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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Jimmy Sifver is Not Pleased !
§¢ ILVER!”

Jimmy Silver looked round cheerily
as Bulkeley of the Sixth called to him
irom his study doorway. =

“Yes, Bnlkeley??

He canic’ towards the captain of Rookwood
at once. >

Jimmy Eilver was captain of the Fourth
Form, but it was an honour to fag for “old
Bulkeley.”?

“Will you find De Vere of the Third, and

send him here? Yeu know him. A new fag
who came last week.”

“I know him,” said Jimmy.

“Tell him I want him at once., He's down

to fag for the Sixth at cricket practice this
afternoon.”

“Yes, Bulkeley.”?

“Waiting for you,” said Arthur Edward
Lovell, as” Jimmy came out of the School
House. “H were going to get down to
Coombe before dinner—’

“Seen that kid De Vere?” asked Jimmy.
“Bulkeley wants him.”

“Oh bother!” said Raby.

“Bless him!” said Newcome. “But he's
not far off. I saw him going into Wittle
Quad a few minutes ago, with—"" New-
come paused.

“With?” repeated Jimmy, looking at him

“With your cousin Algy.” 5

Jimmy frowned. s

“1 don’t see 'what he’s doing with' Algy,”
be gaid grufily. “I understood that they
weren't on friendly terms now.”

“You’re such an innocent old duck,
Jimmy !”’ was Lovell’s remark.

“What do you mean?” exclaimed Jimmy.
“Didn’t Algy come to our study himself, and
tell us that De Vere wouldn’t speak to him
because I chipped in the other day when they
were playing the giddy goat?”’

“They’ve made it up 5ince then,” grinned
Lovell. “I've seen them together.”

Jimmy did not answer; but, with a frown-
ing face, he started across towards Little
Quad.

His chums Jooked after him, smiling.

“Poor old Jimmy!” murmured Raby. “He’s
got all his work cut out if he’s going to keep
up the kind uncle bizney with his precious
cousin. Anybody but Jimmy would have
noticed that Algy and that new cad were as
thick as thieves.”

“Oh, Jimmy
grunted Lovell.

Jimmy Silver was thinking so himself as
he went through the old stone archway into
Little Quad.

He had been much disturbed by his
cousin’s friendship with the young Tascal
newly come to Rookwood, but he had taken
Algy’s word that that friemdship was broken
off, and he had not given the matter much
thought since then.
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With the cricket season coming on, the
captain of the Fourth had other matters to
think about, as well as his reekless young
rascal of a cousin.

He came through into Little Quad, and
looked round for the rags.

Algy Silver and Bertie de Vere were
seated on a bench ncar the fountain, deep
in talk. &

They did not see Jimmy
towards them.

It was obvious that the rift in the lute
had been mended, and that Algy was on the
friendliest terms with his- old chum from
his old school. -

“To-night’s the night!” Algy was saying as
Jimmy Silver came along. “It will be no
end of a lark!”

“About time we got a move on, I think,”
grunted his companion discontentedly. *I
was expectin’ to have a good time here.
I’ve been bored to tears, This isn't much
like my old school.”

“You had to leave your old school,” an-
swered Algy, rather tartly.

Jimmy gave a grunt, partly in expression
of his feelings, and partly to warn the two
fags that he was within hearing

The two Third-Formers looked up quickly,
silent at once.

De Vere looked at Jimmy Silver with an
expression half of insolence, half of bitter
dislike.

He had not forgotten how he had been
E{itched, neck and erop, out of the Bird-in-

and public-house on his first day at Rook-
wood, by Jimmy Silver & Co.

“Bulkeley wants you, De Vere,” snapped
Jimmy.

“Bother Bulkeley !”

“You're to go te his study at once.”

“I'll suit myself about that!”

Jimmy gave him a look.

He was greatly inclined to take the cheeky
fag by the collar and start him with his
boot. But he refrained.

If the fag chose to disregard Bulkeley’s
order it was his own business.

“Better go, Bertie,” muttered Algy Silver.
“Bulkeley's head prefect, you know. You'll
make him ratty!”

De Vere nodded sulkily, and rose to his
feet, lounging away with his bands in his
pockets.

Algy was about to follow, when Jimmy
Silver stopped him.

“Hold on a minute, Algy,” he said quietly.

“Goin’ to jaw?” sneered the fag

“You told me you had finished with De
Vere.”

“1 told you he wouldn’t speak to me be-
cause my meddling cousin interfered with
him, like a cheeky cad!” retorted Algy
savagely. “We've made it up, though.”

“I'd be sorry to int'erfere hetween you and
your friends, Algy,” said the captain of the
Fourth. “Only—"

“Well, don't do it, then!”

as he strode

Ameri

“There’s plenty of decent chaps in the
Third for you to make friends with—Wegg,
and Grant, and Stacey—all decent kids =

“That’s my business, isn't it?”

“1 suppose it is,” conceded Jimmy. “But,
really, there’s no reason for you to pick out
that shady young blackguard for a chum.”

“De Vere was Iy chum at my old school,”
sald Algy sulkily. “He’s o rippin’ chap!
I like him.”

“You aught not to.”

“Oh, patsl”

“I wish you'd leave him alone, Algy.”

“Well, I won’t!”

Jimmy Silver drew a deep breath. 3

His father had asked him to look after
his cousin at Rookwood.

How he was to look after Algy on these
terms was rather a puzzle.

“You say yourself that De Vere had to
leave his old school, Algy,” he said. “He
didn’t have to leave it without reason.”

“He was too goey for them,” said Algy,
evidently taking great pride in thc fact
that his friend was so eminently “goey.”
“He made them sit up, 1 an tell you! He'd
have been sacked bhut for his relations
chippin’ in.”

“l wish he had been sacked!” growled
Jimmy. “He couldn't have come here,
then. The Head doesn’t know the kind of
little beast he is!”

“Lots of things the Head doesn’t know,”
grinned Algy. “But if you're goin’ to slang
De Vere, I'm off !

“You were saying something about to-night
—about a lark,” said Jimmy, looking at him
sharply.  “Does that mean that you are
going to start playing the fool again?”

“Find out!”

“Algy, old chap—"

“Rate!”

With that, Algy of the Third marched off.

He was not in a mood of sweet reasonable-
ness.

Jimmy Silver repressed his feelings with
an_ effort.

It was not of much uge giving Algy a
licking, much as he deserved one.

Arthur Edward Lovell looked through the
archway. :

“Staying there all day?” he called out.

Jimmy Silver rejoined his chums.

The Fistical Four started on their walk
down to Coombe, but Jimmy's face was no
longer as sunny as it had been that morning.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Lovell is Wrathy !

¢ E'RE going on the warpath to-
night!”
Arthur Edward Lovell made

that remark in the end study
at_tea-time,
Jimmy Silver started out of 2 brown study.
He had been very silent over tea. =
“Eh! What’s that about to-night?” he ex-
claimed.

CQq.
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“We're going on the merry war-path!
Have ‘you forgotten that we’re going to raid
the Moderns?” demanded Lovell.

“My hat! Yest”

“What are you mooning 2bout?” inguired
Tovell, “Thinkin’ of the dear dead days be-
yoad recall, or what?” =

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“No, not exactly,” said Jimmy
smile. “I was thinking eof—of —

“Don’t say Algy!” groaned Lovell.

“Well, yes.”

“Qouldn’t you find something a bit nicer
fo think of once or twice in a way?” asked
Lovell. “I warn you, Jimmy, that you're in
danger of growin’ inte a bore.”

“I've noticed that.” observed Raby.

“1t's barely possible,” remarked Newcome,
in a reflective sort of way, “to hear too much
and too often about Algy. I wonder whether
that's ever oceurred to you, Jimmy?”

Jimmy coloured.

with a

.

“Well, Lovell asked me,” he said. “I'm

not talking ahout him, am I

“Don’t think about him, either,”
Lovell.

“Well, I'm rather worried.”

“Br-rrr!”

“I hoped ke was off with that sneaking
little scoundrel, De Vere! Algy’s not a bad
sorf. He’s easily led, that’s all. I'm afraid
that little brute will get him into some
trouble, and then the chopper will come
down—on Algy.” -

“He's had warnings enough.”

“1 knew. But—

“What price giving Algy a rest?” asked
Newcome, with the air of a fellow suggesting
a new and interesting idea.

“Well, give him a rest,” said Jimmy Silver,
rather grufily. “[ don’t want to talk about
him. Lovell asked me.”

“Give him a rest all along the line. Let
him go and eat coke. If he’s determined to
go to the giddy bow-wows, you can't stop
him.”

“His father's at sea,” said Jimmy. “He
was worried about Algy, after getbting his old
headmaster’s report. He asked me to do
what I could for the kid. So did my pater.
He's into my hands
here.”

“What a charge!” groaned Lovell.
T'il tell you what. We’ll help you leok
him.”

“0h, will you?” said Jimmy.

“Yes; we'll have him up in the study
here, and give him o jolly good thrashing
with a fives-bat.”

“Wha-at?”

“How does that strike you?”

“Hear, hear!” said Raby and Newcome
together, heartily. |

“Ass!” was Jimmy Silver’s reply.

“Well, to get back to the subject,” said
Lovell. “We're going on the warpath to-
night, and I had a sort of an idea that it
was up to the captain of the Form to make
the arrangements, I may have been mis-
taken.” :

This was uttered with great sarcasm.

“Oh, the raid!” said Jimmy indifferently.

“Look here, Jimmy, if you don’t wani to
raid the Moderns to-night——" said Lovell.

“I—I——" faltered Jimmy.

“Do you want to raid them, or don’t you?”
demanded Lovell.

“Well, I happened to hear something those
blessed fags were saying in Little Quad this
morning,” confessed Jimmy.

Lovell stared at him.

“What on earth have the fags to do with
raiding the Moderns?” he asKed. “We're not
going to call up the Third.”

“They—they were saying something about
to-night, and—and a lark. I—I'm afraid
they've got some scheme on for breaking
bounds.”

“Dingy little beasts!” said Lovell, in dis-
3 “I don’t see what it matters, though.
ere’s the connection?”

“Well, if—if there’s a shindy to-nighf, it
may—might draw attention to—to—to—"

Lovell interrupted his study leader with a
yell of wrath, jumping to his feet.

“Algy again! We're to put off a raid en
the Moderns because that shady little beast
may he out of his dormitory, and if there's
a-row he may be found eut? Oh my hat!
Oh crumbs! Ob, scissors!”

Jimmy Rilver crimsoned.

Pat like that it really did seem a little
& ghick.”

grunted

practically trusted

“Well,
after

~ NEXT
TUESDAY!

‘mered poor Jimmy.

Timmy naturally could not expect other
fellows to feel his own concern about the
wilful fag of ths Third.

His chums, indeed, were sympathetic; but,
as they had very plainly hinted, it was pos-
sible to get fed up with Algy.

“I'm fairly fed up!” hooted Lovell. “That
young Yascal can’t show the cloven hoof
without you going about day-dreaming. He
can’t plan a dirty trick without you wanting
the whols Form to toe the line, and act very

carefully in case he gets found out! My
hat!t”

“Jimmy!” murmured Raby.

“I-1 didn’t mean exactly that!” stam-

“But if there's a row,
and a prefect gets on the warpath, there
might be something happen, and—and—"

“And—and Algy might be spotted out of
his dorm, you mean?”

= ¥epes”

“All the better if he is. He'll get a
flogging, and I hope it will be a lesson to
him!” said Lovell savagely. “Look bere, 1
don't consent to putting the raid off. I
won't agree! And if you put it to the
fellows, I'll jolly well tell them what your
reason is!”

“Lovell!” 2

“1 mean it!" hooted Levell. “As if it
isn't bad enough to be bothered all day long
with that dingy little rascal without having
everybhing upset on his account!  Brr-rr!”

“Jimmy, old chap, it is really too thick,”
murmured Newcome. - “ Besides, the fags may
not be goin® at all. You're not sure.”

“No; but—"

“0h, if they don't go %o-night, they’ll
go some other night, and the Fourth Form
can mark time till they've gone and come
back!” cxclaimed Lovell “What's the
Fourth Form for, except to stand waiting
the convenience of Master Algy when he goes
on the razzle!”

Raby and Newcome grinned.

“That will do,” said Jimmy Silver. I
wag only making a suggestion.”
- “A dashed fat-headed one, too! That

raid’s coming off to-night.”
“Agreed,” said Jimmy. “And now, for
goodness’ sake, let the thing drop!”
Jimmy spoke with unusual tartness, and
he left the study when he nad finished.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
On the Warpath!

HERE was some suppressed excitement
in the dormitory of the Clagsical
Fourth when those cheerful youths
went to bed that night.

The raid on the Modern Fourth was fixed
and seftled.

Nearly all the Classicals were in it, few
preferring to remain in bed.

Tubby Muffin didn’t mean to turn out; he
was too fat and lazy.

Townsend and Topham,
were too slack.

But eveiybody else was going on the war-
path.

Pillows weye to be taken, and the onslaught
on the dormitory of the Modern Fourth was
to be something quite terrific.

The Modern quarters were really a separate
building, but there was a long passage—or,
rather, several passages—connecting the two,
Rookwood being a rambling old place, full
of the most unexpected passages and re-
cesses.

In that passage there was a great oaken
door, which was kept locked, and the key
was kept by old Mack; the school porter.

Tubby Muffin was quite a hero, he having
raided the key successfully from the porter’s
lodge. :

The way was open now, and there was no
doubt that tlie enemy would be taken by
surprise.

The kybosh having been duly administered
to the Moderns, the Classicals would retreat
to their own quarters, locking the passage
door after them, leaving the defeated enemy
to rage.

It was quife an exhilarating prospect.

Bulkeley of the Sixth came in to see lights
oul for the Classical Fourth, and the juniors
were very careful not to betray.themselves.

Bulkeley heard some of them passing re-
marks on cricket, and that was all,

But when lizhts were out, and there was
darkness, and the prefect was gone, a buzz

Pecle and Gower,

of voices broke out in the dormitory, sub- |

dued, but very eager.

“What time arc we goin’, Silver?” asked
Mornington. ?

“Better make it early,” remarked Conroy,

“TROUBLE FOR THE GAPTAIN!™.
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the Australian. “Better zet it over before
Mr. Manders comes home.”
“Ten!” said Jimmy.
“Good !” :
“Ten’s rather early, isn't it?” asked Kit
Erroll. “The prefects haven't settled down
at ten o’clock.”
“Hali-past ten, then,” said Jimmy Silver.
“That’s better!” :
“Yes, that's 20, said Mornington. “Wake
me up at half-past ten, somebody.”

“Somebody had better stay awake!”
yawned Higgs.

“I sha’n’t sleep,” said Jimmy Silver
quietly. -

Jimmy was as good as his word.

“Before ten o'clock all the dormitory was
silent, save for the sound of deep breathing
and Tubby Mufin’s rumbling snore, but
Jimmy Silver was wide awake.

He was troubled.

The raid was to be carried out without
alarming masters or prefects, of course. But
stich plans only too often “ganged agley.”

If there was a row—it there was disturh-
ance, and prefects were brought on the
scene—it might lead to a discovery.

Algy and De Vere might he coming out
at that very minute, fully dressed for going
out of doors.

The Third Form might be awakened, and
miss Algy; or a prefect might go into their
dor_mltory for some reason—any reason.

Jimmy’s uneasiness, certainly, made him
exaggerate the chanees of a mishap to Algy;
but it existed.

But there was no help for it.

At half-past ten Jimmy Silver slipped out
of his bed, and called to his comrades,

There was a general turning out of the
Classical Fourth. 5

The juniors slipped on their trousers and
socks, and took their pillows—the latter to
be used as weapons of offence.

“Got the key, Jimmy?” asked Morningfon.
. “That’s all right,” said Lovell. “It’s put
in the passage door ready. I saw to that.”

“Good egg!”

“You fe'l-lows ready?” asked Jimmy Silver.

“What-ho!”

“Lead on, Macduff!” chuckled Flynn.

The dormitory door was softly opened.

Softly, in their socks, the Classicals crept
out, and the door was closed again.

The staircase was quite dark; the passages
black and deserted,

Almost on tiptoe the raiders stole away.

There was a sudden bump in the darkness,
é\nd an exclamation from Valentine Morning-
on.

Then there was the sound of a heavy fall

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Pillow Fight!

113 H, my hat!”
“Who the dickens
. “What!”

There were suppressed exclama-
tions on all sides.

A sound of scuffling and strugeling
be heard.

“Shush !” whispered Lovell.

“ Quiet; I

“You duffers, do you want to bring the
prefects here? Quiet!”

sudden gteam of light flashed out in
the darkness.

Somebody had turned on a pocket-toreh.

The light glimmered on a strange scene.

Mornington was scrambling to his feet,
his face red with rage.

Down the pagsage, in the shadows, two dim
forms were receding.

Morny made a rush after them, and caught
one by the arm.

“You cheeky young ead, Silver——"

“Let go, hang you!”

“Hold on!” exclaimed Jimmy"Silver, push-
ing forward. *Show that light here, Rawson,
So it's you, Algy!”

Algy Silver was wriggling in Morny’s angry
grasp. —

De Vere stood close by him, starfled and
angry.

The two fags were fully-dressed, even to

could

_their boots. .

“The young cad ran into me in the dark,
and pitched me over!” exclaimed Morny
angrily. “PH——2

“Don’t make a row, Korny!” whispered
Erroll.

“Put that light out!”

Rawson shut off the light.

“Let .me go, Mornington, you fool!” mut-
tered Algy, in suppressed @ ‘tomes. “I
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couldn't see you in the dark, you silly fool!
I thought a prefect had got hold of me when
I ran into you. Lebt go!”

“Let him go!"” muttered De Vere. -

“Let him go, Morny!” said Erroll. “We
don’t want a shindy here now. We may have
been heard already.” =

Mornington grunted, and released the fag.

“What are you doing out of your dorm,
Algy?” asked Jimmy Silver—not that it was
neeessary to ask. He knew only too well

“What are you doing out of yours?”
retorted the fag.

“We're going to raid the Moderns.
with us, kid; it's fun_ you know.”

“Catch me!?

“0h, a raid isn't good enough for him!”
sported Lovell, “He wants something a bit
more exciting, such as playing cards in a
pub-pariour.”?

“Shurrup, Lovell?”? murmured Newcome.

Come

“Br-rrri” .

“Algy, come with us, kid!” muttered
Jimmy.

“QOh, rats!” = : -

“Kick him back into his dorm!” said
Lovell,

“Algy—"22

There was no reply from Algy, save a
cound of retreating footsteps.

The two fags were going.

Jimmy Silver stood, a prey to troubled
emotion.

Here was proof positive, if he had wanted
it, that the two young rascals were breaking
bounds at night, and he was stromgly
inclined to take Lovell’s advice, and kick
them back into their quarters.

But that meant a row, that was certain,
and prefects coming on the scene and finding
the raiders out of their dormitory. 2

The Classical Fourth would have bad some-
thing to say to that.

Before Jimmy could decide what to de the
fags were gone.

Faintly, in-the distance, came the sound
of an opening window, and in a minute more
the two_young rascals had dropped on the
leads under the window.

The sudden meeting in the dark had
startlied and scared them, but the discovery
that it was only the Fourth had quite
reassured Algy and De Vere. =

Whatever the Fourth-Formers might think
of them, they were not likely to betray

them. -
“Well, are we moving on?’ asked
Conroy. “I've been listening, and I c¢an't

hear anything. It’s all. safe, Jimmy.”

Jimmy Silver was not thinking whether it
was safe or mot; he was thinking of his
cousin,

But he rouscd himself.

“Right-ho! Let's get on,” he said.

“We'll go after Algy if you like, and bring
bim back by the scruff of the neck,” said
Lovell. : :

“We jolly well won't!” exclaimed Higgs.
“We’re out to raid the Moderns, not to look
after sneaking fags!”

“Not so much row, Higgs!” _

“Well, talk senmse, then. Let’s get on.”

“Come on!” said Jimmy Silver quietly.

He was almost relieved that the fags -had
got clear away.*

Even if the raid led to a shindy now, their
absence was uot likely to be discovered.

The raiders went quietly on their way inte
the winding passage that led towards the
Modern quarters.

“Here’'s the door!”
“Show a light, Rawson!”

The electric torch glittered on the big
oaken door.

Jimmy Silver turned bdck the key, and the
the big door swung open.

Qut went the light again, and the juniors
marched through, along the passage past the
door, coming out at last by the dormitory of
the Modern Fourth.

Jimmy dismissed Algy and all his works
from his mind.

He was the leader of the attack on the
Modern stronghold, and he had to have his
wits about him now.

He groped -for the door of the Modern
dorm, and turned the handle quietly.

All was silent there.

murmured Raby.

Starlight fell in at the high windows, and

dimly showed up the row of beds, with the
Modern juniors fast asleep in them.
; '{}Not a suspish!” murmured Lovell glee-
fully. =

“Get inside!”?

The juniors tiptoed in.

Tae PopurLar.—No. 171.
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Behind them, the door was closed to keep
the noise in the dormitory, as far as possible.

It was certain that there would be some
noise, perhaps a good deal.

Tominy Dodd, the chief of the Medern
Fourth was suddenly awakened by the bed--
clothes being stripped from his bed by a
poweriul jerk.

He started up.

“Here we are again!” sang Lovell softly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Classical cads!” ejaculated Tommy Dodd.
“Here, wake up, you fellows! Classicals!
Lire up! Yaroooh!”’

Tommy yelled as he was rolled out of bed
with a bump on the floor.

“Yah! Classical cads!”

“Give ’em socks!”

“0Oh crumbs!”

All the Modern Fourth were wide enough
awake now.

They turned out of bed as one man, even
Leggett and Cuffy backing up with the rest
to repel the attack of the enemy.

But they had simply no chance.

The Classicals rushed them down, smiting
with pillows, amid gasps of suppressed
laughter.

Right and left the Moderns went rolling,
swiped by the pillows, and tangled in their
bedclothes.

“Give ‘em socks!” roared Lovell, forgetting
the necessity of caution in his excitement.
“Down with the Moderns!”

“Yah! Classical cads!”

“Pile in!”

“Yarooh!” :

Bump, bump, bump!

“Not so much row!” gasped Erroll.

But he was not heeded.

The ‘juniors were warming to the work
now. :

The Moderns had grabbed up pillows and
bolsters, and they were putting up a splen-
did fight, though at a-great disadvantage.

In the dim light, however, it was easy to
mistake friend for foe, especially in the thrill
of excitement, and several of the Classicals
received terrific swipes that weré intended
for Moderns.

There was bumping
squeaking on all sides.

Leggett, the cad of the Fourth, had taken
refuge under a bed, and he was yelling at
the top of his voice.

Leggett had mno objection to bringing
Knowles or Catesby on the scene—in fact,
he rather wanted to.

Lovell groped under the bed, and brought
Leggett out by the leg, and then Leggett’s
yells were louder than ever.

Bump, bump! Yell! Smash! Crash!

“QOh, my hat!” exclaimed Mornington. “We
shall have the whole house up at this rate!”

Bump! Bifi! Crash! Yell!

Erroll, in a whirl of the combat, found
himself near the door, and he paused there
to listen.

He opened the door an inch or two, and
then called out hurriedly:

“Chuck it, you chaps! They’re coming up!”

“QOh!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver. *Retreat,
you fellows!”

Footsteps could he heard on the lower
stairs as the combat lulled.

It was no wonder that the alarm had been
given,  considering the noice that had been
made in the pillow fight.

The Classicals crowded to at
oncee.

Most of the Moderns were gasping on the
floor. It was a victory, though not quite
complete.

“Spring for it!” rapped out Jimmy Silver.
“If we’re caught over on this side—"

He did not finish.

It was not necessary.

The Classicals did not need telling what
would happen if they were caught raiding the
Modern quarters at that hour. E

The raiders crowded ont of the dormitory,
and as the heavy footsteps came up the
stairs, and a light gleamed, they vanished
down the passage in the opposite direction,
fleeing for their own quarters.

“I can see you!” roared Knowles of the
Modern Sixth. “Come back, you young
villains! I can see you!”

Passing the dormitory door, Knowles
rushed after the fleeing raiders, lamp in
hand. -

From a dark corner a figure leaped out,
and a pillow smote Knowles,” and he went
over with a crash.

His electrie-lamp went flying, and smashed,
land] Knowles rolled ,on the floor with a
howl. g =

and gasping and

the door

A

Jimmy Silver raced after his comrades.

“Jimmy!” panted Lovell.

“Here I am!”

“You—you downed Knowles?”

“Did you want him to recognise us, fat-
head? Buck upl”

The Classicals sped on, and gained the
passage door. :

Jimmy Silver breathed more freely when
they were on the safe side, and the big door
was closed and locked. .

“ All serenei” he gasped.

Thump! Thump!

The next minute, Knowles was hammering
at the passage door. 3
.‘?ut there came no reply from the Classical
side.

Leaving Knowles to hammer at his own
sweet will, Jimmy Silver & Co. scuttled back
to their dormitory, and turned in hot haste.

In two minutes they were in bed, and had
all the appearance of enjoying innocent and
balmy slumber, ready for any inquiring per-
son who sheuld glance into the room.

his’ feet dazedly in the dim

O
dormitory.

There was wreck and confusion in the
quarters of the Modern Fourth, and dismal
howls and gasps came from all sides.

“They’re gone, begorra!” panted Doyle.

“And Knowles is after them!” said Cook
breathlessly.

