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THE }ISSING CHINEE !—1In the dead of night Hop Hi, e Little Gireyfriars Chinee, disappears. What has happened
to him 2

Fag Wanted !
UH ALLO, hallo, hallo! What the
It was a half-holiday at Grey-
friarg, and most of the fellows were on the
Bob was not enjoying himself. He wanted to
e on the football-field, but there were two
thent.
Little Wun Lung, the Chince, was curled

THE FIAST CHAPTER.
dickens——"

Bob Cherry jumped up in alarm.
playing-fields, but Bob Cherry of the Remove
vwas in his study grinding away at lines.
hundred lines of Virgil to be done, and the
unfortunate junior had to stay in and de
up in the armchair, watching him through
hali-elosed eyelids as he ground away at the

intposition. Wun Lung had stayed in to keep
Bob Cherry company.
Bob was grinding wearily through the

adventures of the pioms ueas, when the
study door was suddenly flung open, and a
breathless figure darted into the study.
Bob Cherry jumped up so snddenly that a
shower of blots seattered from his pen over
the paper, reducing the impot to a state in
which it could not possibly be presented for

the inspeetion o©f Mr. Queleh, his Form
master.
“You silly ass!” roaved Bob Cherry.
Slam!

The deoor closed violently, and tbe junior
wio had darted into the study plunged ander
the table and ecrouched there, palpitating.

Bob Cherry glared at his ruined imposition,
and then stooped amd glared under the table.
The figure eurled up there was that of little
Hop Hi of the Second Form—Wun Lung’s
minor.

“You—you fathead!” breathed Bob Cherry,
in great wrath. “You've mucked up my
impot—do you hear? What are you doing
there, you—you Chinese image?”

Hop Hi gasped.

“Me solly!”

“T'll niake you sorrier!” snorted Bob
Cherry. “That’s fifty lines, at least, I've
got to do over again! You silly ass! What’s
the little game?”

“Lodee after me!” panted Hop i,
come hele—you no sayee noting!”

“Oh, blow Loder!” growled Bob Cherry.

There was a sound of heavy footsteps in
thie passage. Leder, the bully of the Sixth,
was evidently on the track of the fugitive
fag. Bob Cherry looked round the study,
and picked up a cricket-bat from the eorner.
Wan Lung jumped out of the armechair, and
fcized the poker. When Loder of the Sixth
paid a visit to a junier’s study, it very fre-
quently led to trouble, and the juniors
wanted to be ready for Loder.
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“Lodee

L “He
8sa

-the study, Lodee.”

The door was throwsn open, and the Sixth-
Former glared inio the study.

He seemed surprised at not
Second-Former,

the

seeing

“Did that Chinese raseal bolt in here?” he
demanded.

“Find out!” =uid Bob Cherry politely.

“No comee in here,” gaid Wun Lung. ‘Wun
Lung had been =some time at Greyiriars, and
be had learned many things frem his

English schooliellows, but he had not yet
learned to tell the truth. Beb Cherry had
tried very hard te instruet him on that peint,
even carrying his kindness so far as to lick
Wun Lung with a cricket-stump whenever he
canght ldm in a “whopper,” but he never
could get the little Oriental to understand
that it was wrong to tell lies.

Loder glared round the study.

“[ believe he came in here!” he growled.

disappeared semewhere along  this
S

hat de vou wamt him for?” demanded
Boh Cherry.

“I want a fag!” growled Loder. “It's
silly rot that you Remove kids can't be
fagged. If 1 were eaptain of Greyiriars I'd
scon change all that!”

“Lucky you're not eaptain, then, isn't it?”
said Bob cheerfully.

Loder seowled, and made a movement to-
wards Bob Cherry; but he caught sight ef
the cricket-bat, and pauszed. Certainly Loder
was a prefeet, and a junior certainly wasn’t
allowed to hit a prefect with a ericket-bab;
but if Loder “went for™ him, Bob Cherry was
very Hkely to hit first and think afterwards.
And the bully of the Sixth did not want
to make close acquaintance with that bat.

“Is that Chinee here?” he demanded.

“He lun on.” said Wun Lung calmly.
“No comee in hele. Me healee him passee

But at that moment Loder eaught sight of
a foot under the table. ~He stooped and
seized Hop Hi by the ankle, and dragged him
out, yelling.

“0Ow!” roared Hop Hi.
come! Me not hele! Owl”

“8o you were lying, you young scoundrels!”
said Loder, glaring ab the two Removites.

‘T wasn't lying!” said Bob Cherry angrily.
“T didn't say he wasn’t here. And look here,

“Allee light; me

you're not going to bully that kid. Let
him alene!” ' -
“Let him lenee,” -said Wun Lung. “Vou

hittee my minor, I hittee you with pokel!”
“He's going to fag fer, me!” said Loder.
“J want somebody to get thy tea. Nice state
of things, when a prefect has to chase a
fag up and down the House. Come along,
Hop Hi, and I'll give yon suchi a larfuping
when I get you into my study that——"
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“Me no comee!” howled Hop Hi.

“Youw’ve been Neking. him already, you
brute!” exelaimed Bob Cherry indignantly.
“He wouldn't have bolted just beeause you
wanted to fag him ¥

“Mind your own business!” spapped Loder.
. % des, Tubb of the Third i3 your
fag

“The young rseal's gone out! I shall lek
him when he eomes in!” said Loder. “Now,
Hop Hi, are you coming, or shall T yank you
along by your pigtail?”

Bob Cherry hesitated. The prefeet had
a right to fag the Second-Former if -he
wanted to, and it was no business of Bob
Cherry’s to interfere with him. But he did
not like the idea -of abandoning the littie
Chinee to Loder’s tender mercies.

“You can come and fag instead of him, if
you like, Cherry!” said the senior, with a
sneer.

“The Remove don’t fag!” snapped Bobh.

Wun Lung dropped ‘the poker.

“Me comee!” he said.

“Well, yon'd be more use than that little
{_:_{t,"'_ growled Loder. “You can come if you
ikel”

“Look here, Wun TLung, it’s against the
rules for the Remove to fag,” said Bob

Cherry. *“You must think of the honour of
the Form.”
“Latst Me faggee for handsome Lodel!

Bop Hi stayee hele.”
If _vou say ‘Rats!’ {0 me, you blessed
atled heathen i
Are you coming?”

“Me comee!” ]

Loder released Hop Hi, who promptly
darted across the zfudy, placing the table
between him and the bully of the S.xth.

“Qome, Wun Lung!” said Loder.

Loder was quite satisfied with the change.
The rule that he eould not fag the Remove
irked him very much, and he broke it when-
ever he cauld. And Wun Lung; the Chinee,
was famous for his powers as a éook. In
that line even Billy Busnter did nob excel
him. And Loder was standing a very special
feed that afternoon to twe or three very
special friends.

“Me comee!” said Wun Lung. And then
he cast a timid glance at Bob. “Handsome
Bob Chelly not angly?” he asked.

Bob granted.

“None of your soft sawder, you heathen!”
he growled. “Buzz off, if you Hke. You,
can stay here, Hop HL”

And Wun Lung followed the prefeet from
the study. As he dcparted he turned his
head, and closed one eye queerly at Bob.

Bob Cherry burst into 2 langh, He knew
that Wun Lung was as full of tricks as a

demanded Loder,
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monkey, and that wink told him that Wun
Lung intended to japs the bullying prefect
in some way.

Loder looked round suspiciousty.

“What are yon cackling at?” he demanded.
" ‘;ch, Loder!” said Bob blandly. “I often
ol”

Loder scowled and strode away, followed
by Wun Lung. Hop Hi grinned, and curled
up in the armchair in his major's place. He
had full confidence in his major’s powers to
prove himself a match for the bully of the
Sixth.

“Now, I've got to dc these blessed lines
over again!” growled Boeb Cherry, and he sat
down fo his task, plodding through the old.
old tale of Kreas, while his thoughts wan-
dered to Harry Wharton & Co. on the foot-
ball-fleld.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Doomed !

ODER'S study, in the Sixth Form pas-
sage, presented quite n festive ap-
pearance. Loder was in funds, and
he was “doing himself * remarkably

well on that oceasion,

Walker and Carne of the Sixth were coming
to tea. and ufter tea there was to be a
game of ecards—that being cme of the
favourite amusements of the black sheep of
the Sixth. ;

Cards were not supposed to exist within
the walls of Greyfriars, but if any of the
masters had searched Loder’s study, guite a
number of packs would have been found,
and Loder would have found himself in
serious trouble. But the black sheep of
Greyfriars was very careful, and he had
never been discovered yet.

The table was laid for three, and there was
a fragrant odour of cooking. Little Wun
Lung was on his knees before the fire, poach-
ing eggs.

Loder looked on with approval,

He had given the little Chinee a licking
with a cricket-stump immediately upon his
arrival in the study: not that Wun Lung had
done anything to deserve it, but on genera!
grounds, as it weres. Loder had a firm con-
viction that the more a fag was licked, the
better he was for it: and Loder never failed
to carry out his principles in that respect.

Wun Lung had taken the lcking with his
usual impassive quietness. Lickings did not
hart him very much. He had a true Oriental
ingensibility to pain. But bis almond eyes
had gleamed in a way that might have put
Loder on his guard if he had observed it.
But Loder was thinking about his littie
celebration, and had no attention to waste
on the fag, and he did not eare twopence
what thoughts might be passing in the mind
of the little Orlental.

“All leady,” said Wan Lung at last.

“@Good!” said. Loder, with satisfaction.
“And here come the fellows. You can stay
here and wait on us, Wun Lung.”

“Me doee anyting for handsome Lodel.”

“You'd better, unless you want that
ericket-stump round you again!” said Loder
grimly. “I'd have given you another whaling
if you'd burnt the eggs. <Come in, you
fellows. It's all ready.”

Walker and Carpe came in together. They
surveyed the well-spread table with great
satisfaction. They had been at footer
practice and they were hungry.

“Chairs, Wun Lung?? growled Loder.

< Alies light!” ,

Wun Lung placed chairs for the Sixth-
Formers. As Carne was sitting down the
little Chlnee pulled the chair hack, as if by
acgident. Carne sat down—on the floor—with
a loud cencussion.

Bump!

“Yow?!” roared Carne

Wun Lung blinked at him.

“Me solly!” he murmured.

“You—you plgtailed beasi! You did that
on purpose!” howled Carne, jumping up in
a fury.

“Me awfl'ly solly! Yarooooh!”

Carne seized the littie Chinee by the pig-
tail and boxed his ears right and left.

The other scniors looked onm, grinning.
Toder's friends were all fellows after his
own heart, and they grinned with enjoyment
as the fag nowled and wriggled in Carpe’s
grasp. *

Carne did not cease pommelling the little
Chinee till he was out of hresth. Then he
flung the fag, gasping, into the corner of
the study. Wun Lung collapsed there blink-
ing dazedly at the bullies.

“Serve him right!” sald Walker. *Must

Good All

keep fags . crder. 1 say, this looks ripping, |
Loder. That omelette is a beauty.”

“The litt.e beast can cook,” said Loder.
“8it down.

And the threc seniors sat down to the feed.

“More foast, Wun Lung!” snapped Loder

Wun Lung obediently made more toast.
His almond eyes were glittering now. Loder
& Co. had =tarted on the omelette, which
was a very large onme and was certainly
beautifully made. There were very few, if
any,. fags a%t Greyfriars who could turn out
an omelette in the style of a French chef,
but Wun Lung could. There was ample for
large helpings all round, and the tea-party
finished it to the last fragment, and smacked
their lips over it.

“Jolly good!” said Walker heartily. "My
hat! I think ['l' zack young Paget, and have
Wun Lung to fag for me.”

“These Remove kids won't fag® growled
Loder. !

“They wil ¥ you HEk ‘em enough,” satd
Watker.. “Wur Lung, you Chinese thief,
would you hike t{o fag tor me?”

“Me happie o anyting for handsome
Walkee v

“Well, 1l make you, whether you're happy
or not!” said Walker crossly, as his comrades
grinned.  Walker was anything but hand-
some, as a matter of fact, and he suspected
the little Chinee of poking Tun at him. “Yon
cheeky heathen! 1've a good mind to give
you a hidine row to start with!”

“Handsome Walkee—"

“0Oh. shut up!”

“Well, it was a2 ripping good omelette.”
sald Carne. “IL had a peculiar flavour, too.
Never known it before. Awfully good!”

“You'll find the jam-farts all right too,"
said Leder *“The heathen made them too.”

And the tea-party sturted on ‘he iam-t-rta.

By the time the tarts were finished, how
ever, some of the cheerfulness seemed to have
departed from the gathe.ing. Loder was
moving uneasily 2 his seat, as it he felt
an inward pain of some sort, and Carne was
quite silent. Waiker had risemn, and was
moving unoasily ahout the study.

Wun Lang watched them with a pecullar
gleam in his slits of eyes,

“I—I say!” said Carne at last.
feeling rather gueer. Must be the
the study. It’s rather warm here.”

“1 was just going to say the same,” said
Walker, upon whose hrow perspiration was
gathering. “1—1 suppose there was nothing
wrong with what we've been eatinggLoder?
You didn't gét any of these things out of
tins, T hope?”

“No, T didn t1" growted Loder.

“That's what it feels like to me—ptomatne

5

“1—I'm
teat of

poisening,” muttered Walker. “1—-1 feel
quite ill.”
“8-5-s-50 do 1! confessed Loder. "1% can't

be the grub, though. That was all right.
I got all the thines at Mrs. Mimble's.”

“Then what is 1$2”

“I~TI doa’t know!”

“Ow!” gasped Carne suddenly, jnmping up
from his chair.

“What's the matber?”

“Ow! A—a-—a sudden pain—like
knife! Owi”

“Yarcoh ” yelled Walk “T've got it
too! "Yow-ow! It's like a dagger—like a
beasbly dagger in Toy—ow !—tummy 7

“The omglette—it "had a taste!”
Walker.

“Ow! I feel as if 1've been poisomed!”
groaned Loder. “But it can't have been
the food!”

a k%o

yelled

“Yow! Wuat elze was it, then, fathead?”
“(trooh-hook ¥*

“Oh deari”

“Yah! Oal Thers it 3 again-like a

d-d-dagger '

"Oh crumbhs?

There was 2 sound of a low chuckle. The
three seniors swung round towards Wun
Lung, a sudden suspicion in their minds.
The little Chinee was doubled up with merri-
ment.

“You young villainl" roared Loder, seizing
him by the shoulder and shaking him furi-
ously. “Have you been playing some triek
with the grub?" 2

“He, he, he!”

“That’s wrat it is!" gasped Walker. “He's
pub something in what we've eaten—in the
cmelette! [ thought it had a taste !

“0Oh dear! This is awiai?”

“Groogh 7 '

“Wun Lung, you young villain,” howled

week—look outi 3

Loder, shaking the grinning Chinee, ®what
have you been putting in the grub?”

“Me poison youi” said Wun Lung calmly,

“What

“Me putee polson in omelette.”

Loder released the little Chinee, his nerve-
less hand  dropping from Wun Lung's
shoulder ag if that shoulder had suddenly
hecome red-hot, -

“You ~you've
hoarsely.

*“Me putee poiscn in omelette because you
bully Hop Hi,” said Wus Lung, with terrible
calmness  “ You diee.”

“ Wha-a-a-$ 17

“You pelish im fealfu. agony in tenm
minutes,” said Wun Lung. “You gloan and
glind your teef, aud pelish in convulsions.”

“Good heavens!”

" You—you murderons young villain!”

“Help "

“Ow! T'm dylng!” groanad Walker, slnk-
ing on the sofa. “Loder, you heund, this is
atl through your beastly buliying. You
ought to know better than to bully a wild

done  what?” he gasped

savage from China. Ow! 1Its all your
fault! You've murdered me!”

“And me!” groaned Carng “Ow! I feel
I'm dying! Send for a.doc:t(:r! Telephone

for someobhdy! Help——
“0Ow, ow, ow!”
“You pelish soor in gleat agony,” said

Wun Lung, grinsing with enjoyment. *No
doctee can savee you! Velly stlong Chinese
poison. He, he, he,!”

Loder sanmk weakly into his seat. Wun

Lung, chuckling like a gleeful gnome, darted
from the study. The door closed behind
him, and the three groan ng bnilies were left
alone to perish miserably—perhapa.
THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Not Fatal |
ARRY WHARTON & CO came iute
the School House, fiushed and rosy,
from footer. Wharton had a
package under his arm, which he
had purchased at the school shop on his way
in. Johnuny Bull had aunother. Bob Cherry
came dowustairs and met them, with a sheaf
of impot paper in his hand.

“Finished?” asked Wharton.

Bob grunted.

“Yes, just done. Bhould bave Hfuished
before, only that silly young rascal Hop Hi
mucked up my impot. How did the match
go?”

“ Beaten the Fourth,” said Nugent.

“Gond egg! I'l join you in the stady
when I've taken this in to Quelchy. Hallo,
hallo, hallo! What are you cackling ab, you
heathen? What rascality bave you been up
to now?”

Wun Lung came along from the direction
of the Sixth Form passage, almmost doubled
up with mirth The chums of the Remove
stared at him.

*What's the little joke, Wup Lung?”
demanded Wharton.

“He, he, hel Veily funueel”

“He's been fagging for Loder, instead of
Hop Hi,” Bob Cherry explaived “Have you
been playing auy tricks on Loder, you
heathen?”

“He, he, he, hat!”

“ You cackling image!” roared Bob Cherry.
" What have you been up to?”

“He, he, he! Me faggee for Lodee—-"

“Yes, I know that—but where does the
cackle come n? s

“Me makee omelette—nices hig omelette!”
chuckled Wun Lung, his almend eyes glisten-
ing with enjoyment. “Me makee him so
nicee, dey eatee him ail up- -every little bit.
Dey likee him. Eatee all.”

“Well?” -

“Me puttee somefin in omelette,” chuckled
the heathen. “Lodee feelee pain In tummee
—Walkee feelee  painee—Calnee  feeloe
painec! He, he, hel”
~“Ha, ha, ha!” 3 ;
" “You've been pufling some mediclne in
Boh Cherry. “0Oh,

their omelette?” grinned

you fuany little beggar!’
“Lodes feelee painee, he askee wathee

te, he, he!”
He, he,

puttee in, and 'me tellee

“And what was it?"
“Poison—stlong Chinec poison.
he!”

