Football
was finished; the fellows came in from the
playing-fields and the Close.

The story of the telegram was all over
the school now. All the fellows knéw that
Mark Linley had had to leave Greyfriars be-
fore the examination started. °

Most of the fellows who had taken part In
the raggings looked: sorry enough now. Even
Temple and Potter, and the others who had
been relieved of the Lancashire Iad's
dangerous competition, were sorry.

When Vernon-Smith appeared in the junior
Common-room a good many grim looks were
cast at him. The fellows who were ,sorry
they had been so hard upon the unfortunate
scholarship junior were anxious to lay the
blame upon somebody else, and mnst_’uf them
agreed that it was all the Bounder’s fault
flis own staunch follower, Bolsover major,
was as bitter against him now as .anybody.
The Bounder looked perfectly cool, h?weve;.

“Here he comes!” said Temple. *“Here's
the rotter who made us all rag that poor
chap! I hope you feel satisfied with yoursell
now, Smithy."” : :
~4 Pretly *{'c]l, thanks!” said the Bounder

calmly. e

There was a howl.

'{1 Faith, and it's ashamed of yereself yo

ought to be, ye spalpeent” yelled Mic'lx'}

smond indignantly.
Dg‘ Rotter!” howled Bolsover major.

“Shame!l”
Vernon-Smith shrugged his shoulders.

“It secems to me that you're laying your

NEXT
FRIDAYI

GOMBINING AGAINST WHARTON!™

OWN sins on my shoulders,” he said. “I cer-

tainly was against ragging Linl
at the timE.E gsing I_IEF- I =aid so

“And you were lying, as you always are,”
E:’l'l‘d Harry Wharton bitterly. E :
| The liefulness was terrific!”

::q:ul " yelled Bob Cherry.
I'm as sarry for Linley as anybody,” said I
the Bounder coolly. * {}Hf}' I'm reserving my
sorrow till I'm sure it's wanted.”

“What do you mean?” said Bolsover major.

““You know what was in Linley's telegram
from home.” :

“I know that fellows have had wires sent
| to themselves before now to call them away
from things they had undertaken that they
didn’t feel like tackling,” said the Bounder.
| “I'd rather wait for furtlicr news before I
weep over Linley.”
“Why, you frightful ead!” roared Bob |

i the letter.

Cherry, clenching his fists and rushing to-

=
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QOOD-BYE TO QREYFRIARS |—Mark Linloy loaned out nf‘thu wlnduv;
‘* You've done your best for me ! he muttered.

" as the train began to movae.

1 sha'n't como back again. This is

but I shan’t forget you follows ! **

wards the Bounder. “Do you darg to say
that the telegram isn't genuine—that Marky
had it sent by his people to dodge out of
the exam?” '

“I don't say so. I only say I've heard of
such things, and 1I'd rather be certain before
I begin shedding tears,” said the Bounder,
with a shrug of the shoulders,

“You—you scoundret!” ] ks

Wharton dragged his excited chum back.

“Don’t touch him, Bob! Ie's not fit to
touch! It would disgrace a polecat to touch
him !"

“Taith, and ye're right!” -

Bob.Cherry stamped out of the room. Ire
folt that he could not remain there without
laying hands upon Vernon-Smith. .

With most of the fellows Nernon-Smith's
cynical explanation of the telegram added
to the unpopularity he had suddenly ac-
quired. There were but few who were in-
clined to believe, there was anything in his
suggestion. % :

EE follow who knew he was certain to, be
beaten in a diflicult examindtion might avoid
making a ridiculous failure by such a trick
certainly, but it was well known that Linley
had had, at least, a good chance of winning.
Besides, the trick was certain to be dis

FRIARS.'

¥

covered, if it was one. It must =oon  be
known at QGreyfriars whether Linley’'s sister
was really seriously ill. 2

Harry Wharton & Co. waited anxiously for
news. They were down in the morning before
rising-bell, and-they waited in the Close for
the postman. »

There was a letter, as they expected—a
letter addressed to llarry Wharton in® Mark's
hand, and bearing the Lancashire postmark.
It was newsa, and the chums of the Remove
peathiered round eagerly as Wharton opened
They read it over his shoulders—
all at the same time.

“Dear MHarry,—Ive got good news—and
bad. When I arrived home yesterday |
found that my sister was quite well. She
had not heen ill, even. Your telegram arrived
before me, of course, and it puzzled my
people very muech. My father had not wired
to me at all. Ile was amazed when I showed

i , 3

cod-bye. I'm done with Qreyfriars,

(See Chapler 3.)

him the wire I had received. He had not
sent it; he knew nothing about its having
been sent. Wo have made inquiries at thg
post-office. The wire was sent by a man with
a beard—a stranger in the place. That' is
all we can discover. :

“It was a trick, of course—a trick to get
mo away from Greyfriara. You can guess
the reason—the Noble Exam. It made me
miss the exam, and now I cannot.return.
My carcer at Greyfriars is finished. 1t's my
business now to help my people in the only
way I can—by working. I'm going to do it.
There's nothing else for me to do. -

“You will guess who worked this rotten
trick. You know who was plotting and

scheming to make me fail in the exam, in °

order to drive me from the school. I don't
know how he worked it. Ile must have had
a confederate in-the North here to send the
wire for him. But he has beaten me—heaten

me by low treachery—and there's no way ol-

bringing it home to him. He was at Grey-
friars all the time, and we can’t find the man
who sent the wire—and if we could, we
couldn’t prove the connection,

““It’s no good complaining.” Te has kept
* (Continued on page 27.) :
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2} There is No Entrance Fee to the Competition on page 24.