“Turn in!” rapped out Tommy Dodd. “Get
the beds tidy—quick! Turn in! We've got
to be asleep when Knowles comes in!”

The Modern juniors set to work with
breathless haste. =

They had had the worst of the tussle
with the Classicals; but Tommy Dodd & Co.
always played the game.

They did not intend to let the bully of the
Sixth take a hand in the proceedings, if they
could help it.

. In wonderfully quick time the Modern
juniors were in bed and covered up, and try-
ing to look as if they hadn’t been disturbed.

“Why shouldn’t we tell Knowles?”
mumbled Leggett. “I think—”

“You tell Knowles, and we’ll flay you to-
mo'rrow !” snapped Tommy Dodd. “Shut
up ” 2

Leggett shut up.

The angry prefect was still hammering at
the communication door.

But he gave that up at last, and came
back, in a savage temper, to the Modern
Fourth dormitery.

He expected to find it in a state of uproar,
but when he strode in it was very quiet, and
there was a sound of deep, steady breathing,
artificially performed by Tommy Dodd & Co.

Knowles gritted his teeth.

“I know you're mnot asleep, you young
sweeps!” he growled. “Don’t try to take
me in! Dodd!”

Silence.

“Dodd!” shouted Knowles.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
The Discovary!

H crumbs!” gasped Tommy Dodd.
The Modern leader staggered to

T;(ommy Dodd yawned, and appeared to
wake.

“Hallo! What’s up?’ he murmured
drowsily.

“You know well enough who it is, Dodd.
It’s Knowles!”

“'Paint rising-bell!?” exclaimed Tommy
Dodd. “Anything up, Knowles? Fire?”

“You know it’s mot!” roared Knowles.
“The Classicals have been here! Don’t tell
me any lies! One of them bowled me over
in the passage.”

“@Great Scott!”

“Was it Silver, Dodd?®

“Eh?? g

“Who has been here?” =+

“You have, Knowles!” answered Tommy
innocently.

Knowles breathed hard through his nose.

“Will you tell me who has been here?” he
hissed.

“Sure you haven't been dreaming,
Knowles?” inquired Tommy Dodd. “What
makes you think anybody’s been here?”

“T’ll talk to you about this in the morning,
Dodd!” snarled Kunowles. And he stamped
out of the dormitory.

He was quite aware that he would not get
anything out of Tomimy Dodd, but he was
quite determined to visit econdign punish-
ment on the unknown assailant who had
pillowed him in the passage.

He realised that he had been wasting time
questioning the Modern juniors, and, having

SPLENDID TALE OF ROOKWOOD.
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wasted it, he hurried downstairs and strode
out into the quad, hurrying over to the
Classical side. <

. There came a sharp knock at the dodr of
Bulkeley’s study, and Knowles strode in.

Bulkeley was chatting with Neville of the
Sixth before turning in, and He looked sur-
prised at the sight of Knowles at that hour
in the evening. .

“Hallo, Knowles!” he exclaimed. “Any-
thing up?”

“Some of the jumiors on this side are up!”
snapped Knowles. “I want you to look into
i, Bulkeley.”

“What’s happened?”

“I fancy it was a pillow fight in the Fourth
Torm dormitory on my side. What the fags
call a raid.”

“They can’t get through now the. door's
kept locked in the passage,” said the cap-
tain of Rookwood.

Knowles gave an impatient grunt.

“They did get through! One of them

knocked me over in the passage with a
pillow!”
“Phew!”

“They had just got through the door, and
focked it again, when I reached it,” “added
Kuoowles. “They had
the key, of course. 1've
been knocked over by
some junior, The mat-
ter can’t rest at that.”

“Certainly not!"- said
Bulkeley. “Come wup
with me, Knowles, and
we'll see about it at
aneest :

~ Bulkeley led the way

up the big staircase at
once, and Knowles fol-
lowed at his heels.

They * went- to the
Classical Fourth dormi-
fory first.

The Rookwood eap-
tain opened the door
quietly, and turned on
the light of a flash-
lamp. 2

It showed a row of
white beds, with
Classical  juniors in
them, sleeping the sleep
of the just—or, at least
appearing to he doing
50.

“Looks all right
here,” said Bulkeley.

“Spoofing, of course!”
snapped Knowles.
“They're awake, right
enough!**

“They don’t look
awake, Let's try the
other dormitories.”

“Oh, all right!”

Knowles cast a last
suspicious look at the
Classical Fourth, and
then followed Bulkeley
out, and the door was

junior - on this side, one after another.
“I donw't want to!” said Knowles, with a

sour smile.. “Look at this!”
Knowles’ sharp, restless eyes had

what escaped the more unsuspicious Bulkeley.

Two 'of the forms stretched in the beds
were not quite convineing enouzh for
Knowles.

The two dummies under the bedclothes
were good enough to deceive a careless
glance, but Knowles' glance was not care-
less.

He jerked the coverlet off -one bed, and
then off another.

Bundles of clothing and holsters were re-
vealed.

Bulkeley started.

“My hat!” he exclaimed.

“I think that settles it!” sneered Knowles.
- Most of the Third were awake now, and the
captain of Rookwood glanced over their
faces.

“Two are out,” he said—*Silver Secundus
and De Vere, the new hoy."

Bulkeley’s face hecame very grave.

noted |

“You can leave this in- my hands, Knowles,”
he said, in a low voice. “I shall wait here
till they come back. As for the pillow busi.
ness, that can be investigated in the morning,
if you want to carry it farther.”

Knowles nodded, and quitted the dormi-
tory with a grin of satisfaction.

Bulkeley closed the door, lighted the gas,
and sat down on Algy Silver’s bed to wait.

He had not the slightest hope that. the faas
wq&e merely absent vpon some harmless fag
raid.

He knew it was worse than that.

He had to wait till they returned and make
them give an account of themselves.

It was a matter for the Head to deal with.
And Bulkeley, who felt the disgrace keenly.
had a heavy heart as he waited.

Most of the Third remained awake now,
waiting with breathless suspense.

Midnight sounded dully 1rom the clock-
tower, and still the absent fags had not re-
turned.

It was half-past twelve when a sound was
heard at the door. :

Bulkeley rose to his feet.

The door opened, and there was a gaspirg
exclamation.

closed.

Bulkeley led the way,
and opened the door of
the Shell dormitory.

He flashed the light -

A STARTLING DISCOVERY !—Knowles jerked the coverlet off one of the beds, and tha
dummies wera brought to light.
‘“ Silver Secundus and Ds Vera!”

of the Third.

Bulkeley stared at the beds.
Things were looking very black for the two young rascais
(See Chapter 5.)

““Two are out !’ he said.

in.

Knowles seowled into the room.

The Shell were all in their places, and
Adolphus Smythe woke up and blinked at
the prefects. s

“By gad!” he murmured.

. “All right, there!” said Bulkeley. with a
slight smile. “Are you sure, Knowles, that
it wasn’t some kid on your own side?”

“I tell you they ran away through the
passage door!”

“Well, we'll try the Third, if you like. It
may have been some fag.” °

“As likely as not!” grunted Knowles.

- They moved on to the Third Form
dormitory, and Bulkeley opened the door.

Knowles scanned the row of beds in the
light of Bulkeley’'s lamp.

Grant of the Third woke up, and blinked
at them, startled.

“Have you been out since bed-time?”
snapped Knowles.

“Eh? No! Why should I?”
with a stare.

“1 really think, Knowles, that you were
mistaken,” said Bulkeley, with visible signs
of impatience. “You can’t question every

NEXT
TUESDAY!

said Grant,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
In His True Colours.
HERE was a silence in the Third Form
dormitory.
The twe prefects and most of the
juniors were staring at the empty
beds.

Bulkeley was very grave. For, now that
his eyes were opened, he mncted that the
clothes of the two fags were missing, even to
their collars and ties.

They had not dressed themselves so fully
for a raid on the Modern quarters. 1t was
more serious than that, -

Knowles understood, too, and a sour smile
curled his lips.

“We seem to have stumbled on semethin’
we didn't expect!” he said, with a sneer.
“The fags on your side, Bulkeley, seem to
ha[\;(’e manners and customs of their own, by
gad!”

“Do you know where De Vere and Silver I1.
have gone, Grant?” asked Bulkeley, without
heeding the Modern preféct.

“N-n-no!” stammered Grant, looking scared.
“I—I didn’t know they were out, Bulkeley.”

Bulkeley’s face was very troubled,

“TROUBLE FOR THE CAPTAIN!"

A SPLENDID TALE

Algy Silver and Bertie de Vere, startled
and terrified, stood blinking in the unexpected
light.

“So you have come bhack!" said Bulkeley
grimly. *“I have been waiting for you!"

The wretched fags did not speak. They
could only stare at Bulkeley® with terrified
eyes.

“Go up to bed now,” said Bulkeley guietly.
“I will see you in. It is too late to take you
before the Head now. That will do in the
morning. Turn in!" .

In stony silence the two roysterers obeyed.

Bulkeley turned out the light and left the
dormitory.

There was a breathless questioning from the
Third, but the hapless fags answered not a
word. It was long before they slept.

When the dawn glimmered in at the dormi-
tory windows, and the rising-bell rang out
over Rookwood School, Algy Jilver turned
out with a haggard face. :

“We've got to go through it this mornin’
Bertie!” he whispered. .

De Vere did not answer, save by a savaza
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look, which startled Algy, and made him
draw back quickly.

After breakfast Bulkeley called to them,
and marched them into the Head's study.

He had already reported the facts to Dr.
Chisholm.

The Head of Rookwood received the two
culprits with a grim brow.

“Silver! De Vere!” he rumbled

“Yes, sir?” faltered Algy.

“You were out of school bounds last night
up to a late hour. You did not return till
long after midnight. Where had you gone?”

“We—we—we went out for—for a lark,
sir!” panted De Vere. “I—I'm sorry I went,
sir. I—I really didn’t understand at the
time what Algy was leaaing me into. He
said it was a lark, and I—I—I went!”

Algy Silver started as if he had trodden
upon an adder.

His eyes turned upon his chum in horrified
amazement and incredulity.-

“I think I understand,” saia the Head,
with a nod. “As a new boy here, De Vere,
I can see some excuse for you. Naturally,
you are not so much to blame as an older
boy, well aequainted with the school disci-
pline, who appears to have led you into
wickedness. It was Silver suggested this ex-
cursion, 1 presume?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Where did you go?”

“The—the Bird-in-Hand, sir!”

“Bless my soul ¥’

“I—I'd never heard of the place before,
sir!” whined the wretched fag. “I—I thought
it was some place of entertainment. I—I
know I did wrong, sir; but I thought it was a
—a lark! I—I wouldn't have gone if T'd
known what the place was like!”

“I hope not!” said the Head. “1 trust not!
Algernorn Silver, I am agpast—simply aghast
at your utter raseality! You deliberately led
a new boy in the school into this shameful
adventure, even deceivirg him as to the
nature of the place you were inducing him to
visit. Do-you deny it?

Algy’s face was white as chalk
- He did not speak. He could not.

Appearances were against him. even if he
had chosen to enter into u wrangle of re-
crimination with his false friend.

He stood dumb.

“De Vere, I accept your excuse. As you
are a new boy, under the influence of another
who knows better, I shall pardon you this
escapade. But take warning, sir. any-
fhmgz of the kind should recur——"

“I-—I--T never meant—-"

“T understand. You may go!”

De Vere left the study.

“As for you, Algernon Silver!” exclaimed
the Head, rising. and towering over the miser-
able fag. “I have a very great mind to expel
you from the school on the spot! But for
your extreme youth 1 should certainly do so.
As it is, sir, T shall give you so condign a
flogging that I trust it will be a permanent

warning to you. Bulkeiey, will you kindly
request the sergeant to step here?”

Algy Silver did not speak.

He was too overwhelmed with shame and
horror and dismay to be able to say a word
fm_'dhimself—not that there was much to be
said.

The flogging followed, and it was severe;
but poor Algy did not feel it so severely as he
felt the bitter blow of the betrayal of his
friendship.

When the infliction was over the wretched
fag crept from the study.

With a face like chalk he erept down the
passage and out into the fresh air of the
morning.

Jimmy Silver touched him lightly on the
shoulder, and Algy looked at him dumbly.

“I'm sorry, kid,” said Jimmy softly.

Algy did not speak.

“De Vere seems to have got off scot-free,”
said Jimmy, Iooking at him.

The fag’s lip curled bitterly.

Vet
Jimmy. I—I'm sorry, Jimmy.
I—I was a fool, old chap. :
put it all on me, after be’d been worrying
and chipping me for days to take him to that

I—I'm sorry.

place.” Algy’s voice broke. “I—I don’'t mind
the flogging—’'tisn’t that—but he—he—he
gave me away, and put it all on my
shoulders !”

He panted.

Jimmy understood—he understood what his
cousin was feeling at that moment.

“Poor old Algy!” said Jimmy softly. “ Poor
old chap! I understand!”

A sudden glitter shot into Algy’s eyes.

De Vere of the Third came up fte him, with
a somewhat uncertain expression on his face.

“1—1 say, Algy——"

Algy looked at him.

“I—1 suppose you've been through it?”

Algy nodded.

“No good hoth of us goin through it—
what? T say, old top—"

De Vere got no farther.

Algy’s fist, with all the force of his in-
dignation and scorn hehind it, was planted
fairly in his face.

It was a crashing blow.

The new fag went fairly flying, and he
crashed on his hack with a yell.

Algy stood looking down om nim, his fists
clenched, his eyes blazing. De Vere sat up
dazedly.

“You cur’” saiu Algy ~ You rotter! You
speak to me again, and I'll give you some
more !"

De Vere did not answer. He sat on the
ground, his eyes glittering, and . wiped his
mouth, fram which the blood was trickling.

Algy Silver turned his back on him. and
walked away with Jimmy Silver
THE END.
(Another splendid story of Rookwood next
Tuesday.)
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TALES TO TELL!
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PREPARED |

Papa’s face was grim, and-the hght
in his eyes was an angry one. His son
had committed some misdeed which it is
not necessary to treat of here.

‘“George,” said the father sternly, “go
into the next room and prepare yourself
for a good flogging.”

The boy departed, and when his father
had finished the letter he was writing and
sought out the offending youth, he was
surprised to observe the swollen appear-
ance of his offspring’s back.

“What does this mean?” he asked.
“ What 1s that on your back?”

George replied without hesitation,

“It’s a leather apron, folded three
times,” he said. “You told me to pre-
pare myself for a good flogging, and I
did the best I could.”

The hard, set features of the fathel 8
countenance relaxed, as did also the
muscles of the hand Whlch grasped the
stick,” and “for that once,” George was
sent on his way with a gentle
admonition.

Smome s

NICELY pOs!

“I want you to clean my shop-
window,” said Mr. Binks to Muggins,
the village champion window-eleaner.
“Do you think you can do it while I'm
away for an hour or so?”

“Oh, yes; glad to do it!” returned
\Iup;gms And while Mr. Binks was
out, he set to work with a will, and com-
pletod the job with a vengeance.

“Muggins,” said Mr. Binks, entering
the shop and gancmg al the cleaner’s
work with approval, you ve done the
job well. Why, there isn’t a speck or a
scratch to be seen on the whole pane!
Here’s your money, and an extra
shilling.”

“Tm glad you're satished with it
murmured Muggins, pocketing the
money somewhat nervously.

“Of course I am. Why, I can hardly
helieve there is any glass there at all, it
looks so clear!”

“Well, therc ain't,” said Muggins,
moving raprdly towards the door. *‘Me
and the ladder fell through the glass just
after we started!”

THINGS WILL OUT !

The “motor-bus was on the point of
starting, when a broken-down looking
individual, carrying a big, buleing sack,
managed ‘to scramble on. There was
room for one more passenger, ‘but the
conductor firmly insisted on the sack
being left downstairs. So the shabby
wdlvxdual went up aloft leaving his
Ingrage below.

“All fares, please!” crxed the con-
ductor “>Fre, my man, yours'll be tup-
pence,” he szid to the owner of the sack,
who tendered him a penny.

*“’Oo yer getting at, conduetor?”

“No one, my man; but your sack
takes u pas much room as a passenger,
so you must pay according.”

“Oh, golly!” eried the shabby one,
rising from his seat, and leaning over the
stairway. -“Hi, Sammy,” he ecried,
“look lively, and get out o' that sack,
and run be’ind the bus!” =

SPLENDID TALE OF ROOKWOOD.
By OWEN CONQUEST.




—Given Away FREE in Next Week’s Issue of the ** Magnet Library! 7

THE COMPANION PAPERS' GRAND
FREE QIFTS.

Commencing with Monday next, the Com-
panion Papers—which, as you know, are the
“Magnet,” the “Gem,” the “Boys’ Friend,”
and THE POPULAR-—are presenting their
readers with a series of really magnificent
gifts. The “Magnet” Library appearing on
Monday will contain TWO REAL PHOTOS of
famous footballers, and the names of the
most famous at this time are T. WILSON and
J. McCALL, the captains of the Cup Final
teams.

The “Boys® Friend ” will give away the first
of a series of fine FREE REAL PHOTOS ot
RISING BOXING STARS. Every hoy who
likes boxing—and what boy doésn't?—should
make a point of getting next Monday’s “ Boys’
Friend ” and its splendid photo.

On Tuesday the POPULAR appears with
vet another  magnificent, COLOURED
ENGINE PLATE, which you simply must
add to the number I have already prescnted
with this paper.

On Wednesday morning the “@em " Library
will appear with a grand FREE REAL
PHOTO of famous “FANNY ” WALDEN IN
ACTION ON THE FOOTBALL FIELD. This
popular player makes a splendid photo, and
the “Gem ” Library has secured one of the
best ever taken.

Now, my dear chums, you want to proceed
at once to your newsagent and tell him you
want copies of ALL the above mentioned
papers saved for you next week, or I am
afraid you will be deprived of your photos—
there is certain to be a rush for the papers.

Remember, too, that these papers contain
just the stories you want. The “Magnet ” is
the famous all-school story paper; the “Gem ”
contains a grand story of Tom Merry & Co.
and a fine serial; whilst the *Boys' Friend,”
amongst other attractive features, has a
splendid complete story of Jimmy Silver &
Co., of Rookwood.

And the price of the papers is remaining
just the same!

FOR NEXT TUESDAY.

We have another magnificent programme
for next Tuesday’s issue of the POPULAR.
There are four grand, long, complete school
stories, the first of which will be—

“ PETER THE PAINTER!"”
By Frank Richards.

Peter Todd earns that name, for he paints
Loder's study in no mean style. Loder, of
course, doesn't like it, and Peter reports for
a licking. Peter, however, goes prepared—-
and you will laugh until the tears run down
Your cheeks by the time you have finished
reading this extraordinary funny story.

The long complete story of Jimmy Silver
& Co. is entitled:

“ TROUBLE FOR THE CAPTAIN.”

By Cwen Conquest.

Iu this story, which relates to you how
Bulkeley is faced with trouble, Jimmy Silver
{\é Co. come out strong. You must not miss
it-

Then we come to the third complete school
story, which is entitled:

“AN IMPOSTOR AT CEDAR CREEK!”
By Martin Clifford.

This stery will deal with the further ad-
ventures of Frank Richards & Co. at the
School in ths Backwoods. I am sure you will
enjoy it, for Bob Lawless and Frank Richards
certainly had some very stirring times in
Canada.

The fourth complete school story
Jim’s, and is entitled:

% BAQGGY TRIMBLE'S GREAT
SCHEME! "

‘When Baggy Trimble gets an idea you may
be sure there is trouble—and fun! Certainly
NEXT
TUESDAY!

is of St.

YOUR EDITOR IS ALWAYS PLEASED TO
HEAR FROM HIS READERS. Address:
THE “POPULA
FARRINGDON STREET, LONDON, E.C. 4.

EDITOR,
R,” THE FLEETWAY HOUSE,

|

Baggy finds trouble again, and there is
naturally much amusement when his idea
turns out to he—but you must read the story
for yourself in next Tuesday’s POPULAR.

To make the POPULAR complete there will
be another four-page supplement of “Billy
Bunter’'s Weekly,” and a fine instalment of
Sidney Drew’s wonderful serial, “Gan Waga’s
Island.”- And, in the inside of the paper, you
will find  still another MAGNIFICENT
COLOURED ENGINE PLATE!'

The Companion Papers are going strong—
back them up by introducing them to all
your chums!

(o g ot oo B —E ST o o TS S P

READERS’ NOTICES.

W. Simpkins, 133, S8t. Philip’'s Street,
Queen’s Road Battersea, S.W.8, wishes to
correspond with readers anywhere.

Miss D. Fox, 6, Lower Chapman Street,
St. George’s, London, E.1, wishes to corre-
spond with readers anywhere, over seventeen
years.

Ian Campbell Abernethy, Traford Street,
Gore, Southland, New Zealand, wishes to
correspond with readers in South Africa, ages
14-16, especially those keen on foothall and
stamp-collecting.

Harold Morgan, Homestay, Newtown, North
Wales, wishes to eorrespond with readers
anywhere, ages 14-16, especially  those
interested in photography.

J. Clegg, 5, Back Brook Street, Todmorden,
Yorks, wishes to hear from readers interested
in his amateur magazine, the “Bluebird.”

Ronald Rawlinson, 62, Southan Street,
Westbourne Park, London, W. 10, would like
to correspond with readers in England, ages
19 about. He is keen on music, poetry,
bainting, and sports. Z

C. West, 8, Eldon Terrace, Windmill Hill.
Bedminster, Bristol, wishes to correspond
with readers in British Isles, ages 14-15.

B. Deshorough, 60, Mulliner Street,
Coventry, wishes to eorrespond with readers
15 years of age and up. Keen on cycling,
sketching, and clubs.

L. R. Travers, 11, Colville Road, Bays-
water, London, W. 11, wishes to correspoud
with readers, ages 14-16, not far from his
own district.

E. O'Sullivan, Tara, Australia Street,
Camperdown, Sydney, N.S.W., Australia,
wishes to correspond with readers interested
in stamp-collecting.

Benjamin 0. Salisbury, 44, Mount Durand,
St. Peter Port, Guernsey, Channel Islands,
wishes to correspond with readers living in
ﬁ\e Isle of Man or in the Scilly Isles, ages

-16.

John William Porter, 30, Boreham Street,
Cottesloe, Western Australia, wishes to hear
from readers who are foothall enthusiasts,
ages 14-16.

Phillip Redmond, 6, Oakdene Road, Antield,
Liverpool, wishes to hear from readers who
will contribute to and otherwise suppord his
new amateur magazine.

Miss Joan Dumaresq Eales, wishes to hear
from readers who are keen on the Nayy and
naval subjects. Address: Berry House,
Duckenfield, Morpeth, N.S.W. Australia.

Oswin  Ainley, 18, Springbank Road,
Jesmond, Newcastle-on-Tyne, wishes to heatr
from readers of the Companion Papers who
are inberested in stamps.

Frank Le Boutilliér, Bleury Street,
Montreal, Canada, wishes to hear from
readers willing to join the Beaver Corre-
spondence Club, which is in touch with lots
of Canadians.

Ronald Ibbotson, Abbey Farm, Dale Abhey,
near Ilkeston, wishes to correspond  with
readers interested in coujuring, poetry, aad
amateur theatricals.

Colin Fensham, 39632, P.0. Box, 89, Galahad,
Alberta, Canada, wishes to correspond with
readers in England.

Clarence R. Peele, 31, Albert Crescent, New
Westminster, B.C., Canada, wishes to corrs
spond with readers.

J. E. Aitken, 177, Rotherhithe New Road,
lotherhithe, S.E.16, wishes to hear from
London readers, ages 16-20.

Pour Editor,
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A SENSATIONAL TALE, TELLING HOW KERN GUNTEN TRIES TO GET EVEN H’ITH FRANK RICHARDS,

. //,,”// //.\\\\\ g

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bob’s Idea.

i HAT the dickens—" ejacu-

‘}‘/ lated Bob Lawless.

Frank Richards looked up,
colouring a little.

It was getting near time for after-
noon lessons at Cedar Creek School, and
Bob Lawless had come along the creek,
looking for his English cousin.

He found Frank Richards seated upon
a log under the trees, with a big exercise-
book open on his knees. There was a
pencil in his bhand, and a thoughtful
frown on his youthful brow.

The open page of the exercise-book was
covered with writing. Frank Richards
had been very busy when his chum came
along.

Bob looked at him, and at the do;ely
written sheet, in as*omshment

“What's the game?”’ he asked.

“Oh! Nnn-nothing e

“Miss Meadows given you a chapter
to write out, or something?”

“0Oh. no 1

“Then what the dickens are you serib-
bling at that rate for?” asked Bob, quite
« mystified. ““Why, there’s pages and
pages of it. 1’ve been hunting for you—
I couldn’t guess where you'd got to.
And here you've been scribbling all the
time. Anything wrong with your roof?”

Frank laughed, his cheeks very pink.

“ No, you duffer!”

“Then what does it mean?”’

“I—I've been writing.”

“Yes, I can see you've been writing—
by the yard! What for“'”

“Jt’s a—a—a—story.”

Bob Lawless jumped.

A :tory‘?” he shouted.

“Ye-e-es!”

“Great jumping Jerusalem! 1 never
knew you were a thumping author!”
yelled Rob Lawless. “Ha, ha, hat’

““Look here, Bob—-"

“T must tell the chaps this—Chunky,
and Dawson, and Lawrence—they’ll enjoy
it roared B

“Keep it dalk »” exclaimed Frank.
** ook here, Bob, I don’t want to be
cackled at. Why shouldn’ 't 1 scribble if
I like? Don’t be an ass!”
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Bob chuckled merrily.
“ All serene—I won't jaw!” he said.
‘“But it beats me! When did you begin

this game?”

