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THE JAPE OF THE SEASON'

The Remove Juniors Paint the Prefect’s Study in Rainbow Hues !
{An Incident from one of the Exciting, Complete School Stories in this Issue,)



2 Christmas Comes Once a Year—and so does the ** Holiday Annual’'!

IN WHICH WAR IS DECLARED BETWEEN THE CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS AND THE PREFECT
WHO IS PUT IN CHARGE OF THE REMOVE PASSAGE!
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By FRANEFE RICEARIDS

A Magnificent J.ong
‘Complete Story of
Harry Wharton & Co.,

at Greyfriars.

(Author of the Famous Greyfriars Tales appearing in the  Ragnet *? Library.)

- THE FIRST CHAPTER!
Quite the Limit!

ROM the first, the
declared
stand it.

that  they
Tt wasn't to be expected.

Differences of opinion might exist—
and, in fact, did exist—among the
Remove fellows, upon other points. But
they were all agreed upon that point.
They wouldn’t, couldn’t, and shouldn’t
stand it.

Harry Wharton, the captain of the
Remove, said so. Bob Cherry said so.
Peter Todd said so. Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder, said so. All the Remove said
so. Even Billy Bunter was indignant.
With more or less degrees of emphasis,
they all said the same thing. They
wouldn’t stand it.

It was an insult to the Remove. It
was an invasion of the liberty of the
subject. Tt was an innovation. It had
never been done before; and it wasn't
going to be done now! What was the
good of Britannia ruling the waves, if
the Lower Fourth Form of Greyfriars—
the famous Remove—couldn’t do as they
liked in their own quarters?

Nugent hinted his fears that the
respected and reverend Head was, at last,
going off his “rocker.” At all events, he
ought to have known that the Remove
wouldn’t stand it. He certainly ought
to have known that.

It really looked as if he didn’t trust
the Remove,- as Bob Cherry remarked,
more in sorrow than in anger. Nugent
declared that some beast of a prefect
must have been talking to the Head,
hinting to him that the Remove were not
a nice, quiet, orderly Form. They
weren’t, as a matter of fact. But to
have a prefect quartered in the passage
that had always been sacred to the
Remove—to live, move, and have their
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Remove
wouldn’t

T

being under the watchful eyes of a Sixth
Form prefect—that was the limit! It
was too thick! It was impossible. It
was, as Bob Cherry said in a burst of
eloguence, unstandable, and, therefore,
net to be stood. .

Fhere wasn’t a dissentient voice in the
Remove on that point. They wouldn’t
stand it. 'The real trouble was, that they
had to.

For the order had gone forth—-and the
Head’s order was law.

From that day forth the Remove pas-
sage was to be desecraled by the con-
tinual presence of a prefect. There had
been, it appeared, rows in the Remove

assage. Bumping had been heard—rag-
gings were not infrequent. There would
be a roar of disturbance in the quarters
of the Lower Fourth; and when an exas-
perated master toiled upstairs, cane in
hand, to see what was the malter, he
would find the juniors all working away
industriously in their studies, and look-
ing as if butter wouldn't melt in their
mouths. '

Then it was useless to make exas-
perated inquiries. Nobody had heard
anything out of the common. Every-
body wore an expression of surprised or
injured innocence. ’

At Greyfriars each Form had its own
quarters to itself. That was how it had
always been; and that, in the opinion of
the Removites, was how it ought always
to be.

It was no use quoting the example of
other public schools to the Greyiriars
fellows. Greyiriars fellows had a way of
smiling in a superior mannsr when Eton
and Harrow were mentioned. Eton and
Harrow, cerfainly, were Eton and
Harrow ; but Greyfsiars was Greyfriars,

When the order went ferth, some of
the fellows said it was gammon—as if the
reverend Head of Greyfriars could be
suspected of “gammoning.”

(Copyright in the United States or America)

But the next day it was proved clearly
enough that it was not “gammon.” = "

Bob Cherry rushed breathlessly into
Study No. 1 where Harry Wharton and
Frank Nugent were sitting on the table,
talking over the prespects of the coming
football season. Bob was crimson with
excitement and haste.

“They’re at it!” he gasped.

“Who are—at what?’ asked Wharton.

“They are—at it} roared Bob. “The
Head means business. He really intends
to stick a prefect’s study in the Remove
passage—our passage !’

“But what 2"
“They’re at it, I teil you. Come along
and see |”

And Bob Cherry grasped his chums,
one with either hand, and dragged them
off the table, and rushed them out of the

study.
The passage was crowded with
Removites.

Morning lessous were over, and as a
rule the Remove juniors weuld have been
on the playing-fields just then, or out in
the Close. But now all the Remove were
in their passage. The work of desecra-
tion, as Bulstrode put it dramatically,
had begum.

At the end of the Remove passage was
a disused room, where lumber had been
piled. ~The lumber had been removed
now. In the room were two British
workmen, busy. There was a smell of
paint and plaster. The work had evi-
dently started that morning while the
Remove were in: their Form-room. The
room had been swept and cleared out,

and a paperhanger was at work. - The

walls were newly papered, and the paint-
ing had started. The room was being
turned intq a study for the obnoxious
prefect who was to take charge of the
Remove passage.

There was a buzz of voices in the
passage. The two British workmen went

3
3




Remember This Date —the ¢ Holiday Annuai” Will Be Qut on the First of September. b

steadily on with their work, at the easy
and lewsurely pace of men who are paid
by the hour The excitement outside
t?le open doorway did not affect them at
all.

“They’'re at it!” exclaimed Johnny
Bull, as his chums came dashing up the
passage.

“Papering and painting, begad!” said
Lord Mauleverer.

“Turning this room into a study!”
growled Bolsover major. I pity the
prefect who puts up here—that’s all !”

“We'll scalp him !”

“We'll lead him a glddy dog's life !

“We'll screw him in!

“We'll boot him out!”

“We'll make him think life isn't worth
living I’

“It’s rotteni”

“It’s a shame!”

“We won't stand it !”

Thus the Remove.® Indignalion was at
boiling-point. The Head was in earnest,
then—it was not gammon. It was no
empty threat. From that day forth
there was to be a Sixth Form study in
the Remove passage—-a prefect would
live among the juniors—and raggings
and bumpings and all sorts of Tittle
Jolhﬁ(ahom would have to stop. At the
sound of a row in the passage, a Sixth
Form “beast ” w ould come striding out
with cane in his hand—there would be
whackings, whoppings—lines would fall
as thick as leaves in Vallambrosa.

The Remove were an unruly Form, and
they rather prided themselves upon it.
But their unruliness would be a thing
of the past now. There would be a
Reign of Terror—a chap might as well
live in Russia with the Bolsheviks.
In their minds’ eye, the Removites saw
themselves reduced to the state of meek
orderliness of the “Babes ” of the First
Form. The Remove, like Lucifer, Son
of the Morning, would be fallen from
their high estate.

“Let’s raid ‘em now!”’ suggested
Bolsover major. ‘There are only two of
’em,. We can yank off the paper before

it’s dvy—and chuck the paint out of the
window.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Good eg, g i

“I thmk you had better not!” said a
quiet voice, as Wingate of the Sixth

came =tr1dmg along the passage.

The buzz of voices died away. Win-
gate was head prefect, and captain of the
school. The noise in the Remove passage
had brought him upon the scene, and he
had thoughtfully brought a cane with

him.
Bob
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Cherry.

“We're not going to have any blessed
prefects here, Wingate !” said Nugent

#We don’t want any strange dogs in
the kennel I” howled Bolsover major,

“Let the blessed Sixth keep in their
own blessed quarters!” roared Johnny
Bull. “We have enough of the Sixth,
anyway !”

“Too much!” said Vernon-Smith.

“The too-muchfulness is terrific!”
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Wingate 1aughed -

“Head's orders,” he said tersely. “ 1f
you kids had behaved yourselves you
wouldn’'t have needed looking after.
There have been too many rows in this
quarter. It's a jolly good idea to it oa
prefect in this passage; not very uice
for the prefeet, certainly; but duty’s
dutv

“Some beast must have suggested it

$o the Head!” snorted Johnny Bull.

1 suggested it!"" said Wingate.

i1 Oi} 19

wn

ay, Wingate~—" began

said

L se;y, Wingate, that wasn’t cricket,

NEXT
TUESDAY!

you know,” said Harry Wharton re-
ploacnfull

Wingate pointed down the passage
towards the stairs.

“(Clear off I he said.

There was a roar of indignant protest.

“¥ah! We can stay in our own
nassage if we like, can’t we?”
P g

“ No, you can tY Clear off! You're
botheimn the workmen. Mind, if they

are “agged in any way, oOr interfered
with, the ITead will take the matter up.
To-morrow there will be a prefect
quartered here.”

“Who'’s the beast, Wingate?”

“Walker is going to take
quarters here. Now clear off,
more jaw !”

Wingate made a movement with the
cane. The Removites, breathing wrath

and indignation, cleared off, and the
captain of Cireyfriars followed them down
the passage.

“Get a move on, Skinner!”

] s'pose a chap can stop to tie up his
bootlace, can’t he?” demanded Skinner
indignantly.

Thwack !

Skinner gave a yelp, and dashed away,
leaving his bootlace till he was down-
stairs. The passage was cleared, and the
Removites, boiling with indignation,
swarmad out into the Close. #

“up his
and no

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Up Against 1t!

n ENTLEMEN 2
“¥ah 12
“Hear, hear!”

Harry Wharton had mounted
upon a bench outside the tuckshop, in
the corner of the Close. Harry Wharton
was captain of the Remove, and the
Lower Fourth naturally looked to him
for guidance in this emergency of emer-
gencies, Wharton waved his hand as he
stood up to address the meeting.

“Gilence ! shouted Bob Cherry.

“Order !” bawled Johnny Bull.

“Gentlemen—-""

“Hear, hear!”

“(entlemen of the Lower Fourth, in
this unprecedented state of affairs we
must keep cool. We must not lese our
heads. This is no time for gas. It is
a time for action! This is where we
assert our rights, or the liberties of the
Greyfriars Remove are lost for ever!”

“ Hear, hear!”

“It is not only for ourselves that we
shall fight,” went on Wharton, with a
vague recollection in his mind of some
speech he had read in the newspapers.

‘It is for our de:cendants—our children
and our children’s children!”

“My hat!”

“I—1 say, that’s locking rather a long
way ahead! What?” ejaculated Loxd
Mauleverer.

“Ha, ba, hal”

“T stand’ by my words!” said Wharton
firmly. “What 1 have said, T have said!
Now is the time for all jlht men to rally
to the aid of the party! If there is
trouble, let there be trouble! We are
standing up for a principle. Long after
we have left Greyfriars—when we are
old, old men with grey hair, or no hair
at all, there will still be Greyiriars—-
there will still be a Lower Fourth Form
here; and the Removites of that time
will call us funks if we allow a prefect
to be planted on them in their
guarters. Therefore, T said, and I say
again, that it ‘is-for our children and
our children’s children that we must
keep flying the banner ot liberty !

“Oh, crumbs!”

“T read something hke that the other

day,”

own |

said Peter Todd suspiciously. It/

was a speech about Free Trade, or
Tariff Rttum or something of that
klnd

“Order!” said Wharton  hastily.

Can we
»

“ Gentlemen,

I appeal to you!
allow this?

As Shakespeare says

“Blow Qh‘lkespeare'” said Johnny
Bull. “He wasn’t a Greyfriars chap!”
“QOrder!”
“As Shakespeare says,” pursued
Harry Wharton determmedlv “Can

such things be, and overcome us like a

summer cloud without our special
wonder? Gentlemen, I had rather be a
dog, and bay the moon, than such a
Roman!”’

“Oh, cut &hakeape'lre‘ roared Bol-

sover major. “What are we gomg to
do about it? That is the question.”

“To rag or not to rag—that is the
question!” said Bob Cherry.

“(jentlemen,. we are not going lo
stand it! Our freedom is invaded. Our
liberties are infringed; our owix passage
is desecrated by the presence of a Sixth
Form bounder! “e get too much of
the Sixth, anyway!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Wa are fed up to the chin with them.
at the best of times. Now they want to
plant one of them on us aL close quar ters,
We are not taking any! Never!”

“Never!”

“The neverfulness is terrific!’

“The crder has gone forth!” resumed
Wharton. * To-morrow there will be a
prefect in the new study. What are we
going to do?”

“Bump hl[ﬂ

“Rag him!’

“Chuck him out!”

“Gentlemen, I have formed a plan.

Let the enemy come—let him plant him-
self in our quarters. Gentlémen, .we
will scon make him glad to go. Gentle-
men, we shall declare war upon the new
study. We shall proceed (o make it =0
uncomfortable that the prefect will get
out. We cannot chuck him out., as an
honourable member has suggested, be-
cause the Head has sent him hors: But
we can make him sorry he came, and
make him clear out of his own accord.
Walker of the Sixth is coming. Well,
a walker ought to walk. and we are
going to make him walk !”

“Hear, hear!”
“¥a, ha, hal”
“Gentlerlen all  suggestions from

members of the Form will be carefulty
considered by the. Standing Committes
that will meet in Study No. 1. We
shall consider e\elyﬂnnﬂ that is suz-
gested, but the editor’s decision will be

final—I mean, the committee’s de-
cision——-" : 5 ‘
“Who's the committee?” Balstrode

wanted to know.

“1 shall be chairman, and there will
be ~four memben——"\aoent Cherry,
Bull, and Inky—-

“Keepmg it all in the family, =ns
usual!” bawled Bolsover major. “I'm
jolly well going to sit on*that . com-
mlttee‘”

“Tmpossible !” said Nugent. “It will
bhe a c~landing Committee !”
“Ta, ha, ha!”
“Same here!” said Peter Todd. “You

can’t leave out Study No.
study in the Remove!”

& Rats ¥

“He,u' hear!”

“1 say, you fellows, T shall be a mem-
ber!” plped Billy Bunter. “You'll
nced me! Besides, I've got a wheeze
for ragging the prefect You know what
a jolly good ventriloquist I am—"

There was a general roar:
¢ Shut up, Bunter!”
Tre Poepuvran.—No. 187.
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The wmeeting might - disagree about
other things. But they all agreed unani-
mously in telling Billy Bunter to Zut
up.
1“I guess you'll want me on the com-
mittee, too.” said Fisher T. Fish, the
American junior. ‘You will want the
brainy man of the Form, T guess! Just
a few!”

“The Committee of TFive will
meet——

“The Committee of Six!” roared Bol-
sover.

“Heven!” said Peter Todd.

“Tight, T guess—-"

“Nine!” yelled Billy Bunter. :

“Order! ~Gentlemen, the committee
will meet after lessons this afternoon, and
{ake measures for diddling the Sixth and
frustrating their knavish tricks.”

“Hear, hear!”

“«The whole Form will be expected to
back up as one man. No compulsion will
Iie used, but any fellow who doesn’t back
up will be slogged, bumped, and pul-
verised !”

“Hear, hear!” a0

“Are vou going to "talk ull day?
yelied Bolsover major. * T've got a few
words to say—"

“Rats!”

“Go home

«go have 1! exclaimed Billy Bunter,
clambering on the little table under the
elm, where Mrs. Mimble was wont to
set - ginger-beer for juniors who took
iheir refreshment alfresco. 1 say, you
fellows 2

“Shut up, Bunter!”

“Y¥ah! I'm not going to shub up !
T've got a few words to address to the
Form!” Billy Dunter blinked at the
excited crowd round the table i.-hroug_h
his big spectacles. ‘At a time like this
vou want a really clever chap to take
the lead, and I suggest that Wharton
shuts up and leaves it to me! T con-

L]

sider——'

158

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's the
dinner-bell I’ said Bob Cherry. e
off 17

“1 say, you fellows, just listen to me!
I say——"

“(Cheese it 4

“Y insist upon addressing the meet-
ing ! roared Bunter. “ After what you
have heard from Wharton, you can hear
<ome sense from me! T say  Ow!
T.et that table alone, Bull, you idiot !
Don't shake it, or I shall fall—yah !—fall
down! You silly ass, I shall be down in
a minute—"

“You'll be down in less than a
minute ! chuckled Johnny Bull, as he
kicked at the centre leg of the little

[t

table.
“Yaro-0-0-oh! Ow! Help!”
Bump!
“Ha, ha, ha!” :
“Ow! Ow! Beast! Yow!® = Billy

Bunter sat up on the ground, and groped
for his spectacles, and set them straight
on his little fat nose. “T
Yarooh! T say, you fellows

But the fellows were streaming away
for dinner. - Billy Bunter’s valuable re-
marks upon the situation were lost for
ever,

33

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Shoulder to Shoulider!

3 FTER the workmen were gone, the

Removites looked into the new-

study at the end of their passage,
to see how it was gelling on,
The alterations were nearly finished, and
the study looked very bright and clean,
and a strong odour of new paper and
ThE PoruLar.—No. 187.
NEXT
TUESDAY!

Ow -

| “Tf we’re called over the coals

paste and paint hung about it. Walker
of the Sixth was there, looking round
his new quarlers, and apparently satisfied
with what he saw.

He grinned as Harry Wharton & Co.
looked in. Wailker knew how the Re-
movites regarded the innovation, and he
rather enjoyed it. Walker was a good
deal of a bully, though not quite so bad
as Loder or Carne in that respect. He
had a very high-handed way of dealing
with juniors, and he felt that he would
have every opportunity now for exer-
cising the high hand.

“Whose study is next to this
asked.

“‘,Mine 1" growled Johuny Bull. **No.

?” he

“I guess it’s mine, too,” said Fisher
T. Fish. I shall expect you to be quiet,
Walker, and not disturb me at my work.”

Walker frowned.

“None of your cheek!” he exclaimed.
“1 was going to tell you that you will
have to mind your P’s and Q’s there.
The partition isn’t very thick, and I don’t
like noise. If there is any disturbance
T shall come in with a cane.”

“You may. go out with a thick ear!”
said Johnny Bull.

Walker made a movement towards the
speaker, and Johnny Bull prudently
vanished into the passage.

The juniors left Walker of the Sixth
there, planning the arrangerment of his

DON’T MISS

The Special Announce-

ment on Page 24!

ALL ABOUT THE
GREAT TREAT
COMING!

furniture. The study was at present only
furnished with paint-cans, brushes, and
paste-pot and brush, and remnants and
trimmings of wall-paper. They were to
be removed when the workmen came to
finish in the morning. 3

Harry Wharton's eyes weve glimmering
as he walked away down the passage. It
was evident that an idea had come into
his mind.

“ Walker's taking up his quarters there
to-morrow !’ he remarked.

“Yes,” said Nugent.  “The study’s
finished. What are you thinking of?
It’s no good trying to stop that, is it ?”

“1 think so. The study’s finished to-
morrow,” said Wharton, with a chuckle.
“Suppose somebody — anybody -— came

down in the night——"
“Yes?” said his chums all {ogether.
“And repainted the study?” said
Harry.
“My hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“(Gee-whiz! T guess there would be
an awful row !”” said Fisher T. Fish.

“Well, there are going to be rows, any-
way,” said Wharion coolly. “If we're
afraid of rows we may as well chuck up
the sponge at once.”

‘“Hear, hear !”

“The whole Form’s in it !” said Harry.
9

“If1” grinned Npgent.
“Well, when we're called over the
coals,” amended Wharton, ‘“ we shall all

“*THE HAUNTED STUDY!™ '

take blame for it—all equally. The
can’t flog a whole Form, and if we stan
together we shall come off lightly. Every
;hgp in the Remove will have a hand in

“Good egg !”

In the dormitory that night the plan
was discussed in full. The Removites
jumped at the idea. Peter Todd was
pleased to signify his approval-—though
he had formed a rival committee in Study
No. 7. The juniors were in the thick of
the discussion when Gerald Loder of the
Sixth came in to zee lights out. Loder
noticed how the buzz of voices died away
on his entrance, and he stared sus-
piciously at the juniors.

“YWhat are you young rotters up to?”
asked the bully of the Sixth, in his usual
amiable way.

“Snuff 1”7 said Bob Cherry cheerfully.

“Plotting some mischief, eh?” said
Loder.

“Loder, old man, you're a regular

wizard,” said Nugent solemnly. * How
do you guess these things? It shows

what education will do even for a silly
chap.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The prefect scowled.

“Vou'll have an eye kept on you in
future,” he said. ‘‘No more of your
rags and rows in,the Remove passage.”

“Some fellows want walching in the
Sixth Form passage,” suggested Johnny,
“T've heard that some of the Sixth
smoke and play nap in their studies.”

The Remove chuckled at that, and
Toder made no reply. He turned out
the light, and quitted the dormitory with
a frowning brow.

The buzz of voices broke out again as
soon as the prefect was gone. The
Remove were full of the new scheme.
Almost all the Form had received it with
enthusiasm. But there were no exdep<
tions. - That trouble would follow was
certain; and all members of the Lower
Fourth Form of Greyfriars were not of
the stuff of which herogs are made. Billy
Bunter was not keen, and Snoop was still
less keen, and there were other waverers.
But as Harry Wharton remarked, any
fellow who tried to keep out would be
scalped, slaughtered, boiled in oil, and
otherwise maltreated, so that laggards
had more to fear from their Form-fellows
than from their Form-masters.

“We start at twelve o'clock,” said
Harry. “Everybody will be in bed then,
and there won’t be any danger of
prefects nosing about.”

“ Hear, hear !” said the Remove.

“I don’t want to lose my night’s
sleep ! growled Snoop.

“Tt isn’t a question of what you want,
my son,” said Vernon-8mith. For once
the bounder of Greyfriars was hand-in-
glove with Harry Wharton & Co. ‘“It's
a question of what’s got to be done,
Savvy?” ;

“Quelchy  will
rusty !” said Snoop.

“Tet him cut up 1

“The Form will cut up rusty il any-
body tries to sneak out of his share,”
said Bob Cherry. “Don’t be a funk,
Snoopy !”

“Oh, rats!” said Snoop.

“I say, you fellows,” came Billy
Bunter’s voice. ‘I think I shall very
likely be too sound asleep to wake up at
twelve o’clock i :

“That’s all right,” said Bob Cherry.
“You can rely on me to wake you up.
You’'ll be woke up all right if a jug of
water will do it !” i :

“Look here, Cherry—-"

“Don’t trouble to thank me, Buntet,
I shall he pleased.”

“Ha, ha, ha!l?

ent frightfully

up

. A SFLENDID TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.
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Bunter grunted and went {o sleep.
He was /in -hopes that all the Remove
would go to sleep, too, and fail to wake
up at the appointed time. But when
midnight tolled out from the elock-tower
of Greyfriars, it found Harry Wharton
awake. He had dozed off several times,
but he woke up in time, and heard the
last stroke of twelve.

The captain of the Remove jumped out
of bed

“Time!” he called out.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” yawned Bob
Cherry.

“Wake up!”

S @Grech! T'm awake—all right !”

“Help me wake the other chaps!”
said Harry.

Wharton shook Bulstrode by the
shoulder. Bulstrode opened his eyes and

blinked at him in the darkness,

“Wharrer marrer?” he murmured.
¢ Shurrupt”

“Time! Buck up!”

Bulstrode yawned portentously.

“I—1 say, Wharton, I've been think-
ing. It would be a jolly good idea to
leave it till to-morrow night~don’t you
think 807 You -see—-  Yah—och!
Yaw !’

Bulshrode yelled as he was bumped out
of bed on the floor. Then he put on his
{rousers without further objections. The
other fellows did not raise any objections,
ether after that example—if they had
been thmkmrr that it would be a good
idea to put off the expedition until the
following night, they did not say so.

sdn a few minutes only Sidney Snoop
nd | (Billy Bunter remained in bed.
Snoop was a\ml‘.e, but Billy Bunter was
snoring. He was snoring with so much
energy that it sounded, as Bob Cherry
remarked, too good to be true.

“Time, Snoop!” said Vernon-Smith.

“Look here, I'm mnot coming!” said
&no ap.

"Yunl\ him out !”

“Bump him !”

“Hands off, you beasts—yarooh !—I
say 1 am not coming—leggo my leg—
3&11 l!’

Bump !

Sidney James Snoop descended upon
the floor with a terrific concussion. The
juniors gathered round him with pillows
and bolsters, and smote him as he rolled
over.

Smite, smite, sinite!

“Coming mnow?”  asked Wharton
pleasantlv

“Ow! Groo! Yow! Ves!”

“Get into your bags, then, and
sharp !”

And Sncop sulkily got into his bags.
Then the juniors devoted their attention
to Billy Bunter. The Owl of the Remove
was still snoring as if bv steam-power.