It was the Editor’s intention to present this jigsaw puzzle to readers solely for their amusement. However, he asked the artist to mike a

number of mistakes in the picture, ntrild that has been done. So, to see how obsorvant and skilful are readers of this paper, the Editor ann a
Prize o! FIVE POUNDS for the correct—or nearest correct—number of mistakes which appear in this and the three pictures already published.
There will also be awarded TEN PRIZES OF TEN SHILLINGS EACH to the next nearest solutions.
__Paste the sketch on a pioce of cardboard, lst it dry, carefully cut out the pieces, and fit them tfogether to make a picture of an incident
in Greyfriars Tuck-shop. Then look at it, and see how many mistakes you can discover in the picture. Sign the coupon at the bottom of tho
page, attach it to your solution, and send it, WITH THE OTHER THREE SOLUTIONS to * Jig-Saw Competition,” The Popular,” Gough House,
Gough Square, London, E.C.4, so that we receive the FOUR COMPLETE SOLUTIONS not later than March 30th, 1922, T ‘
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(Fill in this Form lelore seading in.)
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HE next moment the Eskimo grasped
) i his gpear and stood at bay, as an

"J:-nth.

“Billy Bunter—Film Star!'' A Splendid Story of Greyfriars in This Week's “ Magnet’’! 25

YOU MUST TELL YOUR FRIENDS ALL ABOUT OUR WONDERFUL NEW SERIAL!
—?‘___.___—m_

FERRERS LORD., having cleared up the myster

bas bought from the Portuguess Government,

crew of the Lord o!f tha Deeap.

A Mégni[icent New Serial of Ad-

venture, infroducing FERRERS.LORD
and RUPERT THURSTON

& CO.

WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE.
of the great German freasure trove

By SIDN EY DRE

(Aathor of * The
Invisible Raider.”)

decides to mnléu {racks south Inr.n‘n island he

The island is named Desolatia, and the millionairo adventurer puts it up for sale between
his Iriends, PRINCE CHING LUNG, RUPERT THURSTON, HAL HONOUR (his engincer), and GAN WAGA, a fat Eskimo attached to the

The money from the four friends is given to Rupert Thursion’s little bospital, and they agree to play * Pul and Take " for the ownership
of Desolatia. After once tying with Ching Lung, Gan Waga has the great luck to win the island. |

On the way south, the yacht is overtaken by a terrific storm, They are swept far.out of .their course and (he yachl runs fon! of a
¢ gantic iceberg in the intense darkness. The ship crashes through the side of the bollow berg and the entrance freezes up, imﬁrimninz them. They

discover a small tunnel leading out of the iceberg, and they find themselves on the shore of Gan Waga's Island, Ferrers
Gan Waga are scouting on the island when the Eskimo suddenly sbouts, * Someone’s coming, Chingy ! *’

~

The Usurpers.

half mastiff, hall
hounding - up the
baying savagely. Ching Lung and
Ferrers- Lord dropped to the ground. A
voice called the dog back, and then a man
turned the angle of the path. He was clad
in furs of excellent sealskin and. Knee-boots
of soft brown leather. He grasped the dog's
epiked [ collar  with one gloved hand, and
whipped out an ‘antomatic pistol.

“1 don't. know who you are or where you
come from,” he said, giving the rifle Ferrers
Lord liad left leaning against the rock a neat
back-heel that sent it behind him, *but you'rd
suchh a2 mixed  bunch that I don't like your
looks. - Beat. it out of this, and beat it-quick!
We want none of your sort here, so slide out
of it. my lads!"”

The ‘man had rather a high-pitched, rasp-
ing volce, and the cleverness with “which he
had got rid of Ferrers Lord's rifle proved
him to be a person who had beéen accus-
tomed to tight corners, where flrearms were
a good deal in evidence. - Sealskin gloves
covered his hands, but Ching Lung noticed
that on the forefinger of the. right glove the
fur had been clipped away to cnable the
owner of the glove to obtain a quick and
easy grip on the trigger of his weapon.

He was cleanly shaven, though in such
latitudes most men quickly abandon razors
and lather-brushes, and grow beards. As he
rcleased the dog, the animal lay down beside
him, its back still bristling, and a rumbling
rowl in its throat. It was startling enough
o find- the lonely- island even temporarily
inhabited, but it was doubly startling to meet
with such a reception and to be ordered off
it at pistol’s point.

“1 have not the plecasure of knowing your
name, and I am sorry that I cannot con-
gratulate you on your manners,” said Ferrers
Lord, in a quiet voice.

“My name's Dan Govan, I{f that's any use
to you, stranger. I come from Upper Mexico,
though I'm not a_ greaser, as you can see,
and they don’t teach a lot of drawing-room
manners up yonder. P'r'aps you may have
heard of me. I led a bunch of guerillas up
there in the last Insurrection. At the finish
I made a slight geographical miscalculation,

NEXT
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enormous  dog,
wolfhound, came

Jlariat, is Steve.