“Well, I've alwayﬂ scribbled,” said
Frank rather shyly. “I used to do stuff
for the school magazine, when I was at
school in England. And—and TI've
written a lot of yarns, too—and chucked
them away when they were finished.
Sort of built that way, you know.”

“Mind it I read it?” asked Bob.

Frank hesitated.

“1 won't. cackle,”
“Honest Injun!”

*Oh, all right!”

Bob Lawless took the exercise-hook,
and sat downon the log beside his cousin.

Frank Richards stared at the shining
creek, his cheeks still red.

Like most youthful authors he was a
little self-conscious about his literary
attempts.

There was a slight rustle i in the thicket
behind the fallen log where the cousins
sat, but they did not observe it.

A sallow face, with narrow, cunning
eyes, looked out at the two cousins, from
the screen of foliage.

It _was the face of Kern Gunten, the
son of the Swiss store-keeper at Thomp
son, and the “black sheep” of the
lumber school.

He had retired to that secluded spot,
to practise with cards, to perfect him-
self in the card-sharping trick of dealing
from the bottom of the pack. That was
not an occupation he wished the other
fellows to see him engaged in.

The voices of the two cousins had
reached him, and his curiosity was
aroused.

grinned Bob.

EUHEHTHN TR T
OUR COMPANION PAPERS.

“THE BOYS' FRIEND ”

“THE MAGNET"
“THE POPULAR"
“THE GEM” Every Wednesday
“ CHUCKLES " Every Thursday
“ THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL”

! Published Yearly

T SRR I

Every
Monday
Every Monday
Every Tuesday

SHITRmninnG

U R

=

A Splendid Long Complete Tale, dealing
- with- the Schooldays in the Backwoods
of Canada of it =

After that glanee through the foliage,
he drew his head back out of sight, but
made no sound to reveal his presence.

The fact that Frank had asked Bob
Lawless to keep it dark was quite enough
to make the cad of Cedar-Creek deter-
mine to hear all that was said. Gunten
had no scruples on matters of that kind.

There was silence under the trees.

Bob Lawless had intended to read a
page or two, in rather a humorous mood,
but he found, somewhat to his surprise,
that Frank’s ‘““scribble” intérested him,
and he turned page after page.

The “yarn” Frank had written was a
description of some of his own ex-
periences; the voyage acrossthe Atlantie,
and up the St. Lawrence River, and
across Canada on the Canadian Pacific
Railway.

Young as he was, Frank had the
natural gift of seizing the salient points
of an experience, and throwing them into
3 nauatwe that carried the recader along
with 1

Bob did not cease reading till he came
to the last page Frank had written.
Then he gave a whistle.

“By gum, Frank!”

Frank Richards looked at him.

“Rotten?” he asked.

“No; ripping!” said Bob. * Blessed
if I ever thought you could scribble like
this! You’ll be a terrific author some
day, Franky !

i wonder" said Frank.

That was the boy’s secret ambition,
%hough he had confided it to no one so
ar

“Bet you!” said Bob.  “Why this is
tiptop! I couldn’t do it for any price.
I see you've got something about your

ughsh school farther back in the
book.”

“Yes. I can’t write except about
things I know,” said Frank with a smile.

‘“ Well; that’s a good idea. All authors
don’t stick to that,” said Bob sagely.
“Tt would. be better if they did, I guess.
Look here, Franky, I've got an idea.
Have you ever been in print?”

“Only in the school rag at home.”

“Why not have a shet for it?” asked
Bob. “I tell you this is O.K. I can't
write, but F ean read, and I know a
good thing when:I see il. There’s a
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‘-rht‘erary competition going on in the
‘ Iraser Advertiser,” and there’s a prize
of t-wventy dollars for the best short
story. The popper takes in the paper,
you know—it comes by the store waggon
—and I look at it sometimes. Look here,
Franky, you have a shot for that twenty
dollars.”

T'rank Richards shook his head.

“It wouldn’t do, Bob. Not
enough!”

“Rats !” said Bob promptly. “Ain’t
Ia judge? Look here, I tell you yould
very likely rope in the prize. " It won’t
hurt you to try, anyway. I'm jolly well
going to make you! Tl keep you at
it every day till you've done a yarn and
sent 1t along.” -

“I—1 say, if you really think—*

“1 guess 1 don’t think—TI know !” said
Bob. “You're going in for that prize,
and 1 reckon you’ll rope it in—just a
few! Hallo! There’s the blessed bell I

(lang, clang!

It was the bell from the log school-
house calling the Cedar Creek Loys and
girls to lessons again. = :

¥rank and Bob rose from the log and
walked away through the trees towards
the school.

As they disappeared, Kern Gunten
stepped out from the thickets.

The Swiss looked after the cousins
with a sneering smile.
= “How clever we are!” he murmured.

We can box, we can knock down a
fellow we don’t like "—Gunten rubbed
his nose—‘“and we can write stories!
How clever! And perhaps we shall win
the prize—perhaps! But we shall sec!”

And Gunten hurried on towards the
school.

good

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Rivals.
OB LAWLESS kept his word.
Having discovered the literary
gift of his English cousin, he was
determined to keep Frank up to
t}fm_ mark, and see him make something
of it.

He explained to Frank several times
that it would only cost a few cents to
send his manuscript into the paper at
Fraser City, and that if it came back,
“Declined with thanks!” it wouldn’t
hurt him,

While, if it was successful, twenty
dollars was & handsome sum of money
—four pounds in English money.

Four pounds was a consideration.

“T'll do it!” Frank said at last. “But
if I bag the prize, Bob, we'll go halves!
You'll have earned it as much as 1.”

Bob laughed. -

“All serene! I guess I shall deserve
a whack in it for making you work.
That's not an easy job.”

And Frank set to work.

tie read the *“Fraser Advertiser”
from cover to cover, as all literary aspi-
rants should do with the paper they hope
to write for. He looked out the terms
of the literary competition carefully.

The benignant editor of the * Adver-
tiser 7’ was desirous of encouraging local
talent.

Anyone resident -in British Columbia,
of any age up to twenty-one, was eligible
for the competition. =

The winning story bagged the prize;
others that were good were to have hon-
ourable mention.

Frank Richards hoped that he would
ot an  honourable mention, though,
when he said so to Bob, Bob asked how
he was to go halves in it.

At the ranch, except on holidays, there
was little time for scribbling. The
cousins had a long ride home every

NEXT
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evening, and then there was supper and |

a chat, and early bed.

Frank’s writing was mostly done at the
school, in the interval between morning
and afternoon lessons, and sometimes for
an hour or so when school was over,
before starting home.

He wrote, and re-wrote, and rere-
wrote.

He was determined that his story,
whether it won the prize or not, should
be the very best he could do.

Meanwhile, the matter was ‘“kept
dack.”

But it was destined to come out. One
morning, when the cousins arrived early
at the lumber school, they found Kern
Gunten in the school ground, with a
crowd of the fellows round him, and the
“Fraser Advertiser ”’ in his hand.

“I guess I'm going in for it,” said

Gunten, his eyes glimmering for a
moment at the cousins as they came up.
“Why not? . Ivery. galoot -has a
chance.” :

“You can't write!” -sniffed Eben
Hacke.

“T guess I can try.”

“Blessed if 1 don't, too!” exclaimed
Chunky Todgers.

“SBame here!” said Lawrence, laugh-
ing. - “Let’s all try! - The poor- old
editor will be sorry he spoke when he
gets the lot!”

Ha, ha, ha!

“Here, fair play!” exclaimed Gunten,
still looking at the cousins out of the
corners of his narrow eyes. “It’s my
idea, and I've told you fellows. 'Tain't
fair to go in and compete with me, you
know! You wouldn’t have known any-
thing about it if I hadn’t told you!™

“I don’t know about that,” said
Frank. “The competition’s open to
everybody. But, as a matter of fact, I
am entering myself, and I began my
story last week.”

Gunten sneered.

“You mean, you put it like that?” he
said. “You never heard of the thing
till this morning.”

TFrank’s eyes gleamed.

“I tell you 1 knew of it last week!"”
he said. ““Bob showed me the paper
at the ranch, and persuaded me to enter
for it.”

“I guess that’s so!” chimed in Bob
Lawless. %

“Oh, pile it on!” said Gunten con-
temptuounsly. “I've just let on about it,
and you're going to try to cut me out.
That’s your game!”

“Well, think what you like!
a suspicious beast, anyhow, Gunten,”
said Frank Richards tartly. “I'm send-
ing my story in for the competition, and
shall do my best to bag the prize. You
can go and eat coke!”

And then the bell rang for morning
lessons, effectually cutting short any
further argument on the subject.

You're

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Qunten’s Luck.
post - waggon,

1] ERE'S the
* Franky !”
It was Saturday afternoon.

Saturday was a free day,
and Frank Richards had spent most of it
in his room at the Lawless Ranch, with
per-and-ink and foolscap.

The story was finished, the foolscap
had come from the store, and all Frank
had to do was to make a “fair copy,”
wrap it up carefully, and despatch it by
Iéqst to the offices of the paper in Fraser

ity. =

As a rule, Frank and Beb helped in

the ranch work on Saturaeys; but that
morning Frank had been busy with his
pen. = «

By the time the post-waggon called
the parcel for the “I'raser Advertiser ”
was ready, tied up, and secaled and
addressed.

Frank came downstairs as Bob callcd,
with the parcel in his hand. ;

The post-waggon had stopped on the
trail outside. It was driven by Kern
Gunten. The storekeeper of Thompson
was also the postmaster, and on Satur-
days his son made the round of the
farms and ranches with the post-waggon.

“Tetters?” called out Gunten.

“Here you are!”

Among the letters was Frank's many-
script for Fraser. Gunten tossed it care-
lessly into the sack with the rest.

“Your stuff going in to-day, Gunten?”
asked Bob Lawless. .

“It's gone in,” said Gunten. “I sent
my yarn along on Thursday. I gness
shall get a polite ‘ No.” So-long!” - -

The Swiss cracked his whip and drove
away. : :

Crunten drove at a good pace, his next
destination being Simpson's Farm. The
waggon entered upon a stretch of trail
through the timber, and there, under the
overhanging trees, .Kern Gunten drew
his horse to a halt.

He stood up in the waggon, looking
about him with sharp, cautious eyes.

The spot was very solitary; there was
no sound or movement- in the timber,
save from a stray gopher in the under-
brush.

After a cautious survey, Gunten knelt
in the waggon, and opened the letter-
sack.

He dived his hand into it, and it came
out again, with Frank Richards’ neat
little parcel in it. - :

Again Gunten cast a quick, guilty
glance round him. -

Then, for nearly a quarter of an hour
he was busy. After that time he rose,
and looked, with a somewhat pale face,
round at the trees. But the trail through
the timber was as solitary as ever.

CGunten closed the post-sack, and re-
sumed his place at the reins, and drove
on at a rattling speed, to make up for
lost time. :

His face was still a little pale; but it
wore a malicious smile of satisfaction,
for all its pallor.

If Frank Richards had known of that
mysterious halt of the post-waggon in
the timber, it would have puzzled him,
but if he had seen all Gunten’s action,
he would certainly have given up his
last hope of “bagging " the twenty-dollar
prize from the “‘Fraser Advertiser.”

Bob Lawless scemed, really, a good
deal keener about the result than Frank
himself. He showed much more anxiety
to see the latest issue of the * Fraser
Advertiser.” That publication did not
reach the Thompson valley till the fol-
lowing Sunday, and the eager Bob had
to wait impatiently.

But on Sunday, when Billy Cook, the
foreman, went to Thompson, he brought
back the paper with him. .

Dinner was over at the ranch. Beau-
clerc had been there to dinner, and the
three chums were strolling by the ranch-
house when Billy Cook came home. They
bore down on him at once for the paper,
and it was duly sorted out, and handed
over. ;

The chums of Cedar Creek retired to a
quiet spot under the trees, to look at 1t.

“Shall I find it for you, Franky?”
asked Bob.

Soh vyl

Frank was lying in the grass, looking
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as indifferent as he could. Bob, with his
back against the tree-trunk, turned over
the ieaves of a paper. -

“Here we arc!” he said. “ ¢ Result of
the Literary Competition’! Oh, great
thunder and jumping snakes!”

Bob stared at the paper in blank
astonishment and dismay.

Beauclere gave Frank a rather quick
look.

“What is it, Bob?” he asked.

“The editor of this paper is a
dangerous maniac!” said Bob Lawless.

“Rats! Who got the prize?”’ asked
Frank.

“Gunten !’

“Wha-a-t 1”

“Gunten ! exclaimed Beauclerec.

“Carry me home to die!” ejaculated
Bob. ‘“Gunten—that fathead? Listen
to this! The editor’s potty, of course.”

“ “The prize of twenty dollars is
awarded to Master Kern Gunten, of
Thompson, for his excellent story,
“Running down a Rogue.” We compli-
ment Master Grunten, not only on the
Jiterary excellence of his story, but upon
his very clear caligraphy and the neat-
ness of his manuscript. The story will be
published next week.’”

“Oh, my hat!” said Beauclere.

“Fancy, Gunten!” said Frank, “I
shouldn’t have thought he could do it.
He must have done his manuscript jolly
carvefully. Miss Meadows has slanged
him for his bad writing.”

“Tt beats me !” said Bob.
you know—and Gunten!
slovenly guy at Cedar Creek!
me hollow 17

“ Neatness,
The most
It beats

“Any honourable mentions?” asked
Frank.

“VYes, about fifty.”

“Youll find Frank there, surely!”

said Beauclerc.

“T'll soon see.”

Bob scanned the page. But the name
of Frank Richards did not appear.

There  were ‘‘honourable mentions”
for over forty coinpetitors, but among
them Frank had no place.

Frank’'s face waz a little pink.-

He had not really hoped for much. He
was too modest to think that an editor
would regard his story as favourably as
the enthusiastic Bob did. But among so
many honourable mentions he had rather
expected to find a place.

“Rotten!” said Bob.
a silly ass, of course!”
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“A champion ass!” said Beauclerc.
“Better luck next time, Frank.”

Frank smiled rather constrainedly.

“The editor’s all right,” he said. “The
first rule of the game is not to swear at
the referee, and I don’t. I don’t think
there will be a next time.”

“Rats! Youll be scribbling again in
aB({)ay or two; you ean’t help it!” said

ob.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Dark Suspicions.

(0 ONGRATULATIONS, Gunten !”

Frank Richards spoke quite

heartily when he met the Swiss

at the lumber school on Monday.

He did not like Kern Gunten, and he
made no secret of it, but he was glad
of his success in the competition. e
would rather have won the prize himself,
of course, but he was ready to congratu-
late the winner quite sincerely. :

Gunten gave him a rather peculiar
grin.

“Ves, I guess I’ve been rather lucky,”
he said. “I never really thought I should
pull it off. You had no luck, Richards?”

“None !” said Frank ruefully.

“Hard cheese!” said Gunten. * 8till,
it’s something for the #rize to come to
Cedar Creek at all, isn’t it 7, There were
a lot trailing it from all parts.”

“Yes, it's one up for Cedar Creek,”
said Bob Lawless. ‘“Blessed if I don’t
read that story when it comes out.”

“Qh, it's hardly’ worth it,” said
Gunten. : .
“We shall read it, of course!™ said

Frank Richards. “We get the paper at
the ranch, anyhow, next Sunday.”

“Do you?” said Gunten.

“The popper takes it regularly,”

ob.
Gunten nodded, and they went into
school.

There were a good many congratula-
tions for Gunten at the log school. Most
of the fellows were surprised at Gunten’s
luck, for he was not a fellow one would
have suspected of literary gifts. But
they were glad Cedar Creek had scored.

Many of them were looking forward
with keen curiosity to see the paper when
the winning story appeared.

There were always two copies of
the “ Fraser Advertiser ” in the district,
one at the Lawless Ranch, and the other
at Gunten’s store in Thompson. Both,
of course, came through the post at
Gunten’s.

On the following Sunday morning,
when Billy Cook came back from Thomp-
son with letters, Frank and Bob ran him
down at once.

‘¢ Fraser Advertiser’—got it?” said
Bob.

The ranchman shook his head.

“IPain’t come.”

“But it always comes on a Saturday !”

“Tain’t come this {ime, I reckon.
Missed the post.”

“QOh, blow!”

“We'll ask Gunten to let us see his,”
said Frank.

And on Monday they did. Eben
Hacke and Dawson had already read the
story, it appeared, having visited- Gunten
on Sunday. But Gunten, somewhat {o
the surprise of the fellows, had not
brought the paper to school with him.
© “Well, bring it to-morrow !’ said Bob
Lawless. “Hang it all, we want to see
the work of the Cedar Creek author!”

“You're jolly flattering,” said Gunten,
with a smile. “But it can’t be done.
I've sent the paper to my uncle - in
Toronto.” o
. Frank Richards gave Gunten a quick
look. 3

said

‘AN IMPOSTOR AT CEDAR CREEK!™ * e

There will be Two Real Photos of Famous Footballers—

‘: S{ou”’ve got another copy?” he asked,

“You don’t want to keep a copy of
your first thing in print?”’ <

‘“Oh, my uncle will send it back some
time!” said Gunten carelessly. “ Any-
way, Pve got the prize, and that’s the
chief thing.”"

“ Got the cash?”’ asked Bob.

“Yes. Look!” Gunten held up a
twenty-dollar bill.

“Bravo V"’

Frank Richards was very thoughiful
as he trotted home with Bob that even-
ing. He asked Mr. Lawless whether the
“ Advertiser ” had come. It had not.

“We miss a copy sometimes,” said the
rancher, with a smile. * Accidents hap-
pen in the post in the backwoods, you
know. It doesn’t matter.”

“Then you won’t bother about it,
uncle?”

“Oh, no! It’s of no consequence.”

Frank Richards let it drop at that, but
he was still thoughtful. The next time
Billy Cook went to Thompson he took a
letter from Frank Richards to the post,
addressed to the “Advertiser ” office at
Fraser, with stamps enclosed for a copy
of the paper.

Bob regarded his cousin rather curi-
ously as Cook took the letter away.

“You're awfully keen about Gunten's
prize story,” he said.

“Well, 'm not satisfied,” said Frank
slowly. “¥You know Gunten—always
swanking and bragging about something.
Yet he doesn’t want the school to see
his prize story. He’s sent away the cnly
copy he had. Everybody expected him to
bring it to the school and show it round.”

“Dawson saw it at Gunten’s place.”

“Yes; and Dawson’s told me it’s a
yarn about the M.P.’s running down a
Mexican rustler.”

““Same idea as your yarn, then? Of
course, Gunten knew all about that
Mexican galoot,” said Bob. ‘Queer he
should have pitched on it for his yarn.”

“Very queer,” said Frank. “Very,
when you remember he won'’t let us see
his copy of the story, and that the copy
coming to us by post has been lost. And
the post passes through Gunten’s stove.”

“Frank V¥’

“The editor complimented the prize-
winner on his good writing and neatness.
We know Gunten is a scrawly writer, and
slovenly,” said Frank. “And my manu-
script was given to him in the post-
waggon, wasn’t it? He had it in his
hands that day for hours.”

“Frank !’ exclaimed Bob breathlessly.
“You don’t think——"

“No,” said Frank. I don’t; but I
don’t feel satisfied. It’s too odd, Gunten
sending his copy away -before we could
see it, and ourcopybeing lost in Gunten’s
post-office. I’'m not a conceited ass,
Bob, but Pve got more brains than that
fat-headed Swiss, and I swas surprised
when he bagged the prize. It’s a story
about the Mexican rustler. So was mine,
I’'m going to see that story in print!”

“By gum!” said Bob. “Well, we
shall see it when the * Advertiser ' comes
along—the one you have written for. It
will come Sunday with the regular
number.”

“That will settle it,” said Frank.

Both the cousins were looking for-
ward eagerly to Sunday now.

On Sunday morning Billy Cook came
along with letters and papers from the
post at Thompson. There was the cur-
rent number of the ‘“ Fraser Advertiscr,”
addressed to Mr. Lawless. But the back

mumber, which should have been ad-

dressed to Frank Richards, not
there !

STORY OF FRANK RICHARDS & GO«
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Tt had not arrived.

“ My word!” said Bob breathlessly,
looking at his chum with startled eyes.
“That back number’s got lost in the post,
like the other, Frank!”

“ And Gunten has the run of the post-
office at Thompson,” said Frank, with a
curl of the lip. “Now, Bob, how has
that paper disappeared?”

It does look fishy,” said Bob. *The
other papers have come along all right—
only the paper with the prizewinner in
it has disappeared—twice! It's too thick!
Blest if it doesn’t look as if Gunten
opened your manuscript and read it, and
thought it was good enough for a
winner and borrowed it. Why, the
galoot may never had written a story
himself at all; just bagged yours and sent
it in in his name !’ _

“We're going to know for certain,”
said Frank Richards grimly. “Not

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Frank richards Wins !
RANK Richards and Bob Lawless
F were a lhittle vestive during the
morning lessons at Cedar Creek
that day.

They were glad when the school was
dismissed by Miss Meadows.

As the Cedar Creek fellows crowded
out of the school-house, Bob Lawless
called out:

“ Meeting in the old corral! Roll up!”

“What’s up?” asked Kern Gunten.

“ Anything to eat?” inguired- Chunky
Todgers.

“1 guess you'll see when you get
there,” said Bob., “It's a jolly important
meeting. Come on, Cherub!”

In a state of surprise, the Cedar Creek
fellows gathered in the old corral.

Frank and Bob and Beauclerc came in
together. They kept their eyes on

Gunten, to make sure that he came.,

story, wrote a new letter to go with it,
in. your name instead of mine, and sent
in my manuscript as yours!”

Gunten staggered.

“Gammon!” said Eben Hacke.

“Oh, gum, what a yarn!” said Chunky
Todgers. “Don’t pile it on, Tranky!
Blessed if you oughtn’t to be a novelist "’

“ What does Gunten say?” said Frank
Richards calmly.

Gunten pulled himself together.

“It’s a lie!” he shouted.

“ All serene! We don't believe it.”
said Hacke. “It’s too thin. What on
carth are you spinning that yarn for,
Frank Richards?”

“It’s true?!” said Frank.

“It's a lie!” panted Gunten.

“Mr. Lawless copy of the ¢ Advertiser,’
containing that story, was lost in the
post,” said Frank. *The post is sorted
by Gunten at his father’s store. I wrote

ey,
—
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(See Chapter 3.)

LETTERS FOR THE POST !—The post-waggon stopped outside.
shouted to Frank Richards, who had just come out of the ranch-house with Lawiess.
Frank, and he handed up his manuscript to Qunten, who tossed it carelessly into the bag with the rest of the letters.

it was driven by Gunten.

“ Any letters ? *’ he
‘“ Yes, here’s one ! ”’ peplied

much good writing for another copy of
the ¢ Advertiser '—it has to come through
Gunten’s post-office, and Gunten sorts
the letters for his fathér. Where can we
get it, Bob? We can’t get to Fraser.”

Bob rubbed his nose thoughtfully.

“Nowhere nearer than Kamloops,” he
said.  ““That’s a long day’s ride there
and back. They have it in the library
there.” .

“Feel up to a day’s ride?”’ asked
Frank.

“You bet!”

“Then let's go!”

And ten minutes later, having obtained
Myr. Lawless’ permission, the cousins
started on their day’s ride for the town
on the distant railway line.

It was long past the usual bedtime
when the chums tired, and with tired
horses, arrived at the ranch again, and
they went directly to bed. But they
avere up at the usual hour in the morning,
to start for school.

NEXT
TUESDAY!

“Waal, what's it all about?” demanded
Eben Hacke. *

“Frank Richards has something to
say,” said Bob. ‘““Go it, Franky!”

Frank stepped on a log and addressed
the surprised meeting.

¢ Gentlemen of Cedar Creek——"

“Cut it short!” said Gunten.

“Cut the cackle and come to the
hosses,” suggested Tlben Hacke.

‘“ Gentlemen,” said Frank, unmoved.
“I’ve got something to tell you. You
are aware that I sent a story to the
¢ Fraser Advertiser ’ competition, It was
called ¢ On the Trail,” and was a descrip-
tion of the M.P.’s running down that
Mexican rustler. My story was handed
to Gunten for the post, when he collected
at the ranch.”

Gunten started violently.

“What are you driving at?’ he
exclaimed.
“Thist” said Frank, cool as ice.

“While my parcel was in your hands,

you opened it, wrote a new title on the

“AN IMPQST’GH AT GEDAR CREEK!" " ™enrie=i

specially for another copy, and that was
tost in the post, too.”

“By gum!” said Dawson.

“ Yesterday,” continued Frank. <[
rode down to Kamloops with Bob, and wa
borrowed the copy from the library.
I've got it here. The prize story is in
it—and that story is the one'I wrote, and
handed to Gunten in the post-
waggon. It went to the office in
Gunten’s name, and Gunten has received
the prize. He's going to hand that
prize to me, and own up before all the
school.”

“Prove it!” yelled Gunten.

“I'm going to prove it. Look at this
exercise-book, you fellows—there’s the
story, as I wrote it at first. I copied it
out later on foolscap. Bob saw me
writing this at the time, on and off, and
can witness. Compare it with the prize
story in the paper.”

The exercise-book, closely written, and

(Continued on puge 28.)
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LIKE A LAMB TO THE SLAUGHTER, THE GUILELESS GUSSY FALLS INTO THE DEEP

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Doing It Again!