The laughter of the juniors dled away
They stared at Wun Lung. aghast. Thc
little Chinee was not like an Knglish boy--
he had many peculiar little ways—and
thouzh he was usually extremely good.
tempered, there was a strain of Qriental
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ferocity in his nature, as they had seen
en more than one occasion, There pever
was_ any telling what Wun Lung might or
mwight not do. 1t was barely possible that
he was serious, and that he had really
poisoned the bullies of the Sixth. Bob
Cherry turned quite pale.

“You've put poison into their omelette,
Wun Lung?” he said huskily.

“Me puttee. He, he, he!”

“But—but not real poison?” gasped Harry
Wharton. “Great Scott! Not real?”

Wun Lung grinned and shook his head.

“Not leal,” he confessed. “Nasty stufl—
givee haddee painee in tummee-—pass off in
an hour. What you tinkee? But me tellee
Lodee leal poison. He scalee to death!
He, he, he!”

“Oh, my hat}”

Wun Lung went chuckling on his way. The
ehiums of the Remove looked at one another.

“Better give Loder a look in,” said
Wharton slowly. “If the silly ass thinks he
has been poisoned, he will raise the whole
school over it, ”

The Famous Five hurried down the Sixth
Form passage. As they neared Gerald Loder's
tudy, the sound of deep groams fell upon
their ears. The seniors were evideutly in a
state of great suffering.

tiroan! Groan! Groan!

“Oh dear!”

“I'm dying!”

“Send for a doctor!” E
Groo-hooh! This awflul pain!”

‘The juniors grinned, and opened the door.
Three Sixth-Formers were stretched hefore
their eyes in attitudes of suffering. Walker
was rolling on the sofa, Loder was in & chair,
Carne was striding to and fro twisted with
pain. Knowing that the stuff administered
by the little Chinee was some harmless con-
toction, the juniors were not alarmed—indeed,
the sight seemed utterly ludicrous te them,
and they burst into a shout of laughter.

**Ba, ha, ha!”? o

*What’s the little game, Loder?”

Loder looked at them with haggard, pain-
fistorted eyes.

“I'm poisoned!” he groaped. “I've got
htful pains—like daggers and knives and
1-rot pincers! Go for a doctor—quick!”

Harry Wharton shook his head gravely.

“No good geing for a doctor,” he said.
"I it’s @ Chinese poison, an English doctor
won't be able to save you. I'm afraid it’s
sl up, Loder!”

“ Better think about your sins and things!”
rggested Nugent.

“Or make your will!” said Johnny Bull
“That's a good idea. Can I have your bicyele
when you're gone, Loder??

“I'lll_ have your camera!” said Nugent.
*Shall T get some impot paper, Loder, and
help you make your will?” S

“You—you heartless young villains!” gasped
Loder. “Can’t you see it’s serious? We're
dying—all dying of poisoning!”

I—I sha’n’t last much lobger!” murmured
Walker. ‘I can feel the end coming. I'll
try to forgive you, Loder. You caused all
this by your bullying!”

" Ow-ow-ow-ow ! howled
dying!” .

“Well, die quietly, for goodness’ sake!”
urged Bob Cherry. “You don’t want the
whole county to hear you die, surely!”

“You will make a beautiful corpse, Loder!”
said Bob, “That's one comfort. By the way,
while there’s vet time, would you prefer to
be cremated?” ~

“PDw! Ow! You heartless young fiend!”

“My dear chap, I'm tryiag to be useful,”
exid Bob. “I shouldn’t mind the trouble of
lighting a bhonfire and cremating you—alive
ar dead!” :

“Ha, ha, ha!” S

Loder staggered towards the door.

“I'm -going to the Head!” he gasped.
“That voung scoundre! shall he hanged for
this— Ow—ow—yowi"” :

“What's all this row about?” exclaimed
Wingate of the Sixth, putting his head into
the doorway. “Is anybody hurt?”

“Loder’s dying!” said Bob Cherry cheer-
fully. “He’s making - a lot of fuss about it—
doesn't seem to like the idea, <o
don’t see why—he won't be missed!”

“Not in the least!” said Frank Nugent.
“ Buck up, Loder! A chap can only die once.
Et will soon be over, and you will he at peace
—and so shall we!”

“Ha, ha, hat’ -

“What's all this silly rot?* said Wingate
saspiciously.  “Shut up that row, Loder!
Yeu're not dying——"

“No such luek!™ grinned Bob.
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Carne.  “i'm

“I'm poisoned!” panted Loder. “Wun
Lung put something into an omelette—I've
got frightful pains—and he said it was a
Chinese poison! Ow{”

“What rot!”

“I tell you I'm dying!” shrieked Loder.

“Well, your lungs seem pretty strong for
a dying person!” said Wingate sceptically.
;lIgotyou young rascals know anything about

1s§”

“A little,” admitted Bob Cherry. #Loder
has been ragging Hop Hi, and he made Wun
Lung fag for him. Wun Lung put some stuff
into the grub—something guite harmless, of
course, only causing a little pain in the bread-
basket.” 3

“What!” yelled Loder.

“It’s all right!” grinned Bob. “It wiil pass
off soon. It’s only a little Chinese joke!”

Carne sat up on the floor suddenly.

1 feel better!” he murmured. “It—it's
passing off!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“I-1 feel better, too!” gasped Walker.

“Oh, that Chinese villain! It was only a
rotten joke after allt Oh!”? ;

“I—I—I'll sleughter him!” jyelled Loder,
greatly relieved to find that he was not dying,
but greatly enraged at the same time. “I'll
sealp him! 1'll smash him—" .

“No you won't!” said Wingate, laughing.
“You shouldn't have fagged him—and you
shouldn't have been idiot enough to believe
{vhn"t he bad really poisoned you. Ha, ha,
a1

Wingate strode out of the study, laughing,
and the Famous Five followed him, yelling
with merriment. The door closed upon Loder
; Co. They were all sitting np now, and
looking extremely sheepish,

|
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“Only a rotten jape!” muttered Walker.
“We—we ought to have guessed it! or
course, even that Chinese savage wouldn’t
have poisoned us!’

“It felt like it!” growled Loder.

“If this fs what you call_a giddy tea-
party, Leder, you needn't adk me to any
more!” growled Walker. And he stamped
;)\)t of the study and slammed the door after
him.

“Just what I say!” snorted Carme. “I'm
fed-up with you and your rotten omelettes,
Loder!” 2

And the door slammed for the second time.
. Gerald Loder was left alone, and his feel-
ings—especially towards Wun Lung of the
Remove—inay he better imagined than
deseribed,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Lodsr.

ERALD LCDER dropped from the
school wall into the road. -

He stood in silence for a few

moments, looking along the road,

which glimmered white in the starlight, save
where the trees cast heavy shadows.

The road was deserted at that late hour.
Satisfied that there was no one to observe
him, the black sheep of Greyfriars crossed
the road quickly, and strode along under the
shadows of the trees in the direction of
Friardale.

The prefect was not, hiowever, bound upon
one of his nocturnal excursions to the Cross
Keys. The ecard-party id the little parlour
of that delectable establishment did not
expeet his company that evening. Loder
halted by the stile in the lane, keeping under
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the shadows of the trees. A man who wag
sitting on the stile, wrapped up in an overs
coat and smoking a pipe, slipped down, and
came towards him.

“Here you are, Master Loder!” he said,
taking the pipe from his mouth,

“Here I am, Jobling,” said Loder. . “Now,
what is it? You said in your letter that
you wanted to see me specially.”

“Very special, Master Loder.”

“Well, what is it? Some good tip, I hope,”
said Loder. “I've had bad luck lately. If
you could put me on to a good thing—-"

“It ain’t that this time,” said Mr. Jobling.

“You don't mean to say that you're going
to worry me for the few quids due to you?”
growled Loder. “You know that's all right.”

“I'm goin’ to offer you a chance of wipin’
that out, Master Loder, without any cost to
yourself,” said Mr. Jobling. “You owe me
four quid.”

“I know I do. 1 understand that it was to
stand over for a bit.”

“There’s a party I'm acquainted with,”
went on Mr. Jobling calmly. *“He wants
something done as you ean do for him. He's
willing to pay fair and square for it.,”

“I don’t quite understand.”

“There’s a Chinese kid in your school,”
said the bookmaker,

Loder started.

“There are two,” he said. *What about
them? What on earth do they matter teo
you, Jobling?”

“Nothin’ at all,” said Mr. Jobling, “But
they matter to the party I'm speaking of.
There is a Chinee kid named Hop Hi?”

“Yes; he’s the younger brother of the
other little beast!” growled Loder.

“Oh!” said Mr. Jobling, quick tc under-
stand the Greyfriars fellow’s tone. “You
don’t like them—what?” s

“I’d like to wring their necks, the pair of
them!” snarled Loder.

“All the better!” said Mr. Jobling, with
satisfaction. “That makes it easier.”

“1 don’t understand you! What do you
want me to do?” =

“That there kid, Hop Hi, the party I'm
speaking of, wants to see him,” explained
Mr. Jobling.

“Well, he can come to the school and see
him, I suppose,” said Loder, in wonder,

Mr. Jobling chuckled.

“Not exactly. You
Chinaman.”

“Well?”

“From what he’s let on to me le's had
trouble with the father of that kid over in
Hong Kong,” said Mr. Jobling. “I don't
know the rights of it, and I don’t want to,
neither. But 1 kunow he's offered me ten
quid to heip him get ut Hop Hi.”

Loder started again.

“What does he want to do to the kid?”
he muttered. “I'm not going to help iL any=
thing shady, T can tell you that!”

“'Tain’t any great harm, that I can see,”
said Mr. Jobling, with a chuckle. *“Them
Chigee )fids wear pigtails, don’'t they?”

“¥es:?

“Well, I can't see any ’arm in ‘aving &
pigtail cut off, can yon?” =

“No., What do you mean?” =

“But it appears that it’s considered a dis-
grace in China,” said Mr, Jobling. “And
the party I represent, he wants to get at
young Hop Hi, and cut his pigtail off.
That’s his scheme of revenge on the old man
in China. See?”

Loder burst into a laugh.

“The silly idiot!” he exclaimed.

Mr. Jobling laughed, too. =

“That’s. wot 1 thought,” be said. “Now,
I've had some dealings with this man Foo-
Chung, and he knows come of* my business,
knows that I know some of the gentlemen at
Greyfriars, I mean. So be rcckoned I eould
help him to get his paws on the Chinee kid,
and he’s making it ten quid.” .

“That’s a lot of money!” said Loder.

“Tie's got lots of dibs,” said Mr. Johling.-
“Made it on opium smuggling in China, I
reckon. But, that ain’t any business of mina.
I can't see that it's any ‘arm to cut off a
Chinee kid’s pigtaiil, can you?"”

“Not that I-can see,” grivned Loder.

“That’s all he wants, and it seems to me
an easy way of earning ten quid.” said the
bookmaker. “If you help 11l stand you
half.”

Loder’s eyes giistened

“I’ve never had a chance of making & five-
pound note quite so easily as that,” he said.
“I don't care twopence whether the silly
kid’s pigtail is cut off or mot. It can't de
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any harm- 1 suppose the idictic thirg will
grow again, won't ity" ¥

“1 s'pose so,” assented Mr. Jobling.

“And if it doesn't it doesn't matter to
nie,” said Loder. “I'd take a lot of trouble
to make those Chivee rofters squirm. One
of them played a rotten trick on me to-day.”

“Then you can manage it9" ‘

“What do you want me to do?” asked
Loder, in turn,

“Get _the kiv out of schoo! somewhere
where Foo-Chung can get at him,” explained
Mr. Jobling. “Mind, the kid's not going to
be ‘urt. 1t’s only his pigtail that's going to
be cut orf.”

“You're sure of that?” asked Loder, with
a momentary feeling of uneasiness. “Those
Chinese are queer beggars, you know.”

“Quite sure,” said Mr. Jobling. “You
doir’t think I'd 'ave a 'and in the busipess
it it wasn't all right, do you? 1 ain't look-
izg out for « chance of gettin’ into trouble.”
”Noal suppose not,” assented Loder, re-
esured,

“You see, them heathens look at things
different from what we do,” said Mr. Jobling.
"1t seems thab it's a deadly injury to chop
off a pigtail in China; and if it's any satis-
faction I dont see why Foo-Chung shouldn't
Lave it, do you?®

Not if he pays for it.”

“Exactly. Now, vou manage to send the
kul_ out  to-morrow,” said Mr. Jobling:
"S'pose you send him to Courtfield to feteh
somebhing or other, or cash a postal-order
or something. Teil him to hurry, and take
the short cut.”

“Then he'll have to 2o through the wood."
said Loder.

“Yes; and my varty will be waitin® for
him there, snd off goes his pigtail, and he
coimes home bald!” chuckled Wr. Jobling.

Loder chuckled, to,. He was by no means
averse to taking a hand in that liftle scheme.
The proposal came just at the moment when
the prefect wis feeling very anxious to make
Wun Leng and iz minor suffer for their
sing,

“I'l do it,” he said ”

“Say he gets to the short cut about six,”
suggested Mi. Jobling. “T'H fet my party
know the arrangement.”

“Right-ho!”

“Apd it means & fipun' note, which wili
come in ‘andy after your bad tuck, Muster
Loder.”

“Geood enoughi”

“Then I can depend on you, Master Lodary”

“Yes, rather.’”

“That's about
Muster Loder!”

*Good-night, Jobli

Aud they parted. Loder strode back in
the direction of Gre and Mr. Johling
looked affer him with a very peeuliar ox-
pression on his face,

But Loder did not see that. He strode
Guickly back to the school, feeling very
satisfled in his mind. His “dead serts” had
{ late been extremely uncertain, with the
result that Loder was sbort of cash and in
de »t The five-pound note offered for the
serviee required of him weculd, as the hook-
maker said come in very handy.

_Loder clambered over the school wall, and
dropped into the Close. He scutiled zcross
the Tlose to the School House, keeping in
the shadow of the elms, though there waz
little danger of being seen. At that hour all
the lights were cut ia the great building
of Greyfriars.

The Sixth-Former stopped under his study
window, and elambered up the ivy. Ths
window was unfastened, just az he had lefs
it, and he pushed it up silently, aud leaped
into the room. i

He closed the window ond undressed
quickly. He did uot venture to strike light.
A light in his study at that hour would have
been too risky. ~But Loder was not un-
accustomed to going to bed in the dark.

HMali-dressed, he stepped towards the bed
for his pyjamas.

_Then he started back with & sudden terri-
fied exclamation.

For a moment he stood reoted to the flcor.

He bLad left a dummy in the bed, nori-
zontal.  Now the dummy was sitting ., up,
with a silk hat on its head.

Loder gazed at it open-mouthed.

For a moment he wondered dizzily whether
he had suddenly gone mad.

in the gloom the white face and the silk
bat glimmered at him. He pulled himself

ali, recton  Good-night,

What Has Happened to Hop

together with an efiort.
impossible that a dummy could sit up of its
own accord amd put a silk hat on. Some-
body was in his bed:

“Who—who are you?” gasped Loder.

With a vague thought of burglars in his
mind, he made a jump towards the grate
for the poker. The poker was not . there.
Loder scuttled round the table, in fear that
the figure in the bed might spring vpen him.
It did not spring, however, and he had time
to grab a cricket-bat out of the study cup-
board. He felt safer with the bat in his
hands, and ke approached the bed, his eyes
glittering.

“Who are you?’ he repeated
“What are you doing in my bed?”

No reply.

The white face glimmered at him under
the silk hat, that was all. Who was the
man? Had he come into the school to rob
it, and fallen asleep on Loder’s bed? That
seemed the oniy possible explapation. But
it hardly suited Loder to give the alarm.
He would have to explain how it came about
that he was out of his study when the bur-
glar got there.

“Look here!” said Loder, in a supptessed
yoice. “I give you one minute to clear cut.
You can go frec if you go at once. Do you
hear?”

Silence!

“My hat, he's asleep!”” muttered Loder.
“What the dooce am I going to do?%”

A cruel glitter came into his eyes. He
came nearer the bhed, the bat grasped in
both hands by the came handle. ‘He raised
it in the air. One heavy blow before the
infruder was en his guard would stun him
and then he could be pitched ent. There
would be an alarm to follow, of eourse, but
it would not take Loder many moments to
get into his pyjamas, and then he could
make out that he bad been awakened from
slimber by the arrival of the thief in the
night.

The figure did not move. Loder came
closer, the baf in the air. With a sudden
sweep he brought it down with all his force
on the hatted head.

savagely.

'SITTING ON NOTHING !—As Carne was sitting down, Wan Lung pulled
the chair back, aa"if by accident. Carne sat down-—on the floor—with a

loud concussion.

1t was covidently |

‘*Yow ! he roared.
solly !*’ he murmured. (See Chapter 2.)

Crunch !

The silk hat crumpled up tite a ccneertiva,
But there came no cry from the figure. The
still form collapsed under the doughty blow,
that was afl.

Loder pauted.

The man was evidently stunned, as he had
intended.  Loder dropped the but, spravs
forward, and seized the form to drag it off
the bed.

Then bhe gave a yell, forgetting caution ia
his surprise and rage.

The still form came to picces as he
dragged it away. The head came off and
unfolded, and his pyjamas droppcd out of
the folded flannel shirt. Panting with rage,
Loder struck a match at last, and surveyed
the figure His hat-box, with the lid open.
caught his eye.
topper that lay ¢ on the bed, smashe
out of all semblance to & hab by the crash-
ing blow be had deait.

Loder fluny the match into the grate with
a curse.

He anderstood at last.  Somecne—he
thought he could guess whom=—had dis
covered that he was absent, discovered that
he had made up a2nd seb a8 dummy in his
bed, and made that little alteration as a

surprise to him.

Loder picked up the ruined topper, and
tried to flatten it out. His fingers ¢ame
through it. The hat would rever be a hat
again. Loder’s night excursion had cost him
a guinea for a new topper.

Loder's feelings, as he -turncd
positively Hunnish.

THE FIFTH THAPTER.
Kidnapped!

UGENT MINOR, of the Second Form,

came along the Remove passa
and looked into Study No. 1
Nugent minor did not look amiab!
Lessons were over, on the day following
Loder’s nocturnal adventure. Dicky Nugent
wanted to be on the footer-fleld with Gabty
and Myers of his Ferm; but Loder had
spotied him in the passage and called

In, were

Wun Lung blinked at hita. “‘ Me

2

‘Hi, the Greyfriars Chines ?
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“Fag!” If he had been out of sight of the
prefect, Dicky would have turited a deaf ear
8¢ the call. As it was, he had no choice
#hout obeying it.