‘““THE HEAD'S TRIUMPH!"

and goft raiding on the wrong side of the
frontier. That little mistake sct fire to-it.
Me¢ and my boys could bave whipped any
Mexican Government that was ever In power
and all their onec-lioss greaser troops, but
that blunder fetched up a bunch of United
States cavalry, and every American farmer on
the frontier and for fiity miles behind loaded
his rifle and climbed on his hoss or jumped
into his car and came after my scalp, It
wasn't any too healthy for Dan Govan, so,
being wise, he quitted.” -

“Isn't it a pity you didn’t leave some of
the puerilla habits of Upp«:-r Mexico behind
you?” said the millionaire, taking out his
cold cigarette-case. S

“You mean the gun, eh? Well, one of our
fellows seée you coming over the ice, and re-
ported. It was the boss who told me to
come along and show you the gun. I'm under
particular obligations to the boss, for he
smugeled me out of the country and saved
my neck from being stretched by an American
rope or my carcass fllled with American
bullets. And though I'm not in love with thl_s
darn hole and its darner climate, I guess itﬂ
up to me to take a bit of notice of the boss.

“And it is by his instructions that' you are
ordering us away,” said Ferrers Lord. "It
seems a high-handed proceeding.  Who is
this - tyrannical gentleman?” He struck a
match as he spoke and lighted a cigarette.

“Seems to me you're asking things, but it's
no secret,” said Dan Govan. *“I call him
Mexican Steve. His real name goes with a
roll, like-all those high-falutin Spanish names.
When he's at home he’s Don Esteban Jose
Monterey. Diaz Castaro.” He's lucky in every-
thing, barring having a name as long.as a
He owns more land than you
could ride round in a menth, and more
cattle than you'd round up in three. _And he's
struck: it rich in oil. Guess he's worth

millions.

Ching Lung shot a glance at Ferrers Lord,
but the millionaire did not meet it. ~Ching
Lung had: heard of this enormously rich
Mexican, but what was he doing so far away
from his own sunny land? Dan Govan had

lowered the automatic pistol, but his eyces
were very alert and watchful.

“To all Intents and purposes, we arc ship-

wrecked, Govan, and are making a camp out |

sald Ferrers Lord.

on the ice-floe there,”

ord, Ching Lung, ant

“Leaving every suggestion of humanity out
of the question, Scnor Casturo has no right
to order ns oll the Ishind. Only a short time
ago this island, which I have named Desolatia,
wis m{ personal property. © I have trans-
ferred the ownezship, but the owner is with
me, and I can produce the title-deeds. It {4
n matter of life and death, and I must
have shelter for, my men and for myself.”

“That’s mighty unfortunate for you, boss,”
said Dan Govan. “You might own this rotten
den ten times over, but Mexican Steve being
in possession, I guess he's not the sort to
get a headache reading. title-deeds or any
other- lawyer's muck, | My instructions are
to tell you to light out of it quick, and ot
come back. You're not- wanted, stranger.”

“Is there any ssibility of se '
Eﬁt%li;aﬁ CI“E&MD?HPO : 8 cing 'pnﬂ_
-~ “Well, unno,” said Govan h :
“8Say, right here, stranger! I've Eg]t.tngtt:t!,] gtEn'
clean a name, and I may have done a few
things in my time that I'm sometimes SOrry
for; -but I'm white. - If you're shipwrecked
it seems a mighty ‘cruel thing to shove you
out yonder to starve or freeze, I allow that.
[ can't take you down to Mexican Steve for
reasons that don't matter, If you've got 4
pencil” and a notebook, -and like to serawl a
messago who you are and what you want.
I'll send it along, and get back some sort ol
answer."” : '

Ferrers Lord took out a leather-bound note-
book, and pulled off his glove. He did not
show the prince what he had’ written, but
tore out the leaf and handed it t& .Dan
Govan. - | '

Without glancing at it the ex-guerilla
leader held out the sheet to the dog, and the
dog took a cornér of it gently between its
feeth and trotted away. :

“A 'cute dog, that,” sald Govan, seating
hiniself on a boulder. *“1le éan take a mar’s
throat out at one bite, or carry an egg two
miles without smashing it. He’'ll fetch you
an answer right enough, but I'm not gambling
many dollars that it will please you muech.
Just around now the boss ain't extending the
glad hand to strangers.” : .

Dangling the automatic pistol, and kee ing
one foot on- the barrel of the millionaire's
rifle, Govan removed his fur cap and a cigar
out of the crown of it.
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ORDERED OFF DESOLATIA!—A man turnod the angle of the path and —]

he grasped the great mastiff, just as the dog was about to spring at Ferreors
Lord. The stranger held an automatlec revolver In his hand.
know who you are,’”” he growled, ‘ But you had better beat it oft this

island quick !" (See page 25.)