“Faar aﬂ%p said Bob Cherry, with
“ Bunter,

a grin. old man, are you
asleep 7 :
Snore !
“Can’t you wake up, Bunter?’
Snore !

Bob Cheiry bent over tha fat junior
and roared in his ear:

““Bunter I”

“QOw !” gasped Bunter. Then, remem-
bering hlmaelf he snored again, more
loudly than betore.

The juniors chuckled. Bob Cherry
dipped a sponge into a jug of water, and
approached the fat junior’s bed again,
and suddenly squeezed the sponge over
his fat face. There was a gasping yelp
from Bunter, and he started up so sud-
denly that his head came into violent
contact with Bob Cherry’s nose.

Crack !

““Q0w!” yelled Bob.
dose! Ow, crumbs!

NEXT
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“Ow,; ow! My
Murder«yow i

“Grooh !
beasts !

gasped DBunter, “You
I'm wet!”
! My dose»—my dose !”

Y Ha, ha, ha!

“I say, you fellows—ow I-—I've knocked
my head agamst something——"

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“You——vou fat villain! It was my

nose!” said Bob Cherry sulphurously.
“Ow, it’s bleeding! 1 believe it’s
flattened! Ow!”

“Serve you jolly well right " growled

Bunter. . “I'm wet! Look here, you
fellows, I'm not getting up!”
“Your mistake — you are!” said

Johnny Bull. And he rolled the Owl of
the Remove off the bed with a mighty
shove. Bunter and bedclothes rolled on
the floor together. Bob Cherry bathed
his nose, which was streaming red, -and
Bunter scrambled wildly among the

moment Harry Wharton caught the Owl
of the Remove by the neck and shook
him energetically.

“You fat bounder! You ean’t catch
us twice with that rotten trick! Il’s all
right, you chaps—it’s only some more of
Bunter’s beastly ventriloquism !”

= Yentnloquwe him 1 growled Bol-
sover major.. “Lemimne get “as him 17

SOt Leggo! I—it was only a
lark ! gasped Bunter. “I'm coming,

vou know. I—I meant lo come all along.
J—1 want to come!”
“Shut up
beast !
Vernon-8mith linked arms with Bunter,
and Peter Todd with Snoop, as the Re-
movites left the dormitory. There was

and come, then, you fat

no chance for the laggards to relreat.
The juniors crept softly out into the
All was dark and silent; with

passage.

mesating,’’ roared Billy Bunter.

table. Bump!

w:ld yeli.

NOTHING DOING FOR BUNTER!—
¢ After what you have heard from Wharton,
you can hear some sense from me !
Bull, you idiot, or d shalil fall down in a minute ! **
than a minute ! ’? chuckied Johnny Bull as he kicked at the centre leg of the

‘The table collapsed,'and Bunter fell to the ground with a
(ro Chapter 2.) i

‘1 insist upon addressing the

i say—ow ! 't shake the table,

s You'll be down in less:

tangled bcdclothes and roared -lustily:
“Ow, ow! I'm not going—yah! T-tell
you—ow—-"
“Shut up!” said Hairy “ harton.
“Yowll have the prefects here.”
#] don't eare! Yah! . Iz vmooh'
What beast is that kicking me? | Yow 9
“Shut up!”

Bunter disentangled himself and
scrambled up. - T'rom the direction of the
door, in the darkness, came .a sharp
voice i

“Boys! What are you doing out of
bed at this hour? Get back:to bed at
once ! :

“Oh, my hat! QuelcHy!”

For a moment the Remove woire

“THE HAUNTED STUDY!™

stricken ith dismay. Put the zxi

‘;.H

thé, excoi‘)“tion of the Remove, ali Grey-

friars was.sound in slumber..

_ THE. FOURTH CHAPTER,
‘Art for Art’s Sake b

ERE we ate again!’-grinned
Bob Cherry. o
The Co. were the first to
enter the new study. Harry

Wharton" llghted the gas, and“the other
fellows crowded in. ’lhele was not room
for all of them, and most' of:the crowd
hind to remain in the passage..’ Johnny
Bull was set on guard to watch in case
of an alarm, and alse to:see that the
laggards’ did not get " away. It was
pecessary for every member of the
Tae Porurar.—No. 187.
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Remove to have a hand in the proceed-
mgs, and Wharton ordained that they
rhoald take it in turns.

Wharton started the proceedings.

Ile picked a brush out of a can of
paint and started on the window. The
glass was soon covered with a thick
coating of green. Bob Cherry painted
the mnewly papered walls, and Nugent
and Inky and Todd and Vernon-Smith
joined in.  Meanwhile, Bolsover major
and Tom Brown were busy with the
paste and the remains of the wall-paper
and the trimmings, They pasted them
on the walls, on the door, and on the
painted window. The steps the workmen
had used in the whitewashing were still
there, and the juniors mounted wupeon
them to paint the ceiling.

The grale was painted in a variety of
colours, and looked really striking when
the amateur ariis ts had finished.

Under Wharton’s direction, relays of
ﬂ]‘o Removites came in to take part in
the paiuting, and the activity of the
juniors was oxﬂy limited by the amount
of paste and paint at their disposal.

With many a chuckle they continued
their work, till .the last atom of paint
had been squeezed out of the brushes,
and the last fragment of paper had been
stuck up.

By that time the study presented a
most remarkable appearance.

“Walker will be pleased!” murmured
Bob Cherry.

“8So will Quelchy—I don't
grinned Nugent,

“Yaag, begad {” said Lord \[aule\ erer,
who had- wired in manfully, puttmg
nearly as much paint upon himself as
upon the study walls. I really think it

thin}; I

looks rather artistic, don’t you know.
Somethin® like one of those Post-
Impressionist pictures, begad!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

‘““Has Snoop done his whack 7 asked
Wharton.

*“Not yet,” grinned Skinner. “Come
ori, Snoopy! Don’t be backward in
coming forward, you Lnow This isn’t

a time for bashfulness.”

And Snoop was pushed into the study
by the grinning ]umots

‘“Look here, I won’t have a hand in
this!” howled Snoop. “There will be
a fearful row over this, and I'm not
looking for lickings. T tell you T won’t
have a hand in it!”

“You'll have a head in it, then!”
;:m\vled Bolsover, grasping the sneak of

ihe Remove, and fmun his face down
into the largest.of the pai11i~1‘vots. “How
do you like that?”

“Groogh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Are you going to have a hand in it
now, or do you prefer to keep your head
in it?" asked Bolsover pleasantly.

“Groogh! Lemme ! go!
Ow?

Snoop’s face was staxtlmg when hc
raised it from the paint-pot. He
seraped the paint off his face, amid sup-
pressed chuckles from the other fellows:
IHe was red with fury, but he did not
make any further objections: » He took

e

the brush that Harry Whalton put into,

his hand and painted away savagely.

Billy Bunter took w almng’ by 8noop’s
punjshment, and joined in; w!thout
being persuaded by Bolcmer ‘major’s
gentle methods.

“There, I think thal’s about donel”
said Hanv Wharton, looking:round the
study with great satisfaction when the
Jast atom of paint was ‘exhausted.

“Ha, ha!  Yes; I think so1”

X ngad yaas!”

““Me tinkee lookee mn@(’ nicee,” said

Tre Porurar.—No. 18
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Wun-Lung, the litile Chinee.
mollow Walkee will be latty !”
‘“He can be as ratty as he likes; he
won’t be able to dig in this study!”
grinned Wharton.
And the raiders,
handiwork,

“g.

satisfied with their
cleared out of the study at
last.  Harry Wharton turned out the
gas, and went last. Softly and silently
they made their way back to their
dormitory.

“T say, we've brought a giddy niff of
paint back with us,” said Peter Todd.
“1 fancy we shall show signs of this in
thg morning—especially Snoop!”

ha, ha!”

“Well, we should be found out, any-
way,” said Hazeldene. “‘T don’t thmk it
\ull take Quelchy long to tumble.”

*Ha, ha!l No.»

One was chiming out as the juniors
went to bed again. They were soon
fast asleep, and they did not wake again
until the rising-bell was clanging out in
the fresh summer morning.

Clang, clang, clang!

The juniors yawned and rubbed their
eyes as they sat up in bed at the familiar
clang of the rising-bell.

Begad, 1 feel sleepy!”
TLord Mauleverer.

“Same here!” grinned Bob Cherry.
“But we did a good night’s work. My
hat! 1 didn’t know T'd brought away
so much paint!” he added, as he sur-
veyed his hands.

A great deal of washing was required
belore the wmom got the paint off, and
even then enough of it remained to
betray them. Snoop scrubbed at his
face desperately, but his complexion
was still a pale-green when he went
downstairs.

Mr. Quelch glanced sharply at Snoop
at the breakfast-table, but made no
remark about his peculiar complexion.
The raid on the new study had not been
discovered yet. It would probably not
be found out until the workmen arrived
to finish.

By that time the Removites were in
their Form-room.

They expected the discovery every
moment now, and when it came it would
be followed by trouble.

It came at last! In the middle of first
lesson there was a knock at the door of
the Remove-room, and Trotter, the
page, came in. Troiter was suppressing
a grin, which would not be quite sup-
pwssed He brought a message to Mr.
Quelch. The juniors did not hear what
it was, but they saw their Form-master
give a start, and he hurried out of the
Form-room. followed by Trotter.

“Now the band begins to play!”
murmured Bob Cherry. ““This iz where
we get it in the neck. my infants! Buck

mumbled

"I up, and look chippy !

But now that the hour had come the
Remove did nol succeed in looking very

chippy. However; they *“bucked up”
as well as they could. Ten minutes
passed in suspense. and then Mr.

Quelch returned. He came into the
Form-room with a brow like a thunder-
cloud. There was ~a hush. In the
not- as 2 rule the

1 quietest Form-room at Greyfriars—a pin

might have been heard to drop.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Very Downy Bird!

“ oYs !

B Mr. Quelch’s voice was not
loud, but it -was deep; it
sounded to ‘the ears of the

Remaovites, like the gumble of distant

thunder.

The Remove sat silent. Tt was coming

now,
storm.

“Boys, wanton and wicked damage
has been done in the new study in the
Remove passage, the study destined for
Walker of the Sixth! I have very little
doubt that the damage has been done
by members of this Form !

Still silence.

“T call upon the authors of this out-
rage to stand fommd and own up!”
said Mr. Quelch.  “They will be dis-
covered, in any case. Every boy con-
cerned in ddmaging the new study will
step out immediately before the class!”

The Removites exchanged glances.
Harry Wharton gave the signal by rising
to his feet and walking out into the
middle of the room. The rest of the
Form followed him. Only two remained
in their places—Billy Bunter and Sidney
Snoop. In spite of ferocious looks from
the other fellows, they remained sitting
where they were.

Mr. Quelch started as his order was
obeyed te such an unexpected extent.
He had hardly expected the culprits to
own up at all, and he had certainly not
expected the whole Lower Fourth to
turn out promptly at the word of com-
mand.

The Remove stood hefore their
astounded Form-master, who was at a
loss for words for the moment.

“What does this mean?” he gasped at
last. ““Were you all concerned in this
outrage?”’

“Yes, sir.”

The Remove replied with one voice.

“The whole Form?’ gasped Mr.
Quelch.

*“Neos, sir.”

“This is—is outrageous!” exclaimed
the Remove master, very much taken
aback. “However, I see that two of the
Form were innocent of the matter. Had
you anything to do with the ouha're in
the new study, Snoop"”

“T refused sir,” said Snoop.

Mr. Quelch looked at him more clozely.

“Indeed! Then what is the cause of .
the stains of paint on your face, Snoop,
if you were ot there with the others?”

g I” 2

and they were- prepared for the

“Were you there with the rest?”
claimed Mr. Quelch.

“Ye-es, sir. But—"

“Did you take part in the painting?”

“Yes, sir; but I—"

“Then stand out
others!”

“But, sir, I-—"

“Do as I tell you, Snoop. and hold
vour tongue!” said Mr. Quelch crossly.

ex-

here with the

And Sidney James Snoop reluctantly
joined the array of culprits.

“ Bunter!”

“Eh? Didl you speak, sir?” asked
Billy Bunter.

“I did! Were you concerned iu this

matter, in which the whole :of the
Remove seems to have been engaged?”
demanded Mr. Quelch.
“Certainly not, sir!”:
promptly.
“Did you go with them?”’
“Oh. no, sir!” ¢
“Did you remain in the dormitory
while it was done, for I am aware that it
must have been done after lights out?”
“No,- sit—I- mean, yes, sir]
didn’t even know they were going to do
anything of the sort, sir,” said Bunter.
“Tf T had known, 1 should certainly have
remonstrated—like Frie, sir. 1 -have
always regarded Fric as my model, sir.
I should have remonstrated with my mis-
guided schoolfellows, sir, if T had known
what they were going to do. In fact, T

(Continued on page 16.)

said Bunter
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A Splendid, Long, Complete Tale, dealing with the Schooldays in the Backwoods of

Canada of

FRANIK RICH ARDS

(Author of the Famous School Tales of Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars.)

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Gunten’s Little Joke.

$¢ ELPEE!”
Vere
quickly.

Beauclere was gliding along on
his snowshoes over the thick snow that
covered the forest trail.

He had just reached the fork of the trail,
where he was accustomed to meet his chums,
Frank Richards and Bob Lawless, on theil'
way to school, when that peculiar ery
reached his ears:

“Helpee me!

“My hat!”
asbonishment.

1t was Yen Chin,
Cedar Creek, who was calling.

The little Chinee was standing on his
snowshoes beside the trail, and his pigtail
was drawa up on end above his head, the
tip of it being tied to a branch above by a
cord.

Beauclerc slowed down,
astonishment.

The uniappy Chinee had evidently
the vietim of a cruel practical joke.

His pigteil was long, and he could not
possibly reach to the point where he was tied
to.the cord, and o he was held a prisoner
to: the spot

His oniy means
off -hiz pigtail—a
probably did not

His doleful face
Yere Beauclere. d

“You helpee me!” he gasped.
boy! Me fixee; no can loosee!”

“Who did this?” asked Beauclere,
stopped and felt under his furs
pocket-knife.

Yen Chin‘'s almond eyes gleamed.

“Guntee and Kellee!” he answered. *“Me
killee Guntee and Kellee! You letec me go,
quick!”

“Right-ho, kid!”

Beauclerc looked round

You comee quick!”
ejaculated  Beaueclerc, in

the Chinese schoolboy of

looking at him in

been

of escape was by cutting
desperate resource which
even occur to his mind.

iighted up at the sight of

“You good

as he
for his

Beauclerc opeuned his knife.

“No cuttee pigtail! exelaimed the
Chinee, in alarm. “No cuttee!”

Beauclerc smiled.

“T won’t cut your pigtail, you voung

duffer! But how the dickens am 1 going to

W=, WA GHINESE

NEXT
TUESDAY!

He looked upward, puzzled.
“Climbee tlee,”’ said Yen Chin.

Beauclere nodded, and began to take coff
his snowshoes.

A cheery voice hailed him on the trail as
Frank Richards and his Canadian cousin
came speeding up from the direction of the
Lawless Ranch.

“Hallo, Cherub!

What's this game?”

“My hat! Somebody's been lynching Yen
Chin with his own pigtail!” exclaimed Frank
Richards. ¢

“It’s one of CGunten’s rotten jokes!” said
Beauclerc.

“The awful retter!”
dignantly. “How long
kid?”

“kong

excluimed Frank in-
have you been here,

timee,”
“Guntee blingee
Kellee. Me killee!”

“I shall hue to shin up the tree to get
him loose,” said Beauclerc. “Give me a
hand-up, Frank.”

He kicked off the snowshoes, and Frank
Richards bunked him up the frosty trunk.

Beauclerc crawled out on the bouzh above
the Chinese schoolboy’s head to reach the
cord.

“Mindee
Yen Chin. i

Beauclerc sawed through the cord with his |
knife.

The pigtail, with a length of severed cord
attached, fell upon. Yen Chin's head, and he
gave a nowl

“Yow-ow!”

< All serene now!” said Frank Richavds.

Beauclerc dropped lightly from the bough
into .the snow-trail. . He put on his snow-
shoes again.

“You lendee me knifee!”

said Yen Chin dolorously.
me here—Guntee and

don’t cutee pigtail!” called up

saide Yen Chin,

“Eh? What do you want a knife for?”
asked Beauclere.

“Killee Guntee!” :

“You young as roared Bob Lawless.

“You mustn't killee Guntee! Yo
him a licking if you like.”
“No can. Guntee too big.”

u can give

“Well, that's so,” agreed Bob. “Leave bim
to me, and I'll g re him a Tlicking if you
tike, It’s high ¥im. ne had one.”

Yen Chin shook «i5 head obstinately.
“Me Kkillee!” he answered vengefully.

“QOh, dry up!” said Bobh. “Let’s get along
to school, or we s late.”

Yen Chin said no more, but there was a
gleam of vengeance in 11!5 almond eyes as
he slid along the trail with the chums of
Cedar Creek.

Frank Rxblmrds & Co. arrived at the lumber
school only just in time to kick off their
snowshoes and follow the rest of the fellows
into the school-room.

Gunten and Keller grinned as they
in with the little Chinee.

“So you found him?” chuckled Guuten.

“Yes, you rotter!” growled I'rank Richards.
“But suppose we hadn't found him?”

The Swiss shrugged his shoulders.

“Oh, I reckoned you would! Not that it
would have mattered, I ghes I'm not
worrying over the heathen Chinee.”

“You waitee, Guntec!” muttered Yen Chin.
“Me killee!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Gunten.

Miss Meadows came into the school-room,
and the pupils of Cedar Creek took their
places.

But during lessons Yen Chin's eyes turned
constantly in the direction of Kern Guuten
with a_vengeful glitter.

Frank Richards observed it,"and he was a
little troubled in bisimind. ¥

He resolved to keep an eye on Yen Chin
as far as he cculd.

came

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Yen Chin on the Warpath.

L (6 £ OME and lend a hand, you fellows!

wlhen the sci‘uni
after  morninyg

_ said Bob Lawless,
wus dlsmi&ed
lessons.

“What's -on?” asked Frank:
“There's some logs to be split.”
“Right-ho!”

Spiitting logs for the schicol was an optional
dut\ but the Cedar Creek fellows. were

'"enemllv willing to lend a hand when there

was work to be done.

The three chums wen$ round the sciocl-
1ouse to. the wood-piie.

There was a sound tiere as they approaciied
—the sound of a grinding axe.”

“Hallo! Somebody sta‘tuw work alre
remarked Bob.
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“It’s Yen Chin.”

_The little -Chinee did -not look
they came up.

He lost no time in getting to the wood-pile
after lessons, and he was now engaged in
sharpening the axe. =

(-

Frank Richards
shoulder.

“Are you going to use that a\e, kid?” he
asked.

round as

clapped him on

“Me usee,” answered Yen Chin, without
looking up.
“All right. I'll find another.”

Frank fetched an axe from Mr. Slimmey's
cabin, and Bob and Beauclerc found imple-
ments, and they started on the logs.

Yen Chin went on grinding his axe.

The busy sound of chopping rang through
the fros‘fy air, and two or thr«,c othex fellows
joined in the work.

But Yen Chin did not seem to he in a
hurry to start on the logs.

He went on grinding the axe till'it was of
an almost razor-like sharpness.

“That will do, kid!” exclaimed Bob pausing
in his labours. “You're not going to shave
with it, are you?*

“No shavee.”

“Well, why don’t you begin?”

“No choppee woodee.” >

“Then what the thunder are you grinding
the axe for?” demanded Boh. “Give
somehody élse if you're not going to use it,
you yeung LT AR

“Me usee.”

Yen Chin felt the edge of the axe with
his thumbnail.

Apparently satisfied that it was sharp
enough for his purpose, whatever his purpose
was, lie rose to his feet, and put the axe over
his shoulder.

“Where . are you taking that
called out Frank Richards,
Yen Chin started off.

“Killee Guntee.”

“After him!” exclaimed Frank, throwing
down his axe.

The woodcutters raced after Yen Chin.

There was the sound of a loud yell of terror
from the school-ground, on the other side of
the log buildings.

They recognised Gunten’s voice.

The schoolboys came tearing round the
house, and a startling scene burst upon their
gaze.

Kern Gunten, his sallow face colourless
with terror, was running wildly for the
house, and on his track sped the little Chinee,
brandishing the gleaming axe.

The wusually bland expression
Chin’s face was quite gone now.

His look expressed the most bloodthirsty
ferocity.

“Stop!” yelled Frank.

There were shouts of alarm on all sides.

Yen Chin did not heed.

Without a glance to right or left, he raced
on after the fleeing, terrified Swiss.

Gunten, yelping with fear, bolted headlong
into the porch of the schoolhiouse, the

brandished axe gleaming enly a few yards be-
hind hirm.

“Me kiliee!”

“Oh, help!” shrieked Gunten.

Miss Meadows ran out of the schoolhouse,
and the Swiss dodged behind the school-
niistress, panting.

The ferocious face of the Chinee, and the
uplifted axe, were enough to terrify anyone;
but the Canadian girl stepped calmly into the
way, and stood there, her hand upraised. .

“Yen Chin! Boy! What dces this mean?”
she exclaimed,

Frank Richards & Co.,” dashing up at top
speed, were too far off to help.

But Miss Meadows did not need any help.

Yen Chin lowered the axe, and a grin tock
the place of the savage expression on his
queer little face.

“Allee selene,” he said. “Only little jokee,
MMissee Meadee. Me flightén Guntee.”

“0Oh!” panted Kern Gunten, “Ow! Oh!”

Miss Meadows’ brow grew very stern.

“Put down that axe at once, Yen Chin!”

The little Chinee obediently laid down the
axe, looking very penitent.

“You are a very bad boy!”

“Me solly.”

“That will -do!
to be afraid of.”

Miss Meadows went back into tle house,
{frowning.:

Kern Gunten stood gasping for breath,
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axe to?”
in some alarm, as

on Yen

Gunten, there is nothing

it to.

still very. white,. and locking at the Chinee
with dread in his looks.

Then he skulked into the schoolhouse.

Whether the Chinee was in deadly carnest
or not, he could not tell, but evidently he
did not want to remain near him.

“Look here, you Orientz\l savage,” said
Bob Lawless angrily, “if you say another
word about killing anybody, I'll lay a switch
round you! Do you hear?”

The Chinee did not answer, but he looked
very obstinate.

.The chums of Cedar Creek returned to
the wood pile, and Kern Gunten remained
within the walls of the schoolhouse till
afternoon lessons.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Sentenced to Death !

HEN lessons were over that afternoon
Yen Chin was the first out of the
school-room, and he whizzed away
on his snow-shoes on the Thompson
trail without losing a moment. ~

Kern Gunten was deeply relieved to see
him go.

His own way home lay to Thompson, by
the same trail, but he was in no hurry to
take it.

He preferred to give the little Celestial
plenty of time to get home.

He hung abhout the school-ground,
with- a sullen and upeasy face, with his
chum Keller.

“We'd better get off,” said Keiler, at last.
“We can’t hang about here till dark.”

“I—I suppose that young villain’s in
Thompson by now!” muttered -Gunten. |

“Well, we can't overtake him, at any rate.
Let’s get off!”

“1 guess we may as well!”

The two Swiss donned their snowshoes, and
started for the cchool gates.

The trail through the timber was thick
with snow, and it was easy and rapid going.

It was a lonely trail, shadowed by pine and
larch, but it had never occurred to Gunten
before that it was dangerous.

But now the Swiss was in an uneasy frame
of mind.

His eyes scanned the shadows of
timber as he glided on with his chum.

Suddenly he slowed down.

“Look!” he yanted.

A fur-clad figure was
trail.

It came speeding towards the two Swiss.

“Stoppee!” rapped out Yen Chin.

They stopped.

Gunten was almost frozen with fear at the
sight of a revolver in the hand of the little
Chinee.

Evidently the little Chinee had heen home
to Thompson, and had obtained the weapon
there, ard Gunten’s nervous delay at the
school had given him time to return upon
the trail and lie in wait for the Swiss.

“Put that down, Yen Chin!” murmured
Keller huskily. s

Yen Chin showed his teeth.

“Me kille Guntee!” he said.
tinkee?”

Gunten fell on his knees, terrified almost
out of his wits by the ferocity in the little
Celestial’s face.

“Don’t!” he moaned.

“Lie downee!” rapped out Yen Chin.

Gunten obeyed.

“You leady to buly him, Kcllee?”

Keller only groaned.

“Now me givee you two minute, Guntee,”
said Yen Chin grimly. “In two minute you
die!”

“Mercy!” groaned Gunten.

Yen Chin counted.

“Onet”

“Mercy!”