«=) want somebody to go to Courtficld

ve,”” Loder said.
“i'm geing to play footer!” growled Dicky.
At another time Loder would probably
Rave cuffed Lim for that reply, but this time
the cuff was not forthcoming. Loder scemed
wnusually good-tempered,

“Well, find somebody eclse,”” he
“Fhat little Chinese rascal will do.
Fop Hi, and send him to my study!”

“Like a bird!” said Dicky joyfully.

And he started to look for Hop Hi.
the little Celestial was not easily

for

But
found.
‘the Close and the gym were drawn blank;
the Form-room was emptby ; the tuckshop was

wisited in vain, Dicky Nugent made his way
st last to Study No. 13, the quarters of Wun
Eung, hoping to find Hop Hi with his major.

He was successiul at last.

The two little Celestials were there, en-
gaged in eabing some queer-simelling com-
geund they had cooked over the study iire,
snd talking in a weird language of which
Xugent minor did nob understand a syllable,

«“Oh, here you arei’’ growled Dicky.

“YWhatee wantee?” asked Wun Lung.

“Loder wants Hop Hi in bis study.”

Hop Hi looked alarmed at once.

“No goee!”’ he exclaimed.

“Oh, it’s all right!” said Dicky. “He only
wanis you to go to Courtfield for him. He’s
ot in a wax this timell

« Allee light,” said Hop Hi, much relieved.
“Me goecel”

“You'd better!® grinved Dicky.

Anqd be hurried away te join his chums on
tke footer-ground, dismissing Hop Hi and
Eqder from his mind.

Hop Hi made his way a little uneasily to
foder’s study. He was doubtful about his
reeepiion, as ib was quite possible that Loder
intended to wake him smart for the trick
kis major had played the day before.

But he was relieved as soon as he entered
the study. Loder was in a od humour,
and he nodaed kindly to the little Chinee.

“Hallo! Here you are!” he exclaimed.

“Me comec at oncee,” murmured Hop Hi.
“Me always gladdee comee to do anyting
for handsome Lodee!”’

“Yes—I don’t think,” assented Loder. "I
want somebody to go to Courtfield for me,
apd to hurry up. 1 want a postal-order.”

“Me goee at oncee. Goee to Flinldale—
mtole nealee!”

“No; youre to go to Courtficid,”? caid
Leder, “I've got a postal-order payable at
€eurtfield. You'll have to cash it for me,
aund then get me a postal-order for five
shillinzs. Understand?”

“Me savvy.”

“Yere's the postal-order.” said Loder,
faking one out of his pocket. “I've filled it
. Pon't lose iti”

“Xo Josee.’2

“{et there and back as guick as you ean.
' want to ecateh, the post after you come
pack. You kmow the short cut?”

“Me knowee.”

“Then buzz off I

“ Allee light!”

And Hop Hi, zreatly relicved that he was
not licked, hurried oub of the study and left
ihe School House. Loder remained with a
grin on lis face.

«§ faney that will make the young beggars
«it up when the imp comtes back with his
pigtail cub off P’ be murmured. Blessed if
J kmow what they value a silly pigtail for.
but it seems that they do!”

And Loder chuckled,
eigarette.

Hop Hi crossed the Close, and hurried
down the road towards Courtfield. By
taking the short cub, nearly a mile was saved
en the way, and Hop Hi knew the way well.
He jumped over the stile giving admittance
to the footpath through the wood, and went
along at a trot.

e did not intend to give Loder an excuse
for licking him if he could help it. He kept
on the trot through the shadowy wood.

The dusk was already falling in the wood,
and the footpath was lonely. But it did
not occur to Wun Lung’s minor that there
might he any danger.

He was in fhe heart of the weod, when
there was a sudden fustle in the thickets

and lighited a

He leaped into the path before the junior,
and Hop Hi halted.

s little almond eyes scamned the man’s
face as he backed away. The stranger’s
evident intention was to stop him.

The man’s yellow face and Mongolian fea-
tures showed that he was a Chinaman; but
he wore ne pigtail, and he was dressed in
ordinary clothes.

“Whatee wantee?”’ demanded Fop Hi, as
the man came striding towards him.,

The stranger Jid not reply, but he grasped
the little Celestial in his powerful hands.
Hop Hi struggled violently, in great alarm.

“Tettee go!” he shrieked. “Helpee!
Helpee!”

The ruffian grinned, and jerked a cloth
from his poek and pressed it over the face
of the little Chinee.

Hop Hi's struggles ceased.

There was 2 soft, sickly smell from the
cloth; it was impregnated with chloroform.

In a foew moments the little Chinee lay
helpless, silent, insensible in the grasp of
the ruffian.

The Chinaman raized him in his arms, and
after a quick’look round, hore him into the
wood.

Locking up time at Greyfriars came and
went by, and there was no sign of Hop Hi.
.Wun Lung was frantic with anxiety, and
there was no doubt that if he had been
allowed to get at Loder, the prefect would
have come fo serious harm.

But Loder swore he knew nothing of Hop
Hi’s disappearance, as indeed he did not.
But he knew that Jobling would be able to
give a better answer to the countless ques-
tions being asked on all hands. That fact,
however, the thoroughly scared prefect
thought it better to keep to himself!

But he had not heard the last of his part
in the affair yet. To-morrow would see the
search for Hop Hi begin. And what would
be disclozed then?

THE BND.

BT T T BT

Hop Hi has been kidnapped
by a mysterious chinaman.
What has happened to him?
Will the Chums of Greyfriars
find Wun Lung's minor ?

T

See—

“The Search for Hop Hi!"”’

in next week’s issue.
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CORRESPONDENCE
EXCHANGE!

Open to all readers of the
* Companion Papers.”
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Miss J. Yeldham, 12, Luxemburg Gardens,
Brook Green, W, 6, wishés to correspond with
readers anywhere, in French, Italian, or
English, ages 12-16.

Jack Simpsor, 14, Kerr Street, Fitzroy,
Melbourne, Victoria, Australia, wishes to
correspond with readers anywhere, ages 15-16.

Sig. G. Rickett, Military Exchange, Staff
Lines, Shorncliffe Camp, Kent, wishes to
correspond with readers,

A. E. Rippingale, 10, Manor Road, Chelms-
ford, ILssex, wishes to correspond with
readers interested in birds’ eggs and ornitho-

logy generally, ages 1417, All letters
answered. ©
Horace Reland Dixon, 120, High Street,

Hoddesden, Herts, wishes to correspond with
readers anywhere, ages 15-16.

J. 0'C. Clohessy, P.0., Box 785, Cape Town,
South Africa, wishes to correspond with
readers, ages 17-19, in England, New Zealand,
and America.

Miss Nellie Palmer, Marden Road, Payne-
ham, Adelaide, South Australia, wishes to
correspond with readers anywhere, ages
17-20. Al letters answered.

Miss Hazel Elliott, Arthur Street, Payne-
ham, Adelaide, South Australia, wishes to
correspond with readers anywhere, ages 15-18.
All letters answered. . -

Sig. ¢. F. Lomas, R.C.0.8., C.P.S.,, K Lincs,
Pigeon Loft, Curragh, Ireland, wishes to
correspond with readers apywhere., All
letters answered.

Morris Malton Malitz, 1549, St. Lawrence
Street, Montreal, Quebec, Canada, wishes to
correspond with any readers who are in-
terested in sport, story-writing, or corre.
spondence clubs. All letters answered.

S. Buek, 68, Union Mews, Union Road,
High Street, Stoke Newington, N., wishes to
correspond witn a Scottish reader in London
or Scotland, age 16-17.

Harry Hawkins, 14, Welford Road, Eings-
thorpe, Northampton, will be glad to receive
stories from readers for printing in his maga-
zine, * The Wolf.”

Miss Alice Marguerite Wake, Lawrence
Memorial School, Lovedale, Nilgiris, Southern
India, wishes to correspond with readers in
the British Empire.

Miss E. H. Roberts, 9, Upper Etreet,
Islington, N.1, wishes to correspond with
readers abroad.

Arnold Fenmny, 232, Cranford Street,
Toronto, Canada, wishes to correspond with
stamp-coliectors.

David Penn, 79, Cornwall Road, Notting
Hill, London, W. 11, wishes to hear from any
readers, ages 11-14, who would like to play
for Cornwall Athletic next season.

E. Rosenberg, 14, 8t Stephen’s Koad,
Bow, E. 3, wishes to join a sports club within
two miles’ radius.

Benry M. Brown, Ivanhoe Houses, 25,
Adelaide Street, Brierley Hill, Staffs, wishes
to correspond with readers, ages 1819,

Frederick Charles Thompson, 32, Cape
Street, Rotten Park, Birmingham, wishes to
correspond with readers, ages 16-21, af home
or overseas.

J. L. Morrow, 1, Balmore Road, Lambhill,
Glasgow, wishes to hear from readers who
are interested in literature and coin col-
Jecting, This correspondent is running a
literary club in connection with a very ex-
cellent amateur magazine, and would like
te hear from anybody willing to become a
member.

H. Hammond, 3, Blantyre Street, Chelsea,
8.W. 10, wishes to hear from readers over-
seas who would be willing to foin the Boys’
International Exchange.

€. Derbyshire, Swift’s Buildings, 233,
Bree Street, Johannesburg, Transvaal, South
Africa, wishes to hear from readers jn-
terested in his eurio and correspondence club.

Karro, 16, Upper Grange Street,
Crangezicht, Cape Town, South Africa,
wishes to correspond with stamp collectors
in other couniries with a view to eschange.

Jatk Draper, 9, Anglesea Avenue, Black-
rock, Co. Dublin, wishes  to hear from
readers anywhere, interested in stamps,

B Yarn That'll Take Some Baating— The Search for Hop Hi I
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WHEN FRIENDS FALL OUT ! —A Feud beticeer: Tom Mervy und Ralph Cardew causes cxcitement and frouble in
the ranks of the 8t. Jim's foetbullers
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A Ripping New Long Stoy, dealing with the Third Round of the Public Schools’

Challenge Cup_and a quarrel which almost lost St. Jim’'s the great match.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

(Anthor of the famous Stories of Tom Merry & Co., now appearing in the ©“ Gem * Library}

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Cdrdew Speaks His Mind !
% OUD cheers!” ejaculated Clive of
- the Fonrth, bursting in upon
his two study-males, Cardew
and Levison.
Ralph Reckness Cardew, reclining
negligently on the sofa, looked up.
“Calm yourseif, dear man,” he said.
“What excitin’ news have you brought
us?”

look at me in that wooden way, as if [
was talking double Dutch! The draw’s
out, I tell you—the draw for the third
round of the Public Schoels’ Cup!”

-“ 011 x)’

Cardew shot up like a“jack-in-the-box.
He was all attention now. And so was
Leyison.

“What luck?”’ asked Cardew breath-
lessly. -

ANl the luck in the world!” said
Clive. “We're drawn to play af home
again.”

“%_gainst whom 7"’

¢ Wynport College.”

£ Wﬁew 1 Cardew gave a low whistle,
“That rathertakes the giltoff theginger-
bread,” he remarked. * Wynpori have
got one of the strongest school teams in
the land. Let me see! Who did they
play in the second round?”’

“ Highcliffe,” said Levison, with a
grin. * And they just managed to scrape
home—by eight goals to nil{”

“My only aunt! What a score!”

“They’d have got imore if they had |

cared to exert themselves,” said Levison.
“They simply waltzed round the High-
cliffe defence. ‘Toyed with 'em, so to
speak.”

“Arn’ that's the team we've got to.

meet ! said Cardew. * Well, it’s a facer,
an’ no mistake!”

“We’ve got choice of ground,” Clive
reminded his chun.

“An’ we need it, by Jove!”

There was silence in the study while
Cardew and Levison digested Clive's
exciting news.

Step by step St. Jim's were working
their way towards the final of the Public
Schools” Cup. Theywere finding the road
to fame a very difficult one to tread.

In the first round they had been drawn

against Wellesley College, on the latter’s
ground.  After a gruelling game the

“The draw’s out!” said Clive, ““Don’t

Saiéntslhad proved victorious, to the tune
o. 3—1.

In the second round Greyfriars had
provided the opposition. And the 'Friars
had proved themselves a tough nut (o
crack—as they invariably did. The
match—played at St. Jim’s—had ended
1—1. The replay—at Greyfriars—had
ended 4—4, after extra time.
third meeting was necessary.

neutral ground—at f{ookwood‘ to be
cise. And after a match that almost
beggars description, so thrilling and
sensational was it, St. Jim’ds  had
trivmphed by 3—2.

This yictory for the Saints was little
short of a miracle. For no less than
seven members of the regular team had
been unable to play, owing to the in-
fluenza, epidemic, which had recently
wrought havoc at St. Jim’s.

Ralph Reckness Cardew—such a pecu-
liar fellow that one never knew what he
was going to do next—had come forward
et this critical time and undertaken to
skipper a scratch team.

S0 it was Cardew’s eleven, and not the
regular 8t. Jim's eleven, that had made
Greyfriars bite the dust. And it was safe

felow 1n the Lower School at thia
moment than Ralph Rackness. After his
epoch-making victory Cardew was almost
hero-worshipped by many of the fellows.

Not that Cardew,_cared a fig for popu-
larity. Indeed, he professed to despise
it

On his return from that mewmorable
match Cardew had quietly faded away,
{eayving others to take all the honour and
zlory.

And yet Cardew was proud—and justly
proud—of his fine achievement. He had
came tolook upon every fellow who had
played in his team as a personal friend.
Without their co-operation he would have
been helpless, They had been splendid,
magnificent—and Cardew never wearied
of saying so.

“1 was merely the figure-head,”” he was
constantly explaining to his schoolfeliows.
“I¢'s the others you've got to thank.
Loyalty? By gad, if ever there was real
loyalty displayed, it was displayed that
day! The way those fellows backed me
ap wasg stunnin’—simply stunnin’!”

And now, when Tom Merry & Co. were

And so a-

T'his third meeting had taken place on |
pre-:

to say that there wasn't 3 more popular,

fit and well again, came the draw for the
third round of the Public Schools’ Cup,
causing a fresh burst of excitemient at
the old schpol.

It was Levisqn who broke the long
sitence in Study Il\lfo, 9.

“Wonder if Tom Merry’s drawn up the
team yel?” he remarked,

Cardew looked thoughtful,

“Let's stagger along 1o the nolice-
board an’ see,” he said,

The three chums sallied forth arm-in-
arm.

There was a crowd round the notice-
board. Not a well-behaved crowd, but
a fierce, angry one.

George Alfred Grundy was holding
forth to a number of fellows.

Grundy had always maintained that he
was entitled to a place in the St. Jim's
eleven. Butb it was not of this that he
was speaking now. He had, in fact, for-
gotten all about himself for once,

“1’s a shame—a rack, rotten shame!”
he exclaimed. “@Give honour where
honour is due—that’s what I say{”’

“Hear, hear!”

“Who put Greyfriars out of the Cup,
I should like to know? Was it Tom
Merry?”

“No l”
crowd.

“Was it Cardew?”

“Yes!"” came an even mightier roar.

“Then Cardew ought to skipper the
team against Wynport College!”

“Ves, rather!”

“The same team that licked Greyfriars
ought to take the field against Wyn-

ort,” said Grundy. * And if any fellow

ere disagrees with what F say I'il dot
him on the nose!”

Nobody ventured to disagree. Grundy
was not in a_mood to be disagreed with
just then. He was purple in the face
with indignation. His massive fists were
clenched ready to strike, his burly frame
was quivering with excilement and
passion. 5

“Fair play’s a jewel!” he exclaimed
loudly. ‘“Cardew’s eleven licked Grey-
friars; therefore, Cardew’s eleven oughit
to carry on the good work!”

“Hear, hear!”
Cardew

came in a mighty roar from the

elbowed his way smilingly
through the throng.
¢ Make way there, please !” he shouted.

Tz Porunar.—No. 211,
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8 "~ The Call—"“ Stand and Deliver | "-Look out néxt Tuesday!

“Come along, Sidney, dear boy! This
way. Levison! Let's feast our optics on
Tonr Merry’s announcement,”

The trio forced their way fo close
guarters and read the notice. It was
worded in a briefl and businesslike
mannet.

“PUBLIC SCHOOLS’ CHALLENGE
CUP.

Third Round.

“We are to oppose Wynport College
on Saturday next,

“St. Jim’s eleven:

“Wynn; Figgins and Kerr; Lowther,
Redfern, and Noble; Blake, D’Arcy,
Merry, Talbot, and Levison,

“(Signed) Tom MEerry.
“Tootball Captain.”

That was all. No rallying call to arms,
no embellishments of any sort. Just the
bald facts. =~

Cardew ran his eye over the names,
avd the smile left his face,

*“The old brigade,” was his comment.

“Yes; and it isn't fairt” said Clive
heatedly. “I won’t go so {ar as Grundy,
and say that the same eleven that beat
Greyfriars ought to play against Wyn-
port. But Tom Merry might have in-
cluded one or two of them-—you, at any
rate, Ralph1”

+ ‘“Never mind me,” said Cardew,

S I'm not annoyed because Tom Merry
has seen fit to leave me out. But I do
think he ought to have given a chance
to some of the others who were in my
elaven. Dick Brooke, for instance. He
nailin’ good game. An' Ber-
Glyn, an’ Clifton Dane—io say
1in’ of you, Sidney. Tom Merry's
behavin® very high-handedly over this.”

“It’s a shame ! hooted Grundy.

“Three groans for Tom Merry!” said
Wilkins. - 1

And there was a chorus of dismal
groans; fit to make a person’s flesh creep.

There was hot anger against Tom
Merry.

The captain of the Shell had calmly
ignored the good work done by Cardew’s
eleven, and he was playing the old hands.
Poubtless Tom considered he was justi-
fied, for it was the old hands who had
earried St. Jim’s through the first round,
and through two of the matches with
Greyfriars. N

Cardew discussed the matter with Clive
for & moment. Then he suddenly wheeled
round upon Levison.

“Whai's  your

999

N

opinion of  this,
Fevison

Levison flushed. ITe was a chum of
€ardew’s, but he was also a member of
Fom Merry’s oviginal eleven. He had
rot played in Cardew’s team, having
been one of the influemza viciims. He
was now placed in a very awkward
pasition,

“I think there’s something to be said
for both sides,” he said. “In a way, it’s
only right that the Old Brigade, as you
ehoose to call them, should play agamst
Wynport, now that they're all fit again.
And vet it isn’t fair that the team that
Ecked Greyfriavs—your team, Cardew—
should be left out in the cold.”

