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A Splendid Long Complete

FOUR GRAND SCHOOL STORIES APPEAR EVERY WEEK IN THE ““POPULAR''!

VHO IS THE THIEP ?

Frenk Richards is accused of steating gold front the mmn- Valley claims—but he
was proved fo be somewhere elsel! Who is the thief ? :

Ll

Tale, dealing with the Schooldays in the Backwoods of

Canada of

FPFRANE RICEIARIDS.

( Author of the Famous School Tales of Havry Wharion & Co., of Gregfriars.)

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
I Wiystierious Miessage.

¢ RANKY Y called out Chunky Todgers.
as Frank Richards & Co. rode up
to the gate of Cedar Creek Scheol.
Richards cheérily. . i

“There's a galoot here waiting to see you.

Frank jumped off his pony. :

“Chap to see me?” he asked, in surprise.

Chunky Todgers grinned and nodded.

“Yep! TIt's Imjun Diek, from Thompsen,
and ke’s gob a note for you.”

“ Blesseq if T know whem it can he from,
then,” said Frank. “I dow’t know anybody al
Thompson to send me notes. Take my pony,
Bob, old c¢hap.”

“Right you are!” said Bob Lawless.

Frank Richards walked towards the lmmber
sehoolhouse, while Bob Lawless and Vere
Beauclere pub the horses in the corral.

Frank was surprised-and puzzled.

He knew Injun Dick, the Redskln loafer of
Thompsen, who was often employed te carry
messages » but it was a puzzle whe could have
sent the Redskin over to Cedar €reek Senoel
with a letter for hinn

He found the Apache sitting outside the
poreh, basking in the mersing sunshine, liis
tattered blanket draped round him.

Injun Dick rose to his feet as Frank came |

up.
“Yon've got a note for me?" asked Frank.
“You-het! Paleface give red chief leiter

for young white chief,” answered Injun Dick. .

“Yon give Injun Dick twenty-five eents.”
“Let’s see the letter first,” said Frank,
smiling, *“It may uot he wortls it

Injun Dick fumbled among hiz rags, and
produced a decidedly soilad envelope.

Serawled on the outside was “Mister Frank
Richards, Ceder Creck Skepl.”

The handwriting was rough and stubby,
and guite unknown te Frank Richards.

Frink Richards found a quarlter in his
pocket, and tossed it to the Redskin.

He had no doubt that Injnn Diek had heen
paid for bringing the letter; he was mot
tikely to bring it on the ehance of a tip
~at the end,

Bul Injun Dick had been 2 great chief once,
in the far-away land of Arizona, and Frank
had some compassion for the fallen warrior.

The Apache grabbed the quarter, draped
his tattered blapket round him, and stalked
away with great dignily.

Frank Richards opened the solled envelope.
- Tre Portrir.—No. 209.

«Hallo, fatty!” answered Frank :

There was a mﬁﬁ;h sheet of paper folded
within ; not notepaper, however, but evidently
: Eg.rt of the paper wrapping of a whisky

ttle.

Upon it a message was scribbled in peneil.
Prank read it, and jumped. :
He read it again, staring blankly at the
rough scrawl, and then he rubbed his eyes.

F astonishment.
t “Hallo! What's the trouble?” asked Bob
F T.awless, jolning him with Beauclere. “ Some-
Dbody sent in a little hill2?”

“ Nunno.”

| Swiss sehoelboy.
the Red Dog saloon, Riehards?
let Miss Meadows see it.”

Frank gave the Swiss an angry glance.

The Red Dog, in Thompson, was a decidedly
‘malodorens establishment, which was very
carefully avoided by the respectable citizens
~of Thompson.

Any Cedar Creek fellow whe had visited
the plage would certainly have had the vials
| of wrath peured out upoa him, if discovered
by the sehoolmistress. :

“Nothing of the sorf, Gunten, as you know
jiolly well! execlaimed Franh.

“Well, yvoir looked knoeked imto a heap.”
grinnéd Gunten. “Fellows here don't often
get letters from the Red Dog.”

“@h, rats!”

. . Frank -Richards walked away with his
I chums, leaving @Gunten looking after him
| g€ry curiously.

. “You fellows had better read this,” said
- Prank, stopping in the playground. “I'm

Better not

Some cliap off his rocker, I should think.”
3ob Lawless and Vere Beatelere read the
letter together, and whistled,
I -Tan:

yar like vou pramised. This yar won't do,
and so I tell you plane. If you'd ruther
I come to your skool and see the missus, you
ean bet your sox that I'll come,. Now, ne
" pesky nonsense! You come Far this evening,
“or thar’ll be trubble.
“Yours trooly,
“Forr KINGs.”

“Great jumping gophers!” exclaimed Bod
Tawless., “What does that mean, Franky?”

“That’s what I want to know, Bob.”

“Who's Four Kings?” asked Beauclere.

“ Ask me another.” =

“You don't kndw him?”

“Yo. Never heard of the name, if it is a

. “My only hat!” ke ejaculated, in blank }

“By gum!” chimed in Kern Gunten, the |
“Vou getting bills from |

E blessed if T can make bead or tail of it |

“ Deer Mister Richards—Yeu ain’t come

naine,” said Frank Richards. *I suppese it's
a name, or a nickname.” -

“Four kings is a hand at poker,” said Beb
F Lawless. “It's the nickname of some cllap,
-of course. Some loafer at the Red Dog I
F suppose, as he’s sent Injun Dick with fhis
 letter. He wants you to go to the Red Deg
and see him.” :

Trank Richards knitted his brows.

“The man must be mad,” ke said. “H my
name wasn't written here, I should thimk
‘the Indiian had given me a letter intended
for somebody else. Gupten’s much more
likely to know people at the Red Dog.™

*1 guess that's so.”

- “But here’s the name. What on earth can
it all mean?” execlaimed Frank Richards, in
utter perplexity. :

“The man's mistaken somebody else for
vou, I should think,” remarked Vere Beau-
clere. “That's the only explanation. Any-,
way, you'rée not going.”

¥Na-fesr!* - _

Frank Richards & Co. turned back to ihe
lumber school, and went in with the rest of
the Cedar Creek crowd for morning lessons,

_ The letter from TFour Kings was left
in the playground, torn into a dozen pieces
and seatiered on the wind.

But Frank was thinking a good deal about
it during the day.

The incident was quite inexplicable.

He did not know Four Kings, but it was
c¢lear that the man knew him, or believed
-that he knew him, and expected him at the
- KBed Dog that evening.

{  Frank Richards, of course, had not the
| slightest intention of going there.

But he wondered what steps Four Kings
t wonld take, if he did not go.

F If the man carried out his threat of visiting
b tire lumber school there would be a scene,
and Frank wondered what would come of it.
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Four Kings Means Business.
¢ = AYBE there’ll he a visiter for you,
- Franky,” grinped Bob Lawless, as
the ehums of Cedar Creek
trotted up to the lumber school
on the following morning.
~"T wonder!” said Frank.
Frank Richards was feeling just a little
excited as he arrived at the lumber school.
Et[e glanced round quickly as he entered the
gates.
But there was po siranger in sight.
It Four Kings intended to carry out- his
threat he had not done so yet, at all evenis.
There was a group of fellows inside the:

(Copyright in the United States of America.)
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Boys, if you miss next week's ** Popular’’—you’ll be mighty sorry! 3

gates, engaged in an animated discussion, and
¥raonk Richards & Co. joimed tliem,

“Anything on?” asked Bob Lawless.

“1 guess there’s somethin’ on in Thomp-
son,” said Eben Hacke. “It’'s that claim-
robher agin.”

“Haven't they caught him yet?”

"N'Dp'e."

“What's that?” asked Frank Richards.

“1t's been going on for two or three weeks,
from what I hear,” explained Hacke. “Some
galoot goes moseying round the claims on the
creek at night, lifting the dust from the
cradles. 1 guess there'll be shooting if the
bovs spot him!”

“It’'s a dirty trick!" said Tom Lawrence.
“The miners can’'t be watching their claims
all night, When the pay-dirt’s left in the

cradles overnight, there’s a chance for the |

claim-robber. - One of the Red Dog gang, very
likely, They've called in Sherifi Henderson,
but-he hasn’t found the man.”

“Injun_Dick, very likely,” remarked Kern
Gunten. “He's the sort of galoot that would
rob a claim, or anything else.”

Frank Richards frowned.

_ “It's not quite fair to say it's Injun Dick,
if there isn’'t any evidence on the subject,”
he said.

Gunten grinned.

“Borry! I forgot he was a friend of
yours!” he answered.

And there was a laugh from the Cedar
Creek fellows.

“Bosh!” said Frank.
mine; but I don't see why a theft should be
put down to him. There are a good many
fellows in Thompson who might be doing it.”

“BSome galoot who’s had hard luck at poker,
and wants to raise the wind, perhaps,
Gunten,” said Bob Lawless, with a grin.

Gunten flushed crimson.

He was about to make an angry reply, but |

he turned away instead, and left the group.
Bob looked after him rather euriously.

Gunten's gambling propensities were well-
known, and Dob had been making a playful
allusion to them, but without any serious
intention.

He had no thought for a moment of con-
necting Kern Gunfen with the mysterious
claim-robber,

“He's not a friend of 1

But the startied flush of the Swiss struck_

Lim very strangely.

“My word!” murmured Bob, as he left the
group of schoolboys with his chums. “Ii
isn’t possible that Gunten——"

He paused.

“Impossible!"” said Beauclere hastily.

“He seemed struck all of a heap with what
I said, and I was only joking,” said Bob;
“and he seems jolly keen to give the im-
pression that it's the Redskin who moseys
round at night lifting pay-dust from the
claims. Bubt I guess even Gunten would draw
the line at that.”

“I should hope so,” said Frank Richards.

“Your visitor isn’t here this morning,
¥ranky. Looks as if Tour Kin;i) is going to
negleet you, after all,” said Bob, laughing.

“Well, I'm rather glad,” said Frank. *“We
don't want a scene here, though I suppose

. if the man came he would see that he's made

a mistake.”

Frank dismissed the meatter from his mind
as he went in to lessons.

But before morning lessons were over at
Cedar Creek there came an interruption,

A coppery face and a tattered blanket
appeared in the open doorway of the school-
room.

“Tnjun Dick!” murmured Bob Lawless.

Miss Meadows looked round sharply.

“Please go away at once!” she exclaimed.
“You have no business here!”

“Injun bring letter,” explained the Red-
skin, ducking his head to the schoolmistress.

“A letter for me?” asked Miss Meadows.

“Letter for young white chief,” answered
Injun Diek, pointing a grubby forefinger at
Frank Richards.

“You must not come here during lesson-
time,” said Miss Meadows severely. “ You
must leave the letter on the table in the
passage.”

“Injun want answer,”

“Then you must wait.”

“All 0.K., missy!” said Injun Dick. “Injun
wait, you bet! Indian Dick bully boy with
a glass eye. Thirsty.”

Miss Meadows took no notice of that strong
hint, but turned back to her class.

Injun Dick gave her a sorrowful look, and
stepped out of the doorway, and sat down on
the bench in the porch to wait.

The lesson went on,

A good many glances were fturned upon

Frank Richards, who sat with a slightly)
flushed face.

This was the sccond tims iInjun Dick had
brought him a letter, and the faet was
enough to excite curiesity.

Frank did not need telling whom the letter
was from, and he was feeling puzzled and
angry. .

Injun Dick was leaning back on the bLench,
his head resting on the wall of the poreh,
snoring.

It was probabie that the Apache had
already sampled the tanglefoot at the Red
Dog that day, early as it was.

- Bob Lawless shook him by tie shoulder,
and the Indian awoke.

“You've got a letter for me,” said Frank,
rather gruffly. -

“Co-rect!” answered Injun Dick, dividing
the word in the middle, in the slangy way
of the mining-camps.

“Hand it over, then.”

Injun Dick handed over the letter, nnd his
brown hand remained extended.

“You give Injun twenty-iive cents,” he sug-
gested.

Frank Richards did not heed. He had no
more quarters to bestow upon the fallen chief
of the Apaches.

He stepped out of the poreh with the
letter, and opened it hastily. TITujun Dick
followed him out.

“You give Injun answer,” he said.

“Wait a minute!”

“Injun wait. All 0.K.!
rook!™ said the Red man. -

Frank Richards read the letter, and passed

EARAAAAANAASIASAS S A
THIS IS THE
PAPER THAT

Injun Dick bully

NEVER
 LETS YOU DOWN!

it to Bob and Beauclere, his face dark with
anger,. :

“That galoot again?” asked Bob.

“Yes; read it!”

The two schoolboys read othe letter with
keen interest, and its contents made. them
open their eyes. It was as surprising as the
former missive: ;

"Deer Mister Richards,—Yon ain't come |

and you ain't wrote. Wort sort of a game
do you eall this yar? You better not furgit
it! I'm waiting for you at seven o'clock to-
day at the Red Dog, expeckiting you arfer
skool. If you don't come, you watch out for
me and bad trouble, Four KINGS.

“Note beney.—The barer of this yar will
bring me your anser.”

“ Mysteriouser and mysteriouser,” grinned
Bob Lawless, “Franky, old scout, this is
some old pal you've forgotien.”

Frank's eyes gleamed. ;

“I don't know the man, and I domn’t want
to!” he said. “But there’'s going to be a
stopper. put on his writing to me!”

He turned to the Indian, who was waiting
in stolid silence. -

“Who gave you this letter, Injun Dick?"
he asked.

#Mister Four Kings”

“Who is he?"

“Bully boy with a tin ear,” answered the
ved man. -

“What does he mean, Dob?"”

Bob Lawless laughed. ;

“That's Western lingo, my innocent hird,”
he replied. “It only means a first-chop galcot
—a real sport. I dare say Injun Dick's idea
of a bully boy is a bit different from ours,
though.”

“You come?" asked the Indian.

Frank Richards hesitated.

» | exclaimed Frank angrily.

“You won't go, Frank, surely?"” exciaimed.
Vere Beauclerc.

“Well,”? said Frank slowly, “I'm fed-up
with getting letters from the man. If I seek
him, perbaps he’'ll see that he's making a
mistake. And, anyway, I can tell him to
chuck it. Suppose we ride over there aiter
lessons? The fact is, I'd like to know what
claim the man thinks he has on me. It
looks to me as if somebedy's beecn using my
name in some way."” =

“Well, it won't do any harm to see him,
I suppose,” said Bob thoughtfully.

Beaueclerc nodded.

He was a little curious, too. The matter
was so strange and inexplicable that ali
three of the chumg wewm curious to know
who Four Kings was, and what he wanted.

“I’m coming, Injun Dick,"” said Frank,
making up his mind. “Tell Four Kings that
I'm coming at seven, and my friends with
me.” -

“You bet!”

“That’'s all,” said Frank.

“Injun thirsty!”

“There's the creek,”” said Bob Lawless,
jerking his thumb towards if. .

Injun Dick gave him a reproachful look,
and stalked away.

Gunten joined the three chums.

“Do vou mind if I give you a ‘tip,
Richards? he said, in guite a friendly way.
“¥Miss Meadows has been keeping an eye on
-D“.!J‘

: “1 don’t see why!" answered Frank fartly.

“Well, of course, she knows that Injun
Dick hangs out at the Red Dog,” said
Gunten. “It’s a bit queer for a fellow here
to be receiving letters from that rotten
caboose. Of course, you know your own
business best, but if I were you, I'd keep
it a bit dark.”

Frank Richards flushed with apger.

“I'm mnot receiving letters from the Red
Dog!"” he exclaimed hotly. “I don’t know
a soul there! I've been written to twice
by a man I’'ve never even heard of before,
and that's all.”

Gunten whistled.

“That’'s a queer yarn,” he said. “1 don't
think Miss Meadows would swallow that. 1Lf
vou've been on a bender, and got mixed up
with the Red Dog crowd, it would be only
wise to keep it dark. That's my advice.”

“Keep your advice till I ask for it, then!™
“You kunow per-
fectly well that I've done nothing of the
sort !

“] guess I'm only going by what it looks
like,” answered Guutem, with a shrug of the
shoulders. And he walked away.

Frank Richards breathed bard.

“You fellows ean see that this man Four
Kings has got to be bottled up,” he said.
“ At this rate, I shall have all the feliows
thinking that I've been playing faro at the
Red Dog.”

“We'll bottle him up!’ said Bob Lawless
cheerily. “Keep your wool on, Franky.
We’ll take a trail-rope, and lay it round
the galoot if you like!”

Frank Richards laughed, and the matter
dropped. S

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Not Nice for Frank,

RANK RICHARDS could not help
observing that day fthat there was a
good deal of curiosity in the lumber
school on the subject of Injun Dick’s

visits. | -

Perhaps Gunten had been spreading his
own peculiar view of the matter. It was
very probable that Fravk’s old enemy was
not letting this opportunity pass him by.

After lessons, Chunky Todgers rolled up
to the chums as they were going to the
corral for their horses. 1 -

Chunky’s fat face wore a very serious ex-
pression—an expression that was quite owl-
like in its solemnity.

“Going home, Richards?”’ he asked.

“Not now,” answered Frank.

“Look here, I wouldn't do it if I were you,
Franky,” said Todgers.

“Eh? You wouldn't do what?”’

“You won't- pet any zood at the Red
Dog,” said Chunky, wagging his head sagely.
“@Go straight home, old fellow, and let it

slide.” : :
Frank Richards gave him an apgry look,

Tueg Porvrar.—No. 208,
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4 The Return of Dick Turpin! Don’t nﬁss our super~thriller coming shortly.

but: Chunky’s evident conmcern for him dis-
armed him.

Chunky was
friendly warning.

“You ass!” exclaimed Frank, half-amused
and half-vexed. “What do you think I am
going to do, then?”’

“Well, folks go to the Red Dog to play
faro, I believe,”” answered Chunky. “I auess
I’ve heard that old Boss-Eye runs a faro-
table there.”

“Who's old Boss-Eye, you duffer?”

“The galoot that keeps the place,” an-
swered Chunky. “Don’t you know him?”?

“Of course I don't!”’ roared Frank,

“Yet you're going there!’2

“0Oh, rats!”

“Don’t do it, old chap!™ urged Chunky.

“Oh, dry up, and dou't be a silly youug
ass exclaimed Frank- Richards irritably.

“Well, I reckon I've only spoken to you
as a friend,” said Chunky, in an injured
tone. “Gunten says—=il

“Bother Gunten!” .

Frank Richards' brows were Knitted as he
led his pony-out to the trail.

It was evidently high time that Four
Kings and his eorrespondence were nipped
mm the bud, if Frank did not want to earn
4 reputation as shady as Kern Gunten's.

Frank was silent as he rode wup the
- Thompson trail with his chums. :

The whole affair mystified and worried him,
and he was very anxious to lhave an ex-
planation with his unknown correspondent.

Gunten and Keller, who lived at Thomp-
son, rade up the trail after the three chums,
and kept them in sight all the way to the
town,

They rode into Thompson close om the
track of Frank Richards & Co., and watched
them in the strect as the trio stopped out-
side the Red Dog saloon. : :

Frank Richards & Co. had wo ‘eyes for the
two Swiss; they were not thinking just then
of their two prying schoolfeliows.

They dismounted outside the Red
where Injun Dick was leaning up
post, {]raped_ in his blanket.

The Redskin was half-asleep, but his blaek
€yes opened alertly as the three riders dis-
mounted. - :

“Injun bold hoss!" he e¢jaculated. “You
put your dust on Injun Dick! Bully boy

with a glass eye, you bet! Wah!®
- And the Apache took the reins of the
three horses, whilé the schoolboys went into
the saloon.

A man with a red face and squinting eyes
was behind the bar, serving two or three
cattlemen with drinks. :

This was evidently the gentleman who bore
the descriptive appellation of * Boss-Eye.”

The habitues of the Red Dog glanced
euriously at the schoolboys, whose faces were
rather red as they came up to the bar.

Boss-Eye looked at them, appearing to be
looking out of the window, owing to his
aflliction.

“What's yours, gents??’ he asked.

“We don’t want anything, thanks!” said
Frank Richards hastily. “We’ve called to
s¢e someone here—a man named Four Kings.
Do you know him?”

“You'll find him in the parlour,” gald
Boss-Eye; and he turned away to serve
another customer.

The Red Dog did not look as if it possessed
such a thing as a parlour, but the school-
boys discerned a door at the farther end of
the bar-room, and they passed through it
into an apartment which was evidently the
parlour,

It waz a small room, with a dirty window
overlooking a yard piled with logs, apd an
atmosphere of stale spirits and smole,

_ The room had only one oceupant—a man
in rough garb and red shirt, with a Stetson
hat ,on the back of his head.

As be was the only person there, they
guessed that he was Four Kings, and they
looked at him with some interest.

He was not a pleasant man to look at.

Hig clothing showed that he was not well
off in this world's goods;, and there were
signs that even soap-and-water. were beyond
his means—or, at least, beyond his inclina-
tiona,

There were several scars on his stubbly
face, and one of his ears was partly gone,
probably “chawed » in some har-rooin brawl.

He was smoking a black pipe and sipping
from a tumbler of whisky-and-water when
the =choolboys entered.

Tae Poruriar—No. 208,

intending to give him a

Dog,
against a

He returned their glance with interest.

Frank Richards came up to the rough table
at which the man was sitting, his chums
following bim,

“Are you Four Kings?’ he asked directly.

“1 guess I'm that same galoot,” drawled
the man with the bitten ear.

“Then you're the man who wrote to me
at  Cedar Creek  School! I'm  TFrank
Yichards!”

e

THE FOQURTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Accusation,

OUR KINGS rose to his feet as Frank
Richards gave his name, his glance
resting very keenly on the school-
boy of Cedar Creek.

“Ho! You're young Richards, are you?”
he said. :

“Yes. Yow've written ta me twice,” sald
Frank. “I've come here—"

“1 reckoned you'd have hoss-semse enough
to come hyer,” said Four Kings. *You'd
have done wiser to come yesterday, ‘cording
to your promise, my antelope. 1 ain't a
galoot to be played with, and don't you
furgit it!” -

“I've come here to ask wou what the
dickeus you mean by it!" exclaimed Frank
hotly. “What do yon mean by saying that
I promised to come here? I've never even
seen you before!”

Four Kings grinned,

“Come off!” he answered. “l guess we
know one another pretty well, Mister Frank
Richards. But what have you brought these
hyer fellows along for? They ain't no
business here.”

“They've come with me to see what it
means,” said Frank. “I want to know what
fool-game you're playing!”

*You ain’t keeping it secret, then?™

“ Keeping what secret?”

“That business that T know about.”

“Are you mad?" exclaimed Frank hotly.
“1 haven't the faintest idea what you're
talking about!” :

Four Kings stared at him.

The man was evidently ss surprised ns
Frank himself.

Amazing as it was, it was clear that he
believed there was a secret between Frank
Richards and himself.

“Buppose you explain, Mr. Four EKings,”
suggested Bob Lawless. “You can go ahead.
¥Frank hasn't any secrets from his pals.”

“There’s a mistake somewhere,” said Beau-
clerc quietly.

“1 guess there aln't nary mistake,” sald

Four Kings. "I s’pose Frank Richards is
Frank Richards, ain't he? But you take my
advice, Mr. Richards, and don't let these
pilgrims into it. I know that young feller
—he’s the son of Rancher Lawless, and he

ain't the galoot to know about it. You take-

my word.”
Frank Richards
astonishment.
“Bob Lawless is my cousin, and Rancher
Lawless is my uncle!” he exclaimed.

“Oh! Then I reckon you'd hetter keep
your gum-game dark from your uncle,” gaid
Four Kings. “From what I've heered of
Rancher Lawless he's the man to give you
thunder if he knowed about it.” '

“I've never done anything that 1'm afrald
to let my uncle know,” said Frank disdain-
fully. *“You seem to be making some fat-
headed mistake. Perhaps vou've mistaken
me for somebody else.”

Four Kings chuckled.

“Oh, that's the game, is it?” he exclaimed.
“You're goin' to deny it? I ecalculate that
rooster won't fight, my young buck.”

“Deny what?” shouted Frank.

“Waal, if you will have it afore these
two. I don't mind,” said Four Kings, with
a shrug of the shoulders. “You owe me fifty
dollars. Where’s the money "

“Fifty dollars?”

“Co-rect !”

“Are you mad? exclaimed Frank. “What
do I owe you fifty dollars for?” -

“For not taking you to the sherif the
night 1 spotted you down by the creek,”
answered Four Kings.

.almost  gasped with

Frank Richards stared at the man, dumb-

founded. .

“The—the—the night von spotted me down
by the creek!” he stuttered.

“1 ruess so.”

“I didn't know you'd been down to- the
creek at night, Franky,” said Bob Lawless
in wonder.

¢laim-robber 2"

HI haven"t !il

“Look here, Four Kings, what do you
meaul?" demanded Bob. "Get out a plain
yarn!”

“1 guess 1'll do that. 1 spotted Mister
Frank Richards down on the creek on Monday
night,” answered Four Kings.  “1'd have
toock him to the sheriff instanter, but he
hegged off, and promised to come ﬁ:,?er with
fifty doltars. He never did come, so 1 sent
a letter by Injun Dick. That's the hull
story.” :

“1 think you must be out of your mind!”
said Frank “I certainly wasn’t anywhere
near the creek on Monday night. You know
that I was in bed at the ranch, Bob.”

“1 guess s0,” assented Bob.

“But suppose I was down by the ereek,
why should you take me to the sheriff?”
continued Frank. 1 supposge I've a right to
go along the creek if I like.”

“Co'rect!” grinned Four Kings. *“But 1
guess you haven't a right to lift the dust
out of the miners' cradles, sonny.”

“What!” yelled Frank, :

“Lift the dust!” shouted Bob Lawless.

The man with the bitten ear nodded coolly.

“I guess that was the game,” he answered.
“1 reckon I was moseying along the creek
when I heard him shifting the cradles. I
reckoned at once what he wus doing, and I
collared him in the dark. I'd heard a good
bit about the claim-robber, and 1 got my
hands on him, spry.” ;

‘“You dare to accuse me of bheing the
shouted Frank Richards,
hardly believing his ears.

“Il guess so0.”

“You lying hound!” .

Four King's eyes glittered. :

“Not g0 much of your chinwag,” he said,
“1 ain't the galoot to be cailled names,
pardoer. Stow it! I've shot a man for less
than that!”

“Hold on,” said Vere Beauclerc in his
quiet voice. “There's a mistake here, Frank.
Keep cool. You say vou eollared Frank
Richards by the creek, Four Kings?"

1] Yel.l."

“In the dark?”

“Co-rect. There wasn't a moon on Monday.
I guess that’s why he was monkeying there.”

“And the fellow you collared gave you
Frank Richards’ name?”

“Yep, his own name; and he told me he
belonged to Cedar Creek,” grinned Four
Kings. “He bepged me to let him off,
because of the disgrace. Well, I'm not a
bad cove, and I let him off, he promising to
call hyer and bring me. fifty dollars. One
good turn deserves another, I guess.
_110!1:1:-5 js the figure, and I'm waiting for
i .u . :

The rascal was evidently speaking the
truth, so far as he knew it But- what he
knew was not quite the truth. i

“It's plain enongh, Frank.” said Beauclere,
“This man found some fellow robbing the
claims, and it wap some fellow who knows
you, for he gave your name.” \

“1 suppose thatfs it,” said Frank s!t:-t'ifﬁ’.
ob Eaw-

“That's it, plain: enough, said
less. *“Must have been a Cedar Creek ehap,
I should say, to haye

Four Kings langh@d ‘derisively.