There was a sudden whir on the trail, and
a shouting of voices, before Yen Chin could
count two.

o
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
No Danger!

‘6 HAT are you waiting for, Franky?”
The chums of Cedar Creek had
their snowshoes on, and Bob
Lawless and Beauclerc were ready
to start.

Frank Richards did not seem fo be ready,
however.

His brow was wrinkled in thought as he
stood staring along the snowy trail towards
the distant town on the Thompson River.

“Well, Frank?” said Beauclere, with a
smile.

Frank's glance left the trail at last, and he
looked at his chums.

“You fellows in a hurry to get home?” he
asked.

“I guess not,” said Bob, puzzled: while
Beauclerc shook his head. “But there’s
nething to hang about fer, is there?”

“I'm thinking of Yen Chin.”

“Oh, bother Yen Chin!” said Bob. “He's
gone home, anyway.”

“Gunten’s gone the same way.”

Bob laughed.

“Trust Kern Gunten to look after his
skin!” he replied. “You don’t think the

heai;hen is lying for him in the timber, do
you?”

“I don’t know,” confessed Frank. “I can’t
quite make the Chmee out. But I can’t help
feeling a bit uneasy. Suppose we have a run
down the trail; we shall cover the ground
pretty fast on snowshoes. Gunten is a howl-
ing cad, but I shouldn’t like him to get hurt.
And Yen Chin—"

“I guess the heathen was fooling,”
Bob. “But we may as well run down the
trail. I don’t mind if the Cherub don’t.”

“Not at all,” said Beaueclerc. '

said

“Come on,. then!” said Frank. _

“Race you!" st , with a grin.

And they ra

Over the \d\etV carpet of snow™ the

Canadian lad led the way, Beauclerc keeping
close.

Frank Richards was the least accustomed
of the three to the use of snowshoes, but he
kept up a pretty good speed.

Bob smiled as he looked round, and slowed
a little for his chum.

Gunten and Keller had had a good start,
and Bob’s opinion was that they were at
home in Thompeson by this time.

But Frank could not help feeling unf-.sx
ness.

He was as much concerned for Yen Chin as
for Gunten, as a matter of fact.

“Hallo! There’s somebody on the trail!”
ejaculated Bob Lawless, as they came sweep-
ing round a long bend.

“It’s Yen Chin!" exclaimed Beauclere.

“And Keller!”

“Qreat Scott!” panted Bob, as his eyes
took in the strange scene from the distance.
“You mad young idiot, stop—stop!”

“Yen Chin!” shouted Frank.

They sped on breathlessly, their hearts
thumping.

In the snow Gunten lay, his face like
chalk: Yen Chin, with the six-shcoter aimed
down at the trembling Swiss, standing heside
him.

Keller stood at a little distance, his kuces
knocking to:ather.

“Yen Chin, hold your hand—"

The Chinee looked round hastily.

“Flanky !” he exclaimed.

“Pon’t shoot, you mad young villain!”

“Me killee Guntee!”

“Save me!” shrieked Gunten.
Save me!”

The Chinee gave him a ferocious glare.

“He's mad!

“You Ieady to die?” *he hissed. . “Me
killee !”

“Help!™

Bob Lawless was the first to reach Yen
Chin.

He threw an arm round him, and dragged
him over, and they rolled in the snow
together.

There was a yell from the heathen.
The revolver rolled in the snow, and Frank
Richards hurriedly picked it up.
Gunten -rose from the snow,
every limb.

Bob scrambled up.

Yen Chin still sprawled in the gumv, yell-
ing. The sudden fall had hurt him.

“Got the shooter?” gasped Bob.

“Here it is.”

“Thank goodness!”

“Yow-ow-ow!” came from Yen Clin, as he

trembling in
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selene,’’ he said.
moaned Qunten.

YEN CHIN'S REVENGE !—Yen Chin looked round innocently at the startled, aghast faces round him.
“ Chinee poison velly quick. Quntan no suffer muchee. In fivee minute Guntoe deadee ! *’
He leant back on tha seat in the porch gasping for breath, his face lined with pain.

AN
€5 ow ! 1
(See Chapter 5.)

sat up dazedly in the snow. “Ow, ow! You

bumpee me—you hurtee poor little Chinee!" ]

“T'll poor little Chinee you!” gasped Bob.
“I'il lay a rope round you till you can’t
¢rawl, you murderous youn, villaint”

“Chinee good hoy!” wailed Yen Chin.
layee lopee!”

“I'm going to the

“No

sheriff about this,”

said Gunten, through his chattering teeth.

“You fellows are witnesses that the young
villain was going to shoot me.”

Bob Lawless seized Yen Chin by his pig-
tail and jerked him to his feet, to the accom-
paniment of a fiendish yell from the Chinee.

“Now, you young rascal,” said Bob.

“Yooco00!"”

“Give me that shooter, ¥rank, and I'll
blow his head off!” exclaimed Bob.

The Canpadian lad grasped the
and turned it upon Yen Chin.

He did not touch the trigger, however, in
case of accidents.

But the Chinee did not scem to be scared.
He grinned.

“Now, how would you like some of y8ur
own medicine, you young scoundrel?”
demanded Bob Lawless. .

“ Allee light.”

“What?”

“You shootee, if likee—me no care!”

“You don't care if I shoot you?”
claimed Bob in amazement.

“No care. You shootee.”

“Well, I'm not going to shoot you,” said

revolver,

€X-

Bob. “But—-"
“Shootee if likee,” said Yeu Chin cheer-
“Me no get hurtee. Nothing® in
svel.”

“Wha-a-at?”

“No loadee,” explained Yen Chin, with a
chuckle.

Bob's face was a study, for a moment.

Beauclerc smiled, and Frank Richards burst
into a laugh.

Kern Gunten

< It'sva, el
to shoot me!”

ground his teeth.
he panted. *He was going

“No loadee,” persisted Yem Chin. “You
lookee.” b
Boh Lawless examined the revolver, and

ext moment he burst into a laugh.

“It’s not loaded,” he said. “Look here!”
He pulled the trigger, and there was only
a rusty click.

He threw the revolver to the ground.
Gunten's face was red with rage now.

He could not doubt any farther, and the

E50A ““A GHINESE
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thought of the terror he had been through
enraged him beyond words.

He had begged for mercy on his knees
to the heathen, under the threat of an
empty revolver!

Even Keller was

But Gunten did

He started towards
vengeance in his looks.

Frank Richards interposed.

“Let him alone, Gunten!” he said curtly.

The Swiss clenched his hands furiocusly.

“I'm going to smash him!” he said,
bhetween his teeth, “Ili cripple him for
playing that trick on me! I'll-I"}—-"

“No smashee Yen Chin,” said the Chinee,
dodging behind Frank Richards. “You playee
tlick on Yen Chin—me playee tlick on you,
allee samee. You beastee; me good boy!"

Frank pushed the enraged Swiss back.

grinning. ;
not feel inclined to grin.
the Chinee, with

“It serves you right, Gunten!” he said
coolly. You played a rotten trick on Yen

Chin this morning, and he's frightened you
out of your wits in return, and it serves you
richt. You won't touch him!”

“I—1 wasn't frightened!”

“Ha, ha!” roared Bob. “You looked as if
you were.”

Gunten tried to push past Frank Richards,

Frank grasped him without ceremony, and
flung him into the snow.

“Cut off, Yen Chin,” he said. “And look
Lere, no more_of your mad tricks! Cut off!”

“ Allee light. You good bey,” smiled Yen
Chin. “Me no killec Guntes, if Flanky no
wantee.”

“Cut off, you yourg ass!”

Yen Chin chuckled, and slid away down the
trail.

Gunten regained his feet, with a look of
deadly malevolence at the chums,

“Come on, Keller?” he muttered thickly.

“Not yet,” sald Frank. “You're not going
to handle Yen Chin after we're gone, Gunten.
You can come away with us.”’

“I won't!”

“You'd better,”” said Frank, taking hold of
his arm.

“That's right—mosey a bit along with us,
old scout!” grinned Bob Lawless

The Swiss eclenched his band,
clenched it again.

There was no choice in the matter, and
Gunten, and Keller accompanied the chums
a mile back along the trail before they were
allowed to start, for home.

When they started the two Swiss lost no

PUZZLE!"

but he un-

time in speeding on the track of Yen Chin,
but the little Chinee was safe at home in the
paternal laundry long before they came in
sight of Thompson.

Frank Richards & Co. chuckled as they sped
homeward.

Yen Chin's curious vengearnce upon the bully
tickled them, and they were relieved, also,
to find that the threats of “Kkillee ” Gunten
were only a peculiar form of humour.

“The young ass!” said Frank., “I half-be-
lieved he was in earnest!”

“ Gunten quite did!” chortled Bob Lawless,
“His face was a picture when we came up!™

“Ha, ha; ha!”

And the chums chuckled loud and long as
they swept over the frozen snow.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Tit for Tat!
TLANK RICHARDS & CO. were early at
Cedar Creek the next morning.
As they stood chatting at the gate,
they sighted Yen Chin speeding up on
the trail, with Gunten and Keller in hot
pursuit.

The Chinee joined them at the gate, and the
two Swiss came up, panting.

“No letee whackee Yen Chin!” gasped the
Chinee.

“Keep your paws to yourself, Gunten,
said Bob Lawless. “Look here, we can’t be
always looking after Yen Chin. You're to let
Lim alone, do you hear?”

“I guess I’Il suit myself about that,”
answered the Swiss savagely “He won't
always have you around to protect him, hang
vou. I'll catech him ‘on the trail one time,
and thep——

“You won't!” said Bob. “You touch him
again, and I'l touch you, pretty quick. If
Gunten -goes for you, Chinny, you tell me,
do you hear?”

“Me tellee.”

“ And then I promise you the hiding of your
life, every time, Gunten,” said Bob. “I mean
that, so look out for squalls!”

“You interfering hound!”

“Shut up!” rapped out Bob. “Enough of

that! If you don’t want the shape of your
face altered, you'd bettor keep a civil
tongue.”

- “The Swiss set his teeth.

A MAGNIFICEN

Yen Chin, grinning, went on towards the
i THE Porunar.—No, 187.
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log schoolhouse, and Gunten made a rush
after him.

Bob Lawless promptly caught him by the
shoulder, and spun him round, and the Swiss
was stretched on the ground.

*“Now, get up, and put up your hands,-
said Bob. "

Gunten got up, but he did not put up his
hands. .

He had tried that before, with painful
results.

He muttered under his breath, and swung
away, but hie did not follow Yen Chin.

Keller followed his chum, in without a
word.

In class that miorning Yen Chin grinned
at the two Swiss, evidentiy feeling quite
secure in the protection of Frank Richards
& Co.

Gunten gave him a dark look.

The Swiss was not of a forgiving nature,
and he fully intended to make the Chinee
suffer for the trick he had played on him.

Yen Chin eyed him warily when the Cedar
Creek fellows came out of school. Gunten
did not approach him, however.

Bob Lawless’ heavy fists had to be argued
with, if he did, and Gunten did not like the
nrospect.

But when Cedar Creek went into the
lumber dining-room  to dinner—those who
stayed at the school for the midday meal—
(:!untcn dropped into tle seat next to Yen
Chin.

Miss Meadows was at the head of the table,
and Yen Chin, feeling quite safe in the
presence of the -schoolmistress, grinned at
his neighbour mockingly.

Along with the dinner there were juz$ of
ot lemonade, home-brewed by Aunt Sally,
the black cook—a very:agreeable heverage
on a frosty.Canadian day.

Gunten reached ‘to a jug, from which the
steam was rising in a thick cloud, and as he
did so his foot slipped.

He fell towards the Chinee. and the con-
tents of the jug, piping hot. swamped fairly.
in the face of the little Celestial.

Swoeosh !

There. was a fiendish yell from Yen Chin
as he leaped to his feet.

“Yoh-yow-yaup! Yow!
hurnee! Ow-ow-ow-ow!”

“Gunten, how could you be so. clumsy?”
exclaimed Miss Meadows.

“I'm sorry, ma’am!” said Gunten meekly.
“My foot slipped!”

“Yen Chin—-"

“Yow-yow-yow! Yooooh!” shricked Yen
Chin, dabbing wildly at his face. *“Me
scaidee! Me hurtee! Ow-ow-ow!”

There was a laugh aleng the table.

The little Chinee’s antics were comic cnough
as he-mopped at the streaming liquid.

He was not quite scalded, but he was cer-
tainly hurt, for the lemonade was very hot.

His face was the colour of a boiled lobster
when he sat down at the table at last.

Frank Richards gave the Swiss a
look across the tahle.

He was quite well aware that there had
been no accident.

Yen Chin ate his dinner in silence after
vhat.

But presently 'he reachied out for Gunten's
mug.

“Let that alone!” rapped out Gunten; and

Me scaldee! Me

grim

he rapped Yen  Chin’s knuckles with the
iandle of his knife.
“Me solly!” murmured Yen Chin, with-

drawing his hand.

Gunten drank his lemonade, the Chinee
watehing him with a peculiar grin.

Frank looked suspiciously at Yen
across the table.

His eyes had been upon the Chinee, and he
was almost certain that when the yellow
Jiand hovered over the mug ‘something
dropped from it into the lemonade.

When the fellows came out after dinner
Frank tapped the Celestial on the shoulder.

'/[en Chin looked up at him with a bland
sutile. )

Did you put anything
lemonade?” asked Frank.

“No. puttee.”
that the truth, you young rascal?”
k asked suspiciously. He well knew Yen
; s truly Oriental disregard for veracity.
“Honest tluth! No can lie,” said Yen
Cliin meekly.

Frauk Richards laughed, and went on into

chool-ground.
e snow was thick against the palisade,
aund the schoolboys were seon busily engaged
in a snowball battle. 4

Frank Richards had forgotten the incident
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of the dinner-table, but it was recalled to
his mind when he came' on Kern Gunten
moving unsteadily towards the house.

He was about to hurl a snowball, when he
caught sight of the Swiss’ face.

was pale, and his lips were twitching.

Frank ran to him.

“Are you ill, Gunten?” he exclaimed.

The Swiss groaned.

“I—I don’t know.

1—I've got something
the matter.

I feel as if I'd been poisoned!

Ow!”
“Poisoned ?” repeated Frazk. with a start.
“Oht Ow! Lend me a hand to the porch!®

Frank, with a chill at his heart, helped the
Swiss to a seat in the porch.

Gunten sat down, and pressed both hands
to his stomach, the beads of perspiration
thick upon his brow.

“Hallo! What's the matter?” called out
Bob Lawless, as he came up wit?} several
others.

“Gunten’s ill.”

Gunten groaned.

“T'm poisoned! Ow! Ow!"

*“What rot!” said Bob. *“You've only got
a pain.”

“Ow! Ow!”

Frank Richards leoked round uneasily for
Yen Chin.

The Chinee was there, regarding the Swiss
with a mocking grin.

Frank grasped him by the shoulder.

“You young madman!” he muttered.
“What have you done?” -

“All light; me Xkillee Guntee!” zaid Yen
Chin ecalmly. “Guntee gleat blute. Scaldee
poor little Chinee. Me killee!”

“What have you done?” exclaimed Frank,
shaking him fiercely.
in Gunter’s lemonade?”

“Me puttee.”

Gunten shrieked.

‘He’s peisoned me!

“Good heavers!”
“What has

“Ouly po

I'm dying!”
cxclaimed Beauclerc.
the mad young idiot done?”

on Guntee,” said Yen Chin.

Frank Richards simply staggered.

Yen Chin looked round innocently at the
startled, aghast faces round him,

“All selvne,” he said. “Chinee poison velly
quick. Guaten no suffer muchee. In fivee
minute Guntee deadee.”

“Help!” moaned Gunten.
doctor! Oh, I'm dying!”

He lear=d hack on the seat in the porch,
gasping for breath, his hard face lined with
pain.

The schoolboys looked on in Lorror.

“Call Miss Meadows!” gasped Lawrence.

Chunky Todgers ran into the house to seek
the schoolmist i

No cai! Missee Meadee!” exclaimed Yen
Chin. “No goodee.” Guntee deadee in fivee
minute. No mattee; onlee foleign tlash.”

Gunten moaned.

“You mad young idiot!"” breathed Bob
Lawless. “Don’t you know what you've done?”
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“Did you put anything-

A MAGNIFICENT

“Yes; me killee Guntee.”

Miss Meadows came hastily out of the
schoolhouse, followed by the horror-stricken
Chunky.

Her face was pale.

“What is this?” she exclaimed, as her eyes
fell upon the groaning Swiss.

“I'm poisoned!” muttered Gunten. “I'm
dying! Oh, the awful pain!”

“Good heavens! What—"

“It was Yen Chin!’ said Frank. “He—

he must be mad!

1 thought he was playing
e trick with

Gunten's lemonade. And
¢ sauys—he says he’s put poison in it be-
cause Gunten secalded him!” »
cn Chin nodded.

‘Guntee nearly deadee,” be remarked.
“Thlee more minute, and Guntee quite
deadee.  You no suffee muchee paince,
Guntee.” 3

“It cannot  be possible!” said Miss
Meadows, aghast. “I do mnot believe it!
You are speaking falsely, Yen Chin. Tell me

the truth. Have you really placed anythinyg
in Gunten’s drink?”
" Yes, missee.” :
“What was it? Tell me the truth P¥
Yen Chin hesitated.
His almond

eyes were gloating upon
Gunten’s terror, but there was a glimmer in
them that ' was more lLumorous thap
ferocious.

“Me putec in powdee,” he said at last.

“* What kind of powder?”

“Powdee buyee at chemist in Thompson,”
confessed Yen Chin.

Miss Meadows breathed with relief.

“Then it is certainly not poison!” she ex-
claimed. “The chemist would not sell you
poison. It must he a harmless powder!”

Yen Chin grinned.

“Allee light,” he said calmly.
spoonee fuil. one dose. Take two spoonece
velly big dose. Take thlee spoonee full, give
lots of pain in tummee. Me give Guntee
thlee spoonee full. Guntee no see. Guntee
velly big fool. Guntec have painee, no die.”

The Swiss sat upright on the bench.

The schoolboys stared - blankly at the
Chinee.

His chuckle was reassuring.

It was evidently a harmless medicinal
powder he had given the Swiss, though pain-
ful inwardly if taken in overlarge doses.

Gunten almost forgot. his pain in his rage
as he realised that he had once more been
the vietim of the little Celestial’s cunning,

“Feel better, Gunten?” grinned “‘Bob
Lawless.

Frank RicLards gasped with relief.

2 Miss Meadows fixed a stern look upon Yen
hin. ¢
“How dare you play such

wicked ¢” she exclaimed.

“Takee one

a trick, you
hoy “You have
spoken falsely, too!” .
“All Chinee tellee whoppee.” said Yen Chin
innocently. “Me playee tlickee on Guntee
because wicked Guntee scaldee Chinee.”

“That was an accident—was it not,
Gunten?™” *
“Ow! Yes! Ow!”

“Guntee tellee whoppee.”

“There is nothing to be alarmed ahout,”
gaid  Miss Meadows severely. “Yen Chin,
I shall punish you. Come into my rcom!”

The Celestial ceased to grin as he fol-
lowed Miss Meadows in.

There was a terrific yelling from within
the sehoolhcuse for a few minutes, and then
Yen Chin came out, doubled up, and still
howling.

“My hat! Miss Meadows must have laid
it on this time!” exclaimed Frank Richards.
He clapped Yen <OChin on the shoulder.
“Cheer up, kid! Why—what—"

Yen Chin suddenly undoubled, as it were,
and looked un at him with a placid grin.

“Allee light!” he said cheerfully.

“Then what were you »yelling
demanded Frank indignanty.

The astite Chinee chuckled.

“Yellee muchee. so Missee Meadee . not
hurtee poer little Chinee,” he explained.
“No hurtee, and no wantee be hurtee—
savvy ?¥

“Ha. ha, ha!" roared Bob.

Frank Richards did not speak. He could
only stare at the astute little ruaseal.

He felt that Yen Chin, the wily son of
the Flowery Land. was too much for him!

THE END.

about?”

(There will be anoiher grand long com-
plete story of the Backwoods Scheol next
Tuesday, entitled, “A Chinese Puzzle!
Order early.),
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Redfern’s New Chum.

& O my aged eyes deceive me,” |
murmured Monty Lowther,

“or is this a wounded warrior
coming along the road?”

Tom Merry and Manners followed
their chum’s gaze.

The Terrible I'hree were standing in
the school gateway, awaiting the arrival
of the postman.

A dusty dishevelled individual came
into view, He limped painfully as he
approached the school gates. Behind
him trotted a big black dog of the
retriever breed.

It was not until the dishevelled person
drew quite near that Tom Merry & Co.

recognised him. Then they (fairly
gasped.

“My only aunt!” ejaculated Tom
Merry. “It's Reddy !”

“And he looks as if he's been through
a mangle ! said Manners.

“He's a wounded warrior all right,”
remarked Monty Lowther. “ His nose is
swollen nearly double, and he'll be want-
ing a beefsteck for his right eye, I'm
thinking !”

Dick Redfern of the New House tot-
tered i at the school gates. He
beckoned tc the dog to follow, which it
did obediently enough.

“Reddy !” gasped Tom Merry. “What
on earth’s happened? Have you been

scrapping ™
“Oh, no! Not al all!” said Redfern
ironically. “I've merely been for a

pleasant country walk. ~That's how I
came by this black eye and this beautiful
nose [

“Seriously, though, how did it happen,
Reddy ?” inquired Manners.

Redfern pointed to the dog.

“That's the innocent cause of all the
trouble,” he explained. “I was going
along Rylcombe Lane, and I saw a hulk-
ing brute lashing this dog unmercifully
with a belt. I told him to stop it, and
he weuldn’t. Then I tried to stop it, and
snatched the leather strap he was using
away from him, and he went for me.
We fought for alout ten minutes on end,
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and it was a gruelling serap, I can tell
you !”

“And you got the better of him?” said
Tom Merry.

“I left. him lying on his back in the
diteh,” he said.

Thers was no conceit in Reddy’s tone.
It was merely a matter-of-fact statement.

“Well, if that’s how you look after
winning a fight, I hardly care to picture
what the other chap looks like I’ chuckled
Monty Lowther. *“You must have pretty
well disfigured him !

“I did,” said Redfern simply.

“And what about the dog?’ said
Manners.
“I claimed him,” said Reddy. ©1

wasn’t goiug to leave him to the tender
mercies of that brute.”

“You're going to keep the animal?”
asked Lowther.

“Certainly !

“But where"”’

“Oh, somewhero!”
vaguely.

The retriever, his tail wagging with
pleasure, weat up to Dick Redfern and
licked the junior’s hand.

“He seems fond of you,” said Tom
Merry.

“Yes. He’s grateful at being rescued
from that lout’s clutches.”

“What are you going to call him,
Reddy ?” inquired Manners.
“0h. . eall him AIf”

Lowther carelessly.

“Nothing so common,” said Redfern,
with a grin. “I shall call him Terry.
Come along, Terry!”

Redfern limped away in the direction
of the New House. Terry followed close
at heel.

A rather fine-looking dog was Terry,
with his black shaggy coat, relieved in
front by a patch of white. Although a
big fellow, he was not vet out of the
puppy stage. and was inclined to be
lively, especially now that he had found
a new master  whom he felt sure would
be kind to him. ;Terry continued to wag
his tail, and to give joyous grunts of
satisfaction.

Redfern’s study-mates,

said  Redfern

said Monty

Lawrence and

“THE FELLOW WHO FAILED!" P

IIIHIHIHI"HII!Ii!llllllllillllllllllll!llHIHIIIIIIHHIHII|HIII!]‘%{IIIHMIH!!!IlHHHHHHIHIHHIHH

SUHTHET R

Owen, had cuite a surptise when thsir
chum came in.

Reddy explained the reason for his
unkemnpt appearance. Then he iniro-
duced Terry.

““A new chum of mine.” he explained.
“Look after him, you fellows, while I go
and get a bath.”

Leaving Lawrence and Owen star
speechiessly after him, Reddy departed

‘hen he camie back, having removed
as many traces of his recent combat as
possible, Reddy found that his chums
were no longer speechless. In fact, th
could not say enough.

“Reddy, you chumnp—-—"

“Reddy, you imbecile——->

“This brate you've adopted is a holy
terror !”

“Look what he’s done !

Redfern glanced at the rug in front of
the fireplace. The playful Terry had
gnawed it and worried it until it was no
longer recognisable as a rug.

The rug was not the only thing that
had suffered either., Terry had fastened
his fangs into a corner of the tablecist}
and given a violent tug. It was a qu
way of clearing the table. The floor of
the study was littered with fragments of
crockery ware.