Cardew nodded.

“Of course, four of these fellows
belong to Tom Merry’s team and mine
2 well,” he said. “I vefer to Wynn,
Figgins, Kerr, an’ Redfern. It's the
ather seven that I'm quibblin' about. T
ihnnk some-of my chaps ought to get a
show. An’, what’s more, T mean to see
that they do!”

Tan Porvran.~No. 211,

L Merry.

Cardew spoke  with quiet deter-

mination.

“ Whether I personally play against
Wynport College or not doesn’t matter
the toss of a button;” he said.  “But I
feel hound to make a fight on behalf of
the fellows who helped me to beat Grey-
friars. I'Hl go an’ have it out with Tom
An’ there’s no time like the
present.”

So saying, Cardew turned on his heel
and strode away. Clive followed him,
but Levison remained near the notice-
board, where George Alfred Grundy was
holding a sort of indignation meeting.

The Terrible Three were in their study.

Tom Merry looked up quickly when
Cardew and Clive came in. He ex-
pected trouble; and his expectations
were realised.

(Continued on nex: column,)

R R R T
Result of
“ASTON VILLA”

Competition !
(HIHR R iR R nmn
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ES LTS

_In this compctition one competitor sent
in a correct solution of the pictures. The
first prize of £5 has therefore been awarded
to:

JAMES LYNCH,
8, Greenhiough Street,
Ancoats,
Manchester.

The secoud prize of £2 10s. has been divided
among the foilowing four competitors, whose
solutions contained ome error each:

Ellie Auckland, Balmain, Denwick Terrace,
Tynemouth, Northumberland; Cyril H. Col-
lins, 41, Gladstone Road, Croydon; C. Lake,
43, Killyon Road, Wandsworth Road, S.W. 8;
Perey Lynch, 8, Greenhough Street, Ancoats,
Manchester,

The ten prizes of b5s. each have heen
divided among the following twenty-six com-
pet}tors, whose solutions contained two errors
each: :

May Lynch, 8, Greenhough Street, Ancoats,
Manechester; Leslie Tombs, 68, Astwood Road,
Worcester; C. Kelly, 5, Hands Street, Lither-
land, Liverpool; Bernard Wallis, 14, Egerton
Road, Bishopston, Bristel; W. Sidwell, 15,
Broadmead Road, Folkestone; Harry Witton,
2, Eastwood Road, BRirmingham; Edward
Dutton, 261, Aifred Street, Nottingham;
Mrs. A. F. Climie, 19, Barrie Terrace,
Ardrossan; John Evans, 110, High Street,
May Bank, Stafls; 8. Malins, 22, Peewitt
Road, Hampton, Evesham; E. E. Smith,
226, Great College Street, Camden Town,
N.W.; Naney Mason, 31, St. Augustine’s
Avenue, South Croydon; William Hamilton,
20, Duke Street, Motherwell; Robert Scott,
Gordon Cottage, Hawick, N.B.; A. Peaning-
ton, & Abbey Road, Merton, S.W.19.
S. H. T. Auld, 54, Langley Road, Ports-
mouth: Poppy Meek, 29, Charles Street,
Berkhampsted, Herts; John B. Moorwood,
38, Berrowdale Road, Sefton Park, Liverpool;
D. G. Smith, 28, Irvine Place, Aberdeen;
Geo. Sykes, 74, Anson Street, Barrow-in-
Furness; Walter Marcus, 85, Edgware Road,
W.2: ‘William Mitchell, 5, North Shore
Street, Campbeltown, N.B.; F. A. Collins,
13, Dover Road, Wanstead, E.12; B. Ash-
worth, 756, Oldham Road, Failsworth, Man-
chester; Mrs. J. Mastin, 21, Tenter Street,
Rothertiam; H. Alleott, 12, Thorncliffe Road,
Oxford.

SOLUTION.

What clab has & more briiliant record than
Aston Villa? There is a thzill in the very
title. And the names of the famous foot-
ballers the Villa has produced will never be
forgotten. It is moticeable, however, that
to-day their resources are not what they were
in pre-war days.

Cardew plunged into hiz subject right
away, withous any preamble.

“I see you propose to play the Old
Brigade against Wynport, Merry,” ‘he
said, “an’ I don’t approve of it.”

“Indeed ! :

“I consider that some of the fellows
who played in my team ought to be
given a shaw.”

“What you eonsider, my dear old top,”
said Tem Merry, “doesa’t count. I'm cap-
tain of footer.”

A’ we expect fair play from a footer
captain,” said Cavdew blunily.

“Well, you're getting it, I hope. I'm
trying to be as fair as ¥ can. I recognise
and appreciate the great game yvour
fellows put up against Greyiriars, And
I should like to give every single one
of ’em a place in Saturday’s team. But
it can’t be done. If a footer team con-
sisted of eighteen players, instead of
eleven, I should be able to squeeze ’em
all in. But unfortunately, eleven’s the
maximum. And T prefer to rely upon
the old hands. So that’s settled.”

Cardew looked grim.

“It’s a long way from bein' settled,”
he said.

“ What do you mean?”

“I'm goin’ to see justice done to the
fellows who played in my team. Puttin’
myself on one side for a moment, there
are six fellows who are entitled to play
in Saturday’s match. T refer to Clive,
Glyn, Dane, Brooke, Roylance, an’
Koumi Rao.” ;

“But there’s no room for them I eried
Tom Merry, in tones of exasperation.
“Don’t be an ass, Cardew! As I said -
before, I'd play every man jack of them
if T could. But the rules of football lay
it down that a team shall consist of
eleven players.  Seventeen or eighteen
would be a erowd.” . :

“Then you won't give my follows a
show 77

“T'm sorry, bub it can’t be done.”

Cardew moved to the door, beckoning
Clive to follow. Then he cxploded a
bombshell.

“The six fellows T have named,” he
said, “are goin’ to play on Saturday. I
shall instruet them to turn out for the
match, an’ I shall insist upon them
playin’. An’ T'll go a step further than
that. TIf they should ask me to skipper
the team, I shall do so.”

Tom Merry could only gasp. Cardew’s
words, uttered slowly and deliberately,
fairly took his breath away

It was unheard-of, for a fellow who was
not captain of football to take the law
into his own hands in this way. But
Cardew was in sober earnest. More-
over, he was at the height of his popu-
larity just now, and lots of fellows would
approve of his action, and range them-
selves on his side.

Cardew had indeed exploded a bomb-
shell. He left the Terrible Three staring
at each other in stupefied surprise.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
At a Deadiock.

“ ELL, if this jsn't the limit!"
exclaimed Faity Wynn.
“It certainly takes the

bun,” agreed Kevr.

And Figgins and Dick Redfern nodded
their agreement.

The four'New House fellows had come
over to the School House to see what all
the excitement was about.

They stood in front of the notice-board,
and read Tom Merry's announcement.

But there was another announcement,
pinned cheek by jowl with Tom Merry's,

Tt ran thus: :

The * Final " At Last! St. Jim’s Great Fight for the Cup—Next Week {



The Champion of Boys’ Papers is the ' Popular' —everyone says so! 9

3T, JIM'S v. WYNPORT COLLEGE.

“The St. Jim’s eleven will be as follows:

Wynn; Figgins and Kerr; Roylance,
Redfern, and Glyn; Cardew, Clive,
Brooke, Dane, and Koumi Rao.

“This is the identical team that de-
feated Greyfriars in the second vound.
 (Signed) Rarpa RECENESS CARDEW,
: “{‘aptain.”

“It seems that we're playing in two
scparate elevens!” said Dick Redfern,

“There’s a frightful mix-up some-
where,” said Figgins. “There are two
- teams and two skippers. And we four
are down to play in both teams.”

“Looks to me as if Tom Merry and
Cardew have come to loggerheads,” said
Kerr. ‘“But here comes Cardew., No
doubt he’ll explain.”

Cardew nodded cheerfully to the New
House quartette as he came up.

“What does this mean, Cardew?”
asked TFiggins, pointing to the notice-
board,

“It means,” said-Cardew, “that there's
been a split in the camp. om Merry
thinks the Old Brigade ought to play, an’
I consider that the team which licked
Greyfriars deserves a show. Merry's
obstinate, an’ he's made up his mind to
have his own way. I'm equally
obstinate, an’ I mean fo sec fair play.
So that’s how the matter stands at
present,”

“But, my dear chap,” said Figgins,
“either you or Tom Merry will have to
come down from the high horse. One
of you must stand eside, or we shall
have eighteen fellows turning out on
Saturday to play Wynport College.”

Cardew shrugged his shoulders.

“I did my best to get Tom Merry to
see reason,” he said; “but there was
nothin’ doin’. As for myself, I had no
intention of playir’ in the team, at first;
but a whole crowd of fellows have urged
me to play, an’ not only play, but
skipper the side.”

“Bat Tom Merry's the official skip-
per,” said Dick Redfern.

“He wouldn’t be skipper for long, if
there was a new election.”

Figgins & Co. looked startied.

“We don't want all the bother and fuss
of .an electicn, on the eve of the Cup-
tie,” said Figgins. “Dash it all, how
can we hope to lick Wynport unless we
stand together?” .

“United we stand, divided we fall,”
said Fatty Wynn,

* Precisely 1”

“But you can see my point of view,
can’t you?” said Cardew.

“Yes,” said Kerr. ‘““We can see your
point of view, and Tom Merry’s too.
And there's something to be said for
both sides. TIt's Tom Merry's duty to
select the very best team possible, accord-
ing to his judgment; and I believe he
drew up the list conscientiously. On the
other hand, it’s only fair that some of
the fellows who helped to lick Greyfriars
~—especially you and Clive and Brooke—
should be given a show.”

“It’s a rummy situation,” said Dick
Redfern.
lock.”

“If only we were allowed to play
cighteen men instead of eleven,” said
Tatty Wynn, “everything in the garden
would be lovely.”

¢ Are you fellows goin'
team, or
Cardew.

i)

to play in my
in Tom Meiry's?’ asked

“We're going to play for St. Jim’s,” |

said Figgins. ‘“Never mind anything
else.  We refuse fo takes sides in this

“ What you might call a dead- |
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up under him as he fell.
His knee was put out.

REDDY’S BAD LUCK !—Redfsern was charged heavily, and his leg crumbled
He was assisted to his feet, but he couldn’t stand.

(Se2e Chapter 3.)

It's the honour of the scheol

i

business.
that counts.

“Well spoken!” said Dick Redfern.
% Those are our sentiments, to a L1’

“Do you think I'm not considerin’ the
honour of the school?” flashed Cardew
angrily.  “I'm not actini' from selfish
motives. I'm tryin’ to field the best
team possible, with a view to trouncin’
W‘ynpm't College.”

‘Well, I hope you and Merry will
comne to some agreement by Saturday,”
said Figgins. *If you don’t, it will be
an impossible situation.”

* Absolutely ! said Kerr.

The discussion being at an end, the
New House fellows went back to their
own quarters.

The days passed swiftly.
situation remained unchanged.

Tom Merry showed no sign of giving
in to Cardew. And Cardew showed no
sign of giving in to Tom Merry.

Saturday came, without a settlement.

Tom Merry visited Cardew in the
latter’s study, shortly before lunch, and
tried his utmost to persuade Ralph Reck-
noss to abandon the position hie had taken
up. But Cardew was firm.

The result was that eighteen fellows
lined up on the foothali-field to face
Wynport College.

The situation was alto
parallel in the annals of 3t Jim's foot-
ball.

The Wynport boys—fine, well-built
fellows—fairly gasped when they saw the
extent of the opposition.

Jerrard, their skipper, spoke
Merry on the subject.

“My dear fellow,” he said, ““we came
here to play the St. Jin’s eleven-—not a
Rugby fifteen with three reserves thrown
in!”

the

And

her  without

to Tom

~ Don’t Be Mistaken—Next Tuesday’s St. Jim’s is

i

Tom Merry flushed crimson.

“I—I'm awfully sorry,” he stammered.
“T would have averted this, if I could.
The fact is, there’s a split in our camp,
and this is the vesult. I've done my besi
to bring about a settlement, but it's ne
good.” !

There was a huzz of excitement around
the ropes. The spectators were wondesr-
ing what was going to happen, and
whether the tangle would ever be sorted
out.

Kildare of the Sixth came striding on
to the turf. He was frowning.

“What is the meaning of this, Merry?”
he demanded. *There are seven super-
fluous men in your team.”

Tom Merry explained all the circum-
stances quite fairly and frankly..

“We're absolutely at a deadlock,
Kildare,” he concluded, “and there's ne
way out.”

“Nonsense !” said Kildare
“You and Cardew could have
this matter long ago.”

“But how, Kildare?” asked Tom
Merry in perplexity.

“By having the team chosen by
ballot. There is still time for this to be
done. It will only take a few minubes.
We will call an emergency meeting of
the Shell and the ¥ourth, and let the
fellows select their own team. Wyasn,
Figgins, Kerr and Redfern will play for
cortain, so we needn’t worry about them. _
It’s the other seven positions that matter,
and we’ll soon settle who are to occupy
them.”

There was not a moment to waste, for
the kick-off was nearly due, and the
Cuptie authorities had a very strict rule
about prompt starting.

sharply.
setiled
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The members of the Shell and Fourth
Farms were promptly summoned to the
FBnior cOMmon-room. :

Kildare, with the assistance of Darrel
wnd  Monteith, hastily drew up the
Ballot-papers.

‘The fellows were asked to vote“as to
who should fill the following positions :—

Right-half: Lowther or Raylance.
Jefi-half: Noble or Glyn. Outside-right:
B¥ Arcy or Cardew. Inside-right: Blake
er Chve.. Centre-forward: Meiry or
Brooke. Insideleft: Talbot or Dane.
€niside-left : Levison or Koumi Rao.

‘the papers were filled up in record
tirre.  Most of the fellows had made up
their minds in-advance whom to vote
for. J

There was a buzz of excitement when
¥Kildare collected the ballot-papers, and
proceeded to tot up the votes

“ What's the result, Kildare?”

“Pon’'t keep us in suspense!”

“We're simply dying to know !
Kildare raised his hand for silence.
“The guieter you keep, the quicker I
shall be,” he said.

‘The resnlt was announced at length,
asid mingled cheering and groaning.

i was found that three of Cardew's
wion, including Ralph Reckness himself,
hzd been selected to play.

The positions were to be filled thus:—

Hi]ght-half :  Roylance. Left-half :
Nehle

Outside-right : Cardew. Inside-
; Clive. Centre-forward: Merry.
Frside-left: Tallot. Qutside-left:
FLevison.

¢ardew turned to Clive with a smile.

“You an’ me constitute the right
wing, Sidney,” he said. “It’s rough
ek on Gussy an’ Blake: still, Tom
Merry can’t gramble. Four of his men
Eave been chosen. On the whele, I've
w3 quarrel with the votin’.  An’ now,
havin’ finally settled this business, we'll
o forth an’ collect the scalps of Wynport
€ollege.”

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Football Extraordinary.

«F WERE they come!”

H “Give 'em a cheer !V

“Hurrah !”
*Play up, Cardew !”

It was o rather mixed team that St.
Jim’s put into the field. But it was a
very strong one.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy and Jack
Riake were the most notable absentces.
Fhey were fine footballers both; but
with Cardew and Clive bang on top of
their form, it was only right that they
should form the right wing.

Another surprise was the appearance
of Dick Roylance in the half-back line,
in preference to Monty Lowther. But
even Monty admitted that on current
form he was no match for Roylance.

As for Tom Merry and Cardew, they
were only teo ready to sink their
Jifferences now, and play up shoulder
to shoulder for the common cause.
Personal squabbles would have no place
in that match with Wynport College.
Wach fellow would play up for his side,
not for himself.

The ball was kicked off promptly to
the minute,

Away went the 8t JHm's forwards—
a dashing set of foragers. Their speed

and skill were an eyd-opener to the
Wynport fellows. ;
Cardew and Clive passed and re-

passed to each other in dazzling fashion.
And they made ground rapidly. The
Wynport defenders closed in upon them,

and Cardew, cool as a cucumber, sent
across a perfect centre just as he was

charged over.

"Fom Merry and Talbot raced for the
ball, and the Wynport goalie raced for
it at the same time. Tom Merry won
by the veriest fraction of 2 second, and
he promptly whipped the ball into the
net.

“Goal!”

The crowd cheered delightedly. This
early goal for the Saints was a good
omen.

Wynport refused to be put off their
game by this early reverse. They played
up strongly, and when they attacked it
was clear that their forwards were just
as deadly, just as dangerous, as Tom
Merry’s line.

But Fatty Wynn was very sound and
safe in the home goal. And Figuing and
Kerr defended stoutly. ;

“Come along, the Saints!”

“Jet’s have another!” ;

Figgins, with a mighty kick, put paid
to a Wynport attack. Then followed
a long spell of midfield play. The ball
bobbed about near the half-way line,
and neither side could claim an advan-
tage.

Then Dick Redfern opened up the
game by putting Levison in possession.

Tevison raced away on the left, with
a turn of speed which suggested that
he had a pair of wings concealed under
his jersey.

“Good man!”
“Take it through!
man on you!”

Levison saw the danger, but with
cool self-possession he back-heeled the
ball to Talbot, who was following up.

Talbot took the leather in his stride,
and sent' it hurtling into the net with
an impact which broke the rigging.

(33 Goal !’}

“Pwo up!” chortled the spectators.
“That’s the style, St. Jim’s! Keep the
merry pot boiling !” ;

The Wynport fellows were looking a
{rifle dismayed now. They were not
accustomed to having their defence
pierced in this way. They were a
really fine team; but there was some-
thing irvesistible about the play of {he
homesters,

The remainder of the first half saw
the Saints swarming round the Wynport
goal like fliés round a honeypot. But
they could not add to their score. Half-
time came, with St. Jim’s leading 2—0.

After all their strenuous Cupties, it
really looked as if the Saints would
have a smoolh passage into the fourth
round.

But when the second half began, they
experienced a black ten minutes.

Everything seemed to go wrong.

First of all there was a misunder-
standing between Figgins and Kerr—a
thing that only happened once in a
blue moon—and whilst they both stood

roared the crowd.
Look out, there’s a

Our Amazing Highwayman Serial will thrill thousands!

hesitating, each leaving it {o the other
to go for the ball, the Wynport centre-
forward broke through and scored.

Shortly after this calamily, another
came. : : -

Fatty Wynn ran out to save a slow
ground shot. Suddenly he slipped on
the treacherous turf, and went sprawling.
The ball gently irickled past him inte
the net.