“A match?” asked Terrers Lord, in his
deep, quiet voice. :

«“Thanks; but keep your distance, and I'll
pmoke this feller dry,” said Govan. “You
may mean no trickery, but I like you a sight
better a little further off. You've not done
much starving yet, if that galoot with the
gpear is any sample of your crew. You were
in that big shake.up, I guess. We got it
iere pretty bad. The old island rocked till I
thought she was going to split. You smashed
agin’ oné of them bergs, did yon? :

“Wo ran under one, and were locked in,”
said Ferrers Lord. *“We are compelled to
abandon our vessel, and it will be death to
i::ill of us to remain out there on the open

DE.II‘ i

“You're unlucky,” said Govan. “It's a
pity you didn’'t locate: another island,
Mexican Steve don't like a crush. For such
s -pestiferous climate we're fairly comfort-
able, and there’'s no room for a crowd. I ex-
pect I shall-get sworn at by the boss with
every cuss word there is in English for not
firing- you out. It's' rough on you, but it
din't me.”

.Ching Lung would have given a good deal
to know what the millionaire was thinking,
but Ferrers Lord's clear-cut, handsome face
was as expressionless as a face of marble.

At last the dog came galloping round the
bend of the narrow ravine, and lald an en-
velope on Govan’s fur-clad®' knee. As his
pistol hand was engaged, Govan tore the
envelope with his teeth, and shook out the
sheet of paper it contained. i

“Gee!” he sald, glancing at the message.
“P'rpps you ain't going to be so unlucky,
after all! Anyhow, the boss is coming along
for a palaver, so hold tight and wait a bit.”

They waited in complete silence, Govan
chewing at “the cigar. At last they heard a
ahuflling sound, and four panting men came
lurching round the corner, carrying a litter.
On the litter, which was piled with costly
furs, sat Don Esteban Jose Monterey Diaz
Castaro. He was na comparatively youn
man, still on the sunny side of the forties, bu
he “‘was immensely fat. He flung the rugs
nside, and stepped out of the litter—a great
human hog, with a hog's cyes and a hog's
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white eyelashes, and a huge, round, sallow
face.

“Good-day to you, Mr. Ferrers Lord!" he
sald, in quite a pleasant, musical volce. “I
have not had the pleasure of knowing you
before, but 1 am plad to meet you. I could
wish we had met under more fortunate con-
ditions. The long and short of it, however,
is, in a word—— But pardon me, I have not
been intraduced to your friend.” -

“My friend, Scnor Castaro,” said Ferrers
Lord, *is his Imperial Highness Prince Ching
Lung, of Kwai-hal.” -

“I am honoured,” said the Mexican,
spreading out his gloved hands and bowing.
“Y wish. your higlmess every prosperity. 1
gather that you have been unlucky, and lost
your ship.” _

“I fear she is as good as lost,” said Ching
Lung. - '

I “A nuisance!” said Esteban Castaro, with

a sleek smile. “I thought I was going to
lose my own yacht. She was well sheltered,
but she dragped two anchors and nearly ran
ashore. Yes, yes, I heartily wish the circum-
stances of our meeting were more fortunate.
I am disconsolate, Senor Lord, filled with re-
grets. As a Spaniard, hospitality is almost a
fetish with me, for we are a hospitable race.
And yet the long and short of it is that—in
a word—senor, it is impossible!"” '

“What 1is impossible, Senor Castaro?”
asked Ferrers Lord.

“To offer you my hospitality,” sald the
Mexican. “Senor, it is utterly impossible! I
have taken possession of this island, which I
have named Estebana, aftér my youngest

" AT GRIPS WITH THE RUSTLER!"

daughfer. I am doing things here which are
my own private business, and it is my wish
to keep them private. If you will furn round.
senors, you will see the quickest way out of
Estebana. The long and the short of it is—
in a word, senors—you may clear out and go
to Lucifer!” :

“I pguessed you were going to be unlucky,
strangers,” said Dan Govan,  “Say, Mr. Lord,
here's your gun. It might come in useful
Iater on if you wanted to do a bit of shoot-
ing. Starvation is an mighty slow and un-
comfortable way of dying, and a bullet is
neater and quicker. And take good advice,
and don’t hanker after coming back.”

ith a grunt, Senor Esteban Gastaro made
higﬁelt cfmfnrtnhle in his litter, and pulled
the fur rugs round his fat chin. Like Govan,
the four bearers were armed with automatio
pistols. They were typical greascrs, swarthy
and eartinged, with the brutal faces of their
type. Ferrers Lord took his rifle, a curious
smile on his lips. Me ignored Senor Castaro,
but he gave the ex-guerilla leader A mod.
“ Good-day, lrl'sair.. Gnmn,;dhre said, *“an(
hanks for my gun a or your some-
?ﬂﬂg tgruesume remarks. If it comes te
shooting, I hope I shall shoot straight. Come,

i !"
mi.’;ﬁm a bit of a dandy at shooting, mysell,”

qaid Govan, looking over his shoulder to make M-

that Castaro was not within earshof.
f'lfﬁ‘r:u here, stranger, I'm mnotl allowing that
it's a white man’s trick to turn you down
like this: but a ship may happen along, or

something to help Yyou muke good. I'm
pledged to Mexican Steve, and, right or

wrong, I'm going through sticking tight to

him. Don't judge him by his looks, for il

you'd lived in Mexico you'd know better than
that. IHe's as fat as a hogshead of lard, but

there ain't a streak of the coward in his
whole fat body. He can be a cruel swing,

but he'll get what he wants, not caring a
cent how he gets it, or who goe3 under. I
don't know how strong yon are in numbers,
but don't come back. It's bleak and desolats

and perishing out” there on that waste, but

I''n wishing you no harm, stranger, when I

tell you you'll be better off in the snow thaa

if you get Mexican Stﬁsve's dander up, for a

gcat ain’t more cruel.”