“Oh, crumbs !” muttered Redfern.

“This  beast wants chaining
growled T.awrence “See what
done? He's sm up the
home !”

“He only did it in play,” said Red-
fern, taking up the cudgel's on Terry's
behalf.

“My hat! Tf this is what he does in
play, T shouldn’t like Lo see him do any-
thing in earnest,” said Owen.

“Why didn’t you stop him?” -

“We tried to, but he took no notice.
He went merrily ahead.”

“Ie’s ouly a pup,” said Redfern. “A
bit playful at present, but he’ll get sober
in time. I'm going to train him." <

““Then the sooner you take him in
hand the better!” snapped Lawrence.

Terry was reclining on what was left of
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obviously burglars.

THE BURGLARS AT BAY !—A strange scene met the juniors’ gaze. There.
were two men in the kitchen—powerfuliy-built individuals—who were
One man stood with his back to the dresser.
seemed terribly scared, and blood was flowing from his wrist.
evident that Terry had already sprung at him several times.

He
It was
(See Chapter 8.)

the rug. and
patted him

“Good boy!” he said, almost affec-
tionately.

“Why, you’re encouraging him to go
and do it again!” snorted Owen. “1f
you're determined to keep the dog, for
goodness’ sake go and tie him up in the
woodshed |

“Rats! Dogs ought to be allowed to
run free,” said Redfern. “How would
you like to be trussed up on about a yard
of rope?”

“You—you're going to let him run
wild?” stammered Lawrence.

Ot course.”

“Then I can see breakers ahead.”

Redfern laughed.

“Terry won't hurt anybody,” he said.
“As I say, he’s a bit frisky at present,
but he’ll soon b2 as docile as a little lamb.
By the way, have we got any bones in
the cupboard?”

“Of course not!” said Owen. “Do
you imagine we'd harbour a skeleton in
our cupboard?”

“1 didn’t mean human bones, fathead !
Is there a nice juicy bone, such as
Herries feeds Towser with?”

“No, there isn’t!” growled Lawrence.
“If the brute wants bones, let him go
and forage for ’em himself.”

“Thanks! T will,” said Redfern.

He opened the door, and Terry, eager
to explore his new surroundings, bounded
through the doorway in a flash. He
raced along the corridors and out into
the quad, picking up a scent as he went
along.

It was unfortunate that at this precise
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Redfern stooped down

NEXT
TUESDAY!

moment Herries’ bulldog should have
been loose.

Terry encountered Towser in the
middle of the quad, and it was a case of
hatred at first sight.

Terry barked aggressively, and Towser
gave an ominous growl,

The next moment a pitched battle was
in progress.

Towser, being a member of the bulldog
breed, was always eager for a scrap. And
Terry, who hated bulldogs on account of
their ugliness, determined to wipe up the
ground with his adversary.

Sounds of yapping and snarling rent
the air. The two dogs rolled over in a
miniature cloud of dust, with Terry up-
permost.

There was a sudden rush of feet, and a
dozen juniors came rushing to the spot.
Tom Merry & Cc. were among them. So
was Herries, the owner and trainer of
Towser.

Herries was spluttering with rage.

It was during this scene of wild com-
motion that Mr. Ratchff made his
appearance. Tom Merry had been
thinking of separating the animals, but
now he left that pleasant job to Mr.
Rateliff t

The sour-visaged Housemaster of the
New House was a stickler for law and
order. Scenes of disturbance in the
quadrangle. were his pet abomination.

Myr. Rateliff advanced towards the
scene of the conflict, his gown flapping
in the breeze.

“What is this—what is this?” he ex-
claimed harshly, - *

“Merely a little argument between a
retriever and a bulldog, sir,” murmured

“THE FELLOW WHO FAILED!™ !

Read About the Exciting Holiday Adventﬁres of the Greyfriars Chums in the “Magnet !

Monty Lowther. “Don’t be. hard on
them. Dogs will be dogs.”

Mr. Rateliff frowned.

“Take a hundred lires, Lowther, for
impertinence !”’ he snapped.

“Oh crumbs!”

Mz, Rateliff glowered at the group of
juniors.

“Beparate those animals!” he com-
manded.

Nobedy moved.

. “Do you hear me?’ fumed Mr. Rat-
cliff. “Drag them apart!”

Still nobody . stirred.

“Very well!” said the irate House-
master. “Since you all appear to lack
the necessary courage, 1 will separate
these strife-making mongrels myself.”

So saying, Mr. Ratchff took a quick
stride in the direction of the two dogs.
And the onlookers watched the proceed-
ings with breathltess interest,

THE SECCND CHAPTER.
Reddy’s Defiance.
ERRY was having the best of the

l fight when Mr. Ratcliff inter-

- vened. 1
Later Towser would have had
Dick Redfern’s dog at his mercy. But
that moment was denied him, for a hand
descended upon- Terry’s collar and
clutched it tightly.

Towser turned and strolled leisurely
away. Herries ran up to him and patted
him soothingly, and led him away for a
much-needed draught of cold water,

Meanwhile, the dog Terry, furious. at
having been baulked of his prey,
wrenched himself clear of Mr. Ratcliff’s
grasp. Then he made a sndden and un-
expected spring at the Housemaster.

Mr. Rateliff's back was turned when
Terry sprang.

There was a terrible rending sound.as
Terry’s teeth tore at the Housemaster’s
gown and at the portion of trousering
beneath.

Terry took a clean bite, and he came
away with six square inches of material
in his mouth. Fortunately for Mr. Rat-
cliff, the bite had not penetrated to his
flesh. But the fact remained that it had
caused him great inconvenience, to say
the least, besides placing him in a most
ludicrous position.

“Oh- dear!” gasped -the
Housemaster.  *This—this
Down, you brute—down !”

For Terry logked as if he was con-
templating a further spring.

Tom Merry & Co. were rocking with
merriment. They could not contain
themselves. .

Mr. Rateliff, with a square cavity in his
nether garments, presented a most
comical appearance.

“0Oh, what a lark!” sobbed Monty
Towther. “Terry evidently regards
Housemasters as his natural enemies!
Won’t Ratty be ratty!”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“He seems to be vergin’ on an apop-
lectic fit,”’ murmured Cardew. g
Myr. Ratcliff was dancing up and down
iike a cannibal chief minus his war-paint.
He was certainly living up to his nick-
name of “Ratty.” He spluttered and
raved and stormed, and he looked
daggers at Terry, who was playing idly
with the portions of material which he

had appropriated.

Presently the Housemaster spun round
upon the hilarious crowd.

“This is no laughing matter!” he
snapped.

“Ha; ha; ha!” 3

“How dare you snigger at my misfor-

unhappy
is terrible!

tune! How dare you, say !’ The
(Continued on page 17.)
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friars, assisted by SAMMY BUNTER
of Greyfriars, BAGGY TRIMBLE
and FATTY WYNN of St. Jim’s,
and TUBBY MUFFIN of Rookwood.

Y DEAR READERS,—We have
already had a Special Kricket

M Number of my WEEKLY,

and now I am producing a
number deeling with sport in a more
jenneral sense.

Kricket, swimming, boxing, running,
sigh-cling—all these sports have a plaice
in this issew.

It is a well-known fact that our Sports

Numbers are the most popular of all.
Why is this? Bekawse of the useful
hints on kricket, etc., that I give. I am
much better kwallified to write about
sport than Wharton is. That is why a
Sports Number of my WEEKLY goes
down well, whereas a Sports Number of
the “Greyfriars Herald ” merely goes
down wallop!
+ If you want advice konserning
athleticks, konsult W. G. B.! If you
want to learn how to score a senfury at
kricket, watch W. G. B. performing at
the nets! If you want to know how to
swim the Channel, fall in and follow me!
If you would fane become a boxer or a
runner, take your gueue from the
Remove’s champion athlete—ME! And
it you want to become a well-known
trick sigh-clist, I shall be pleased to put
you through your paces.

And what does my advice cost?
ginny? Sertainly not. A narf-crown?
No, my chums. A threepenny peace?
Not at all! Tt costs you nothing! I give
it absolutely free and gratis. My name,
instead of being Billy Bunter, ought to
be Phil Anthroppist or Ben Evvolent.

Whatever you may think of this Sports
Number, after you have perused it,
hearby declare that it is the finest
number of BILLY BUNTER’S
WEEKILY that has been published since
last week!

Summer sports are all the rage just
now. But I eggspect Wharton, with his
usual bad management. will bring out
his Surmmer Sports Number of the
HERALD at Christmastide! Just like
Wharton, the jumped-up jernalist!

I must now pack up—as the servant
girl said when she was given notiss. I
shall be in the limelight again next week,
dear readers. Meenwile, I subscribe
myself, as of yore, .

A

Yours sinseerly.
YOUR EDITOR.

[Supplement 1.

I say, you fellows, what a lark!
My pater sent to me

A crisp and rustling ten-pound note,
For me to spend, you see.

My face is beaming like the moon,
My heart is light and gay;

I'm feeling grand, you understand—

I bought a bike to-day!

The handle-bars are old and hent,
Like pancakes are the tyres;
Yet every fellow in the Form
My bicycle admires.
“Oh, where did Bunter get that grid?”
I heard Bob Cherry say.
He really envies me, poor kid—
I bought a bike to-day!

The lamps are broken, and the frame
Is twisted out of shape;
A big disaster on the road
I'm sure I sha’n’t escape.
But though I fear an awful spill
Upon the King’s Highway,
A merry soul is Uncle Bill—
I bought a bike to-day!

It hasn’t got a saddle-bag,
It hasn’t got a pump;
The antiquated thing’s enough
To give a chap the hump!
And yet T madly dance and prance,
And shout “Hip, hip, hooray !”
I had ten quid, to get a grid-—-
I bought a bike to-day!

SPREAD THE NEWS,
YOU CHAPS!

et
There will be a Special i
Cadet Number of My
Wonderful “ WEEKLY”
week! Read all
about the adventures of
my Cadet Corps!
Laugh in Every Line.

W.G. B.
J /

N
) AEXL
)

HE Annual Sports Mecting of the
Greyfriars Juveniles took place on
Saturday afternoon in the fags’
Common-rcom. I was present in the

capacity of -“Greyfriars Herald” Speciui
Reporter, There were many wild and
exciting scenes.
-4
* % %

The ten yards’ race for infants over the
age of two was won by George Tubb. The
course was from ore end of a form to the
other. Tubb won by inches from Dicky
Nugent, and he finished in a state of collapse,
He told me afferwards that he intends to
retire from long-distance racing!

* * *
The peashooting contest proved very
popular. A cardbeard cartcon of Mr. Twigk

was suspended on a piece of string from the
ceiling, and competitors had to pot at it.
Young Paget, who got a bullseye every time
on Mr. Twigg's nose, was declared the
winner.

b %

The hurdle race—leaping over desks, forms,
etc.—was won by the nimble Dieky Nugent.
Dicky bounced over the various ohstacles
like an indiarubber ball, and he proved an
easy winner. The prize consisted of a penuy
slab of butterscoteh,

* % -

There was a special eating contest, in
which Sammy Bunter put everyone else to
shame. One by one the competitors dropped
out, and at the end of twenty minutes
Sammy was the cnly one left, and he was
still going strong. The reward, in this con-
test, was a severe attack of stomach-ache!

¥ * %

A Marathon race was to have followed
the eating contest, but evervone fel} too fat
and full to complete. *The event was, there.
fore, abandoned.

® ¥ e

The prize-giving ceremony was conducted
by Mrs. Mimble, of the school tuckshop.
Dicky Nugent had proved himself the chain-
pion athlete among the fags, and he received
a special prize of a cricket-bat, which was
six inches long, and two inches wide in the
blade. Dicky made the following bright
speech :

“I thank you, good and worthy damel
I'll always try to play the game.
This bat I'll treasure and revere,
Month after month, year after year.
And when I score, alert and nimble,
Tl always think of Mrs. Mimble!
Of that you may be jolly certain,
So now we will ring down the curtain?®

T#E PopvLAR.—No, 187.
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By FATTY WYNN.

Qur St. Jim’s Representative.

HE St
Carnival took place on Wednes-

Jim’s Summer Sports
day last. Many distinguished
personages were present, includ-

ing the Mayor of Wayland, Lord East-

wood, Marie Queen of Scots (alias Marie

Rivers), Miss FEthel Cleveland, and

Ephraim Taggles, O.B.E. (Old Buffer,

Evidently). :

1 cannot describe the first race, as I
was in the refreshment marquee when
it was being run. It was the hundred
yards, and I afterwards learned that
Figgins won by a foot from T'om Merry.
Good old Figgy! When it comes to
sprinting, the New House can always
show the School House a clean pair of
heels!

The second event was the bun-and-
treacle contest, where the competitors
had to nibble buns which dangled on
strings. Did Fatty Wyna miss this con-
test? No jolly fear! The prize went to
the fellow who finished his bun first,
and, although the beastly thing kept
bobbing up and down on the string,
I made short work of it, and proved an
easy winner.

The sack-race was a scream from start
to finish. Baggy Trimble took the lead,
but in his eagerness he overbalanced and
turned a complete somersaull. Grundy
of the Shell came -tripping along in his
sack, and he managed to reach the tape
first, Needless to state, this was the
only race that Grundy won.

The New House won the tug-of-war
contest. Baggy Trimble was on the
School House side, and I gladly lent my
fourteen stone to the New House. It
was a case of a leng puil, a strong pull,
and a pull all together; and you should
have heard the cheering when we hauled
the School House fellows over the line
for the third time in succession! Figgins
said T deserved a gold medal for the way
I pulled. I should much prefer a rabbit-
pie!

The mile proved a tremendous attrac-
tion, and the honours went to Talbot of
the School House, who beat Dick Red-
fern by a short head. T wouder whether
Talbot would have finished first if Marie
Rivers had not been there {o cheer him

cn? Ah!
There was a Marathon Race, bub
Marathons aren’t in my line. pre-

ferred to sit on the school wall and watch

the finish. And what a finish it was!

Tom Moervy looked all over a winner,
Tar Porurar.---No. 187

but he stumbled and fell as he neared the
tape, and Dick Redfern struggled past
him and won the day. Another honour
for the New House! But I am the first
to congratulate Tom Merry on having
run a fine race, and to condole with him
on having just failed to last out.

Of course, I mustn’t forget to mention
the Master’'s Race which took place.
What a scream it was to see poor old
Rafty panting along in the rear of Mr.
Railton, and- Selby coming up a good
third! = It was a two hundred yards’
race, and several masters from each
House competed. There wasn't much
doubt about the winner from the very
first. Mr. Railton got off from the line in
fine style, and sumply lost the other
masters. Ratty gambled along like a
little two-year-old, looking very digni-
fied and red in the face. Selby,. the
master of the Third, almest forgot to
start when the pistol went off, but he
caught up with one or two of the
others, and passed the tape a very
breathless third. On the whole it was a
race which was well worth looking at.

Altogether, the Sports proved a great
success. And the celebration that came
afterwards will live long in my memory.
Plenty of good things to eat and drink,
and good fellowship on every side. What
more could a fellow want?

Here’s to the next Sports Meeting!

PEEPS INTO THE FUTURE
By George Kerr.

e :;
=i By Mr. Vi Rail
< By Mr. Vietor Bailton, &
b )4 i x5
k% (House Master of St. Jim’s.)) ==
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The World’s Champion
Boxer.

| DICK RUSSELL.
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F anyone were to ask me who was
the finest sportsman at St. James’
College to-day, I should answer.
without fear ' or favour, Eric

Kildare. Kildare shines in every branch
He is a splendid cricketer, a
clever footballer, and a good all-round
man. Moreover, he has great qualities
of generalship. His presence in a team
acts as an inspiration. I have sometimes
been asked whether Kildare is the finest
sportsman the school has ever known.

I should hesitate to give a definite
answer to this question, because this
historic school of ours has produced
many great giants in the past. Twenty
years ago, when a boy named Stewart
was captamn of the school, he put up a
wonderful record.

In Stewart’s last year, before he went
up to Cambridge, he won every singl
event at the . Seniors’ Sports Meeting.
This is a record which is second to none.
Just think of it! The hundred yards,
the quarter-mile, the mile, the hurdles,
the long jump, the high jump, the
Marathon, and throwing the cricket ball
—all won by one boy! Surely few can
point to such an achievement as this!

It has been said, however, that Stewart
did not have to contend with any stff
opposition. This fact rather |
merit of his extraordinary ach

A few years after Stewart left, ano
wonderful sportsman came along.
was a cricketer named Clifton.

In one season alone Clifton scored
over a thousand runs and captured over
a hundred wickets. IHe actually scored

This

five centuries in five successive games!
Clifton was the type of fellow who breaks
His highest score,
not out.
en must

a bowler’s heart.
that particular season, was 183
What a sorry time the fieldsn
have had!

Like many another bright star ir
cricket firmament, Clifton fizzlec
after he left school. Nothing
heard of his cticketing exp
certain he did not play for I
so we must reluctantly cor
he went to pieces.

Coming to more recent years,
school produced a wonderful goalkeepe
named Harper.

This fellow was a W
between the posts.  High shot
shots, swift shots, and curling
all came alike to him. During h
season here he only gave away fi
Truly a wonderful goalie was Harr
and T am pleased to record that he has
since played for that fine amateur team,
the Corinthians. *

There have been other giants of the
past, but I have not sufficient space in
which to record their achievements.
There was Burke the boxer, and Risden
the runner, and Harley-Cooke the crack
rifleman.

As I remarked before, I should hesi-
tate to say that our present skipper is
the finest sportsman the school has ever
known. But it is certain, nevertheless,
that the name of Eric Kildare will be
added to the list of illustrious names
which have made St. James’ College a
power in the world of sport.

May the school produce many more
Kildares! We can do with them.

en

veritable

er,

[Supplement II.
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to his study!” ejaculated Bob

Cherry of the Remove. “Let’s

corie and ask him if he’ll umpire
for us {his afternoon.”

“Good wheeze!” said Harry
“Come on!”

A plump and portly figure in gown and
mortar-board was proceeding towards Mr.
Wally Bunter’s study.

The Famous FKive dashed along the passage
after the plump figure, but before they could
reach their objeetive, Mr. Bunter had entered
bis study and closed the door.

Harry Wharton rapped on the panels.

“May we come in, sir?” he inquired.

“No, Wharton!” came the gruff reply.
am very busy. What is it?”

Harry Wharton was somewhat taken aback
by Mr. Bunter’s unusual brusqueness.

“We—we were wondering if you’d care to
come and umpire for us this afternoon, sir,”
he said.

“I am sorry, Wharton, but I have too
much work to do. Are you going to play a
match ?”

“No, sir; merely a practice game.”

“Then I suggest you give up the idea of
cricket, and go over to Courtfield to see
my consin Billy.”

“What's Billy doing in Courtfield,
asked Bob Cherry.

“Playing cricket.
field Crusaders.”

“M-m-my hat!” stuttered Bob in astonish-
ment.

The wews that Billy Bunter was playing
cricket-—and for a crack team like Court-
field Crusaders—made the Famous Five gasp.
Had anyome but a Form-master given them
the information, they would have disbelieved
it. But they could not doubt the word of
Mr. Wally Bunter.

“If Billy’'s really playing for the
Crusaders, sir,” said Nugent, “we'll go over
and see the fun. It will be a sight for gods
and men and little fishes!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a snort from inside the study.

“Do not disparage my cousin William. He
is a much better cricketer than you sup-
pose.”

The juniors in the passage exchanged
mystified glances. It was mnot like Mr.
Bunter to sing the praises of his plump
cousin, who was without exception the worst
cricketer in the Remove.

“If you are going to Courtfield, I should
advise you to start right away,” said Mr.
Bunter. “I shouldn’t like you to miss Billy’s
exhibition.”

“We'll go at once, sir,” said Wharton.

And the Famous Five hurried away.

At the end of the passage, Vernon-Smith
and Peter Todd and Mark Linley were wait-
ing for them. ¥

“Is Mr. Bunter going to umpire for us?”
inquired Peter Todd.

“THERE goes Mr. Bunter on the way

Wharton.

“1

sir2”

He is playing for Court-

“No. Cricket's off,” said Johnny Bull
“We're going over to Courtfield to see
Billy lguater play for the Crusaders.”

“Eh?”

“What?”

“Which?”

“To see Billy Bunter play for the
Crusaders,” repeated Johnny Bull. “I know

it sounds too amazing to be true, but it's a
fact. Come along! Let’s fetch our jiggers
and bike over.”

The eight juniors wers soon speeding along
the road to Courtfield.

The Crusaders had a picturesque little
ground, just outside the town.

As the juniors entered by the gate, wheel-
ing their bicycles, they beheld a plump
youth in flannels walking out to the wickets.

“Bunter!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

S upp\lement 1113

“Just going in, by Jove!” said Nugent.

“He’s taken his spectacles off,” remarked
Harry Wharton.

“A very necessary precaution against fast
bowling,” said Mark Linley. “Just look at
the score-board! 8ix wickets down for only

20 runs!”

“There will be a seventh wicket down
before the game is many seconds older!”
said Vernon-Smith, with a chuckle. “If Billy
Bunter survives his first ball it will be a
giddy miracle!”

“Has ha, hat?

Bunter had reached the wicket by this
time. He took guard, and prepared to face
the bowler.

“The first ball,” said Hurree Singh, “will
wreekfully upset the esteemed stumps!”

But the first ball did nothing of the sort.
It was not given the chanmce. The batsman
met it with the full face of the bat, and it
went speeding away to the boundary.

“Well, hit, sir!” came a shout from the
pavilion.

S

BRI

Bunter was playing really sound cricket.
He knew when to hit, and when to leave
the ball alone.

Bob Cherry rubbed his eyes.

“Am I seeing visions?” he muttered.

Bob’s chums were too staggered to reply.
They could only counclude that that boundary
hit had been a most amazing fluke.

Flukes, however, do not keep repeating
themselves. And that boundary hit did.

Bunter was playing really sound cricket.
He knew when to hit, and when to leave
the ball alone. Some of his drives were
magnificent. Presently he sent the ball
soaring away, to alight on the roof of the
little thatched pavilion.

The Famous Five could only stand
gape. They scarcely knew whether
were on their heads or their heels.

Biily Bunter had always been regarded as
a hopeless duffer at cricket, and not without
rcason. Not even Billy’s best pal—if he had
one—could have accused him of being a good
cricketer. Bunter’s idea of batting was to
shut his eyes and slog blindly. Sometimes
he managed to hit the ball, but on more
occasions it made a nasty mess of his wicket.

Yet here was Bunter, putting up a rattling
good game for Courtfield Crusaders! He was
collecting rums at a rapid rate, and the
score rose merrily.

Within half an hour Bunter had made
fifty off his own bat.

Bob Cherry turned %o Harry Wharton.

“Take me by the “and, and lead me to
yonder seat, Harry!” he murmured. “I
sha'n't be able to walk without assistance.
'This "—Bob indicated the flannelled figure
at the wicket—*this takes some getting used
to. Here's Bunter chastising the bowling—

and
they

TOM BROWN.

and it’s not bad bowling, either. If it
were Bolsover major, a fellow could uuder-
stand it; but Bunter—Bunter, of all people!
It licks creation!”

The juniors scated themselves in frout of
the pavilion, and gazed out across the
playing-field with fascinated eyes. The figure
of Bunter seemed to mesmerise them.

“Just look at him!” gasped Peter Todd.
';Pun'l'shmg the bowling “without mercy, by
Jove!” .

“He’ll make a century if he goes on like
this!” said Vernon-Smith.

The runs continued to flow freely from
Bunter’s bat. Once he gave a hard chiatce
to point, who failed to hold the catch. But
apart from this blemish his innings was
faultless.

“How many has Buater made?” inguired
Wharton of the scorer.

“Eighty,” was the reply.

“My hat! Only tweuty more wanted for
his century!”

“This fairly beats the band!” murmured

Bob Cherry, amazed. “I—I'm sure 1l'm_
dreaming, you fellows!*
“But we can’t all be dreaming,” said

Mark Linley.
In the course of the next over Buuter hib
two sixes and two fours.
There was a loud burst of cheering
“He—lie's completed Lis ceutury!”
stuttered Vernon-Smith.
the Qreyfriars

juniors sat thunder-
struck.

Courtfield Crusaders were
posed of for 170,
110 not ont.

As Bunter came off the pitch,
Wharton & Co. rushed on to it.

“Bravo, Billy!” exclaimed Johuny Bull, in
Iiis booming tones.

The retiring batsman stopped short.

“I'm not Billy!” was his startling com-
ment.

“Eh?"

“Haven't you fellows learnt to distinguisph
me from my cousin yet?”