It was the softest goa! imaginable,
and sheer bad luck for St. Jim’s.

But the chapter of accidents was net
yet at an end. -

Dick Redfern,

who had been playing

a glorious game at centre-half, was
charged rather heavily, and his leg
crumpled up under him as he fell. He

was assisted to his feet by the two Si.
Jim’s backs, bui he couldn’t stand; his
knee had been put out, He was carried
off the field

Reddy’s absence was a {remendous
handicap to St. Jim’s. He had been the
axle on which the team had revolved,
and the Saints seemed to go all {o pieces
without him.

Jerrard, the Wynport skipper, gave his
side the lead with a fast, unstoppable

shot. And now it seemed that the
Saints were doomed.
Gradually, however, they adapted

themselves to the loss of Redfern. Tom
Merry rallied his men with words of
encouragement, and they began to have
more of the game.

Tom Merry, putting all bis energy
into the tussle, initiated attack after
attack. But nothing seemed to come
off for St. Jim’s. Talbot headed against
the crossbar, and Levison sent in a
stinging cross-shot, which was turned
round the post for a corner.

The corner-kick ~was desperately
cleared by the Wynport defenders. -
And it was not untii very late in the
game that St. Jim’s got on terms.

It was Clive’s goal. He broke clean
through on his own, tricking man after
man, and finally planting the ball in
the corner of the net, out of the goalie’s
reach.

With five minutes to go, bLoth teams
played up fiercely, cramming all their
energies into a final spurt. oth goals
had narrow escapes, but neither fell,
and the score, at the end of ninety
minutes, was 3—3.

The referee ordered exira time to be
played. © And then came the most
thrilling scene of all.

After Wynport had made several dan-
gerous raids, the Saints broke away, and
the whole forward line indulged in a
wonderful bout of passing, working their
Wa;i nearer and ncarer {o the Wynport
goal.

Tom Merry let drive with his right
foot, and the ball shot through space
as though discharged from a cannon.
It crashed against one of the uprights,
and rebounded into play. Ralph Reck-
ness Cardew seemed to rise up suddenly
from nowhere, and he' shot the last
goal, the winning goal, and the best
goal of the match. ;

And that was how 8t Jim's entered
the fourth round of the Public Schools’
Challenge Cup Competition.

THE END.®

Don’t forget—

How do St. Jim’s Fare in the Final of the Public Schools’ Challenge Cup?—

Read all about it, next week, in:—

“THE GREATEST GAME OF ALL!”

By MARTIN CLI{FFORD.

—Order Early!
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HOLIDAY ADVENTURES IN THE BAOKWOODS ! —When Frank Richards & Co. take the lone frail info the great

North-West they find adveniure in plenty !
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
¥eon Chin, Too!

AST day at schooll” remarked Bob
Lawless.
“Neo more

i )

blessed work for
weeks to come!” said Chunky
Todgers, with great satisfaction.

Frank Richards laughed.

Frank was looking forward to the holidays,
but not exactly for the same reason as
Chunky. He did not object to work.

“We're golng to spread ourselves a bit
these holidays.” went on Bob Lawless. “A
few days at home. just to make ocur people
happy—ahem-—"

“Ha, hat"”

“And then the North-West traill” said
Bob, with glistening eyes. “Just our hosses
and guns and ourselves, and all the North-
West in front of vs! Up the Cascade Moun-
tains, perhaps right on through the Coast
Range to the Pacific—hay? VYou've never
scen the Pacific, Franky?”

“Not yet,” said Frank Richards.

“It’s a great sight, We shall sece some-
thing of the mining-camps in the Cascade
section, too, and the Redskins in their pative
haunts. As Chunky’s coming with us we'tl
make him do all the chores.”

“Oh, will you?” sald Chunky Todgers
warmly.

“The whatter?” asked Frank.

“Ah, I forgot you don’t speak Canadian
well yet,” grinned Bob., “1 mean the work
about camp—the chores, you know. Chunky
will be useful if not ornamentali”

“Why, you jay—" exelaimed Chunky.

Chunky Todgers was far from believing that
he was nof ornamental, and he had no great
desire to be useful. :

“It will be ripping!” said Vere Beauclerc.

“The time of our lives, Cherub!” aaid Bob.
“1 suppose your voppa won't mind you
coming away for a few weeks?”

Beauclere shook his head.

“No; father will be away himself, as it
happens. I've told him I'm going on a holi-
day with you fellows aad he's glad.”

“Good!”

“I say, there’s been a lot of big strikes
in the Cascade Mountains,” remarked Chunky
Todgers thoughtfully. *Suppose we found
a gold-mine—-"

“T'll bring home in my hat ail the gold-
mines you find, Chunky. Hallo, you lump
of yellow wickedness. what do you want?”

Bob Lawless addressed that polite question
to Yen Chin, the Chinece of Cedar Creek
School.

The chums of Cedar Creek were sbanding
in the gateway, chabting while they waited
for the bell for afterncon lessons—the last
lessixxs they were to receive for many merry
weeks.

NG N

ORT

S VIS
=

-Yen Chin came wrlggling up with an agree-
able grin upon nis yellow face.

“No mole schoollee aftel to-mollew,”
said.

*Just found that out?”

“You chappee goee away,” said Yen Chiu.

he

“Me heal talky-talky. You goee on long
joulney North-West—oh, yes?”

“Correct

“ Nicey-picey I’ said Yen - Chin. “Rle
comee.”

ilEh?U

“Me comee North-West with handsome

Bob,'t'] said Yen Chin.
W OR 1

“You likee me comee, Flanky?”

“Ahem!"” murmured Frank Richards.

“You likee, Chelub?”

Vere Beayclerc coughed.

As a matter of fact, the chums of Cedar
Creek were not yearning for the company of
the Chinee on their North-Western trip.

Chunky Todgers, who was not quite so
polite as the rest, answered the little Chinee
with delightful directness, -

“You likee me comee, Todgee?”

“No fear!"” answered Chunky.

“No likee?”

“No heathens in this outfit!” said Chunky.
“Run away ard chop chips, you young jay!
You'll be in the way "

“Chinee velly nicey boy,” said Yen Chin.
sorrowfully. “Me tinkee likee comee. Me
cockee.”

“Yep, [ guess I know your cooking!” said
Bob Lawless, with a wry face. “No cats and
dogs on my plate thanks!”

“Me cookee mnicee.”” .

“The fact is, four's company, and five's a
crowd!” said Bob. “You wouldn't like it,
Yen Chin.’

“Takee oniy four, notice fivee?” said Yen
Chin thoughtfully.

“Correct "

“Allee lightee! Leave ugly Chunkee, and
takee me instead.”

“Why, yov cheeky heathen!”
Chunky Todgers in great wrath,
want me to scalp your pigtail?”

Yen Chin jumped back.

“No wante» nicey Chinee?” he exclaimed.
“Allee light! You go choppee-chippee. You
velly ugly, bad boy!”

The chums of Cedar Creek grinned as Yen
Chin marched away with that remark.

“Hallo, there’s the bell!” exclaimed Bob.

Frank Richards & Co. went into the school-
house,

There was a buzz of voices in Miss Meadows®
class when the schoolmistreys came in.

That afterncon most of tthe boys and girls
were thinking more of their coming Holidays
than of their last instructions at Miss
Meadows' hands. >

“You likee me comee?”

roated
“Do you

Frank Richards’
Schooldays in

the Backwoods g

of Canada.
SIS

“Silence, pleasel” said Miss Mendows.

The lessons proceeded.

The lesson happened fo be geograpty, and
it dealt with North-Western Canada, and so
¥Frank Richurds & Co. wers more than usually
interested in it.

That was the region where they were to
travel

But the lesson was suddenly interrupted by
a terrific yell from Bob Lawless:

“Yarooocor !”

Bob leaped to his feet as he yelled.

Miss BMeadows - spun round towards him,
almost petrified.

All eye: were turned on Bob.

“Lawless!” almost thundered the Cauadian
schoolmistress. “How dare you?”

“I—I—I—— 1 was stung!” gasped the un-
happy Bob. “Something sharp ran into my
feg, ma’am.”

“Nonsense!”

“It—it did, ma’am! Somebody stuck a pin
in me, I guess!” howled Bob, turning to glare
at the row behind him.

In the form behind there were Chunky
Todgers, Tom Lawreunce, and Yen Chin. Al
three of them stared at Bob and grinned.

Miss Meadows came among the desks.

“Did oue of you touch Lawless with a pin?”
she exclaimed severely.

“Nunno, ma’am!”

“QCertainly nof, ma’am!”

“No touchee Bobbee,” murmured Yen Chiu.
“No leachee. How can?”

“That is gqute true. These boys could nog
reach you, Lawless, without leaving their
seats,” said Miss Meadows.

“All the same, somebody sbuck something
into me,” sald Bob. *“It hurts like anything!
Ow!”

“This i3 very extraordinary! You may
change places with Richards, Lawless,”

“Yes, ma'am,”

Bob changed forms with his+chum, and
Frank Richards sat down in his place.

Miss Meadows, with a very severe look,
resumed the lessons.

But there was destined to be
interruption.

It came from Frank Richards. this time.

He jumped up suddenly with a howl that
ran through the class-rcom, and caused ali
the class to stare round,

“Yah, yah! Oh! Oh, my hat! Ow!”

angtier

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Four In Trouble!
13 ICHARDS!”

“Yow-ow-owi"”

“How dare you interrupt the

lessons, . Richards!” exclaimed Miss
Meadows angrily. *Are you out of your
senses, boy?”
Tur PorvLAr,—No, 211,
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“Somehody stuck & pin in my leg, ma’am,”
unmered  Frank—“somebody behind me!
oW

“Lawrence! Todgers!
you touch Richards?”
“No, ma’am!” :
No touchee nicee old Flanky,” said Yen
Chin. *“How can?”

“Richards, I am afraid that you are de-
tiherately wasting time,” said Miss Meadows
sternly. “This appears to me to be a joke
between you and Lawless.””

“Ohb, no, ma‘am! I—J—-"

“Beauclere, take Richards' place! Richards,
» will take this seat under my eyes!” said
- schoolmistress severely.

ank Richards obeyed with scarlet cheeks.
re Beauclere, with a rather puzzled look
chum, took the place he vadated.

Mecadows, good-tempered as
was, looked angry now.
coneluded that the exuberance of
s, natural on the eve of the holidays,
s leading some of her pupils to perpetrate
rag ” in class.

For it really seemed impossilile for any-
ite at that desk to be reached by a pin
from behind without the action being. seen
by the whole elass.

And certainly Lawrence, Todgers, and Yen

2 had not moved from their places, and,
hout moving, they cculd nobt get within
reach of the fellow in front,

But before ten minutes Liad elapsed Miss
Meadows was interrupted hy a sharp cry
from Vere Beauclerc:

“Oul” .

The schooimistress’ eyez were fixed tpon
him at onee.

“ Beauclerc!™
“J—I am sorry, Miss Meadows!” stammered
Hm’mcle!‘c. “Someone ran a pin into my

<

Yen Chin! Did

she

You must he well aware, Beauclere, that
von are stating an impossibility 1’ exclaimed
Miss Meadows. “No one could do so without
stooping : and certainly no one has stooped.
} am sorry to see that three boys whom 1
have regarded as my best pupils have entered

into a scheme to show disrespect to their
schoolmistress on the last day of the term.”

“Miss Meadows! I——"

“That .is enough!” rapped Miss Meadows.
“Richards, Lawless, and Beauclere, come out
before the class!” ?

Frank Richards & Co. obeyed with crimson
faces.

Miss Meadows pointed to the corner of the
class-room where Mr. Slimmey was busy with
the youngest class.

“You will join Mr. Slimmey's class for the
present,” she said. “Mr. Slimmey, will you
kindly take charge of these three unruly
boys?”

“Certainly, Miss Meadows!®

There was a general grin as the three
blushing culprits went to Mr. Slimmey’s elass,
where they were placed in a row of little
girls of about eight or nine.

There is really no indignity in sitting
among little girls of eight or nine, but a
schoolboy has his own views on that subject.

Frank Richards & Co. were being ridiculed
as a punishment for their supposed dis-
respect, and they felt it keenly.

Grinning glances were turaned towards them
from their own class, and Miss Meadows had
some difficulty in keeping the attention of
her pupils to the work in hand.

It was about a quarter of an hour later
when a sndden, terrific yell from Chunky
Todgers rang through the school-room.

He leaped up so suddenly that he nearly
pitched Tom Lawrence off the form.

“Yarooh! Yah! Yawp!»

Chunky Todgers fairly bellowed

“Todgers!” shrieked Miss Meadows,

“Yah! ©Oh! Somebody's stabbed me!"”
velled Chunky. “I've been stabbed in the
leg! Yaroooh! Oh crumhs! Oh Jerusalem!”

“Come here, Todgers!”

“Yow-ow-ow {"

“Come here, you bad boy!*

*“Oh dear!” moaned Chunky,
out before the class.

Swish!

“Now go and take your seat with the other
unruly hoys!” said Miss Meadows sternly. “If

as he limped

AN
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YEN CHIN HAS THE ADVANTAGE—AND THE HORSES !'—Bcb Lawless
put his hands to his mouth and shouted desperately.
‘The Chinee locked back over his shoulder, grinning.
the pursuers had stopped he stopped also.
(See Chapter 5.)

“Yen Chin! Hailt!"
As soon as he saw
“ Rllee light ! he called.

Tre Porurar,—No, 211
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there is any further disorder I will detain the
whole class for an hour this evening!”

Chunky Todgers rolled away dismally to
Mr. Slimmey’s corner, and was there accom-
modated with a seat between two smiling
little girls.

There was no more disorder in
Meadows’ class.

If it was a rag, the threat of detention
had been sufficient to make an end of the
little game.

When lessons were over af last, and Miss
Meadows dismissed her class, she came to-
wards Frank Richards & Co. with a stern
brow.

“You have displeased me very much,” she
said quietly. “I am sorry to punish you on
your last day at school. But you will be
detained for onme hour, you four. I will set
you a task.”

“But, ma'am—-"

“You need not speak’l”

“But 1 assure you, Miss
stammered Frank.

“Silence!” - :

There was nothing more to be said.

While the rest of the school! marched out
Miss Meadows set the unbappy four their
detention task, and they were left to it in
the deserted schoal-room,

Miss Meadows' brow was very severe wien
she left them, and her displeasure was a
greater punishment to the four than the
detention, for they had a very great respect
for the schoolmistress, and valued her good
opinion.

“It’s too bad!” graunted Bob Lawless.
“Miss Meadows has got mad with us now, and
she won't hear a wordi”

“And we weren't to blame!” groaned
Chunky Todgers. “Somebody ran a pin into
my leg—I kunow that!”

“Same here!” said Frank,

“And bere!” smiled Beauclerc.
don’t quite see how it was done,
There was nobody close to me.”

“Miss Meadows don't believe it, anyway.
She don't know that we beat Georgie
Washington in his own particular line,” said
Bob, with a rueful grin. “Some beastly jay
having a lark with us, somehow. Hallo,
you yellow imp! Vamoose the ranch!”

Yen Chin trod softly inte the deserted
school-room, and came up to the det
quartette with an' expression of
sympathy on his little yellow face.

“Pool old Flanky!” he said. “Me solly?”

“All serene, kid. No bones broken, vou

Miss

Meadows——-**

“But |
either.

know.”
“Lill” Chinee velly solly, allee saniee,
Pool lill' Chinee <cly!” said Yen Chin
solemnly.

“Br-r-r-r!” grunted Beb Lawless.

“You likee goee way?” asked Yen Chin.

“Can’t, dutfer! We're detained, ain’t we?"

“Me askee Missy Meadee!”

“Fathead!” said Frank.
tained, too, if you're
Meadows.”

“No cheekee; me askee. Be geftee you
oft, you askee me comee on holiday in North-
West—oh, yes?” asked Yen Chin.

“Oh, absquatulate!” said Bob.

“The silly jay can’t beg us
Chunky Todgers.

“Me know how can.”

“Rats!”

“Me showee you, then you takee me on
holiday—oh, yes!” said Yen Chin; and he
toddled ont of the school-room.

Frank Richards & Co. settled down to
their detention task. They had no faith
whatever in Yen Chin being able fo leg
them off.

They did not quite know the facts yet.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Ungrateful !
“C OME in!” called out Miss meadows

“Youll get de-
cheeky to Miss

off IV said

as a tap came at her study dor
Yen Chin wriggled into the room.
The

schoolmistress gave him
a smile.

Yen Chin was a thorough little rascal in
many respects, but he was a good fellow
in some ways, and the gueer little Celestial
was rather:liked in the lumber school. 3fiss
Meadows was always kind to Yen Chin.

“Well, what is it, Yen Chin?” she asked.

“Me solly.”

“What?” ’ =

“Pool lill' Chinee welly bad boy,” said
Yen Chin sorrowfully. ¢ Wicked old heathen,
you bet.”

Miss Meadows” suppressed a smile, Yea

(Continued on page 11.}
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and Tubby Muffin of Rookwood,

Suppiement No. 108.

Week Ending February 3rd, 1923.

By Billy Bunter.

My dear Readers,—A number dealing
with fat boys, written by fat boys!
What could be better?

One of these days we might publish a
Special Thin Boys' Number, with
Alonzo Todd or Fisher. T. Fish as
editor. There are lots of scraggy
skellingtons at Greyfriars, but there
aren’t many plump, hansom fellows. Me
and my miner, Sammy, are the only
two, Johnny Bull is berly, but he isn’t
really fat. Coker of the Fifth is hefty,
but ﬁe isn’t fat, either. Fat boys are
jolly rare, and this only makes them all
the more preshus,

Being fat has its advantages. It also
has it drorbacks. It is not my purpuss,
in this editorial letter, to give you a list
of the bennyfits and the pennalties of
being fat. You will find those out for
yourselves, when you peruse the kon-
tents of this issew.

On my editorial staff 1 have four fat
and famus subbs. Each and all of them
have kontributed to this number, which
is only right. But the principal plum
in the pooding, so to speak, is the grand
story by my miner, entitled ““The
Fate of Fatty Forbes!” Some of you
will remember the tuching story that
Sammy wrote several weeks ago, “The
Story of Sam Skellington.” It proved
such a good story that I have decided
to have another from Sammy’s powerful
pen. I have plezzure in delivering the
goods herewith,

“Larf and grow fat,” runs the ancient
proverb, And there is enuff larfter in
these pages to make all my readers
become as fat as myself |

T will now lay this Special Number at
your feet, and leave it in your hands,
hoping you will enjoy it to the fool, and
proseed to shower congratulations upon

Yours sinseerly,
YOUR EDITOR.