“Is that the yarn you're: going to spin,
Mister Richards?” he jeered “That cock
won't fight, and so I tell yer! I let you
olf for fifty dollars, and you told me you
could raise the money easy the next day.
Wot's the rmood of telling Hes? 1'm waiting
for that fifty!”

- Frank Richards gave the man a look of

utter contempt.

“On your own showing yon are acting
like a scoundrel,” he said. “If you found a
fellow robbing the elaims, you cught to have
informed the sheriffi at once. Youn were will-
ing to let off a thief for a bribe. Well,
you've made a mistake.

name to get clear himself. If you hadn
been a fool, you wouldn't have expected him~
to give his rieht name.”

“T guess that’s enouch chinwag. 1'm wait-
ing for the spondulicks,” sald Four Kings.

“Youn won't get a cent out of me!” an-
swered Frank contemptuously. “Go and tell
your yarn to whom you like; 1 don’'t mind.
Come on, you fellows, let’'s get out of this!
That fellow makes me sick!®

The three schoolboys turned to the door.

For a moment Four Kings stood still, his
brutal face inflamed with rage, enraged more
by the schoolboy's scorn than by the loss of
the unexpected reward.

FRANK RICHARDS & Co. Have Another Stirring Adventure Next Week !
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The Greatest Capture of the Century! ** STAND AND DELIVER!” Don’t forget!

Then he made a sudden spring, and placed
himsel! between the chums of Cedar Creek
and the doorway. s
“* T guess you don't go withouft ponying
up,” he said between his teeth. “I let you
off, Mister Richards, for fifty dollars, and
now vou come hyer with a lying tale. It
ain't good enough, I guess. Hand over the
durocks, or you're booked for bad trouble!™

A Get out of the way!” shouted Bob Lawless.

“1 guess not!”

“Then we'll jolly soon shift you!”

The ehums of Cedar Creek advanced on the
man.

Four Kings'" hand went to his -helt, and
came up again with a weapen in it

The schooibpys started back at the sight
of the revolver.

At that moment they realised their reck-
lgéssness in having entered the Red Dog at all.

e

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
injun Dick Takes a Hand,

- RANK RICHARDS - & . Co. stood,
breathing hard, facing the ruffian.
- . Four Kings" eyes gleamed at them
- savagely over the six-shooter, ;
“I guess you'll pony up!” be raid between
-his teeth. .
“PDon’t be a fool, man!>
a8 calmiy as he could.
“I - mean business!”

said Bob .Lawtess,

.. said Four Kings

grimly,
on his word. I'm going to finger them spon-
dulicks, or I'll know the reason why!”

“1 tell youn it was not I you found at the
creck ! exclaimed T'rank. .

“I reckon that’s a liel” :

“Will you let us pass? exclaimed DBeau-
clere. : :

“Not till Mister Richards poniés up,”
said Four Kings. “And if Le don't pony up
right smart, this hyer shooting-iron will begin
to talk. I ain't the galooi to be swindled,
I tell you! Pony up!”

Frank Richards clenched his hands hard.

Whether the ruffian would earry out his
threat he did not feel at all sure; but he
realised that he and his comrades were shut
‘up in the roughest den in the frontier town
ab the merey of the raseal.

it was not . much use ecalling for help,
for the men in the bar-room were the
ted Dog orowd, hand-in-glove with Four
Kings—rasecals of the same kidney.

“You'll hand over them dollars-now,” con-
tinued Four Kings; “and arter that youn'll
hand over more, if I ask for them, and don’t
vou forget ib!Y

“If you rob us here we shall go directly
to the sherifi,” said Bob.

“1 guess I'll come, too, and tell him whers
to look for the claim-robber,” said Four
HiINnEgs.,

“¥ou won't get a cent out of uns!" said
Frank Richards. “And you ean't frighten
us with your pistol, cither! You may as well
put it away!”

He spoke with assuranze, bu: he did not
fael so assured within, :

Four Kings had been drinking, and he wis
in an ugly mood. His disappointment had
roused all the evil in his brutal nature,
- The three schoolboys Kept their
tensely on the levelled revolver.

“The ruffian’s finger was on the trigger, and

with so much of the fiery Red Dog whisky
= inside him, it was quite possible that the
pistol might go off, under his clumsy finger,
without his intending it.

“I ain't waiting long,"” said Four Kings,
with a savage scowl. “I'm coing to count
three, Mister Richards, and 9f yon ain't
ponied up then, I'm goin’ out for your ear.
You won't look quite so handsome with a ear
missin’! That's “your funeral! Pay up and
look "pleasant!” e

Frank Richards shivered a little.

The ruffian's hand was far from sfeady,
and it was more than possible that a bullet
intended for his ear might oo through his
head.

“One!*” snarled Four Kings.

Frank Richards & Co exchanged a look,

They were calculating the chances
making a rush. ,

But the peril was terrible, for it was pretty
certain that the revolver would explode in the
struggle., .

“Two!” said Four Kings.

His eves gleamed savagely over the six-
shooter.

ckes
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“I let the galoot off for fifty dollars |
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hard, facing the ruffian.
the revolver.

¢ { guess you'll pony up ! *’ he said.
them spondulicks or I’ll know the reason why !

AT THE POINT OF THE GUN ! Frank Richards & Co. stood, breathing
Four Kings’ seyes gleamed at them savagely over

“ I'm going to finger
(:See Chapter 5.)

That he intended to earry cut his threat
was evident.

At that moment a shadow loomed up in
the doorway behind the ruffian.

Four Kings, with his back to the (loor-
way, did not see it.

Frank Richards drew a guick breoth.

Behind the ruflian, Injun Dick, the Apache,
looked into the room, with a {faint surprise
showing for once in his stolid face.

Frank's eyves met those of the Apache over
Four Kings' shoulder.

The Indian nodded silently.

With the stealthy tread of a panther he
came-into the doorway, close up behind the
ruffian. ;

The word “tliree” was on Four Kings’
lips when a dusky hand was thrust over -his
shoulder, and his wrist was grasped in n
cluteh of iron.

The fire-water had not deprived the fallen
chief of his strength.

Four Kings gave a yell of surprise ang
pain. as his wrist was enclosed in that iron
erip and forced upward. .

Crack!

The revolver exploded, the bullet whizzing
up to the smoke-stained plank ceiling.

The Redskin’s left arm wuas thrown round
Four Kings' neck, and the ruffian was dragged
backwards to the floor. -

The -next moment the Indian’s Lknee was
on his chest, and the revolver, wrenched
away from his hand, was looking its owner
in the face. :

Four Kings dodged his head frantically.

“Let up!*” he yelled. *“Let uli, Injun!
That shooter may go ofi. Let up, I.say! 1
guess I pass, pardner!”

“Bad paleface!” said Injun Dick, in his
guttural tones. “No shooi. Great white
chief Henderson come with rope, you bet.”

“Let up!” groaned Foar Kings. “I ain't no
hog; I know when I've had enougih. I pass
in this hyer deal. Le§ up!”

“Young palefaces wvameoese the ranch,”
said Injun Dick, glancing round -at the
echoolboys. “Bad place for yvoung palefaces.
You light out. Wah!”

-

“Good man' said Bob LEawiess; " You !

Injun Dick. Let that trash alone.
any damage now."
anid released

come nlunﬂ.
He won't do

The ~Indian nodded,
Kings.

Injun - Dick made a threatening
with the weapon, and Four Kings
down behind the table with a hoM. g

The Apache motioned to the boys to guik
the room, and followed them out, Four
Kings' revolver disappearing among his rags
a3 he did so.

Glad- enough were Frank Richards & Co.
to get into the street again.

“We were silly asses to go there!™ mut-
tered Frank Richards. “Thank you, Injun

Four

motioa
dodged

Dick! You've done us.a jolly good turn, old
.chap!” :
“Injun good Injun!”* said the Apache.

“ Bully boy with a glass eye, you bet. You
rive Injun dollar. I have spoken.” '

FFrank Richards laughed, and felt in his
pocket., He had a five-dollar bill there, and
he placed it in the Redskin’s coppery hand.

Injun Dick’s black eyes snapped as he saw
it, and without another w;:rd he made a bee-
line for the saloon doorway.

Frank Richards & Co. mounted tlieir horses
and rode away. They breathed more freely
when they were well clear of the Red Pog.

“T puess we're well out of that, Franky,”
said Bob Lawless. “That Injun is the real
white article, and no mistake, I guess you'd
have left an ear there but for him. But”—
Hob - pansed—"1 say, Frank, that galook
Four Kings believes right enough that yom
were the pilgrim he- collared robbing the
claims on Monday night We won't let it go
at this. We shall hear from him again, I
guess‘n

“ At the school,” said Beauslere, with a
nod.

Frank Richards' eyes gleamed.

“Let him come to Cedar Creck!” he
exclaimed. “We can deal with him therc—
and I'll be glad of the chance!’*

And that chance was soon to come!

1HE END

(You must wnoi miss the mnext exciting
story of IFranlk Kichards & Co., entitled,
“The Gold Thief?r” It's a recal thriller!)
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G Say, chaps, your chums will be glad to know our new serial will be starting soon!

BUNTER’S ** PAL " 1S WANTED!
—RBilly Bunter said he would, for did not he arrange it ?

Diniwayo, the famous black footballer, is exrpecied to play for Greyfriars
He arranged somelhing else, too !
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Another splendid story of

Billy Bunter and Harry
Wharton & Co., the famous
Chums of Greyiriars School.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter is Wanted!

T was Bob Cherry who hit upon the
great notion.
One of the most important football
fixtures of the season was to be played
on Saturday between Greyiriars First Eleven
and Redclyile, and consternation reigned in
Greyiriars when it became known that five of
the First Eleven bad met with a skating
accident which bhad ended in their being
thrown into the icy-cold water.
8till greater was the consternation when
the five unfortunates developed celds which
would keep them out of the great match.
Wingate, captain of games and of Grey-
friars, was at his wits end. He did net know
what to do.

“The Removites—especially the Famous Five
-—cﬁnsidered-_.it was up to them to find a way
out for “old Wingate.” It was Bob Cherry
who thought of it.

“Diniwayo!” he exclaimed suddenh,
Harry Wharton started. His face cleared.-
“My hat! The black foothaller! But—but
1 dﬂn’t think he would play for us!” he said.
“Not-for us: but he will for Bunter!*” said
Et}b (i‘l;lerry eagerly. “He's Bunter's pal, you
now!’

The Famous Five looked very thoughtiul.

A week before they had been to Crawley
t0o see a first-class footer match, in which-{
the famous black {footballer, Diniwayo, had
taken part. He was a wonderful player—a
man in a thousand million, as Johnny Bull
remarked.

Billy Bunter had claimed Diniwayo as-a
pal, and, in point of fact, he had entered the
Crawley dressing-room afte'.r the match to
find “my old pal, Diniwayo."

“Redclyffe are going to play a !'.Inunty
League amateur—twenty years old, &2 is!”
remarked Frank Nugent. “Why shouldn’t we
play old Dini-what’s-his-name?"

“Let’s ask Wingate!” said Harry Wharton
abruptly.

The Famous Five repaired at once to the
study occupied by the popular captaim of
Greyfriars, George Wingate, to whom they
explained their idea. Wingate's worried
frown lifted a little as the juniors’ idea was
explained to him, and he looked very
thoughtful as he stroked bis chin in a
dublous manner.

“If it could he tixed—" he said.

“Let's try, then.”

“Try, by all means,* said Wingate. “If
vou ¢onld work it, it would be a thing I'd

Tre PorvrLAr.—No. 209.

never forget. Let me know. You'll find me
in my study.”’ -

“Right-ho!" =aid Wharton joyfully.

Wingate nodded, and went to the School
Housze. The juniors exchanged glances of
Batinmctmn

“Now we've got to see Bunter,” said Harry
Wharton. “Bunter’s got to geﬁ the darkey
to come, that's all.”

“He secems to he very obstinate about not
wanting him to come bere,” Nugent remarked.
“We'll %1[1"6 him scmethmb to stop all that.
Either he's got to get Dipiwavo for the
eleven or we'll scalp him. Anybody know
where he is?”

“Let’s look in the tuckshop.”

That was the most likely place to find
Bunter, and there they found him. Billy
Bunter was engaged in earnest discussion with
Mrs, Mimble. Bunter was explaining with
all the eloquence at his command that, as he
was expeeting a postal-order very shortly, it
was clearly Mrs. Mimble's duty to supply
him with tuck on “tick.” Mrs. Mimble did

not seem to see it in that light, however.

She had_heard uf Bunter’s expected postal-
order before.

* Hallo, hall{:, hmn' -Here he jst”

~ Bunter blinked round dismally at the chums |

of the Remove.

“1 say, you fellows, I'm stony-broke! 1've
hean disappointed about & postal-order—"

““Same old postal-order!” said Bob CHETTJF
sympathetieally.

*] suppose you couldn't lend me——"

“Look here, Bunter,” said Wharton, “youn
ghall have as mueh tuck as you can swallow—
and that's a big order—if you'll do one thing.
We want Diniwayo to come and play for the
First Eleven next Wednesday!”

Bunter's jaw dropped.

“Digiwayo?” he murmured.

“Yes. We've spoken to Wingate about it,
and  he'd jump with iﬂf to have him.
Crawley United are not playing next Wednes-
day, so the chap will be at liherty.”

“He—-he wouldn't play in a schoolboy
match!”

“Rats! Greyfriars First Eleven iz a jolly
good team, and nobody need be ashamed
of playing for it,” said Wharton. “You can
ask him, anyway.” -

“I—I'm" afraid 1 couldn’t;
ltl—'-'"“

“You've said a dozen hmca that he'd do

he wouldn't do

1 anything for you.”

"Well, ye-es: but——"" :
“You've got to ask him. It's a question of
saving the mateh for Greyiriars,” said Harry.
“Redelyfte have got a County League man to
spring on us, We should go one better with

Snoop Plays a Really Rotten Trick on Blundell ! See
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FRANK RICHARDS.

the black centre-forward, and beat them
hollow. He's worth half a dozen of the
Red{,l:,!fe men, anyway. We must bave him!”

“Now, look here, Bunter! If you get that
chap to play for Greyfriars, we'll club
together and stand you all you can est on
Wednesday. We'll make a regular subscrip-
tion of it!1”

Bunter's eyes glistened. The prospect of
an unlimited feed dazzled him; but he seemed
to be inwardly uneasy.

“If you could let me
now—" he began

Wharton shook his head. -

“No fear! Nothing at all till Diniwayo
arrives on w@dnesda:,r. We know what a
spoofer you are!”

“If you ean’t trust me., Wharton—-"

“You know we can't,”” said Wharton, with-
oui ceremony. “ Don’ t be an ass. Nc-w‘ what
objection have you got to asking Diniwayo to
play for the First? You've said a lot of times
that he's a good-natured chap, and would do
anything for you. If ‘that’s the truth, he’ll
come over here on Wednesda:r and play for
the Firat!” :

“But a—a member
side—"

“He's an amateur.”

“Ye-es; but I—I can’t really do itl”

“You've got tol”

l.ﬂ]’i\n?l}

“Do you think we're going to lose the only
chance of beating Redclyffe because you are
a silly, obstinate &ss?” growled Johnny Bull
“Yalu 'i*e fﬁl‘r to work it

“If you dom't,” said Harry Wharton grimly,
“we shall take it you've been lying., as we
suspected” at first, and that you spoofed
Mauleverer the nther day, somehow. We
know you're as full of tricks as a monkey
when  yon're trying to bolster up your
precions whoppers!”

“Oh, really, you know-—"

“And if you let us down like this you'll ba
warmed for it. Do you want to have a Form
ragging?” demanded Wharton angrily. “I
tell you plainly, if you don’t get Diniwayo
to play for Greyfriars on Wednesday we'll
rag you till you wish you'd never heen born!
You'll be bumped, ducked, walloped, inked,
treacled, and then sent to Lmentry L

“You can take your choice,” said Bob
Cherry. “If you've heen a;mnﬂng 18,
you'll suifer for it! Get Diniwayo to play
on Wednesday, and you shall erder your own
feed, to any extent you like. But if you
don’t, you'll get such a ragging that you'll
never get over it—and we’'ll begin now!”

Next Week’s Story !

have something

of a proiessional
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* uCotlar him!™ said Johnny Bull. “He's
been lying—he can't do it! Yank him along
to the fountain for a start!”

“Hold on!” gasped Bunter.

“Well 27 :

“I—I'll ask him!” said Buater, with
chattering teeth. “Ofi—of course, “I can't
answer for it that—that he'll come.”

“(Gan’t vou? Then we'll come with you
when you ask him—we'll all go together, and
explain to him!"” said Wharton.

Bunter almost staggered. -1

“We can easily find out where he lives in
Crawley,” sald Harry. “We’'ll go to him as
your pals—"

“You—you can't!”
won't have it—" :

“You can't stop it!” :

“I—I'N ask him myselfi—' : :

“Very well; but if he doesn't come, we 11
go to him,” said Harry Wharton grgm‘if.
“ And mind, if he agrees to come, he's to
asree to come hers an hour hefore the
match on Wednesday, so as to make sure. 1f
he isn't here at two o'clock on Wednesday
we'll send him & wire."”
~ WA A wire? You don't know where he—

he livest”

slirieked Bunter. “I—I

“We'll find that out hefore Wednesday!"

«J—I say, you know, he’s my {riend, not
F”Tm going to know whether you've heen
spoofing or not. By.George, if you've taken
us in, and we bhave to tell .ngate it's no go,
we'll make you sorry for itl”

Bunter drew a deep breath. -

“T—I'l1 ask him!" he said. “I—I'll under-
take that he shall come—only—he will want
his Expénses.:’ Fatal)

“fxpenses! hats!
= ¢ kx;mw him better than you do. I can
cet him to come, but he will have to have
hiis expenses!” e e

The juniora exchanged g ; 5

f%‘i"’}e%l. we don’t knguw him,” sald Wharton
slowly. “That may be the case. We_shmqgt
be quite willing to stand the exes if he'd
come!l” 35

“I1t would be al E,?uple of guineas!

i i ri l rF 3

< El;la&tsagél I sghauld have to take it to him
when I ask him.” :

Bob Cherry growled angrily.

“You won't ggc-'“ang money oub

dvance, you cad!
ai“ 'Z%‘hén i{’s all off!” said Bunter.

L it a bit!”
= ’4-‘-".':*3:“'Tlsir tgive. him every chance, you fellows.
If we hand you the two guineas, Bunter, will
you undertake that the chap comes on Wed-
nesday, an hour before the match, without
fail 2"

“Yes!” gasped Dunter. .

“ Very well; and if he fails us, we shall
know you were spoofing—and you understand
that you'll be held responsible for swindling
us. We shall explain to Wingate that youwve
had the mouey, and Wingate will jolly soon
make you fork it out again. Bind, if neces.
sary, your people will be written to about it.

Bunter moistened his dry lips.

“ It will be all right,” he said.

“Right-hu?! Wwe'll trust you so far.

ill you go?” :
w.:{‘]il cvgcle aover to Crawley to-day.”

“Good! We'll raise the tin, then!"

Harry Wharton & Co. left the tuckshop.
Rilly Bunter remained, with a thonghtful
frown on his face. He was not thinking of
Mrs. Mimble’s jam-tarts now; he had some-
thing much more serious and troublesome to
think of.

“T don't like trusting that fat rotter,” said
Johnny Bull, with a shiake of the head, as
they erossed the Close.

“Well, we must trust him, so fur—we want

to get the black chap if we can,” said Harry.
«I4's worth risking the two quid, and Win-
gate would be jolly glad to stand it out of
the funds of the footer club, if necessary.
But I think we might raise it ourselves—a
couple of bob each in the Remove would do
it. I'd put five bob, anyway, and Mauly
could be depended on for half a quid. It's
waoith it. Wingate didn't say much, but I
.eould see that he was hoping, and I don’t
want to disappoint him if it can be helped.
We can raise the two guineas easily enough,
and we'll give Bunter a chance.”

The two guineas offered no great difficulty.
Tord Mauleverer, as soon as he heard of it,
insisted upon standing a guineca—he would
gladly have contributed the whole sum, but
that the Co. would not allow. = Seven or
eight fellows made up another guinea among
them, and an hour later DBilly Dunfter, with

of us in

When

Blundell Wins a Prize—and Buys a Motor-Bike !

L “*spoofer "

sald Wharton reflectively.

the two guineas in hig pocket, mounted Harry
Wharton's bieyele, and pedalied away from
the gates of Greyfriars.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Good News for Wingate !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. waited with
keen anxiety for the return of the
fat Removite.

Bunter was unreliable, so utter a
in every way, that it was im-
possible to trust him an inch. If it had been
any other feldow, they would have been quite
easy in their minds. No other fellow could
have been suspected of telling a tremendous
“whopper,” and bolstering it up with tricks
and dodges to such an extent; but with
William George Bunter it was quite possible,
and, indeed, likely. - And yef, surely this was
too big a-“spoof " even for Bunter. They
wondered, and they waited anxiously. When
the fat junior returned at last, the Co. met
him eagerly at the door. '

Billy Bunter had recovered from the un-
easinezs that had been ouly too apparent in
his manner before he started. There was
no trace of disquietude about him now. He
grinned at the juniors as he saw their
anxious faces. .

*It’s all right!”™ he announced.

Wharton drew a deep bréath

*“He's coming?”

i YE‘S." 2

“An hour before the mateh, mind?” said
Harry distrustfully. ,

“He'll be liere at two sharp on Wednesday
afternoon,” said Dunter. “He's coming by
the train from Crawley that gets into Friar-
dale at half-past one!”

“And it’s quite certain?” said Bob Cherry,

“Quite certain. You can tell Wingate.”
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“Mind,” said Wharton, with a lingering, un-
easy doubt, “this is serious, Bunter. If the
man doesn't turn up at two o'clock on Wed-
nesday, yvou'll have Wingate to deal with, as
well as us!”

“I tell you it's a dead cert!
it all!™ said Bunter.

“Then that's settled!”

And Harry Wharton & Co., their last
doubts dissipated, procecded to Wingate's
study with the good mews. They took Billy
Bunter with them. He was quite willing to

I've arranged

go—and his readiness to face the captain-

of Greyfriars was ‘ooked upon as a last proof
that it was all right

Wingate gave them a guick glance as they
c¢ame in. He had been thinking about the
matter ever since Wharton had mentioned
it to him, and, although he was a fellow of
few words, it was not difficult to see how
he had built upon that chance.

“It's all sereme, Wingate,” said Harry
Wharton at once. “Tell himsBunter.”

Billy Bunter gave an important cough.

“All right, Wingate. 1've asked Diniwayo
to come, and he's consented, as a favour
to me. We're quite old pals, you Kknow.
He'd do anytking tor me!”

Wingate gave him a sharp look.
not, of course, know the fat junior so well
ag his Form-fellows knew him, but he knew
enough of him to regard him with feelings
far from cordial or trustful.

“I suppose I can rely on that?”’ he asked,

“0Oh, certainly! He will be herps before two
on Wednesday.”

“And he's going to play for the First?”

He did'

“Yes." :

“Of course, you updersfand what you'tl get
if this is one of your idiofic tricks,” said
Wingate. “You can't spoof the captain ot
the school as il he were a junlor. You under-
stand that, Bunter?”

Billy Bunfer looked injured and indiznant..

“Really, Wingate, I don’t think that's very
grateful, considering that I've secured a iirst-
clasz player for Greyiriars—"' :

“If you've dome that, you'll find me grate-
ful enmough,” said Wingate quietly. “It's a
thing I shall never forget, whether we bheat
Redelyfie or not. I only want to be sure.”

“Well, you can be sure. If the echap
doesn't arrive at two o'clock on Wednesday,
you can lick me!"” -

“1 should certainly do that, and it wonid
be a licking you wouldn't get over in 'a
huarry ! said Wingate, :

“To say nothing of the ragging he'd gef
from us!" gaid Wharton.

Bunter sniffed '

- “Well, if that's the way you take it—-"

“1 believe you,” said Wingate. “I can'd
think you'd dare to spoof me; anil I don’f
see why you should play the school such a
dirty trick, either. 1'm sorry, Bunter, and
I'm very much obliced to you.”

“That's all right!” said Bunter loifily.
“Only too glad to do you a good turm,
Wingate!"

And Bunter zeemed an inch taller as le
guitted the captain's study with the juniors.

“I think you fellows pight stand me some-

thing to eat, after that awful long ride,”
he said. “I'm simply fagged to death, and
as bungry as a hunter.” -
. “Come along!’ said Harry Wharton cor-
dially, “Now *it’s  all right—why, ita all
right! I'm sorry I was suspicious, but it waa
really your own fault—you were sueh an
awiul spoofer always. Come on, and order
what yvou like!”

Billy Bunter was not likely to need bidding
twice. He distinguished himself in the tuck-
shop that evening, and he could hardly walk
when he left it. But the juniors would have
fed him till he overflowed if he liked.

The way matters were turning ouft made
them rejoice, and for once they were as
friendly as could he towards the Owl of the
Remove. . : A

Billy Bunter, indeed. was the hero of the
hour, and he enjoyed it exceedingly. The
fact that the famous centre-forward was
willing to play for Greviriars, to oblige
Bunter, was convincing; it scemed to show
that, as this especial yarn had been s0
thoroughly substantiated, there might be
something in Bunfer's other yarns, that had
always beea scoffed at unmercifully.

And the fat junior, finding himself a person
of credit, “spread” himself in great style.
For once, his stories of his titled relations
and his great acquaintances were listened
to with patience and even with a certain
amount of credence.

If one tale had been proved to he true,
the other might be true, or partly true; and
Bunter had the povel and pleasant experience
of seeing himself regarded as a person of
unusual consequence.

The fat junior loved the limelight, all the
more because be mever got very much of it,
and during the next day or two he had a
really gootd time. :

On  Monday a letter arrived for Bunter
with the - Crawley postmark, and he
announced that it was from Diniwayo. It
was addressed in the same hand as a previous
letter he had received.

Harry Wharton & Co. fe!t a momentary
uneasiness, at the thought that the letter
might contain some excuse from the black -
foothatler. But Bunter soon relieved their
doubts by showing them the lefter. It ran:

“Dear Billy.—Just a line to tell you that
it's all right for Wednesday. I haven't heen
in top form lately, but I shall do my best
for (Greyfriars, We play Sheffield Wednesday
next Saturday, and I hope I shall see you
over here-to see the match.—Your old pal,

DINIWAYO.”

“All right—hey?” said Bunfer.

“Topping !” said Harry Wharton.

“He says he's nof in top form,” said
Peter Todd thoughtiuliy. *I - hope . thatk

doesn't mean that he's not going to play a
good game ”

“Well, I can't answer for that,”" said
Bunter. “I've got him to play, and that’a
all 1 could-do.” _

“QOh, it wil' be all right!” said Whartou.
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¥He's not going to play against Newcastle
United or Manchester, ‘In his worst form,
he’d make rings round the Redclyffe chaps.”

“Yes, rather!”

“Good old Bunter!” said Bob Cherry, clap-
ping the fat junior on the back. “I take
back half the mames I've called you at
various times. You deserve the other half!®

“Ha, ha; ha'" .