€ OU'RE doing it again, Gussy,”
said Jack Blake, of Study
No. 6 on the Fourth Form

passage at St. Jim’s.

“Weally, Blake, T wish you would not
talk in widdles!” returned Arthur
Augustus crossiy.

“There's no riddle about that,” re-
marked Dighy. ‘“You understand, don’t
vou, Herries, old top?”

“T am quite shuah that Hewwies does
not, fer I myself cannot undahstand, an’
T must considah my intelligence gweatly
supewiah to that of Hewwies,” Gussy
said, with dignity.

“Rats to you!” growled Ierries. “I
<hould hope that I've more brains than
a giddy tailor’s dummy!”

“Meanin’ me, Hewwies?”
Arthur Augustus.

“How could he mean anybody else?”
snapped Blake.

Arthur Augustus, with his aristocratic
nose in the ait and his stateliest expres-
sion on tap, stalked out of the study.

What Blake had meant when he said
that Arthur Augustus was “doing it
again” was that the swell of the fourth
had taken offence nnnecessarily, and was
making a trouble out of a mere trifle.

D’Arcy was not by any means a bad-
tempered f.llow, and.most certainly he
was nob an ungenerous one. But he
was unduly sensitive. At timies he could
not stand criticism.  Perhaps he never
stood it really well; but there were times
when he could not stand it at all, when
the mere hint that he might just possibly
be wrong about something put his back
up. Though, in justice to the straight-
speaking capabilities of Study No. 6, it
is only fair to say that mere hints were
not much in its line. - Study No. 6 con-
sidered that to call a fellow a silly idiot
was quite a moderate way of telling him
that you did not wholly agree with him.

The present dispute had begun with a
comment passed by Blake on D’Arcy’s
batting. But by the time Arthur Augus-
tus stalked out with elevated nose all
four of the chums had forgotten how it
had begun.

Tee Porurar.—No. 171.

NEXT
TUESDAY}

demanded

““BAGGY TRIMBLE'S GREAT SCHEME!™

LAID PLOT OF SANDY FERDY, THE UNSCRUPULQUS CARD-SHARPER.
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“He'll come back at tea-time,” said

Herries.

“Not so sure,” replied Blake. s
generally takes him longer . than that
when he gets so badly on his ear.”

“Shall T go after the silly ass and

bring him round?” inquired Digby.
“Do as you like, But I'm hanged if
I would!” Blake answered.

And Digby did not go.

Gussy failed to join thc three at tea.
They did not know where he had tea.

The swell of the Fourth did not even
join his chums at prep. He did his work
in the Form-room, coming in to fetch his
books without deigning as much as a
glance at Herrics, the only one of the
three present at the moment. And in
the dormitory he pointedly avoided them.

It was the same at breakfast next
.morning. Gussy was sulking—no doubt
about that.

“TLeave him alone!” said Blake, when
Dighby again offered to approach him.

“Right-ho!” replied Robert Arthur
v. “But it really does seem awful
rot, Blake.”

It was awful rot, of course; and Digby
was right.

After morning classes Arthur Augustus
wandered towards the gates, looking
haughty and trying not to look unhappy.

Near the gates he met the postman.

“Registered letter for you, Master
D’Arcy,” said that official.

“Qh, good!” returned the Fourth-
Former.

But he cid not speak with any great
enthusiasm. A registered letter meant a
remittance. But what was the use of a
remittance to a fellow on bad terms
with his chums — anyway, when the
fellow in question was as thoroughly
generous as Arthur Augustus D’Arcy?

He signed the receipt slip and strolled
out of gates. “He was quite alone ‘when
he opened the letter.

It was from his brother, Lord Conway,
and it contained-four fivers.

The son and heir of the Earl of East-
wood had lately iaken to the Turf, and
shared with a pal a, small training stable.
One of hir horses had won unexpectedly,
it seemed—that is, umexpectedly to the
boekies and the public. . The stable had

33

A NEW LONG COMPLETE TALE OF
THE FAMOUS CHUMS OF ST. JIM'S.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

TINANNNANNS

BTACVaN

BYEVAVAVaSa e aVe eV

il @ VaVaVaValaave U in(

had faith in it, and Conway had backed
it at a long price. Qut of his winnings
he was tipping Gussy. No doubt Wally
would get a registered letter also, though
Gussy hoped that Conway would have
sense enough not to send fivers to a mere
fag. Arthur Augustus was not grudging,
but he had a strong sense of the necessity
for keeping mere fags in their places.

He wandered on towards Rylecombe.
The notes he had put into his wallet, bus
Conway’s letter was thrust into a trouser-
pocket, whence it presently fell unoch-
served. :

Unobserved by Gussy, that is. Some-
one had noticed it. .

A man of forty or so, well dressed and
not ill-looking, came along about the
length of a cricket pitch behind the
Fourth-Former, and saw the letter fall.
He picked it up. But he did not hurry
after Gussy or call to him. This stranger
might have the outward aspect of a
gentleman, but a gentleman he was not,
or he would not have shoved that letter
away after a hurried glance at the
address, and thereafter, retiring to the
shelter of the hedgerow at a point where
it was broken by a stile, have read it
through.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Gussy’s New Pal!
({3 HEM! Young sir—Mr. D’Arcy,

A I believe?”’

The voice came from just

behind Gussy.* He turned to

sce a man of forty or so, well dressed

and not ill-looking, holding out to him

the registered envelope which he had
dropped half a mile back.

“Hixcuse me—it was only the accident
of this letter’s falling face upwards that
gave me a clue to your name,” said the
stranger. ‘ As you dropped it no doubt
it is yours.”

“Yaas, it is mine, an’ I am vewy
much obliged to you,” replied Arthur
Augustus, holding out his hand.

“This is really a pleasant accident,”
the stranger said, handing over the
letter. “You must surely be the younger
brother of my friend Conway?”
(Continued on page 11.}

A GRAND LONG GCOMPLETE STORY OF
S§T. JIM'S.
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AN
YOUR EDITOR’S
DEN.

By BILLY BUNTER.

My Dear Readers,—It is the athlete—
the Brittish athlete—that keeps our foes
at bay! Some of you may say that it's
the Navy, but I must insist that it’s the
athlete.

If it wasn't for fine, strapping, ather-
letick fellows like me, where would
Brittan be? In the cart, of corse!

Since early childhoed, I have won
fame as an athlete, At the age of three,
I won the Throwing the Feeding-Bottle
Competition, with a throw of twenty
yards. The bottle went sailing through
a shop window, and my nurse. was
awfully waxy. =

In the same year, I won the Three-
Year-Old Steeplechase. I was also a dab
at diabolo, a game which is now egg-
stinct, but which was very popular in
my yung days.

On hoarse-back, I am a marvel. On
a bike, I can give a fellow a mile start
on a mile-and-a-half corse, and beat him
hollo. On foot, I can sprint like a hair.

From all of which, you will dedooce,
and rightly, that I am a Big Noise in the
atherletick world. They never menshun
this faet in the Greyfriars Herald,”
hekawse Wharton and the others are
horribly jellus of my sooperior abilites.

In my own paper, however, I am able
to draw attention to my, wunderful egg-
sploits, and to bask in the limelight of
fame.

I think you will all agree that this
speshul number is one of the best we
have ever had. It will rivvet your
interest’ from start to finnish, and you
will lay it aside with a pang of regrett,
and say, “Alas! We've got to wait a
hole week before anuther issew of
¢ Billy Bunter's Weekly ’ is published!”

Never mind, dear readers! Tempus
fewjitt, as they say in the klassicks!

I trust you are all hail and harty, and
in the best of health and spirrits, as it
leeyes me at prezzant.

Your sinseer pal,

YOUR EDITOR.

Supplement 1]

THE COMPLETE
SPORTSMAN !

By DICK PENFOLD.

Who ran the mile in record time?

And who can hep and skip and elimb?

Who wants his praises told in rhyme?
Why, Bunter!

Who once played football for his Form?

(They still discuss it in the dorm!)

Who found the pace a bit too warm?
Why, Bunter!

Who boxed with Lonzy in the gym,

And made a total wreek of him

By hitting out with power and vim?
Why, Bunter!

Who challenged Snoop at dominoes,
And punched his rival on the nose
For cheating, so the story goes?

‘Why, Bunter!

Who tried to worry Dicky Rake

To play a game of put-and-take,

Then found he'd made.a bad mistake?
Why, Bunter!

Who tried to swim the River Sark

One summer evening atter dark,

And bobbed about like Noah's Ark?
Why, Bunter!

Who fancies he can row a boat,

But only acts the silly goat?

Who fails to keep his craft afloat?
Why, Buater!

Who makes his school-mates roar and
laugh
And fire at him good-natured chaff?
Who says, * I'm simply IT—not half?"’
Why, Bunter!

PEEPS INTO THE FUTURE !
1By George Kerr.

i DICK REDFERN.

POPULAR
PERSONALITIES !

gl ———

No. 1.

G. A. GRUNDY
(St. Jim’s.)

I'm Grundy of the Shell, you know,
A sporting chap from top to toe;
I'm full of enterprise and go
From Monday until Sunday.
At all athleties I excel,
I play all games, and play them well ;
I'm known as Grundy of the Shell—
The one and oanly Grundy!

Yes, dear readers; that’s me! A sturdy,
well-built, athletic fellow—as fine a sports-
man as you could wish to meet in a day's
march.

You've heard of me, of course? What
reader of “Billy Bunter's Weekly ” hasn't?

I helieve I was horn with a cricket-bat in
my hand and a football in my lap. Anyway,
as & cricketer and footballer 1 have no equal
in the junior section at St. Jim’s. I’'m hot
stuff at boxing, too. Many a mighty gianb
has stopped one of my straight lefts and
gone down for the count.

And these are not my only qualifications.
I' can sprint like a hare, and I can swim
like & duck. As for rifle-shooting, I'm dead
on the bullseye every time.

At indoor games, too, I am a fair cough-
drop, as the saying goes.

Some of you may wonder why I am not
captain of the Shell. Well, T jolly well
ought to be. I'm a much better man than

Tom Merry, in every way. But there's
: alwa.ys' .2 certain  amount of personal
favouritism in these matters. I did put up

for election once, but somehow the electors
dida't cotton on to my eclaims. The blind
idiots, failing to recognise me as a born
leader, didn’t vote for me. Perhaps they will
come to their senses one of these days, and
insist upon me being skipper of the Form,

I've got a couple of staunch supporters, and
that's something. I refer to my two sﬁudyv
mates, George Wilkins and ,William Gunn.
Sometimes I have occasion to knock their
heads together, but they are fairly decent
fellows on the whole.

One of my pet grievances is that I'm not
on the staff of *‘ Billy Bunter's Weekly.” I've
got more journalism in my little finger than
Fatty Wynn and Baggy Trimble have got in
their united brains. I ought to be oue of
the sub-editors, and next time I see Billy
Bunter I shall speak to him very strongly
about it. A brilliant and brainy fellow Hke
me ought to have a hand in everything
that's going,

I'm Grundy of the Shell, you know
{Don’t say I haven't told you so!}
My fame will never cease to grow
From here to the Isle of Lundy.
A mighty man at sport and game,
A fellow of unbounded fame,
All honour to his noble name—
The glorious name of Grundy!
TrE Popurar.—No, 171,
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= IFE is full of shams and delusions.

Lots of the notions we fondly cherish

are all wrong.

For instance, it is a pretty general
idea that Scoteh people are mean. ots of
jokes have heen perpetrated about the poor
Scot. Comedians never tire of ragging him,
and the comic papers chip him no end. *“ As
mean as a Scotehman ” has become quite a
commeon expression.

And yeb, in actual reality, the Scotch are
no meaner than any other nation. T'll go
further, and declare that the inhabitants of
the Land o' Cakes are quite generous folk.

Another of our absurd notions is that the
lot of a football reieree is a most unhappy
one.

T have seen no end of newspaper cartoons,
depicting a referee heing chased off the field
Ly an infuriated mob, or heing heisted on
to .the ambulance.

These things may be very funny, and all
that; but they simply don’'t happen in real
life.

1 will tell you of a little experience I had
last Saturday.

There was a big ‘“local
Latcham, between Latcham
Lateliam Hornets,

Evidently the teams found it difficult to
get a referee. For they had to advertise for
one.

T saw the advertisement in the local paper,
and decided to offer my services—gratui-
tously, of coursc. :

I telephoned to the secretary of the
Wasps, and told him I was willing to referee
the match. And he fairly jumped at it.

Now, like everybody else, T was “under the
impression that a referee carried his life in
his hands—that he was the prey of hefty
hooligans and a crowd of missiles, and that
Le usually finishied up on a stretcher.

1 almost regretted my rash decision. But
the spirit of adventure had me in its grip, so
1 decided to go over to Latcham on Satur-
day afternoon and sell my life dearly.

And what happened?

1 will explain, for the benefit of those
cynics who pretend that the referee has a
rotten time.

In the first place, a special car was sent to
Rookwood to convey me to the ground.

On my arrival at the venue of the mateh, I
found that a large crowd of spectators had
already arrived. And they cheered me to the
echo.

“ Here comes the ref!”

“Looks a decent voung sport, doesn't he?”’

“Give him a cheer!”

“Hurrah!” .

T confess T was astonished. 1 had expeeted
to be grected with hoots of derision—and
lumps of mud. Instead of which, I was given
a warm welcome.

Had I been a member of the Royal family
gracing the mateh with his presence I could
not have received a heartier ovation.

“So far, so good!” I murmured. “But the
trouble will come later, I expect!”
The two teams tock the field.
mean to imply that they stole it.
sprinted on to it, ready for action.

I blew my whistle, and they lined up as
meekly as lambs.

The rival gkippers shook hands, the coin
was spun, and the game started.

After five minutes’ play I had occasion to
pull up the Wasps’ centre-forward for “off-
side.”

I expected a hostile demonstration. Instead
of which, the following remarks reached my
ears:

Tre Popprar.—DNo. 171,
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By
Val Mornington.
- (Fourth Form, Rockwood.)
¢ That’s a jolly good ref!”
“Knows his job, doesn’t he?”
“Yes, rather!”
Shortly afterwards, there occurred what a

newspaper reporter would describe as a
“regrettable incident.”
The Hornets’ right-back brought an

opponent down very badly. Then, when the
victim protested, he struck him.

I turned sharply to the offender.

“None of those tactics here!”
sternly. “Get off the field!”’

The man—he was a hefty giant who
towered head and‘shoulders above me—slunk
away to the dressing-room without a murmur.

1 expecteq that pandemonium would break
loose. But no!

“Well played, ref!”

“That's the stuff to give ‘em!”

Those were the shouts which greeted mie.
And I was more and more amazed.

I said

As soon as I sounded the whistie for half-
time, a trainer came on to the ground,
carrying some steaming coffee on a tray, also
a plate of buns.

Yo i, e

I turned to the offender. ‘‘None of
those tactics here,” | said sternly,
“Qet off the field 1”

q

“For you, sir!”’ he said, handing me the
tray. 2

It was a bitterly cold day, and I was but
sparsely clad. Therefore, the cofiee was most
welcome. I was rather peckish, too, but the
buns allayed the pangs of hunger.

The second half of the game proceeded as
smoothly as the first half had done.

On all sides T was complimented upen my
refereeing. And when at last the game
ended, in a draw of two goals each, I was
carried off the field in triumph, as if I were
a giddy match-winaer.

Nor was this alk

in the dressing-room, a first-class spread
had been prepared for me. And I enjoyed it
no end. ;

The car then took me back to Rookwood.
And as I lay back among the cushiops, I mur-
mured to myself:

“The mnext time gnybody tells me that
refereeing’s ne eatch, I'll jolly soen comvince
him to the contrary!”

THE END,’

MY GREATEST GAME!

By FATTY WYNRN.
(Sub~Editer.)

Figgins will tell you that I am the best
schoolboy goalkeeper in the South of
England. =

I don’t subscribé to that opinion myself.
I fancy that Figgy, being my chum and
study-mate, is somewhat biassed.

I will go this far, however, and say ibat
I am no duffer * between the sticks.”

I love goalkeeping, in spite of the faet that
the poor goalie often gets more kicks than
pence, and as often as not gets the blame if
his side is defeated.

Many and memorable are the matches I
have taken part in. But I think the most
thrilling was the 8t. Jim’s House match last
Wednesday.

Happily, I was at the top of my form. 1
couldn’t seém to do anything wrong.

For the first half-hour, the School House
forwards, led in dashing style by Tom Merry,
simply overwhelmed us. They could do
everything but score. They rained in shots
from all angles, and I bad the busiest time
of my life. A spectator afterwards told me
that I saved mo less than fourteen shots in
the space of five minutes. I can well believe
him. It seemed to be raining foothalls.

Once I made sure I was beaten, for Talbot
shot hard from six yards out. But by throw-
ing myself full-length I just managed {0 turn
the ball round the post.

Then Tom Merry sent in one of his * light«
ning expresses,” and I was rather lucky in
being able to tip the ball over the crosshar.

The School House had all the play. Our
fellows were penned in their own half, and
were defending the whole of the time. Yet
at half-time there was no score.

I came in for a round of applause at the
interval. I don't like a fuss as a rule; but ¥
somehow felt that I deserved a cheer on this
occasion.

Directly the game was resumed I was busy .
again—punching and kicking and diving and
leaping. Once, when I had grabbed the ball,
and was hugging it to my chest, a couple of
School House forwards tried to charge me
into the net. They might just as well have
tried to charge the walls of Jericho! I stcod
firm, and managed to get the ball away.

Shortly afterwards I wassinjured in a fierce
scramble for possession in the goalmouth. ¥
was obliged to retire for a few moments, and
while T was off the field the School House
scored. Jack Blake headed in from a corner,

I went back to guard the fort once more,
and for the rest of the game I wag kept on
the go. How I managed to keep the School
House forwards out I don’t know, for they
were as persistent as terriers. But manage
it I did. E

And then, in the last minute of the game,
came a great semsation.

Dick Redfern of the New House ran the
ball right through on his own, and wound up

~with a wonderful shet, which had the S¢heol

House goalie heaten all the way.

So the match ended in a draw ef one goal
sach. And T can honestly say that I have
never taken part in such a thrilling game.

[Supplement Il
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AJOR THRESHER, the retired Army
officer whose premises adjoin Grey-

M friars School, is
martinet,

mustard on sport.

The major's latest “stunt ¥ was to organise
a race, open to anybady in the Remove Form.
The winner was to be presented with a silver
cup.

The cup was exhibited in advance, and
everybody cast longing eyes at it.

. 1t was not until we lined up in the Close
in eur running shorts that we knew what
form the race was going to take. Then
Mr. Larry Lascelles, who was clerk of the
course, explained..

“Major Thresher is a rather eccentric
gentleman,” he said, “and he has arranged
a very peculiar race. For want of a better
term, we will call it an obstacle race.”

“0Oh, good!” murmured Bob Cherry. “That’s
just in my lime!”

“Now, I will tell you what you have got
to do,” said Mr. Lascelles. “Pay careful at-
tention to my instructions, so that there shall
be no hitch.”

The speaker paused. His eye lighted upon
Billy- Bunter, who had lined up with the
others.

“Why, Bunter,” exclaimed Mr. Lascelles, in
astonishment, “surely you do not intend to
eompete?”

a peppery old
but he’s as keen as

“Yes, rather, sir!” said the fat junior,
puffing out his chest. “What's more, I mean
to win!”

“Ha, ha, hal” g

“It's all very well for you fellows to
cackle!” said Bunter. “Yowll laugh on the
other side of your chivvies when I romp home
first, and eollar the silver cupl”

Mr. Lascelles amiled.

“Without wishing to dishearten you,
Bunter, I am afraid your chances of success
are decidedly feeble.”

“Qh, really, sir! I'm the best athlete in
the Remove, and everybody knows it, only
they won’t admit it!”

There was a fresh ripple of laughter.

Mr. Lascelles addressed the competitors.

“You will see that a ladder has been
placed in a horizontal position aecross the
school gateway,” he said. “The first thing
you have to do is to wriggle between the
rungs of that ladder. Then you are to clear
the fence om the opposite side of the road,
and run across the fields which lead to the
River Sark. You are to leap across the
river #

“Whew!”

Harry Wharton made that ejaculation.

Leaping from one bank of the river to the
otier was indeed a formidable task. At
the very narrowest part, it was just possible.
But only a skiiled long-jumper could- accom-
plish the feat. 2

“Having leapt the river,” said Mr. Lascelles,
“you will run on until you reach Steephill
Down. You wili climb the Down, and roll
down on the other side.”

“Roll?” echoed Nugent, wondering “if he
had heard aright.

Mr. Lascelles nodded.

“1t seems absurd,” he added:; “but, as 1
have already remarked, Major Thresher is
an eccentric gentleman. It is at the foot of
Steephill Down—on the far side, of course—
that the race will finish. Wingate of the
Sixth will be stationed there to check the
eompetitors as they come in.”

“Well, I'm jiggered!” gasped Johnny Bull.
“This is about the queerest event that any-
body could think of. Squeeze through a
ladder, clear a fence, jump the river, climb
the Down, and roll down jhe other side! It
—it seems crazy!*

“If it wasn't for the faet that there’s a

Supplement 111.]

silver cup waiting te be won,” said Wharton,
“I think I should back out!”

Further conversation was prevented by
Mr. Lascelles ordering the competitors to
stand by.

“Ready?” he inquired briefly.

*Yes, sir!”

“Very well. One—two—three—go!”

Instantly there was a stampede towards
the school gateway, across which lay the
ladder.

The majority of the fellows found it a
simple matter to drop on all fours and then
squeecze themselves between two of the rungs.

Billy Bunter, however, made the discovery
that rotundity is not always an advantage.

The fat jonior wriggled and squirmed;
but it would have been ecasier for a camel
to pass through the eye of a needle than
for Billy Bunter to have negotiated that
ladder!

There were yells of laughter from the on-
lookers as Billy Bunter twisted and turned
and struggled in a frantic attempt to squeeze
himself between two of the rungs

Mr. Lascelles came on the scene.
were twitching.

“1 think we will excuse you this first
obstacle, Bunter,” he said. “You will be
stranded here all the afternoon, otherwise.”

His lips

rolfed
amazing velocity and reached the foot
half a dozen yards in front of the
others,

“Thanks awfully, sir!” panted Bunter.

He rose to his feet, and stepped over the
ladder. Then he proceeded on his way.

By this time everybody - else had got
through the ladder, and the fellows were
tackling the fence on the opposite side of
the road. =

It was a difficult fence to elear, and
Wharton and Vernon-Smith were the only
two to manage it at the first attempt., The
others kept on trying, and several came
nasty croppers.

Billy Bunter cleared the fence by the simple
expedient of clambering over it. He could
not possibly have jumped it; and he didn’t
mean to try. He heaved himself over, and
dropped down onr the -other side. Then he
hurried away across the fields, his fat little
legs going like elockwork.

“Hi! Come back, porpoise!” bellowed Bol-
sover major. “You're not conforming to
the rules! You didn’t jump the fence!”

Bgt Billy Bunter, though he heard, paid no
heed. ’

Wharton and Verndn-Smith were the only
two fellows ahead of him. He was third!

Then came the river. ¢

Both Wharton and Vernon-Smith hesitated

' By MARK LINLEY.

(Remove Form, Greyfeiars,)

a long time on the bank, in order to locate
the narrowest part before trying to leap.

But Buater did not hesitate. Not he?!

The fat junior knew that he was physically
incapable of jumping across the river, And
50, instead of looking for the narrowest part,
he looked for the shallowest, with a view to
wading across!

Presently he came to a spot where he kpew
that the water was only four feet deép.

It didn’t matter about his running togs
being drenched, he reflected, when there was
a silver cup af stake.

Serewing up his courage, Billy Bunter took
the plunge. : =

The water came nearly up to his neck, and
the sensation was anything but pleasant. But
Bunter stuck it out.

Vernon-Smith called out to him.

“What sort of game do you think you're
playing, porpoise? We were told to jump the
river, not wade it}”

No reply.

Billy Bunter ploughed his way through
the cold water, snmorting like a grampus as
he went. -

He reached the opposite bank without mise
hap, and set off at his best speed in the
direction of Steephill Down, which was
nearly a mile distant.

The fat junior was feeling very fagged by
the time he reached the Down. He had 2
rest before he started to ascend it. . Then
he began to climb laboriously.

Halfway up he paused, and looked back
over his shoulder.

To his dismay, Wharton and Vernon-Smith
were climbing rapidly, not far below him,

Bunter struggled on desperately. His
sehoolfellows, being far better climbers,
swiftly gained upon him. All three reached
the top of the Down together.

And now for the last lap of this extra«
ordinary race. :

Wharton and Vernon-Smith and Billy
Bunter started to roll at the same moment.

At the fcot of the Down Wingate stood
waiting, notebook in hand.

When it came to rolling, Billy Bunter was
a better man than either Wharton or Vernop<
Smith. He fairly let himself go. He was
heavier, and it i5 a well-known fact thab 4
heavy person can roll down a slope at 2
greater speed than a light one.

Bunter fairly bounced down the hillside.
He traveiled with amazing velocity, and he
reached the foot of the Down half a dozen
yards in front of the others! =

Wingate, of eourse, was overcome. He
couldn’'t understand how Bunter, of ail
people,’ had managed to win the race. Bubt

]‘;\(harton and Vernon-Smith scon enlightened
im.