I”:.'I‘I'm oblized to you again, Govan,” said th:e_-
millionaire, with another mnod. “Good-day!

All the time Gan Waga had worm an eX-
pression of intenseibewildi:rmunt. To him
I Ferrers Lord and Ching Lung were the most
amazing people on thée map of the wqfld.

That any man should dare to level a pistol
| at them, and order them about, was stag-

pering. That the millionaire and the prince
should have obeyed the orders was almost &
knock-down blow. -

“Chingy,” -he sald, as they walked across
the snow, and his little black eyes were round
and puzzled, “that my island, Jhunk, that 1
wonned at Tut and Pake, Chingy!®

«Every square inch of it, blubberbiter—all
yours!" said the prince. “I know you'll allow
the Chief 'and me to go on it and live on-it

it we like to, but don’'t worry yourseli, M7y -,
fat and fair one. Some sneak thief has bagged =

your island, but we'll have him out of.it by
the neck. In this sad world, Gan, there's
one important thin% you ought to learn, if
you haven't learnt it already. - If you haven'v
a gun yourself, and the other man has,
always be nice and polite to him, especially
when he has the thing pointed at you. U
you're lucky enough to be holding.the gun
you can be as rude as ever you like. Unless
he's anxious to attend his own funeral in‘a
hurry, he won't answer back.”

The millionaire paused. -

“Perhaps we'll make a rich man of the.
Eskimo yet, Gan,” he said, smiling. . “As

there are no pearls, and the seals and the
greaser are things of the past, our friend.

Senor Castaro must have found gold on
Desolatia. Unfortunately, the law of nations
does not run so far south—only this law,”

He tapped the breech of his rifle signifi-
cantly, and then looked back at Desolatia.
There was no frowr on his face, only.the
same curious smile Ching Lung had noticed
more than once that day.

ey

“The Warning of the Diall

ing the camp, Rupert Thurston and

Harold Honour climbed the iceberg.

From its striking resemblance t0
one of those prehistoric monsters of the
lizard kind, Thurston christenéd it Saurian
Head. In the light, it was nof difficult to
detect the flaw in the great mass of ice. The
neck-had not grown up with the- body of the
jceberg, but was an - accidental addition.
Brown streaks of mud mingled with gravel
showed that the neck had floated off the land.
By what strange chance it had become frozen
to the rest was a question they did not ask

themselves. It -was very unsound, and they

could feel it shake .as they climbed.
Hal Honour pointed downwards to the left,
and then to the right. -
“Bad—good !” he said, in his Iaconic way.
In twe words the engineer had summed up
the whole position. -\When the inevitable
break came, it- would come at the flaw, and

HILE the men vere at work prepar-

~5

‘*._‘,_-.,

i

send the neck of the berg crashing down off -

A MACNIFICENT STORY OF FRANK RICHARDS & CO.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD. il



the roolf of the caveéern, which would Dbe
disastrous for the Lord of the Deep, but the
camp would be in no danger.

1 get you, csald Rupert
“There are volumes of grief in
that little word * ad!" the way you growl it
for the under-
writers who have msured the Lord of the
Deep when that chunk of ice starts to wobble
and does the high dive.
hit the cave right over the yacht's moorings.
The whole lot ought to go to pieces at one
bang, so don't you think we ought to shift
the yacht back to the other end and take
: gvery precaution? The insurance people will

want to kncw.”

— Monour's only answer was a quick nod. The
gcene below was a busy one.
thrown up a semi-cireular wall of geaweed
round the base of the iceberg to break the

ol the wind.
firmly frozen together to the depth of more
than a yard, and tbhey cut the weed out In
The cement was sea water pumped
The wuter froze quickly,
together like strong
Honour had decided to build huts ol
the same material, the oniy substance avail-
ahle, and roof and line them With tarpaulin.
To Thurston it seemed a waste of time and
energy.
~ "As goon usS a thaw comes, yYyour wall and
your huts will bs a mass of slush and slop,”
“They’ll revert to their original
Is it worth while, Hal?
trekking for Decolatia as soon as the Tfall
of snow Gan Waga nas promized arrives. This
scems about &s useful to me as making ropes
of sand.”
“The Chlef's orders,” said the engineer.
Whether he approved or disapproved, he
did not say, for Honour rarely
private opmion unless asked for one.
inspected the thermometer and
which Joe, the yacht's carpenter, had fixed
to a stout piece of timber driven firmly into
The barometer was [ow, but
steady: the thermometer had risen.