Harry Wharton & Co. were fairly fabher-
gasted. For the speaker was undoubtedly
Mr. Wally Bunter!

And yet, only a short time before, they had
seen Mr. Bunter at Greyfriars in gown and
mortar-hoard!

Gradually it dawuned upon their minds that
this  was another of Billy Bunter's
deceptions.

Billy had dressed up in Wally’s robes of
authority, and he had sent the juniors to
Courtfield to see the cricket match in which
Wally was engaged.

Billy hoped that Harry Wharton & Co.
would mistake Wally for him. and that on
the strength of Wally's batting display he
—Billy—would be given a place in the
Remove ecleven.

It was quite an ingenious wheeze—but it
didn’t come off !

When Mr. Wally Bunter heard of his
cousin’s hoax, he hurried back to Greyfriars
and caught Billy red-handed in his study.
Then he proceeded "to address him—with a
formidable cane!

“This isn't the first time you've disguised
yourself as me,” he said. “I've warned you
often enough, but warnings are no use.
This is the only effective way of dealing with
you!”

Swish, swish, swish!

dis-
score was

eventually
and Bunter's

Harry

“Yaroooooch!” roared the bogus Form-
master.
And when Billy left his cousin's study

shortly afterwards, deprived of gown and
mortar-board, hz looked as if he had just
emerged from a mangle. He sought sym-
pathy from the Famous Five, but he found
it not. Harry ‘Wharton & Co. had short
shrift for the plump impostor of the Remove)
Tre Popurar.—No. 187,
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¢ ARE  for a game of golf,.
Tommy ?”  inquired Jimmy

Silver,
-quad

I stared at him.

“Golf?” I echoed. “Why, you
dummy, there are no facilities for golf
at Rookwood !”

“That’s where ,you're wrong. The
Head’s garden makes an excellent place
for what they call clock golf. T've been
round the course in three.”

“What about clubs?” 1 asked.

“The Head has very thoughtfully left
his bag of clubs against his garden
gate,” chuckled Jimmy Silver. “Come
along, Tommy! We'll have a golfing
match. You'll represent the Modern
side, and I'll be the Classical candidate.”

“We've ne right in the Head’s
garden!” I protested.

“Rats!  Nobody will spot us, any-
way.

We adjourned to the Head's garden.

Jimmy Silver borrowed a club from
Dr. Chisholm’s bag, likewise a couple
of golf balls. Then he constructed a
little mound of earth and placed one of
the balls on top of it.

“I'll start off,” he said. ““That green-
house yonder is the bunker. We've got
to clear it.”

Jimmy Silver swung the club back-
wards and forwards a few times prior to
making the stroke. Then he smote the
ball with stunning force.

Unfortunately, the ball failed to rise
clear of the ground. It rushed straight
towards the greenhouse, and went
through one of the panes of glass as
clean as a bullet.

Crash !

“Now you've gone
Jimmy !” 1 said, aghast.

“That's all right,” was the cheerful

stopping me in the

5

and done i,

reply. ““Accidents will happen, even on
the best regulated golf courses. Your
turn, Tommy. Try and clear the

bunker !”?

I took the club from Jimmy Silver
and prepared to drive.

I caught the ball hard and true. Away
it went with the velocity of a sky-rocket.
It cleared the greenhouse all right, but
it did plenty of damage all the same.
The beastly thing sailed clean throngh
the drawing-room window of the Head’s
private house !

That did it, of course!

After a breathless interval, the Head
himself appeared in awful majesty,

“Dodd! Silver!” he thundered.
“What is the meaning of this? How
dare you convert my garden into a golf-

lirks?  You are trespassers, both of you!
Mozreover, you have the temerity to

borrow my golf-clubs without permis-
sion! This is monstrous!”

We had nothing to say, beyond a
muttered word of apology. which failed
to soothe the Head's wrath.

Four stinging cuts on each hand was
our punishment. And if Jimmy Silver
ever suggests that I should play clock
golf with him again, I'll punch his
Classical nose!

In addition to the iicking, T've got to
pay for the damage to the Head’s
window, which means no pocket-money
for a fortnight! :

Tre Porvurar.—No. 187.

told them plainly T wovldn t have a hand
in it.”

“What! You told them you would not
have a hand in what they did, and yet
you did not know what they were going
to do?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir; you've got it exactly !” said
Bunter.

Mr. Quelch stared hard at the fat
junior, and some of the Removites
chuckled. Billy Bunter was an Ananias
of the first water—as far as ““ whoppers ”
went he could beal the original Ananias
holiow; but he was a very clumsy per-
former. He would roll out any number
of fibs, but they never agreed with one
another.

“How could you refuse to have a hand
in what was intended, if you did not
know what was intended, Bunter?” de-
manded Mr. Quelch.

“T refused because I'm such an orderly
and obedient chap, sir,” said Bunter. I
said no—I1 said you would be cross, sir,
if we ragged the new study, and mucked
it up with paint and things. That’s how
it avas, sir,”

“Then you knew what was intended 2

“Oh, _no; sir!”

“You utterly stupid boy!” the exas-
perated Form-master exclaimed. “Can-
not you see that you have admitted as
much ?”

**Oh, really, sir! T hadn’t the faintest
idea! In fact, I was fast asleep when
they left the dormitory, sir. I said to
Wharton—"

“What! You have said that you were
fast asleep.”

“So I was, sir, and dreaming about
home, and the field where I used to play
when I was a dear little boy!” said
Bunter sentimentally. But if he ex-
pected his sentiment to touch the hard
heart of his Form-master, he was greatly
mistaken..

“Yet you spoke to Wharton?”

“OF course I did, sir, and
strated with him-—~--"

“How could you speak to Wharton
if you were asleep?”

Mr. Quelch rapped out the question,
and for a moment even Billy Bunter
was staggered. He had caught himself,
as usual, by telling too many falschoods
at once.

“I—I—T sometimes talk in my sleep,
siv,” he stammered at last. “That’s how
it was, sir. I was talking in my sleep.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”  The juniors could not
resist that yell of laughter, and even
Mr. Quelch smiled for a moment at the
utter absurdity of Bunter’s statement.

“Bunter 1”

“Yes, sir!”

“You will stand out here.” .

“But I--I didn’t have anything to do
with it, sir!” said Billy Bunter, in dis-
may. ‘“‘I—=I've already assured you of
that, sir, on the word of a Bunter——"

“Come out here at once!” snapped
Mr. Quelch. “If you tell me any more
falsehoods, 1 shall punish you more
severely than the others!”

“Oh, crumbs!” murmured Billy Bun-
ter. And he joined the rest of the
Remove with a lugubrious face.

Myr. Quelch surveyed the Form sternly.

“I suppose ypu understand,” he ex-
claimed, ““that this act was practically a
defiance of authority—the authority of
your headmaster?” |

remon-

“We didn’t mean it that way, sir,”
said Harry Wharton.

“Whether you meant it or not, that
was what it was,” said Mr. Quelch
tartly. “Now kindly give me your
reason for acting in this reprehensible
manner ?”’

“We didn’t want any rotten prefects
—ahem-~any prefects in our quarters,
sir!” said the captain of the Remove.

“That is not a matter for you to de-
cide, Wharton. The Head has already
decided it. Now, to-morrow is a hali-
holiday. The Remove will be detained
the whole afternoon, and will occupy the
tinleolin,"\\'riting out Latin declensions.”

h

“And this trick will not succeced in
its object,” went on the Form-master
sternly.  “The object, I presume, was
to render the new study unfit for habita-
tion, and so put off the time of Walker's
taking up his quarters there? In that
you have succceded—but the result will
not, I think, please you. Walker will
take up his residerce in the Remove pas-
sage to-day and Study No. 1 will be
assigned to him.” Z

““Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Wharton in-
voluntarily.

“8tudy No. 1 belong
boys—Wharton and N
will be put into No. 2 f
and Nugent into No. 7. 3 N
must be cleared out ready for Walker
to take possession of that study until the
new one is ready for him. Now return
to your places.”

With dismayed faces the Remove went
back to their scats. They exchan
dismayed looks. Mr. Quelch had bee
one too many for them, after all:
Nugent groaned, he was a downy b
and was not to be caught. Re-
movites had lost their night's rest for
nothing.

There weve glum faces in the Rema
room during the remainder of m
lessons.  There were loud grow
the juniors came out of the Form
at last.

“The downy old Bounder!’ g
Bulstrode. “We're three in No
—Hazel and Browney and me.
will be a crowd!”

“We're three in No. 7. v
ter,” grunted Peter Todd. 2
be one too many.”

“Fairly caught !"" said Harry Whar
breaking into a laugh. “Tt can’t
helped—Quelchy has been one too many
for us this time. He is a very downy
bird.”

“Come and help s clear things ont
of No. 1, some of you,” said Frank
Nugent. “We've got it in the neck this
time, and no mistake. But are we
down-hearted ?”

“NO ! roared the Remove.

As Harry Wharton said, Quelchy had
won .the first round. But there were
more rounds to come—and the Lower
Fourth were not down-hearted,

THE END.

(Next Tuesday’s grand, long, complete
story of Harry Wharton & Co. is en-
titled ¢ The Haunted Study!" by Frank
Richards. Order your copy now.)

Supplement IV.]
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infuriated Housemaster was quite beside
with  rage and mortification.
*“Take a thousand lines, Merry !”

“Oh, make it a billion!” “murmured
Monty Lowther.

- “Ha, ha; hal?

Mr. Ratchiff was purple in the face.

“To—to whom does this destructive
hound belong?”’ he demanded, pointing
to Terry.

There was no answer,

“Who is the owner of this mongrel
which has mutilated me?” persisted M.
Ratchiff, 7

Stiil no answer,

“I am determined to gel a satisfac-
tory reply to my question!” thundered
the Housemaster. ‘“‘For the third and
last time, who is the owner of this de-
praved creature?”

“I am, sir!” came a quiet voice.

And -Dick Redfern calmly confronted
Mr. Rateliff.

“You!” snarled the angry House-
master, ‘“Who gave you permission to
keep a dog, Redfern?’

91 did, sp.”

“You gave yourself permission? This
is impertinence—unparalleled impertin-
ence 17

“There’s no rule against a
keeping a dog, sir -

“Then I will speedily introduce such
a rule!” said Mr. Ratcliff. “You will
dispose of this animal at once!”

“How, sir?”

“It matters nothing to me how you
do it, so long as it is done. I suggest
you have the beast destroyed.”

There was a loud murmur of protest
from the crowd.

*“Shame !”

Mr. Rateliff frowned.

“Be silent!” he commanded. “There
is a chemist in Wayland, Redfern, whe
will exterminate this animal by a pain-
less process. It is far too rabid a
creature to be allowed to live.”

Reddy’s eyes gleamed.

“I shouldn’t dream of having my dog
destroyed, sir!” he said in ringing tones
of indignation,

“Then you must dispose of it to some-
one oulside the school. The brute is a
positive menace to the safety of the
community. It has already done griev-
ous damage to my clothing

“Then you must have annoyed it in
some way, sir,” said Redfern. bl o
wouldn’t have attacked you without
provocation.”

“Enough!” said Mr. Ratcliff sternly.
“I will give you two.hours in which
to remove this dog from the school pre-
mises, Redfern! Do not dare to defy
me!”

With this Mr. Rateliff stalked hastily
away in the direction of the New House
in order to change his ventilated attire.

Redfern glared after the Housemaster’s
retreating figure.

“If Ratty thinks 'm going to get rid
of Terry he’s jolly well mistaken!” he
said.

“But you’ll have fo, dear mant!”
drawled Cardew. “The fiat has gone
forth, an’ Rally’s commands are like
the laws of the Medes an’ Persians.”

Redfern’s jaw was firmly set.

“I'm sticking to Terry, at all costs,”
he said. ]

The dog seemed to understand the
drift of the conversation, for he wagged

fellow

NEXT
TUESDAY!

his tail vigorously and uitered a bark of
approval.

There was a look of devotion in the
canine eyes which were upturned to Dick
Redfern. If only Terry could have
spoken, he would have said:

“I'd go through fire and water for
you, my master !”

Redlern patted the dog’s head.

“Let’s come and find you a bone, old
chap,” he said. ‘“You must be feeling
pretty peckish by now.”

“He’s had a good feed off Towser,”
said Monty Lowther. “I saw him bite a
lump out of Towsy’s ear.”

““Ha, ha, hal”

“Herries will have to put Towser
under police protection, or it will be get-

ting slaughtered,” said Tom Merry.
“TPerry’s a rare pugilist, and no
mistake !”

“He’s got the makings of -a real fine
dog if I train him properly,” said Red-
fern. ‘““Come along, Terry "

The retriever followed his master into
the school kitchen. The cook was there,
making apple-dumplings. She smiled
genially at Redfern, whom she liked, and
she readily complied with his request for
a bone.

Terry stretched himself out on the
mat with his prize, and his jaws were
soon champing contentedly. h

‘“Which that’s a. werry nice dog,
Master Redfern,” said the cook. “He’s
a noble critter. Does he belong to you?”

Reddy nodded.

“He’s had notice to aquit, from Mr.
Rateliff,” he said. “Ratty loathes
animals. He’s given me two hours to
get Terry shunted off the premises.”

“What a shame!” said the kind-
hearted cook. ‘“What are you going to
do about it?”

“Terry’s going to stay,” said Redfern
grimly. ‘““The problem is—where can 1
putb h’gm so that he’ll be out of Ratty’s
way !

‘“He could stay here for the night
if he was tied up,” said the cook. “Tve
got a big basket and some sacks and
straw.”

“You're one of the best, cook!” said
Reddy gratefully.

Aided and abetted by the good-hearted
dame, he made Terry comfortable in the
school kitchen. It was highly improbable,
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"Reddy reflected, that Mr. Ratcliff would

get to know anything about it.

© Terry settled down in his basket,
gave himself up io the
of bone-crunching.

. Redfern bade the dog au revoir, and
promised to come and see him in the
morning. : I

“It will be rather useful having a dog
in the kitchen, in case of midnight
marauders,” Reddy told the cook. - And
she agreed.

It was very unfortunate for Dick Red-
fern that Mr. Ratcliff happened to visit
the school kitchen late that night.

- The Iousemaster, attired in pyjamas,
dressing-gown, and carpel slippers, set
forth on one of his mnocturnal prowls.
He shuffied stealthily into the kitchen,
half-hoping to discover some youthful
raider there.

Baggy Trimble of the Fourth had
been known to raid the kitchen on more
than one occasion. It was quite possible,
thought Mr. Ratcliff, that he might find
Trimble here now.

With this thought in his mind, the
Housemaster deliberately refrained from
switching on the light«" He heard a

and
pleasant diversion

creaking sound, which confirmed his
suspieions. &
“Ha, ha!” he  reflected. “T ‘shall

catch the young rascal red-handed !”

But the only thing that Mr. Horace
Rzliftcliﬁ' caught was a painful nip in the
calf. ’

Terry had lain comparatively still until
Mr. Ratcliff shuffled past him. Then he
sprang from his basket and committed
the offence already described. Tt was a
pardonable offence, for how was Terry
to know that the -intruder was net a
burglar? .

Mr. Rateliff emitted a fiendish yell and
sprang clear. He came into violent con-
tact with the kitchen table, striking his
funny-bone with terrific force against
the solid wood.

“Yoooooop !

Another fiendish yell rang out. Mr.
Rateliff was in the wars just lately
with a vengeance! It must have been
his unlucky day.

“That—that vindictive brute is still
here!” spluttered the Housemaster.
“Redfern has set my express commands
at defiance! He shall suffer for this!”

Mr. Ratcliff would dearly have loved
to wreak his vengeance on Terry. But,
like most bullies, he was afraid. Terry
would not have tamely submitted to
chastisement.  Mr. Ratcliff wisely de-
cided to give the dog a wide berth.

He groped his way out of the kitchen
and went fuming to his own quarters.
And the outlook, so far as Dick Red-
fern was concerned, was decidedly
stormy.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
How Terry Departed.

HORTLY after rising-bell next

S morning, Monteith of the Sixth

looked into the Fourth Form
dormitory.

“Redfern here?” he inquired. ““Oh,
yes, there you are! Mr. Ratcliff wants
to see you in his study before hreak-
fast.”

Redfern gave a start.

Vas it possible that the Housemaster
had discovered that Terry was still on
the premises? That seemed the only
possible explanation of this sudden
summons,

Reddy completed his. toilet in an appre-
hensive frame of mind. But he did not .
shrink from the coming ordeal. He
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proceeded straight to Mr. Ratcliff’s
study. [
The Housemaster, stern and majestic,

stood before the fireplace.

“You sent for me, S patiered
Redfern.
“I did! Late last night I made the

astounding discovery that your dog was
still on the premises.”

Redfern said nothing. There seemed
to be nothing to say.

“The brute bit me!” said Mr. Rat-
cliff, stooping down and tenderly caress-
ing his calf. [ might have got hydro-
phobia {7

“I’'m sorry, sir

“Your: sorrow, Redfern,
impress me in the least !
orders at defiance, 1
severely 7 2

Redfern held out his hand without
waiting to be told. And Mr. Ratcliff,
picking up a cane, administered six
stinging cuts. Reddy bore them without
a murmur. They were crue! cuts, and
theuother palm received six of them as
well.

“There!” panted Mr. Ratcliff, when
he had finished. ‘‘Perhaps that will be
a lesson to you o obey my orders in
future.  You will remove that beast
from the school premises at once, and
if you continue to defy me I shall place
the full facts before the headmaster.”

Redfern did not stop to plead or argue.
He realised the fulility of so doing.
With clenched hands and gleaming eyes,
he turned and strode out of the study.

He made his way to the school kitchen.
Terry capered joyously on his approach.

Redfern looked wistfully down at the

1

does mnot
For setting my
shall cane you

og.

“It's all up, old chap!” he muttered.
“I don’t blame you for taking a bit out
of Ratty's calf. It was a noble deed.
But_it's made Ratty rather upset!”

“Woof I” said Terry.

“Ratty insists on my getting rid of
you,” Redfern continued, fondling the
dog’s ears. ‘“‘He threatens me with all
sorts of pains and penalties if 1 disobey
!ﬁ;n. What are we going to do about
it

Terry looked up pleadingly into his
master’s face.  His expression said as
plaicly as words: “Don’t get rid of me!
Let me stay ! T'll be as good as gold if
only I can stay with you!”

Dick Redfern interpreted the dog’s
look of pleading.

“You sha'n’t go, Terry!” he mut-
tered, almost fiercely. “T'll keep you
here, dashed if I won't!”

Whereupon Terry wagged his tail,
tremendously pleased.

Redfern saw to Terry's breakfast.
Then he strolled out into the quad.

He had made up his mind to continue
to defy Mr. Ratcliff. But he knew that
such defiance could not last long. If
Terry were not disposed of that day,
the Head would get to know about it,
and Reddy dare not disobey Dr. Holmes.

“I'm afraid Terry hasn’t got much
longer at St. Jim's,” murmured Red-
fern. “He'll be kicked out at any
moment. Seems a shame that a fellow
can't keep a dog if he wants to! There’s
only one thing for it. I shall have to
fix Terry up somewhere in the village.
I'll find a nice home for him, and go
and see him on half-holidays.”

All that day Terry remained in the
school kitchen, and Dick Redfern was
on tenterhooks lest Mr. Ratcliff should
discover that the dog was still on the
premises, Fortunately, however, Mr.
Ratcliff did not go near the kitchen

_that day.
Redfern bade his retriever good-night
Tue Porurar.—No. 187.

as usual, and he had an instinctive feel-
ing, as he did so, that this would be
Terry’s last night at St. Jim's,

“So long, old fellow.” he said. *See
you in the morning!” ’
“Woof-woof !”  said 'Terry, which,

being interpreted, meant “Good-night!”

. w . o . . .

Boom !

The last stroke of twelve died away
on the night air.

Tom Merry sat up in his bed in the
Shell dormitory and listened. e fancied
he could hear the muffled barking of a
dog. )

The sound grew londer. Yes, it was
undoubtedly a dog barking—raising a
midnight alarm.

Tom Merry lost no time in rousing
his chums. He had Manners and Low-
ther and Talbot out of bed inside a
minute.

“There's something wrong down-
stairs,” said the captain of the Shell.
“That's Terry barking. Let’s go and
investigate !’

The four juniors, scantily attired,
dashed out of the dormitory and plunged
down the dark staircase.

Terry continued to bark, and they
were guided by the sound to the school
kitchen.

U
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Tom Merry led the way into the
domestic regions, switching on his elec-
tric torch as he did so.

It was a strange scene that met the
juniors’ gaze

There were two men in the kitchen
—powerfully-built, swarthy-faced indi-
viduals, who were obviously burglars.

One of the men stood with his back
to the dresser. He seemied terribly
scared, and blood was flowing from his
wrist. It was evident that Terry had
already sprung at him several times.

The other man had been dodging the
dog round the kitchen. He carried a
revolver, and before Tom Merry & Co,
had realised his intentions, he fired—
not at the intruders, but at the big
retriever on the floor.

With a low moan of pain, Terry rolled
over, twitched a little, and lay still.

“You cur! You dastardly cur!” cx-
claimed Tom Merry.

And in an instant the revolver
wrested from the man’s grasp.

Then followed a wild and whirling
battle. '

The odds were four against two, but
the St. Jim's juniors had a couple of
powerful ruffians to contend with. They
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overpowered them: eventually, but only
after a desperate struggle.

Monty Lowther procured a length of
rope, and the midnight marauders werse
trussed up on the floor,

Meanwhile, the news that something
was amiss below stairs had spread
through the school.

Seniors and juniors, in night attire,
came flocking 1into the school kitchen.
And presently Mr. Railton appeared on
the scene. :

“What does this mean, Merry 2 cried
the Housemaster in astonishment.

“It means, sir, that these rctters were
on the point of raiding the school. They
came here into the kitchen first, to dis-
cuss their plan of campaign.”

“And they’ve left their plans on the
table,” said Talbot.

There was a grubby-looking notebook
lymg‘on the kitchen table. Mr. Railion
examined it, and saw that a wholesaic
burglary had been contemplated—a
burglary which would have involved the
loss of all the school valuables,

“You have done exceedingly well to

capture these scoundrels, my boys !” said
the Housemaster.
“It’s Terry that deserves the praise.
sit,” said Monty Lowther. “If he
hadn’t given the warning, and kept these
brutes at bay until we arrived, they'd
have carried the burglary through with-
out a hitch.”

Mr. Railton glanced at Terry’s pros-
trate form.

“Why,” he ejaculated in tones of
horror, ““the poor creature has been
shot !”

. There was a loud, fierce murmur of
indignation from the assembled throng.

Dick Redfern pushed his way through
a cordon of fellows and dropped on his
knee beside the faithful Terry.

“Dead!” he muttered. And his voice
was strangely husky. “Perhaps Mr.
Ratcliff will be satisfied now !” he added
bitterly. e

Mr. Railton despatched Monteith to
telephone for the police, and within
half an hour the two burly captives had
been taken into custody.

Next morning, the loyal Terry was
laid to rest at the back of the ericket
field. A simple wocden cross marked
the spot, and it bore an equally simple

inseription :
“EERRY,
August 15th, 1522,
Faithful Unto Death.”

THE END.

(There will be avother splendid, long
complete story, dealing with the adven-
tures of Tom Merry & Co., the famous
chums of St. Jim's, entitled * The
Fellow Who Failed!’ by Martin
Clifford, in next week's grand bumper
issuc.  Order your copy of the Popuar
well in advance, to avoid disuppoint-
ment next week!  Meanwhile, buy a
copy of our grand Wednesday com-
panion papcr, the * Gem ™ Library, and
vead a furthcr long complete story of
the St. Jim's chums' adventures. This
week's story will be entitled © The
Return of the Runaway!’ by Martin
Clifford. Don't  forget- that- the
“Holiduy  Annual will  make its
appearance on the First of September,
and if you want to make sure of your
copy of this famous Story Book for Boys
and  Girls, 7o to your newsagents at
once and get him to save you one.)

NEW LONCG STORY GF ST. JIM'S.
By MARTIN CLIFFORD, 4




Remember This Date!

ONCE AGAIN THE

The ¢

ROOKWOOD CHUMS COME UP

‘Holiday Annual” Will Be Out on the First of September.

AGAINST THEIR OLD ENEMY,

19

MARK

CARTHEW, AND THE BULLY OF THE SIXTH SUFFERS ANOTHER DEFEAT!

MAKING
ARTHEW PAY!

A Splendid Long Complete Story, dealing
with the Adventuresof JIMMY SILVER
& Co., of Rookwood School.