Supplement 1,}

TEN FOOLISH FAT

BOYS. By Dick Penfold.

Ten foolish fat boys, at a banauet fine,
One ate too much treacle-tart, and then
there were nine,

Nine foolish fat boys, eating cod and
skate,

One devoured a fishbone, and then there
were eight.

Eight foclish fat boys
eleven,

stayed up till

and then

One succumbed to frostbite,
i there were three.

Three foolish fat boys; one, so cold and
blue,

Took a bath and boiled himself, and
then there were two.

Two foolish fat boys devoured another
| bun,

2

One  collapsed through It fairly finished one of
overweight, and then them, and then there
there were seven, was one.

Seven foolish fat boys;
one contrived to mix
Tomato-sauce with apple-
pte, and then therc
were six.
Six  foolish fat boys
the cake did strive,
One was prodded with a
knife, and then there

for - §

One foolish fat boy got in
such a fix;

His head jammed in the

) oven door, and then

there were nix!

(It's just like Dick Pen-

were five.

Five foolish fat boys began to sleep and
snore,

One rolled over in the fire, and then
there were four,

TFour foclish fat boys weke shivering,
and, dear me!

fold to make fun of a
fellow’s form. Personally,
I think he is jellus of plumpness in a
tellow. He is as skinny as a skellington
bhimself. As I have already said, a fat
boy ‘gets to the top of the ladder of fame,
miles, or rather rungs, before the chag
all skin and bones.—Ep.)

%2 7. 5
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I Billy Bunfers Weeklys

“FAT BOY WANTED! To appear nightly
4t Wayland Music Hall in a comic sketch.
heral salary offered. Applicants should
apply in person to the Proprietor of ‘ The
Frivolities,” now performing at the above-
nomed hall”

That advertisement, which appeared in the
local paper, was pointed out to Baggy Trimble
;i the junior Common-room.

It was Levison wio brought it to Baggy's
uotiee. ~

“There's a chance for you, Baggy.” he said.
“Roll up and ‘capture the job, and the
dollars ”
rimble's little round eyes glittered with
xeitement.

“Think it's genuine?’ he asked.

“ Abzolutely! They’re wanting a fat
fellow, to take part in one of their funny
sketehes. And if youre not the Tfattest
fellow for miles around, I'll eat my Sunday
topper!”

“What shall I have to do?” asked Baggy.

“Just play the fool,” said Levison. *In
other words, act naturally.”

“Ha, ha, fatr

There was a roar of laughter at Levison’s
listle jest. But Baggy Trimble was deaf to
the sounds of hilarity. He was thinking of
the advertisement, and he had already made
up his mind to respond to it.

‘There were times when plumpness was &
valuable asset, and this was one of them.

Baggy Trimble decided to interview the
proprictor of “The Frivolities ” at once
Delay might ruin his chances of getting the
job, There were other fat boys in Wayland
and district who would see that advertise-
ment, and answer it. In fact, there would be
a sort of fat hoyy parade. and the fatfest
;‘e%iow of the bunch would probably get the
job.

“I'm sure to bag it if 1 go along right
now,” mused Baggy. “I shall only be wanted
for about half an hour every evening, and
¥ can easily manage that. I expect the pay-
ment will be jolly good, too!”

Having calmly borrowed Blake's bicyele,
Baggy Trimble pedalled off to Wayland.

It s aboub six o’cleck when he reached
the music-hall, ,and the evening performance
had not yet begzn.

Bagey beheld a procession of fat boys
rolling into the building. He rested the
bicycle against the kerb, and watched them.

“I'm a jolly sight plumper than that
skinny crew!” he murmured, with a chuckle.
*The proprietor will turn them all down as
soon as he catches sight of me!”

Searcely were the words out of Baggy's
month, when a boy tacked himself on o the
tail-end of the procession.

This particular boy was no scarecrow. He

was the fattest fellow Baggy Trimble had
ever seen—much fatter, even, than Baggy
himself!

umbs!” faltered the fat junior, in
y. “I shall never be able to compete
against that fellow, unless—" E

An inspiration came to Baggy.

“I'll bike back to 8t. Jim’s, and pad myself
out with eushions and things,” he muttered.
“Then T chall get the job, for a cert!”

Having formed this resolve, he promptly
put it into execution. He cycled baek post-
haste to the school, and proceeded to pad
himself out with the aid of cushions and
towels.

By the time these operations were con-
cluded. Baggy Trimble looked half as fat

in, He felt so congested and uncomfort-
able that he had great difficulty in eyeling
back to Wayland.

Baggy entered the music-hail at once, fear-
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ful lest his chances of getting the job had
already vanished. ”

On ‘entering the vestibule, he found a
number of fat boys standing in a row, heing
inspected by the proprietor of “The Frivoli-
ties.” Among them was the extremely fat
youth whom Baggy bad seen before. He
looked slimmer than Trimble now.

The proprietor gave a start when he caught
sight of the St. Jim's junior,

“By Jove, you're a plump specinien!” he
exclaimed. “And 1 want the plumpest I
can get!”

After a searching inspection of the fat
boys arraigned before him. the proprietor
asked Baggy and the extremely fat youth
to remuin and he dismissed the rest.

“The choice lies between you two,” he said.
“0ff with your coats! 1 want~to compare
the size of your arms.”

“Qh crumbs!” gasped Baggy Trimble. “1
—I'd rather keep my coat on, sir, if you
don’t mind!”

“Why?”

“I—I'm afraid of catching a chill!” faltered
Baggy.

h /I“X\

' The proprietor wrenched Baggy
Trimble's coat oft. Instanilya couple
of cushions fell to the floor.

7=z

“What nonsense!” il

Baggy's rival had already removed his coat
and rolled up his sleeves, revealing a pair of
huge. flabby arms.

The proprietor, growing impatient at the
delay on Baggy Trimble’s part, went forward,
and wrenched the fat junior's coat off.

Instantly a couple of cushions fell to the

oor.
“What the thump—-" began the amazed

proprietor.  Then he turned uvpon the im-
postor with a roar.
“This i3 a trick—a deliberate trick to

deceive me!” he thundered.

Baggy Trimble stood quaking with fright.
He didn't like the expression on the pro-
prietor's face a little bit. After a second’s
hesitation, he snatched up his coat and
turned to flee. 4

The proprietor, nothing if not polite,
showed Baggy out. But the manner of his
showing-out was both vigorous and effective.
He took a flying kick at Baggy’s retreating
figure, and the fat junior shot out on to the
pavement, where he alighted on all fours.

“Now cut off?? cried the incensed pro-
prietor “The other fellow gets the job, and
you can go to Jeriche!”

Bagey went. Not to Jericho, but to
St. Jim’'s, as fast as Jaek Blake's bicycle
could take him{ .

s

1)

STOUT BOYS cr
SLIM BOYS?

WHICH DO YOU PREFER?

A Number of Rookwood fellows
state their views on this subject.
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JIMMY SILVER:

It really doesn’t matter whether 2
fellow is stout or slim, so long as he’s &
sportsman in the true sense of the
word. If I am compelled to state an
opinion, however, I ecast my vote in
favour of the slim fellow. 1le is usually

more athletic, more lively, meore
energetic than his podgy school-fellow.
Fat boys are rather inclined to

“stodge.” You often hear the expres-
sion “fat and lazy,” and there is no
doubt  that plumpness and laziness
usually go together. I have no use for
a lazy fellow at any {ime; that is why
the slim boy gets my vote.

ARTHUR EDWARD LOVELL:

“Let me have men about me that are
fat,” says Shakespeare. But Shake-
speare would soon have got fed up if he
had been surroundad by fat people all
his life, Most fellows of the Tubby
Muffin type are gluttonous, and they are
continually whining that they are starv-
ing, and imploring vou fo stand them
a feed. This sort of thing gets on one’s
nerves. I have no patience with fat
people; but I hope that my Uncle
Robert, who is one of the plumpest men
in England, will pot take it as
personal imsult if he reads these
remarks. I am expecting a remittance
from him shortly, acd I wouldn’t hurt
his feelings for worlds!

TUBBY MUFFIN: :

Give me the stout fellow every time!
Stout people are alwaygs jolly and full of
fun; thin people are always moony and
mizzerable. In fact, you will notiss that
every pessimist is thin, Who ever heard
of a plump pessimist? If you were to
drain the world of all fat people, what
a dreary wilderness it would be! I
shudder at the very thought of it. One
fat fellow is worth four scraggy scave-
crows, in my opinion. And I don’t say
this bekawse I happen to be—er—a little
en the stout side myself. I say it
bekawse it is my honest opinion.

VAL MORNINGTON:

It doesn’t matter the toss of a button
whether a fellow is stout or slim, so
long as he plays the game and sticks to
his code of honour. , There are fat
 sportsmen and fat cads; there are slim
sportsmen and slim cads; and you can’t
definitely say that fat people are pre-
ferable to thin, or vice versa.

LOVELL MINOR:

My views on this toppick will cceupy
a whole page of BiLLY BUNTER’S WEEKLY.
I will kick off by saying that I loathe
fat boys——

a

(Therefore you loathe the editor of
this paper, so I won't allow you to say
another word, you cheeky yung
bratt |—EDb.)

{Supplement Il
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ATTY FORBES, of the Feurth Form
at St. Fred's, was-latter than Fal-
stail.

Fatty bhad been fat ever since he
could remember. And although he didn't
beleeve in the Coco-ee treetment of auto-
suggestion, every day, in every way, he grew
fatter and fatter and fatter.

Now, it's a fine thing to be fat. All the
world’s greatest men have been {fat.
Nappoleon was fat; and it’s no use your
reminding me that Nelson was thin, bekawse
two wrongs don’t make a write.

Send a fat boy and a thin boy out into
the world to ecarve out their careers, and
the fat boy will clime to the top of the
tree, leaving his scraggy companion on the
bottem; rung of the ladder.

But one can have too much of a good
thing. And Fatty Forbes was filled with
alarm when he saw how fat he was getting.

Larker and Lawson, his two studdy-mates,
started chipping him about it.

“Fatty,” said the former, “if you get
much fatter you'll jolly well berst!”

“You'll go off pop like a ginger-pop cork!”
said Lawson.

Fatty Forbes gave a grone.

“I realise the trooth of your remarks, you
fellows,” he said. “I'm getting so fat that
it's a sauce of continual worry to me. I
can’t even enter this studdy without grazing
my sides on the doorposts. And when I'm
in chapel, my pew only seats three fellows,
instead of the customary six. It’s awful!”

“You'll have to take up violent eggser-
size,” said Larker.

“And cut down your feeding,” said Lawson.

TFatty Forbes was not at all keen on doing
this. He loathed eggsersize, and he. loved
tuck. He took too little of the former, and
too much of the latter.

But he realised that he would have to do
sumthing despritt if he wanted to work off
his scoperfluous fat.

“I’11 set to work right away!" he eggs-
claimed.

Fatty started off by buying a pear of duvmb-
hells, 1f only those dumb-bells could speek!
They would describe how Fatty Forbes got
up early every morning, and swung thems
above lis head, and in front of him, and
hehind him. They would tell how he panted
and perspired, and gasped and groned, but
stuck gamely to his task. %

Fatty also put himself on a starvation
diet. He went without his breakfast every
moraning (a feat which the writer of this
story would find impossibul). He ate prack-
tically nothing for dinner. He cut tea oub
of his programme. And before going to bed
he consumed a cupple of assidulated tablets
-~commonty called assid drops.

“By the end of the week,” he confided to
his two chums, “I shall be as thin as the
Form master’s cane!”

“Let’s hope s0,” said Larker. “We're fed-
up with your fatness. There’s no room for
anybody else in the studdy when you're
there!”

“I'm taking eggsersize with the dumib-
hells every meorning, and I'm cutting my
food down to a minimum,” said Fatty. “If
that duzzent do the trick, why, nothing will!”

On the Monday—the first day of his treet-
ment—Fatty Forbes weighed himself on the
scales. He was twelve stoan.

“To-morrow,” he said to himself, “I shall
he eonly eleven.”

But when he weighed Limself next day he
was thirteen! £

Fatty's brane seemed to real.
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“I—TI've gained a stoan, instead of losing
one!” he gasped. “This is trooly terribul!”

On Wednesday he went without food alto-
gether. He was afraid to eat. Even when
Larker oiffered him a dainty dog-biskit, he
declined it. And he worked hardsr than
ever at his dumb-bell eggsersizes.

In the evening he again weighed himself.

Horrer of horrers! He was fourteen stoan!

In spite of all his anti-fat treetment,
Fatty Forbes had put on two stoan in two

days!
His increese of flesh was -visible to the
naked eye. Mr. Swishingham, his Form

magter, notissed it.

“I reelly don't know what to do about
you, Forbes,” he said. “You are like a
yewman halloon. You take up so much room
in the Form-room that the other boys are
cramped together like sardeens.”

“I—I can’t help it, sir,” stuttered Fatty.
“I’ve worked like a wnigger to reduce my
fat, and I've gone without grub into the
bargain. But instead of getting thinner,

I'm putting on flesh every day.”

There was a terrible crash, the form

gave way, and then a coupie of floor-

boards smashed in. Fatty Forbes had
fainted.

The Form master looked thoughtiul.

“Perraps you are taking the wrong trect-
ment, Forbes,” he said. “I beleeve a very
good thing for making people thin is worry.
Try to cultivate the worrying habbit, and
see if it has any effect.”

“Right you are, sir,” said Fatty.

And from that moment he worried dread-
fully. He worried about big things, and he
worried about trifles. He worried about his
increesing fatness, and he worried bekawse
he had not eaten a square meel for days.
He worried about anything and everything.

And the more he worried the fatter he
got! ¥

When he weighed himself on the TFriday
evening he found that he was sixteen stoan!

“This is perfectly awful!” groned Fatty.

Fatty was now in a terribul’ condition.
He was no longer able to enter his studdy
in the ordinery way. He had to let him-
self in sideways.

His bed in the Fourth Form dormitory was
too narrow for him, and he had to sleep on
‘a cupple of heds joined together.

His clothes had shrunk so much that he
had to have special soots made. And when
he attempted to ride hig bicyele, it promptly
kollapsed beneeth his weight.

Life hecame a burden to Fatty Forbes.

bring tears to your throats and a sobtoy
eyes |-—Ed.}

By SAMMY BUNTER.

(This story of Sammy’s is guaranteed to
our

Although he was zo fat, ke had a very thin
time of it. Y
He tried remmedy after remmedy, with
a view to working off his fat. But every-
thing failed, and he grew rounder and
rounder, and plumper and plumper, aund

heavier and heavier.

All this time Fatty
starvation diet.

Oue morning, baving misscd his breakfast
23 usual, he came over faint in the Form-
room.

“I say, Larker,”
I'm going to faint#*

“What a uoosance!”
“Can’t you put it off till :

Even as Larker spoke ther
Crasi.

The form gave way,
floor-boards were sunk in.

Fatty Forbes had fainted!

“Gh, my bat!” muttered Larker.
fairly done it!”

Mr. Swishingham locked up from his desk.

continved with his

he muttered, “I beleeve

"

grunted

arker.
1 9
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a terrihul

a cupple of

“Good grashus?” he gasped. “Has an
earthquake happened?”
“No, sir,” said Lawsom. “It was only

Fatty Forbes falling over!”

“What is the matter with him?”

“His activvities have come to a full s
sir,” said Larker. “In other words, he
a state of comma.”

“Pear me! He must
the fresh air at once.”

It took a duzzem of the strongest fellows
in the Fourth to carry Fatty Forbes out into
the quad. And it tock them aearly all the
morning to get him there.

Fatty came round at last. He opened his
eyes, hut was unable to stacger to his feet.

“Roll me round to the sanny, you fellows!”
lie muttered feebly,

“That's -a tall order,” said Larker.
we'll mannidge it somchow.”

And they did.

Fatty Forbes spent two weary weeks in
the sanny.

“He’ll be back to his normal sighs when
he comes down again,” said Lawson.

But the boys of 5t. Fred’s reseeved a rood
shock. For when Fatty Forbes rejoined
them' after his illpess he was faiter than
ever!

Matters came to a climb-axe one morning,
when the Head sent for Fatty.

“1 am sorry, my boy,” he said, “but 1
shall have to send you home to your parents.
You are far too fat to Le aloud to remain
at St. Fred’s.”

“Oh!” gasped Fatty.

“You will proseed home by the next trane,
Forbes.”

“But—but what have I done, sir?” eried
Fatty wildly. “I

top,

be carried out intc

“But

It isn’t a crime to be fat!”

“1 am aware of that, Forbes. It is your
missfortune, not your fault. Bubt I dare

not permit you to remain at the skecol. You
will be a constant sauce of danger to the
community. Supposing you were to collide
with one of your skooifellows, by axxident?
He would never servive the shock. Suppos-
ing you were to sit down heavily? You
might go clean through the floor! Suppes-
ing: But there is no end to the alarm-
ing possibilities. I am sorry, my boy, but,
to put it poetically. you must fold your
tents like the Arabs, and silently steel away.”
Half an haur later a steem-lorry conveyed
Fatty Forbes to the station, the cab having
broken down under his weight.
Fatty had looked hLis last on
This is where we pull out
cheefs and weep hot, skalding
mentation and whoa!
THE END :
Tae Porurir.—No, 711,
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THE FAT BOYS
ELEVEN!

By FATTY WYNN.

Billy Bunter, our fat, fatuous, and
foolish editor, decided to form a football
team of fat boys. e

The team was to meet, and, if pos-
sible, defeat, a team composed of thin
fellows, picked from the Creyfriars
Remove, and the match was Lo be played
at Greyfriars,

1 received en invitation te play for
Billy Bunter’s gleven, and in a moment
of weakness I accepted.

Baggy Trimable was also invited to
travel to Greyfriars and take part in
the match. So was Tubby Muffin, of
Rookwood. : -

When we got (o Greyfriars we received
rather a shock.

I had anticipated that the thin boys
would have a very feeble eleven, com-
prised of such fellows as Alonzo Todd,
Fisher T Fish, and Skinner.

But there are lots of fairly slim
fellows in the Greyfriars Remove who
are fing footballers. Frank Nugent is
one; Peter Todd is another; and
Hazeldene another. In fact, we found
that the thin boys had a more than
useful side. :

“] want you to keep goal for us,
Fatty.” said Billy Bunter.