“You dide’'t keep to the rules, Bunter,”
said the captain of Greyiriars. “I expech
you’'ll be disqualified.” .

“0Oh, really, Wingate—"

“1 must say that Bunter put up a great
show, in spite of the fact that he broke the
rules,” said Wharton. “Personally, I think
he deserves the cup.”

“8ame here,” said Vernon-Smith, with a
grin. “He licked us hollow when it came
te the rolling bizney, anyway!”

The question as to whether Billy Bunter
should be disqualified was thrashed out ab
Greyfriars:. And it was eventually decided
to award the fat junior the race.

20 Major Thresher’s silver cup passed intg
Billy Bunter's possession.

1 fancy it's the first cup he's ever won.
And it's pretty safe to predict it will be the
Yast! =

(Net at all, Linley!
your hat!—Ed.)

Youre talking out of
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NEVER run on an empty stummack.

DON’T kompete in a race until you have
sattisfied yourself that the rest of
the kompetitors are krocked and
krippled.

TIE best stuff to" tranme on its stodgy
pastry.

ALWAYS start off a few seconds in
advance of the pistol. If you are
called baek, pretend not to hear.

IF any cart, waggon, car, or other

vehicle should overtake you on the

voad, don't be afraid to ask for a

lift. But make sure noboddy’s look-

ing first!

IF you feel a craving to sit down on the
banlkk and smoke, suck an assid
tablet.

NEVER wear a red vest when you are
running, or rood people will call you
a “scarlet runner !

IF vou feel thirsty, grip a cork in each
hand, and imagine there’s a bottle of
jinger-pop on the end of them!

HAVE a good meal before the race
starvts, but not while you are run-
ning, or you may be had up for
eggseeding the food limit!

DON'T stop every now and then to
admire the seenery, or you will be
among the “also rans.”

SHUT your eyes tightly as you run past
a resterong or cookshop.

I you feel faint, suck a brandy-ball.

AS you approach the tape at the end
of the race, keep stumbling and fall-
ing down, and then struggling on
again. It makes it look feerfully
-drammatick.

IF there is a silver cup to be won, don’t
kompete. If the prize is a tuck-
hamper, go all out!

ON being presented with the prize by
Sir  Thingummy Thingummybob,
make a neat little speech, like this:

“T thank you, sir, for this nice tucl,
A dew reward for all my pluck.

When next I vissit the school shop
Tll drink your health in jinger-pop.
With frenzied joy I leap and scamper
When I reseeve this ripping hamper.
I hope tp bag anuther one -
Before the term is out, old son!”

o ERERE

& R T B B R
DON'T MISS NEXT !
: WEEK'S -
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{USEFUL BOOKS!
FOR ATHLETES!

By Monty Lowther-
(Shell Form, St. Jim’s.)

B e e e e e e 2

“THE RUNNER!” ByTrotter Long.

e —

7,
D i i e, o

“LAST MAN HOME!” By Ivor
(ireevanse,

“WON BY A NECK!” By Justin
Tyme.

“THE FIRST HURDLE!” By Bob
Dover.

“SIMPLE JU-JITSU.” By the

Famous Japanese Kxpert, Taki Teezi.

“THE BOY WHO LOST EVERY
RACE!” By Adelene Day.

“THE SPORTING MASTER!” By

Carrie Onser.

SRIRST TO  BINISH

By Hymin
Luxway,

“ARE

Fermo.

YOl READYE By R

“SOLDIER
By Billie Cann.

AND SPORTSMAN!”

“THE RUGBY TACKLE!” By B.
Smart and C, Zimm.

“THE EKNOCK-OUT!” By Eliza
Beeton Mann, ;

“RUNNING TO WIN!” By the

Famous Indian Sportsman, Purhapps Ell
Luz.

“MY FIGHTING LIFE!”
Emmout.

By Knox

oo ¢¢*“¢0+¢+¢¢4¥

! RANDOM
RIDDLES!

— .

By Ralph Reckness

Cardew.
B o e ¢

t
t
+
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+
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G s o o

Why is Tom Merry like an undiscovered
oyster?

Because he’s never taken
_ Shell!

out of the

Why are the St. Jim’s feilows timid?

Because they can’t stand Cutts and
Knox !

Why is Monty ZLowther an .awful
slacker?

Because he's never ““down and out.”

Why is Hervies’ cornet like an untrained
runner?
Because it’s often “blown.”

Why is Mr. Ratcliff like a shorn lamb?
Because he “losds his wool.”

Why are Tom Merry's promises like bad
eggs? s

‘Because they are always *

‘carried out.”

BILLY BUNTER’S WEEKLY.

G - T

t 1 HAPPENED
! TO HEAR!

{ BAGGY TRIMEBLE

: (Subb-Editor.)

have a little - party in his study this
evening. No decent fellow will be a

B e e e o o S —
—
Conducted by
e e e T4

THAT Knox of the Sixth intends to
party to the party! There are bound to
be some ‘‘queer cards " there!

# & *
THAT Tom Merry didn’t eggsactly
look it when Railton gave him. a

hundred lines!

* & &

THAT Manners is taking his camera
with him te Wayland, in the hope of
getting some good views. Let’s hope
he'll “elick 77!

® ¥ %
THAT Towser the bulldog hasn'’t

been eggsactly popular since he tore
Gussy’s best bags to ribbons!

L #

THAT there’s going to be a half-
holliday next week, to sellybrate some
Annie Versary or other, Who was she,
anyway ?

%

¢ @ %

THAT Fatty Wynn has been pulled up
by the authorities for eggseeding the
feed limit!

L & 8

THAT Tom Merry duzzent intend to
give me a plaice in the junior kricket
eleven this coming seezon. his per-
sonal jellussy is enuff to take the hast
out of anybody !

® L )

THAT  George  Alfred Grundy,
although at the foot of the class, is “on
top of his form ” at boxing!

*

% % *

THAT there will be a midnight feest
in the Fourth Form dormitory to-morrow
night. Let’s hope I am in charge of the
catering arrangements! =

=
THAT Gussy’s noble pater sent him a

fiver yesterday. Dear old Gussy! I've
always loved him like a brother !

@ #®

* % t 2

THAT Ratiy got in a frightful stew
the other morning bekawse he couldn’t
find his cuff-link. 'We always thought
]t_hai{tnl}atty himself was “the missing
1nk 't S

% e «

THAT Taggles the porter, like all
clever steeplejacks, never ‘‘takes a
drop !

* & %

THAT thowsands of readers want me
to step inte Billy Bunter's shoes, and
become the editor of the ‘Weekly.”
(That's enuff, Trimble! Another cheek
utterance of this sort, and I shall sac
you from the staff —Ed.)
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Grand Football Cup Final Story in This Week's ‘* Magnet’’ !
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9 GUSSY RUNS WILD! ¢
(2 (Continued from page 12.) ?
Bl weceet-e-0<-8-00<0-0 K
“Yaas, deah old Conway is my
bwothah:”
*“ Allow me to introduce myself. I am

Major Browne-Wallig, late of the 101st
Wessex Regiment. Conway and I saw a
good deal of each other on the Western
Front, and only a week or so ago I had
the joy of remewing our friendship and
inspecting his very neat little training
stable at Duckborough.”

“Weally? I am charmed to meet you,
Major Bwowne-Wallis,” answered Gussy,
shaking hands

Few fellows were less suspicious than
Arthur  Augustus; and he never
dreamed that this smooth-spoken indivi-
dual had read the letter, or, indeed, that
he had even had the chance to do so.

“I am staying in this delightful village,
recuperating after something like a
nervous breakdown,” went on the major.

“I do twust that you are feelin’
bettah, majah,” returned Arthur Augus-
tus sympathetically.

“Yes, I think the balmy air, the
sylvan surroundings, are doing me good.
But I find time hang rather heavily on
my hands. There is in this otherwise
eminently charming village very little
congenial society for a man of my
tastes. I might go further, and say that
there is none. I wonder whether I could
prevail upon you to favour me with half
an hour or so of your company at my
diggings—cottage rooms, but comfort-
able?”

Arthur Augustus rather liked the way
the major talked. He was ready to make
friends with any pal of Conway’s. And
he was flattered by the invitation,

So he went. 5

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Sandy Ferdy’s Little Game!

HE major was careful not to rush
him. - The major had his own
ends to serve. If he had really
known Lord Conway, itis possible

ithat he might have known more about
the charvacteristics of the Hon. Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy, for Gussy’s elder
brother was often amused by Gussy, and
sometimes shared his amusement with
his friends.  But: the major—who had
actually dodged military service through-
.out the Great War, though many of his
calling had not done so, and some-of
them, in death or in life, had made
amends for their past—knew no more
about Lord Conway than he had
gathered from the letter he had read,
and a memory of the .peerage which
was sufficiently good to connect Conway
and Gussy with the Earl of Eastwood.

In short, the bogus major was a crook,
and a crook just then rather badly
wanted by Scotland Yard. Ferdinand
Brown awas his name—that is, the
earliest of his many names—and Sandy
Ferdy was his nickname. But now his
sandiness was concealed under a black
wig.

So the major went to work warily.
When Gussy refused a cigar he was
offered a cigareite; when he refused a
cigarette he was not pressed further to
smoke. And the drink he was offered
was lemon squash, which on a day quite
hot for the time of the year was
acceptable.

Sandy. Ferdy was playing Arthur
Angustus as an angler plays a big fish.

This fellow was in hiding at Rylcombe.

NEXT
TUESDAY!

“ BAGGY TRIMBLE’S GREAT SCHEME!" @

- §T. JIM’S. i

But he knew that a small village is very
far indeed from being an ideal hiding
place. In small villages people are alto-
gether too interested in any stranger.

Ferdy wanted to do a bunk, but lacked
the necessary cash. Ie had left town
in a hurry.

The Hon. Arthur Augustus  D’Arcy
possessed twenty pounds, and, not being
on the best terms with his chums, hardly
knew what to be doing with it. But if
Sandy Ferdy had his way, the Hon.
A. A. D’Arcy would not be bothered for
long with any trouble as to the best
way of spending those four fivers.

Gussy went back to the school barely
in time for dinner, with a conviction that
Major Browne-Wallis was one of the
best. Which was just the notion- that
Sandy Ferdy desired he should entertain.

And somehow Gussy’s new pal helped
Gussy no end to keep up resentment
against his old pals.

He felt that a fellow who.was accepted
practically as a man by a veteran of the
War, who should by rights have had the
V.C.,, and was aectually a D.S.0.—
imaginary D.S.0.’s are cheap—and the
owner of a Croix de Guerre—though

modesty prevented his displaying it, that

such a fellow had a right to bar being
treated as a mere kid by his chums.

“Gelting over it at all, Gustavus?”
asked Herries, as they went in to dinner,

“1 do not understand you in the vewy
least, Hewwies,” replied Arthur Augus-
tus frigidly. “What have 1 to get
ovah ?”

“Vour - sulks ™
briefly and plainly.

“Weally, anybody might fancy that I
was an uttah kid!” said Gussy.

“So you are sometimes,” answered the
uncompromising Herries.

At that Gussy regarded
through his monocle with
scorn, and Herries grinned.

But when the three saw Gussy in
Rylcombe that afternoon with Major
Browne-Wallis, none of them felt quite
like grinning. !

“That chap looks to me like a blessed
sharper !I” said Blake.

“Sure to be. What else would he hang
on to our silly ass for?” Herries
returned.

“Oh, I don’t know! He may only be
a harmless snob,” said Digby. * Lots
of chaps will hang on to any fellow with
any sort of a handle to his name. All
the same, I'm not nuts on the look of
this one.”

But they could noi decently follow
their chum, let alone spy upon him.
Gussy had tea with the bogus major,
and they grew very friendly, and in the
end Gussy only got back to St. Jim’s
just in time to avoid being locked out,
and he came back with temptation
assailing him.

The major had offered to teach Gussy
poker if he could come back later that
evening. Gussy, blushing, had had to
confess that prep, supper, and bed made
up his programme.

“Why, confound me, it’s absurd!”
said the major. ‘A fellow of seventeen
or eighteen is not a mere kid. I know
that in my time he was regarded as
such, but I’d a notien that views had
broadened since then.”

“No, majah, no,” Gussy replied: “lt
is just the same as evah. A fellow is
simplay tweated as a kid. It is very
gallin’, but one has to beah it.”

Arthur Augustus was flattered by the
insinuation that he was seventeen or
eighteen. But he was still more flattered
by Sandy Ferdy’s suggestion that he was
exactly the right type to play a first-
class game of poker. :

returned Herries,

Herries
immense

/
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““ What poker calls for,” said the major,
‘‘is a combination of gualities rare in one
man. You must be able to bluff and
stick to your bluff. That means cour-
age. It means that often you can win
with a bad hand. You must be able to
judge your cards. That means brains—
and you have brains, my friend. You
must be able to size up your opponent
or opponents. Brains there, too, but
something more than ordinary brains,
theability—shall I call it psychological ?—
yes, that is the word—to read character.
You have that, I believe, though until
I saw you in action I might not be sure
of it. But I think you have it.”

“1 have no doubt whatevah ‘that you
are wight, majah,” answered Gussy.
“But I cannot weally say that I know
the game.”

“I should have pleasure in teaching it
to you if you could look in during the
evening,” said Sandy Ferdy. * But
really, my dear fellow, poker here is an
utterly impossible game by daylight.
In the saloon of an ocean liner, now,
yes; but not among stuffed birds in
glass cases, and pictures that give one
toothache, and antimacassars, and all the
rest of my present surroundings. You
get me, I am sure? Why not take & run
out to-night? I am supe it will not be
the first time. Oh, don’t tell me ! I know
a sportsman when I see him—what?
You will find me here at any time up
to midnight. The Green Man does not
attract me—low, D’Arcy, my dear fellow
—low! 1 stay here and play patience—
in a deuble sense, D’Arcy—in a double
sense.”’

“] cannot pwomise you, majah. In
any case, I should feel that I was
infwingin’ the permissible limit if I

played pokah for weal stakes, for I am
shauh that my patahwould not appwove;
an’ Conway, though his wiews are
bwoadah——" .

“My dear fellow! I simply could not
think of it. You are older than your
age, but you are not yet twenty-one, and
I never play for money against anyone
who has not reached his legal majority.
But I should like dearly to teach you
the game. I have never yet met anyone
who struck me as quite so likely a pupil.”

“I cannot pwomise, majah, but—
but——"

“Say no more, dear boy. I quile
understand,” said Sandy Ferdy, with a
squeeze of Gussy’s shoulder.

Arthur Augustus felt that the major
would think him a funk if he did not
turn up that evening. I1f the major had
said so it would have upset everything.
But the major knew better than to say
s0.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Playing the Angora!

L3 E are not weally on speakin’
‘}‘/ terms, Blake,” said Arthur
Augustus, with immense

dignity. s

“Aren’t we?” returned Blake. “I
didn’t know, Gustavus. Come to think
of it, too, you must be wrong. -I’'m not
proud, and I don’t a bit mind being seen
speaking to you, so, even if you bar me,
we're more or less on speaking terms—
say about ‘sixty per cent—fifty for me,
and the other ten for you, through your
being too polile to be quite an oyster
when addressed.”

Dighy and Herries grinned. But Gussy
did not grin. He contemplated them
more in sorrow than in anger.

“Don’t be an ass, Gustavus!”? urged
Herries.

“1 uttahly wefuse not to be an ass,
3 Tue Porurar.—No. 171.
GRAND LONG COMPLETE STORY GOF
By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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Hewwies! That is to say, of course, T
am not in the vewy least an ass——""
“Oh, of course!” gibed Blake.
“But who is your new pal, old top
asked Digby.
“We were
growled Herries.
“ And Gussy’s pal is much more like a
fox,” commented Blake.
“He is a fwiend of Conway's, an’ I
think I cannot go so vewy far wong in
wegardin’ my bwothah’s fwiends as my

72

talking about asses,”

own,” said Arthur Augustus majesti-

cally. :
: - 5
“Oh! A pal of Conway's, is he?”

said Blake doubtfully. s

“1f that’s so ” began Herries.

“You have my word that it 1s so,
ann’ I do nol imagine you will sewiously
ask for more than that,” Arthur Augustus
broke in crossly.

“Well, if it comes to that, old chap,”
murmured  Herries.

in my wallet. I am not weckless about
money.”

“HWm! ¥ver heard Conway speak of
this chap?”’

“Yaas, I have. At least, I think I
have; I am not shuah, Conway met so
many people on the Western Front.
But, anyway, this gentleman has been
down to Duckhampton to see Conway's
horses.”

“Were they mentioned in the letter?”
asked Blake, :

““Weally, I cannot imagine what you
are dwivin’ at, Blake! Bai Jove, anyone
might fancy you thought my fwiend the
majah a sharpah! Let me tell you that
any insinuation of that sort will be
botly wesented at once!”

“Right-ho! Resent it as hotly as you
please!” answered Blake. “I'm not

saying that he is a wrong 'un, because
I'd rather know a bit more before I
said that.

But I’'m not satisfied that he’s

BLAKE & CO. TO THE RESCUE !—All of a sudden the lower sash of the
window of the ‘f Major’s *’ sitting-room shot up, and the faces of Jack
Blake & Co.showed. Qussy had his face to the window, so that he saw the

three before Sandy had any notion of the intrusion.

(See Chapter 5.)
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“How did you run against him
inquired Digby. .

“T had a lettah fwom Conway in my
pocket. He had sent me a wemiitance—
a weally top-hole wemittance. I dwopped
it, an’ Majah Bwowne-Wallis picked it
up, an’ handed it to me vewy politely.
Tle knew that I was Conway’s bwothah,
ap’ n’z’whuwally—well, you cau guess the

west.
Dlake looked at him keenly. Jack

Blake was Yorkshire, and Yorkshiremen |

are not too easily taken in.

“Was the remittance in the letter at
the time, Gustavus?” he asked.

‘“No. But what diffewence could that
ake, Blake? Weally, I would vewy
much pwefer not to discuss this mattah
with youn at all. T put the fouah fivahs
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the clean potato. I think you're playing
the Angora, old chap. What’s he want
makin’ up to you for except for what
he reckons to get out of you?”

“Bai Jove, Blake, you go beyond all
decent limits! I H

“EHight days old,” remarked Herries,
looking at Gussy in a way Gussy did not
favour.

“What
Hewwies?”

“Herries means your eyes may
opened to-morrow,”’
kindly.

Arthur Augustus looked from Dig to
Herries, from Herries to Blake.

“1 do not wegard people who in-
sinuate that T am a puppay as pals!” he
said loftily.

on earth do you mean,

be
explained Digby

There will be Two Real Photos of Famous Footballers =

And he stalked away.

“Anybody else but Gussy would have
thought that we were afraid the remit-
tance would drop into others’ pockets
without doing us any good,” said Digby.

“Anybody would be welcome to thirk
what they liked!” snapped Blake, ¢All
the same, I like Gussy the better for
being such a decent old ass that no rot
of that sort could enter his head. And I
do really think-that we ought to look
out that the ‘majah’ doesn't bag
Conway’s remittance. I can’t help be-
lieving that that is what the ‘ majah’ is
after.”

“I think so, too,” said Digby. ¢“All
the same, any fellow might like our
old ass Gussy for himself, I know 1
do.”

“He ain’t on speaking terms with
you, Dig,” growled Herries.

“What's that matter?”

And, on the whole, Blake and Herries
were disposed to agree thal it mattered
not at all. Many times before Arthur
Augustus had announced himself as not
on speaking terms with these thres
staunch pals. But that atiitude had
never lasted very long with him.

It was the day after Gussy had been
strongly tempted by the “majah.”  To
his credit be’ it recorded that he had
resisted temptation for one night—
whereat Sandy Ferdy, who had quite ¢
pected him to come along with his little
wallet, had sworn luridly, and had re-
gretted staying away from that low place
the Green Man. But since then Gussy
had seen the ‘“majah * again, and the*
poison was working in him. It was nob
the gambling fever—at least, it was not
exactly that. But Arthur Augustus did
feel that it would be a great pity if any-
one so naturally adapted to shine at
poker—the game which none but a man
of iron nerve and face of brass might
hope to learn properly—as he was should
not have the benefit of being taught
poker by Major Browne-Wallis.

He lay awake that night long after all
the rest of the fellows in the Fourth
Form dormitory of the School House
were asleep—or seemed to be.

Gussy could not sleep. He pictured his
pal the “majah ” waiting for him. Ie
was still angry and resentful against
Blake and Herries and Digby, who had
hinted things against the major’s honour.
If he broke bounds after lights out it
would not be the first time. He had
done that same thing before with them.
Why should he not do it without them?
Was he always to let Blake decide his
course of action for him, to be brow-
beaten by Herries, persuaded by Digby?

No! He would strike out a line of his
own!

They would call it playing the Angora,
no -doubt. Well, let them! What did
their opinion matter? What was the
opinion of three fellows who were agreed
that his cut—a real wristy stroke, if ever
there was one—was a mere chop, into
which was put much more of elbow and
shoulder than of wrists, worth?

Nothing, or perhaps a bit less! How
should they, who were such poor judges
of cricket, presume to judge men?

Gussy got up quietly, dressed himself,
and stole downstairs.

They would call this
Angora. Well, let them!
chums were they, anyhow! They had
not even learned how to be civil. They
treated him as though he were a mere
kid, whereas Major Browne-Wallis re-
garded him as guite a man of the world.

Playing the Angora, indeed!

GRAND LONG COMPLETE STORY OF
JIM’S. i By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

playing the
What sort of
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
True Pals, After Ali!

OMEHOW or other those four fivers
had been enticed out of the wallet
of Arthur Augustus. Somehow or
other he was playing poker for

high stakes, and feeling that his nerve
was not as entirely of iron or his face as
entirely of brass as he had imagined.
Somehow or other the ‘“majah 7 was
winning, and taking his winnings,
though at first it had been understood
that the game was for love.

Arthur Augustus was anything but
greedy. He really cared less for money
—apart from what it would buy—than
most fellows. But, after all, what money
will buy is important. And Gussy
thought of faney waistcoats and ties and
study feeds; of little things that he had
wanted to give his chums—if only they
had been his chums still—and little things
he wanted to buy for himself; of the
picture-palace at Wayland, and the tuck-
shop of Dame Taggles; and began to
wonder whether one might not pay too
dearly for learning to be a poker expert.

Then on a sudden the lower sash of the
window of the ““majah’s * sitting-room
shot up, and the face of Blake showed,
and behind Blake’s face were dimly to
be seen the countenances of Herries and
Dighby.

Arthus Augustus had his face to the
window, so that he saw the three before
Sandy Ferdy had any notion of their
intrusion. For the sash had gone up
very quietly indeed,

“Bai Jove! Oh, weally, Blake!”

. “Come out of it, and jolly quick about
it!” gnorted Blake, entering the room
by way of the window. “I’m not going
to tell you that you’ve been missed from
the dorm yet by anyone who matters,
because that wouldn’t be a fact. But
you may be missed any minute, and if
you are we shall be, too. We're all in
it—eh, Herries? Eh, Dig?”’

“We're all in it,” growled Herries.

Oh, rather!” agreed Digby.

. Blake and Herries seemed stern and
ill-tempered, but Dig grinned cheerily.
It was to Dig that D’Arcy turned. But
it was upon Blake and Herries that the
“majah * swooped.

“What does this intrusion mean?” he
demanded.

Blake bluffed like an old poker player.
He was not by any means sure that the
supposed major was an actual wrong “un.
But he believed him so, and he acted
on his belief.

“You'll jolly well see when the in-
spector and] the two bobbies from Way-
land turn up!” he answered, looking the
fellow straight in the face. “I don't
care a scrap what happens to you; but
we're not going to have our pal Gussy
dragged into it, you bet 1’

A really first-class poker player would
have done better than Sandy Ferdy did
then. The rascal had a yellow streak in
him.

“Police?”” he burbled. *Where are
they? I mean—— Confound it all, boy,
how dare you talk to me in this way!
How dare you—all three of you—presume
to enter my room uninvited by the way
of the window? How dare you, I ask?”

Herries was always better at action
than words. Herrfes was not, on the
whole, the most ohservant of fellows;
but he noticed something just then. The
‘zlossy black wig of the pretended major
had got slightly awry, and above his
fight ear Herries saw close-cropped sandy
hair.

People without any criminal leanings
do wear wigs. A wig in itself proves
nothing. ut when Herries snatched
that black wig from the sandy poll of
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Ferdinand Brown it was to Arthur
Augustus as though everything had been
? proven.

The face of the sharper helped to con-
vince Gussy. For at the moment when
Herries snatched off the wig there came
a loud rat-tat-tat at the door, and Sandy
Ferdy’s face was suddenly full of fear.

“The  police!”  gasped  Arthur
Augustus. “J—— Oh, what shall we
do, Blake? Upon my honah, if you

fellows are caught heah thwough me I
Ishall| ’nevah forgive myself as long as I
ive !’

That was the old Gussy—generous, the
best of pals; not the young wild ass who
had been going it blind with this sharper.

“Shin  out—and shin out quick!”
answered Blake. *“You go first! No,
dor’t stop to argue! You next, Dig!
No, you don’t, you rotter! That’s our
way out, not yours! And remember this,
it won't do you any good to split on us,
You see that, don’t you?”’ :

The four fivers were still on the table.
Blaks grabbed at them, and there came
again that loud rat-tat-tat at the door.

whined Sandy Ferdy.
get me it will be useful.
one!
split 1 .

“Oh, hang your beastly promises!”
rapped out Blake.