By OWEN CONQUES™T

(Author of the Fanious Rooki

d Yarns

ing in the

“ Boys’ Friend,”’)

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Something Like a Stunt!
66 'VE got an idea!”
Arthur Edward Lovell made that
announcement with due impression
The Fistical Four. were seated out-
side a tent, in the school meadow at Rook-
wood.
] Long lines of white tents were close at
1and.

From the distance came the clink of tools,
where workmen were busy upon the old
buildings of Rookwood, which were under-

- going extensive repairs and alterations.

Rookwood School was under canvas
the present, and classes were held in
open -air.. Fortunately the weather
perfect.

That is to say, it was fortunate from the
point of view of the Head and his staff.

Reockwooders generally did not consider it
so very fortunate, as a few heavy showers
would have knocked lessons on the head, and
allowed them to go about more impertant
affairs.

Bright weather naturally made the juniors
feel inclincd to give classes a wide berth,
and ramble by wood and river, and that de-
sire was all the keeuer now that they were
not shut- up in the accustomed class-rooms.

Tubby Muffin, indeed, had fallen inte the
habit ot watching the sky like a professional
astronomer, and he asked Jimmy Silver
whether they could afford to buy a baro-
meter for the tent.

Tubby’s opinion was
simply exasperating.

Ii you were going up the river you could
be sure it would rain, but when it was a
question of classes the sky retained an un-

: .broken smiling serenity.

The Fistical Four were resting in the grass
as they waited for afterncon -classes, but
they were noty thinking of the valuable in-
struetion they wzre going to receive from
Mr. Booiles that afternoen.

for
the
was

that the weather was

They were thinking of a golden river
rippling under green branches.
And then Arthur Edward Levell, whose

brow had been corrugated for some time
with a deep wrinkle of thought, announced
that Ls had an idea.

His chums did not look very hopeful.
Arthur Edward’s ideas were not, generally,
of the most brilliant kind.

Stitl, vere willing to
hearing.

Any fellow who could think of a wheeze
for getting off lessons that afternoon would
deserve well of his country.

The juniors censidered that that was work
of national importance.

“Go it!” said Jimmy Silver encouragingly.
“It’s time you had an idea, old scout! 1
remember you had one last term, toco.”

they give him a

“If you're going to be a funny idiot,
: you going y
Jimmy Silver—" began Lovell.
“My dear man, one funny idiot's enough
¥

in a family of fcur and I'm not going to
wedge in as your rival!” said Jimmy. “Get
oa with the idea!’

“We dont want classes this afternoon,”
said Lovell.
“Hear, hear!” assented Raby and New-

combe, with great heartiness.
“Ts that tre idea?” asked Jlmmy Silver.
“No!” roared Lovell. “That's not the

NEXT
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idea, you chump! I was pointing that out
to begin with Look at the sky! Not a
dashed cloud anywhere! The weather’s keep-
ing simply pen’ect now we want rain!”

“Well, a un up the river wouldn't be very
ripping In the ran!” said Newcombe. " “ I'a
give a week's pocket-money for a shower
just bad enough to break up classes for the
day!”

“That's what I m thinking of,” said Lovell.
“Suppose it rains?’

“It won't1”

“But suppose it does?”’

Jimmy Silver sat upright,
Arthur Edward.

“That the idea?” he asked. “We're to
suppose 1t rains, when we know it won't!
I you call that an idea, Lovell, I can only
say you're easily satisfied!”

“If you'd use your ears a little more and
your lower jaw a little less, a fellow would
have a chance - to explain!” said Lovell
crossly. “My idea is for it to rain this
afterncon—not very bad, but bad enough to
break up the elass.”

and stared at

“Eh?”

“What??

“Surprised you—eh?” grinned Lovell.
“Well, that’s the idea. What do you think
of it?”

“Thini of it!” repeated Jimmy Silver. 1
think we’d better have a whip-round in the
Classical Fourth and umuv you a strait-jacket,
Lovell. Do yeu think you can produce rain
by pressing a button?”

“Not by pressing a buttou, fathead! Can't
you let a fellow explain?” howled Lovell.
“Now, old Bootles is taking up in about ten
minutes from now. The Fourth Form
gathers yonder, by the blg OaE——""

“What the dickens—"

“0Old Bootles is short sighted—"

“We knmow that.”

“He’s a bit_of an ass, teo——"

“There’s chaps in his Form who can beat
him in that line, though.”

*“0Oh, dry up 2 minute, Jimmy! Now, the
gardener——"
“The gardener?” repeated Jimmy Silver

“Yes, the Head's gardeaér

“You were talking about Bootles, weren't
you?"”

“Yes, ass! Now, the H-ad’s

“Keep to the point.”

“I'm keeping to the point!”
Lovell. “Give your jaw a rest,
You'll 'wear it out at this rate!

shrieked
1 tell you!
The Head's

gardener has a big garden-syringe—you've
seen him using it. Now., my idea is to bag
it. It’s kept in the tool-shed, and easy

enough to bag.”

“What on earth for?”

“A chap fills the syri
holds abou’ a gallon!” i
sively. “He climbs nto tte cak—-"

“Does he?”

“Yes, he does. The folinge hides him from
sight. As soon as class has fairly started he
sends a shower over Bootles.”

“QOh, Christopher Columbus{"”

“Bootles thinks it's raining

“Great pip!”

e with water—it

55

“Dismissces the class. and there you are!”
said Lovell trivmphantly.

Jimmy Silver and Raby and Newecome
blinked at Loveil.

That was Arthur Edward's idea!

gardener——"

“Weli my hat!” said Raby.

“Easy as falling off a form,” said Lovell,
with great satisfaction. “0ld Bootles al\xaws
keepa in the shade of the tree, so he will be

within easy r .nge of the squirt. He’s
horribly atraid of rain, because he's got
rheumatism er lumbago, -or something.  He's
bound to dismiss the class, and make tracks
for cover.”

Jimmy Silver reflected. *

Arthur Edward’s idea certainly was
startling. :

1t was truc that Mr. Bootles was a bit of
an ass, but it was a great question whetlier
he was sufficently usinine to be spoofed by
such a scheme.

Lovell kad no <cubts. But, then, it was
Lovell’s idea, znd ke was  prejudiced 'in
favour of it. :

“Don't you think it would work?” » de-
manded Lovell warmly

“Well, it might,” admitted Jimmy Silver
}c}alét\ously “It it did it would be a corker.

7 A

“Don’t start butting 'I” - said TLovell.
‘Let get the syringe and fill it.”

“But Who s going to be in the tree?” as sked
Raby. “Every ~hap in the Fourth will have
to turn up for lessens.”

Lovell paused.

That counsideration, cbvious as it was,
apparently not yet occurred to him.

“Well, somebody will have to do it, of
course,” he said. “Some chap will have to
cut classes, and chance - it. Jimmy,
frinstance—" ;

“My dear man, it's your scheme, and vou
can work ib I'm not going to bag your
scheme over your head,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Buzz off and get the syringe, and get into

had

the tree hefore Bootles happens along.
There’s © chance in a million that it may

work, and this afterncon is too. gorgeous Yo
ne wasted on .lessons, if it can be helped.”

“Newcome's tather -a mnimble chap at
climbing,” remarked Lovell, in a casual sort
of way.

“Not nimble enough to climb a tree when
it’s time for lessons!” grinned Newcome.

“What about you, Raby?”

“Nothing aboit me, old chap,” said Raby.
‘I don't think o¢ these brilliant ideas, and
they're too much for me to deal with.”

“It’s up t- yor Lovell!” grinned Jimmy

Silver.

Loveil grunbed.

“Well I'l dc it,” he said. “It will work,
1 know that. You're not the only pebble
op  the beach. Jimmy, when it comes to
thinking of things! I'll jolly well get thut

syringe, and wel! see!”

And Arthur Edward Lovell detached
zelf from the grass and hurried away.

His three chums ygrinned.

Cutting cla:ses, without a good exeuse to
give, was rather a serious matter; and vro-
jectine stower of water over a Form-

master’s. hea | was still more serious.

Still, the weather was so glorious that My
that .t had to be agreed that it was werth
a little risk to cet a holiday.

The scheme might possibly be a suceess.

him-

It depended on the extent to which Mr.
Bootles migtt be relied upon to be nsinine,
And Lovell's chums agreed that it was
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worth trying—specially if it was Arthur
Edward Lovell who tried it.
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Not According to Plan.
to the

R. BOOTLES trotted down
school meadow with his quick,
jerky tread.

The master of the Fourth was
wearing a big panama hat, which assorted
oddly with his gown.

But when lessons were given in the open
air on a sunny afternoon, what was to be
done?

The Rookwood Fourth
places, with one exception.

Arthur Edward Lovell was not to be zcen.

Mr. Bootles blinked over his class.

Jimmy Silver wondered whether he would
notice that Lovell was not there; he was not

very observant as a rule.

Mr. Bootles did notice.

“8ilver!” he rapped out.

“Yes sir?” said Jimmy..

“Where is—ah—Loveil? What—what?”

Jimmy Silver looked round over the class.

“1 don’t see him, sir,” he answered; which
was perfectly accurate, for the thick foliage
of the tree quite hid Arthur Edward from
sight.

“Do you know where Lovell is, Silver?”

“I—1 think he's not far away, sir.”

Mr. Bootles grunted.,

“We shall.commence without Lovell,” he
said, with a look which indicated that there
was to be trouble for the absentee.

Lessons commenced, Arthur Edward Lovell
etill being conspicucus by his absence.

1:\Ir. Bootles kept in the shade of the big
oak.

e was keeping out of the sun, not dodging
a shower; but, as a matter of fact, it was a
shower he was in danger of getting.

About ten minutes later the Form-master
gave a jump, as there was a sudden sprinkling
of water over his book and his panama hat.

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr Bootles, in
surprise.

He blinked upward.

Right over his upturned face came a light
shiower of spray.

“Dear me! It is raining after all® ex-
claimed Mr. Bootles, in great annoyance.
“Bless my soul!”

The Fourth-Formers simply stared.

They knew very well it wasn't raining, and
the sight of water sprinkling on Mr. Bootles
astounded them.

But it enabled them to guess where Arthur
Edward Lovell was, and there was a general
grin in the class.

“Had we better go, sir!” squeaked Tubby
Muffin.

“Remain where you are!” snapped Mr.
Bootles. “It is simply a mcmentary shower.”

Swooosh !

“0oooop!” gasped Mr. Bootles.

It was more than a shower that smote
him then; it was a regular deluge.

Water simply swamped him from above.

Lovell had turned it on lightly to begin
with, but as that had been in vain, he had
discharged the whole contents of the big
garden syringe upon .the devoted head of
his Form-master,

Mr. Bootles’ parama hat ran with water,
his book was soaked, and his gown was
streaming.

“Bless my soul! This is—is most unnerv-
ing!” he stuttered. “Gather under the tree
at once, my hoys: it will doubtless pass in a
few minutes.” :

“My only hat! mtrmured Jimmy.

‘The juniors obeyed the order at once.

They left their seats and hurried to gather
round the trunk of the big cak, for shelter
from the supposed downpour,

Lovell, unfortunately, had no further water
supply. ,

Had he been able to' keep up ‘the shower-
bath, Mr. Bootles might have dizmissed the
class, “according to plan.”

But, like many of the schemes of mice and
men, this scheme had “ganged agley,” and
the class was not dismissed,

The juniors grinned as they gathered under
the tree for shelter from the rain which did
. mot exist.

Mr. Bootles crammed: himself close to the
 trunk, shaking off drops of water, and utter.
+ing annoyed ejaculations; par

I'rom the other Forms, farthér off in' the
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were all in their

e

field, curious glances were directed towards
the Fourth.

What that sudden movement of the Fourth
Form meant nobody could guess, but it roused
much curiosity.

Dr. Chisholm, who was taking the Sixth at
a distance, glanced towards the oak under
which the Fourth were sheltering, and glanced
again and again, his surprise growing.

The Head of Rookwood could not under-
stand that sudden and unaccountable cessa-
tion of lessons.

He called out Carthew at last.

“Carthew, kindly go to Mr. Bootles, and
ask him what is the matter,” he said.

“Certainly, sir.”?

The prefect left the ranks of the Sixth, and
walked away to the Fourth Form precincts.

Jimmy Silver and Raby and Newcome ex-
changed dismal looks.

Mr. Bootles was®still shaking off drops of
water when the bully of the Sixth came up.

He blinked at the prefect.

“Carthew, you should not walk through the
rain without an umbrella!” exclaimed Mr.
Bootles severely.

Carthew jumped.

“Throughh the—the what,
tered.

“The rain, Carthew.”

“Oh, erumbs!”

“Don't utter ridiculoug ejaculations, Car-
thew. Since you are here, you had better
keep under shelter till the shower has passed.”

“The shower!” stuttered Carthew.

“Yes, you foolish boy. You appear to me
to be utterly stupid, Carthew. Why have
you come here?*

“The Head sent me to ask what was the
matter ?* .

“Bless my soul! The Head is surely aware
that there is a shower, and I could not per-
mit my boys to sit in the rain.”

“Ha, hia, hal?

“Silence. boys! How dare vou laugh!
What is there to laugh at?” exclaimed Mr.
Bootles angrily.

“But—but 1t isn't raining, Mr.
exclaimed Carthew. “It hasn’t
days!”

“ What—what ?”

“It’s as dry as anything, sir.
been a shower.”

“ Are you insane, Carthew?
that T am drenched?”

Carthew could see that, and it puzzled him.

But he was not likely to believe that it
was raining, all the same.

“Well, it wasn’t rain that did it, sir,”” he
said, with a suspicious glance at the grinning
Fourth.

“ Nonsense !**

There was a sound of seraping on the trunk
of the tree. ¥

Mr. Bootles did not notice it, espeeially as
Jimmy Silver and some other juniors were
shuflling their feet to make a noise at the
same moment.

But Carthew was a little sharper than Mr.
Bootles.

He whipped round the tree.

Arthur Edward Lovell was just sliding down,
keeping the trunk between him and the Form-
master.

His little scheme having been a failure,
Lovell had very sagely decided that the
sooner he got out of the tree the better.

In a minute or less he would have dropped
among the erowd of juniors under the tree,
and nothing would have been known, the
syringe remaining concealed among the
branches, to be retrieved later.

Carthew’s presence made all the difference.

“Lovel!" shouted the prefect. “So yon
were in the tree!”

““What—what ?” came from Mr. Bootles.

Carthew caught Lovell by the shoulder as
he dropped to the ground, and marched him
round the big trunk to Mr. Bootles.

He had an old score against the chums of
the Fourth, and he was greatly pleased at
having caught one of the Fistical Four “out.”

Mr. Bootles, having dried his glasses, re-
placed them on his nose, and blinked at
Arthur Edward Lovell in surprise.

“He was in the tree, sir,” grinned Carthew.
“ His hands are wet, too. I fancy he can tell
you how.vou got wet.”

“Bless my soul! You—you were in the
tree, Lovell?”

Lovell was silent and dismayed.

sir?* he stut-

Bootles!”
rained for

There hasn't

Cannot you see

He gave Carthew a look that spoke volumes,
but he said nothinfg.

As a matter of fact, there was nothing for
him to say. He was fairly caught.

Mr. Booties began to understand. -

“What weré you doing in the tree, Lovell ?”
he thundered.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Going Through It.
IMMY S8{LVER & CO. were not grinning
now.
The matter had become serious.
Lovell was silent as Mr.
blinked at him in great wrath.

The Form-master, having replaced his
glasses, could see easily enough that it was
not raining.

Naturally, his wrath was great.

“You were in the tree, Lovell?” he stut-
tered. * You—you—you have thrown water
over me! Me—your Form-master! Goodness
gracious! It is scarcely—scarcely credible.”

“Shall T take him to the Head, sir?” asked
Carthew officiously.

Lovell bit his lip hard.

“ Answer me, boy!” thundered Mr. Bootles.
re in the tree?”

“Yes, sir,” muttered Lovell.

“Did you throw water over me?”

“1—1 squirted it, sir.”

“Bless my soul! I can scarcely believe my
ears! You—you have been guilty of what
amounts to an assault upon your Form-
master!”

“Oh, sir!”

“How dared
dared you!”

“It—it was only a lark, sir,” stammered
the dismayed junior.

“A lark! You call drenching vour Form-
master with water a lark?”

“1—I—1 thought you'd dismiss the class if
you—you thought it was raining, sir,” gasped
Lovell.

“A trick to get out of work, sir,” said
Carthew. “I dare say the others were in the
game, too. No doubt they wanted to slack.”
leimmy Silver & Co. looked very uncomfort-
able.

Certainly they htad wanted that glorious
afternoon off, hut they had not regarded that
desire as “slacking.”

Carthew, who was a good deal of a slacker
himself, as well as a good deal of a black-
guard, had no right to throw that taunt at
them, anyway.

Mr. Bootles caughit on to Carthew's sug-
gestion at once.

He scented a plot.

He was a most good-tempered little gentle-
man as a rule, but being drenct with water
was enough to make the best-tempered man
wrathy,

“Very probable, Carthiew, very probable!
he exclaimed. * Lovell, were others concerned
with you in this—this nefarious scheme?”

Lovell did not answer.

“Answer my question at once, Lovell. or |
will request the Head to administer a flog-
ging!” thundered Mr. Bootles.

Still Lovell did not speak, but Jimmy Silver
Raby, and Newcome came forward at once

“We were in it, sir,” said Jimmy Silver
meekly. 5

“1 thought so!* sneered Carthew.

“I might have gucssed as much!” exclaimed
Mr. Bootles, * Were any others concerned in
this raseally plot?»

“Nunno, sir.”

“Very good! You four will be dealt with,”
said Mr. Bootles.

Carthew chimed in once more.

“8Shall I take them to the Head, sir?”

The bully of the Sixth did not want to see
his old enemies eseape with a light caning.

“Mind your own bhusiness, Carthew!” ex.
aimed Lovell angrily: *“Can't you shut up 2"
‘Silence, Lovell!” thundered Mr. Bootles.
Jarthew, you may eertainly take these four
boys to the Head. You will explain to Dr,
Chishelm what has occurred, and mention
that I desire them to be punished witlh
adequate severity.”

“Certainly, sir,” said = Carthew.
along, you young rascals!”

The Fistical Four hesitated a moment.

But Mr. Bootles waved his hand impera-
tively,*and they followed Carthew.

The prefect strode on, and the Fistical Four
followed in his wake, all the eyes of the Sixth
being turned upon them as they eame up.

Dr. Chisholm looked at them severely, and
then inquiringly at Carthew. =

“Mr. Bootles has sent these boys to you,

Bootles

yon, Lovell! I repeat, how

“Come
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sir,” said Carthew. “Lovell hid himself in
the tree, and drenched Mr. Bootles with
water during lessons, and the others planned
it with him.”

The Head uttered an exclamation.

“Is it possible??

“Mr. Bootles requests that a very severe

punishment may be administered, sir,” said
Carthew. <

“Quite so! Kindly hand “me my cane,
Carthew.”

Carthew did that promptly and willingly.

He would have preferred to see the
Fistical Four flogged; but the Head’s ex-
pression showed that they were not to escape
lightly

The business-iike way in which Dr. Chis-
helm gripped the cane showed that also.

He was evidently getting ready for a
really athletic performance.

In turn, the Fistical Four underwent the

infliction, wkich came to six for each of
them, and each of the six was a real
“twister.””

By the time the infliction was over they
wished it had been a flogging, instead.

The Head did not run the risk of spoiling
the child by spgmnrr the rod.

“You may go!” snapped the Head.

The chums of the Fourth went.

They fair'y limped back to the Fourth
Form, with pale faces, squeezing their hands
with almost frantic energy.

“Oh, cear!” moaned Raby. “You idiot,
Lovell"’
“You-ow:” answered Lovell. “It was a

good idea

“Fathead—— Yow-wow!”

“You get another idea into your silly head,
Lovell. and we’li scalp you and boil you in
0il1”* gasped Jimmy Silver.

“It was a good idea!” howled Lovell,
“Nothing, would have happened, anyhow, if
that ead - Carthew hadn't spied me out!
Yow-wow-wow!”

“Wow-wow !

“Oh, dear!”

With mumbles and moans of deep suffer-
ing, the unhappy victims of Lovell’s brilliant
idea returned to their Form.

Mr. Bootles eyed them sternly as they
came up.

“Silver!” he rapped.

“Ow! Oh! Ow!”

*What ?”

“I—I mean yes, sir! Yow!”’

“1 trust this will be a lesson to you,
Silver?”

“0Oh, dear! Certainly, sir! Ow!”,

“You may go to your places,” said Mr.

. Bootles, a little more kindly, for
that the Fistical Four were
severely.

Jimmy Silver & Co. went to their places
in the lowest possible spirits.

They had wanted that afternoon off he-
cause it was so glorious; but it was glorious
to them no longer.

It was a long-drawn-out misery till lessons
were over.

The Head had laid it on with a severit
cousidered was called for in the ¢
stances; but his unhappy victims considered
that he had done his duty not wisely but teco
well.

When the Fourth Form were dismissed at
last, Jimmy Silver & Co. were still suff’ “ng,

he saw
suffering

and they only groaned in answer to - on-
doling remarks from Erroll aud Morniu jon
and Tommy Dodd

“You'll get over it,” said Conroy com-
fortingly. =

Groan!

+ “Is it very bad?" asked r'mn

Groan!

“My hat! What a gang of dismal dum-
mies!” said Peele. “Travei ouf of hearing,
dear boys, if you’:e goin’ to kick up that
row!”

“Yaas, do, there’s good chaps!™ said
Townsend 3 .
And Jimmy Silver & Co. were too dis-

pirited even to bump Peele and Townsend
on the grass.

Like great Julius Cesar of old, they had
fallen low, and none were so poor as to do
them reverence.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Reprisals !
ée r HAT ahout reprisals, Jimmy?”
Tubby Muffin asked that ques-
tion.
1t was after tea, and the

Fistical Féur were feeling a little better,
though still sore and not sweet-tempered.
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Tubby Muffin coernered them in the quad-
rangle, and asked that question with a very
serious blink at the suffering four.

“Eh! What are you burbling
grunted Jimmy.

“Reprisals,” said Tubby. “1 believe in
reprisals. You fellows have been through it,
haven't you?”

“Feels like it,” mumbled Raby.

“Well, what about .getting
back?”

Fathead! Bootles was right enough to
send us tu the chd, after he'd been
swamped with water.’

“I don't mean Bootles,”
“That cad Carthew, you know.
to be made to sit up.”

“Blow wim!”

“You know, Carthew digs in a tent now,

about?”

Your own

said Tubby.
He ought

same as the rest of us,” “said Tubby. Fhe
shares a tent wvith two other seniors—
Jones major and Lonsdale. Of course, he

keeps his things there. Well, what about
raiding his things? Easy enough to get at
them in a tent, especially after dark.”

Jimmy shook his head.

“No good ragging his clothes and things;
there would be a row,” he answered. “Think
of a better one, Tubby.”

“I wasp’t thinking of his clobber,
ass. I was thinking of his grub!”

“Grub! Ycu fat duffer, I might have
guessed that! I wonder if there’s a minute
of the day when you're not thinking about
somehody’'s grub?”

“Weli, of course, I mean to punish
Carthew—n~»t because of the grub. I don't
care much for grub, as you know!”

“QOh, great pip!”

“But Carthew had a hamper to- day, ’ con-
tinued Tubby, his eyes glistening. “It’s in
his tent now. I've had an eye on it.”

“You neednf tell us that!” growled
Lovell.

“You raic. the hamper after dark, and—
and I’'ll put it somewhere! I'll take all the
risk of disposing of it, if you get it away
from Carthew’s tent!”

“I dare say von would!” snapped Jimmy
Silver. “8o that's your idea of reprisals, is
it? We'rs to raid Carthew’s hamper for
you to gorge! Turn round!”

“Eh! What for?”

“So that 1 can kick you!”

“Look here—

“All together!”
ing back his foot.

Tubby Muffin beat a strategic retreat with-
out waitinz for four boots to be planted on
his podgy person.

you

said Jimmy Silver, draw-
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The Fistical Fo.r continued to rub their
hands, and to make remarks about Carthew,
and things generaily, in a dismal frame of
mitd.

_ But Tubhy Muffin did nut relinquish his

As the dusk deepened he lurked among the
tents, keening watch  on Carthew’s
quarters, \V\ltmv for the tent to be left
vacant.

Jones major and Lonsdale were in
Bulkeley's tent, he kuew, and he did not
suppose .:at Carthew would remain in his
tent by him elf.

He was right. After a time Carthew

strolled” away, and Tubby crept cautiously
to the tent he had quitted and tiptoed in.