The last possible doubt had wvanished.
When Wednesday dawned, the hopes of Grey-
friars were high. During morning lessons
little was thought about by nearly all the
Greyfriars fellows but the great mateh of
the afternoon, and there was some little
trouble with the masters in consequence.

After schdol the fellows poured out of the
Form-rooms in great spirits. All thoughts
were upon the greatest match of the season
—for Greyfriars, that is.

And the fellows chuckled gleefully at the
thought of the surprise packet that was wait-
ing for the Redclyfians when they arrived
full of antieipations of vietory. With a
centre-forward like Diniwayo, the Greyfriars
First fully expected to sweep the Redelyfians
nefore them like chaff—the best men of Red-
clyffe, including their capture from the County
League, would be, in comparisen with
Diniwayo, like dwarfs against a giant.

Wingate’s face was bright and cheery, and
every fellow, down to the smallest and inkiest
fag, shared the satisfaction of the captain
of Greylriars, :

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
The Spoofer !
LU'.'\'G hefore two o'cloeck that Wednes-

day alternoon a ecrowd of fellows

were waiting outside the gates of

Greyfriars to welcome the blaek
footballer. e \

Harry Wharton & Co. were the first, and
other fellows crowded out, till the road was
guite black with expeetant juniors.

The famous Crawley centre-forward had

quite an ovation waiting for him.
. Now that the time for his arrival was
close at hand. Harry Wharton was feeling
a slight doubt. It was still possible that
Bunter had been “spoofing,” and the mere
vossibility was enough to worry the captain
of the Remove.

Wingate had no doubts, but he did not
know Bunier as the juniors did, - Wharton
was very giad that he had insisted that the

Crawley man should arrive an hour hefore-

the time of the kick-off. If anything went
wrong, and he did not come, that would
allow Wingate time to make some new ar-
rangement to meet the case.

But Wharton's new uneasiness was soon
set at rest.

It still wanted ten minutes to two when
the station hack was seen on the long white
road, and there was a shout from the Grey-
friars fellows. -

“Here he comes!”

“Hurrah!” :

There was a rush to meet the hack, and it
was surrounded. A black face looked out,
hetween a cap pullea low down and a big
coloured mufffer, -

- “Hallo, hallo, halloa! Welcome to Grey-
friars!” shouted Bob Cherry.

“Yaas, begad, my dear fellow !

“The welcomefulness is terrific!”

“Hurrah -

“(iood old Diniwayo ”

The black man in the hack grinned.

“Here I am!” he said. “Good time—eh?”

“Lots of time,” said Harry Wharton cheer-
fully, “It was jolly good of you to come!”

“Not at all; dat is a pleasure to me!”

“ Hurrah!”

“Wingate's waiting for you,” sai@ Wharton.
“He’ll be jolly glad to see you, too. I was
afrald something might happen—**

“Come on, Dinny!” gaid Billy Bunter,
linking arms with the black Young man,
45 he descended from the hack.

“Make room there, vou fellows! Don't
crowd round my old pal Diniwayo! Come on,
old fellow!”

And Bunter, with tremendous importance,
walked in at the gates of Greyfriars, with
his fat arm linked in that of the ‘coloured
gentleman. The Greviriars fellows crowded
in affer them. The driver of the hack gave
a sort of yelp: -

“1 sye, young gents, I ain’t been paid!”

“Diniwayo’s forgotten,” said Bob Cherry,
langhing. “Never mind; we'll seftle it.
Don’t remind him unless he thinks of it.”

THEE Portrar.—No. 209.
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“Leave it to me,” sald Lord Mauleverer,

“Certainly!” grinned Bob, who had just felt
in his pockets and found only threepence
there. *Pile in, Mauly!”

And Lord Mauleverer paid the driver, who -

drove away in great satisfaction, the school-
boy millionaire having given him a half-

govereign and turned away without thinking
.J of change. :

An enthusiastic crowd Iollowed Bunter and
his friend into the Close.

All Greyfriars wanted to see the black foot-
baller. Billy Bunter was one of the most
important personages at Greyfriars af that
moment. There he was, with the black man—
living proof that Bunter had told the truth
for once. There he was, and there was the
great centre-forward whe was to win victory
for Greyfriars.

Loud cheers greeted the coloured gentleman
on all sides.

Wingate came up to meet him, and shook
hands with him warmly.

“I don't know how to thank you for this,
Mr. Diniwayo,” he said.

The black man grinned. -

“Dat is quite a pleasure,” he said. “T dink
I ask you to lend me some dings to play
in. I did not wish to play in de Crawley

- eolours.”

“Quite right,” said Wingate. I fancy my
things will about fit you; and, of course, we
want you in the Greyfriars colours. I'll get
you a set of togs in the dressing-room.”

“BDank you!” :

“You've come a long way from Crawley,”
added Wingate. “Have you had vour lunch?”

“I lunched early, dank vyou; but I could
eat a sandwich.”

“We'll offer you something better than a
sandwich,” said Wingate. *I thought of i,
and I've got something rather decent in my
study, if you'll eome with me.”

“Dank you!” said the coloured gentleman
again. :

And he walked in with Wingate, leaving an
excited crowd in the Close. A dozen fellows
clapped. Billy Bunter on the back.

“Good old Bunter!” said Bob Cherry. “ This
makes up for all your rotten tricks., We are
going to beat Redelyfie to-day.”

“I told you you could rely. on re!” said
Bunter loftily. g

“So you did, and we were a set of giddy
doubting Thomases!™ said Johnny Bull, even
he being convinced at last. “I'll say I'm
sorry!”

“Sorry, too!” =aid Wharton,

“The sorrowiulness is terrific, my esteemed
fat Bunter.” 3

“Oh, don't meneh!” said Bunter airily. “I

‘say, you fellows, I didn’t get much dinner,

and if you like to come into the tuck-
shop—'- :

“¥a, ha, ha!”

“Begad, come along, my dear fellow!” said
Lord Mauleverer, taking Bunter by his fat
arm; and the Owl of the Remove went along
with alacrity.

“Oh, isn’t it jolly ripping!” Bob Cherry
exclaimed enthusiastically, ~ “I could ‘hug
that fat bounder!”

“And the darkey, t00,” said Tom Brown.

“Rotten fuss to make about a nigger!”
spiffed Fisher T. Iish.

There was a howl at once.

“Bump him!”

“Hyer, I say—=—
Leggo! Oh, jumping Jehoshaphat!”

ump, bump, bump!

Fisher T. Fish tore himself away, and Hed.

Crowds of [fellows waited for the blaclk foot-
baller to come out of the house with Win-
gate. He came out at last, and there was
a ringing cheer.

*Chair, him  to the footer-fleld!” shouted
Coker of the Fifth!

The ery was taken

1] Gﬂ{)d egg 1»

“Hurrah!”

“Shoulder high!” shouted Bob Cherry.

A rush wasymade for the coloured gentle-
man.

He looked alarmed for a moment.

“Hold on!" he exclaimed. “What’s the

I guess—  Yaroop!

up at once.

matter? What—"
“It’s all right,” said Wingate, laughing.
“You're a giddy idol here, you Kknow.

Most. of the fellows have seen you play,
and they admire you no end. They want
to chair you to the footer-ground. You
don’t mind?”
© “N-no; bhut—-2

The ecoloured gentleman had no time to
gay more. The enthusiastic erowd were round
him, and he was hoisted up in the powerful

L.ook out for it!

arms of Coker of the Fifth and Hobson eof
the Shell, other fellows struggling round te
lend a hand. - .

Shoulder-high, his black face gleaming over
the swaying crowd, he was ruslied off fo the
footer-ground in the niidst of the shouting
juniors. ;

Wingate and his team followed, equally
delighted, though less demonstrative than
the youngsters. :

Right on the footer-ground the crowd hore
their hero, and then they marched him
round the ground shoulder-high amid Finging
 cheers.  Amyone might have been pleased
by such an enthusiastic ovation ; but, some-
how or other, the black footballer did not
look happy. Once or twice his hand went .
up to his head as if to feel whether his cap
was still there. In their enthusiasm the
Greyfriars fellows were shaking him up a
little; but such a hard nut as the Crawley
centre-forward could pot be supposed 1o
mind that. '

“Round again!” shouted Bob Cherry.

“I—I say, let me down, will you?’ gasped
the coloured gentleman.
~ “Hold on!” shouted
fellows bumped into him,
over!"

Hobson stumbled, and all the black man’s
weight was, for a moment, thrown on Coker
of the Fifth. Coker staggered, and the
Crawley man rolled off his shoulder, and

Coker, as several
“Don’t shove me

y disappeared in the crowd.

“Clumsy ass!”’ yelled Bob Cherry.

“Make .room there!'*

“Don’t tumble over Diniwayo !

A dozen fellows were pressing forward to
help the black footballer to his feet. He
had fallen to the ground, and in their eager-
ness to help him the Greyfriars fellows
almost stumbled over him.

A dozen hands dragged him up, and he
gained his feet, gasping.

“Awfnlly sorry!” exclaimed Wharton.
t “That ass Coker——"’ —_ :

Then he stopped. :

The weords seemed frozen on his lips.

For the black man, now that he was on
his feet, presented .a strangely “different,
aspect.

In that roll on the ground his eap had
| fallen off, and his woolly hair had become
L disarranged. .

And it was disarranged in the most start-
ling manner.

It was down over oue ear,and on the other
tside of his head appeared an entirely
different kind of hair, closely-cropped hrown
hair that could certainly never have grown
on a negro's head.

The crowd gazed on him <dumbfounded,

The shouting died away. The Greyfriars
fellows seemed stricken dumb. It was tdo
incredible  to be believed for a moment,
though they saw it with their own eyes.

But the fact was evident.

The black man before them was not a
black man at all. He was a white man in
disguise. The woolly covering on his head
was & skilfully-arranged wig, and in his
tumble it had been displaced, giving away

§ the cheat.

It did not need much guessing to divine
that his black complexion was a skilfully-
applied dye. His European cast of features
was accounted for now, accounted for with
a vengeance. '

He was not a black man at all!

He was not Diniwayo!

And the Greyfriars fellows gasped as the
truth forced itself on their minds,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Siroke of Luck.

1 HO—who are you?”
Wharton gasped ihe
words,

The man stood transfixed.
His hand had gone up to his head, and as
he felt the wig out of place he realised thas
the cheat was discovered,
He did not reply to Wharton’s question.
With a sudden rush, he broke through the
¢rowd and fled. Whether he was a foot-
baller or mot, certainly he had a good turn
of speed. Probably terror lent him wings,
- He could, not doubt how the @reyfriars
fellows would repay his trick, now that they
knew if, and realised the extent of the dis-
appointment he had brought upon them. -
So astounded were the crowd that not a

out

hand was raised to stop him as he ran. If

““STAND AND DELIVER !”—GRAND NEW SERIAL!}
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took some moments to recover from the
shock of surprise.

“0Oh, that. villain Bunter!”
“Cherry.

* Bunter!”

“Yes. Don’t you see, he's spoofsd us,
after all! It’s not Diniwayo. He's got some-
body to get himself up as a nigger—""

“0Oh, my hat!”

**He's some clever rotter! It was a clever
disguise. Oh, fatheads that we are!” howled
Bob Cherry in despair. “Don’t you re-
.member? Bunter's cousin at Crawley. He's
a chap who goes in for amateur theatricals.”

“Oh erumbs!"

*The rotter!" 2

“The spoofer!”

“The swindler!”

Wingate came dashing up in excitement.
He had seen the black: footbialler making a

panted Bob

“wild hbreak for the school gates, with the
wir dangling over one ear.
“What does this mean?” he shouted.

L1 ""I""hati_u

Wharton groaned.

“It's a swindle, Wingate! 'm awfully
sorry we'va let you in for this. Bunter's
s:Tum}fed us! That chap’s not a nizger af
all.” :

“Wha-a-at!"

“I think he's Bunfer's cousin from Crawley,
Anyway, he's a swindler got up as a nigger
to take us in. Goodness kunows how he'd have
played if yvou'd played him against the Red-
clyfie lot!”

“After him!” yelled Coker of the Fifth.
“Don’t let him geb away! We'll smash him!
We'll slaughter him, and Bunter afterwards!”

“Yes, after him!"

The whole crowd broke away In a yelling
throng in pursuit of the pseudo negro. The
black man had already reached the school
gates, and he dashed ocut of them as the
crowd started in pursuit. Wingate was left
with a black, grim face. His high hopes had
_been suddenly dashed to the ground, and ne

was left too disappointed and miserable even
to feel angry for the moment.

Harry Wharton & Co. ran their hardest
for the gates. They wanfted very much to
get hold of Bunter's accomplice in that
gwindle. Bunter himself they could deal with
afterwards.

But the rascal knew what would happen
to him if the deceived juniors collared him
at that moment. - He was ruaning as if for
his life. : :

The Removites came dashing out of the
uateway with a whoep, but the road was
empty. The fugitive had disappeared. They
glared round in search of him.

“He's taken fo the wood!"” shouted Bob
_Cherry. “Come on!” -

“Hold on!” roared Coker. “Look there!”

He pointed down the road.

A black man had come into sight, coming
directly towards them. “That tha swindler
would have the merve to come back was
amazing, and the excited juniors did not
paunze to think how curious it was. They
miade a wild rush for the black man, and were
round him in a moment.

“Collar him!”

“Bring him in!”

“Take him back to Wingate!”

The black man struggled furicusly in the
grasp of the Greyfriars fellows. He hit out,
too, fiercely enough: and as he was a power-
iul fellow, half a dozen of the juniors rolied
in the road before he was secured. But they
were too many for him. He was swept off his
ieet, and in the grasp of a dozen pairs of
_hands, he was rushed towards the gates.

“Let me go!” he shouted . *“ Are you mad?
What does this mean? Let me go!”

“We've got you, you swindler!”

A F{:me on! You can tell Wingate who you
arel”

“I am Diniwayo!

“My hat, be's going to try fo brazen it
out!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “All right.
We'll give him a chance. Bring him along.”

Still strugeling furiously in the grasp of
the enraged Greyfiriars fellows, but unable to
release himself, the black man was rushed
into the gateway, and across the Close
tewards the football-ground.

The word passed. round at once thut the
swindler was caught, and all Greyfriars
crowded round as he was whirled away
towards the foothall-ground. One of the
fellows had picked up the woolly wig, dropped
by the impostor in his flicht, and he followed
the crowd with it
_“We've gol him,
Nugent.

.["—""'“

shoufed

Dick Turpin, the

Wingate!”

“And I've got his giddy wig!"” howled Tubb
of the Third.

“Here he is, Wingate!”

The black man was bumped down at the
feet of the captain of Greyfriars. He
scrambled up, his black face working with
fury.

“What does this mean?” he exclaimed in
a choking voice. “How dare you? Do you
dare to handle me like this because 1 am
black? I—I—I i

Wingate's brows contracted.

“You scoundrel!” he exclaimed.
black wounld scon wash off, I expect.
duare you play such a trick on us®”

The black man looked bewildered.

“Trick! What trick?” :

“Don't play the fool with me!” zaid
Wingate savagely “You came Lere pass-
ing yourself off as Diniwayo, the Crawley
centre-forward!” ;

“T am Diniwayo!”

“What!"”

“And I did not come here. I was dragped
hera by these young  rascals, who all seem
to be mad!" shouted the black man. “I ask
you what it means?”

Wingate stared at him blankly.

“You—Yyou say you are“”l}iniwa}'nf"

=gk Yﬂu_r
How

“T am Diniwavo! I——

“Liar!” roared Bob Cherry. “Why, you're
as big a liar as Bunter! It was Bunter put
you up to coming here and spoofing us.”

“Bunfer! Bunter! Who is Bunter?”

“You—you don't know Bunfer? Why, yon
must be dotty! You can't take us in like
that! You're found out, and now you're
going to have the ragging of your life.”

“You're a swindler!” said Wingate sternly.
“You're not Diniwavo. You're not a negro
at alll”

“What, I—I—-1—"

“I've got his wiz here!” howled Tubb of
the Third, shoving his way forward through
the crowd. “Look here!”

And Tubb beld up the wig for inspection.

Then there was a roar of surprise. The
black man's hat had been knocked off, and
his head was exposed to view, and his head
was covered with thick woolly hair!

‘pened.

Wingate glanced from the debtached woolly
wig im Tubb’s hand to the woolly hair of
the black man before him, and felt as if
his head were turning round.

“He—he's got his hair on!"” he stammered.

“(zreat Scoft!”

“But here's his wig!” howled the amazed -
Tubb. *I picked it up where he dropped it
when he bolted.”

Winzate zasped.

“You've got the wrongz man!”

“Wha-a-at!”

“Great Scott!”

Coker of the Fifth took hold of the black
man's woolly hair and gave it a jerk. Theres
was a yell of pain from the owner of the
hair, but it did not come off. Evidently it
was not a wig this time. He turned fiercely
upon Coker, who stared at him open-mouthed.

“It—it—it's real!” stuttered Coker.

“He’s a real nig!"

“ But—but what—" :

“You've made a mistake!” said Wingate
severely. “The real man’s got away. This
chap happened to be coming along, and you
collared him without stopping to think, I
suppose.”

“(Oh crumbs!” said Bob Cherry. “I—I sup-
pose that's it! How were we to konow?
There ain't such a jolly crowd of nigs in
these parts, you konow. I didn't know there
were any at all, and when we Baw him——"

“We—we collared him!” said Coker. “I—I
say, I'm sorry. This isn't the chap we were
after at all.”

“1 say, sir, we're awfully sorry!”

“It was all a mistake.”

“We took you for somebody else."”

“We apologise!”

The anger faded out of the black man'a
face. He understood now that he had been
seized in mistake for somebody else, and
the Greyiriars fellows were evidently sincere
in their apologies. .

“I'm sorry this has happened, sir,” said
Wingate courteously. “Perhaps you'll excuse
these young asses if I tell you what’s hap-
A fellow calling himself Diniwayo,
and got up as a dark—as a coloured man,
came here ofiering to play in a match for
us to-day. IE turped cut that he was a

I
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NOT THE SPOOFER! Coker, of the Fifth, took hold of the black man’s
There was a yell of pain from the ownep

woolly hair and gave It a Jerk.
of the hair—but it did not come off.

“ We've got the wrong man'!?

i jt—it—it's real ! '’ stutterad Cokor.
(See Chapter 4.)
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white man, and playing a rotten jape on us.
You can guess how disappointed we all were,
after expecting a chap like Diniwayo, to
find out that we had been taken in. The
rascal has iust bolted, and the fellows were
after him when they came on you.”

The black man grinned.

“It is all 7ight,” he said good-humouredly.
“«1 was very angry. I thought they must all
be mad. 1 was taking a walk in the country.
I had no idea anything was going to happen,
when they suddenly rushed on me.”

“We were silly asses, and no mistake,”
gaid Wharton. * We're all sorry.”

“ft is all right. But do you tell me that
this impostor you speak ¢f came here in my
name of Diniwayo?”

“You are Diniwayo himself?* exclaimed
Wingate.

“Yes, certainly.”

The Greyfriars fellows gazed at the famous
centre-forward with wide-open  eyes. This
was the great man himself, the genuine
article at last. And certainly the strongly-
built, active, alert black man looked more
like & footballer than the fellow who had
been chased, wigless, from the school gates,

“It's the real Diniwayo,”’ said Coker. “My
hat, what a giddy coinecidence! I hope
vou'll forzive us, sir; we didn't know.”

Diniwayo nodded and smiled. -

“It’s all right,” he said. "“Now 1 under-
stand. But will you tell me why did you
want Diniwayo to-play for you this after-
poon 77

Wingate made an involuntary grimace.

“We're in a hole,”” he said. “We've got
a big mateh on this afterncon—the mosg
important mateh of the season fo us—and
pur team’s gone to pieces. I've got seven
men crocked, and T had to fill their places
the best I could. You c¢an bet I was jolly
glasd when 1 thought\I had a2 chanee of play-
icg a man like the Crawley centre-forward.”

“Then you are disappoi 22

“I should say so! But it can’t be helped.”

“Perhaps it can,’” suggested Diniwayo,
smiling. P quite understand the position ;
and your wanted Diniwayo very much?”

“Yery much indeed!” -

“Well, Diniwayo is here!”

Wingate started.

“Yen-—yvou don’t mean fo say—" he
gasped. Then he paused. The black gentle-
man’s meaning was clear, but it seemed too
good to bhe true.

Diniwayo nodded.

“['ve nothing to do this aiternoon,” he
gaid. 1 was taking a walk, but I should
pot object to a little footer practice. I'll
play for you with pleasure, if you like, if
you can lend me some things.” 3

«Oh. my hat, you're a brick!” exclaimed
Wingate joyfully. “After the way those
young idiots have handled you, tool”

Diniwayo laughed. 3

«Oh. that's nothing! It was all' a mistake.
And I'm pretty tough; they haven't hurt
ine. Would you like me to play?” . =

«Would 12" grinned Wingate. “Well, just
. little bit. I don’t know how to thank Yyou.
It's too jolly good to be rue!”

“It'a settled, then. I'N play.”

“Hurrah!” roared Bob Cherry. “Hip-pip-
hurrah! Good old Diniwayo!™

“Bravo!? : -

There was a shout from the direction of
the gates. ]

“Iere come Nedclyffel!”?

The Redelvffe brake had arrived. . -

« Come on!” exclaimed Wingate. *“I'll geb
you fitted out with some of my things in a
jiffly. My only hat! But this is luck—real
Juck!”

And the black foothaller disappeared inta
FIFTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Win !
EEYFRIARS turned out as one man
from the tuckshop, had secn the flight of
the discovered impostor—and Bunter had
made himself very scarce. But no one
Crawley centre-forward, and they gave no
thought to Billy Bunter or his spoofing.
The ecrowd was thick round the ropes as

the dressing-room with Wingate, followed
to watch that match.

issed Bunter, or thought of him, just then,

the teams came on to the fleld

‘as the players ceased for the

Redclyffe were astonished. Their feelings
were not exactly pleasant when they saw
the black face gleaming in the centre of
the Greyfriars front line.

But Campbell was a true sportsman, and
he never thought of raising any objection—
not that it would have been regarded, if he
had. In Campbell's team there was a County
League player, and that fully gave Wingate
the right to play the Crawley centre-forward
if he liked. And he liked!

IBut Campbell, who had come over to Grey-
friars with an unusvally strong team, and
the intention of wiping Wingate and his men
oft the face of the earth, realised that the
mateh was not going te be the walk-over he
had anticipated. _

Diniwayo, the black centre-forward, was a
host in himself—and all the Redclyffians
acknowledged that they would bave all their
work cut out if they were going to win that
mateh.

It fell fo Redelyfie to kick off. The ball
rolled, and the mateh started. There was a
shout all round the ground,

“Go it, Diniwayo!"

“On the balll*

And Diniwayo “went it.” He fully realised
the great expectations of the- Greyfriars
crowd. : :

Even in the match with the Spurs, he had
not shown hetter form.

Not that it was a “one-man?* game hy
any means. Diniwayo backed up the team
as much as they backed him up.

Wingate had given him the centre of the
front line, and placed himself at centre-half.
He would have heen quite willing to let
Diniwayo captain the side, but that the black
footballer would not consent to. He was
playing as one of Wingate’s eleven, and that
was all _

1lut what a player he was! His pace was
terrific, his passing a miracle cf sureness, his
shooting deadly and unerring.

When he sent the leather in, the Redeclyffe
goalie, good as he was, had'little chance of
saving,

Ile:iclfﬁa put up a good fight, and their
seneral exeellence counter-balanced, to a
certain extent, the immense superiority of
the Greyfriars centre-forward.

But from the start there was no doubt
which team had the advantage.

In the first half, Redeclyffe- got through
once; but there were three goals to the
credit of Greyfriars, two of them from the
foot of Diniwaye.

“Isn't it ripping?? chuckled Bob Cherry,
interval.
“Doesn't he kick like an—like &n angel?”

“I've never seen an angel kiek,”* said
Harry Wharton, laughing. “But, by Jove,
he does kick rippingly! And his pace!”

“Greased lightning!” grinned Nugent.

“The greasefulness of the lightning Is
terrific!™ \ - i

;'PWImt jolly good luck to get him after
aI _}? . . .

* Gorgeous!

“Yaas, begad!’”*

“By Jove! After this, T think we won’t
slaughter Bunter, after all,”” said Dob Cherry.
« He ought to be boiled in ocil—but, after all,
it was through Bunter’'s spoofing that we
got Diniwayo!*

“ Here they come! Go it, Greyfriars!®?

The teams lined up for the second half.
The first half had been gruelling, and some
of the players were showing signs of it. But
the black centre-forward was as fresh as a
daisy—a black daisy, as Bob Cherry re-
marked, with a chuekle. :

Redelyfle did their hest—but the tide was
against them. Once more the visitors got
through—but enly once. And three more
gonls fell to Greyfriars; the last on the very
stroke of time, when Diniwayo charged the
goalkeeper in with the ball in his hands.

Then the whistle went,

#giy goals to two!” ehortled Bob Cherry.
“Hurrah!” o :

“Greyfriars wins! Hurrah!”

“Good old Diniwayo!™

“Bravo, bravo??

And there were thunderous cheers for the
black foothaller as the players came off,
- L - [ &
Greyfriars had won the great mateh.
Redelyffe went bootless home—and all

Greyfriars rejoiced.
Needless to say, a tremendous ovation was

‘ by a ringing cheer from all Greyfrairs.
THE
(_)' With one exception—that of
William George DBanter.. Bunter,
They had Diniwayo after all—by wonder-
~ful luck they had secured the genuine
Tue PorurLar.—No. 209. :
' Sheer Pluck

given to Diniwayo, and vhen he left

-

There are Years of Success Behind the ** Popular!’”

Greyfriars half the school marched down to
the station with him, and cheered his frain
as it went out.

When Billy Bunter came in—late—in a
state of mortal terror, c¢xpecting to be
hanged, drawn, and guartered—he met with
the surprise of his life. Hizs wretched
spoofing had turned out so well that ihe
Greyfriars fellows had decided to forgive
him. But they made remarks {o him that
would have pierced the skin of a rhinoceros.

Bunter did not mind them—he was only
too glad to get off without the tremendous
ragging he had expected, and fully deserved.
Indeed, before many days had passed, Billy
Bunter might have been heard talking in his
usual strain, and claiming the whole and
entire credit qof the victory Greyfriars had
won by the aid. of the Black Footballer!

THE END.
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In this cumpetit.ian “one competitor sent
in a correct solution of the pietures. The
first prize _cuf £5 has therefore heem awarded

to:
JOHN HOGBEN,
35, Bournemouth Road,
Folkestone.

The second prize of £2 10s. and the ten
prizes of 5s. each have been added together
and divided among the following thirteen
competitors, whose solutions contained one
error each: )

Percy Brooks, 16, Nichols Square, Hack-
ney Road, E. 2: James Brooks, 16, Nichols
Square, Hackney Road, E. 2; Maud Brooks,
16, Nicheols Square, Haekney Road, E. 2;
A. M. Duffin, 67, West Banks, Sleaford;
Frances H, Morton, 8, Brunfon Terrace, Sun-
derland; Mrs. A. F. Climie, 19, Barrie Ter-
race, Ardrossan: Ronald Pagan, 14, Firwood
Grove, Bolton, Lancs; Edwin Jesty, 2,
Douglas Street, Birkenhead; John James,
Bull Hotel, Rochester, Kent; W. Newbery,
Needles Golf Club, Alum- Bay, I of W.;
William Dounes, 45, Wordsley Green, Words-
ley, near Stourbridge; Henry Sidwell, 10,

L
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Broadmead Road, Folkestone; Norman
Willis, Whelford, Leckhampton, Chelten-
ham Spa.