But he thrust one of the fivers into
the hand of the defeated rascal and fol-
lowed Herries out of the window, which
he promptly slammed down.

“My hat, you were right, Blake!”
gasped Dig. “TIt is the police, and
they’re after that bounder! We'll have
to hide till they’ve taken him off. I say,
they can’t do anything to us even if
they do find out we're here, can they?”

“Only march us off to the Head,”
answered Blake grimly.

Arthur Augustus shivered.

“If that happens I shall feel it my
bounden dutay to explain that you were
not in the vewy least in fault,” he said.

“Rats!” answered Blake.

From their cover they saw Sandy
Ferdy being led away. Somehow he had
been tracked, and the Wayland police
had been called upon to make the arrest,
which could not be left to the bungling
methods of P.-c. Crump. But Ferdy had
not given them away. He stood to gain
nothing by that, or he might have done.

They were gone. Arthur Augustus
spoke,

“You fellows are twue pals, aftah all I
he said. “I wegwet exceedingly that T
should have doubted you.”

“You’ve only lost five, you chump!”
said Blake, “Here are three of the
fivers. I say, Herries, Dig, well have
a jolly good blow-out to-morrow,
whether Gustavus likes it or not—what?”

And they did, but it was not againsi
the wish of Arthur Augustus.

THE END. :
(Another fine mew complete story of
the chums of St. Jim’s next Tuesday.)

“Even if the cops
And Pve earned
Just one, and I’ll promise not to

“One of them, dear boy—just one!” ]

THE ENGLISH LOCO-
MOTIVES THAT THE
FOREIGNER SEES!

By a RAILWAY EXPERT.

HE S.E. & C. Railway is probably the
best known in the world. Passengers
to and from the Continent, via Calais,
Ostend, Boulogne, and Flushing all

travel over it; whilst the crowds that visit
Margate, Ramsgate, and other popular coast
resorts also make use of the 8.E. & C. line.

It will, therefore, be seen that this railway
has vast and important passenger traffic for
which te cater. Continental passengers
making long journeys do not want to dawdle,
nor, for that matter, do visitors to popular
coast towns, and the S.E. & C. Railway secs
that they are provided with swift $rains.

To run te times these heavy and fast boat-
trains, and the fine expresses to Margate,
Folkestone, Hastings, etc., large, powerful
locomotives are necessary. A great point
about the 8.E. & C.R. trains is their punctu-
ality. They do not average a minute late upon
arrival at destination. This is wonderful, in
any case, but considering the density of the
traffic on the S.E. & C. line it is marvellous.

The railway is fortupate in that it has
two routes to practically all the places it
serves, a result of the imsane competition—
prior to the present combined management—
between the S.E.R. and the L.C. & D.R. The
route of the latter is tortuous and steep, as
2 result of the scarcity of the cash necessary
, to build a first-class railway.

The old line of the S.E. Railway are fairly
level and straight, but competition cansed it
to build a cut-off, through Sevenoaks to the
ald main line at Tonbridge, and this cut-off
has bad gradients. The engine illustrated
by the colour plate presented with this issue
is quite the latest S.E. & C.R. express
locomotives.

No. 179 is a superheater, and has 4-coupled
driving-wheels 6ft. ¢in. diameter,  with
eylinders 19in. diameter by 26in. stroke, The
steam pressure is 180lb per square inch, and
the heating surface 1,277 square feet, with
24 square feet grate area. The weight in
working order of No. 179 is 52 tons, and her
tender, with 4 tons of coal and 8,450 gallons
of water, weighs 39 tons. The engine and
tender thus turn the scale at 911 tons.

It was hoped the sombre grey livery of
this engine was but a war-time economy, but
there does not appear to be a disposition on
the part of the company to return to the
fine green paint with bright brass mounts
that gave the S.E. & C.R. engines such a
smart appearance before the war, and made-
them so popular with intellicent foreigners
arriving at Dover and Folkestone.

By the way, before the war, the S.E & C.R.,
alone of all British railways, had extended
to engine buying the “made-in-Germany ”
practice, and had ten locomotives built for
it in Berlin. These were received just before
the Hun commenced the World War. Luckily,
although the cheque for £40,000 odd in pay-
ment of these German engines had been
drawn, it had not been despatched prior to
August 4th, 1914, so the German builders did
not receive it till aftér peace had been
signed—five years later. *
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A Magnificent Long
Complete Story of Harry
Wharton & Go., The
Chums of Greyfriars, and
Herbert Vernon - Smith.

By FRANK RICEARDS,

(Author of the Famous Greyfriars Tales appzaring in the “ Magnet >’ Library.)

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Shoulder to Shoulder!

44 ERE we are!”
Harry Wharton, who had been
captain of the Remove Iorm at

Greyfriars until he had been ex-
pelled from the school, uttered those three
words in a low tone. Other shadowy forms
stoed outside the old tower at Greyfriars—
Johnny Bull and Frank Nugent, who had
also heen expelled.

‘ﬂ arry' Wharton tapped upon the door.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Buzz off! That
door’s not going to be opened!” came in
a cheery tone from within the tower,

“1I'm Wharton!” .

“Oh, my hat! Inky, open the giddy door!”

A moment later the door ¢f the tower was
flung open,” and the three juniors hurried
within. Then the door was carefully locked
and barred again, and Bob Ctercy fuced his
returned chums with his usual cheery smile
upon his lips.

“'Well?” he said.

“Well?” said Wharbon,
Johnny Bull, in unison.

“ Give us your mits!” chuckied Bobh Cherry.
And he and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
ciagsped the hands "of their chums for a
moment in silence. “Back again, then, and
meaning to stick here?”

Nugent, and

“What-ho!” said Harry Wharton. “But
—but you might explain, Bob!”
“I was sacked. After you'd gone I

tumbled right into Vernon-Smith’s plot just
23 you and the others had doue,” explained
Bob quickly. “I thrashed him when he was
malingering—supposedly ili after your atiack
upon him in the lane, Harry—-"

“But 1 didn’t attack him,” said Wharton
warmly.

“No, but he said you did, and you were
sacked for it,” said Bob cheerfully, “I re-
fused to go, and Inky, like the trump he is.
backed me up. So I barred out the whole
giddy school, wrote to you chdps to return,
and here we are!” B

“Yes, here we are—except Mark Linley,”
said Harry Wharton quietly.

“Marky was one of the first. to go. We'll
have him back. That will be part of our
peace terms,” said Bob Cherry. “Poor old
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NEXT
TUESDAY!

jmiaing

Marky! The Bounder did him as he did all
of us—except Inky, whom he would have
tackled after I'd gone.”

“The tacklefulness would have been
terrific, my worthy chum,” said Tlurree
Singh, in his weird and wonderful English.
“1 should have caught it bootfully!”

“ Anyhow, we're stopping here, and I, for
one, am tired,” said Harry Wharton. “Bob,
we're not going to say what we think of
you—"

“Time to turn in, you chaps!” said Bob
hastily. “Ahem! There's a surprise in store
for some people to-morrow merning!”

There certainly was!

Morning dawned wupon Greyfriars—the
second day of the siege of the old tower.
Bob Cherry's barring-out was still “going

strong.” Before the rising-bell clanged out
over the school, many of the Greyfriars

fellows were down, and crowding round the
old tower to see whether the garrison was
still holding out. Coker and Potter and
(ireene, of the Fifth, were the first to arrive,
and they almost fell over as they saw Harry
Wharton looking at them from the window.

“Wharton!” yelled Coker.

Wharton nodded calmly.

“But—but we drummed you out of Grey-
friars!” gasped Potter.

“I've drummed myself back, you see!”

“You don’t mean to say you've come to
stop?”

“Yes; yowtl find I'm a sticker.”

“My hat!”

The news of the return of Harry Wharton
& Co. soon spread. But the crowd that
gathered to stare at them seemed friendly
enough, in spite of the circumstances under
which Harry Wharton had quitted Grey-
friars. He had been drummed out of the
school by the indignant fellows, in the belief
that he had made a dastardly attack upon
Vernon-Smith, and left him insensible in the
lane. But somehow, now, a doubt was
creeping into the minds of the Greyfriars
fetlows. The reburn of the old captain of the
Remove did not seem like the action of a
fellow who was guilty. And distrust of the
Bounder was deepening. 1f only one or two
of the Famous Five had been disgraced, it
would have been different; but even the
dullest fellow remarked that it was curious
that circumstances had so shaped themselves

as to rid Vernon-Smith of all his rivals in the
Remove. And the juniors could not avoid
the suspicion that Vernon-Smith had lent a
helping hand to circumstances.

Without any tangible evidence to go upon,
the fellows were arriving at a conclusion not
far from the truth. Bob Cherry's barric
out had had an effect that Bob had nev
dreamed of himself. It was so evidently the
act of a fellow who was wrongfully accused
and driven to his last defence, that doubts
were creeping into the mind of the Head
himself.

Vernon-Smith could see the way the wind
was veering, and he ground his teeth at the
thought of it. - He had succeeded completely
in his plans. The last of the famous Co. had
been “sacked,” and the Bounder was trium-
phant; but in the very hour of his triumph
this had come. How was it to end, was ti
question the Bounder asked himself uneasily.
With Harry Wharton & Co. united, and on
the spot, it was only too possible that some-
thing might come to light that would shed
an unexpected ray upon the facts. <

Vernon-Smith was one of the fellows who
came to look at the barred citadel, ani
Harry Wharton's eyes gleamed as lie cauglit
sight of the Bounder, with the old sneerinz
smile upon his thin lips.

“So youre ‘here again!” the
exclaimed, as he saw Wharton
window. - I

“Looks like ib, doesn't it?" said Wharton.

“So one kicking ont wasn't enough for you.
You want another,” said Vernon-Smith.

“You may get the next kicking-out,” said
Wharton quietly. “I suppose you feel very
saf'e now, Smithy; but I think your number’s
up!” 5

The Bounder forced a scornfal laugh.

“1 believe the truth of what happened be-
tween you and me will be told,” said
‘Wharton, and all the fellows outside the
tower listened keenly. “My uncle is helping
me to get the matter investigated, We've
talked it over heaps of times, and when we
were talking it over, 1 remembered that
South American chap who came to see you
here. And I believe that it was he who
bludgeoned you in the lane that might, and
yvou let him escape punishment to fix it on

Bounder
at the

“What rot!” said the Bounder.

A GRAND STORY OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.

“PETER THE PAINTER!" py

By FRANK RICHARDS. i H
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“Well, you lied. in any case!™

“Blessed if ’m not beginning to think se
intoirely!” said Micky Desmond.

Vernon-Smith strode away, with a dark
brow. The South American, the man who
had bludgeoned him in the lane, and whose
deed he had laid at Wharton’s door, had
fled; and surely he would never be seen in
thet district again after what he had done.
He would not know that the Bounder had
concealed his guilt, and 80 he would place as
great a distance between himself and Grey-
friars as possible. Indeed, it was probable
that he would flee to his own couniry. But
if he were found—if he should give evidenece
as te what had really happened—— The
Bounder shivered at the thought. Truly, in
that case, his number would be up, as Harry
Wharton expressed it.

That would be evidence—convincing evi-
dence. But even without — evidence the
juniors seemed to be showing a disposition to
veer round, and take the side of the expelled
junior.

Vernon-Smith hurried away in search of
Loder, his pal in the Sixth, and a few
minutes later Loder appeared upon the scene
with a frowning brow. .

“Clear off all of you!” he exclaimed.

* Begad, Loder——"

“Faith, and we're talkin’ to Wharton,
Loder darling!”

“ Against the orders,” said the prefeet. -
communication between these young.

“All

rascals and the boys is forbidden.

to be left severely alone. Clear off!”
And the crowd unwillingly dispersed.
‘When the boys went into their Form-reoms

They're

that morning, Dr. Locke consulted with Mr. ]

Quelch. The two masters were in a puzzled
and worried frame of mind., The seturn and
re-union of the Famous Four had put a
different aspect on the matter. Exaetly how
to deal with such an unheard-of situation
the Head did not knew.

“It would be too humiliating to have to
send for a posse of constables from Court-
field,” the Head remarked. “The affair would
get into the newspapers; the whole eountry
would he talking of it.”

“That is very true,” said Mr. Quelch. “But
they refuse to go, and the present situation
cannot be allowed to last.”

“No; that is impossible.”

“Communicating with their parents or
guardians is the only course I can think of,
sir. They could net refuse to obey their
fathers’ orders.”

“But ‘that will take time;
while—" _

“ Meanwhile the school is in an uproar.”

Dr. Locke knitted his brows.

““ Another thought has been troubling me,”
he said. “I cannot help wretched doubts
creeping inte my mind, Mr. Quelch. These
boys have been expelled on clearly proven
charges. Yet——" The Head paused for a
moment. “Mr. Quelch, do- you think that
their action, unprecedented and outrageous
as it is, is the action of guilty persons?”

Mr. Quelch rubbed his chin thoughtfully.

“If the evidence against them were not so
clear, sir, T should certainly say not,” he re-
plied. “This very recklessness on their part
is the outcome ot indignation, not of guilt—
that “is the Impression their conduct would
give.”

“And we eannot forget the character
Vernon-Smith had when he was first at Grey-
friars,” Dr. Locke said slowly. “He has
changed, or has appeared to change. But it
is possible that he has deceived us. If a
mistake has been made it would be terrible—
pf'x‘rible! Think of the fearful injustice of
1t

“It would be terrible indeed.”

“Yet we can do nothing but rely upon evi-
dence that seems to he clear. Investigation
cannot be carried farther than we have
carried ib, and to reverse our decision in the
face of the evidence would be absurd.”

“Impossible, sir!”

“They must go!” said the Head. “The
authority of the school cannot be defied in
this manner; and it is having a bad effect
upon all the boys. But ¥ truly wish that
something would come to light; but then it
is absurd to think of it. Only—I am sorry
if I do him injustice—but I cannot trust that
boy, Vernon-Smith.”

“1f that foreigner could be found—the man
Diaz——" said Mr. Quelch musingly. “But
the man has disappeared.”

“Yes, and will donbtless take great ecare
not to be diseovered if he is guilty. But is
it possible to imagine such wickedness on the
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and, mean-

part of Vernon-Smith, as an accusation
against Wharton, when he knew that another
was guilty?”

Mr. Quelch shock his head.

“I could not believe that without the
strongest evidence,” he said.

“ And there is no evidence.”

“None !

Mr. Quelch watched Vernon-Smith that
morning in the Remove Form-room. ’The
Bounder was attending lessons that morning
for the first time since his illness. Mr.
Quelch’s keen eyes searched his face again
and-again. The Bounder moved and spoke in
a languid way, quite keeping up the character
of a fellow still feeble from illness. If he
was playing a part, Mr. Quelch had to ad-
mit that he was playing it very well, and
that it was impossible to detect the im-
posture. -

In the old tower the Famous Five remained
in garrisen. p - : ~ =

They were not disturbed till towards noon,
when Johnny Bull, who was on the watch,
gave the alarm.

“Here tlrey come!” :

Harry Wharton & Co. crowded to the little
window. :

Gosting and three others were advancing
towards the old tower, carrying ladders on
their shoulders, and accompanied by Mr.
Quelch. The Head was not there. Dr. Locke
was discreetly keeping out of the matter.
‘His dignity had sufiered enough already.

Mr. Quelch’s brow was very stern. Perhaps
the Remove master was looking sterner than
he felt. In spite of himself, there was a
glimmer of sympathy in his breast towards
the boys who were barring him ou$.

“For the last time, I command you to
leave that place,” he said, looking at the
crowd of faces in the window.

“We are quite willing to do so, sir, on
conditions,” said Harry Wharton.

“Indeed! What conditions do you ask?
If you will go at once you will be allowed
to go without being punished, if that is what
you mean.”

“That isn’t it, sir. We wan’ to be re-
instated in the Remove; to remain at Grey-
friars till the facts are found out.”

“Wharton !” =

*“Booner or later, sir, we shall be able to
prove that we were innocent, and that it
was a plot against us.”

“You cannot expect me to listen te this,”
said Mr. Quelch severely.

“Then I'm afraid it’'s impossible for us to
surrender, sir.”

“You see these men,” said Mr. Queich.
“Unless you leave at once, they are going
to plant these ladders against the tower, and
enter above, where there is nething to keep
them out. Then you will be ejected by
force.”

“We shall resist, sir.”

“Nonsense! You cannot resist four men!”

“We shall try, sir.”

“The tryfulness will be terrifie, honoured
sahib.”

“For the last time—"

“Sorry, sir!”

“You rcfuse?”

“We must refuse, sir—without meaning any
disrespect to you.”

Mr. Quelch turned to his assistants.

“Enter the tower, and eject those boys,”
he said. 5

“Yessir!” said Gosling. “Wo', I says is this
‘ere—-" :

“Please lose no time.”

And the enemy advanced to the attack.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Holding the Fort :

OSLING & Co. planted their ladders.

The three men who had been called

in for the difficult task of ecjecting.

the juniors were villagers from
Friardale, and they had willingly undertaken
the task for a pound each. They were three
sturdy fellows, and if they succeeded in get-
ting into the tower it was very probable that

the juniors would be ejected by force. Bub
they were not in yet.

“Now, Bob, you're skipper here.” said
‘Wharton.

Boly, Cherry shook his head.

“You're skipper, Harry,” he said. “Give

the giddy orders.”

“All serene! You stay down here at the
window, then, and biff out anybody who tries
to biff in. The others come up.” -

And Harry Wharton dashed ap the stone
stairway, with Johnny Bull and Frank
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Nugent and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh at
his leels.

The top of the old tower had fallen away
many years ago, and the upper part was by
no means secure. The walls werc broken off
at different levels, and pierced by shattered
windows. The tops of the ladders reached to
the top of the erumbling wall,

Each of the four juniors took one side
of the tower, while Bob Cherry remained
below on guard. The Removites were armed
with pillows or bolsters, and they were ready
to use them. :

Gosling & Co. came up che ladders, and
each of the assailants found a junior at the
top ready to hit out.

They paused.

“You look ‘ere, you young raskils,” said
Gosling, “you ain’t goin’ to 'it me. Wot
I says is this ‘ere, 1 shall break my neck
if T falls off this ’ere ladder.”

* Magnet'’' !

“Well, it’s your neck,” said Frank Nugent
cheerfu!iy. “It’s no busincss of mine.”

“Ha; ha, hal”

“It'l be manslaughter,” said Gosling
darkly. =

Nugent shook his head. .

“Only Gosling-slaughter,” he said. “It

won’'t matter a bit. The Head could get a
new porter quite easily.”

“You young raskil-——"

“But if porters were as scarce as dodoes 1
should biff you off, just the same,” said
Nugent. “Come up and see!” -

“Look 'ere—"

“I'm looking!"

“Pray lose no time!” said Mr. Quelch from
below. = :

There was a rush up the ladders.

Fhe three villagers came on bravely
enough, and the pillows swiped down at them.
One of the men ducked, and slid down the
ladder. Johnny Bull canght the top of the
ladder and sent it crashing to the ground.
The other two caught the pillows with their
heads, and wenf rolling down the ladders, and
reached the ground with loud grunts.

Gosling was a little more successful. He
managed to catch hold of Nugent's pillow,
and wrenched it away. Then he grabbed hold
of Nugent's arm.

“Gotchew !”” he said.

Nugent drew back, or he might have been
pulled over the wall. The school porter
plunged after him, and rolled upon the stone
flooring of the upper story of the tower.

He grappled with Nugent, and they rolled
over together.

“Got one of 'em!” yelled Gosling.

“Rescue!” roared Nugent.

The other three had disposed of their foes.
and they dashed to Nugeut's aid at once.

Gosling was whirled over on his hack, and
Johnny Bull sat on his chest, and Hurrce
Singh stood on his legs.

“Seems to me that we've got one of them,
not you,” grinned Harry Wharton. “A rope
—quick !? .

Bob Cherry
Johnny Bull and Inky
Gosling’s arms and legs, and knotted it.
The porter did not resist. He knew that he
would fare worse if he did.

“Look out below!” said Harry Wharton.
“Two of yout”

Bobh Cherry and Inky dashed down the
stairs. They were just in time. Oune of the
cpemy had his head and shoulders through
the window.

Biff, biff!

Two pillows smote the red face at the same
moment, and the man went rolling out on the
ground.

“Ow, ow!”

. “Hooray!” roared Bob Cherry.
“ Hip-hip!” =
Harry Wharton pushed away*the remaining

“'Blp 1

dashed up with a rope.

wound it about

ladders, and they crashed down on the
ground,
Gosling lay upon the stone flags, bound

hand and foot.

“Ow!’ he groaned.
'ere——"?

“A giddy prisoner of war,” said Nugent.
“Shall we piteh him out?”

*Heyr, Hear !

Gosling gave a yell of alarm.

“You'll brealk my neck!” he roared.

“Pooh! Don’t worry about a trifle like
that,” said Nugent.

“You murderous young villain!?

“Can’t afford to keep prisoners of war,”
said "Harry Wharton, with a shake of the
head. “The provisions won't stand it. No
quarter !

“Wot 1 says is this

Tue Porurar.—No. 171.
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“XNor half!* said Nugent.

«Ha, ha, ha!”

“Drop him over on his head,” said Johnny
Bull, “That won’t hurt him.”

“0Ow! Lemme alone! Wobt [ says—-

“No; drop him on his woakest spot,”
Wharton.

SHg ha, halt

“I've got a chopper here,” said Bob Cherry
from below. *“Might chop his sitly head off.

* {t would be more merciful, really.”

“@Good! Bring up the chopper. Inky can
look after the window.” -

Bobh Cherry dashed up the stairs with the
wood-axe- in his hand. He stood over the
terrified porter and flourished it in the air.

“Do it with one chop,” said Wharton.
“We don’t want to put him to the torture.
Mind you don't hit his head instead of his
neck ; it would only blunt the chopper.”

“1'il be eareful. Just one chop, and you'll
see his head off. Would you prefer it at the
back, Gossy, or just over the Adam's apple?”

“'filp!” roared Gosling. “You just keep
that chopper away! Don't you murder me!
1 won't be murdered! I1l—" .

“Pon’t be ridiculous, Gosling!” came Mr.
Queleh’s jangry voice from below.

“Elp!

-
said

“I've never chopped a porter's head off
before,” said Bob Cherry, measuring the
distance for his stroke. “I've chopped wood,
of course—but not this sort.”

“Ha, ha, ba!”

“Keep still, Gosling! If you wriggle like
that I shall spoil the edge on your silly
head.” =

“'0w! 'Elp!”’ shrieked Gosling, who was se
terrified that he did not know whether the
juniors were in earnest or not. “'Elp!”

“Well, if you say ‘ please ’ pretty we might
spare your life,” said Nugent thoughtfully.
< After all, you chaps, he's an old man, and
if he is executed it will cause a lot of dis-
turbance in the liquor trade, through the
demand for gin falling” off.”

“Ha: ha, ha!?

“Say ‘ please ’ pretty, and we'll spare your
life,” “said Bob Cherry, makiog a playful
whisk at Gosling with the chopper.

“How! ‘Please pretty! ™ roaced Gosling.

The juniors yelled with laughter. Down
helow, Mr. Quelch hurried away, The attack
had failed, and, angry as he was, he was
afraid that he would burst out laughing if he
reraained. The juniors dragsed Gosling to
the cdge, and lowered him down carefully,
feet first, and let him roll on the ground.

Gosling lay there roped up, and roariug for
release.

The three villagers were scratching their
heads in perplexity. They were not at all
disposed to renew the attack. It was
evidently impossible to dislodge the un-
daunted garrison of the tower.

“Can’t you untie me, you silly jossers?”
roared Gosling. “Lemme loose, you hasses!”’

One of the men untied him. Gosling
scrambled to his feet, shook his fist up at
the grinning juniors, and shambled away. He
had had enough of it, and he would have
told the Head himself so at that moment.
Flis assistants followed him, and four ladders
remained lying on the ground—tokens of the
victory of Harry Wharton & Co.

There was a ringing cheer the
garrison of the tower:

“Hurrah for us!”

“Hip-hip-hooray !*

The cheer reached the Form-rooms of Grey-
friars, and told the whole school that there
had bheen another attack, aund that the
barring-out was still going “strong.”

from

THE THIRD CHAPTER
The Truth at Last!
1P
Toot-toot !
Dr. Locke glanced from his study-
window. The afterncon was wearing
on, and the Head was again in consultation
with Mr. Quelch. The two.masters had come
to the coneclusion that there was nothing
for it but to send for the fathers of the
hesieged juniors. It would be a humiliating
gonfession of * failure on the part of the
putiiorities of Greyfriars, but thsre was
¢vidently nothing else to be done. The two
masters were still discussing the matter
when the toot-toot of a motor-horn was
heurd in the -Close. A handsome car came
swinging in at the gates of Greyiriars, and
buzzed up the gravelled drive towards the
School House.
Tre Poryrar.—No. 171,
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“Dear me!” said the Head. “It is Mr.
Vernon-Smith !”

He knew the fifbeen-hundred-guinea car of
the millionaire. Mr. Vernon-Smith was to
be seen sitting in it—a stout man, with a
square jaw like a vice, A few minutes later
the millionaire was shown into the Head’s
study.

Mr. Vernon-Smith was looking very excited.
Mr. Vernon-Smith, the great millionaire and
financier, had once been Mr. Samuel Smith,
the moneylender. And when Mr. Vernon-
Smith was excited, his manners were still
those of Samuel Smith,

“What is this?” he exclaimed. “You did
not inform me, sir—my son did not inform
me—I have been most anxious—I should
have been told at once!”