It was dark in the tent, but the fat
Classical -knew where the lmmrer was, and
1€ a minute or less his fat fingers were zpon
i

He was feeling over the fastenings, when
there were footsteps outside the opening
of the tent, and he stopped suddeniy.

“No light here,” said a voice—the veire
of Frampton of the Modern Sixth.

Tubby Muffin shivered.

Carthew had pot gone, after all. He had
simply called on Frampton, and returned
with him, znd they were both about to enter
the tent

“1've I think,”
Carthew

Tubby trembled.

The two sentors had entered the tent mow,
and were -tanding within a few feet of the
unhappy Tubby, Whlle Carthew fumbled in
his pocket for ‘matches.

“1 suppose it's safe nere, Carthew,” said
Frampton, speaking in a low tene.

Carthew laughed contemptuously.

“Safe enough! Why not?”

“Well, if anybody hnppdled to looh into
the tent. and saw cards goin’ en——"

“Why sheuld anybody? Besides, we ecould
douse the gim in a second if we heard any-
one comin’.”

Seratah !

Carthew's match flared wup.

It glimmcred on the fat, scared face of
Tubbv Muffin.

“What—whs —"  stuttered Frampton,
startled br the fat face suddenly glimmer-
ing out ol the darkness.

Tubby Mufiin made a desperate rush.

He dodged panting out of the tent, and
bolted for the Fourth-Form quarters, stumb-
ling over several tent-ropes in his progress

got some matches, said

RAIN TO OHDER'

‘jtissimplya momentary shower !’ Swoosh!
that smote him then—it was a regular deluge.

¢ Remain where you ars,”’ snapped Mr. Bootleg)

it wasmorethana shower
Lovell had discharged the

whole contents of the big garden syringe upon the devoted. head of h|s form-

master from the tree above !

(Sez Chapler 2.)
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“Who—who wag that?”
“Some junior
“Mufhin, I believe!” said Carthew between
his teet.

“Do you think he heard——"

q‘[‘()f course he did! I'll skin him!

“Better let him alone now, if he heard
what we were saying,” said Frampton dryly.
“He might talk.”

“On, rot! Nobody would believe him!”

“I'd give him a rest, all the same, 1
think. Least said, soonest mended. Look.
here, you'd better come over to my tent,
Carthew, after this!” |

*“Oh, all right!” :

The two seniors quitted the tent
moved away to the Modern quarters.

gasped Frampton.

I'll—

and

The fact that Rookwood School was under |

canvas, and that it was a little more risky
to enjoy the delights of banker and nap,
did not make any differcnce to the black
sheep of the Sixth.

They did not intend to make any chenge
in their pleasant little customs.

But they realised that it was necessary to
be more than usually eautious.

In Frampton's tent they found Cateshy, a
bird of the same feather, and the tent-fiap
was carefully fastened down hefore the cards
and the cigarettes were produced.

The three young ragcals were quite on the
alert v\hlle they were ‘enjoying their “little
game.

& THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Uncle James Has an Idea.
113
Tubby Muffin gasped breathlessly
as he rolled into the tent he shared

Jimmy Silver & Co. were getting their
sleeping-quarters ready, as it was close on

Tubby collapsed on a box and gasped for
bIQ‘lﬂl, and the Co. gave him mqun g Jooks.
fat burglar!" growled Lm ell.

“Oh! Oh dear!”

Raby charitably.
“Well, he didn't!” grunted Tubby. A4 |
heasts! They’'d have
rnoppcd me up if they'd canght me!
Jimmy, if you care to raid that hamper
 Seatt?

“Il’s quite safe!” said Tubby eagerly.
Carthew’s gone over to the ’\Iodem side to
play cardq in Frampton's tent.”

“Rotters, ain't they?” said Tubby india-
nantly. “If I was a sneak I'd jolly well tell

H dear!”
with the Fistical Four and Dick
Van Ryn.
junior bed-time.
“You've heen after Carthew's hamper, you
“I hope he jolly well larruped you!” said
say, they're awful
I say,
now——"
“Jones and Lonsdale are with Bulkeley, and
“What?"
Mr. Bootles about what they're doing.”

“How do you know what they're doing?”
demanded Jimmy.

“I heard ‘em talking. They didn’t see me
in the dark till that beast Carthew struck a
mateh !” grinned Tubhy. “Ain't they a
precious set! And Carthew's a prefect, too!
Precious prefect—I don’t think!”

Jimmy Silver looked thoughtful.

“You're sure of this, fathead?”

“Yes; of course! I heard—-"

“What did you hear, then?”

Tubby Muffin breathlessly explained.

The captain of the Fourth listened very
attentively, with a thoughtful frown upon
his brow. :

“So, you see, it's safe enough to raid the
hamper atter lights-out,” said Tubby, in
conclusion. “The Sixth don't go to bed
before half-past ten, so Carthew won't be
back. What do you think, Jimmy?”

“I think I'll scrag you if you say another
word about the hamper!” growled Jimmy
Silver in exasperation.

“But—but I thought:

“@h, dry up!”

“What have you got in your mnoddle,
Jimmy?” asked Van Ryn, the South African
junior; with a curious look at the captain
of the Fourth.

he asked.

“I've got it!” answered Jimmy, with a
chuekle.  “This is where we make Carthew
sorry he spoke! We've got him on the
hip ”

“Blessed if T see how!” said Newcome.

“Haven't you heard Tubby’s chin-music—
Carthew’s gambiing with Catesby and Framp-
ten in their tent on the Modern side?”

“No bhusiness of ours.”

“Quite so. But suppese
dropped in on them?” ;

“Jimmy!” exclaimed the Co. in chorus.

“Listen! If those cads hieard Bootles out-
side the tent. they'd put ofit their lights
at .once, wouldn’t they, so that he couldn't
see their game?”

“I suppose so.”

Mr. Bootles

“Well, then they wouldn't see Bootles.”

“They \mnldnt naturally. But what the
dickens

“So it’s only necessary to have Bootles’

voice, and not Bootles himself,”
“Do you see?” :

“Wandering in your mind?” asked Lovell.
“Are you going to ask Bootles to lend you
Lis voice?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, you've got the brain of a Hun!" said
Jimmy. “Think a bit! Haven't you ever
noticed the unearthly squeak that Bootles
calls a voice? Anybody could imitate it a

said Jimmy.

treat.”

“Oh!”

“Dutchy’s practised that sort of thing,
being a blessed ventriloquist,” he said. “This
isn’t a case of ventriloguism, though. All

we want is a chap to imitate Bootles' squeak.

BEST Boys’ Books on the Market.
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NEXT
TUESDAY!

I could do zt myself all right, but Dutchy

-1 can do it better.

“Hear, hear!” grinned Van Ryn.

“That’s the idea,” said Jimmy. “We
get round Frampton’s tent, and Dutchy turns
on Bootles’ voice, and you can guess how
those cads will shiver. It would mean the
sack for the lot of them if the Head knew
their game. They'll be seared right out of
their wits—such as they are!” -

“Good! We'll-do it!” -

No time was wasted. The Fistical Four
and their Africander comrade dressed in the
dark, and crept out under the tent.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
¢ Done’ in the Dark.
o OUR deal, Catesby!”
“Got a match?”
“Ilere you are! Use the candlie—
matches are short.”

Carthew, Frampton, and Catesby were en-
joying themselves after their own fashion
in Rupert Frampton’s tent.

An upturned box served as a card-table,
and they sat round it on camp-stools, by the
light of a candle.

They preferred a candle for illumination,
as it could be extinguished instantly in case
of need.

Not that there was much
interruption.

Frampton and Catesby were prefects of the
Modern side, and Carthew was a Classical
prefect. Like Cmsar’s wife, they were ahove
suspicion.

Still, they did not forget caution.

As prefects they were not likely to be sus-
pected, but as prefects they would suffer
unsparing punishment if they were discovered
in delinquency.

The “order of the boot"” was sure and
certain if the Head learned of the sportive
proceedings in Frampton’s tent.

Stephen Catesby lighted a fresh cigarette
at the candle, and then proceeded to deal
the cards.

Catesby was looking in rather high feather.

likelihood of

He had been winning, and Frampton and
Carthew were looking much less satisfied.
Losges at gambling did not conduce to
good temper or friendly feeling.

Carthew gave a sudden start, as the Mo
senior was dealing the cards, and his eye
turned uneasily towards the tent-flap.

“Is that somebody outside?” he ‘\med.

“Only some feliow goin® to his tent,” said
[‘mmpton he's in the
next.’

“Manders isn't likely to come along?”

8 dear mai, Mr. Manders wouldn't
ve this if he saw it!” chuckled Framp-

“He would take it as an optical il-

“Knowles very likely;

ten.
lusion.”
Carthew laugie
But his langh died aw ay the next moment.
The tent-flap was shaken from without,
and & sharp. squeaky voice was heard.
“Ble:b my soul! What—what! Is it

Carthew started to his feet.
“Mr. Bootles!™ he breathed.

Catesby left oft dealing the cards, and
made a scrambling clutch to gather them
up again.

The flap was shaking.

“Bless my soul! Let me in at once,
Frampton! I understand that a Classical
prefect is here; and 1 can smell smoke

yhacco-sinoke ! What—what! Shocking !

‘nheard of!  Dr. Chisholm shall hear of

Frdmptnl blew out the candle.

wrapped up the sportive scene.
¥ instant the flap might open, and

Mr.

Bootles, certainly, could not be allowed
to sec what was going on.
Cards and money and cigarette-smoke

would have given the game away too com-
pletely.

In the darkness Catesby was still gathering
up ecards with frantic energy and haste, hut
he was not at all sure that he had them ail.

“Do you hear me, Frampton?”

“Ye-es, sir!” gasped Frampton.

“Let, me in!”

There was no help for it.

Frampton unfastened the flap. He thanked
his good fortune that it was not yet time
for the moon to rise, and outside it was
almost as black as within the tent.

“Bless my soul!” went on the squeaky
voice, as-tite flap fell aside. “I can distinctly
smell smoke! What have you put the light
out for?”
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“It—it fell over, sir.”
; i‘l}’vhat, your lamp? I did not
all!”

“It—it was a candle, sir.”

“Frampton! Have you been so utterly
reckless as to allow a candle to fall over, at
the risk of setting fire to the whole place?”

“I—I put it out instantly, sir. I—I put
my foot om it!”

The newcomer had stepped inside the tent,
but he had allowed the flap to fall in place
behind him, shutting out whatever glimmer

hear it

there might have been to relieve the dark- |

ness.

If Mr. Bootles wanted to see what was
going on that was rather careless of him:
but the three gamblers were thankful enough
for bis carelessness.

They could not see Mr. Bootles—not even
the vaguest outline of him-—and that gave
them the comforting assurance that he couid
not see them.

In the blackness, Catesby was almost
hysterically counting the pack of cards, to
malke sure that none were scattered on the
floor to be seen as soon as there was a
light.

Any one out of the fifty-two would have
been sufficient.

“Strike a mateh at once, Frampton!”

Frampton was not likely to obey that
order.

He was feeling over the box, to make sure
t)mt the loose ‘money was all coltected up.

“Do you hear me, Frampton?”

“I—1 haven't anv matches, sir! I—I'm
looking for some.”

“Have you any mateches, Catesbhy 2"

“Nunno, sir!”

Catesby ground his teeth with fury.

He had bad to answer Mr. Bootles, and

he had lost count of the cards he was count-
ing in the dark.
He had had to begin from the beginning.
“Carthew! You are here, Carthew?”
“Ye-es, sir.”
“What are you doing here, Carthew ?*
“I--1 dropped in for a chat with Framp-

ton, sir. He—he's been telling me about
hotany, sir.”

“Botany 2"

“Yes, sir. T—I'm interested in hotany.”

“1 am very glad, Carthew, to find you
interested in eo harmless a subject. I trust,
Carthew, that your statement is correet.”

“Oh,~sirt"

“But I can distinetly smell tobacco-smoke.”

“That—-that’s the candle, sir. It—it fell
on some—some brown paper, and—and
scorched it.”

“Bless my soul! The smell appears to me
to be quite different. Carthew, procure a
light at once!”

“I—I'm feeling for some matches, sir.”

“It is very extraordinary that not one
of you has any matches. However, perhaps 1
have a box myself.”

There was a sound of fumbling.

The three black sheep were almost sick
with apprehension.

What had caused Mr. Bootles to pay that
sudden and suspicious visit was a mystery,
and Carthew wondered whether Tubby
Muffin had been talking.

A chance visit they would have been pre-
pared for, but this sudden and suspicious
invasion of the tent quite took them by
surprise.

“Fifty-one!” breathed Catesby.

“Eh! What did you say?” exclaimed the
saqueaky voice of the Iorm-master.

“N-n-nothing, sir.”

But Carthew and Frampton understood.

Catesby had fielded fifty-one of the cards,
and the other one was lying somewhere in

the gloom, to be revealed as soon as there
. was a light. .

“Bless my soul! Where are those

matehes?” It was an irritated  murmaur.

“Can I have omitted to place the box iu
my pocket? Dear me!”

Carthew & Co. devoutly hoped that Mr.
Bootles had omitted to place the box of
matches in his pocket.

Otherwise, their only chance was to get
a foot on the missing card, and cover it up
before Mr. Bootles could see it when a
mateh was struck.

“Bless my soul! I do not appear to have
any matches. Are you sure, Carthew, that
you have no matches?” - -

“Quite sure, sir! Oh, quite surg!”

“Really, this appears very suspicious to
me! It is extraordinary, to say the. least
of it, and looks as if there is something in
this tent you do not desire me to see.”

NEXT
TUESDAY!

Look SLIPPY

N
—AND GO AND QRDER YOUR"-
“THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL’

“8hall I fetch some matches, sir?” asked
Frampton. “Or perhaps you would step
into Knowles’ tent and ask for a light, sir.
It would only take yon a minute.”

The three young rascals waited breathlessly
for the answer.

If the unwelcome visitor would only depart
for one minute that would be enough, by
Carthew’s flash-lamp, to clear away the !last
guilty traces.

“ What? What? A  good suggestion!
Quite so! However, I will remain here, while
you go to Knowles’ tent, Carthew. Ask
Knowles to step here and bring a lamp.”

BRI

“Go at once, Carthew!”

“0Oh dear!” 1

“What—what did you say, Carthew? Go
at once, and I will come mth \ou' said
the voice of the unseen visitor. “Come!

Precede me from the tent. Carthew.”

“0Oh, what luck!” breathed Frampton.

The three seniors had not dared to hope
that Mr. Bootles would quit the tent and
leave them free from observation before a
light was brought.

They felt quite thankful to him at that
moment.

Carthew stepped out of the tent into the
darkness. =

The next moment lie utteted a fiendish yell.

Four dim figires started up in the gloom,
and four plllovm swept - through ~the air and
smote Mark Carthew all at'gnee.

The bully of the Sixth went staggering.

Bift, biff, biff, biff!

Carthew, how]ing with surprise and wrath,
rolled on the ground, the pillows smiting
him mercilessly as he rolled.

He was taken so utterly by surprise that
he could do nothing but gasp and stutter and
howl.

“Bless my soul! ‘What 'is that noise?
Carthew, what tricks are you playing?’

“erooh' Oh! My hat! Help! Yooooon"
Biff, biff, biff!

The four dim figures vanished into the
darkness, with 2 coft sound of chickling,

and a fifth figure scudded after them,

Carthew sat up, dazedly. - Frampion and
Catesby peered out of the tent, in -utter
wonder.

“What the——"

“Ow! Oh! AhY" Carthew staggered to
his feet. “Mr. * Bootles, 1 have been
assaulted! I--I—-I—- Ow! Where is he?

Mr. Bootles? Are you. here, sir?”

There was no reply.

Evidently Mr. Bootles was no longer on the
scene—if he had been on the scene at all!

“He's gone!” gasped Catesby.

“Gone?” stuttered ¥rampton.
that blessed card, quick;
for the Head!”

“Oh crumbs!”

At that horrifying suggestion Carihew for-
got even the pillowing he had received,
severe as it had been.

The three seniors hurried into the tent,
closed the flap, and by the light of a fiash-
lamp they quickly had the place in good
order, waving newspapers to drive off the
remnant of the smoke.

In a few minutes all was ready
spection—if Mr.
Head!

But Mr. Bootles did not return with the
Head—he did not return at all, and Carthew
& Co. were left utterly bewildered.

They would have been enlightened if they
could have heard the chorus of chuckling
\'pdices in Jimmy Silver’s tent on the Classical
side.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Arthur Edward
Lovell. .“What a lark! They—they thought
it was Bootles all the time! They’ll be ex-
pecting him back! Ha, ha, hat!”

The chums of the Fouth chuckled them-
selves to sleep, what time Carthew & Co.
were wondering uneasily whether they were
to hear anything further of the affair on the
MOrrow.

On the morrow, however, they heard pothing
of it; and when they saw Mr. Bootles
he loohed quite - unconscious, and made no
allusion whatever to the incident.

The trio were puzzled, but relieved.

Jimmy Silver's only regret was. that he
(mlld not tell Carthew the real ldmtxty of
“Mr. Boottes ": but it was a_case in which
a still tongue showed a wise head.

THE END.

(Next Tuesday's: long
Jimmy Silver & Co. wll be entitled <The
Price  0f Honour!” by Owen Conquest.
There is also a ‘splendid long complete
story of the juniors of Rookwood School in
this. weel’s issue of the “Boys' Friend,”
now on sale. Go tc your mnewsagent now
and buy a copy of -our. Monday Companion
Paper, and at the same time place an order
for next week’s issue of the POPULAR.)
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=A WORD WITH £
s YOUR EDITOR!

Your Editor is always pleassd to

bhear from his readers. Address: The

Editor, The * Popular,” The Fleetway

House, Farringdon St., London, E.C.4.

AT BT H TR R T T T

A SUPERB PROGRAMME OF
STORIES.

HERE is no doubt of the increasing
popularity of the *Popular? in all
parts of the world, and the fact that
‘the editorial office has lately heen

flooded out with thousands of letters from
appreciative readers, only goes to strengthen
the  universal opinion that our - wonderful
story paper is just what is wanted. At home,
abroad, and even in places where there is
little civilisation, the *“Popular” has made
itself known, emulating the celehrated gentle-
wan who came, saw, and conquered.

Our motto is “A Great Programume—and a
better one next week,” and we stick to that
like glue.

For this coming winter I have gone to
great trouble to get out some new “good
things **_ for my magy repder-chums.  The
nature of these -freats I shall not disclose
now, but I can assure you that before long
there will he some splendid surprises in the
old- “ Pop.” There is a little motto you all
know, which is “Be prepared "—it is the
motto of the Boy Seouts, It is a good one
for “Popular *” readers, too. *“ Be prepared
for some wonderful features—and you ecan
only do that by placing a standing order
with your newsagents to deliver or save for
you the “Popular * every week.

I can only say that you will not regret it
afterwards, if you take this little warning—
ot rather—advice of mine.

SHE R R naies

HTHTH

X

FOR NEXT TUESDAY!

I will now tell you something about the
wonderful programme of stories I have in

WHERE ARE

NEW AND NOVEL
COMPETITION.

FIRST PRIZE, £10!
SECOND PRIZE, £5!
THIRD PRIZE, £2 10s.!
FORTY PRIZES OF
FIVE SHILLINGS.

Here's a splendid opportunity for you
to win one of the handsome (Cash Prizes
offered above. ! ;

“WHAT YOU HAVE TO DO. On this

page you will find six picture-puzzles.
Each one contains a ‘label which a care-
less -porter has damaged, and, you are
invited to write, in the space provided
undet the picture, the full nante of the
place originally on the ‘label.

DO ROT SEND IN' YOUR SOLU-
TIONS YET. There will be six sets in
all, and when the sixth and last set
appears you.will be told when and where
you are to send your sets, © :

The FIRST PRIZE of £10 *will be
awarded to the reader who succeeds in
sending a set of sclutions ‘exactly the
same, or nearest to, the set now in the
Editor's possession. The other prizes
will be awarded in order of ierit.

It must be distinctly understood that
the Fditor’s decision is final in.all matters
concerning this contest, and entries will
only be accepted on this condition.

Employees of the proprietors of this
journal are NOT eligible to compete.
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preparation for you next week, a programme
which is even above the “Popular’s ™ usual
high standard. There will be four long com-
plete school tales, which are, as usual, the
outstanding features of the “Pop.” But
next week the stories are, if anything, more
fascinating than wusual. The first splendid
school story will deal with the adventures
of Harry Wharton & Co., the famous chums
of Greyfriars, entitled

“THE HAUNTED STUDY!?®
By Frank Richards.

In this story we hear more of the war
which has been declared between the Re-
movites and Walker, the prefect in charge
of the Remove passage. The hostilie prefect
is quite a fixture in the passage, and the
exasperated and indignant juniors are kept
under a very watchful eye. But an unex-
peeted and amazing incident happens in the
prefect’s study in the small hours of the
moining, which upsets plans somewhat.

The second grand long complete story
will be of Tom Merry & Co., of St. Jim's,
under the title of

“THE FELLOW WHO FAILED!”
By Martin Clifford.

Like the silly ass he i3, Grundy of the Shell
still thinks that he can lick Tom Merry &
Co. at cricket. He has tried many times to
show S8t Jim’s what a wonderful ‘cricketer
tie reaily is, bub on every ocecasion he has
failed dismally. This time, when Grundy
chalienges Tom Merry to a cricket match, he
cmploys the aid of a “pro,” but vou know
the old saying, “The best laid plans of mice
and mepn—-"

There will be another magnificent long
complete story, dealing with the schooldays
of Frank Richards in the backwoods of
Canada entitled

“THE CHINESE PUZZLE!”
By Martin Clifford.

Yen Chin is again to the fore in this won-
derful story of the chums of Cedar Creek
School. To the fellows the little Celestial is

Fiith Set.

a baffling puzzle. He invites the chums homa
to a Chinese feast, which turns out to be
one of his little japes. They are quite harmless
jokes, but none fthe less exasperating to
Frank Richards & Co.

The fourth grand long complete story
deals with the adventures of Jimmy Silver
& Co., of Rookwood School. The story is
entitled

“THE PRICE OF HONOUR!"
By Owen Conquest.

For some time Algy Silver of the Third
Form has kept strictly on the straight path,
and it is a decidedly nasty shock for Jimmy
Silver when his young cousin. breaks out
again and appears to go back to his former
ways. Jimmy sees trouble ahead for the
reckless fag, and to save him from it, Jimmy
takes it upon himself to pay the price de-
manded to save his cousin’s honour.

Included in the grand programme will be

another instalment of our thrilling and
amazing serial of adventure, “The Pearl

Poachers,” by Sidney Drew, and the usual
four - page supplement, “Billy Bunter’s
Weekly,” to be found in the centre of the
pages, which will be better than ever.
There will be another part of our Great Holi-
day Competition, in which big money prizes are
being offered, included in the programme,
which will make the “Popular? the finest
value-for-money paper in the market.

THE “HOLIDAY ANNUAL.”

This week I am not able to tell you mueh
about the wonderful Story Book which will
make its appearance on September 1st, as I
have very little space left, but I will say
this—that there ds a greater demand for this
year's “ Annual ” than for the previous year’s.
So that the only way of making sure of your
copy of the “Annual” is by ordering a copy

Your Editor,
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A WONDERFUL STORY THAT IS MAKING A GREAT SENSATION! A BATTLE OF WITS BETWEEN
FERRERS LORD AND THE MYSTERIOUS PEARL RAIDER!

A Grand New Serial, introducing Ferrers Lord, the Millionaire Adventurer, Ching Lung & Co., and the
Daring Pearl Raider, Harper Blaise, the Terror of the South Seas.

By SIDNEY DREW

{Author of ** Gan Waga’s Island.”’)

A meefing between Bruce Donelan 2nd
Harper Blaise, the mysterious pearl
raider takes place in the manager's
bungalow on Ferrers Lord's pearling-
station the day before the arrival of the
millionaire. Donelan, the manager of the
station is struck by the amazing resem-
blance between Ferrers Lord and Blaise,
and he unfolds a daring scheme for raid-
ing the strong-rocm on board the Lord of
the Deep. Blaise is to impersonate
Ferrers Lord, get away in the yacht, then
after taking the thousands of pounds of
pearls and goid from her, sink the yachy
in the lagoon. :

The plan is successful. Ferrers Lord is
kidnapped; thien Blaise sets sail on the
Lord of the Deep.

Harper Blaise comes to the conclusion

INTRODUCTION

that Rupert Thurston is a dangerous
man, so he drugs him one day.