SOLUTION.

Liverpool, in a sense, was borm with a
silver spoon in its mouth; a tremendous asset
to any. football club. Since the elub com-
menced it has always had a magnificent set
of players, and although periods of bad Iuck
have come its way, Liverpool has always
come up smiling at the finish.

TELL YOUR SISTER TO BUY
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Gets Blundell out »° an Awkward Scrape !



David Goodwin Wrote, ** Stand and Deliver!'’ That's good enough, eh ? I

CARDEW TO THE RESCUE!

Schools, Challenge Cup —then the Si. Jim's team is aftacked by illness!

¥ {/ | m{ﬂhfmmm
Tom Merry became

moment,
“It’s ripping to be drawn against our

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

; Rivals in Sport!

0 HE message will be through in

_ a minute!”

: Tom Merry pressed a tele-
phone receiver to his ear as he

spoke. - Tom was in the public telephone

box at Wayland, and Manners and

Lowther stood in_the offing, so to speak,

wailing breathlessly for news.

Tom Merry had rung up the secretary
of the Public Schools Football Associa-
tion to know how St. Jim’s had fared in
the draw for the second round of the Cup
contest, :

The fight for the Public Schools’ Cup
was one of the biggest events .of the
vear. : _

St. Jim’s had come through the first
round with flying colours. They had
defeated Wellesley College, on the latter’s
ground, by three goals to one. That was
no mean achievement, for the Wellesley
boys were fine footballers.

-A couple of weeks had elapsed since
that great event. And now came the]
all-important question: against whom
had the Saints been drawn in Round
Two? _

Monty Lowther nudged Manners ex-
citedly.  Tom Merry was speaking.

“THallo! Is that the secretary? Merry,
of 8t. Jim's, at this end. Would you be
good enough to tell me who we're drawn
against What's that? Greyfriars?
Gee-whiz! Do you really mean that?”

“Of course!” came the reply over the
wires, -

'il'mir]ri Merry’s cheelks fairly glowed with
delight. - : '

“%‘.-’hic-.h team came out of the hat
first 7 he asked.

gt Jim's 1" : .

“Then the match will be played on our
cwn ground 7”

“* Precizely 1"

“Thanks, ever so much !” said Tom.

Ile replaced the receiver on its hooks,
and Joined his chums.

“We’ve heard the joyful tidings!” said
Monty Lowther., ‘Drawn against Grey-
friars in the second round, by Jove !

* How jolly ripping !"'-said Manners.

- “Let’s waltz gaily back to 3t. Jim's,

¥

.certain.

and tell our little playmates all about
it I chortled Monty Lowther. ‘

gserious for a

old rivals!” he said. “But we mustn’t
lose sight of the fact that we're up
against a very stiff proposition. You
know what the 'Friars are. They simply
walked through the first round, against
Abbeyside.”

““But they're not going to walk through
the second !”’ said Manners. ‘ They’'ve
got to play on our ground, don’t forget,
and they'll find it a big handicap !”

“ That’s true enough !”

The Terrible Three walked back to St.
Jim's in high spirits. Nothing could have
pleased them more than to be drawn
against their time-honoured rivals of
Greyfriars.

That it would be a great match was
That Greyfriars would bring
over their strongest team, and play like
giants, was equally certain.

There was great excitement at St
Jim’s when the news was made known.
And all the fellows were counting the
hows till Saturday afterncon.

The interval of waiting was an anxious
one for Tom Merry. He feared that cer-
tain players might get crocked.

But the skipper's fears were ground-
less.  The St. Jim's players showed a
clean bill of health when Saturday came.
They were as fit as fiddles, and Monty
Lowther described them as * war-horses
snorting for the fray.”

Harry Wharton & Co. arrived after
dinner. They were given a rousing re-
ception, and they looked very bright and
cheerful. The fact that they were play-
ing away from home did not seem to
worry them in the least.

‘““Here's to a mood game!" said Tom
Merry, as he shook hands with Harry
Wharton. “You've brought your

strongest team over, I see!

“Yes, rather! You see, we've got
designs on that Public Schools’ Cup.”

“* Hear, hear!” chimed in Bob Cherry.
“We mean to win it, or perish in the
attempt ! :

“Then I'm afraid,” said Monty Low-
ther, with a grin, * you'll have the pain-
ful experience of perishing!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

After the Greyfriars fellows had rested

Another Stirring Story of Footer at St. Jim’s
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awhile, the rival elevens made their way
to the football ground.

The crowd round the ropes was some-
thing like a record.

Junior matches were, as a rule, wit-
nessed by juniors only. But this was a
Cuptie, and St. Jim's had turned ouf in
full force to see it. Lofty seniors and
dwarfish fags stood side by side, wailing
impatiently for the kick-off.

The referee was a gentleman who had
come down specially from London, Aas
the old clock in the tower chimed the
hour of two he called the teams lo
gather,

Tom Merry and [Tarry Wharton shook
hands formally, in the centre of the field.
The St. Jim's skipper won the toss.

“J always do win it when there's no
advantage to be gained by it,” said Tom
Merry ruefully.

“Let's kick with the sun at our backs,
Tommy,” said Monty Lowther.

“Dashed if I can see any sun!’
Tom Merry, surveying the heavens.

“It's struggling to break through the
clouds, and it will simply blaze down in
a few minutes,” said the optimistic Low-
ther. ““Then the Greyfriars fellows will
have it in their faces, and they’ll be all
at sea.” = .

Tom Merry followed his chum's advice,
and he was glad he did so. TIor just as
the: ball wasiicked off the sun came out
gloriously, shining full into the faces of
the Greyfriars players. '

Harry Wharton kicked off amid a
deafening burst of cheering. It was as
if the Tower of Babel had been suddenly
transferred to the St. Jim's football
ground. :

“Play up, the Saints!”

o it, ye cripples !"

There was very nearly a goal in the
first minute. :

Dick Redfern, the Si. Jim’s centre-half,
robbed Frank Nugent of the ball; and in-
stead of passing it to his forwards, as
everybody expected him to do, he fired
in a long shot from the halfway line.

The Greyfriars goalie was not prepared
for anything like this, and his fellow
players had to shout to him.

“ Look out, Bulstrode !

“Come out to it !”

: E-Etllt.*
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Fortunately, Bulstrode obeyed. He
intercepted the ball in the nick of time,
or it would have bounced over his head
into the net.

There was a rousing cheer for Red-
fern,

Bulstrode punted the ball well up the
field. And now the Greyfriars forwards
~ took up the running. But they were ham-
pered by the strong sun. Wharton tried
to pass to the fleet-footed Vernon-Smith,
but he misjudged the distance, and Fig-
gins easily cleared.

Then St. Jim’s applied heavy pressure.
Their forwards were in fine form. The
right wing, consisting of Jack Blake and
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, was a con-
tinuous source of danger. And Talbot
and Levison worked well together on the
Jeft. Tom Merry, in the centre, played
his usual brilliant game, but he was too
closely waiched by the Greyiriars halves
to do much damage. Peter Todd might

have been Tom’s shadow, by the way he | -

| stuck to him.

Play became very one-sided. After a
time the 'Friars were penned in their own
half. Buf the three B’s, in their defence
-—Bulstrode, Bull, and Brown—saved them
from disaster time after time. Johnny
Bull’'s mighty kicks, and Tom Brown’s
fearless tackling formed the greatest fea-
tures of the match, so far. And when
8t. Jim’s forwards did manage to get
through and test Bulsirode, they found
him very safe.

“Tommy, lad,” said Monty Lowther,
during a brief Iull in the game, **when
are you going to kick a goal ?77

““ As soon as they let me !” panted Tom
Merry, with a laugh. " “We're having
nearly all the play, but, by Jove, we're
wp against a cast-iron defence !”

“Can’t you ask Johnny Bull and Tom

Brown to look the other way while you |
run through and score?” suggested
Monty.

“Ha, ha! I’m afraid they wouldn’t do
that if I offered them a thousand pounds
apiece !” chuckled Tom. *‘Look out!
Ball’s coming this way !”

The Saints tried all they knew to open
the scoring. But all their efforts proved
fruitless. Once, however, Talbot nearly
did the trick. He beat three men in suc-
cession, and fired in a terrific shot. The
ball crashed against the crossbar, and
came away with a patch of white on it.

The spectators were still cheering this
magnificent effort, when the whistle
sounded for half-time.

The players badly needed a respite, for
they had thrown themselves unsparingly
into the struggle.

“Nothin’ doin’ yet, deah boys,” said
Arthur Augustus D’Arey. * “ But I fancy
we've got E‘ne measuah of them!”

“Hear, hear?’ said Jack Blake.
“Their defence is bound to crumble up,
sooner or later.”

When the game was resumed, the sun
had disappeared, so that the conditions
were equal for both sides,

“(Come along, the Saints!”’ boomed
the stentorian voice of a Sixth-Former.

“None of your goalless draws! We
want a goal I”

#“And we won't be happy till we get
it I squeaked a small fag.

St. Jim’s attacked at once. They
swooped down upon the Greyiriars goal,
and fairly bombarded it. '

Persistence and determination are quali-
ties which are always rewarded in the
long run. And St. Jim’s got their reward
after  twenty minutes’ incessant attack-
ing. o

Levison forced & corner-kick on the left.
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NO ADMITTANCE THIS WAY! The Erayfriaﬁ' forwards bombarded
Fatty Wynn desperately, with shots of every description. But the Welsh
junior, cool as a cucumber, dealt with them all. (See Chapier 2.)
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He placed the ball splendidly, for Tom
Merry to head it past Bulstrode.

The Greyfriars goalie searcely saw the
ball, so swiftly did it shoot past him,

“(Goal I :

“They’ve .scored at last!”

“At long last!”

“Hurrah !

The St. Jim’s supporters were dancing
with delight. Caps went whirling in the
air, and the din was sufficient to awaken
the celebrated Seven Sleepsrs.

That goal seemed to have a magical
effect upon the Greyfriars team. Some
elevens would prompily have lost heart
on being a goal down. But the "Friars
were made, of sterner stuff than this,
They had been outplayed and outpointed
all through the game, but they woke up
at last. '

Vernon-Smith raced away, and nobody -
could catch him. His turn of speed was
amazing. Redfern and Figgins raced
towards him, but he was past them like
a flash. He took the ball almest te the
corner-flag before he centred.
~ And what a centre! : :

The ball came towards Harry Wharton
in such a way that he was able to take
it in his stride.

Without any dilly-dallying, Wharton
shot.

This was the first time Fatty Wynn
had been really extended. He flung him-
self at full length, and was just able to
divert the ball round the post.

“Oh, well saved, sir!”

“ Bravo, Fatty, boy !”

The corner-kick which followed speit
danger to St. Jim’s. But after a wild
melee in the goalmouth Kerr managed
to kick clear. And the Saints’ supporters -
breathed again.

St. Jim’s were hard put to it to keep
their goal lead. There was no holding
the fleet-footed *Friars now., They had

found their true form now, and ‘their

play was positively dazzling.

But time was flying fast, and the
‘Friars could not get the ball past Fatty
Wynn. They bombarded him with shots
of every description, but the Welsh
junior, cool as a cucumber, dealt with
them al]. -

With two minutes to go St. Jim's
broke away on the right, and Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy sent across a perfect
pass, breast-high. :

Tom Merry could have breasted the
ball into the net with ease. But in the
excitement of the moment he handled
it Such a slip was pardonable in Cup-
tie football, when nerves are at their
highest tension. '

The referee blew his whistle for a free-
kick, Johnny Bull took the kick, and
sent the ball far up the field. Bob
Cherry fastened on to it like a terrier.
He beat Lowther and Kerr in quick sue-
cession, and then tapped the ball for-
ward to Frank Nugent.

Nugent had a clear opening,
made no mistake. His dﬂ&dﬁ' round
shot was such as no goalie could have
stopped. The ball, like a live thing.
rushed -past Fatty Wynn into the net,

“(zoal !I”

The 'Friars had equalised in the last
minute! And the spectators, like good
sportsmen, cheered them to the echo.
Only the ’Friars themselves knew how

and he

' hard they had had to work for that

egualiser.

The referee blew his whistle loudly, to
signify that time was up. Then he
beckoned te Tom Merry and Harry
Wharton.

“Strietly speaking, I should order
(Continued on page 17.)

¢« THE MATCH THAT MADE HISTORY !” Another * Cuptie” Story For You !
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“2A PETITION TO ¢
THE HEAD!

George Tubb.
=% (Of the Third Form at Greyiriars.) s
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'To Dockter the Reverend Mr. Locke,
Esq., Headmaster of Greyfriars.

Sir,-—1 pay you my humble respecks,
and beg that you will cast your opticks
over this my humble petition. -

Sir, I have been fagging for Loder of
the Sixth for some time, and he has made
-my life a mizzery.

TLoder is a bully and a broot and a
beest and a braggart. These are strong
terms, sir, but they ave foolly justified.

My latest greevances against Loder
are as follows:

Ittt
EUREIEEE L

(1) He flogged me with an ashplant for
burning his toast, :
(2) He threatened to ring my neck for

not waking him up in the morning.

(3)- He lammed me with a fives bat for
pouring skalding tea down the back
of his neck. 3

(4) He through me up fo the sealing
for fun, and I came down with a
crash and nearly broke my coller-
bone. _

(5) He gave me a weak’s notiss, and
just as I was dancing with joy, the
beest went and kanselled it!

(6) He struck me on the nasal piano
with his klenched fist.

Sir, in view of all these serkumstances
there is only one thing to be done.

Loder must go! We cannot bough our
necks to his tirrany any longer,

[ am only a humble fag, and you are
a great personage, but T know you will
not turn a deaf ear to this appeal.

Sack Loder from the offis of prefect,
and forbid him the luxury of having a
fag, and all will be well.

Hopping this petition will find you in
B gcncqund, and that you will not cane
me for bringing it to your studdy. 1
am, sir, '

Your humble obedient servant,

GEORGE TUBB.

Supplement [,] :
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EDITORIAL

@ 1 " 5

0! {1

My Dear Readers,—It is nearly time,
as the referee said when he looked at his
watch, that the fags of Greyfriars, St.
Jim's, and Rookwood had a number all
to themselves. _

I put this proposal to my miner,
Sammy, and he hartily approved of the
idear. So here we are with our Special
Fags" Number, which is bound to make
a big hit and score & bool’s eye !

The only thing in this issew that has
been written by a grown-up person 1s
this Editorial! Some fellows may skoft
and sneer at the idear of me being grown
up; but the fact remanes that I have
long since arrived at years of discretion.
I may be only fifteen years of age, as
the crow flies, but I am an old man in
wisdom and eggsperience. :

You will notiss that my miner, Sammy,
has written a komplete story for this
issew. * Other kontributors are Dicky
Nugent—who has blossomed forth into
poetry—George Tubb, Wally D’Arcy,
Levison miner, Algy Silver, and Lovell
miner,

I do not claim that the stories and
artikles in this number reach a high
littery standard. What can you eggspect
from a set of fags? Whereas my own
edducation is komplete, theirs has only
They have learnt that c-a-t
spells dog, and that d-o-g spells cat; and
that is the be-all and end-all of their
learning. So I must ask you to make
allowances, dear readers, for their
sggstreem yvouth and ignerence.

Other Special Numbers will be coming
along shortly. The store of idears in my
mity brane is far from being eggs-
hausted.

The fame of my wunderful Weekly
kontinews to spread; and thowsands cf
British boys are chanting my praises,
and singing for my bennyht the well-
known cho#us: “Freeze a jolly good
fellow ! -

Yours sinseerly,
BILLY BUNTER.

SRR AR RS

2 THE FRIVVERLUS:

- FAG! :
% :

% By Dicky Nugent. §
it

How doth the little busy fag
Improve each shining hour?

By reading penny noveletts
In some seklooded bower.

Or else he lays his master's {ea,
And smashes all the crocks,

Until that master cries in wrati:
“Your ecars I'll soundly bocks!”

Or he will fix a booby-trap
Upon the studdy door; s
And the poor pretect; drenched with ink,
Kollapses to the floor !

Sumtimes the littie busy fag
On errands will be sent; _

You send him fourth at Christmas-time,
He won't be back till Lent!

Each night he makes his master's bed,
And grins a naughty grin,

Mixing the clothes in such a way

il

he prefect can't get in!

Each morn he wakes his master up:
(**Call me, you imp, at seven!")

But when the fag comes on the seen
It’s twenly to eleven!

The fag is full of munkey-trix,
And bubbling o’er with gles;
Ie larfs and sings from morn till night,
A jolly japer he!

How doth the little busy fag
Improve each shining minnit?

He's given lots of work to do,
But the raskal won’t begin it!

%ﬁéﬁ%%ﬁ%ﬁ%ﬁ%ﬁ“’%ﬁﬁ%ﬁ%ﬁ%ﬁ
Iz WHAT THE WORLD

5 SAYS:—“‘Billy Bunter's &5
s Weekly' is the Best Cure &y
% for the Dumps.”—W.G.B. %ﬁ
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Curly Gibson stood in the door-
way of the Third Form Common-

room and bawled along the cor-
ridor. There was an ashplant in his hand
and a frown on his brow.

Knox of the Sixth heard the cry, and he
darted away like a frightened rabbit. But
Curly Gibson spotted him.

“Hi! Fag!” he yelled.
snce !’

Very reluctantly the lanky Enox obeyed
his lord and master. He came slinking to-
wards Curly Gibson.

“Why didn’t you obey me the first time?”
demanded Curly.

“Sorry, Gibson!”’ faltered Knox.
a trifle deaf, you know.”

Swish !

Curly’s ashplant sang through the air, and
knox received a stinging cut.

“Go into the Common-room
rommanded Curly.

The senior obeyed. Curly Gibson followed
him into the roow, brandishing the ashplaut
im a dangerous manner.

“I've got a job for you, Knox,” he said.
“I'm giving ‘a ifeed to the whole Form iu
~elebration of my birthday.’2

“Come Dhere at

“I—I'm

at: opce!

“Is it your birthday, Gibson?” asked Knox

respectfully. - “Permit me, as your humble
and devoted slave, to wish you many happy
returns of the day.”

“Cut it out!” said Curly sharply. “You
know you don't mean it. Now, look here,
I want you to go to the tuckshop for me.
Bring me a couple of cakes—one currant
and one seed—five bobs' worth of assorted
pastries, six tins of sardines, two loaves of
brown bread, two loaves of eurrant ditto, a
York ham, a tin of condensed milk, half a
pound of tea, and a pound of butter. Got
that?*? 3

I;L"; hanged e lfwesl

M‘A >

By WALLY D’ARCY
(of the Third Form).

“Not quite.”2

“Then you shoula Pelmanise!** snapped
Curly. “You're getting very slack., Knox.”

He repeated his orders, and this time
Kpox memorised them.

“Buzz off!” said Curly Gibson.
don't be more than five minutes!”

Knox sped away to the tuckshop. Kildare
met him in the quad.

“And

“I say, Knox. I want a word with you,
he began.

“Sorry!” panted Knox. “Can’t stop!”

“But I want to speak to you about the
senior chess tournament.”

*“I really ean’t stop, Kildare.
for Gibson!”

I’'m fagging

S0 saying, Enox sped on his way.

A few minutes later he came staggering.
across the quad, laden with purchases. Hig '
arms were full, and he had dificulty in get- ¢
ting along. '

“Oh dear! I'm fedup with fagging for
Gibson!’* he groaned. “He's a brute and
a bully, and he's far too free with that ash-
plant of his. Bet F shall get a lamming
now, for being late!”

Knox was right. When he staggered into
the Common-room Curly Gibson greeted him
with a snarl. : -

“1 told you not to be more than five
minutes, and you've heen ive minutes and
a fraction of a second!” he said sternly.
“Put those things on the table, and then
touch your toes.” '

“Oh, really, Gibson——",

“Po as I tell yon!??

Knex dumped his paper packages on to
the table. Then he stooped and touched
his toes, and Curly Gibson administered a
couple of cuts which made him yelp.

“You'te got to learn to be swift in my
service!” —panted Curly. “I don’t allow
slacking. Lay the table, put the kettle on,
and make yourzelf generally useful!®?

Knox peeled off his coat and got busy.
For a couple of hours he kept on the go.

The Third-Formers arrived in foree and.
the banquet began., The feasters made Enox
wait upon them hand-and-foot. .

In his frantic haste, Knox dropped a laden
tray with a loud clatter. g

“You clumsy idiot!”* growled Curly Gibson.
“Just look what you've dome!  You’ve
smashed my wonderful tea-service! It cost
me fifteen shillings, and now you’ll have to
buy another!”

“0Oh erumbs!*

“Instead of paying you your five shillings
at the end of the week, I shall ask you to
give me ten!" said Curly.

When the feast was over, Knox had to do
all the washing-up single-handed, After
which he had to black Curly Gibson's boots
and press him a suit of clothes ready for
the morrow.

Finally, Knox had to put his fag-master
to bed and tuck him in, and prepare a
couple of hot-water bottles—one for Curly’s
chest and one for his feet.

“Mind you call me sharp at seven in the
morning !’ said Curly Gibson.

“Yery well, Gibson.”

“If you're a fraction of a second late I
shall lam you! Now you can cut off to bed.
zood-night, and pleasant dreamsi?

“ Good-night, Gibson!”

Worn out with his exertions, Knox tottered
away.

SPECIAL ANNOUNCEMENT!!

A GRAND (NON-SMOKING) CONCERT

will be held in the Fags’ Common room on Saturday evening next, at 8 o’clock sharp.

ALGY SILVER’S “SUNBEAMS?”

will warble their way through the [ollowing attractive programme.

1. Opening Chorus

SR ..._ . Ihe Company.
“B8IX MERRY FAGS ARE WE!

8 Recitation

James Wegg,

“T'LL NEVER, NEVER FAG ANY MORE!"’

2N Eapeasnares ... Jones Minimus. 9 Sﬂ”f{‘ U R TR L ... Frank Tracey.
“ SOMEWHERE A VOICE IS CALLING!" | IT'S A LONG WAY TO KIPPER-ARY !”

5 EDH“‘ T Lﬂ‘ﬂﬂ“ Mil]{}l'. 10 Sﬂl]g G TPTT AT - T AT LT LGVEI[ I'fiillﬂr.
“FAG, FAG, FAG, AND BE CONTENTED!"” L e

4. Short Sketch The Company 11. Recitation Bertie de Vere.

“FAGGING FOR CARTHEW !
5. 8pecial Turn ... ...
PERCY PIPKIN will perform his wonderfu!
feat of being tied up in knots by a member
of the audience, and then bursting himself
: : free at a given signal.
6 Song e Algy Silver.
“KEEP THE SAUSAGES BURNING!"
Sany et
“A MINOR’S DREAM OF HOME!”’

Roll up

Mornington Minor.

12.

“RIGHT ON OUR FLANK THE PREFECT'S
CANE CAME DOWN!” |
Final Chorus The Company,

“ UNFURL THE FAG OF ENGLAND!’

PRICES OF ADMISSION.

Standing Room ... 6d.
Sitting Room ... ... i 18 0d:
Bed-Sitting Room ... ... ... 1s. 6d.
Full Board and Lodging 2s. 0d.

in your thousands—and bring vour wives and families

with you! This is absolutely the Greatest Concert of modern times.

 COME AND HEAR US!

NOTE !
Tee Porviar.—No. 209.
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Any attempt to rush the doors will result_in_ a free fight.

COME AND CHEER US!

[Supplement I1.
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PLUMP boy in speckacles came wadd-
ling up the hill leading to Stintham
Towers, the famus publick school
in Hopshire.

He was a boy of about ten summers, and
nine-and-a-half winters. On his head he wore
a pear of shining patent lether shooze, and
a glossy silk topper adorned his feet. (Then
he onght to have gone back home to his
mether, to be properly dressed!—Ed.)

Our hero’s name was Sam Skellington. He
was the son and hair of Sir Scragge Skelling-
ton, Bart., of Skellington Hall, Boneshire.

Sam was a very decent little fellow. But
his father was a mizzerable skinflint, and on
=ending his son to Stintham Towers he had
not supplied him with any pocket-munney.
The rezzult was, that our hero could not
afford to charter the statior hack up to the
school, and he had to cover the distance on
foot.

It was a broyling hot day in January,
and Sam felt the heat sumthing erool. The
inspiration streemed down his plump cheeks
as he waddled up the hill,

Sam's mind was full of 4-bodings. The
firstt was, what would Stintham Towers he

like? The second was, what sort of a re--

seption would he get? The third was, would
the grub e good and plentiful? And the
fourth was, would there be a good square
meel waiting for him on his arrival?

After what szeemed an eternalty,
reached the senool. :

He had the shock of his life when he
entered the presinks.

There was a crecwd of fellows in the quad-
rangle, and iustead of being plump, healthy
schoolboys, they were skinny, scraggy spessi-
mens of yewmannity.

“Why,” cried Sam, “they look as sick and
sorry as that poor fellow Smike, that Dickens
told us about in his story of Dotheboys
Hall!*

Two of the fellows approached him. They
seemed so week that they could hardly walk.
So week, in fact, that you'd think they had
not fed for a fortnite. Never in a munth
of Sundays had Sam seen such spessimens.

“Are you a new Kkid?' asked one of- the
boys. .

“Yes,” said Sam.

“Poor beggar!”

“Why do you say that?”

“Bekawse we pity you from our harts.
Youn will have a terribul time at this plaice.
We never get a sollid meel.”

“Oh crumbs!*

“Yes, erumbs—that's about all we get!”
said the other boy bitterly. “We've had
nothing to eat to-da; eggsept a basin of
broth.” :

Sam Jooked alarmed. He was a mity
e-i:te:l-i and he didn't like the sound of this
at alL

“I say, you fellows,” he said, in tremmulus
toang, "is there a meel ready for me?”

At this, there was a roar of larfter.

“My dear old podge,” s=aid- the boy who
had first spoken, “you won’'t get anything
to eat till brekker to-morrow morning ”

“But I'm simply ravvernus!?

“So are we."

“And I've got no munney to spend at the
tuckshopp,” said Sam. almost in tears.

“All the same if you had,” replide his
kompanion, *“There’s no tuckshopp to spend

it at.”
" What

Sam

“No tuckshopp!™ gasped Sam.
have I come to, a publick school, or a de-
formatory ¥

Supplement 111,

o Bkl

fers WeeElyEN

-

o,

fory A
Sam Skellygion]

=

“Neither. This is an inhuman hole, where
they pracktiss slow starvation upon their
pupils.” '

Sam Skellington could control himself no
longer. He burst into a torrent of tears.

“I want to go back te mammy!” he sobbed
plaintifily, -

Just then, the headmaster of Stintham

Towers appeared on the seen. He was a lean, |

caddaverus-looking man, with a face like a
hatchet. His name was Dr. N. 0. Grubb.

““Are yvou the new boyZ"” he asked, baring
down upon Sam.

“Yessir,” snivelled our hero.