“I'Il do my best,” I promised.

1 took up my position in goal. The
ball was kicked off, and the thin boys
swooped down upon me.

There was rg@body to check them in
their headlong rush. Baggy Trimble
and Sammy Bunter were our full-backs,
and they were worse than useless,

I was soon busy fisting out shots.
Trom beginning to end I was subjected
to a fierce bombardment.

My chums at St. Jim's tell me 1 am
10t 2 bad goalkeeper. And perhaps it
was fortunate I am not, or goodness
knows how many shots I should have
let through!

As it was, there were three shols
which bafled ‘me altogether, and defied
my smartest efforls at saving.

By those three goals the thin boys
led at half-time.

Billy

et
Fhagisgataes

-

5o @s
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The second half was a farce.
Bunter was so puffed and fagged that
he could hardly stand on his feet, so he
pretended to meet with a serious injury,
and limped off the field. Tubby Mufhn
followed suit, and so did Baggy
Trimble, and we were left witk only
eight men,

I will give young Sammy DBunter
credit for playing e plucky game,
though he knows next {o nothing about
football. ;

T was beaten seven times in the second
nalf, which was not to be wondered at,
1 the circumstances.

We left ‘the field thoroughly
demoralised, to the tune of 10—0, and
if Billy Bunter ever asks me to play for
a_team of fat boys again I shall hurl
his precious invitation back in his
teeth ! '

(All right, Wynn, you beest! 1 shall
refuse to pay you a penny peace for this
artikle !—Ep.)

TuE Porvrar.—No. 211
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THE SONG OF
THE STAFF!

(Sung By Billy Bunter
and his Four Fat Subs.)
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Oh, Bunter’s an editor brave and bold,
And Sammy’s a splendid sub;
And from miorn till night we sit and
write,
Inspired by thoughts of grub,
Billy and Sammy are brairy boys,
And Baggy’s a mighty worker;
And Mufin and
come in,
We have no room for a shirker!

CHORUS :
Where would the WeexLy be without us?
That’s what we want to know.
Five fat fellows, and who can flout us?
Our motto is push and go!
There’s nothing that’s stodgy or slow
about us— :
On with the work ! Heave-ho!
To the tribe of Fat Boys we belong,
Merry and plump are we;
Our stories are great, our songs first-
ratle,
And our articles full of glee.
Shoulder to shoulder we always stand
Through fair and stormy weather;
We never get slack when things lock
black,
But we gallantly pull together !

CHORUS:
Where would the WeErLY be without us?
How would it weather the tide?
It would collapse, and none can doubt us
Or say we are stuffed with pride.
Tuae Greveeiars Herapp  will never
rout us,
Although it has tried and tried!

Oh, we are jolly journalists,
The boys of the Plump Brigade!
Our paper is read by the worthy Head,
And by many a man and maid.
There are some whe scoff, and some
who sneer,
And there’s many a grousing grunter;
But the brightest and best, that has
stood the test,
Is the WEERLY controlled by Bunter !

Cgonus:
Where would the WEExLY be without us?
Why, it would not exist!
If the rival scribey desire to clout us,
We'll meet them, fist to fist!
Whatever the critics say about us,
We're at the top of the list!

!

Wynn must both /|

S THE DRAWBACKS &

OF BEING FAT!

By Tubby Muffin.

(The Fat Boy of Rookwood.)
it’s jolly nice to be fat, in some ways.
1t's jolly inconvenient to be fat, in others.

The other day I took part in an obstacle-
race, and one.of the things we had to do was
to worm our way through the rungs of a
ladder. All very well for skinny scarecrows
like Jimmy Silver and Tommy Dodd; but
when. I tried to skweecze my way between
two of the rungs I got hoaplessly stuck! My
pals had to come and eggstricate ne.

1 had another unforchunate eggsperience
2 month or so buaek. I was confined to the
punishment-room, on a diet of bread and
water. Never mind what it was for,

Now. a slender fellow could have wormed
his way through the window of the punish-
ment-room, aund made good his escape by
shinping down the ivy. But when I came
to attempt the feet, 1 found it impossibul.
| mannidged to skweeze my head and
sholders through the window, but the rest
of me refused to follow. I was wedged
tichtly in the aperbure, and was unabie either
to geb back or to go forward. When Mack,
the porter, came up with my bread and water
he saw what a sorry fix I was in, and he
wrenched me back info the room, not without
a good deal of suffering on my part.

Yes, plumpness is a handicap, in more ways
than one.

When morning lessons are over, and the
class is dismissed, there is always a mad
scramble to get to the tuckshop. And here
the slim fellows have the advantage. They
can dodge in and out, and thread their way
through the throng, and get to the tuck-
shop first. But it would be easier for a
camel to pass through the eye of a needle
than for a fat fcllow to accomplish a feet
of that sort.

When 1 was in Londen during the last
vacation I had to pay 2 heavy penalty for
being so plump. I boarded a bus, and the
conductor had the cheek to charge me double
fare, as he said I was taking up enuff space
for two ordinery people. The same thing
?ap_pened when 1 travelled by tramcar and
axi.

Another grate drawback to belng fat iz
that you have to pay twice as much for a
soot of clothes as any ordinary individual.
The tailor at Latcham told me that he used
twice as many yards of cloth in clothing me.
as he did in the case of Mornington, who is
on the slim side.

Yet another drawback to being plump is
that there is such a lot of you to wash
each morning. A thin fellow just dabs a
spong over his annatermy in two ticks; but
a fat fellow has to put in twenty minnits’
hard laber.

But, for all that, the fat feliow has many
advantages over his slim skoolfellow. 1
cannot tell you all these advantages here,
bekawse Billy Bunter is only allowing me a
kollum. But pext week [ will write a sort
of sequel to this artikle.

(Your mistaik, Tubby! Quite encff has
been written and said on this subject, so
you can get on to sumthing fresh, as the
recroot at the riding-skeol said when he
mounted a {risky charger!—Ed)

i
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Show this Topping issue of

our Supplement fo your pal

and tell him there’s another
fire Number next week—

“A SPECIAL PESSIMISTS
NUMBER!"”

[Supplement IV,
Nobody, 0f Course !
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Who is Dick o’ the Roads ?—see next week's Bumper Issue!
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(Continucd from page 12.)
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Chin had not learned that way of express-
ing himself at Cedar Creek.

“What have you done, my hoy?” asked
Miss Meadows, supposing that the Chinee
had come to her to confess some little fault
that troubled his tender conscience,

“Me stickee pinnee in pool old Flanky.”
t” \chat.'" exclaimed Miss Meadows, with a
start.

€
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“Me plickee them with pinnee,” said Yen
shin,  “Chinee  velly bad boy, awful old
lascal. No can say how solly. Must confess

to Miss Meadee, because pool old Flanky kept
in  Oh, yes!™

Miss Meadows’ look hecame very stern.

“You bad hoy!” she exclaimed. “Do you
mean to say that Richards and the others
were stating the truth all the time?”

“Collect !

_ “You are a very bad boy, Yen Chin. But
I fear that you are not telling me the truth.
I should have seen you‘if you had done as
you state.” -

Yen Chin grinned.

“Chinee velly clevel old lascal!” he said
penitently. “Lookee!”

The Celestial held up his foot.

On the toe of his boot a large, thick pin
was fixed, point outwards.

Miss Meadows stared at him.

She could see how Frank Richards and his
chums had been jabbed with the pin with-
out the young rascal getting near them.

Yen Chin, while keeping his place on his

form, had simply stretehed out his leg under
Lis desk to make bis attack.
The Canadian schoolmistress was speech-

less for some moments.

“You wicked boy!” she exclaimed at last.

*Chinee awful solly.”

“Why have you come and told me this,
Yen Chin?”

“Pool eld Flanky kept in. Bad conscience.”
said Yen Chin. “Feelee mustee tell Miss
Meadee ”

“1 am glad you have so much conscience,”
said Miss Meadows. “As you have coniessed
this of your own accord, Yen Chin, I cannot
very well punish you. If it had come to my
knowledge in any other way, T should punish
you severely.”

“Me solby.”

“I hope-you are sorry.
very badly. You may go!”

“Me tankee beautiful Miss Meadee.”

And Yen Chin glided from the rcom with
an expression of penitent remors~ on his
face.

As soon as he was in the passage, how-
cver, that expression gave place to a wide
grin, and he chuckled softly and silently
as he glided out of the sehoolhouse.

o Yen Chin’s remorse was evidently only skin-
eep.

Miss Meadows proceeded to the school-reom,
where she found four dismal youths buried
in their task.

*My boys, you may go,” she said kindly.
“1 am sorry tliat T misjudged you. It seemed
so impossible that your statement eould
be correct that 1 cogcluded you were play-
ing a foolish, practical joke. I find that that
was not the case.”

Frank Richards & Co. rose to their feet,
wandering how Miss Meadows had lsarned
that much.

But the schoolmistress explained at once.

“Yen Chin has confessed to me,” she
added. !

“Yen Chin!” exclaimed Frank.

“Yes: he had a pin fastened on his hoot,”
soid Miss Meadows.

“The awful young rascal!” exclaimed Bob.

“1 am sorry you have been detained for
po fault,” said Miss Meadows

L doesn’t matter a bit, ma’am!” said
Frank cheerfully. “I'm glad you know now
that we were not being disrespectiul.”

The four boys quitted the school-rcom with
great satisfaction. £

As they crossed the playground towards
the corral for their horses they met Yen
Chin.

Four glares of great wrath were turned at
once on the Chinee.

You have acted

“You pesky jay!” howled Chunky Todgers,
shaking a fat fist at the youth from the
Flowery Land.

“You young rascal!” exclaimed Frank
Richards. 0
“You—you pig-tailed, pink-eyed, yellow-

skinned son of a pesky heathen!” said Bob
Lawless. ®

“No savvy,” said Yen Chin. *Chinee good
boy. Me askes Missy Meadee lettec you off.
Me good pal.”

“It was you all the time, sticking a pin
Bir us with vour boot!” exclaimed Beau-
clere.

Yen Chin backed away.,

“Miss Meadee talky too muchee,”
“No wantee Missy Meadee tellee

“Let's duck him in the efcek!”
Todgers.

“No duckee pool lill’ Chinee.
you off!” urged Yen Chin. “Me good hoy;
velly fond of nicey, old Fianky. Now me
comee: with you on holiday—oh, yes?”

Apparently Yen Chin thought he had a
strong eclaim on the gratitude of Frank
Richards & Co. for getting them off deten-
tion.

But, considering that he had been the
cause of their detention in the first place,
the .chums did not see where the claim for
gratitude came in.

If Yen Chin expected gratitude, at all
events he wasg disappointed. It was some-
thing quite different that he received.

The four exasperated feliows rushed on him
and collared him on all sides.

Yen Chin was slammed over a hench, and
Chunky Todgers started operations on him
with his satchel 5

Whack, whack, whack!

As the satchel was full of hocks it was
rather a formidable weapon, and Chunky
laid it omn with all the vigour of his podgy
arm.

Yen Chin roared and wriggled.

“You lettee up! Yeop! Pool lill' Chinee
soliy! Onh clumbs! TUgly Chunkee stoppee!
Ugly eld Bob lettee go! Yah!”

Whack, whack, whack!

The final whack burst the satchel, and
Chunky's books were scattered far and wide.

“Heold him!" panted Chunky. “I'll give
bim scme more!”

_ “That will do!” said Bob Lawless, laugh-
ing,

Yen Chin was released, and he made a bolb
for the gates.

Chunky collected up his bhooks, and the
schoolboys led their horses cut of the corral
and took the trail for home.

he said.
you.”
exclaimed

Me gettee

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Oft for the Holidays !

EDAR CREEK SCHOOL broke up the
next day, and Frank Richards &
Co. rejoiced thereat, as did most of
the other fellows.

Not that they were not attached to their
school in the backwoods; but to any school-
boy the prospect of a long holiday is always
delightful.

And Frank Richards & Co. had laid plans
for an excursion of unusual magnitude and
interest.

Frank had not forgotten his brief trip into
the wild North-West, and he was very keen

to see more of that wide, half-settled
country.

The chums of Cedar Creek were tg travel
on their “lonesome,” as Bob expriiged it,

looking after themselves, as they were quite
capable of doing.

Bob Lawless had all the cool seli-reliance
of the young Canadian, ard his father had
no doubt of his ability to take care of him-
self.

Beauelere’s father, the remittance-man
of Cedar Creck, had willingly given the
Cherub permission to join in the long ex-
cursion, more especially as he was to he
away from home himself for some weeks.

The shack by the creek would have heen
lonesome for Beauclere, with his father and
his chums away. :

Chunky Todgers, the fourth of the party,
was very keen on the journey, entertaining
a liope of discovering a gold-claim somewhere
in the North-Western hills.

The heliday journey meant a good deal of
hard work, for the schoolboys had to camp
out, to care for their horses, to bunt and
fish for most of their food, and do every-
thing for themselves.

But hard work is onme of the natural con-
ditions of existence ir the Canadian West,
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and even Chunky Todgers did
stack all the time.

Several days passed very cheerily iu making
preparations for the journsy

Frank ard Bob and Vere Beauclere and
Chunky werc continually riding over to one
another’s lomes to make arrangements about
the “outfit »

not want te

When all was ready. and it was time to
start, the “cutfit™ gathered at the Lawless
ranch.

and early on a fine morning the
s of Cedar Creek took ghe trail.
Mounted wupon their own horses, aud with
a pack-mule led with baggage packed on his
back, they started on the western trail.

Two rifles and a shotgun and a hunting-
knife and axe apiece were the armament of
the perty. -

Chunky Todgers had a desire to carry 2
revolver—a desire upon which hiz companions
sat on at once. g

Mr.- and Mrs Lawle aecompanied  the
quartette for a few miles oo the way in the
ranch buggy, to see them off as far as the
ford of the Indian River.

“Take care of yourselves, my dear boys,”
said Mrs. Lawless wheu they parted. .

“You bet!” said Bob, :

“You rely on me, ma'am,” said Chunky
Todgers. “I'm locking alter them, you
know.”

Mrs. Lawless smiled.

“I’'ll bring 'em back
Chunky; while his com
“Rely on me!”

“Good-bye, Bob! {Ggod-bye, Frank!”

The riders plupged in at the ford.

On the other side they stopped to wave
their hands at the rancher and his wife in
the buggy, which then furned back towards
the ranch.

Then the four trotted on acr
rolling prairie.

The sun rose higher upon a wide expanse
of green, with dusky timber in the distance.

The chums of Cedar Creek were in great
spirits.

“Oft at tast!” said Bob La
way. I rather expected %o
heathen again. He hasn’t

Frank Richards laughed.

“This trip wouldn't have suited Yen Chin,”
he said. ‘“Besides, 1 believe the young raseal
is wanted in his pater's laundry during the
holidays."”

A good many miles zlided under the pat-
tering hoois before the adventurers camped
for the noonday rest in a ciump of timber
beside a silvery spring.

The horses were staked out, and Bobh Law-
less went into the weod with bis gun to look
for dinner.

Chunky Todgers cocked the dinner at a fire
of chips, with great satisfaction to himsel!
and his comrades.

After dinner the chums of Cedar Creek Iaid
in the grass to rest and to give the horses
& rest before taking the trail again.

The four herses and the pack-mule were
staked out with the trail-ropes on the edge
of the stream at a little distance.

The faint sound of the crop-cropping of the
animals came to the ears of the schoolbays
as they rested in the rich, long grass.

The sound ceased, but they did not notiee
it for some time, It gccurred to Bob Law-
less at last, however, and he sat up in the
grass and looked about him.

The next moment be bounded to his feet.

“Jehoshaphat!” e exclaimed.

“ What's the row?” asked Beauclere.

“The hosses!”

“What's the matter with them?”

“Gone!” yelled Bcb.

“What?" :

The campers were on thei feet in a twink-

i

)

and sound!” said
ns glared at him.

33 the greem,

3. “By the
ee that Chinee
wo up.”’

ling.
They dashed along the stream to the spot
where the horses had been roped.

Not a siga of them was o be seen.

Close at hand was the ®imber, into which
the animals nad evidently vanished.

*My only hat!” exclaimed Frank Richards.
“You couldn’t have tied them safely, Bob!”

Bob Lawless snoried

“Po you.reckon I don't know how to ztake
out a horse?” he demanded. *They couldn’t
get loose from the peg!”

“But they have, old scout!”

“They've been et loose, I guess!”

“There's nobody here but.ourselves,” saiid
Chunky Todgers. =
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“You jay! There must be—some dashed
korse-bhief, 1 guess. Look at that rope!”

Bob Lawless held up the cnd of a trail-
rope still attached to the peg.

it had been cut through with a knife.

“Oh, my bat!” said Beauclerc, in dismay.
“A horse-thief, right enough! Almost under
our eyes, toof?

“Come on!” exclaimed Bob.

"The trail of the horses into the timber was
plain enough in the rich grass.
~ Bob had caught up his rifle as he ran from
the camp. and he held it in readiness for
use as he started {or the timber with a grim
look on his face.

It was a bard bipw to be robbed of their
horses on the first day of their journey; and
1Ai it was necessary to return fo the ranch
for fresh mounts, they could anticipate the
sniiles with which they would be greeted,

They would almost rather have continued
the jaurney on foot.

1t a horse-thief had to be dealt with, they
were prepared to deal with bim as drasti-
cally as need be.

Bob Lawless would haye bad no hesitation
whatever in using his vifle for tho recovery
of the stolen mounts.

The trail of the horses and the puck-mule
was easily Iollowed through the timber, and
they came ouf on the plain beyond.

Bob, shading his eyes with his hand, gazed
out over the sunlig prairie. 3

“There they arel”

Tar out on the plain a bunch of steeds
m}}imt inte view, with a single rider in their
midst,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

No Luck for Yen Chin.

RANK RICHARDS & CO. stared hard
after the purloined horses, and at the
solifary figure of the rider.

They were hall a mile away, but
even ab that distance they could discern
something familiar about the rider.

His form was diminutive, and he was evi-
;ilenft;ly a boy--and a hoy of small size at

hat,

“They’ve stopped,” said Beauclerce

Bob Lawless breathed hard.

“Gimme the plasses, Franky!”

Frank Richards slipped his field-¢lasses trom
the leather case slung over hLis shoulder,
and handed tuem to his chum.

Beb lifted thy bincculars to his eyes, and
then he uttered an angry exclamation,

‘I thought so!”

“Who is it, Boh?"