The Head looked at him.

“Pray sit down, Mr. Vernon-Smith.”

“How is my son?”

“Your son?”

“Yes, my son!" almost shouted the million-
aire. “You did not tell me that he had
been the victim of a murderous assault. I
heard from you last week, certainly, con-
cerning his treatment at the hands of a
schoolfellow, whom you expelled for the
oftence.  But this matter—more serious—
how is it, Dr. Locke, that you told me
nothing about it? I demand to know!”

“I-T fail to understand—"

“If 1 had known, sir, I should have brought
down the most expensive doctors in London,
sic. I should have brought down the
greatest specialist in Cavendish Square, if
necessary. I demand to know why I was not
informed !” roared the millionaire.

The Head looked helplessly at Mr. Quelch.
His first impression was that Mr. Vernon-
Smith had been drinking. But the millionaire
did not look infoxicated.

“Will you explain to Dr. Locke what you
are excited about?” suggested Mr. Quelch in
his cool, incisive voice. “Are ycu under the
impression that some fresh misfortune has
happened to your son?”

“Under the impression?” shouted Mr.
Vernon-Smith. “1 should say so, sir, when
the criminal has confessed it with his own
lips—nay, boasted of it!”

“What !”

“My son has heen assaulted, beaten into
insensibility witih a bludgeon, and the
criminal i3 now in the hands of the police,
and has confessed!”™ shouted Mr. Vernon-
Smith. :

“Bless my soul!” cried the Head.
= “Oh!” said Mr. Quelch, compressing his
ips.

And the two masters exchanged a quick
glance. Was it light, at last? Was the
strange mystery about to be cleared up in
this unexpected manner?

“There is some mistake, sir,” said the
Head mildly. “ Your son is quite well, ex-

cepting that he is still a little weak from his-

illpess.”
“He has been attacked!”
“That is a mistake.”
“A mistake? But the man has confessed!"
“Your son is now in the Remove Form-

room, engaged in his usual lessons, Mr.
Vernon-Smith,” said the Remove master

quietly.

The millionaire gave a gasp of relief, and
calmed down a little.

“Then the villain must have attacked the
wrong boy by mistake,” he said; “that is
the only explanation. Pray excuse my heat,
Dr. Locke. I was certainly under the im-
pression that my son was lyiug in danger——"

“If that had been the case, you must
surely know that I should have informed you
of it without delay,” said the Head dryly.

“Yes—yes,” said the millicnaire, sinking
into a seat; “of course! But the man has
confessed, you see. I will explain. I have
had some dealings in South American mining
matters with a man named Diaz, and he was
dissatisfied.” The financier did not think it
necessary to add that he had swindled the
unfortunate foreigner, and driven him into a
state of madness by his trickery. *You
understand, gentlemen, that in business deals
a man may lose instead of gain, and he may
have a foolish impression that he has been
wronged. This foreigner—this man Diaz—
fancied himself wronged, and swore revenge,
like a hot-headed Southern imbecile as he is.
This morning, sir, he forced his way into my
office in the City and attacked me—-  Me!”

The millionaire made that statement with
a full comprehension of the incredibility of
it. That any man should have the audacity
to altack Samuel Vernon-Smith, the great
financier, was almost. unbelievable to Mr.

There Will Be Two Real Photos of Famous Footballers—

Vernon-Smith himself. When such a thing
happened, Mr. Vernon-Smith was quite pre-
pared to see the end of the universe.

“Indeed!” said Dr. Locke.

“Yes, sir. He was secured before he could
do any harm, and rcmoved to prison,” said
Mr. Vernon-Smith. “I am, of course,
guarded by private detectives day and night.
A man in my position requires to be.”

“Very probable,” said the Head, thinking
of some little details he knew of Mr. Vernea- -
Smith’s methods of business,

“Well, sir, this man in the hands of the
police—he is half-mad—confessed, or, rather,
boasted, that he had had his revenge,
although he had failed to get at me. He
gave a full account of how he had mef my
son on a lonely road—finding him in a help-
less condition, apparently, after a fight with
someone—and had beaten him with a
bludgeon till he was insensible. He gloried
in it, sir. He declared that he hoped that
my son would never recovers Of course, he
is half-insane. As soon as I was informed, {
came down in my car immediately. I ex-
pected to find my son in a bad condition
after what this wretched foreigner said.
That is my excuse, sir, for addressing you as
I did when I came in. I am sorryi”

Dr. Locke nodded. The man's anxiety was
evidently real, The millionaire, hard as steel
to all the world, had one soft epot in his
heart--an affection for his worthless son and
a pride in him. .

«But it is very strange,” the millionaire
went on. “This man Diaz has evidently
attacked someone in mistake for my son.
There is no doubting the truth of his story
as far as that goes.”

«I am afraid, Mr. Vernon-Smith, that there
is more than that in it,” said Dr. Locke very
gravely. “Mr. Quelch, may I ask you to
bring Vernon-Smith here?”

“I will do so at once, sir.”

The Remove master quitted the study.
Mr. Vernon-Smith lcoked puzzled.

“I do not quite understand now,” he said.

“T ghall speak to your son before you, sir.
1 fear that you must prepare yourselt for
a shock. I fear that your son has been guilty
of terrible duplicity.”

“Dr. Locke!”

“He has inflicted a terrible wrong upon
another boy, sir; but the whole matter will
be .cleared up now, and you shall be
satisfied.” :

Mr. Quelch returned with Vernon-Smith.
The Bounder was looking uneasy, in spite
of his nerve. He started at the sight of his
father.

The millionaire shook hands with his son.

<[ am glad to see you well, at all events!”
he said, with a sigh of relief.

“I am not quite well,” said the Bounder:
“but very nearly. What has brought you
down here, dad?” -

Strangely enough, there was an affection-
ate tone in the Bounder's voice. It was
the first time Dr. Locke or Mr. Quelch had
heard it there. Even Vernon-Smith was not
all ice. >

“1 will explain to you. Vernon-Smith,” said
the Head quietly. “That man Diaz, who came
to see you here, and whom jyou spoke to
afterwards at the school gates, knew you
well enough by sight, I suppose?”

“] supposc o, sir,” said the Bounder
wonderingly. : >
“Quite so. That disposes of any theory

that he might have attacked another person
by mistake. Vernon-Smith, that man is now

under arrest for an attempt wupon your
father——" =
“The scoundrel!” ecried the Bounder

“You've not been hurt, dad?”

Mr. Vernon-Smith sheok his head.

“He was collared in time,” he said.

“0h, good!” =

“He has confessed,” went on the Iead,
“that he attacked you on the road. He
found you in an exhausted state affer a
fight—exactly as Wharton declared he left
you. He has confessed that he beat you
with a bludgeon.”

The Bounder turned white.

“Vernon-Smith,” said the Head, raising big
hand,.“you accuse Harry Wharton of doing
what you knew perfectly well the man Diaz
had done!” :

Mr. Vernon-Smith clenched his haads hard.
He understood now, too. He understood that
he had, in his anxiety for his son, exposed a
plot of the Bounder’s, and shown up Vernon-
Smith in his true colours.

Vernon-Smith stood silent. :

The study seemed to reel round him for
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2 momenf, In spite of his merve, he was
overcome. For he knew now that the game
was up. Diaz was under arrest. Diaz had
C¢onfessed, his aceusation agamst Harry
Wharton was proved to he a fonl calnmny,
and his whole house of cards had tottered
and fallen to the ground! =

“Vernon-Smith, you falsely accused Harry
Wharton! You caused him to be driven in
disgrace from the school! Wharton has been
foully wronged! You have wronged him, and
—Heaven forgive me!—you have caused me
to wrong him, too!”

The Bounder tried to speak, but his
tongue clove to his mouth. What could he
say now? In the face of the known facts,
what lie could serve his turn?

“Mr. Vernon-Smith "—the Head turned to
the millionaire—* you have been the means of
exposing this wicked plot against an innocent
boy. I am sorry that you should have been
the means, as the wrong-doer iz your son:
but I cannot say how thankful I am that
the truth has come to light. All I ean say
is, that I must ask you to take your son
away from Greyfriars with you; and 1 am
sorry that you should suffer this pain and
humiliation by the action of this unscrupulous,
worthless boy!”

The Bounder found his voice:

“You are going to expel me, sir?” -

“Do you expect anything else?” -

“Yes, sir. My father has caused this, and
it is not fair to him. Without my father
you would not have learned the facts—"

“You admit the facts?” -

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders ‘in
quite his old way. He was recovering his
coolness now. The millionaire did not speak.
He seemed stunned. %

“It is not much use denying them, sir,”
he said. “But there are other things I can
tell you. You have been unjust to others,
besides Wharton. I am willing to make a
full confession, and to take my punishment,
but only on condition that I am not expelled.
If you spare me that I will tell you every-
thing.”

Dr. Locke glanced at Mr. Quelch.

He was in a difficult position. To allow
the Bounder to remain at Greyfriars after
what he had done seemed impossible. But
the doubts in the Head’s mind had now
become certainties.

“Dr. Lock!” The millionaire broke silence
at lagst. “I am afraid my son has acted—
ahem!—not exactly as—as I should have
wished. But he is my sen—my only son!
You will not make me the means of his
disgrace? I cannot think that you would be
justified in that, whatever he has done!”

The good old doctor looked deeply troubled.

“He has brought false accusations, sir,
and caused me to act upon them,” hé said.

“And I have unconsciously been the means
of exposing him.”

“That is true. I am placed in a very awk-
ward position. Vernon-Smith, I shall allow
you to remain at Greyfriars if you make a
full and frank confession, and you will be
let off with a public flogging.”

The Bounder set’ his teeth.

“Very well, sir.”

“Now,” said the Head steraly, “you admit
that Wharton’s explanation was true—the
injuries you received were inflicted by the
foreigner, Diaz?”

*“Yes, sir.”

“In the case of Nugent, who was expelled
for frequenting a public-house, he declared
that you had tricked him into going there
by making him anxious about his minor. I
did not believe him. His statement was
true?” *

$¥es: Rir.~

“John Bull was sent away because he per-
sisted in fighting with Bulstrode, against my
direct orders. I understand that he declared
that it was a scheme of yours to cause
trouble between them—that you caused
Bulstrode to pick trouble with him.”

“It is true, sir.”

“Last of all, Mark Linley was called away
from school by a false telegram, announcing
his sister’s iliness. = He missed the Noble
examination, which he wauld most certainly
have won, and the loss of the money made
it impossible for him to stay here. Who
sent that telegram?”

"~ “A friend of mine in Lancashire.”

“And I need not ask,” said the Head, with
a curling lip, “whether Robert Cherry’s state-
ment was true—that you were pretending to
be ill, and that you provoked him into an
attack upon you, while you were supposed

NEXT
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confessed.

BROUGHT TO BOOK AT LAST !—Vernon-Smith stood silent.
seemed {o reel round him for a moment.
His accusation against Wharton was proved foul
“ Vernon-Smith, you have falsely accused Wharton !
to be driven from the school in disgrace !’ thundered the Head.

(See Chapter 3.)

The study
Diaz had
calumny.

You have caused him

Diaz was under arrest.

to be in a helpless condition. Cherry told the
truth?” -

“Yes, sir,”

The Head made a gesture of disgust.

“Leave my study!” he said. “I cannot
bear the sight of you now, Vernon-Smith!
You will he flogged, and all Greyfriars will
know the truth! If you care to remain after
that, you may remain!”

“Thank you, sir!”

And the Bounder went.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
All’s WeH that Ends Well !
13 ALLO, hallo, hallo! Here comes
the Head!”
Harry Wharton & Co. looked
from the window of the tower.
Dr. Locke was. approaching the grey dusk
of the December afternoon, and his kind
old face was very grave.

“Q@ood-afternoon, sir!” said all the juniors
together.

Pr Locke nodded.

“My boys,” he said, very kindly, “ you may
come out now. This nonsense must end; and
the cause of it is removed. You have acted
in a most rebellious and disrespectful way;
but, under the circumstances, 1 shall pardon
you.”

“Qh, sir!”

“Vernon-Smith has confessed everything!”

“What?”

The Famous Five uttered that exclamation
together.

“Vernon-Smith confessed?” said Harry
Wharton.

“Yes,” said the Head very gravely, “some-
thing was discovered, unfortunately, by

means of Vernon-Smith’s father, which makes
it impossible for me to punish that wretched
boy.as he deserves. All of you are completely
exonerated, and you are free to resume your
old places in the Remove."”

“Oh, sir!”

“And I ask you to pardon me for having
been led away by a wretched schemer to
inflict ‘injustice upon you,” said the Head.

“Oh, no, sir!” exclaimed Bob. €herry. “It's

all right, sir! Only it was all a mistake—
but we didn’t mean this barring-out to ke
disrespectful, sir. We’'re jolly glad you've
found out the facts, sir!”

“Yes, rather!”

“The ratherfulness fs—"

“Terrific! - Hurray!”

Dr. Locke smiled.
=“The truth has been announced to the
whole school,” he said. “You will find all
your schoolfellows prepared to give you a
great reception. That is all, my boys.”

And the Head departed.

“Well, my hat! If this doesn't beat the
record !” exclaimed Johnny Bull. “ Bobby, old
man, lend a hand with these bars.”

“ Hurray!”

The garrison of the old tower dragged away
the fastenings of the door. The barring-out
was at an end, and it had ended in the
triumph of the Famous Five.

There was a shout in the Close. Through
the dusk a crowd of fellows were streaming
towards the old tower. As the five juniors
came out of their fortress, they were sur-
rounded by cheering fellows, seniors and
juniors. .

“Shoulder-high!” shouted Coker of the
Fifth. X

“Hurray!”

And the success of the Famous Five did
not end there. For the wrong inflicted upou
Mark Linley, the brave-hearted Lancashire
lad, remained to be repaired—and it was re-
paired.

But for the Bounder’s trickery Mark would
have won the prize, which would have enabled
him to finish the term of his scholarship at
Greyfriars. The doctor took the matter in
hand; and a sum of money from the school
funds enabled* Mark Linley to return to Grey-
friars and take his old place in the Remove
Form. And, needless to say, the Famous
Five gave him a tremendous reception when
he arrived.

THE END.

(Another story of Harry Wharton & Co.
next week.)
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A THRILLING FIGHT FOR AN ISLAND AMONGST THE ICE AND SNOW OF THE ANTARCTIC REGIONS!

[T
Vs

FERRERS LORD, having cleared up the mystery of the great German treasure trove, decides to make fracks
has bought from the Portuguese Government,

his friends, PRINCE CHING LUNG,

the crew of the Lord of the Deep.
The money from the four friends is

of Desolatia.

gigantic iceberg in the intense darkness.
They discover a small tunnei leading out

7ol

I

T

A Magnificent New Serial of
Adventure,
Ferrers Lord & Co., and Gan

introducing

Waga, the Eskimo.
By SIDNEY DREW.

Author of ““ The Invisible Raider.”

WHAT HAS GONE EEFORE,

south for an island the

The island is named Desolatia, and the millionaire adventurer puls it up for sale uetween

Ferrers Lord sends scouts out to take photographs of the other side of the island,

{Now read on.)

RUPERT THURSTON, HAL HONOUR (his engimeer). and GAN WAGA, a fat Eskimo attached to

A given to Rupert Thurston’s little hospital, and they agree fo play * Put and Take > for the ownership
Aiter 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 ferrific storm. They are swept far out of their course, and the yacht runs foul of a
The ship crashes through the side of the hollow berg, and the entrance freezes up, imprisoning them.
of the iceberg, and they find themselves on the shore of Gan Waga’s Island.
Lung, and Gan Waga are scouting on the island when they are held up
of the island, and orders them off. Ferrers Lord & Co. leave the is
Castaro sends Dan Govan with a letter to Ferrers Loxd, telling him #
Mexican’s offer and decides to fight for possession of the island,

Ferrers Lord, Ching

by a Mexican millionaire, who fells them he hag taken possession
land and return to the camp, which is heing built on the ice-floe.
o surrender while he has the chance, but the millionaire refuses the

A Bite, But No Fish !

WO anxious hours passed bhefore the
echo of a shot anmounced the wel-
come news that the launch was not

“ far away. One of her crew had to

oe carried ashore, for he had a bullet-wound
in his shoulder, and pain and loss of blood
bad made him too weak to walk. Ferrers
Lord and Thurston removed the bullet and
dressed the wound. It was nothing very
serious, but it was the first casualty, and
showed that war had begun in grim earnest.
_“We had a running fight with their petrol-
launch as we were coming back,” explained
Rupert Thurston. “She had run out of the
harbour, and was waiting for us in the fog.
The stuft wasn’t so thick then as it is now,
and very luckily Gan Waga spotted her in
good time. She made one hit at the first
volley, and knocked over poor Blayle. We
fired back, but as she had about a dozen
rifles to our three,.we made a run out. She
chivvied after us -for a mile or two, but I
think our boat is a knot or two fasfer. At
any rate, we lost her, and groped our way
home.”
. “And the person who asks me any ques-
tions about our little joy-ride round Gan
Waga’s Island until I’ve eaten enormously
will receive quite a rude answer,” said Ching
Lung. “If getting ravenously hungry is a
sign of it, this horrible climate must be a
healthy one. I could eat rocks if they had
a little margarine spread on them to help
them down. What’s under this dish-cover?
Irish stew, by Jove—hoiling hot, and bushels
of 'it! Deafening cheers! Come along,
Rupert, and get going! Never mind cutting
dainty slices of bread. Hack that loaf in
fwo and chuck me half!”

- “You wild beast!” said Rupert Thurston, |

with a laugh. “If you're going to act in
this barbarian fashion at a respectable table
and wolf your food, I think you’d betber
have your supper on the doormat! Here,
have the whole loaf, if you've got such a
twist !1”

“I've got a twist like a corkscrew!” said
the prince. “For the next ten minutes don’s
attempt to speak to me or disturb me—not
even if a telegram comes to tell me that
some distant relative has died and left me
five or six million pounds and a house in
a park! That’s that!”

- NEXT
TUESDAY1

Ching Lung placed an automatic pistol
beside his plate as a warning, and attacked
the Irish stew. But Thurston feund time to

talk.
“Your map of Desolatia has a lot of
imagination about it, Chief,” he . said.

“There’s a good stretch of level beach on
the other side, and from the beach there’s
quite an easy incline. We found nothing
like a harbour, but there’s an ice-field out-
side forming a sheltered roadstead. If the
dear old yacht had been afloat she would
have been safe anchored there—except, of
course, in tremendously rough weather.” -

“We picked up your balloon,” said Ferrers
Lord. -“It caused some excitement on the
island, judging by the way they fired at it
in the mist.”

“Mist, Chief? There was no mist when
we let her go, but quite a good light. If
the camera was undamaged there ought to
be some good bird's-eye photographs. We
sent up two. The second one got into a
wrong current, and drifted back over us
and out to sea, so we did mot try again.
P’ve been thinking that unless we have a
machine-gun fore and aft in our launch,
?Iexican Steve will make patrolling hot work
Or us.”

“Then we must clip his claws,” said the
millionaire. “O’Rooney brought in a story
of some huge fish that lurks in a deep pool
in the ice. I went to look, but could see
nothing of the brute, so I told O’Rooney
to put in a baited shark-hook. They came
back with a prisoner. I hdve not seen the
fellow yet, but I have ample proof that our
ruess about Castaro’s motives for wanting
o shut us out of Desolatia was a correct
one.”

The millionaire reached for an empty plate,
and untied the tapes of the chamois-leather
bag Barry O'Rooney had taken from Nathan
Spike. From the bag he poured out a little
heap of gleaming yellow dust and small
nuggets.

“Here's a pocket-book, t00,” he added.
“Look over it at your leisure. It contains
a list of some of the assays. If they are

correct, I sold my island for a mere song,
for Castaro and his gang must be picking
fortunes out of it every day. That lucky
game of put-and-take hygs made Gan Waga
a milliocnaire.”

““TROUBLE FOR THE CAPTAIN!"

o}

“And T put up the money for him!”

laughed Ching Lung. *“Never mind! Thas
Irish stew was worth all the gold in
Desolatia! Gan a millionaire, eh? - He

deserves it, the rubicund youth, bless him,
and I shall know where to go when I want
to borrow half-a-crown! Alas! Gan hasn’t
got his Eldorado yet, and if there’s plenty
of gold there, old fat Steve will cling on
to the show with his teeth, mails, and eye-
brows.” s

The prince opened the pocket-book. On
the front page was written: “Nathan Spike,
expert assayer and metallurgist, 9, Plaza
Santa Cruz, Mexico City.” This address had
been scratched through with a pen, and
a -second address written below: *“North
Harbour Hut, Carcase City, Carcase Island.”
Several pages of personal accounts and pay-
ments followed. The heaviest items were
for “dope,” which the prince gucssed to be

.strong liquor of some kind, either whisky or

brandy. Later on the owner of the pocket-
book came to strict business, and the results
of the crushings and assays were neatly and
clearly written. Ching Lung was studying
the pocket-bcok when Prout and Barry
O’Rooney brought in the prisoner.

“’Evening, gentlemen !” said Nathan Spike,
with a nod. *“Got anything to drink with
a kick in it? If so, it will be appreciated.”

The millionaire nodded to Thurston. Spike
was cool and seH-collected, but he looked
very limp. It was years since he had gome
so long without alcohol, and he was feeling
limp for the want of it. In & twinkling he
emptied the glass of whisky Rupert handed
to him. =

“Guess you're the boss?” he said, turning
to Ferrers Lord, “If it’s not asking any
special fovour, I'd like to know what you're
going to .o with me, anyhow. As the fight
is on, I'm claiming to be a prisoner of war,
and amongst white men a prisoner of war
has his rights.”

“You will get your rights, Spike,” said
the millionaire. “Uni‘ortuua-tefy for you, we
look upon you and your leader, Castaro, as
filibusters and bandits. The island ecalled
by you Carcase Island is still my property
by right of purchase from the Portuguese
Government. In your own gold-mining
language, Castaro has *jumped my eclaim.’
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THE MONSTER OF THE LAKE ! Therecams a hoarse, deafening roar,
and the thunder of water being lashed and beaten into foam. Between
them and t:e flickering yeliow rays, soms shadowy snake-like thing
was, writhing and swaying above the bank of the lagoon.

dropped cn cne knee, levelled their rifles, and fired. (See page 27.)

Both men

Even if I admitted a state of warfare, you
are a spy. Perhaps it is to your advantage
that I refuse to admit it.”

“Guess I'm mno hand ab- splitting hairs,
boss,” said the man with & red beard.
#Auy sort of fighting when you use guns
and pistols seems to me as like war as you
can get it. I dom't understand these delicate
twists, nobhew. Mexican Steve won’t mind
#reing called a2 bandit and a filibuster, for
he's all that, and a long sight more. I'm
nob upholding his methods, for I'm a sensi-
tive man, and I dodge murder if I can
reasonably dodge it. ¥ notice you've gob
the dust and nuggets there your man lifted
off me. You don’t fancy that Mexican Steve
ig going to put on his hat and grab his
walking-stick and gloves and beat it out
of Carcase Island, when there's that yellow
stuff around? You may not call it warfare,
but, b'gosh, youll find cut your mistake!
He's a whale for fighiing, is Steve. If you
think I may be useful to you as a sort of
hostage, cut it oubt. F'm useful over there
—the most useful man he’s got, p'raps—but
you'll get no terms out of him by threaten-
ing to shoot me. 4t would be murder for

* nothing.” :

“How many men have you on the island,
Spike?” asked Ferrérs Lord, lighting a
cigarette. “It will be better not to answer
than to lie.”

“I never counted them, boss, but there's
nearer four hundred than three hundred.
We're only starters, but when Mexican Steve
starts to get a move on, b’gosh, he hustles
along like a greased comet! There's another
cargo of greasers.and stores and mining-plant
on the way to Carcase Island from Mexico,
and if the ice hasn’t nipped her and stove
in her ribs, she may haul up any time. And,
b’gosh,.there’ll be some toughs on that boat!
Steve isn’t just too friendly with the present
Mexican Government, but when Steve’s agent
oftered to clear the gaols for them, which
were crowded with ‘bad lots, they knew a
good proposition when they saw it. That's
the crush of hooligans that’s coming to help
work the mines—a moh of gaol-birds, cut-
throats, and thieves, hut Steve can tame
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NEXT
TUESDAY!

'em. He'll have 'em tame enough in a
week to crawl to him and eat out of his
hand.”

Ferrers Lord gave a slight nod, and at the
signal Prout and O'Rooney siezed the red-
bearded man and marched him out of the
hut.

“Y wonder if he was inventing it  Chief2”
said Ching Lung. “Can hLe possibly bave
nearly four hundred men on the island?
It sounds pretty tall.”

“You may divide it by two, I think,” said
the millionaire. “If we could get a straight
fight, it would he easy enough, even if they
were four hundred strong. Their position
really makes them ten to one, and if Spike’s
story of the reinforcements is not a fairy-
tale, our stock does not seem to he standing
very high in the market. I should like to see
the result of those balloon photographs when
you have time. I have looked through the
other films, hut they do not help us._ If we
are to raid the island, it must be from the
other side.”

Barry O’Rooney must have heen waiting for
the millionaire to go, for he was in the
hut a second after Ferrers Lord had left it.