“What are you crying for?”

“Please sir, I'm hungry!”

The Head frowned. '

“When did yox have your last meel?”

“l had 3 sandwidge at the railway buffay
when I arrived: sir; but it only wetted my
appetite.”

“You are a greedy, glutternpus young ras-
kal!” said the Head sternly. “I do not
allow greed in this establishment. 1 do not
pamper my pupils. You will reseeve a good

ol =5 L

Our en, Sam Skefﬁngtorl.

breakfast to-morrow morning. Meenwhile,
you must possess your sole in patience.”

“Wish it was a Dover sole!” mermered
Sam, blinking at the Head through his tears.

“Be silent, you glutternus boy! You look
horribly fat and overfed. What do you
way?"?

“Twelve stoan, sir,” said Sam.

“Bless my so'e!
we can reduce your wate. A boy of your
age ought to be hight as a fether. HBefore you
Irave beea very long at Stintham Towers, |
hope to reduce your wate from twelve stoan
to six.”

With this cheery messidge ringing in his
ears, Sam BSkellington turned on his heal,
and entered the school bilding.

IL.

AM SKELLINGTON awoke next morning
with a heavy hart and a light stum-

mack. He was so faint and fammished |

with bunger that he bhardly had the

strength fo put his close on.

*What time’s breakfast?” he asked faintly.

“Gong's going now,” said one of the boys.

Sam cheered up a little, -

“A pgood square meel at last!’ he mut-
tered.

But when he stepped into the dining hall,
a few minnits later, his hart saok.

Each boy had been served out with a

We shall have to see I
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Speshuily written for ‘‘ Billy Bunter’s Weekly.’

By SAMMY BUNTER.
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(Sub-Editor.)
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mizzerable basin of grool. It was thin grool,
too. Sam tasted if, and dropped his spoou
with a clatter.

“Ow! It's like fizzick!”” he groamned.

“Better lap it up,” said the boy next to
him. “You won’'t get anything else till four
o'clock this afternoon.” - .

“What shall I get then?”

“A dog biskit.”

Sam Skellington cried allowed in his ang-
wish. '

“0Oh, why did they send me here? It's a
hateful hole! Wish I'd been sent to Grey-
friars or St. Jim’s, instead of to Stintham
Towers! I simply ean't take my grool.””

But Sam had to take it, under pennalty
of six strokes with the ecane.

“He's not Abel to take his greol, so he'll
have to have the Cain!™ wispered the joaker
of the Form.

Sam, however, swallowed the horrible kon-
koction to fthe best of his debility.

How he got through the morning he never
knew. He was simply pining for a meel.

When four o'clock came, he was served
out with the customery dog biskit.

This was the last stror! ;

Our hero felt that he could stand it uo
longer. He wasn't going to take this sort
of thing lying down, He would make sum-
body sit up!

But when Sam went to the Head with a
petition for better food, both as to quantity
and quallity, he was roodly reseeved, afkd
given a joly good birching.

Sam crawled away from the Head's studdy
with a fixed ressolve in his mind.

He would run away!

. An hour later, we find our hero jog, ijoc.
jogging along the highway. He was litterally
starving. But anything, he refleckted, was
better than remaining at Stintham Towers.
1‘?'lrlee_ﬁl.’aea:: mile, ferlong after ferlong. inch
aiter inch. Sam Skellington tramped along.
And all the time he grew hungrier and
hungrier.

Yesterday he had wayed twelve stoan.
To-day, he wayed only eight. And he was
losing at leest a pound with every Etep
he_took. =

Did he starve to death by the roadside,
dear readers? Did he beg his way froot-
lessly from door to door, and at last kollapse
in_a huddled heap?

E’?, no! Sammy Bunter does not end his
stories on a note o° mizzery. He always
tacks on a joyful climacks.

After tramping ten dayvs and ten nights,
without any new-trition or sustenanee, our
hero reeched the city of London. He wan-
dered about the streets of the mity city
for some time, and at last fortune favered
him. He got a job in a resterong. His job-
was to help the sheff. Apd Sam did this
very effectively, by eating everythine he could
ia:-fv his hands on! :

None of the patrons of the resterong coul
tackle the sheff’s cooking. So there wn{é
g{:.:;ys plenty for Sam Skellington to tuck

At the time of writing, he turns the scale
at sixteen stoan, and you won’t find a fatter

or a fitter fellow in the hole of London!

THE END.
=L T TR

Another Complete Story in
Next Week’s Special Supple-
ment. Don’t Miss It!

ﬂ!i!Hi!IiIitlllllIIIIIIilIIIiIEHI[II[_Hl[ilillllilllll!l!ill!ii
Tae Porurar.—No. 209,

N

il
=l

i

-

He Who Reads the ‘ Weekly*” Regulasly Laughs the Best !
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5 FOOTBALL AMONG
THE FAGS!

B
By Levison Minor,
(Oi St Jim's.)

- ot-Jim’s football is going stronz just
lately. The Public Schools’ Challenge
Cup, for which the Saints are making
such a bold bid, is the chief topic of the
day. St. Jim's have a long, long way to
go before they can hope to reach the
finat; but if luck and pluck count for

i

-

MR R AR YRS

anything, why, thev'll surely get there!|[E

#* * %>

Unfortunately, there is an epidemic of
"l at the school, and lots of fine foot-
hallers have fallen viclims to it, includ-
ing my major I'rnest. So the Saints will
onily have a shadow of a team fo meet
Greyfriars in the second round. But the
weakened eleven will give a jolly good
account of itself, you see!

= e -

Football i1s booming among the fags.
We've got a very nice litlle team in the
Third,
D'Arcy. Last Salurday we played the
wecond Form, and fairly ran them off
their feef. You never saw such a game!
We were only a goal up at hali-time, but

in the second half our forwards did what

they liked, and ran out winners by seven
goals to nil. Some victory!

#* # #

Wally D’Arey got (hree of the goals
off lus own bat—or should I say boot?
- Curly Gibson bagged a couple, and
Jameson and Joe Fayne got the others.
Kildare, who refereed the malch, con-
gratulated us on our performance, and
said that with a little more weight we
should be able to hold our own with the
best. Praise from the St. Jim's skipper
i3 praise indeed! '

* * :

- On Wednesday we are plaving the
Third Form at Rylcombe Grammar
School, and they will have to
be on their best behaviour if “they
hope to win, or even draw  The
(rrammarians have a nippy litile team,
Lt I fancy we shall make them bite the

ust. -
* * ®

There was an unpleasant incident in
one of our recent matches. Piggolt was
sent off the field for tripping an opponent.
We held an inquiry into it afterwards,
with the result that Piggott has been
stood down for the rest of the season.
And serve him jolly well right, say all
the good sportsmen! ¥We have no room
in our eleven for fellows who eannot play
the game,

£ L *

Any St. Jim's supporters who care fo
come and cheer us on In our away
matches will be supplied—absolutely free
—with rattles, tin-whistles, mouth-
organs, combs and fissue-paper, and
other means of making melody! We
shall expect & record crowd at the
Grammar School on Wednesday—and
enough din to awaken the Seven
Sleepers !

Taz Porvrar.—No. 209.
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Who wakes me up at seven o'clock
With a discreet and gentle knock,
So as to save a suddeu shock?

' : My Fag!

Who sets my study fire alight,
And makes the place look clean and
bright
By “piling in ' with all his might?
My Fag!

Who cleans my shoes in splendid style,
And hums a merry tune the while?
Who smiles a sweet, angelic smile?

' My Fag!

Who helps me lace my footer boots,

And, when 1 call him, never scoots?

Who never steals, or raids, or loots?
My Fag!

Who never dares to call me * Mark”?
Or send me sprawling after dark:
Who is a lively little spark?

: My Fag!

Who never, never makes me wild,
Or hot and wrathful. mad and riled?
Who is a charming lLittle child?

My Fag!

Who makes my life one grand, sweet
song,
And never thinks to do me wrong?
Who works for me both late and long?
My Fag!

Who makes it his anliring aim

To do his bhest, and play the game?

Who revelzs in his master’s fame?
My Fag!

From whom would I be loth to part

For fear that it might break my heart?

I'll tell you now {don’t give a start!)
My TFag!

cRIy
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WHAT IS A FAG |
WORTH? |

> &5
By Algy Silver. &
Leader of the Fag Tribe at Rookwood D%f

A S T o o

Of eourse, it depends on the faz.

Some fags are worth their weight in
zold ; others are absolutely worthless, and
their fag-masters never tire of telling
them so.

But we will take the case of the aver-
age fag. He is an industrious fellow, and
lhe deserves more pence than kicks.
Usually, however, it's a case of all kicks
and no pence ! :

Personally, I don’t think fagging ought
to be allowed, unless there is a guaranlea
that -the fag shall be decently treated.

R

| Why should we work our fingers to the

bone for brutal prefects who don’t appre-
ciate it? '

[ have gone very carefully into tnis
matter, and have come to the following
conclusions:

To begin with, a fag’s working day
ought never to exceed half an hour,
Slavery in any shape or form shouid be
put down with an iron hand. .

A fag should call his master in. the
morning—this usually takes about twenty
minutes. He should also clean his
master’s boots. This takes five minutes.
And later in the day he should lay his
Eh%ster’s tea. This is anolher five-minule
G " s
] That is how the half-hour should be
apportioned. And no “overtime”
should be inflicted upon a fag, unless lie
ts well paid for it.

Now comes the question of wages,

Tf it is true that the labourer 13 worthy
of his hire, then the fag ought to be
much better paid than he is at preseni.
The wages given at present are a disgrace
to our public schools.

Iiverywhere you find prefects who call
themselves good sporismen and lovers of
justice and fair play. Yet their idea.of
justice seems to be to give their fag two-
pence a week for services rendered.

Could anything be more unfair?

I know several fags at Rookwood who
work for nothing! Is it not monsitous,
dear readers? Tancy slaving all the
week for some burly senior, and receiv-
ing nothing but lammings and lickings
for your pains! :

A few fags are a trifle more fortunate.
They receive half-a-crown a week.

But I don't regard even half-a-crown as
being by any means a fair wage.

To my way of thinking, a fag sho:id
be paid at the rate of a shilling an hour.
Overtime, two shillings an hour, This
would ptit a stopper to overtime. It
would also make a fag's wages three-and-
sixpence per week, assuming that he
works half an hour each day.

There is nothing far-fetched about this
suggestion. It ought to be put into
practice right away. - _

- Some seniors might complain that thev

can't afford three-and-sixpence a weck.
?’ery well, then. Let them remain fag-
ess. :

If you engage a domestic servant, vou
have to pay her a fair wage. Then why
ignore the claims of a fag? IHe is just
as useful as many domestic servants, and
more useful than most.

. [Supplement IV,

A Long, Hearty Laugh in Every Line in Next Week’s  Weekly " !



The Boy who doesn’t order his ** Popular’’ will get leit!

S e e S A e S S S
2 THE FELLOW WHO £
B DARED!

"9 (Continued frows page 12.)

ts Eﬁﬁﬁ%%&%ﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁ%ﬁﬁ%ﬁﬁ%%%%

extra time to be played,” he said. “But
thz light is bad, and I do not feel justified
in doing so. The matech will have to be
replayed on Wednesday, at Greyfriars.”

““Good !” said Harry Wharton.

But Tom Merry looked a trifle glum.
He well knew that the 'Friars on their
- native heath were practically unbeatable.
- However, he mastered his disappoint-
ment, and turned to Harry Wharton
‘with a smile.

“We shall meet again!” he said cheer-
fully. i

Apnd Harry Wharton, as he shook
hands with his old rival, laughed confi-
dently.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The CGame at Qreyfriars !

_iiWONDER how it's gone, dear

boy?’ drawled Cardew of the
Fourth.

. “Im simply dying fo
hear,” said his friend Clive. “But I'm
- afraid our fellows haven't a hope. There's
a rumour that Greyfriars were two goals
up at half-time.”

“Rumour,” said Cardew,
jade.”

“But the message came through on the
pbone,” said Clive. ~“I don’t think
there can be any doubt about it.” .

“Well, we must wait till Bernard
Glyn turns up, an’ then we shall see
what we shall see—or, rather, hear what
we shall hear.”

It was Wednesday afternoon. Dusk
was falling, and an icy deluge of sleet
was descending from the leaden skies.

The replayed match between Grey-
friars and St. Jim’s was over by this
time. 5

Cardew and Clive were standing in the
gateway of St. Jim's, indifferent to wind
and weather, and thirsting for informa-
tion as to how the match had gone.

The two chums had not been able to
gn over to Greyfriars to witness the
tussle. . But lots of St. Jim's fellows had
gone, and one or theni—Bernard Glyn—
~was expected back in record time.

One of Glyn’s cousins, who was staying
~at Glyn House, possessed a motor-cycle,
~and he had taken Glyn over to Grey-
friars in the side-car. :

" At any moment Bernard Glyn would
arrive at St. Jim's with tidings.
Whether those fidings would be good or
il remained to be seen. But it was
feared that Tomn Merry & Co. had come
a ecropper on the Greyfriars pitch,
especially as Kildare of the Sixth was
said to have received a telephone mes-
" sage from Greyfriars to the effect that

the 'Friars were leading 2—0 at half-time.
The dusk deepened, and the sleet came
down faster than ever. But Cardew and

Clive waited on. They were loyal sup-

porters of the St. Jim’s junior eleven, for

which they sometimes played themselves
when vacancies arose. .

* Cardew kept glancing at the luminous

watch on his wrist.
©* “Clan’t understand what’s happened to

Glyn,” he said. “He told us he'd be

back by five o’clock, and it's nearly half-

“is a lyin®

past.” -
“Listen!” said Clive.
The whirring of a metor-cycle

became audible.

RS

-to it.

i and Fatty.

Moved by the same impulse, Cardew
and Clive ran out into the roadway.

“That you, Glyn?’ yelled Clive, as the
motor-cycle drew nearer,

“Yes,” came the reply.

The machine slowed up, and Bernard
Glyn tumbled out of the side-car. His
face, illuminated by the lamp over the
school gates, was inscrutable. It was
quite impossible to deduce from his ex-
pression whether St. Jim’s had won, lost,
oxr drawn,

Glyn bade his cousin good-night, and
the motor-eycle leapt ahead into the
gloom,

“Well 7 said Cardew breathlessly.

“Well?” echoed Clive.

Glyn’s reply was non-committal,

*“It was a great game!” he said. :

“¥Yes, but, dash it- all, who won?”
howled Cardew.

. ‘rNDlm(i-Er E.U
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“It ended all square,” =said Glyn.
“They played extra time, too. That's
what makes me so late.”

The threa juniors entered the quad-
rangle together. =

“Pell us all about the match,” said
Clive eagerly.

*“All serene,” said Glyn. “I'm no
hand at describing heroic. tussles. It
would need a Mark Antony to do justice
But I'll do my best. T'll kick off
by saying that it was, without exception,
the finest game of footer I've ever seen
in my life! You've no 1dea what a
Spartan struggle it was. If I live to be
a hundred I sha’n’t see another game
Iike that. You fellows will kick your-
selves for not having been able to come.”

“*“(Go on I said Chive, his cheeks aglow.

“Wel! to begin with, Tom Merry lost
the toss, and ounr fellows had to face a
terrific wind. The 'Friars got going right
from the kick-off. They played glorious
footbhall! - ‘¥ou wouldn’t think it was the
same team that came over here on Wed-
resday and was outplayed. On their own
pitch they are positive gluttons for goals!

*“Fatty Wynn was called into action in
the first minute, and after that the
’Friars gave him no peace. It was a sort
of duel between the Greyfriars forwards
The rest of our fellows
weren't in the picture at all.

“Of course, old Fatty brought the
house down with his wonderful saves.
Once he raa out and took the ball from
Wharton’s toes, and saved a certain

“But he was beaten at last. No
goalie under the sun could have survived
such a bombardment for long. Hurree
Singh scored for the 'Friars with a lovely
croes shot,

“Two minutes later our backs were so
hard pressed that Figgins turned the ball
into his own goal. It was a ghastly piece
of bad luck Even the Greyfriars fellows
shouted out words of sympathy to poor
old Figey. He felt it jolly keenly, I can
{ell you. :

“ You'd have thought the 'Friars would
have rested on their oars, so to speak,
after getting a couple of goals, wouldn’t
you? But not they! They were soon
swarming round Fatty Wynn again,
attacking as fiercely as ever. The crowd
—the Greyfriars section of it, anyway—
were in the seventh heaven of delight.

“How we kept our goal intact until
half-time I don’t know. But we did!

| Score.

| Figgins and Kerr put their beef int{i ii:Iri
n .

and charged down shot after shot. A
Fatty Wynn was like a wizard. With
fist and boot he defended that merry
goal until I wanted to run and hug him!
He was great—yes, great!

“Only once during the whole of that
gruelling first half did our fellows manage

17

to break away. Levison broke clean
through on the left, and he sent in a
scorching shot, but the ball just skimmed
the crossbar. So at half-time ihe "Friars

were leading 2—0.” S
“Then rumour wasn’t a lyin® jade cn

this oecasion, after all!” murmured
Cardew.
The juniors had entered the schosl

building by this time. They went along -
to Glyn’s study, and Glyn took up his
narrative.

“The second half,” he said, “was one
long thrill from start to fimish. Play was
fast and sparkling. Qur fellows had the
wind behind them now, and they began
to take command of the game. :

“There was a goal almost at once.
Gussy got it. And before the "Friars had
recovered fromr the shock, Tom Merry
went tearing through the opposition and
brought the scores level. .

¢ After this, the ball travelled from
end to end at such a rate that it was
difficult to follow it.

“T don’t know where we should have
been if it hadn’t been for Dick Redfern,
at centre-half. Time and again Reddy
dropped back to help Figgins and Kerr
out of difficulties. Once, when Fatty
Wynn had left his goal and was sprawl-
ing on the ground, Wharton sent in =
deadly shot, but Reddy headed out from
under the very bar! _

“ And so it went on—thrill after thrill,
incident after incident. There wasn’t a
sound from the spectators; they stood
spellbound. I know it must sound
awfully dramatic to you fellows, but I'm
simply telling you what actually hap-
pened. :

“ Five minutes from f Time !’ there was
a glorious mix-up in our goalmouth.
and one of the Greyfriars fellows—I
think it was Mark Linley—serambled the

ball into the net.

“We thought it was all up for the
Saints; but just before the cnd we were
awarded a free-kick for a foul throw-in.

“Monty Lowther took the kick. He
was a long way from the goal, but he
sent in one of those high, dropping shots

| that are the curse of a goalie’s existence.

Bulstrode tried to get to it—I think he
actually tipped it with his fingers—hut
it went into the top ecorner of the net.
So the game ended in a draw of three
goals apiece.

““The referce ordered extra time to be
played; and my heart sunk into my
boots, I can tell you. For I could see
that our fellows were played to a stand-
stil. The game had been played at a
fast pace all through, and they were
whacked—physically whacked, I mean.

“Still, the ‘'Friars weren’t much
fresher. And the extra time had to be
played, so it was no use complaining.

“Well, the teams played ten minutes
each way. In the first ten, nothing was
scored. In the last stage of all, Vernon-
Smith got a wonderful goal for Grey-
friars, He tricked man after man; and
then he drew Fatty Wynn out of his goal
and banged the ball into the net.

“T said to my cousin, ‘It’s all over
now, bar shouting. Let's elear off.’
And we were actually about to leave
the ground, when the St. Jim'’s forwards
put on a last desperate spurt. Tom
Merry sent in a hard drive, and the ball
hit one of the uprights. Talbot got it

from the rebound, and bashed it past

Bulstrode.
“Then the end came—a draw of four
goals apiece. : T :
“PDon’t ask me to describe the scene
that followed. It beggars description!
Tae Porvrar.—No. 209.
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18 THE SCOOP OF THE CENTURY. ‘‘Stand and Deliver !’  Coming soon!

““There never was such a game in the
history of the two schools; I'm convinced
of that.” :

Bernard Glyn paused after his long
recital,  Cardew and Clive looked at
b with shining eyes.

“This i3 a great dav for St, Jim's!”
catd Clive.

“We must welcome the conquerin’
heroes home,” said Cardew.

“Yes, rather!” -

“That's two drawn games,” said Ber-

nard Glyn, *and the teams have got to
meet again  on Saturday—on neutral
ground, this time. I expect the match
wiil be played at Rookwood. They've
got to keep hammering at each other
until one of them is knocked out.”

““So long as St. Jim’s are the knockers-
out, and not the knocked-out, every-
thin' in the garden will be lovely !” said
Balph Reckness Cardew.

And the other two cordially agreed
with him. :

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

: Cardew’s Chance !

OM MIERRY & Co. pgot a tre-
mendous ovation on their return
from Greylriars.

If they had won the match out-
right, they could hardly have been made
so tnuech fuss of,

The Bt. Jim's footballers
tired, but correspondingly happy.
lived to fight another day.

On Saturday, if all wemt well, they
would face the 'Friars for the third
time in succession, on the Rookwood
ground,

But all did not go well.

were very

They

Next day, as fate would have it, there
was an outbreak of influenza in the
School House.

The epidemic started amongst the
fags, but it swiftly spread to the higher
IForms. :

Tom Merry fell an early victim. And
Manners and Lowther caught the infec-
tion as a malter of course.

The ““sanny ” was soon packed almost
to overflowing, and the matron and
Marie Rivers, the school nurse, had their
hands full.

On Thursday there were thirty cases,
including the Terrible Three. And by
Friday there were four more members
of the eleven down with *flu. ~ After that,
the epidemic died down.

But the mischief had been done.

The only fellows in the St. Jim's junior
eleven who were not on the sick list were
Figgins, Kerr, Wynn, and Redfern.
Fortunately the New House had not
been affected.

But what about Saturday’s match?
That was the question evervbody was
asking.

The Cuptie would have to be played
at the stipulated time. It could not
possibly be canceclled or postponed, as
wotild have been the case with a friendly
match.

IEpidemic, of no epidemie, St. Jim's
would have to send some sort of a team
fo Rookwood to meet the Creyfriars
eleven. :

But where was the team coming from?
And who would skipper it?

Late on Friday evening, Cardew of
the I'ourth went round to the sanny
to see Tom Merry.

Cardew was one of the lucky ones who

THE FAMOUS-

DAVID GOODWIN.
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The finest yarn David Goodwin ever

wrote! - That's what will be said
of the grand new serial in the
Portran. 1t is all that and more. .

The story takes yvou back into the
grand old fighting-days when Dick
Turpin was on the roads. It is a
_ breathless, splendidly written ftale.
[t conjures up the smartness and
pluck and the chivalry and grit of
the highwayman who had friends up
and down the country, and who in
his way was a king—kinz of the road,
a4 loyal ecomrade, am implacahle
enemy, and such a fighter as England
had not scen since the days of Robin
Hood. You will be entranced by this
story of dash and vim, sword-
play and hairbreadth escape. Turpin
stands out -as a hero. He was the
aristocrat of the highway.  Small
wonder young Dick Neville stood by
him through thick and thin! : But
read the yarn. You will be amazed,
and then carried away by the
splendour and the colour of it, the
‘climpse of the ancient castles of Old
England, and the brilliant scenes in
palace and cottage. Dick Turpin was
the friend of the poor, and we can
welcome this magnificent yarn of his
exploits, his escapes, his breakneck
rides, and the courage wlich never

failed him in the darkest hours of
his life..
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had escaped the 'flu. He was tempting
providence in going round to see Tom
Merry; but it had to be done. :

Tom was propped up on his pillows,
looking decidedly unhappy. :

“I'm sorry for you, dear man,' said
Cardew. “If I could change places with
you, an’ transfer your dose of 'flir to
myself, I'd willingly do so. But that,
of course, is ‘ uttahly imposs.” as Gussy
would say. Now, aboub to-morrow's
match——"

“Don’t ! groaned Tom Merry,

“But we've gotf to arrange somethin'—
an’ at dashed short notice, too! Wa
must take a team of sorts over to Rook-
wood, Far betler than eryin' off, an'
lettin’ the honours go to Greyfriars.”

“That's true,” said Tom Merry.

“Our defence,” said Cardew, “is still
intact. This beastly 'Hu gave the Neéw
House a miss. . I'iggy, Kerr, Wynn, an’
Redfern will, therefore, be certain
starters, I'm prepared to find seven
other players, ineludin’ myself, an’' ta
skipper the side. I expect you think
this is awful nerve on my part; but
something’'s got to be done, an' quickly.
I've spoken to the four New THHouse
fellows, an' not one of them is anxions
to skipper a scratch side, But I'm quite
game to take it_on. I always like an
uphill fight agaiust odds. What do you
say, Merry?”

Tom Merry's reply consisted of two
words,

*Go ahead !” he said.

Cardew nodded cheerfully.- ;

“ All serene,” he said. *I can get to-
gether a team that will give Greyfriars
a jolly zood run for their money. There
are several good players who have
dodged the sick list.  Clive, Bernard
Glyn, Cliftor Dane, Dick Brooke, Dick
Roylance and Koumi Rao. I'm goin'
rIgﬂE abead. = Au revdir, dear man!
Fight this 'flu an’ get fit as fast as you
can. I must fade away now.”

That evening he visited the fellows
whose names he had put before Tom
Merry, and told them that they had been
selected to play against Greyfriars on
the morrow,. :

Everybody seecmed to regard Ralph
Reckness Cardew as a sort of super-

| optimist,

What possible chance would a scratch
team have against the formidable Grey-
friars eleven? Might as well set a team
of Lilliputians to play a team of
Gullivers. .

However, the die had been cast, and
Cardew plunged into hizs task with an
eagerness and zeal which did him credit.
The very magnitude of that task only
increased Cardew's determination to fight
tooth and nail for the homnour of St
Jim’s,

Some fellows laughed at Cardew:
some openly sneered. Some said it was
very sporting of him, but, of course, he
hadn't a dog's chance.  And so forth.

And Ralph Reckness, deaf to the
clamour which went on around him,
marshalled his men for the great fight,

On the morrow, 'Friars and Sainfs
would face each other for the third time
in the second round of the competition
for the Public Schools' Cup.

What would be the outcome of that
unequal struggle remained to be seen.
Certain it was that Cardew and his
merry men woiild put up the fight of
their lives! :

TIE END,

(Look out for another mpg;;fﬂg St Jim's
tale of schoal awd footer next weelk.)

Who is the Feliow who Leads the St. Jim’s Eleven in their Match ?



Your Pals will thank you for warning them about our great new sefial!

19

STILL THEY COME! Neiv inasters ave far tnore conunon than new boys at Rookiwood just noiw. The lates?
arrival, who comes o iake charge of the Fourth Form, is quite a mysterious person.
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OWEN CONQUEST. £

WHO IS MR. EGERTON?

A long, complete tale of
Jimmy Silver & Co., the
Chums of Rcokwood.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Looking for Trouble !
Q0K out! There's Bootles!” mur-

[ {1
mured Arthur Edward Lovell.
Jimmy Silver & Co. paused.
There were eight Rookwood
juniors in the party coming cheerily along
the old High Street of Coombe towards the
railway-station. : - :

. Jimmy Silver had a football under his |
arm, but as Mr. Bootles was sighted Jimmy }

slipped the footer behind him to keep i
out of sight. = _

‘Mt Bootles, the dismissed master of the
Fourth Form  at Rookwood, was pacing
slowly along, with a thoughtful wrinkle in
his brow. :

He was -apparently taking a
tiomal ?* after his lunch at the
Arms,

“Poor o¢ld DBootles!”
“He looks werried!”? 3
- “He hasn’t: had the pleasure of taking us
in class for a long time!® grinned Moriing-
ton. “He misses us, of course:”

“Hallo! He's seen us!”’ said Newcome.