Soon after Ferrers Lord's yacht leaves
the station Ching Lung arrives, with Hal
Honour and Gan Waga, in the prince’s
yacht. They hear of Domnelan's daring
scheme, and take him a prisoner. After
a skirmish with the mysterious raider, in
which they are torpedoed, they discover
Terrers Lord marooned on an island.
Owing to the condition of the yacht,
Ching Lung & Co. cannot leave the lagoon.

The Chinese crew refuse to remain on
board the stranded yacht, and whilst
they are on the shore of the island,
building dugouts. a shower of deadly
“hopper * shells are fired by Sharkfin
Billy from the raider amongst them.

(Now read on.)

Ferrers Lord Gives Up the Boats!

F Sharkfin Billy could haye seen the
effect of his “hoppers,” that one-eyed
adventurer would have laughed glee-
fully. The Chinks objected strongly to

shells of any description. The other shells
had merely come over, dumped, and exploded,
or f[ailed to explode, as the case might be.
What damage they did had been confited to
a moderately small area, Besides. they only
arrived one at a time, not in a shower. They
did not bounce ail over the place, as if en-
dowed with vision and reasoning powers,
searching the entrance of a dugout into which
to pop and let off their spite and venom.
The Chinks had no "desire for a second
edition of these lively and destructive pro-
jectiles. The cry had gone up to rush the
yacht, seize the boats, and escape from that
perilous little island. They took to the water
like scared rats. A few shots were fired from
thie men who had rifles, but as they could not
swim easily with rifies, and the terror behind
them filled them with panie, they flung their
heavy weapons away and drew their knives.
Ferrers Lord, Barry O'Rooney, and Ching
Lung armed themselves with heavy sticks,
keeping their automatics in reserve, for they
hoped that matters were not absolutely
desperate as yet, and they had no desire to
kill any member of the frantic mob. Only
three of the mutineers gained the upper-
deek.  Hal Honour’s fist sent one ofwthem
rolling senseless into the scuppers, and Barry
O’Rooney, the fire of battle in his eye and a
yell of defiance on his lips, twirled his cudgel
like a real blackthorn, and aecounted for the
two others with two clean taps on the head.

NEXT
TUESDAY !

The live wire stopped the rest. There was
plenty of “juice ” in it, as the engineer called
tlie powerful current—not enough to stun or
kill, but ample for the man who came in
contact with the wire to wish with all his
heart that he had not been so meddlesome.

“Battledores and shuttlecocks, Chingy!”
grinned Gan V as the slirieking mutineers
went toppling ba into the sea. “Yo' old
Chinks the shuttlecocks, Chingy. Hal maust
have put some hotness stuff in the wires. Ho,

ho, ho, ho! I never see nebody in such
burries! Il going back, Chingy!”
Coming over!” bellowed Ching Lung

through the megaphone. »More shells, you
yellow rats, so back to your holes!”

No shells appeared, but the warning had
been enough to those who beard him. The
mutineers scrambled up the beaech, and fled

“Quick 'k, bedad, and not unsatisfac-
tory!” =aid Barry O’Rooney. *No corpses,
but three prisoners, all wil sore heads.
There's nothing loike an electrie shock to
make a man jump and Lcit whin he's not
lookin' for us! And phwat's the next article
on the list, Oi'd loike to know?”

The clattering roar of engimes suggested
that the raider was taking her departure.
They saw lier wake frothinz at the end of
the channel as she rushed past.

“1 can’t say what the next sarticle will
be, but I hope it will be a little peace and
quiet,” said Ching Lung. “I could do with
a rest, Barry.”

“And we're not likely to get ut till we
let those canary-facefl rogues have the boats,”
growled Barry. “Ut sthroikes me loike this,
sor—that av we don't——"

Suddenly Barry remembered that he was
not there to give advice or to offer his
opinions unasked, so he checked himseif and
furned away. The engineer had also turned
away, and gone back to his work, for it took
very little sleep to restore Hal Honeur’s
energies.” Barry could net quite fathom the
aftair, so, with great dignity, as the pos-
sessor of a loftier mind, Gan Waga explained
it to him.

“We not let the silliness old Chinkies have
the boats,” he said, “and yo' gotted so much
wind in yo' heads yo' not see why, so I tells
yo', old scout!”

“Will you, bedad?” said Barry O'Rocauey,
with a glance of scorn. “Phwat d’'ve mane,

you'll tell me? And who towld you, you
fat gasometer?”

“Nobody, only my brainses,” said the
Eskimo. 1 got iotses of brainses, old ducks.

Yo' think if we give the Chinkies the boats
it save troubles, Hunk? Yo' not gotted the
stuff inside yo’ head I gotted insides mine,
Barry-—nothing likes it. old thing. Ifs yo’
had, yo'd know betterer.”

“Bedad, av Oi had Oi'd jump slap over the
side and offer mesilf as a chape supper to the
sharks!” said Barry O’Reoney. *Sure, Oi'm
a patient and paceful man, or Oi wouldn't be
listhening to such bhalderdash from a soub-
nosed haythen, so get om wid the rubbish
and let me laugh!” = °

“It hbecauses Sharkfin Billy not try to
boards the yacht with all the Chinkies here,”
said Gap Waga triumphantly. *“They too
many fo' Sharkfin Billy.”

Barry O’Rooney’s mouth worked, and he
clenched his fist as if to reward the Eskimo
with a tap on his snub nose for imparting
this priceless information. However, his
presence was required elsewhere, for two of
the Chinamen were rvecovering, and sitting
up. The third prisoner came round more
slowly, and withi a good deal of reluctance.
O'Rooney, who despised  them for their
cowardice, helped the prince to repair and
bandage their broken heads. Ching Lung
talked to them for some {ime, and then
tock them ashore, a preceeding which added
te Prout’s ire, for he was perfectly convineed
that they were capable of swimming the shorg
distance.

And yef, as he thought it over and smoked
his pipe, "there seemed to be some common-
sense in Gan Waga's explanation, though
very little of it. If Sharkfin Biliy wanted to
loot the yacht, he would not shell it, and
it was certain that he was greatly ont-
numbered if the Chinks would only put up
a fight.

“But, bedad, they won't! Ut’s as sure as
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there's a moon up there in the skoy. Not
such a good foight as a tame rabbit would
put up agen a bulldog!” he muttered. *That
blackguard has freightencd them to jelly as
ut is, Foight? A loively guinea-pig would
foight them off their legs in three rounds,
bad luck to them!”
Still, they had to be
Billy for doing nothing further, and after a
time they turned in again, leaving the
engineer at work aud Ferrers Lord on watch.
The morning breeze cleared the air of the
stench of the raider’s abominable shells that
had lingered there for hours. Waving a white
rag, a Chinaman crawled out of one of
the dugouts. Ching Lung was hecoming hope-
ful again—or trying to persuade himself that

thankful to Sharkfin

he was—and told the man through the
megaphone that he could swim aboard.
Ferrers Lord turned away as the man

reached the deck, but a few minutes later
the prince called out to him and asked him
to return.

The Chinamuan was squatting on the deck
in a pool of water, and the hot sun made his
soaked blouse steam.

“He tells me that three men are dead, and
others very sick and likely to die,” said the
prince. “He says that the small shells con-
tained poison-gas. The dead men and the
sick ones show no wounds from splinters.
They want us to give them the boats before
mﬁn‘e poison-gas comes ahd murders them
all.” .

Ferrers Lord smiled one of his quiet smiles.

“So that is the lie our wet friend brings
with him,” he said. “There was no poison-

aas l:[l the shells, Ching. The smell was
atrocious admittedly, but most Chinks are
accustomed to what a European would

congider abominable cdours, and they have
strong stomachs. [f there is any truth in
this fellow’s story, it was not poison-gas that
killed his comrades. I had more than one
whiff of the stuff. There was plenty of
sulphur in it, but not enough to suffocate
a kitten.”

He fooked down at the man, amnd spoke in
Chinese.

“What is this foolish tale or cunning lie
you bring to us of men being slain and
turned sick by poison-gas?’ he asked sternly.
“If it were the truth, it would be only
justice, for mutineers and cowards deserve
to die. But bring vo such tales of folly and
cunning to me, for his greatness and I know
that there was no deadly gas in the shells
that were fired last night. If these men are
dead, they have died of fear, and it is fear
that has sickened the others. And if they
die, what matters it to his greatness or to
me, except to regret that they have escaped
the headsman’s axe and the hangman’s rope!
f@udwyet you come to us with this foily of
ies!

“Don't be quite so rough with the chap,
chief,” said the prince. “He's the native
doetor, and not such a bad sort, though
nervy, like the rest. 1 think he’d have got
maost of them to come back to us, but that
shell arrived at the worst possible moment
for us, and put the wind up again. '"There
must be some troth in this.”

“And I presume he wishes to prove the
truth of it by you inspeeting the victims
with your own eyes? Is that the proposal
he has put before you?”

“What else could he do if we chose to
dishelieve it? They have the miserable evi-
dence over there in the dugouts. Why should
hie tell such an absurd lie?”

“My dear Ching, I am on delicate ground
again,” said I'crrers Lotd. “These are your
people, and you want to think the best of
them up to the very last, and I assure you I
am not frying to think the worst of them.
You must understand that if you are giving
me any authority here, I am far too fond of
you to permit this. 1 would rather give
them the boats than allow you to set foot
on the island and enter a dugout alone, and
it would weaken our little garrison too much
to accompany you myself, or to send
O'Rooney or Honour with you. It would
be much better to give them the boats at
ounce than to have to exchange them for you
later on.”-

“Oh, that is preposterous, Chief!” eried the
prince. “Not oun¢ of thenmi, however badly
they have acted, would dare te lay a finger
on me or make me a prisoner!”

“1 don't iutend to offer them ‘any such
opportunity!” said the millionaire quickly.
“Abject feae will make men do the most
unexpected things. Self-preservation is the
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greatest of all human forces, and a bheggar
will gladly save his neck at the expense of
a king’s when the time comes. I am only
speaking generally, for - history is full of
noble exceptions, but it is too risky to trust
to their loyalty and their respect for your
high position. There is another way, but a
gruesome.”

Again he looked down at the messenger.

“Bring out your dead,” he went on. “One
of them will be enough. Carry him down to
the beach, and then back to your kennels
and burrows. I will come along and learn
what truth there is in this strange tale of
poison-gas, for 1 understand.”

As Ferrers Lord had stated, it was rather
a gruesome method. Two men carried the
body down to the edge of the sparkling
blue water, and covered it with a cloth.
They had no plank or stretcher, and as they
carried it by head and feet the corpse
seemed perfectly rigid. }

The millionaire went alone. Before leaving

the boat he fastened a white gauze mask
over the lower portion of his face, and pulled
on a pair of indiarubber gloves. Ching Lung
gave a slight shudder.
“Bedad, poison-gas is moighty rotten stuff,
Hal!” said Barry O’Rconey to the engineer.
“0i'm thinking the Chafe suspects socmething
that may be worse, bhoy!”

In the burning sunlight they watehed the
masked gloved figure approach the body and
draw back the cloth, .

Suddenly he faced the dugout, and shouted.
The messenger came oub. and Terrers Lord
walked up the beach to meet him. They
spoke together quickly, and the mnessenger
salaamed to the ground and retreated, while
Ferrers Lord paced up and down the beach,
with his head bent and his hands clasped
behind him. A burying-party, carrying picks
and shovels, emerged from the dugouts.

Still, from the deck of the yacht, they saw
the millionaire pacing the beach while the
grave was being dug. He inspected it, and
apparently was not satisfied with its depth,
for he seemed to be ordering them to dig
deeper still.

Ching Lung, Honour, and O'Rooney grasped
their rifles in readiness, but they saw no sus-
picious movement or attempt to molest
Ferrers Lord. At last he pulled back to the
yacht, and mounted slowly to the deck. by

“I have given them the boats, gentlemen,
he said, as he dropped the mask and gloves
overboard. “They may as well go, as die
like flies on a frosty night?”

“But what is it, chief?” asked Ching Lung.
“What has killed and is killing them-—poison-
gas, shell-splinters, or some deadly disease?”

The millionaire shook his head. The

hinese are the queerest race on earth, and
seem to be able to die at any time when
they decide that life is no longer worth
living, without committing suicide by poisont
or any lethal weapon. But Ferrers Lord did
not chose to mention this extraordinary trait
to Prince Ching Lung.

“1t was not gas in the case of the man I
looked at, and I could see no wound,” he
answered. “The only conclusion I can arrive
at is that he died of disease. If it is a

disease, it is unknown to me and highly
contagious. There are four other cases, =
hear. If they are going to sicken and die

at this rate, I thought we had better let
them have the boats, and give them a
chance. If we must remain here we do not
want to live beside a charnel-house. Sharkfin
Billy’s doubtful company is preferable to

The engineer shrugged his shoulders. This
had put an end to the scanty hopes he had
of ever floating the launch, so he went back
to his work without a word.

Ching Lung did not witness the crowded
boats put off from the yacht. Daisy piloted
the leading one. The black was anxious to
get back to his wife and youngsters on the
reef, and, as he was little use as a fighting-
man and as they had no immediate need of
a pilot, Ferrers Lord raised no objection. The

other blacks elected to stay.

I three days no shell” was fired and

the clatter of the raider’s engines
remained unheard. :

All did their utmogt to help the engineer.
The work went on dteadily. and was nearly
done. The moon was waning, and the nights
were darker. Of course, the defection of the

PUZZLE!"

“that!”

The Blue Atoll.
0 all appearances, Sharkfin Billy had
deserted them, for during the next

crew had ruined everything. Ferrers Lord
felt that he would have to do something
that he hated to do if they were lucky
enough to elude Billy and his desperadoes.
The millionaire leathed to ask help from
anyone, for he was the most self-reliant
man in the world. All his huge ventures
had hitherto been carried o success by his
efforts and those of the faithful friends he
had gathered round him. The millionaire was
. sure that he had read Harper Blaise's
gigantic scheme through from the first letter
to the last, and that he must look elsewhere
for aid in order to prevent an enormous
crime and a great disaster. He spoKe about
it to Ching Lung.

“It's a pity,” he said—“a _great pity,
Ching, but the Lord of the Deep should
have left the island now if- that impudent
rogue has won through without an accident.”

“I still have it in my mind that it can't
be possible, Chief,” said the prince. “I give
in to you always, and I try to think that it
1% possible, but my intelligence won’t have
it

“Is Honour of your opinion? Have you
ever asked him?”

“Lots of times,” answered the prince, “but
you might as well have asked a tailor’s
dummy or a brick wall. Henestly, I don't
think he did believe it at first, but agreed
with me that no man on earth could pull
off such a bluff. Probably he has chauged
his mind since he has heard your opinion,
and now he shares it. I know that sounds
rather dubious, the clumsy way I put it,
but it's really a compliment to you, for if
you've convinced Hal, you've convinced one
of the brainiest men on earth.”

“And now we come to another matter,”
said the millionaire, opening a gold cigar-
ette-caze presented to him by the prince.
“Honour tells me the launch will be ready
to-night. Our friend Billy has been good
to us for reasons only known to himself, and
I hope he will retain this unexpected patch
of good character until we can slip away.
It is a dangerous experiment to go cruising
off in the dark in these waters, but my one-
eyed acquaintance is still more dangerous.”

Ching Lung nodded.

“Yes, we may go aground, and meet Biily
later en into the bargain, which will be
cheerful for Billy and bad for us,” he said.
“It’s strange that he hasn’t called before,
for surely he must know that we are alone,
and cannot fight him with a dog’s chance of
beating him off. I wonder if that gunboat
has been pulled off the reef?”

“It may be that, Ching. In that case, no
doubt he has his orders from Blaise to get
in amongst the islands out of range of pur-
suit, and wait there safely for a message
from the Lord of the Deep. 1 think it's
more probable that his engines have broken
down, and that he is putting them right.
That would be a lueky thing for us in several
ways. The refloating of the gunboat would
also be lucky. though we had better pin
no hopes to that, for I believe she was very
fast. We are imitative animals, Ching. Were
I confident the raider had broken down. I'd
like to take almost as biz a chance as
Harper Blaise has taken, and attack her
with our little launch. We might ecatch them
asleep, my friend, just as Blaise and Bruce
Donelan eaught me napping.”

Ching Lung’s eyes sparkled.

“We'd be with you all the time, Chief,
 though that would he a gambler's last
chance,” he said; “but it’s not' ourselves
we're risking. There’s the honour of the Lord
of the Deep, if Blaise can be the blood-
thirsty rogue you think him, and intends
to take the gold off the yacht and then
torpedo her and sink her in deep water with-
out a trace.” 5

“Don’t think I'd gamble to that extent,
for I only gamble, Ching, when I have
counted the odds against me very carefully,”
said the millionaire. “If we cannot save the
Lord of the Deep without help, we must
obtain help. Time is still in our favour. If
we can escape, and gain the reef, the Lord
of the Deep will not be torpedeed. Later
on I hope we shall do a little aeroplane work
in this district to the consternation of
Sharkfin Billy and a few others of his kidney.
After all, we shall only he saving the yacht
at the vxpense of a little self-pride, and that
may be good for us: but I had hoped to settle
the whole thing without asking a single out.
sider to lend a hand.”

(Do not wmiss the next thrilling instaiment
of our powerful serial of adventure in next

A MAGNIFICEN

week's issue.)
T STORY OF FRANK RICHARDS & CO.
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BOYS! Take up PLATE

PHOTOGRAPHY
As a HOBBY and Win a
3IG CASH PRIZE

in the £3,000 All-British Photographic Competition

Boys ! If you have not taken up Photography—then you're missing a jolly good thing!
It's the most interesting and fasciriating hobby a fellow could have, and it’s getting very
profitable, too. Photographic work for the Press, for instance, offers excellent prospects
of a good income—hundreds of photos are bought daily by newspapers and magazines
at a generous price.© Then again, photography offers definite prospects of a well
paid career as a professional portrait photographer. And then there are frequent
competitions with big Cash Prizes. In this competition, for instance, £3,000 in Cash
Prizes is offered for amateur photographs—there are hundreds of PRIZES for beginners.

But start right—go in for real Photography—PLATE Photography—the most practical
and satisfactory ~ form of Photographic _work—the form adopted by Pressmen,
Professional and all serious Amateur Photographers—in fact, the only kind of ;
Photographic work for those who want to take up the hobby properly and thoroughly. gift

T'HIS FREE BOOK TELLS YOU HOW
IO START AND HOW TO WIN

This free booklet is the first step on the road to success in real photography. It tells you the best
way to start and the best materials to buy in order to win one of the big Cash Prizes offered in this
£3,000 Competition. It tells you how to take

pictures and how to develop and print from your Send thES Coupon To_day

own plates. Do not buy any materials at all
WITH }d. STAMP FOR POSTAGE

until you have read this book and seen the b o Ciade AN GG Pie =
Cameras, Plates, d Paper € ded. 0. DECXELaTY, - &y drDEIE, gEograpic
i e e T Competition, 4, Oxford Street, London, W.1.

Send for the booklet now, It is Free.

Hundreds of Cash Prizes : COUPON ik

. : . : To Secretary, £3,000 All-British Photographic :
f@g’ BEGENNERS : Compestition, 4, Oxford Street, Londen, W.1i. :

I am thinking of taking up Plate Photo-~

3 i graphy and entering for the £3,000 Com- :

S Frizes of L1000 : petition. Please send me free booklet. I
e Prizes of £25 i enclose herewith 3d. stamp for postage. :
e Prizes of £10 : N '
Ao sestiorinchesiniirs i N TR

S Prrizmes of £5, & : :
SO0 Friz=es of £1 Address...... R s e Wiror e -

Also Prizes of £30, £15, £10, and £5
each,and 100 Prizes of 10/-forJuniors. :

B R TR T P Ssaesrestrestssasnvonans

WRITE iN BLOCK LETTERS.

- .
‘GREctseesetesvrstsneraretststanarncaenn D R

ALL BRITISH
- PHOTQGRAPHIC

COMPETITION
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R R This-handsome full.sized Gent's Lever
B 8 sent upon receipt of 1/-. After
approvt!wndl |- nore, thebalancemay
then be b76mon instalmentsof |
2i- cac Guarnnteed years Chain
offered Free withevery watch: Cash
returncd in full if dissatished. Send 1/~
aow to Simpsonts-Ltd. (Dept. 2 )- -
94, Queen Rd., Bnlhton. Suue: ;

XMAS CHOCOLATE CLUBS

_Spare time Agents wanted. Good remu-
neration. No outlay. Best makes only
supplied. Particulars Free. — « - . .

SAMUEL DRIVER, South Market, Hunslet Lane, Leeds
DO YOU FLUSH OR GO PALE?

+3% NERVOUS?

= oW

You need not continue to go through life handieapped with such wretched
disabilities as Nervous Timidity, Bashfulness, Blushing, Self-conscious-
ness, Shyness, Lack of Confidence, Insomnia, etc. You.cancure your-
self in 7 days by a very simple home method. No harmfuldrugs. No
auto ugg(wtmn A genuins self-cure for either sex. Full particulars
will be sent FREE privately, if you write, mentioning The Popular.

.l Dy 12, ALL SAINTS BOAD. 8T. ANNE’S - ON - SEA.

1/6 P3¢ BARGA T ?_m_g;

AMARVEXL.—Telescope, Field, Sea,

8o Opera Glasses (adjustable to suit

all sights), Compass, Mirror, Burn-

. mg, 1lead1ng, and Magmlying(}lasaen,

all © 7-IN-1."” -Black Mstal. Size, Closed for

i Pocket, 4 ins. Novelty Companion Indoors or
| Out. Only 1/6, Post Free. Delight or Money
Post Free -5“

Terma,
¢ have
Hﬁ d

Back. Freée List of Noveliies, E{o.—PAIN'S
PRHSEMTE! HOUSE, Dept. 94, Hastings.

MOVIES AT HGME —ProjeFCOIi‘sh“and Real ginsmﬂa

FREE. k
DEAN CINEMA CO., 94 Drayton Avenue, West Ealing, LONDO‘T Ww.13,

STAMPS.—55 varieties, 6d., icluding BAEAMAS WAR, SURINAM,
NIGERIA, Brit. Bechuanaland, uador, eto. 20 Switzerland, 4id. 106
diff. stamps, 6d. 20 War, 6d. 50 Colonials, 6d. 1,000 Mounts, Sd —
JIMINEZ, 98, Bushey Hill Road, Qamberwell, Eng.

THE POPULAR-—-Every Tuesday. s

 (Volue 3%)
bt users of John ngh%s

FAMILY

5 Porms
Jull ;at al«n
cmsry pac

mn :

AUTOMATIC REPEATER
" PEA PISTOL

(43 illysirated.) 28 Shot, 5
Complete with Ammunition .. .. & . 2/8
Part Poscage, 64.
17 Sboh e Postage 8d.
tra Ammupnition, 6d. per box.
llluatrated Catalogues Post Free.
QRACE & €O., 81, Wood Street, Oheapside, Londen, E.C.2,

BE B'G —During the past ten ?esrs we have supp!xed our Girvan.
8  Scientific Treatment for imcreasing ths height to .over
20,000 studeuts. Less than 200 haye written to say they have nob secured
all the increase they desired. 99 per cent. of successful resuits is 8 wonder- .
ful achievement. ealth and tamina greatly improved. 1f under 40, send
P.0. for particulars and eur £100 gua putes to NQUIRY DEPT. A.M.P.,

17, STROQUD GREEN ROAD, LON 0.?
cura yonrsel? as I did. Par.

STOP STAMMERING | Gurgyonystt an Lain “par.

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTOR NW, LONDON, W.C.1.

The Greatest Book of the Year:’

The tinest Story Book for Boys and Girls is—

Smaller Pngtem,

§

l%‘%z’RAB.g‘;!gU“é’%m

Packed with fine stories, articles, pict}xres, and co’&ured plates.
ON SALE ON THE FIRST OF SEPTEMBER.
Order your copy to-day.

Rgeas

_ Printed and pubplished syvery Puesday 0y the FProprieiors, 'lhe Amaigamabed Press usuy. Lea.,

Advertisemem offices: The

rates: Inland, 138 per ann r. §ix months, Abtoad

Flee way House, Farringdon Street, London, BE.O.4. Registered for transmission by Canadian

e L R i By dton i Goteh rid
News Agency, Ltd. o 8 en ior Asastralla an ew Zpaland: ssrs. Gordon , L
gency, . : (Canada).— Saturday, August 19th. 1922

'J.ne B‘leavway Kouse, Farripgdon Sureet, London, E.C, 4.

agazine Post. Suhsceron

§d. for six months. Sole agents for South Africa: The Central
; and for Canada. Tha mee§31 Howa Qo,, Ltd.