“By honey, I thought it felt warmer!"” sald
“She’a up nearly live degrees gince
That's for snow, and piles

“AM'yes; Hal!™

Thurston.

out. It will be jolly bad

-~

At a guess, it will

The men had

e

force fronds were

B —

blocks.
out of the cavern.
and bound the blocks

-

cement.

he =aid.

clush. We'll he

ventured a

barometer

the weeds.

Prout.
Joe put her there.
of it,. I reckon, Hal."

The sky clouded swiftly, and the first snow-
flakes were beginning to fall when Ferrers
rd, Ching Lung, and Gan Waga returned to
Much had been accomplished,
his approval.
unexpected or alarming rise
temperature took place, or a hurricane sprang
up, there was no need to spend the night on
Ferrers Lord went aboard with Hal
To Rupert Thurston, Prout, Mad-
and O'Rooney, the prince recounted
thelr adventures on Desolatia.

“Phew!”

Saurian Head.

the millionaire nodded

_' =
r

Unless an

the floe.
Honour.
dock,

O'Rooney.
“Warmed off the Chafe's own oisland .by a
fat dago and a Mexican cowpuncher, is ut?
Bedad, bhoys, the Llood of the last of the
gallant O'Rooneys 15 growing hot widin me.
Lade me to these blatherskites, and sure Ol'll
tache thim phwat ut
of Bullybunlon Castle!”

whistled

marnes to Insult

('Rooney

mu‘?"'m"mm SN A
} oA (Y A
fotiryY.
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“Yo' nots falk throngh ro' hat‘sé muchnesé,
Barry,” said Gan Waga. ~It not the Chief's
island, it my island I wonned it at Tut and
Pakes, didu’t I, Chingy?”

“Phwat d'ye mane you won ut at * Tut and
Pakes,” you fat haythen? 0Oi did hear some-
thing about that, but Oi thought ut was a
joke. Av ut’s your island, yvou oily walrus, go
and punch the dago ou the vose and get ut.
Phwat's the dago's name agamn, sori"

“Senor Esteban Jose Monterey Diaz
Castaro,” repeated Ching Lung. *“He'ss a
Mexican millionaire. Just now he's not very
popular with the government, so it secems
he has been taking a tour in his yacht, and
not the first oue for he must have struck
Desolatia before, and liked it so much,
tastes being queer things, that he has come
back.”

“Then, by honey, if he's at loggerheads with
his government, why doesn’t the government
collar his property, =ir?" asked Prout.

“That’'s the very question I put to the
Chief, Tom, aud the Chief knows more about
Fatty Castaro -than we do,” answered the
prince. “The chap s fat and wide both
physically and mentally. His ranches and oil-
wells and mines have been floated as com.
panies with British and American capital
behind them, so its hands off! The Chlef
thinks he had struck rich gold-bearing quartz
on Desolatia. Scnor Esteban Is taking an
enforced holiday until things quiet down, but
apparently not an 1dle one.”

“Gould! Glitthering, shoining, tinkling
gould!™ eaid Barry O'Rooney. “D'ye hear
that, Ben, bhoy? And that blubberbiter owns
ut, phwat? QGan, acushla, Ol was always your
pal, wasn't 0i? Sthick close to me, Gan, and
O'll look afther you. Lave the dago to me,
son! In the worrds of the poct, * Thrimble,
Senor Esteban! Whin we mate, yon'll mate
a man who'l'! make you quit for our ould
Gan. Dutther-fat may be that dago, but
OI'll smash him foine as sago. You'll be sorry,
Esteban, pioching oislands from our Gan.
Which,” added Mr. O'Rooney, “was coimnposed
on the spur ¢f the moment, and Oi ax for no
I applause.”

*Sousze me, and you'll get none!"™ sald the
bo'sun. “What you ought to get is fourteen
years' peénair servitude. This ‘ere Mexican
soems to bhave plenty of sauce. Even If there
isn't any. gold on the Izsland, I can see good
money in this if we catch him, lads—pots of
money."

“Av ut's money, bhoy, iade me to ut, bhoy
—~|ade me to ut!™ said Barry. *“Show ut me!
But phwat d'ye mane, anyhow, bedad?”

“Travelliang round with a caravan, souse
me!” said Maddock. *“Gan Waga and the
dago, the two fattest men on earth, now
showing, and really aiive! If you can’t
believe your eyesight, stick a pin In them
and hear them cqueal. You can take the
cash at the doors, Barry, Il you'll let me hold

you all the time.”

l(‘i'nu must not misz reading next Friday's
splendid instalment of the amazing adven-
tures of Ferrers Lord & Co. on Gan Waga's

Island.)
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An Education In Piclures

A New STANDARD
ABCof ALL
The Races |
of Mankind

The most interesting educa-
tional work ever published.
Written throughout by famous
experts. Sumptuously printed .
and illustrated with more than :
6,000 magnificent photographs !
from reatlife. Tobecompleted
in about 48 fortnightly parts,

Part 1

On Sale TO-DAY

Superd Coloured Cover
and Coloured Plate
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done

_though he did not hear all the matter.

—By Ordering Next Friday's Issue of the '*Popular’’ Well in Advance! 27
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I TREACHERY OR CHANCE ? E

(Continued from page 23 )
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his word, and driven me from the school.
['m sorry to leave—sorry not to see you
chaps any more. Good-bye to all of you, and
thank you a thousand times for ull your
Kindness to me when 1 was with you!