#“constitu-
Coombe

murmured Raby.

Mr. Bootles glanced up, and spotted the

party of juniors. :

Jimmy Silver & Co. raised their caps re-
spectfully, Jimmy keeping the footer behind
him with his left hand. 3

For some reason best known to himself
the captain of the Fourth did not want Mr.
Bootles to see that footer. s

‘Mr. Bootles returned the salutation of the
juniors gravely. :

He coloured a little as he did so.

The position of a *“sacked” master was
not pleasant, though the Fourth-Formers
of Rookwood were careful to treat him with
even more than usual respect. e

“Dear me!” said Mr Bootles, blinking at
the juniors over his spectacles. “I'm very
pleased to see you, my boys. I—I hope you
are progressing satisfactorily with your new
master?” , i
" “Not at all, sir!’ said Jimmy Silver.

“PDear me! I am sorry to: hear that,
Silver.”

“In fact, he's gene, gipl”

. “Bless my sou "

“He's been gone some days, and there's a

new man zoming this afternoon, sir,”” ex-
“plained Jimmy Silver. “We—we're going to
the station to meet him.”

“Indeed?”’ said Mr. Bootles. “That is a
mark of attention that will doubtless be very
gratifying to your cew master, Silver!”

 “Ahem!” murmured Jimmy.
- There was a chuckle from somewhere, and
Mr. Bootles glanced round.

He did nov see anything in his remark to
excite ristbility among his former pupils.

The juniors became grave again at once.

Jimmy Silver kept the football very care-
fully out of view. :

Jimmy Silver & Co.

‘take that as a signal”®

L L T L T T T T T L L L e L L L T T e

L{;‘“]"f dﬂn{ﬁ want a new master, sir,” sald
ve “We want you to come back to
Rookwood, sir.”” :

“Yes, rather sir!” chorused the juniors,

Mr. Bootles smiled rather sadly.

“Y am afraid that is impossible, my dear

| boys. But I am very glad that you have nof

forgotten me »*

And, with a kind nod, Mr. Bootles passed
on.

“Lucky he dido’t spot the foofer!” re-
marked Conroy. “Bootles would have been
down on giving the new master a recep-
tion he’s going to get.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1” -

Jimmy Silver & Co. walked on cheerily to
the station. -

The chums of the Fourth had learned that
the new Form master was expected that
afternoon, and they had come along to the
statrlqn to meet him: but it was pretty
certain that this mark of attention would
not be so gratifying to the new master as
Mr. Bootles supposed.

There had been a councilt of war in the
Fourth Form at Rookwood School, and it
was agreed on all hands that Mr. Egerton,
the new master was not to be altowed to
find life worth living so long as he occupied
the dismissed master’s place.

The Fourth Form wanted their own Form
master hack, and as the Head would not see
reason on the subjeet, the cheery juniors
had decided to take their own measures.

Hence their presence at the station that
afternoon, and the foothall under Jimmy
Silver’s arm!

While they waited for the train the juniors
entertained themselves by punting the footer
about, and as there were a good many
puddles, the leather was soon in an exceed-
ingly muddy state.

They were, in fact, getting it ready for
the new master. :

*“Train's in!"” said Lovellk suddenly.

“Keep your eye on the door!” said Jimmy
Silver.

The Rookwooders waited.

In a few minutes a gentleman stepped
out of the station doorway and looked along
the village street. :

All eyes in the party were fixed upon him
at once.

He was & young man, rather good-looking,
with very keen eyes; and, in spite of the
juniors’ prejudice against Mr. Bootles’
successor, shey could not help liking his looks.

“I say, is that the man?” whispered
Lovell. “We don't want to rag the wrong
chap, Jimmy.»? -

“ Ask him!*? answered Jimmy.

“Oh, I say—-"_ .

“Go and ask him.,” egaid Jimmy Silver.
“1f he's the man take your cap off—and we’ll

“All right!”
Arthur Edward Lovell moved towards the

STER!!
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station doorway, where the young mar Was
standing looking out. : .
“Excuse me, sir,”” said Loveil, with
elaborate politeness. “Might I inquire if you
are Mr. Egerton, the new master for Kook-
wood 7 : :
The young man glanced at him.
“Quite right, my boy!” lie answered.
Lovell raised his cap. : =
Mr. Egerton probably took that for a poiite
salute, but Jimmy Silver & Co took it as 2

signal.

Jimmy had the muddy footer at his feet,
and almost as soon as the rap had left
Lovell’s head he kieked.

Whiz! ; -

Jimmy Silver was an unerring shot, and the
foofter rose and whizzed at the new master
like a bullet to its target. :

The juniors watched breathlessly—to tee
the *accident.”

But the accident did not happen.

Mr. Egerton was not looking for anything
of the kind, certainly, but he seemed ic
be a particularly sharp gentleman.

He made a quick movement, and the fooler
whizzed by a foot from his c¢ar and crashed
into the vestibule of the station.

“Oh!” ejaculated Jimmy Silver.

“My hat!” murmured Raby. “Call that a
shot, Jimmy?"

Mr. . Egerton
juniors. .

Lovell ran into the station for the footer,
and dribbled it out. _ :

The new master strode fowards Jimmy
Silver & Co., and Lovell, who was now behind
him, took aim with the footer.

It had been intended for the new master’s
features, but the back of his head was the
next best thing in Lovell's opinion.

Whiz! i : ‘

Arthur Edward Lovell put his beef iInto
that kick. :

But the new master seemed to have eyes
in the back of his head, for as the foolball
whizzed forward he made a step aside, and
thie leather whizzed past him like a bhuliet.

Crash!

“Yarooooh!” roared Jimmy Silver.

And the captain of the Fourth sat down—
in a puddle—as the muddy football smote
him foreibly on the chin. - :

gl:mc-:—;ﬂl at the group of

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Not as Expacteql

“ 000P!” o e
. “Qh, erumbs!” gasped Lavell.
“Yaroooh!” Groogh! Guggge!"

, “Ha,. ha, hal” shrieked the
juniors.

Mr. Egerton stared down at Jimtﬁy Silver,
whose face was smothered with mud, and
a'most unrecognisable. :

Tee Poruvrar—No, 200.
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A smile lurked round the new master's
rmouth, ;
“Ow, ow, ow!” mumbled Jimmy Siiver,

dabbing furiously at the mud on his face.

“You ass, Lovelll Yow! You chump! Oh!
Aht”
“Dead shot!" chuckled Mornington.

“You've got your shooting-boots on to-day,
Lovell!”

“Ha, ha, ha'!”

“Do you boys belong to Rookwaod School 7"
inguired Mr, Egerton.

“Ye-es, sir!”

“Yow-ow-ow!" :

“ What Form are you in?”

“¥Fourth, sir!” said Labrw,
tiously. >

“Then I am your Form master!” said the
voung man. “And I will ask you to explain
what this means.”

Jimmy Silver scrambled up, dabbing at
hia face with his handkerchief. :

The handkerchief was very quickly a limp

rather rebel-

rag. -

Jimmy blinked at Mr. Egerton. .
The new master was not much like the
other mew masters the Fourth had experi-
¢nced lately.

They had been a “scraich ” lot, as Lovell
expressed it; but Mr. Egerton was evidently
made of different stuff.

“ What does this mean?" repeated the new
Form master. iR .

“Eh?" stammered Jimmy.

“1 suppose it is what you would ecall a
rag,” said Mr. Egerton. “Upon my word!
Boy, let that foolball alone!l”

Conroy, the Australian, who had nerve
enough for a whole regiment, had back-heeled
the football away to a favourable position,
and was about to Kkick. o5
- He did not heed the new master's injunc-
tion.

Whiz! : <

Mr. Egerfon put up his hand quickly, and
the football dropped at his feet.

Then, to the blank amazement of the
juniors, he kicked if, and it shot back at
Conroy like a bullet.

Before Conroy knew it was coming, it had

erashed on hls chin, aud he went spifining.
Dump!

“Oh, crumbs!” gasped Jimmy Silver.
The new master burst into a hearty laugh.
" You should not play tricks like this,
especially on a master, my boys,” he said,
‘“Neither should you play with a football
in the ‘street. I will overicok this oecur-
rence, but it must not occur again!”

And with that the new master strode away
down the village street with a springy stride.
- Conroy sat up and gasped. -

And the chums of the Fourth looked at
ocue another, Jimmy Silver still dabbing his
tace. : :

“Well, my hat!” said Jimmy, with a deep
breath. “That chap isn't quite what I ex-
pected to see.” :

“He's a bit of a ecorker!"” grinned New-
~come, “This rag doesn’t seem to have been
a howling success.”

“Ow! No!”

“He can't be a bad sort,” remarked Van
Byn. “It's a bit thick footballing a new
master, when you come to think of it; and
pretty nearly any man would report us to
the Head for it.”

“Oh dear!”? gasped Conroy. “Faney the
beast slamming the ball at a chap's chivvy,
like a blessed ta%! Ow!l”

“Sauce for the goose, sauce for the
gander!" chuckled Lovell. “1 say, I rather
He's a sportsman!”

like that chap.
“Pick up that footer,” said Jimmy Silver
“This has been a frost, and

disconsolately.
no mistake. We shall have all our work cut

out, if we're moing to make that merchant |

tired of Rookwood.”

And the juniors followed the new master
down the street—without any further inten-
tion of footballing him.

- “My . hat!” exclaimed TLovell suddenly.
“ Bootles—he's running right into Bootles!”

The new master was striding past the
Coombe Arms, when Mr. Bootles, having
completed his peregrinations, arrived at that
building from the opposite direction.

The two gentlemen came face to face—the
old and the new masters of the Fourth Form
at_Rookwood,

Jimmy Silver & Co. saw M» Bootles stop
suddenly, his eyes fixed upou the young man.
~-“He knows he's the new master!” mur-
- Tae Porurar.—No, 203,

miured Jimmy.
iim, can he?”

“Hardly!" grinned Lovell.

Mr. Egerton had stopped, too—he had no
choice, for Mr. Dootles had halted directly
in his path.

- “Cyril Egerton!" exclaimed Mr. PBootles,
in tones of surprise, which reached the ears
of the Fourth-Formers.

Mr. Egerton locked at him.

“You seem to know my name, sir!” he
answered.

“Bootles knows him!”. murmured Raby.
“That’s jolly queer! Can’t be a friend of
Bootles taking his job.”

“ Bootles don't look friendly.”

“He doesn’t, for a fact.”
~ Jimmy Silver & Co. looked om, curiously
intercsted in that meeling between the two
masters,

‘Mr. Egerton's handsome face had grown
sombre in expression. :

It was pretty clear that he knew Mr.
Bootles by sight, at least, and that the meet-
Ln_g was both unexpected and disagreeable to
im. : .
o Certaiul;.r I know your name, Cyril Eger-
ton!” exclaimed BMr. Bootles warmly. “I am
not likely to forget!”

“You have the advantage of me.”

“Ie can't be going to slang

“Indeed! Perhaps you have [orgotten
me!"” said Mr. Bootles, with a touch of
sarcasm.

“If I have ever met you, sir, I have cer-
tainly forgotien you,” answered Mr. Egerton.
“1 must ask you to excuse me, as [ am
rather presseu for time.”

And, avoiding Mr. Bootles, he strode on,
leaving the Foria master blinking after him.
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“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Bootles. Then
his glance fell upon Jimmy Silver & Co.
tSilvert®

“Yes, sir?” said Jimmy.

“Is it possible,” asked Mr, Bootles, “that
that—ahem!—gentleman is the man?»
“That's the man, sir,” said Jimmy, in
wonder. “He's the new master of the
Fourth, sir.”

“Beandalous!" exclaimed Mr. Bootles.
“Wha-a-at?"” ;

“Surely the Head cannot be aware—
However, no matter.”

Mr. Bootles broke off hastily, and went intu.

the inn, his manner quite agitated.

Jimmy Silver & Co. walked on, in great
astonishment.

“Bootles don't like the new man!” grinned
Newcome,

“He can’t be expected to like 2 man who's
bagged his job,” remarked Mornington.

{ “But he seems to have something against

Egerton, too. Egerton looks a good sort, so
far as I can see.”

“Bootles i1s a bit prejudiced, very likely,”
said Jimmy Silver. “This mar Egerfon is
more likely to keep the job than the other
men who came. It looks like a freeze-out for
poor old Boofles this time. Unless—unless we
get rid of the man.”

The juniors walked on in silence. <

The plan for “gefting rid"” of the new
master, for Mr. Bootles’ sake, was all cut
and dried; but Jimmy Silver & Co. were
feeling doubtful about it now.

For it was pretty plain that Mr. Egerton

would not be an easy customer to tackle;
and more than that, the juniors were feeling
a liking for him already, and they did noi feel
satislied with the scheme that had been so
carefully laid,

e

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The New Master !

ULKELEY of the Sixth had been taking
charge of the Fourth Form for somo
days, in the absence of a master; but
when = the Fourth assembled for

lessons they found the new Form master in-
stalled. _

The Fourth-Formers took their places.

Mr. Egerton glanced over the class, and
gecltc:ﬂned to Jimmy Silver to come to his

esk. :

Jimmy came out before the class, with a
rather grim expression.

If he was to be called over the eoals for
the affair at the station, he was quite ready
for trouble.

“Your name, my boy?"” he asked.

“Jimmy Silver, sir.” _
" " You are head boy of this Form, T think?”

*Yes, sir.”

“You were the leader, I presume, in tha-
rag this afternoon®”

“ Ahem ! e

“You may speak frankly, Silver. The
matter is closed, and it is not my intention to
revive it.” 3

“Oh!” eaid Jimmy. rather taken aback.
“Yes, sir; I was the leader.”

“It is not a custom at Reokwood. I pro-
sume, tc greet a new master by kicking a
muddy football at him "

“Ahem! No, sir.” 3

“Then why did you make an exeeption in
my favour?"” asked Mr, Egerton. “I am
rather curious to know, that is al'.”

“Wea want our own Form master baek.”
said Jimmy Silver bluntly. : :

“Who is that?”

“Mr. Bootles, the gentleman vou mef in
Coombe, sir, who spoke to you."

Mr. Egerton frowned.

“Youn asked me, sir,” said Jimmy, thinking
that the new master was displeased with his
candour. : =

“Yes—yes, quite so, Silver, 1 desire you to
be frank. So Mr. Bootles was your masher
formerly 2" . : r :

*Yes, sir.” _ :

“Did he resign his position here?”

S0hP* said Jimmy, a little cismaved. The
projected campaign against fhe new master
seemed more dubious than . ever. Mr.
Egerton, apparently, did not know that he
was in the position of a blackleg. *“ No, sir;
he did not resign. He was dismissed by the
Head.” ; e

“Am I fo understand, Silver, that you
juniors take it upon yourselves to criticise
your headmaster’'s action in dismissing him 7»
exclaimed Mr. Egerton sternly. = : '

“Yes,” answered Jimmy fearlessly, “we do.
It you wish to know how the matter
standg—*

“That is what I am asking you." .

“Very well, sir. Mr. Bootles interfered
with the Head, to prevent a chap being
flogged unjustly. He was dismissed for it.
It came out afterwards that the chap con-
cerned was innocent. Everybody thought
then that the Head ought to have rein-
stated Mr. Bootles. All the masters thought
50, But the Head wouldn't, and all the staft
went on strike.” : -

“On strike!” ejaculated Mr. Egerton

“Yes. And- they're all on strike now,”
sald Jimmy. “They refused to keep on uniess
justice was done to Mr. Bootles. There are
new masters ‘in the schoo! now. The old
masters are all putting- up in Coombe—on
slrike.”

“Well, upon my word! That is a very
extraordinary state of affairs. 8o that is
why Mr, Boofles iz still in the neighbour-
hood 2"

“Yes, sir.” -

“But doubtless he will go——"

“I don't think so, sir. The masters don’t
mean to go, I believe,” said Jimmy. “Some
of the fellows think they're going to zet
the governors of the school to take the
matter up. I don’t know.”

Mr, Egerton compressed his lips slichtiy.

“Then Mr. Bootles. vour former master,
is likely to remain near the schoo! for some
time?” he asked.

“T think so.”

“H'm! And the rag this afterncon was

The Heafdis Still Fighting—and so are the Masters !
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intended to show your new master that you
did not want him, I suppose?”

oJimmy coloured.

“We—we feel bound to stand By Mr.
Bootles, sir,” he answered. “He was a good
sort to us, and he got the sack. I—I mean
he was dismissed for standing up for justice
to a Fourth-Former.” :

I quite understand your feelings,” said
Mr. Egerton quietly. “Now, Silver, and the
rest "—Mr. Egerton glanced over the attenm-
tive class—“I shall say no more ahout what;
occurred at the station. I exeuse you fully.
I shall not find fault with you for loyalty
to your former master. But ‘I am now
master of the Fourth Form.”
- Jiramy Silver was silent.

“l1 knew nothing of the state of affairs
here when I aceepted the appointment,” went
on Mr. Egerton. “I came here in the
ordinary course, to take up my duties In
the vacancy created by the departure -of
the former master, I sincerely hope that
you boys will net emtertain any prejudice
against me on that aceount. I desire to be
on good terms with my Form. shall cer-
tainly exact respect and obedience, but I
desire very strongly that there shall be

-

By the time afternoon eclasses were aver
there was no doubt that the new master was
growing popular.

And Jimmy Silver’s intended eampaian
was “indefinitely postponed.”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER #
: Mpr. Bootles Insists !
IMMY SILVER & Co. came cheerily
out of the Form-room after lessons.
Jimmy was looking rather thoughtful
a8 he strolled out into-the quadrangle
with his chums,

Lovell grinned a little.

“What price the merry warpath?” he
asked. “What about raising the new man’s
sealp, Jimmy??

“Blessed if I know!" said Jimmy Silver
frankly.  “We're sticking to Bootles, of
course. But—but Mr. Egerton seems quite
inngeent in the matter, and he's. a good
BOTL.

“A real brick!” said Raby.

“It doesn’t seem quite fair to be down on
him when he’s done nothing,” said Jimmy.
“He didn't even know Bootles had been
sacked when he came. I—I suppose he's
entitled to fair play, and—well, the long and

1.';”
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But Tubby Muffin’s news was well founded.

The little gentleman ¢arncd from the
road into the old gateway. ard old Mack
looked out of his lodge with a stare of cur-
prise. '

Mr. Bootles coloured as he caught the
porter's surprised glance, and hurried on into
the guad. ,

The Tistical Four capped Wim respectiunlly,
but they kept at a distance, mindfnl of Mr.
Egerton's instructioas on the subject of ecom-
municating with their former master.

Mr, Bootles whisked on towards the House -
in & great hurry. _

“1 wonder what Bootles wants here %’ said
Raby. “The Head can’t have sent for him—
when the new master's just come. ton!”

“Blest if I can cateh on!™ said Jimwy
Sitver. “He's gone in!™ : :
Mr. Bootles had -disappeared inte the

House.

The Fistical Four walked on, much pugzied,

Tupper, the page, took Mr. Bootles” name
in- to the Head, even Tupper induigieg in a
stare as he saw Mr. Bootles, :

The little gentleman waited in the iall,
in a state of self-conscions: discomfort.
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CORNERED IN THE MASTER’S S8TUDY! For some
that he had been mistaken. Then the new master spoke.

was up. (Se¢ chapter 7.)

seconds thers was silence in the study,
‘“ You can come out ! !

and Mornington hoped
That made it clear that the game

good feeling on both sides. This is only
fair-play, as I am sure you will see.”

some of the Fourth murmured approval.

“I must ask you,” continued Mr. Egerton,
“to hold no communication with your former
master. You may, of course, salute him if
you ¢come in contact with him—that is your
duty—but I must forbid you to hold any
communication with him.*

“Oh!" exclaimed Jimmy Silver.

“1f this command should be disoheyed I
sall request the Head to place Coombe per-
manently out of bounds for the Form ! said

Mr. Egerton. “But I prefer very much
to make it an amicable arrangement. You
must aecept my decision as just. Now, my

boys, I hope we shall be good friends, and we
must try to work together in a eordial spirit.
You may go to your place, Silver.”

Jimmy Silver returned to his seat.

Lessons began in the Fourth Form rtoom.

The juniors found their new Form master
firm encough, but invariably kind, and quite
well up to his work. 3l

And there was a general feeling in the
Fourth that it was only fair play to give
the man a chance.
appealed to them in vain.

Possibly he wanted to be popular in his
Form; but if that were so it was sirely
not a blameworthy ambition, -

Mr. Egerton had not |

the shoft of it is, I don’t think we ought
to rag him."

“Just what I was thinking,” said New-
Come.

The Fistical Four were in agreemenf on
that peint, and their opinion was pretty
generally shared in the Fourth.

If the new master had been a bully, or an
unpleasanf character, the juniors’ would
have felt justified in going ahead with the
campaign; but under the present circum-
stapces they lacked the justification.

“1 say, Jimmy "—Tubby Muffin rolled up
to the Fistical Four in the quad—“what do
you think?”

“I think you’re a fat duffer, old scout,”
answered Jimmy.

“What do you think’s happened, I mean?”
said Tubby. “Bootles is coming! Fancy
that !*

“Bootles!” exclaimed the four juniors, with
one voice.

Tubby Muffin grinned.

“I've just spotted him at the gates,” he
said, “He’s coming in.”

“My hat!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. turned in the direc-
tion of the gates.

A visit to Rookwood by the dismissed
Emst«er was the last thing they expected to

appen.

He was quitée aware that he was bheing
curipusly observed on all sides.

Tupper came back at last.

“Mr. Bootles, sir——" stammered Tapper.

"“Yes, yes, Tuppert” A

“Which the ’ead says he cannot ge¢ you
sir!” blurted out Tupper.

Mr. Bootles compressed his lips. .

“Thank you, Tupper!”.he said quietly.

And, instead of leaving the House, Mr.
Bootles walked on down the corridor leading
to the Head’s study.

“Oh, my heye!” murmured the astonished
Tupper.

Evidently Mr. Bootles meant fo see ihe
Head, in spite of that gentleman’s disties
prohibition.

Tupper disappeared below stairs, washing
his hands of the matter. ;

Mr. Bootles tapped at the door of ihe
Head’s study and opened it. S

THE FIFTH CHAPTER:
A Man with a Past!
R. CHISHOLM rose to his feet.-
He did not bow to his visitor.
He greeted him with a cold, cteels
stare. as if attempting to rival the
freezing glance of the fahled hasilisk,
Tar Porurarn.—No. 209,
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Br. Bootles glanced at him nervously.

“Really, sir,”” exclaimed the Head, “thia
fs—is—is outrageouz! You have forced yout-
seif, Mr. Bootles, into my presence—"

“I beg you to excuse me, Dr. Chisholm——"’

“1 shall do nothing of the sort, sir!” rapped
out the Head, *“I regard this intrusion as
utterly inexcusable!” :

“I have a very powerful motive——"

Dr. Chisholm raised his hand.

“Your motive does not interest me,” he
said. “You will oblige me, Mr. Bootles, by
" taking your departure immediately!” =

“I will take my departure; sir, when 1 have
said what I bhave come to say,’”” said Mr.
Bootles firmly.

“Really, sir, this passes all bounds:!"” ex-
claimed the Head.

“You appear to have engaged a new master
for the Fourth Form, Dr. Chisholm—"

“Quite so! A gentleman satisfactory In
every respect!”

*You have made inquiry—""

“I am perfectly well acquainted with Mr.
Egerton's recommendations, Mr. Bootles, and
I decline to hear oné word against him!”

“You will hear more than one word against

him, sir. I am acquainted with that gentle-

man."”
The Head's lip curled. .
“Really, Mr. Bootles, this iz unworthy!
You admit that you have come here to
malign the gentleman I have engaged in your
place! I must say that I am surprised!”
“1 malign nobody, sir,” said Mr. Bootles

hotly. *“I warn you that that young man Is .

not a fit person to reside in this school !
“Nonsense !

“1 came in contact with him at Highwood
Scliool, where a relative of mine holds a
position,” said Mr. Bootles.

“You are mistaken, sir. Mr. Egerton has
be&n acting as a private tutor for t.gwci years,”
“It was two years ago that I saw him at
Highwood.”
- “Well, well!” gaid the Head Impatiently.
Even if you saw Mr. Egerton at Highwood
School, wherever that is—I have never heard
of it—what then? It i3 not a public school,

or I should have heard of it. Doubtless that

i3 why Mr. Egerton has not mentioned It
tﬂ‘m&_—lf your statement is correct.”

“It is a private school in Yorkshire,” sald
Mr. Bootles. “Mr. Cyril Egerton was s
master there, and I met him casually while
on a visit to my relative.”

The Head glanced at the clock,

“Mrs, Chisholm will be expecting me,” he
said. “Mr, Bootles, I request you to draw
your visit Yo a close.”

“In spite of your inclvility, sir, I shall
fell you what I koow of Cyril Egerton !’
retorted Mr. Bootles. “There was a robbery
at Hizhwood School—"

& “fhat i'l! L

T i

“Suspicion fell
man—""

“You are dreaming, Mr. Bootles!”

“]1 was there at the time, sir. A large
sum of money was taken from the head-
master's safe, and it was discovered that
Mr. Cyril Egerton had been spending money
far in exeess of his known means.2

“ Absurd !” ‘ :

“ Actual proof of hiz guilt was lacking,
though it mighé have been found,” said Mr.
Bootles. “The money was gone beyond re-
covery, and that fact, added to the notoriety
that would have fallen upon the school:in
case of a prosecution, induced the head-
master to take no legal steps. Mr. Egerton
left the school at once.”

“Really, Mr. Bootles—" _

“The headmaster did mnot conc. ¥ his
belief, and the law, sir, was at Mr. Eger-
ton's disposal if he had considered himself
wronged. He did not take advantage of it
—a taelt admission of guilt—21

“Nonsense!” :

“«The man, sir, s a thief!” said Mr.
Bootles. “And such a man should not be
placed in control of Rookwood boys—

pr. Chisholm raised his hand, his brows
contracted with anger. - : -

“«Mr. Bootles, I refuse to listen to omne
word more! I will not say that you have
invented this story—"

“8irl" gasped Mr. Bootles. :

“But your prejudice, sir, against the
gentleman who has taken your place here
ia evidently the cause of your peculiar belief.
On your ewn shawing, if I accept your story,
there was no proof against this young man,
and I have not the slightest doubt, sir,
that you have exaggerated all tPa circum-
stances, unintentionally, perhaps.

T8 (el Pt

“No more, sir!
ment, Mr. Egerton

strongly upon- Lhiz young

Even on your own state-
seems to have been sus-
pected without proof, and treated with
harshness and injustice. I rav: not the
slichtest doubt that he could explain fully.

Mr. Bootles. I refuse to hear another word!" |
1

“Buf—"" =

“Since you will not leave my study, sir,
I will do so myself!” exclaimed the Head
angrily. . :

“1 will go, sir! but you will be sorry—"

“Nonsense!" ;

Mr. Bootles, greatly agitated, left the
study. :

The Head sat down with a frowning brow.