“Phwat a loife—phwat a loite!” he said,
seating himself in an easy-chair. “Bedad,
twoice to-day Oi’'ve been nearly as dead as
froid kipper. The firrst toime ut was a
sharrk, and the nixt toime ut was a bullet,
and which of the two came nearest to woip-
ing poer ould Barry O'Reoney off the map,
0i ecan't say. The sharrk just missed wmy
body and the bullet just missed my head.
For preference, Oi’'d have chosen the bullet,
for a sharrk’s stomach isn't a noice grave
for any man to be buried in, although wut
would save funeral ixpenses. Oeh, Barry
bhoy, you've had a thrying day—a wicked
day!”

“When & man talks to himself, Barry, he's
always talking to a doddering idiot, and don’t
forget it,” said Ching Lung

“Sure, ay Oi was talking to mesilf, 0Oi
apologise,” said O'Rooney. “But Oi thought
0i was addressing mesilf fo the select
company.” -

_There Will Be Two Real Photos di Famous Foothallers—

“If you suggest that we are deddering
idiots, youw'll quickly get slung out of this,”
said Rupert Thurston. “How big was your
shark? Tell a few Hes™

“Phwat d’you mane, tell a few loies, sor?
Could Oi tell a loie about a wretehed fish?
How big was he—phwat? Oi should think he
was the soize of a submarine, British Navy,
K class. His oies wasn't so large, not bigger
than the lid of a dustbin, and broight, glow-
ing, glaring §reeu There was bristles on kis
snout four fate long and as. thiek as my
thumb, and speines all down his back loike a
row of bayonets. Bedad, wasa't the
sorrt of minnow to go fishing for wid a
sthick and a bit of cotton and a bent pin. Ut
wasa't his oles or his whiskers or the bristles
on his back that put the wind up me. Oif
eould sthand all that and smecile, for though
I say ut mesilf, gintlemen, no braver man
ever ate salt wid his dinner tham Barry of
Ballybuaion Castle, the last of the O’Rooneys.
Av he'd barrked at me, snarrled at e,
roared at me, Oi'd have sthood there cool
and ealmy, my brawny arrms folded and a
smoife of scorrn, contempt, and defoiance cr
my Hps. The woild rage of ne ferocious
tiddler could froighten me. But whiz he
smoiled, Oi deparrted. Ut was a moile of
a smoile, or a moile and a half of at. Whin
he opened his face, Oi thought Oi was looking
down a railway-tunnel loined wid red flannel.
He had nointeen rows of teeth in each jaw,
forrty-six to the row, aich tooth more than
a yarrd, p'r'aps a back-yarrd, long. Av he'd
only had toothache or wanted them molars
attended to, ut would have been a iifelong
job for a whole platoon of dentists. Arrah,
the smoile he gave me! Imagine nointeen
smoiles all smoiling ut wance, and a leving
twinkle in thim dustbin-lid orbs as he gazed
up at me in swate surproise. Och, the gintle,
caressing, little pet! Oi could almost eroy
whin Oi think Oi lift him in that cowld, damp
place! But Oi wint back with Enoch Dal-
blair, and took the darlint a bit of mate for
his supper.”

“Phew! Open the window. and let a little
fresh air in!” sald Thurston. “You're a
wonderful liar, Barry! Did you see the brute
at all?”

“Bedad_ sor, Oi'd got more intelligence!”

-said O'Rooney, coming back to the realms

of truth. “Oi saw the wave coming across
the pool, and the soize of the baste that
made, uf, tewld me Oi wasn’t in a healthy
spob. Oi shinned up the bank, and whin Of
tell you Oi hearrd his mouth snap shub
behoind me loike somebody banging an iron
dure, Oi'm not romancing. Ut was just
loike that, and Oi've shivers in. my spoiue
whin Oi think of ut!”

“Some sprat, evidently!" said Ching Lung.
“If it's not too feggy, we'll walk across the
floe and see if he’s swallowed your hook. Did
he roar at you?” S

“Niver a roar!” answered Barry O'Rooney.
“0i didn't tell you that Tommy Prout hadn &
the gumptiion to kape on dhry land. He
tumbled in, and ut’s a mercy he got out afore
the baste woke up and mistook him for'a free
lunch. What ever the baste is, sharrk or
whale or say sarpent, he’s a whopper!”

Ching Lung locked out. A breeze had
sprung up, and was driving the fog away.
The watchman on duty on the berg used
his flash-lamp to signal down that Esteban
Castaro's - searchlight - was- again in action.
The sentries moved out to their posts.

“It’s clearing up, if you feel like a tramp
through the slush, Rupert,” said the prince.
“It doesn'y seem worth if, does it? Let’s sib
tight.”

“Thut’s wisdom, sor,” said Barry O'Rooney.
“01 don’t know if Oi'm inthruding, but here
0i am in a lovely aisy-chair, as comfy as
comfy. Oi'm off duty, and though Gi'd be the
fast man in the worrld fo hint at ut Of
know a foine cigar is coming my way and a
glass of something wet to kape the cigar
frem dhrying my mouth. Here’s pace and
rist and eomforrt! Phwat more does a man
want? OQutsoide there’s feg—" ;

“The fog's gome, or nearly gone, Barry,
said Ching Lung. “Excuse the interruption,
hut as you're always so careful o speak the
truth, I'll put you right.”

“Bedad, Oi thank your honour koindly for
the correction. Outsoide, as Oi was saying,
there’s everything nasthy bar fog, everything
to make a man love his paceful home and
foirreside, his aisy-chair, and the cigar and
the dhrop of whisky you two gintlemen are

'PETER, THE PAINTER!" * cnip sTomy or,ue suiiors or omexraiass.
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falling over each other to offer -me, or ought to be, thongh 0i
baven't noticed ut yet! And yet Oi must go. There's something
dhragging at me, pullin, tugging. Phwat ut is Oi can’t explain,
but ut’s hauling me by the neck and ears. Oi can’t foight against
ut, 80 go Oi must{” :

“@Qo where and for what?” asked Rupert Thurston.

“To the swate blue pool, and see av Oi’ve got a boite, sor!”
Sa'ioii Barrry O’Rooney. *“And Oi've got wan pal at laste who'll go
wid me!”

Barry O’Rooney pulled out Nathan Spike's automatic pistol, and
patted it affectionately. It was not always easy to be sure
whether Barry was talking seriously, or only joking. He was not
joking this time. He wriggled into his overcoat.

“Half a second, and I'll be with vou,” said Chidg Lung. “We'll
leave Thurston to write up the log. Wait until I put a new
battery in my lamp. Better. take rifes.
pretty little things, but I prefer a rifle. Now I'm fit!”

As they squelched through the slush, Ching Lung began to
wonder why he had come at all. Before his eyes had become
accustomed to the darkness he stumbled knee-deep into. the
squashy ruins of Gan Waga’s unlueky igloo.

“I've nearly had enough of this,” he said. “You’ll never get a
bite to-night, Barry. Let’s go back, and I'll switch the gramo-
phone on, and you can sing to it, even if it kills us!”

Barry O'Rooney made no answer, but quickened his pace. They
were within -thirty yards of the pond when the southern aurora
threw a fan of pale orange light across the floe. - There came a
Toar, hoarse, deafening, and frantic, and the thunder of water
being lashed and beaten into foam. Between them and the flicker-
ing yellow rays, some shadowy, snake-like thing was writhing and
swaying above the bank of the lagoon. Both men dropped on-one
knee, levelled their rifles, and fired. The reports died away into
silence, the aurora faded out, and only the lapping out of the
troubled waters broke the silence. .

“Bedad, we had him hooked, sor, hut he's bate us!” said Barry
O’Rooney hoarsely, his hand on the wire rope.

The iron bar had bent inwards, but the wire rope was sound.
1t came in easily. when O’Rooney hauled at it. The bait had gone,
and the shark-hook was no longer a hook, for it had straightened
out and become a harpoon.

The Message and the Answer !

HING LUNG showed a light while Barry O’Rooney unlashed
the wire rope from the iron bar. They flashed their lamps
on the pool. The water was nearly placid again, but there
was a pateh of crimson froth on it like a stain of blood.

“I don’t think I'd make much of a song about this, Barry,”
said Ching Lung at last. “For one thing, I don’t think they'd quite
believe you.”

“That’s often the way whin a man spakes the truth, sor. Bedad,
Oi'll make a bit of a song about ut to wan spalpeen, and that
same spalpeen is ould bellows-and-anvil, the smith. Oi axed him
to hammer me out a sharrk-hook, something that wouldn’t bend
loike a bit of tin.” He tested what had been a hook across his
knee. “Sure, ut’s not the rubbish Qi thought ut was,” he added,
for it resisted stoutly. “Thunder and gridirons! Some neck and
jaws the baste had to pull that out as sthraight as a poker.
"Phwat was ut at all, at all?”

“Only ask me an easier ome,” said the prince. “I couldn’t see.
What I fired at was like a great twisfing neck. The beggar must
have had the hook in him then, and was trying to shake it out.
Jupiter, didn’t he roar!. He couldn’t have liked the taste of that
hook, Barry!”

As O'Rooney was coiling up the wire, Ching Lung went to the
end of the pool. If they had hit the mysterious monster, their
bullets had not stopped it. It had escaped to its lair beneath
the floe. After such a painful experience, it was unlikely that
it would touch mutton again.

“We’ll have that fellow yet, Barry, if he comes back,” said the
prince. “Of course, if that tunnel he was hiding in leads to the
open sea, he may never stop running till he’s at the other side
of the South Pole, for he’s had a bad shaking up. No more baits
or fish-hooks. We'll drop a few wires across that pool, and link
them up with an electric battery and a large-sized bomb. Then,
if he comes nosing about in the dark amongst those wires, some-
thing will go up in the air. Gan Waga was tight, and you were
wrong. I don’t know what the wretch is, bhrute, fish, or reptile,
but I'll wager the Eskimo’s island against a penny box of tin-
tacks that it isn’t either a walrus, a whale, or a bear.”

A sentry challenged them sharply as they neared Saurian camp.

“Friends!” cried Ching Lung. “0Q’Rooney and myself. Oh, is that:

you, Hildwick? Did you hear any row a little while ago?”

“A lot of roaring and btllowing, sir, and two or three shots,”
gltnsw.er?ed the sentry. “A big walrus, wasn’t it? Did you bag
b5 sir2t

“I can’t tell whether we hit or missed, but the brute got
away,” said Ching Lung. *“The light was no good for straight
shooting.™

A light came then so bright and dazzling that it made them
blink. Towards Desolatia the sky was one blaze of white and
red. The jagged ice-hills gleamed and the black cliffs of the
island stood out like carved jet. A wave of flame surged upwards,
belching out volumes of ink-dark smoke, and the floe quaked and
shuddered beneath their feet as shouting men rushed out of the
huts, their voices lost in the rumbling crash of a tremendous
explosion. For an instant all was uproar and blinding glare, then
blinding darkness and tense silence.

Esteban Castaro had not been experimenting with hombs this
time. On a grand scale he had mined the neck of ice that locked
the floe to Gan Waga’s island and blown itsky-high. And as if the
very elements were in league with the Mexican filibuster, a
whistling, gusty wind sprang up, blowing strongly from the north.
Ferrers Lord went back to his hut and glanced at the barometer.
It was falling rapidly. He turned, and saw the engineer standing
behind him, pipe in mouth. Hal Honour made a sweeping move-
ment with his right arm. ~

“We are adrift, then, Honour?”

(4Another thrilling insta_lment of our wonderful serial next week.)

Automatic pistols are

“J am an Ex-Service Man—

and it has Increased my Income,”

Writes Mr. J. Hawkswell, of Montgomery Street, Hammersmith:
‘“ By showing me how to do odd jobs for the neighbours and m i)
I cannot find words to praise

household repairs at very small cost.
‘The Amateur Mechanic.’”’”

It has taught me three trades:
Shoemaking—Carpentry—Fretwerk,

AMATEUR MECHANIC

In Simple, Non-technical Language, with *How-to-
do-it ”’ Pictures and Diagrams. Presents 400.
Practical Lessons, including

How to Paint and Paper a Room—How to Make a Corner Cupboard—
To Re-Seat Chairs—To Upholster a Couch—To Make an Ottoman Chair
from an Old Cask—To Waterproof Cloth—To Make Bamboo Furniture—
To_Repair Water Taps—To Repair China—To Mend Jewellery—To Mepd
a Piano—To Repair Broken Windows—To Varnish a Vielin, etc.—To do
French Polishing—To Make a Summer House—To Build Poultry Houses,
Sheds, etc.—To Make Boots and Shoes—To do Simple Bricklaying—To
Repair a Hole in a Hot-Water Oylinder—Glazing Greenhouse Windows—
To Make Beautiful Boxes—All About Metal Turners’ Lathes and Other
Tools—Fitiing Stair Carpets—Repairing Table Knives and Forks—Refit-
ting Old Handles—To Make a Hot-Water Towel Rail—All Ahout the
Gramophone—To Make a Gramophone Cabinet and Pedestal—To Iustall
a Speaking Tube—Various Repdirs and Improvements for Cooking Ranges
—To Fit a Hood to a Mailcart or to a Peramhulater—How to Join Two*
Pieces of Iron—To Repair Plaster—To Make a Barometer—To Make 2
Rack for Brooms—All Kinds of Rustic Furniture for the Garden—A
Brickwork Pedestal for a Sundial—To Cure a Smoky Chimnpey—Varnish-
ing and Staining—To Make an Over-door Shelf—To do Inlaid Work in
‘Wood—Ornamental Cement and Concrete Work—To Make a Folding Hand
Oamera—To Build a Canvas Canoe—To Cement Mailcart Tyres—Glass-
blowing..and Glass-\\'orkinngO}mtm% and Unmounting Photographs,
¢., eto.

TRADES TAUGHT: Inlaying—Picture Restoring—Picture
Framing — Polishing and Staining — Curtain Fitting —
Golouring Metals — Electrical - Jobbing — Painting and
Decorating — Silver Plating — Gold Plating — Taxidermy
(Stufiing Birds and Animals)—Fur Dressing—Plaster hress-
ing—YL.eaded Glass Work—Metal Casting—Laying Concrete
Floors—Shoe Making——Glass Blowing—Bent Iron Work—
Simple Bricklaying—Glass Frosting—Scissors Grinding—
Electrotyping — Metal Turning — Celluloid Varnishing —
Sign Writing — Motor Overhauling — Bookbinding — Soft
Soldering—Hard Soldering—Fretcutting—Metal Fretwork
— Boat Building — Watch Cleaning — Clock Cleaning —
Fitting Electric Bells, etc.

THIS IS MONEY-SAVING KNOWLEDGE.

Mr. LEONARD ROE, Quorn, Leicestershive, writes:
““I have mended my waich from the instructions given in * The
Amateur Mecham.c,’ though -it has_not been going for itwelve
months. Now I am going to restore the colour of a pair of Brown Boots.
Your Articles on ‘ Miniature Electric Lighting * are very interesting to
me. I have already fitted up my cycle with electric light from the
directions given in these Articles,*?

Mr. PALMART, Earl’s Gourt, London, writes: ** Follow the
instruetions; everything comes out true and perfect,t?

" 1T'S RLALLY QUITE SIMPLE
WHENYOU DO IT YOURSELF -
IF YOU TACHLE IT RICHT =
& mucH cHEaPer

OUR FREE BOOKLET will teli you all
about “The Amateur Mechanic.”

To The WAVERLEY BOOX CO., Ltd.
(U.3.G. Dent.)

= .J. 3
98, Farringdon Street, London, E.C. 4,

Please send me, without charge, your Free
Illustrated Booklet, containing all particulars
as_to contents, authors, ete., of “ THE
AMATEUR MECHANIC,” also informa-
tion as to your offer to send the Complete Work
for a merely nominal first payment, ths
balance to be paid by a few small monthly
payments beginning thirty days after delivery

POST THIS
FORM AT

ONCE Ies—
Over 90,000

of Work.
people have
> b ht NAME
now Oug (S?Edvtggg;m'{n;l; unsealed e!:-veltép?
Wi stal ), OF a posteard.
“The Amateur ' ”
Mechanic.” ADDRESS oo
. U.J.G, 1922,

Tue Porurar.—No. 171,



STOLEN HOMOURS! ¢

{Continued from page 11.)

much interlined and corrected, passed
from hand to hand among the school-
boys, ’ﬂlong with the “Fraser Adver-
tiser.” :

By gum!” said Chunky Todgers. “It
looks a clear case!™

: A smile hovered over Frank’s lips. He
had not finished yet. -

“Not quite!” he said. *‘The editor,
in bnnouncing the winner, stated that
the winning manuseript was well-written
and neat. Yeu know the kind of
slavenly scrawler Gunten is.”

“I—I was specially careful with my
manuseript, of course,” said Gunten.

“¥ou still stick to your yarn,
Gunten?”

“Do you stick to yours?” sneered
Gunten., ““That’s the question!”

. There was silence, .as the schoolboys
focked from-one to the other. The
suile still lurked on Frank’s handsome |

face.

“Very well!” he said. **Gunten says
the winning manuscript was his, and I
say it was mine. We can settle it by
getting the manuscript from the office
of the °¥raser Advertier.’ H it'’s
written in my hand—"

“By gum, that will settle it!” said
Lawrence.

All eyes were on Kern Gunten. He
was pale as death, and breathing with
difficulty.

“You can’t get the manuscript!” he

panted.

“I can—and will!” said Frank. “That
means waking the affair public, of
course.”

Gunten stood quite still for a moment
or two. His face was like chalk, and his
eyes had a hunted lock.

Well he knew what the result of an
investigation would be. And well he
knew that tampering with the letters in
a post-office was a serious offence against
the law, for which he would have to
answer, . 3

“Hold on!” he gasped, “I—I say—I
—T don't want this to go any farther!”

“I1 thought you wouldn’t!” said
Frank.

“I—T only meant it as a_joke, really,”
muttered Gunten. “I—I never knew

THE POPULAR—Every Tuesday.

your story would win the prize, of—of
course. 1t was just a chance. I—I—°

“Do you own up that you stole my
manuseript, and sent it to the office in
your own name?”’ demanded Frank.

“Yes!” panted Gunten.

“You sneaking coyote I shouted Eben
Hacke. “Hand Richards his twenty
dollars, and then we’ll duck you!”

KEI_I 33

 Shell out, you thief !

With a trembling hand, Gunten
passed a twenty-dollar bill to Frank
Richards. It was the prize he had so
nearly succeeded in “bagging.”

Then there was a rush of the indignant
Cedar Creek fellows.

Gunten, struggling and yelling, was
collared and rushed down to the ereck,
and there was a mighty splash in the
water.

The wretched trickster crawled ouf,
drenched and dripping, and took to his

heels. Gunten did not show up in school
| that afternoon.
THE END.
(You must not miss the splendid

long, complete story dealing with Frank
Richards' schooldays in the backwoods
school of Canada, tn next Tuesday's

issue of the POPULAR. )
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fiack ngetal. Juss lkea Real WY
Pistol. When closed for T
packet, 4tins. long. You presstrigger, i

and ont comes—Telescepe, Field, Sea, &&

ov Operd Glasges, Compass, Mirror, Barning,
Wealling and Magnifying Glasses, and box of
Kanlck.Knacks, all - 8.IN. 1,” A Novelty Companion
indoordar gut. Only 276 Post Free. Worth Double.
Dalight or Money Back. Novelty, ete. List Free,

Pain’s Presents House, Dept. $X, Hastings,

BE BlG'—-Dur'mg the pust ten years we
2 ®  Sclentific Treatment for
20,000 students
f‘“ the increase 1
ul achievement.
P.0. for partienlars ard our £100 guarantee
17, §TROUD GREEN ROAD. LONDGN, N.J

¥ desired

3 have supplied our Girvan

increasing the
Eess than 200 have written to sa,
.. 99 per cent. of succes
Health and stamina greatly improved.

¥ they have not secured
sful resulls is a wonder-

to ENQUIRY DEPT A M.P .,

height to over

If under 40, send

goun CINEMATOGRAPHS from £1; with A\UTOMATTO Re-winder,
rom £3, Ilustrated Catalogue F
Avenue, LONDON, W.13,

g Acsessaries, Standard Films.
Aegk E, DEAN CINEMA €0., 94, Drayton

Tee, =—

N E R v 0 u SM Egs’ %%yn;ss.nglushing, elc.—a genuine cure.

-page book,
40, Lamb’s Conduit Street, W.C.1.

. 1or
Giiarantee.—H. ¥. RIVERS (Desk E),

Send
testimonizals, and £500

BATTERY PARTS,
MAGNET, 10d.; postage 2d.
ELECTRICAL
4-Veit DYNAMO, 12/6
CTRIC L

Holder, Reflector, Instructions,
Larger size, 8/6, postage Od.
‘Motor, 3/9.-~HARBORNE

Dbttt L e ——

%>RB0YS! MAKE A SHOCK COIL FOR 1/91

SHOCKING COIL! B Setof Partsformaking, 179, §
1/6; postage 3d, each. ELECTRO |
{Lifts 1 pound.)
EXPERIMENTS,
VERTICAL BTEAM ENGINE, 7/6; postage, etec., 9d. I
XGHT. — Baitery, Switch, Wire, Lamp, |
ete., 4/9;
{Catalopus 4
SMA.

38 (A.P.), QUEEN'S KOAD, ASTON, BIRMINGHAM. =
5 e e e e S S . S S s e S S B T B Wt W %

Box i

2/9;: postage 4d.

Electrig

dpo)stagn 6d. |
POWER CO., |

P

isall you pay for our No. 408A1ady’s
or gentleman's Mead " Marvel '—
the finest cycles ever offered on
sach exceptionallyeasy terms. Built
to stand bard wear. Briliiantly
plated; richly enamelled, exqui-
sitely lined in two colours. Sent
packed free, carriage paid on

15 DAYS' FREE TRIAL.

Fully warranted. Promptdelivery
Money refunded if dissatisfied.
Big bargains in slightly factory
soiled mounts. Tyres a
Accessories 334% below shop
prices. Buy direct from the
factory and save pounds.
How a seven-year-old MEAD
which had traversed 75,000 mites,
beat 650 up-to-date machines and
brokethe world's record by coyering
34,366 miles in 365 days isexplainedin
our art catalogue. Write TO-DAY
for free copy--brimful of in-
formation about bicyclesand
contains  gigantic photo-
graphs of ourlatest models.

MEAD CVCLE 0. (inc.}
(Dept. 8807 )
Bitmingham

CRICKET BATS, 6/-

Stumps, 4/6, G/6; Steel Shod, 7/8.
Btg. Gloves, 6/8, 7/-. Gauntlets, 10/-.

Full si

Size 5, Good Willow Blades.
Superior .. .. 7/9,
26 ...

Guards, 7/B, 9/6.
1 Gompo Balis, 1/-,
Ligy Free. —~CARPENTER, Morecambe £t., Walworth, S5.E.17.

1/3. Price

3. LANE '(Dept. 3),

THE WONDERFUL OPERA AND TOURIST GLASS.

Just the thing for Theatres and can ba
used ten different ways, including
A First-Class Opera Glass.
Ag a Tourist @
As a Telescope.
As a Landssape Glass.
A Compass,

POST
FREB

/3

Alse the famous WONDER-GLASS, 3/« post free.

ACETYLENE CYCLE LAMPS,

Best Niekel‘lflaied', 7 inches high, 31 inches Convex Glass with
inside Aluminivm Reflector. Splendid value. Money returned if
unsatisfactory. Price 6/3; postage 9d.

HALLEYS LTD., 265, STRAND, W.C.2.

DON'T BE BULLIED

8mall, weal hoys and men (also womer:;. learn the secrots, in the privacy

heme, of Jujitsu, the wonderful Japanese art of Self-Defence,
My Complete Illustrated Home Course will teach you how to be respected
and take care of yourself under all circumstaneces without the aid of weapens.
A gure cure for mervousness and lack of confidence. It also dewglops
right kind of supple muscle. BETTER THAN BOXING. Jujitsu is
€ried and acknowledged science of leverage and balance as applied to defeat-
ing & powerful man, rendering him helpless. Send Four penny stamps NOW
for TWO FREE LESSONS, or 3/6 for Large Portion of Course. You ran
call and sce if in London. Personal Lessons given.—Dent. * ¥.R..” THE
JUJITSU SCHOOY. 31, Golden Sguare, LONDON, W. 1

FiLMs POR SALE, CHEAP!—Finest on the Market!
; 1,000 ft. Stamp for List.
post paid. —MACGREGOR,

141~ per
Samples—100 ft., 2/-; 50 fi., 1/ 35
34, Beaufoy Road, Tottenham, N.1T.

the
the _

24, Thurstan Buildings, Newton Street, Kingsway, W.C.2.
HEIGHT INCREASED 5 /_ Complete
Course.

IN 30 DAYS. . ,
No Drugs. No Dieting. The Melvin Strong

No Appliances.
System NEVER FAILS. Full particulars apd Testimonials,

stamp.—Melvin Strong, Ltd. (Dept. 8.}, 24, Southwark St.. S E.

CUT THIS OUT

_ The Poputar.” PEN COUPON. value 2d,
Send 7 of direot to the Fleet Pen €O..

Send 7 ef these coupons with only 2/9

119, Fleet Street. London,E.C 4. You will receive by return a Splendid
British Bade 14-ct Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6 (Fing,
Medium, or Broad Nib) If only | coupon is sent, the price is 3/9, 2d. being
allowed for each extra coupon up te 6. (Pocket Clip, 4d. extra.} This great
offer is made to introduce the famous Fleet Pen to the POPULAR readers.
Satistaction guaranteed or cash returned. Fo

0 reign post exfra
Lever Self-Filling Model, with Safety Cap, 2/- extra.
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