“Always your pal,
“MARK LINLEY.™

Thero was a dead silence among the Re-
movites as they tinished reading the letter.
They looked at one another with blanched
faces, Wharton was the first to speak.

“The Bounder!™ he sald.

“The Bounder!™ said Bob Cherry. “The
Bounder, of course! le's done this! Thank
goodness, little Mabel isp't ill, but Muerky's
in! Marky's not coming back! The
Bounder has driven him out of the school!”

Harry Wharton clenched his teeth,
“Follow me!™ he =aid.

He hurried into the Mouse. Vernon-Smith
had just come down, Harry Wharton & Co.
walked up to him, and Wharton held out the
letter. .

“"Read that!” he sald.

“Certainly, It you like.”

The Bounder read it. A crowd gathered
round, attracted by the scene. The Bounder
Inughod cynically as he finished reading.

“The telegram was all spoof,” said the
Bounder calmly. Linley’s sister isn't ill, as
| guessed. He was afraid of the éxam. He
knew he couldn't pass against Fifth Form
chaps, and this was his way of getting out
of it—a apnuf telegram from his father! He
secems to be hinting In that letter that rome
chap did it to injure him. Of course, that's
all rot!” . :

:H?_u did it!" sald Harry quletly.

“You, you cpd—you!"” roared Bob Cherry
furiously. ; -
Vernon-Smith shrugged his shoulders.

“All the fellows know that I was at Grey-
friars nall  yesterday,” he gaid. “Without
having the gift of being In two places at
once, I hardly see how I could have sent that
telegram, even if I had wanted to.”

“You had a confederate——"

“Draw it mild!"” sald Vernon-Smith. “I'll
tell you what. I belleve Linley made his
pater send that spoof wire, to get him out
of his scrape¢. He knew he couldn't pass
the exam, and he wanted to save his face.
But if he brings any accusations against me,
I'll have them all out In the open. I'll put
it to my father, and start his lawyers on it,
and bring a libel action, and give Linley a
chance to prove what he says in a court of
law! If he can prove anything of the sort,
he's welcome to! If he can’t, I'll brand him
as a liar and a slanderer; and you, too, for
backing him up!"

Wharton put the Jetter In his pocket.
Even he was staggered by the perfect cool-
ness of the Bounder, and he did not know
what to say. Bob Cherry did—or, at lcast,
what to do! He made a rush at the Bounder,
hitting out with both fists, They grappled,
and rolled ovér in the passage, struggling
furiously, Bob Cherry hammering away .with
all the strength of his powerful arm. They
did not separate till Wingate came up with
a cane,.and dragged them apart, and by that
time the Bounder was a sorry spectaclg

It was a nine-days’ wonder at Greyfriars.
Even the Head did not know what tuythink.

Removites were divided in,opinion. But wth}lte-
ever was the true explanation] one thing
was certain—Mark Linley was gone from Grey-
friars, and his old place knew him no more.
The Bounder, whether by treachery or by
chance, had won the Iast rourd, and stil]
another of Wharton's champions was gone!

THE END.

(There will b another long complete story
of the amazing “war'"  between Harry
Wharton & Co. and the Bounder of
Greyfriars, entitled * Combintng Against
Wharton!" by Frank Richards, next weck,)
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A WORD WITH
YOUR EDITOR!

Your Editor [s alwaye pleased to
hear from hls readers. Address: The
Editor, The * Popular,” The Fleotway
House, Farringdon St., London, £.C.4.
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FOR NEXT FRIDAY!

OUR WONDERFUL PLATES!

_¥irst and foremost, in our next issue, will
lza- ANOTHER GRAND FREE ENGINE
PLATE. The subject of this plate will be
ouo of the latest of the North British Rall-
way Co.'s magnificent express locomotlives.

L hope ecvery reader of the “Popular” is
collecting the plates now being given away.
With this issue you will have obtained half
the set, for there are another FIVE PLATES
to come!

Of course, the best way to save these
plates is by putting them in an album. I
kKgow one reader who has pasted them
neatly in his postcard-albumw, and I was
much struck with the beautifnl picture they
made. I strongly advise my chums to follow
Suit, and get them into an album before
conatant handling can make them dirty or
sotled. ‘

Will you please teli your chums that there
€3 still time to possess a splendid collection
ol these truly magnificent plates? If they
purchase a copy o this number they can
obtain at least six of the plates.

There are a few back numbers of the

T TR
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THE POPULAR—Every Friday. ;

“Popular” to bo obfalned. Ask your news-

agent to order you m copy of the back
numbers containing the plates. The series
commenced on February 18th last.

OUR QRAND STORIES!I

Coming to the stories for our next {ssue,
wo lead off with a wonderful tale of Frank
Richards & Co. in the school in the back-
woods of Canadna; entitled: -

« AT GRIPS WITH THE RUSTER}"
M-Il‘llﬂ c“ﬂﬂl‘di

A story of this nature is always spolled
by giving you details, 50 I will leave It at
that. You may rest assured that it is a
splendid yarn!