“ Apsurd!” he muttered. “Utberly ridicu-
lous of Mr. Bootles!  Perhaps—perhaps I
had better mention the matter to Mr. Eger-
ton, however.” =

He opened the window.
just crossing the guad, -

“Mr. Egerton! Will you step into my
study for a few minutes?’>

“Certainly, sir!”

Mr. Egerton was
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‘Dr. Chishiolim resumed his seaf, and ia 3
few minutes the new master of the Fourth

{ entered -the study.

The glance he cast upon the headmaster
was very keen. j

“1 must apologise in advance for what 1
am about to say, Mr. Egerton,” began‘tie
Head, flushing. -

“Not at all, sir,” said the young man
politely. _ -

“I have heard a most extraordinary state-
ment from Mr. Bootles, who formerly held
here the position you now hold, Mr. Egerton.
Were you ever at a private school in York-
shire called Highwood?” _

“Years aco I was there for a short time,
sir,” answered Mr. Egerton with a smile.

“May I ask you why you left?” :

“Certainly, sir! There is no secret ahoub
it. If Mr. Bootles has given you that
impression—" . 2

“Mr. Bootles has sought to prejudice my

mind against you, and my questiou impiics
no doubt of you, Mr. Egerton—none wialb:
ever.”
. “Thank you, sir, I
to a misunderstanding with
A sum of money was missing. After { hud
left, the truth was discovered, and Dr.
Woodward wrote to me expressing his deep
regret, and begging me to return and resiume
imy position there. That letter is still in
my possession, and you are welcome o sce
it, sir.” :

“Merely as a matter of form, Mr, Egerton,
you might show me the letter,’ saud the
Head. : _ :

“My baggage has not yet arrived. The
letter is in my trunk, and as soon as the
trunk is here I will bring you the letter,
said Mr. Egerton. *The trunk should be
here this eveming.” : =

“] am ashamed to give you the trouble.”
said the Head. “But after Mr. Booties
statement—foolish and prejudiced as 1%
is__ll‘

Mr. Egerton smiled. :

“My dear sir, it is no trouble, and [ shall
be glad to satisfy even a prejudiced person
like Mr. Bootles!”

“It is not & question of that. [ shall see
that Mr. Bootles has no opportunity ot
entering this school again. 1 will see "t’ua
letter at your convenience, Mr. Egerton.

“This evening; then, sir.” _

And Mr. Egerton left the study, leaving
the Head of Rookwood quite relieved aad
satisfled.

But there was a very thoughtful expreszion
on Mr. Egerton's face as he went to his owl

left Highwood owing
with the headmaster.

study.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Morny Means Business !

'{ ILVER!"
“Hallo, Adolphus!” .
Adolphus Smythe frowned.

- “Mr,  Egerton wants you!”
said stiffly. *“Like his cheek fto send ma
faggin'! And you can tell him so from me
if you like!” :

“You.can tell him that yourself, old top!”
said Jimmy Silver, laughing. “What does
he want me for, Adolphus?” £

“To give you a thumpin® good liekin’, |
hope!” answered Smythe charitably. Aud
he walked away with his nose in the air.

Jimmy Silver went into the School Heuse,
a little surprised by that summons to the
Form master’s study. 5

He tapped at the door of the study that
had once heen Mr. Bootles’, and entered. .

Mr. Egerton was standing before the fire
with a frown upon his brow, and Jinny
noticed that there was a cane lying ready
on the table.

“You sent for me, sir?" said Jimmy.

“Yes,” said Mr. Egerton, fixing his eves
grimly on the junior's surprised face. “Tlia
afternoon, Silver, I warned you against hobd-
ing any communication with your former
master, now dismissed from Rookwood.”

“Yes,” said Jimmy. :

“You have disregarded my order."

“T don't think anybody in the Fourth L:as
spoken to Mr. Bootles since you came here,”

he

“Nonsense! How, then, does Mr. Bootles ®
know™ that I have taken his former place -
in the school, if he has not been told?” ex-
claimed the Form master.

“Oh,” sald Jimmy, comprehending then, “1
can explain that, sir!: We saw you meect
Mr. Bootles in Coombe to-day, and after you
had gone ou he spoke to us and asked u=
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the question. That was before you spoke
to us in the Form room; of courze.”
Mr. Egerton gave him a searching glance.
But it was easy. for him to see that the
captain of the Fourth was speaking the
truth, and his brow cleared. :

“Very. well, Silver, 1 accept your word,”
he. said. “Bubt remember that my order
holds good. for the future.  Mr. Bootles has
coustituted himself into my enemy for some
reason——" =

“Oh, sir!” murmured Jimmy.

“1 am sorry to say, Silver, that that 1s
the case; and Mr. Bootles has called upon
the Head and attempted to prejudice him
against me. Fortunately, Dr. Chisholm re-
fused to pay auy attention to his insinua-
tions. In these cireumstances, you ean see
how very improper it would be for Rookwood
boye to hold any communication with Mr.
Bootles.” :

“Ye-es, sir,” said Jimmy slowly.

. “That Is all, Silver. You may go!?
The eane on the table remained unused.

Jimmy Silver quitted the study with a
rather worried look on his face.

“Well 9 gaid Lovell, Raby, and Newcome
with one voice, as they met him at the end
of the passage. * Licked?”

Jimmy shook his head.

“I say, it's rather rotten,” he said.
“Mr. Egerton says that Bootles has heen bere
slanging him to the Head. 1 shouldn't have
t{lﬂlt;ﬂ'lt Mr. Bootles would do a thiug like
that.” -

“I dare say the poor old chap’s ratty,”
said- Neweome.

“Weil, that fsn’t really an excuse.”

“I've - been  looking for o fellows.*

Valentine Morninzton came along. “What
about the campaizn, Jimmy Silvery” :

“That’s off for the present, at least,” said
Jimmy.

“T don't see it,” said Morny.
sticking to Bootles, and backing
all: that?* *

“Bootles seems to he hacking himself up,
from what we've just heard,” said Lovell
dryly. “Not in a way I admire, eitlier.”

“How's that?" asked Mornington.

Jimmy  Silver . explained, —and
listened with a thoughtful brow.

He shook his head when the caplain of the
Fourth had finished. :

“I don't agree with you,” he said. “Why
was Egerton so jolly anxious not to let
Bootles know that he was at Rookwood?”

“Look here, Morny—"

ol said ! answered Mornington. “ Let's
agree to differ. I like the new man well
snough, personally, but I'm not going to see
him permanently berthed in Bootles’ place, if
I can stop it somehow.”

“"Well, you can’t!”

“I'm goin® to try!” :

And Morninoton walked away whistling,
leaving Jimmy Silver with knitted hbrow.

“Cheeky ass!” grunted Lovell.

* What about
him up, and

Morny

“Well, he ean go abead,”* said Jimmy.:

“It’s hard on Bootles, I know, and I'm not
deserting him, if it comes to that; but 1
can’t make up my mind to be down on a
decent man who's done nothing. Let Morny
do as he likes, and we'll—well, we'll
guided by eircumstances.”

To which the Co. assented.

he

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Discovery !

1 H, gad!”
“ Mornington  of the Fourth
uttered that exclanmiation below
his breath.
He was standing in the Form miaster’'s

study, - about half an hour after lis talk
with Jimmy 3Silver & Co. ‘

Mr. Egerton was at tea in the Head's
house, as Morny had learned, and the clieery
Morny had slipped into the study with the
intention of “ragging” the room thoroughly
in the master’s absence.

That was to be the bheginning of the cam-
paign against the new master.

Morny was looking round the study. pre-
paratory to beginning the rag, when there
were footsteps in the passage outside, amd
he paused to listen. :

There was a sound of bumping, and Morpy
guessed at once what that meant.

The new master’'s trunk had arrived, and it
was being conveyed to the study.

“What rotten luek! Oh, gad!” muitered
Mornington. : .

Bump! came again from the passage.

Mornington cast a hurried lock round for
a hiding-place.

He did not want old Maeck or the sergeant
to see him in the room. and it was possible

that Mr. Egerton was coming with his
trunk.
There was a sereen standing in front of

the aleove beside the fireplace, and the junior
slipped behind it. drawing it back a little o
as to completely hide the aleove.
He had barely finished, when the door
(Continued on page 20.) :
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What You Have To Do.

Here is a simnple Footer Competition
which I am sure will inlerest you. On
this page you will find a hislory of
Argyle JFootball Club, in
picture - puzzle form. What you are
invited to do is (o solve this picture, and
when you have done so, write your solution
cn a sheet of paper.  Then sign ihe
coupon which appears below, pin it to
your solution, and post it to “Plymouth
Argyle ¥ Competition, PopruLAR - Office,
Gough House, Gough Square, E.C.4., so
as to reach that address not later'than

THURSDAY, JANUARY 25th, 1923.

The FIRST PRIZE of £5 will he
awarded to the reader who submits a
solution which is exactly the same as, or
nearest to, the solution now in the posses-
sion of the Editor. In the event of ties
the prize will be divided. The other prizes
will be awarded in order of merit. The
Editor reserves the right to_ add together
and divide the value of all, or any, of the
prizes, but the full amount be
awarded. It is a distinct condition of
entry that the decision of the Editor must
be accepted as final. Employees of the
proprietors of this journal are not eligible
to compete, '

will

This competition is run in conjunction
with the “Gem,” “Magnet,” and * Boys’
Friend,” and readers of those journals are
invited o compete,

I enter °“Piymouth Argyle?”
Competition and agree to accept the
Editor’s decision as final.
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WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE.

By the terms of the iate 8ir Charles
festrade’s will, Harry Lestrade and his
cousin, Austin Courtney, must fight for
the possession of the Lestrade fortune
on the field of sport. The one who dis-
tinguishes himself most becomes owner
of a vast amount of wealth. Harry
Lestrade receives the first opportunity
to distinguish himself in a local football
mateh, and he is “signed on” to play
for the Wessex Wanderers permanently.

Several other sporting events, in which
both the cousins cempete, are wom by
young Harry Lestrade. Furious at his non-
success, Courtney trice underhand methods
of .getting Harry out of the struggle. .
~In the fourth. round of the English
Cup, Courtney's team, Romford Rovers,
@ i3 drawn to meet the Wanderers. Court-
& ney arranges with a reserve, Jem New-
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ON THE TRACK!

HE assistant looked rather doubtful at
lirst, probably believing Tony to be
some criminal anxious to escape jus-
fice., Bubt a generous tip the foothall-

trainer slipped into his hand, as he wurged

Limm to “look sliek!” eaused him to decide

that, after all, it was no business of his, and

he conducted the ex-boxer into a private
room.

When Tony left the shop, he appeared fo
bz a venerable-looking old gentleman of
between sixty and sixty-five. A silvery wig
hid his own crisp hair, and his skin appeared
to be deeply lined and wrinkled. Blue-
tinted spectacles concealed his eyes, and a
neat white beard and moustazhe adorned
the lower part of his battered countenance.

Even his clothes were changed. His suit
‘of tweeds had been replaced by a black
morning coat and vest and highly-respectable
striped trousers. He had left a substantial
deposit. upon his outfit, and the assistant
had spared no pains to make the change in
him gomplete. -

And he had worked ou Tony with the
hand of a master. The metamorphosis in
him leit nothing to be desired.” He was ‘as
unlike the stalwart athlete who had entered
the establishment half an hour before as
could well be imagined.

Tony cuackled, as he caught sight of his
reflection Ina mirror cutside a hairdresser's.

“I eould sit and have a meal with you at
the same table and you'd not guess who
1 really was in a month of Sundays, my dear
Courtney,” he thought. “If you get up to
any wmonkey tricks - as I think -you will,
you'll find yourself caught red-handed this
time and in the hands of the police before
you can say ¢ knife "! "’

- - - -

Harry Lestrade, in company with Marjorie
and her father and the footballers, caught
the mid-day train from Lime Street on the
following dav. avd the  long journey to
Euston was commenaed

Once or twice Harry was a little silent ana
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‘meets Newbold, and they are talking to-

‘gether when Tony Wage sees them, He

daslhes into a- theatrical shop and asks
¥
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bold, who is up against Harry, to ad-
minister drugs to his team at hali-time.

The dastardly scheme is carried out,
and when the two teams commence the
play again, three of the Wanderers fall
down unconscious. But in spite of this
catastrophe, Codling, the captain of
the Wanderers, decides to continue the
mafch, playing short.

After a stern strugegle the Wanderers
defeat their opponents. Later Tony Wagg
discovers that Newbold is responsible for
the drugging, and Newbold is furned out
of the .club,

On Tearing Haste Harry wins the Grand
Courtney is so furious that he

L]

for a disgnise. ;
- (Now read on.)

thoughtful. He had received a telegram
from Tony Wagg just prior to his dinner of
celebration being served on the preceding
evening, stating that urgent business had
called Tony ‘hack to Wessex. =~

Harry wondered what this “urgent busl-
ness " could have been. . Somehow, he did
not quite credit that it was the true expla-
nation of the trainer's absence, for he could
not forget how Tony had disappeared on
the racecourze, and he was puzzled.

The boy would have been even more
mystifled as to the trainer’s "objects, how-
ever, could he have been aware that in the
véry next carriage to the reserved compart-
ment in which he sat with the Randalls,
' Tony was coolly seated in a corner, a wig, a
false moustache and beard, and a pair of
tinted spectacles causing him to look quite
a different person from his usual happy self.

Auvstin Courtney and Newbold were also
~on the train and that was the reason of
Tony's pressuce. He had watched outside

well past midnight, snatched a few hours
sleep, and been at his pest again early in
the morning,

When Courtney and Newbold, who ap-
peared to have heen staying with him, left
for the station, the “wvenerable old gentle-
man ” had followed close upon their heels,
and when they had boarded the train, he had
climbed into a compartment only a short
distance away from theirs. :

On reaching Euston, taxis carried Harry
and his friends across London. In another
cab, Courtney-and Newhold followed, and in
yet another their “shadow ™ trailed them.

In separale carriages, the party, the two
rogues, and tne watcher travelled down to
Weszzex, where, ou leaving the station, Harry
took leave of his team-mates and then
entered a ecar that had been waitine for
Sir Travers and Marjorie.

By this time darkness had fallen and a
full moon hung in a cloudless sky. Paying
no heed to the white-haired old man who
came slowly out of the station after them,
Aunstin  Courtney and Newhold watched

Tarry and his friends drive away and

ol Tod Tod Bed Lod Bl Dod Bogd Fod Sod Tou

Courtney's hotel on the previous night until |

exchanged meaning glances. €n foot, they
set out in the direction of 8ir Travers
Randall’s residence.

The old man—or rather Tony Wage—
waited only long enough for them to get
a safe distance ahead, then he, in his turn,
went, after them.

The -bome of Sir Travers Randall lay in a
deep hollow beyond a stretch of moorland,
which the moon made almost as light as day.
T_he railway line took a turn in this direc-
tion, and, two hundred yards away, ran
parallel with Sir Travers' grounds. It infer-
sected a recognised footpath, and at this
point was a level crossing, reached by the
usual partially-enclosed swing gates.

A little distance down the line were some
sidings and the yard and buildings of a
sawmill. There were many tall clumps of
gorse near the mansion’s drive gates, where
the shadows lay black and deep. :

When Tony Wagg passed over the brow
of the decline, it was just in time to sce
two dark figures, which, he was sure, be-
lonzed to Courtney and Newbeold, pass be-
hind one of these clusters of gorse. As they
did not reappear though Tony halted and
watehed for some moments, the foothall
trainer guessed that the two scoundrels were
erouching behind the cover meaning to
attack Harry Lestrade when he Ileit the
house of his friends. : :

Tony Wagg began to move down the steep,
erass-covered slope at a smart pace, his in-
fention beinz himself to creep in amongst
the gorse and hide, so that he should be
near to go to the boy’s aid, should it be
necessary. ‘ut, -suddenly, disaster overtook
h.i]IL i iy 3

Tony put his foot in a rabbit’s hole and,
as he- pitched forward heavily on his face,
he badly wrenched his ankle. =

He rolled for some few yards down the
decline. - Then, as he clutched at the grass,
stayed his progress and attempted to regain

his feet, it was ouly to sink down again

with a stifled groan of pain. His ankle was
hopelessly . sprained and he could not put his
weight upon it. Tien
H%lrl‘}' Lestrage had taken a belated: tea
with the Ranaalls. He emerged from the
drive gates of Si: Travers’ house and crossed
the road running before them at the moment
of the trainer s acc'ient. Unsuspectingly the
boy walked towards the clump of gorse where
Courtney snd Newbold waited to anibush
hlil; he crouched on the hillside, his face
contorted with agony, Tony Wagg looked
towards the house and saw him. He opened
his lips to cry out a warning, but he was
late. :
ta’%wg dark tcrms- sprang out upon the boy
and" a sandbag wielded by one of them
whirled up and ﬂe;cend?gik U‘[.H‘.;ll;‘ Harry's
mple, sending him down like a 10E.
tEHE lay whm!;e he had fallep, &tunnt‘:d; i:ml:l
motionless, at the mercy of hiz enemies!:
The disguised Tony Wagg scrambled once
again to his feet. Hc tried to hobble down
the grassy mc;_::;rlami hill, but took no more
W s ’ :
thﬁtila aiﬂ%?lred Bi.}lfklﬂ gave way under him,
and he pitched on his hands and kuees.

i ing- he somehow choked back
Clenching his teeth, he s .

the groan the excruciating agony
brought into his throat. o
Once more he tried to walk; once more

collapsed and lay, sprawling, upon the
geﬁmp grg.ss. It was useless. To make his
way down the hill on foot was ont of the
question. :

What were the ]%wu s;uundrels_ contemplat-
ing doing with Harry —

%‘nny ‘L’Eagg erouched on the hlll.Tslrle watch-
ing Austin Courtney and Jem Newbold as,
between them, they p!gk&d up the: boy's
limp figure and carried it towards the rail-
way lines. ; __

A thrill of horror shot through the foot-
hall trainer’s breast. He knew that within
the next quarter of an hour an express bound
for the coast would thunder over the metals,
and at first he thought that the intention
of Harry's enemies was to lay him in its

ath,

: But as Tony continued to watch he saw- the
two scoundrels bear the unconscious form
of the lad through the gate leading on to
the level crossing and right across to the
farther side of the track, Then, with Harry
still swinging- between them, Courtney and
Newbold stumbled with him towards the
sidings and the sawmill a short distance down

the line.



Who Would have thought Billy Bunter a Detective? See the ‘* Magnet ''! 25

What devilry had they planned to indulge in there?

“ Tony Wagg began to crawl down the steep slope on hands and
Enees. In his present condition he would be no match for Courtney
and Newbold, though in normal times he would have stood up to
a dozen men, if necessary. But, at least, he would make a fight
against them for the life of the hoy, supposing the two rogues
intended taking it, as he felt almost sure they did.

Again, the presence of a witness to their intended villainy might
deter them, At all costs, he must somehow come up with them.

He crawled down to the level ground below., Then he got upon
his feet—or, at least, upon his one good foot—and began to hop
towards the building across the line.

Meanwhile, Austin Courtney and Jem Newbold had carried Harry
Lestrade into the deep shadow cast by the wall surrounding the
yard of the sawmill “

““Go and reconnoitre,” Courtney whispered to the disgraced foot-
Laller. “The men will not have knocked off nntil quite recently,
for I know the mill has been working at high pressure on a big
contract of late, and the hands have put in overtime might after
night. Make sure they have all gone, and, if you can get in,
sce If there is still sufficient steam to work the machinery.”

Newbold nodded and left him.

The ex-footballer crept to the tall gates that opened into the
yard. He tried them and found them either locked or bolted. He
gave a spring and clutched at their top. :

In another momient he was astride them, and he dropped lightly
into the yard. 'He found that the gates were secured by a couple
of stout bolts. Somedne had shot them into their sockets and then
probably left by passing through the adjoining offices.

Newbold drew the bolts and opened one of the gates a few
inches, leaving it ajar so that he should have a ready means of ,

escape in case of surprise.

But all proved to be dark In the mill when he crept to one of
the windows and peered through.
scarf lLie had been wearing and broke a pane of glass.
througlr his hand, he released the fastening of the window, then
raised it. : '

Newbold climbed into the darkness beyond. Next moment he
was spraying the light of an electric pocket torch about him.
His eyes fell upon that for which he had been looking—the mill's
great circular steam saw. : : -

The suspeuded football player stepped up to the machine, in
which a long, thick plank had been left, ready to be sawn in halves
when work was restarted on the following Monday morning.

“He dréw back a lever and the saw began slowly to revolve. It
was none too quickly, for steam was dying down; yet there was
sufficient power remaining to draw the plank into the machine,
and for the cruel teeth of the saw to begin to hiss through it.

Newbold gave an evil chuckle. He was a man of fierce passions,
and the mingled triumph and hatred in his eyes caused him to
jook almost fiendish. He stopped the machine and then returned
to the window. -

He climbed through, returned across the yard, and rejoined
- Courtaney, who stood over the limp figure of Harry, whom he had
thrown unceremoniously upon the greund. :

““It's all right—yonr plan’s possible,® he said. g
power to cut through a plank that’s been left in the machine.
When he is found on Monday, it will be thought he got monkey-
ing with the machinery, and that a terrible accident has hap-
pened. Let's get it over quickly now,” he added, shuddering in
gpite of himself.

They picked up Harry and carried him into the yard and across
to the window Newhold had opened.

The latter clambered throngh, and Courtuey helped him to drag
‘the boy .in after himm. Then Harry Lestrade’s cousin followed, hig
face white and his hands trembling at the thought of the terrible
. deed they contemplated. : :

They lifted the boy, and, feeling their way between the benches,
~took him to the steam saw and laid him prone on the plank.

Newbold flashed the light of his torch upon their victim. Still
quite unconscious, Harry lay with his head towards the saw, his
face dead white, his eyes fast closed.

“You young hound, you have cheated me out of nalf a millien
of money, but it shall do you no good!” Courtney hissed, as he
¢lenched his fist and struck the senseless lad in the face. % You
are not going to live to enjoy as much as & sovereign of it!"

For just a breathing space the scoundrel hesitated. Then, his
hand went-unsteady to the lever and closed upon it. He drew it
back. The saw began to revolve and, as the board was cut through
like s0 much cheese the unconscious Harry was drawn nearer and
nearer the hissing and deadly teeth.

It seemed that his fate was sealed.

“Let's get ont of this!’’ Newbold said hoarsely, his nerve sud-
denly entirely forsaking him. But Courtney, who had taken the
torch from his hand, stood gloating over his handiwork, a light
of something very like insapity in his eyes.

Hiss-5-5-5!

Round and round flew the saw, gatheriug speed, and nearer and
nearer Harry was bhorne to an awful death. Then Newbold uttered
a ‘gasp of consternation as he heard an exelamation of horror
from the open window at his back.

He spun round, to see an individual who looked like an old man
clambering through. In panic Newbold rushed towards him, jerk-
img froin his pocket and swinging up the sandbag he had used
to fell Harry Lestrade.

The newcomer dropped to the concrete floor of the mill, standing
upon one leg and swaying uncertainly, He caught the force of
the vicious blow Newhold aimed at him on a hastily-crooked .arm,
Then, his other hand, bunched hard, flew to the point of the ex-
focthaller’s chin and sent him prome upon his back. .

“Quick, Briggs! There’s murder being done!' the newcomer—
who wag, of course, the disguised Tony-—eried, an instant before
Courtney hurled himself at him and sent him down.

(Continued on page 28.)

He muffted his fist in the thick
Slipping -

“There's enough.
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Test Harlene-Hair-Drill FREE!
1,000,000 MAGNIFICENT HAIR PROMOTING GIFTS

DO you know that your Hair has a certain monetary value of

its own to you in your everyday business I*ife'!

Many people are put down as “too old ¥ simply becauge
the condition of their Hair makes them look and feel so, when in
reality they are really in the prime of life and af the Dest age
to give satisfactory service:t to 't-hf.‘lr employers, -~

Do not let this happen to you!l .
Beautiful Hair is t-li}m greatest gift Nature has to bestow, and
s appreciated by everyone, whether in business or social life, and
it i3 not even difficult or costly to obtain; in fact, you may start
on tlhie road TO-DAY, FREE of ecost, by posting the Coupon below
for a Valuablé and Generous Gift Trial Outfit for the practice of
“*Harlene Hair-Drill.” e ;
Bach of these Gift Outfite contains the following and makes a
complete Seven-day Course:i—
" 1. A BOTTLE OF “ HARLENE.” The Hair Food and Tonic with
a reputation of upwards of 40 years to prove ifs ellicacy.
It is used by leading Actresses, Cinema Queens, and Leaders
of Society all over the World, and is the only Hair ¥ood and
Tonic which works Nature’s way.
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B 1 hat (s the value of YOUR 8
Hair} Do youpossess Beau- S
tiful, Long, Lustrous and
Wavy Hair, which ¢om-
mands otlention every-
where? I} not, post the
Coupon below to-day for a
FREE “HARLENE-HAIR-
DRILL®™ GIFT OUTFIT
and commence to raise the
: value of your Hair to 20s.
(RS B {n the 2.

' ET OF *CREMEX” SHAMP0O. This is an anti-
S nsesag ‘;uriﬂer_ which thoroughly cleanses the hair and ar.:alE
of all scurf, ete., and prepares the hair for the “Hair-Drill

Treatment. You should avoid greasy, hair-matting
8. A FREE TRIAL BOTTLE OF .''UZON,” a high-class

®Brilliantine that gives to “Harlene-Drilled” Hair the
ré.u:]lianb lustre of pgertect. health, and which is especially
beneficial in, those cases where the scalp is inclined to
be *“dry. : .
. THE SECRET MANUAL OF '“HARLENE-HAIR-DRILL"
> Tmntaining the discoverer’'s detailed Instructions for the
most effective method of carrying out the “Hair-Drill.”

It you suffer in any way from:i—

1. Falling Hair,
2. Greasy Scalp,

B. Scurf,

6. Over-Dry Scalp,
3. Splitting Hair, 7. Thinning Hair,
4. Dank and Lifeless Hair, 8. Baldness,

elay a moment longer in sending for your FREE Gift.
d“xrm}%ui Hrair i« Grey, Faded, or losing colour, you should try
“ Astol ” at once, free of charge, by enclosing an extra 2.--:1. stamp
for the postage and packing of the “Harlene-Hair-Drill* pa..mEI—
j.e., 6d. stamps in all—when, in addition to the *Hair-Drill,” a
trial bottle of “ Astol ® will also be included.

After a Free Trial you will be able to obtain further supplies of
“Harlene *, at 1s. 1id., 2s. 9d. and 4s. 9d. per. hﬂ'trt!fi; “ Uzon
Brilliantine, 1s. 1id. and 2s. 9d. per bottle; “Cremex” Shampoo
Powders, 1s. 6d. per box of seven Shampoos (single packets 3d.
each): and “Astol ” at 8s. and 5s. per bottle, from Chemists and
Stores all over the world.

“Harlene” Free Gift Coupon

h and post to EDWARDS' HARLENE, Ltd.
20, 2“2?‘:53. & ﬂs,pLan:_Lh's Conduit Street, London, W.C. L.
Dear Sirs,—Please send me your Free “ Harlene " Four-Fold
Hair-Growing Outfit, as described. I enclose 4d. in stamps for
postage and packing to my address.