We shall have another story dealing with
the amazing “war” between Harry Wharton
and Vernon-Smith of the Remove Form at
Greyfriars. The story is entitled “COM-
BINING AGAINST WHARTON!" by Frank
Richards. Needless to say, the Bounder of
Greyfriars is responsible!

Then follows another grand, long, completo
story of Rookwood by Owen Conquest,
entitled, “THE HEAD'S TRIUMPH!” which
deals further with the rebellion in the Fourth
at Rookwood.

Finally, there is the first part of another
grand compelition, and a splendid story of
Tom Merry & Co., entitled, “CONDEMNED
IN ERROR!" and our four-page supplement,
“Billy Bunter's WeekIy." These fine featurcs,
with Sidney Drew’s thrilling instalment of
“Gan Waga's Island!” make up a pro-
erammeo second to none.

ORDER YOUR COPY OF NEXT FRIDAY'S
“POPULAR " TO-DAY!

YOUR EDITOR.

e o -

Reault of '* Poplets ™ Competition No. #8.

The Bplendid Match ant.mn bas beecd
awarded to:

R. R. Bell, 14, Queen Street, Redcar.

The Ten prizes of Five Bhillings each have
been sent to the following readers:

N. Lees, 61, Stratford Road, West Bridge-
ford, Nottingham; W. Piper, 85, Dumont
Road, 8toke Newington, N. 16; P. R. Fos, 45,
Princes Strect, Southport; A. C. Tipping,
46, Dame Agnes Strect, Nottingham; A.
Birks, 18, Bagnall Street, Manley, Stafls; J.
Marriott, 103, Conran Street, Harpurhey,
Manchester; Miss S. Forster, 144, Spencer
Street, Everton, Liverpool; E. Corris, 43, LUy y@w™
Road, Litherland, Liverpool; W, Lawson, 66,
Walston Lane, Hackney, E. 8: D. Starkle, 25,
Sheffield Road, Cresswell, Manchester,

Result of ' Poplets '’ Competition No. 49.

The Splendid Match Football has been
awarded to:

L. J. Stemp,
1, Pixham Lane, Dorking, Surrey.

The Ten prizes of Five Shillings each have
becn sent to the following readers:

A. H. Raird, Denluce, Canvey-on-Sea,
‘ssex; Philip Thomas Bourne, 7, Southfield
Avenue, Rotton Park, Birmingham; W. Pack-
ham, 49, East Road, Kingston, Surrey; Wil
Wynn, 224, Walton Road, East Molesey,
Surrey; P. Lawes, 8 Coastguards, Fortunes-
well, Portland, Dorset: W. B. Young, 135,
Thurleigh Road, Balham, S.W.12: Philip
Edge, 60, Adswood Lane, E. Stockport; L.
Cooper, 33, Bandon Road, Victoria Park,
London, E. 2; Miss E. Pennington, 11, Beau«
mont Road, Daubbill, lolton, Lanca; '’
“*Popular' Reader,” Homelea, Gorse Laue,
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ADJUSTADLE TO FIT ANY Brass Doflsr, Stsam Whistlle, ete,, 10/-,
CINEMA. po1l [ree,

ELECTRIC MOTOR, 2-4 Volt. Conplate with Accumulator, 5/3,

poat froe. v, :
&L 7Y DYNA HOTOER. Runs without power.
Thﬂ GEM Snitable for driving Model VeE

2!«, post (res.
Fleatric Plating Outfits, 1/6, post frea. Working Te ¥ g frea.

ph, 1/0,post

Experimental Cliemist, 1/8, post fres.  Eleotric Lighting Ogtat, cohipleta - '

with Battery, Wirlog,  Bracket, Bwitches, Lamp, etc., 3/9, poat free.
LIGHTING BSET, with Accumulator, 0/« .

Illustratsd Catalogues of Steam and Eleetrical Models, ets., wia., 34., post
freo. Colonial Postsge, 1/« extra. Satisfaction or Cash Hefonded
Oross P.O.0.’7 | & Co.f =

BENNETT BROS.; 6, Theobalds Road, Holborn, LONDON, W.0. 1,

* —50 Austris, maoy upused, high values; Jubiles,  War, :
STAMPS'I Peaes, and lmifti Poxt Drt:lu ele. Bend 64. unﬁ-. &

berwell, England,

FUN FOR ALL -] mirteauiats ¥ocs Xoe et g Jopiaible,
tlonishes, Mystifiea. ate , Beasta,
etc. 1/- I'0. (Ventriloquism Treatise included). —Idsal Co., Clevedsa, u:,.tn:_

Journalfree, 50 0olonlafls, _—Brwh.?s,ﬂdmundlﬁ.ﬂm

m—
Farringdon Btreet, Londoo, E.Q, 4.

Er:fﬂisfuﬁc:lnuon falag: Inland, 13s, per annum; 6a 64, for siz montha.

; and for Canada, The Imperial Nows Co., Ltd.

Oontral News Agenoy, Ltd, Saols agenty

(Canada). Baturday, March 18th, 1022 ot A"“fﬁ"" knd Tew

i

Post fres
30 Candls-Powsr .. w B/3
' 60 Candls-Pawer ... ie. 53 :
| 100 Oandle-Power ... aw .. 316 L
‘MODEL STEAM LOCOS.