POPULAR, 20/1[23.
NOTE TO READERS.

i r FULL name and address clearly on a plain
p&gtgiguaupar. pin this counpon to it, H.H.d post as directed
above. DMark envelope '' Sample Dent. 2

N.B.—I{ your hair is GREY, enclote exira 2d. stamp—6d. in
all—and a FREE bottle of “ A4stol’ for Grey Hair will also be

sent you.

TuE Porvrar.—No. 209,



26 Get your name down, chaps!

I E

opened, and old Mack uand Sergeant Kettle
came in, hbearing a heavy trunk between
them.

The trunk was bumped down on the floor. |

“'Bayy, ain't it?” pasped old Mack.
Wi vlrot'?:—r 3

“You're richt,” said the sergzeant.

“Books, I s'pose,” said Mack, “Leastways,
he said it was to come into this 'ere study,
not upstairs. Wot does a man want with all
them books, hey?”

“Blessed if I know!” said Mr. Kettle. “No
use for 'em myself, I know that.”

“And p'r'aps our gentleman svouldn't want
stuch a blessed lot if he 'ad the carrying of
*om about!” said old Mack darkly. * Ahem!
Aht Hum! Hem! [-—I didn't see you,
gir!"

Mr. Egerton stepped into the study.

His face was bland, however; he did not
scein to have heard the old porter's remarks.

“ Thank you,” he said. *“ Did you f{ind
it heavy? I Dbave a number of
books,”

“'Kavy is the word, sir,” mumbled old
Mack. :

But his brow ecleared as the new master
dropped a half-crown into his hand, and
the sergeant smiled as he received a similar
coin.

A3 they went down the passage they com-
pared notes, and decided that Mr. Egerton
was a gentleman!

Mornington had been grinning behind the
screen, but he ceased to grin as he heard
Mr. Egerfon’s voice, .

He remained very quiet, hoping that the
new master would leave the study; but
apparently Mr. Egerton had finished his tea

rather

with the Head and Mrs. Chisholm, and had |

come to stay.

The prospect of remaining behind the
screen  while Mr, Egerton unpacked his
books was rather a dismaying one,

The hidden junior heard the Form master
cro3s £o the door when Mack and Kettle
were gone, and close it.

' To his surprise, he heard a click, and
knew that Mr. Egerton had locked “the
door, s

Why the new master should lock himself |

in the study with his trunk was a mystery
to Mornington, and his curiosity was
aroused.

His eyes scanneid the sereen in front of
him, and found a small slif in the material
—it was not a vew screen, by any means.

Morny had just applied his eve to the
slif, when Mr. Egerton came towards the
sereen.

The junior's heart thumped.

For a moment he thought "that
presence there was discovered.

But' Mr. Egerton passed the
towards the window. -
1':-];% drew the blinds and turned on the
1zhit, ;

Then Morny heard him unlock the trunk.

There was a sound of unpacking, and of
books being laid on the floor, and Morny
put his eye to the slit again.

Mr, Egerton was unpacking
methodieally.

He lifted out a writing-case and laid it
on the study table.

Then he carefully relocked the trunk.

Morny hoped that he was finished now,
and would leave. But instead of that, Mr.
Egerton drew a chair to the table and sat
down.

Ile opened the writing-case, and selected
notepaper from the interior, and Morny,
watching through the sereen.in wonder, saw
him examining if, as if in search of some
special kind of paper,

The Form master muttered ~oinething, as
if he had found what he wanted, and the
junior’s wondering eyes noted that the sheet
of paper he held in his hand %bore an
engraved heading.

It was in -the full light, and Meornington
was easily able to read the heading:
“Highwood Collegiate School.”

his

screemn,

his  traonk

There was more, in smaller. type, which

Morny could not discern.

Mr. Egerton laid the sheet on the fable,
and took up a pen.
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THE MYSTERY MASTER!

(Continued from page 23.)
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He began to write slowly, but mot upon
the Highwood paper, though he had sorted
it out so carefully.

He was writing upon blank sheets slowly,
as if composing a letter very carefully as
he went along.

Mornington groaned inwardly.

Iliz brief curiosity had evaporated, and
he was not in the least interested in the
master's proceedings., Neither had he any
desire to play the spy.

The junior would have given a good deal
to be safe oubt-of the study.

If the man would only go—1 ;

But Mr. Egerton showed no sign of going.

He wrote sheet after sheet, and Morn-
ington suppressed’ his yawns, :

“I think that will do!”

Morny started as the unconscious Form |

master made that remark aloud,
slight laugh followed it.

He. glanved through fhe slit again.

To his blank amazement, Mr. Egerton had
taken the Highwood School notepaper, and
Lati:i it very carefully on the blotter belfore

im.

He proceeded to copy out the last sheet
he had written, upon the Highwood paper!

That action was so

and a

he szaw aright.

Why should a man at Rookwood School
write upon Highwood School notepaper,
after carefully composing first what he
intended to write?

There could be only one explanation—that
he was writing a letter which was to appear
to come from Highwood.

What it conld possibly mean was a mys-
tery- to Mornington.

There was dead silence in the study as
Mr. Egerton wrote the letter, and read it
over after it was written.

He 1aid it aside, and carefully coliected
the other sheets he had written, crumpled
them, and put them into the fire, stirring
the fire till they were all consumed.

Mornington was a good deal more than

suspicious now. )

All those sheets had evidently been rough
drafts, and he had carefully destroyed
them.

Only the Iletter on the Highwood paper
remained. :

Mr. Egerfon examined it carefully, with
Morny's amazed eye on him, and folded it,
crumpled it a little, and rubbed it on the
blotter.

Morny did not need telling that this was

{ to take the newness off it, and give it the

appearance of an eld letter.
Then the master slipped it
pocket.

into -his

He stood then, as if in deep thought;, and |
"Mornington saw his face in the light.

It was pale, and there were deep lines
it.

He moved af last, and went to the door
and unlocked if.

He came back and reached wp to the
light, and then suddenly paused.

Mornington’s heart stood still

The master’s eyes had turned upon the
screen, with a glitter in them that told
Mornington that he was discovered.

Morny drew his head back from the slit,

He knew he could not have been seen;
but doubtless he had made some slight
soutd: his breathing, perbhaps, which he
had been suppressing, had been incautious
for a moment.

For some seconds there was silence, and
Mornington hoped that he had been mis-
taken. \

Then the new master spoke guietly.

“You can come put!”

That made it clear that the game was up,
and Morpington quietly pushed the screen
aside, and stepped out of the alcove.

He faced the Form master calmly, but
with a beating heart.

“Mornington, 1 think " said Mr. Egerton,
scanning him.

“What are yvon doing here?”

“I was behind the screen,” sald Morny.

*1 know that. Why did you come here?
The truth, mind!** .

: ubterly astounding |
that Moray could only blink, wondering if

There’s some rush booked for OUR NEXT ISSUE !

“] came’ to rag the study,” said Mnrning—

{ ton,-as coolly as he counld.

“I see. A renewal of what occurred this
afternoon at the station in Coombe,” said
Mr. Egerton. _

“Yes." : : e

“And you have been hiding there while I
was unpacking my trunk, and writing &
letter?”

L1 Yes'll ; =

The master's eyes were searching his face,
as if they would read his very soul.

Morny returned his gaze calmly, though
his heart was throbbing. :

He did not mean to let Mr. Egerton suspect
that he had seen, and noted, the Highwood
School paper. e

He looked as unconscious as he could.

“I have overlooked what happened in
Coombe to-day,” said Mr. Egerton. *“I can
make allowances for foolish boys, and their
attachment to a former master. DBut any-
thing further of that kind, Mornington, will
not be allowed, and I shall punish you very
severely Tor entering my study without
permission.”

Mornington breathed hard.

He knew as well as if he had been told
that the new master dreaded that he had
observed something, though he dared nob
question him, lest by so doing he should
betray himseif. ' . -

And he knew, too, that a bitter punishmen
was coming, not because he had intended to
“rag " the study, but- because the new
master had a secret, and feared prying eyes.

Mr. Egerton picked up a cane.

“Hold ont your hand, Mornington!”

Swish, swish, swish, swish! - :

The cuts were ferrible ones, and Morning-
ton, tough as he was, grew quite pale.

As the master signed to him to hold ouf
his hand again after the fourth cuf, the
junior put his hands behind him. =

“Hold out your hand, Mornington!” said
the new master harshly. :

“I've had enmough!” said Morny, between
his teeth. :

“Will yon obey me?”

“Hﬂ.“

The next moment he was grasped by the
collar, and the cane lashed on his shoulders.

The junior struggled and kicked and
shouted, but the cane lashed again and again.

The master was almost breathless when he
threw open the door, and tossed the quivering
junior into the corridor.

“Now go!” he said grimly.

Mornington tottered away. = -

“Morny!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver, aghast,
coming quickly up the passage.

Morny’s wild yells had reached many ears.

Mr. Egerion stepped out of the study.

“Boys!” he said, and the startled juniors
inoked at him. *Mornington entered my
study for what he calls a rag, have
punished him. Any boy in my Form who
follows his example will be dealt with in the
same way.” :

And Mr. Egerton strode away to the Head's
study.

.IinJ;my Silver took Mornington’s arm.

Morny was white as chalk, and quiveriog
with pain. e

He did not speak as a dozen juniors
crowded with him up the staircase to his
study in fhe Fourth. :

Erroll uttered a sharp exclamation as he

| came in.
“Morny! What—" -
Mornington threw himself into a chair,
easping.

“He's had it bad, and no mistake!” sald
Lovell. “Buf, really, Morny—— Dash it all,
the man couldn’t be expected to stand having
his study ragged.” :

“I've had it bad,” said Mornington,
between his teeth, “not because of a rag, but
because that man’s got a seeref, and he was
afraid I'd found it out.” -

“Morny, old chap—" murmured Jimmy
Silver.

Mornington turned his face away, and the
juniors left the study. - :

Later, when Jimmy Silver & Co. went down
after prep, they met Mr. Egerton in the
corridor, and he stopped to speak and smile
pleasantly.

Jimmy Silver shook his head as he went
into the Common-room.

Morny and Mr. Bootles could say what they
chose, but Jimmy Silver could not believe
that the master of the Fourth was a man
with a dubious past!

THE END.

(Mornington has discovered the new
master's secret. What will happen now!
See next week's topping tale of Rookwood.)

How Long Will Mr. Egerton’s Dark Past Remain a Secret 2



DICK TURPIN—the merry highwayman who will thrill you. See next week! 27
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 EDITOR!

‘Your Editor is always pleased to hear from his readers,
Address : The Editor, The “* Popular,” The rleetway
House, Farringdon St., London, E.C.4.
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“ THE REWARD OF VALOUR.™
There Is one thing to be said about the new story of Greyiriars

in next wek’s “Pop.” It was just like Sidney James Snoop. The }

mean actions of Snoop have offen caused big trouble at Greyiriars.
So it is again. The yarn shows how Blundell won a prize of ene
pound in a competition, Snoop intercepts the letter which apprises
Blundell of his good fortune, and alters the flgure to make it
appear the Filth-Former has netted no less a sum than £100. You
cannot blame Blundeil for feeling pleased; he has long been wanting
4 motor-bike, and with all that hard cash coming, as he thinks,
he brogks no delay, but just buys eme. When the truth comes out,
Blundell finds himself in a quandary. Acting on the impulee of the
moment, he borrows money from. the school sports’ fund to meet
ihe debt he has run into, thanks to Snoop. The position is a bad
one, and Blundell is hard hit. He is a fine fellow, as we all know,
and there never has been any question of the soundness of his
principles. On this oceasion, however, Blundell is placed in an
extremely awkward position. The wind-up is dramatie. Blundell,
while out on his motor-bike, is imstrumental in saving someone’s
life, and this new iriend comes to the aid of the Fifth-Form skipper
in handsome style. -

LIVELY TIMES AT CEDAR CREENK.

Look out for a ratfling story of Frank Riehards & Co. in the
backwoods next week. “The Gold Thief » ia the goods! Of course,
the thief gets the goods in the first place, and, worse still, he leayves
bebind a train of ugly circnmstances which lead to the linking
of Frank Riechards” name with an aundacious bit of pillage. That,
however, is speedily eleared up, and Frank Richards and his ehums
soon get on the tracks of the wrongdoer.. The mew yarn is worthy
of the topping series.

ROOKWOOD RUCTIONS.

Mornington makes a very ecurious discovery at Rookwood. As
yvou know, Rookwood is in a ferment with the strike of the masters,
‘There iz something “fishy ** about the new Form master. This is
where Mornington comes in. Next week’s story, “Form Master
and Thief,” presents an amazing situation, and Mornington's
capture in the dead of night when churehyards yawn, will be read
about with keen interest.

A GREAT MATCH,

“The Mateh that Made History ™ is an extra speeial yarn of St.
Jim’s. Plenty of vim in it, and another good impression of Cardew.
Cardew cames in at the right time; and in the ficht for the Public
Schools’ Challenge Cup, 8St. Jim's win. It is a terrifie struggle.

The part played by Ralph Recknegs Cardew is noteworthy. Cardew-

gets himself talked about and with reason. This is a story to make
any football plaver sit up.

OUR SUPPLEMENT.

Bunter ean blow his own trumpet—and does—but there are times
and reasons when he is amply justiffied in doing so. Take the
Supplement, namiely, “Bunter's Weekly " for next Tuesday. 1t is
the schoolboy-tradesmen number. A smart idea this. I am not
going to say that the porpoise knows all there is to know concerming
the higher branches of trade. But he does know something about
tuekshop management. If you doubt this statement, just ask Mrs.
Jessie Mimble about it. DBunter hit on a first-class stunt this time.
Prade has a rare fascination. It is more captivating still when
Bunter takes to handling the subject. The coming Supplement is
one of the most amusing issues wec have ever had. Don't miss it
whatever rou do.

MORE LAURELS FOR VICTOR.

T am referring to Victor Nelson. He won't mind. You never miet
anybody yet who resented laureis. In his serial, “Rival Sportsmen,”
this famous author has still forther astonishing episodes to narrate.
He ean a tale unfold, and, as we reach the culmination, the tale
gets better than ever.

THE BIG EVENT.

This, of course, iz the comiag serial. You will Lo in a position
{0 form some aceurate ideas of this splendid treat in a week or so.
I is encugh to point out now that the new story is the grandest
highwayman 3erial ever written, It is the work of Mr. David
“Goodwin, and the title is “Stand and Deliver.”

FREE REAL GLOSSY PHOTOS

The “Popular” has reason to be proud of its magnificent photo
series. Every reader next week will receive another topping photo-
graph. Tell your chums about this tempting offer. 1t is an an-
rivajled opportunity.

OUR COMPETITION

This eapital feature more than holds its own. ¥t is a fine fest of
kill, and next week’s problem is of extra special interest,
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AMATEUR
MECHANIC|

without serving an
apprenticeship

at home in the evenings and over the week-ends |
§ you can become thoroughly proficient in a number |
§ of trades by carefully studying and practising the §
| nstructions  and  following the diagrams and §
i drawings. Make up your mind to. try, and
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iwill teach you a trade|

| The instructions are ever so easy to understand §
and to follow, and there is not the least fear of §
' you going wrong. Start to-day and _5

Learn to become -

B A boot and shoe maker—Glass-blower—Electrical engineer— §
§ General engineer—Bricklayer—Cabinet maker—Metal tuper— §
8 Painter and decorator—Electrotyper—Woadworker—Taxidermist §
8 —Boat builder—Gold plater—French polisher—Concrete worker §
8 _Bookbinder—Motor mechanic—Solderer—Watch maker and &
‘repairer—Ironworker—Tinsmith, silversmith, coppersmithy et,e.

| Learn how to do these jobs|

To make & padded chair from an old cask—To stuff fors—To stuff and §
g moint hird:aEW-:md iplaying—To prepare working drawings—To renovata
B o grandfather clock—To make garden arbeurs, arches, seals, summer- g
% houses. elc.—To use metal drilling tools—To renovate mirrors—To mend K
8 china—To do fretwork—To lmewhite poultry-houses—To do gold-plating ;
8 and silver-plating—To clean a watchi—Te mend keyless waiches and g
B ordinary watches—To distemper céllings and walls—To make picture- g
f frames and frame pistures—Curtain fitting—DMefal castings—To clean §
B naint off glass—To elean boilers—To fix an anthragite stove—To re-gild ¥

and restore picture-frames—How to use spanners—To make doors and g
§ windows draught-proef—Ta paint walls—To da Inmkeljglating-—'l‘a ciife
® noises in hot-water pipes—India and glue varmishes—To mike plaster §

casts, ele., ete. --

Send to-day, for the free book
will tell you all about “ The
Amateur Mechanie,” what it will
do for you and so on. Send

4 ' for this book now—It's Free.

| _NO MONEY REQUIRED— |

To The WAVERLEY BOOK CO. Litd. (U.J.E. Dept.),
96, Farringdon Strcet, London, E.C. 4. =

Please send me, without charge, your Free Ilustrated
Booklet containing all particulars as to _contents, authors, §  Bo
ele., of ““THE AMATEUR MECHANIC ''; also informa-
tién as to.your offer to send the Complete Werk for a merely § B8
nominal frst payment, the balares fo bLe paid over a few 1§ B
small monthly payments, beginning after the Christmas §
helidays ave over.

b7 L e g e T T e ey B e e {
{Send this form In unsealed envelope with halfpenny stamp.} 3
-4
q
J&DDREES '!'lirti-i-l.-i-lI-Illlli‘ltllllll‘lﬂ"'lll'lll-""""'"'ll’"'l'l"""‘"""l'H""""""“‘-I’ll'll""'""'I'I'-'---- -
g2 L TN LT SR e vt ol e e ey il L ; j

IE PoruLAaR.—No. 209.'-



el

28

-

“ The Rival Sportsmen!”

(Continued from page 25.)

—
—
p—

-

o

-

it

=t

—

ST R

To the consternation of Austin Courtney,
he saw _that a second figure was outlined
in the open window. Metal buttons glinted
in the glecom, then a beam of light from a
lantern was. shot into the mill.

Tony Wagg had fallen in with the local
cpnstable, & man named Briggs,
had hopped to the vicinity of the road
near the house of Sir Travers Randal, and,
telling him something of the dark doings
he believed to be going on in the mill, he
had brought the policeman with him to in-
vestigate. : =

Into the mill Briggs swung himself, drop-
ping his: lantern ~and whi{)ping out  his
truncheon... The mill was plunged in-dark-

ness, but not before Tony Wagg had seea-

that Harry Lestrade’'s head was within a
foot of the formidable saw,

- Whilst the constable grappled with Court-
nay, Tony dragged himself across the floor.
Blindiy, sick with lorror, he groped for the
flgure of Harry Lestrade, as, gripping at the
{ramework of the machine, he hauled him-
self to-his feet.

His fingers fouched Harry's face. [ “Fony
clutehed at him, and dragged him from off
the board. Both fell to the floor as Tony's
crocked ankle gave way under hiim. The
foothall trainer knew A terrible suspense.
Had he been in time? he wondered, as he
fumbled at Harry's head.

He drew a breath of intense relief. The
hoy was uninjured, though it must have been
a ‘close shave, Leaving him on the foor,
Tony: crawled towards where
shruggied with the lad’s would-be murderer,

but it was only to be hurled flat as Court- |

ney contrived to strike the policeman heavily
~in- the mouth, and sent him toppling over
him. ; -
.- Belore Briggs -eould pick
. Courtney had clambered throtugh the window
. asd dropped into the yard. -

Coustable Briggs secrambled up, and almost
Aung himself through the window after him.
But -Courtney, - terror-stricken now, had
dashed across the yard, and was through

fiimsell™ up,

when he |

Briggs

{

‘metals, and lie sprang on to them.

the gates. When Briggs followed, he fotind
Courtney on the railway #rack, and the
thunder of an approaching train rang in the
constable's ears. - :

Headlights were close at hand on the down
line. 1t was the express for the coast
approaching.

Courtney saw the lights, and hesitated
near the down metals, Briggs made a dash
towards him, shouting to him fo “look-out.”
But Courtney scemed to think he could geb
across before the express thundered over the

- He caught his foot against a sleeper and
sprawled on his hands and knees. The ex-
press, not a hundred yards distant now, and
travelling at sixty miles an hour, was rush-
ing towards him, and he uftfered a whimper
of fear as he struggled up.

e ———

‘The Escaps of Courtney!

USTIN COURTNEY saw. the coastal
¢xpress thundering down upoen him
as he flung a horrified glance to one
side. He gathered himself together

and made a wild spring for safety.
To Constable Briggs it looked as though
he must have been just too late.

The policeman helieved that, even as his ]
body had been in the air and leaviag the
track, the engine had struck him.

With the perspiration glistening on hLis
brow, Constable Briggs waited whilst. the
express clattered and rattled b{; He ex-
pected €0 see Austin Courtmey’s body lying
crumpled and mangled beside the permanent-
way. But what he did see brouzht a gasp |
of amazement from his lips.

Courtney. was rushing away into the
shadows on the opposite side of the track.

He was apparently uninjured, and it was
clear that, nurrow shave though it had been,
he had contrived just te jump out of the
path of the onrushing locomontive. :

Briggs ‘would have gone after him without |
delay, but at that moment he heard the
sounds of running feet at his back. :

He spon round on  his heels. He had
dropped  hiis  truncheon in  the  mill,
but he did not hesitate, as hie found New-
bold dashing in his direction.

HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS
" AND FILMS.

Send for New Free Iilustrated List of Machines, Toy
and Professional, from 10/6 upwards, and Accessories.
Films, all lengths, for Sale or Exchange. Enquiries
-invited, Special Line, {'heap Cinemas {or Shops.

FORD’S, Dept. A.P.,

London, W.G. 1.

Red Lion Square,

rolled the ex-footballer beneath him.
.Newbald:-was no-weakling, and, shaking off
the effects of the heavy blows, he struck

- WIRELESS
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The disgraced footballer had failed fto
realise his presence until now.

With an oath, Newbold made to swerve and
dodge the constable. The latter, however,
sprang for him, and the two men grappled
and went down in a huddled, scrambling heap
between the down metals. :

Newbold was panting hard.

Prior to leaving the. saw-mill he had
engaged in a desperate fight with the dis-
gulsed Tony Wagg.

It will be remembered that the Iatfer
had been sent to the ground when Austin.
Courtney had struck Briggs and sent him
sprawling over the traincr’s crawling figure.

Briggs had gone after Courtney when
Harry Lestrade’s cousin had scrambled
through the windew, as weé already know,

Recovering from the smashing blow to the
point given him by Teny, Nowbold had
attempted to follow, only to have his anklo
arabbed by Tony and to be dragged haek.

He had fallen, and Tony and he had
fought 1like tigers, rolling over and over
locked in each other's arms. Luek had becn
with Newhbold in the end, however.

Tony Wagg's temple had come into con-
tuct with ones of the legs of a bench, and
he had been stunnsd and temporaril® pat out

-of action. E

Newbold had been guick to take advantagze
of the fact.

He had fallen rather than climbed through
the window, terrified at the possibility of
a ¢harge of attempted murder being brought
aralnst him, and he had rushed ia the
direction of the track—almost to collide with
Briggs. 3

Their fingers ciawing for a hold on one
another’s wind-pipes, the suspended player
and the plucky policeman fought madiy for
the mastery.

Briggs contrived to dash his clenched fist
again and again Into Newbold's face as he
But.

back with all his strength, dazing the <von-
stable, for he caught him fully between-the
eyes.

(There will be another long instalent of
our amazing sporting servial next weell)
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v7T/8, Wesglt,

- | WHY BE SHO
9-Fold B8tronz at once,

¥.0, for particulars an

Carried out in ?ﬁur own home, guite privately. Your frispds will

be astonished at the improvement in Yyour appearance.
from 2 tn 5 inches increase.

o0 need,
reatmont

—If a few ¢xtra inches are what
commence the Girvan Scientific

Btudents repork
You will work, eat, and sleep better. Beand

£100 guaranies to ENQUIEY DEPT. A M. P.,

17, STROUD GREEN B ._u). LONDON, N.4.

FREE—
Cash or 1/-

FUN FOR ALL. [iheie s o taans

Accordeons, 12/8 to 42/-. Gramophones, 38/8
to 77/6. Clocks, 4/8 to B5/-. atchea, 5/«
to - TO/-. Joewellary, Noveltles, Toyz, Etc.—
PAIN'S PRESENTS HOUSE, Dept. 8 A,
HASTINGSE. (Estadlished 35 Years. )

OF NEW GCOUNTRIES, including Fi
50 STAMP White Russia  Pictorials, et{t.‘. 3d. onlf {aia"r?fa %rr.:id

P.0.).—H. HOMER, Centre Buildings, LYE, STOURBRIDGE.

WIRELESS oot

EETE.—'-Tha Simplest, Best, and Cheapaat Sets and
Desk E, DEAN TRADIXG CO., 94, Drayton Avenus, West Eallng, W.13.

Parts for the Beginner. Tllustrated Catalogus Yrea —
DON'T BE BULLIED I3et"or SoltDetence " sitiset

Weapons. For small boys and men (also women). Send NOW Four

Penny Stamps for Splendid ILLUSTRATED BAMPLE LESSONS, or
3/6 for Large Portion of Course.—Dept. P.R., SCHOOL OF JUJITSU,
31, Geolden $q., Regent St., London, W.1, Personal T_uitiun also given,

FREE FUN!

Our Punny Novelty causing roars of langht

¥ er.
_ & - FREE fo all sonding 1/- for 70 Cute Conjuring
Tricks, 12 J‘nllf} Joke Trioks, 6 Oatchy Ogin Tricks, 5 Cunning Oard Tricks
5 Mystifying Magio Tricks, 250 Riddles, 18 Games, 10 Funny Readings.
5 Funny Recitations, 21 Monologues, 73 Toasts, Easy Ventrilogiism Secret.
and 1,001 Attractions. Thousands delighted —0. HUGHES, 15. Wood St
Edgbaston Birmingham. Box of Wizard’s Magie Trick Cards (good), 2/-

ete. ©6d. each; 4 for 1/- (Veut. Treatise ivcid.). —Ideal Co., Clovedon, Som.
CINEMA FILMS, MACHINES, SPOOLS, SLIDES, eto., CHEAP!

Contie and Cowbhoy Films. 50-foot Sample Film, 1/3. Stamp for  Illus-
frated Listz.—TYSON & MARSHALL, 89, Castle Boulevard, Nottingham.

QSRS Sfor

"3y, Lhis handsome full-sized Gent's Lever
‘-.Wat-:h sent upon receipt of 1/-.  After

approval send 1 /- more, the balance may
mstalments uf
years, Chain

th
then be pard by 6 monthl
2lseach. Gua nteed;
ered Free with every waich,

returned in full if dissatished. Send 1/-
aow to Simpson's Ltd. (Dept. 90)

7’ 94, Queen Rd., Brighton, Sussex gt
Fres to appplicantftge

100 AUSTRIA & HNGARY STAWPS Bl |

s :;:mb. Mention Gift 50i. B. L. CORYN, 10, Wave Crest, Whitstable,
ent. : _

|

HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS.—Machines from T/6: with Take-up, from

i

3, LArge Stock oi Tilms. Sample Film, 1/-, Post Free. Lists .Free.—
Desk E, DEAN CINEMA CO., 94, Drayton Avenus, West Ealing, W.13.
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