“That blessed Chinee!”

“Yen Chin!” yelled Chunky Todgers.

“1 guess sof®

Frank Richards drew a breath of relief.

“Not a horse-thief, alter all! We shali
get the gees back,” he said.

“And I guess we’ll make that heathen
smarh for this trick!” growled Bob Lawless.

The four schoolhoys strode out on the
plain, the grass rising thigh-deep round
them,

They hurrled in the direction of the halted
group of steeds, which was the direction in
which they bad come from home.

As they campg closer Yen Chin was easily
recognised.

He was mounted upon a wiry-looking
Indian pony, and he held the trail-ropes of
the four horses and the pack-mule in one
hand. >

The captured animals were cropping the
grass, and Yen Chin sit motionless ou his
pony, regarding the chums of Cedar Creek
as they came towards bim with a grinning
countenance,

Evidently he had observed them in pur-
suit, and was waiting for them to get
near enough to reecapture their mounts,

It was clear to them that Yen Chin had
been watching when they started, and had
followed ¢n their trail unnoticed, with the
intention of playing this impish trick on
them at the first halting-place

If they gob near enough to reach Yen
Chin with a trall-rope they intended to give
nim a severe lesson ou the subject of prac-
tical jokes of this kind.

The question was, whether they would get
near enough, for the cunning Chinece was
master of the situation. .

Beisg mounted, while the Co. were afoot,
he could keep any distance tie liked.

Tor the present, however, he remained as
moticnless, almost, as a yellow image,
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wabching them as they toiled nearer, his
almond eyes glimmering.

As soon as they were within hailing dis-
tangce he held up his disengaged hand.

“Stoppee!” he called out.

The chums did not reply; they put on a
spurt to get nearer.

Immediately Yen Chin set his pony in
motion, and started off, the led horses fol-
lowing him at the end of the trail-ropes.

The whole bunch trofted away, leaving the
cchoolboys, on foot, hopelessly in the rear.

- Bob Lawless pauéed.

“By Jerusalem, I'l lambaste that heathen
when I get near him!”

Chunky Todgers gave a prolonged gasp.

He had more fat teo carry than his com-
panions, and he was at the end of his tether.

“We ¢-¢-can’t get mear him!” he gasped.
“1 say, I ean’t keep on!"

“Go back to thé camp and look after our
truck,” said Bob Lawless. *“We'll see about
the hosses!™

“ Al right!” gasped Chunky. 8

And the fat youth limped away oun the
back-trail, quite content to feave to his
comrades the difficult task of runring down
the eluslve Yen Chin.

How Yen Chin was to be run down was
a mystery, as a matter of fact. On foot the
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They halted at last, panting for breath.

Bob Lawless put his hands to his mouth,
and shouted desperately:

“Yen Chin! Halt!” =

The Clinee looked back over his shoulder,
grinning.

As soon as he saw that the pursuers had
stopped he stopped also, but evidently ready
to trot off again at a momeut's notice.

“Allee light!” he called back. “You
stoppee, me stoppee—oh, yes!”

Bob came a little pearer, and the Chinee
held up his hand.

“That ennffee! You talkee if wautee, but
no comee mole neal.”

Bob breathed hard.

“Give us back our herses, you yellow
scampl” he exclaimed.

“You wantee hoss?”

“Yes, you youag rascal!”

“Me blingee backee, If wantee.
wantee me comee on holiday with
pals?” asked Yen Chin.

“No!” roared Beb, understunding now the
reason of the little Celestial’s trickery.

“Then me no blingee hossee.”

“I'll scalp you!” roared Bob. ;

“You catchee me firstee!”” said Yen Chin
cheerfully. “Wantee long leggee to lun
aftee hossee, you old lascall”

“Yen Chin, don't be a silly beast!” ex-
claimed Frank. “We're going to have the
horses, if we follow you all the. way home;
and then you'll get the trall-rope!”

i
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“No goee homee,” answered Yen Chin
calmly. = “Goee on holiday, takee hossee,
you bet! Lill" Chinee velly deep old iascal—
oh, yes!”

The chums shook their fists at the
Celestial, who kissed his hand to them in
response.

They drew a little nearer, and Yen Chiu
promptly set the horses in motien, keepinyg
his distance,

Bob Lawless suddenly brought his rifle to
his shoulder.

“Yen Chin, bring back those hosses, or
1l wing you!” he roared.

Yen Chin leoked back and grinped.

“No shootee pool lill’ Chinee!’ he called
back. “Gleat Shellff Hendelson come along
with lopé and hang up on tlee. Oh, yes!”

The threat was evidently useless. The
wily little Oriental was quite well aware
that Bob would not pull frigger upon him.

But Bob was not in & mood to be trifled
with, =

“4{ won't wing you, Yen Chin, but I'il
jolly well drop your pony jn his tracks!”
he exclaimed. “Mind, [ mean that! You
take another step away from- us with those
gees, and dowu goes your pony!”

“Good!” exclaimed Frank Richards. “Yeu
can do that! It's your own fault if you lose
your pony, Yen Chint”

The Celestial’s grin suddenly vaunished,
It?is pony presented an easy target to Bob's
rifle. :

It needed but a slight pressure of Bob's
finger to bring Yen Chin’s pony rolling in
the grass, and Yen Chin aleng with if.

“Go on and take the hosses, you chaps!”
sald Bob. “I'll keep him covered! If he
takes them only a yard farther away, I'll
drop him in his tracks!"

Frank Richards and Vere Beauclerc strode
on towards the group of horses

Yen Chin hesitated.

He did pnot wazot his pony shot. His
father, the laundryman of Thompson, weuld
certainly have had a ver® painful explana-
tion with him if he had come home and an-
nounced that his valuable pony was dead.

He was watching Bob’s face to accertain
whether he really meant to carry out his
threat.

Bob’s rifle never wavered for a moment.

Yen Chin watched Frank and Beauclere
uneasily as they came nearer.

“You no wantee lill’ Chince comee?” he
asked sorrowfully.

“No fear, you tricky little beast!"

“Bob Lawless ugly old lascal!” said
Yen Chin. “Ugly old Bob! You no shootee,
me leavee hoss!”

The little Chince threw down the bunch
of trail-ropes. =

Then, when Frank and Beauclere were
within a few yards, he clapped spurs to his
pony and dashed off.

Bob Lawless lowered his rifle.

Yen Chin did not mean to stay for the
licking he had earned; but he had to be
allowed to escape.

Shooting his pony was a desperate resource
only to be used for recovering the herses,
and they were recovered now.

Frank and Beauclerc gathered up the trail-
repes.

“1 guess ['ve a good mind to run him
down and lambaste him!” growled Bob, as
he sprang on his horse.

But Yen Chin, who feared exactly that
proceeding, was riding homeward as if for
his life, and even the pleasure of lambasting
the mischievous heathen was not werth an
afternoon’s hard riding.

Only too thankful to have recovered their
horses, the chums mounted, and rede back
to the timber, Yen Chin fading out of sight
on the horizon.

“Got 'em!" exclaimed Chunky Todgers, as
they rode up to the camp. “Goocd! You
galoots will have to keep a sharper eye open
after this.”

“1 guess we’ve done with Yen Chin,” said
Bob.

“I wonder?” remarked Frank Richards
thoughtfully. He was by no means so cer-
tain that .the pertinacious little Chinee was
done with.

But nothing was to be seen of Yen Chin
a5 the chums of Cedar Creek rode out of the
timber in the sunny afternoon and resumed
their journey towards the wild North-West,
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DR. CHISHOELM GIVES IN !4 daring scheme which brought about the end of the masters’ sivilie, aund the storiny
times af Roolucood !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Campaign Begins.
J IMMY SILVER smiled as he came along

to Hansom’s study in the Fifth Form
passage at Rookwood.

There was a buzz of voices in that

study, and the voices sounded rather excited.

“The cheeky ass!” ;

That was Edward Hansom's voice, in tones
that were almost sulphurous.

“Cheeky cad, you know, by Jove!”

That remark came from Talboys the
“nut ” of the Fifth.

Jimmy Silver logked in.

Hansom and Talboys, Lumsden and Brown
major of the Fifth f‘orm, were gathered
in the study, in what appeared to he a
council of war.

Jimmy Silver did not nced telling that they
were discussing Mr. Pumphrey, the new
master of the Fifth Form.

Hansom was holding up his hand.

“Caned me!” -he said. “Me—head of the
Fifth! The cad doesn’t know that the Fifth
Form ain't caned! I'm feeling it pow! By
zad, you know, I was jolly inelined to let him
have my left! I'd have done it, only——>

Hansom paused.

Bvidently he had been strongly tempted
to let the master of the Fifth have his left,
only———

There was a very considerahle “only.”

His glanee fell on Jmmmy Silver in the
doorway, and he frowned.

“Cut off!” he said. “Fourth Form fags
are barred here! Take your face away!”

Jimmy Silver did not cut off.

Instead of that he walked into the study
with a cheerful smile.

“T've got something to say to you chaps,”
he remarked.

The Fiith-Formers glared at him.

Jimmy Silver’s manper did not display the
creat respect that was due to the Fifth Form,
who were seniors and great guns——in their
own estimation, at least.

“Lookin’ for +a lickin'?”
Talboys.

Jimmy shook his head.

“Business,” he explained. *“I can see that
vou're not satisfied with your new Form
master.” B

“Rank outsider!” growled Hansom. “But
it’s‘go business of a blessed fag, that I can
seel”

“That’s where you're offside, little one,”
answered Jimmy Silver affably. “It is my

inquired Cecil

There is only one way of ending the great strike, and

i . .
|, thatis to getrid of the new masters and force the

‘f{ Head to give in.

v That is what Jimmy Silver & Co.
fﬂ make up their minds to de.
i how they succeed.

This story tells you
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every

business. We've heen holding a council ef
war in the Lower School—Fourth and Shell
and Third—"

“Bother your fag councils of war!*

“We're not satisfied with the new
masters,” continued Jimmy, unheeding.
“And we've made up our minds that they're
not going to stay at Rookwood.”

“Eh{?

“They’re a scrubby lot,” said Jimmy,
while the Fifth-Formers stared at him
blankly. *“Not up to Rookwood form. any
of them. The Head engaged them in -a hurry.
when the old staff walked off, and they're
really not It. We've made up our minds
that it won't do.”

“Well, my hat!” said Hansom. “Of all
the nerve—-"
“Look how the matter stands,” argued

Jimmy Silver. “The Head dismissed Mr.
Bootles because he had his back up. Bootles
was really in the right all the time. The
rest of the staff backed up Bootles—quite
right, too—and went on strike in support.
Now the whole lot are putting up in Coombe,
and the Head has replaced them with this
seratch mob. It’'s not good enough for
Rookwood. Now, is it?”

“Cheeky young ass!” said Lumsden.

“We've had two new masters in the
Fourth,” went on Jimmy Silver. “Both
turned out to be no good—simply N.G.
They’ve gone. Now we’re left to a pre-
feet. Old Bulkeley has to waste his time
in our Form-room, when he ought teo be
doing his own work—jolly bad prospect for
his exam! It looks like a long job for him,
too, for after what’s happened already, the
Head isn’t likely to engage amother master
without, taking his time ahout it.”

“Well?”

“The new French master left, after a row
with one of our new Forin masters. There’s
four of the new lot here mow; and that’s
exactly four too many. My idea is to scoot
them out, so that the Head will see that
he’s got to make it up with the old staff,
and let them come back.”

“Well, my word!”

“We want Mr. Bootles back, you see; he’s
a really good c¢hap, and we’re not going to
loge him,” said Jimmy Silver. “Same with
you fellows; you'd like to have Mr. Greely
here again, instead of your new man.”

“0f course we would! But—>"

“Well, if the new man goes, there's a

cek.)

good chanee of it. My schems is to lead him
sucl&n‘ life that he’ll be glad to go.”
QR

“F'rinstance, we’re beginning this after-
noon,” said Jimmy Silver. *“It’s close on time
for classes. 1 advise you chaps to be a
bit late for lessons.”

“When we want advice from the Fourth
Form,” said Hansom, with crashing sareasm,
“we’ll eome and ask for it. Thanks all the

same ! ;
“Just as you like. Are you fond of tar?”
«Tar”

And soot?”
Scot 7 repeated Hansom.

“What do yeu

room this afterncon will get a eollection
of soot and tar on his napper!” explained
Jimmy Silver

“You cheeky ycupg sweep!” roared Han-
som. “Do you mean to say you've had the
nerve to rig up a booby-trap in cur Form-
room¥"”

“Exactly ¥

“Well!” breathed Hansom,

“Better be a few minutes late, and iet
your merry Form master arriva first,” advieed
Jimmy Silver. “First come, first served, you
know. Whoever gets that collection on hig
napper will want some c¢leaning afterwards.
Ta-ta!” :

Jimmy Silver sauntered ouf of the study
with that, leaving the Fiith-Formers staring.

The captain of the Fourdh strolled inta
the quadrangle, where his chums, Lovell and
Raby and Newecome, were waiting for him.

. “Told 'em?” asked Arthur Edward Lovell,
with a grin.

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“What are they going to do?”

“I fancy they're going to let dear oléd
Pumphrey bag the prize-packet,” answered

Jimmy. ° “They’re wild about his caning
them. He lacks respect for the noble
Fifth{”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The man isn’t really nice,” said Raby.
“It will serve him right. And he ought to

*”

“He’ll go all right. if we keep on the
war-path,” said Jimmy Silver confidently.
“Tt’s only a question of sticking to it. Hallo,
there’s Hansom !”
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Wansom of the Fifth came out of the
fx twoo! Heuse with his friends, with a smiling
ace.

'.lhe Fistical Four observed Hansom & Co.
going round and speaking to other members
ef the Wifth, and they drew the conclusion
that the Fifth were being warned to be late
for lessons that afternccn.

Hansom, with all his loftiness, was evi-
dently acting upos Jimmy Silver's sage ad-
vige.

“I think we'll be late for lessons, too,”
remarked Neweceme. “Only a blessed pre-
feet taking us, you know. I want to see
Pumphrey aatch 16,12

S did a good many other menibers of the
Classical Fourth
s¢ it happened that when George
B dikeley wenb info-the Form-reom for work
that afferncon he found only five or six of
the Fourth-Formers present.

The rest had taken Fresch ileave for the
oceasion.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Mr, Pumphraey Loses HIS Tempsr—And

His Job!
PLASH!
“Yoooop F’°
“My hat!” murmured

“He's -got it!”

The new master of the Fifth Form at
Rookwood had “gof it,” unmistakably.

Mr. Pumphrey was a minute or two late
for classes and he came rather hurriedly
te the Fifth Form room, expecting to find
all the Fifth there awaiting him.

He did not find the Fifth Form; te found
something else.

As he shoved open the door, which was
i and strode in, the hooby-trap above
was set in action.

My, Pumplrey hardly knew wiat happened,

jut he knew that something thick and
icky swamped over his head and face, ac-
yanied by clouds of scot.
He sta«"cxed back inte the passage, spiut-
tering.

“0‘)’ Ah! Ow! Help! Yooop!’

The Fistical Four, ensconced in a window-
recess down the passage, watehed him with
friendly xmetcxt ke(‘pmg out of sight, how-
ever.

Not that Mr. Pumphrey “could have seen
them, or aunything else; his vision was en-
tively obliterafed by scot and tar

He tottered in the passage, gaspipg and
spluttering and howling, in a stats of fury
te twhsc.x mere words could mot have done
justice

From the end of the passage came a
chuckle.

Hansom and most of the Fifth were there,
waiting round the coraer.

Jimmy Silver.

“Help! Yooop! Yarooo!: ! Grooogh!
Gug-gug-gug-gugpgee!” spluttered the Fifth
Form master. “Ow! Oh! Yah! Yooop!”

He clutched desperately at the tar stream-
ing over his, face, and gouged it from his
eyes aud nose.

“What ever is the matter?”

Dr. Chisholm came hurriedly from the
direction of the Sixth Form room, where he
was taking the top Form of Reockwood that
afternoon.

He blinked in amazement at the blackened
figure staggering and gasping and gouging
in the passage.

¢ What—what—what—who—how — who s
that?” stustered the Head blankly.

“Yaroooh!”

“Who are fou, sir?’ thundered the Head.

“What dees tiis mean? How dare you enter
Rookwood, you--you unclean ruffian?”

“Oh my hat!” murmured Jimmy Silver.
“He doesn’t kncw him!”

“His own father wouldn't koow him like
thail” chuckied Lm'ell, “Keep out of sight,
for "zoodpess® sake!”

“Yarooh! Gug-r'u" cug! Dr. Chisholm!"

“Who are youf” thundered the Head.

“You unclean, dirty, unpleasaut-—

“Yon old fool, L am Me. Pumphrey!”
roared the unhappy master of the Fifth, too
enraged to care what he was saying. “Whe
the dickens do- you think I am?”

“Wha-a-at! Mr. Pumphrey! - This lan-
guage to me!” stuttered the Head.

“1 am the victim of an outrage!” roared
Mr, Pumphrey. “Look ab me! I
smothered with semething—g oorh;——hr I
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think! It & tm my mouth—gug-gug! Look

at me! Scize young ruffians—grocogh!”

“Bless my soui!”

Mr. Pumphrey gouged away more tar and
blinked at tue Head, palpitating with wrath.

“It was a bochby-trap!” he gasped. “It
was seb above the door! As I entered—
groogh! No one is present in the Form-room.
It is evidently a plot. I demand that the
author of this outrage be flogged and expelled

from the schooi, Dr, Chisholm!”
©“It is not for you to demand, Mr.
Pumphrey, but to request. with due
respect—-"

“Rub! —t?

“What!”

“Nonsense!" reared Mr. Pumphrey. “Do

you think I em going to endure this? If
you do not instantly flog the young scoundrel
who treated me thus, I will take the matter
into my own hands!”

“Bless my scul!” The Head was pale with
anger and indignation. “Mr. Pumphrey, I
have had several serious fauits to find with
you already. But for the fact that, owing
to—to circumstances 1 was pressed ior txme.
I should certainly never have engiged you
as a master in this school. After your con-
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duct, sir, it is quite impossible for you to
remain here. The sooner you can leave Rook-
wood, Mr.” Pumphrey, the petter I shall be
pleased 1

“Twaddle, ¢ir - twaddle!” hooted Mr.
Pumphrey.

“Wha-a-at!”

“Y demand the instant—"

“Mr. Pumphrey,” thundered the Head,
“you are dismissed!”

And with that the incensed old gentleman
rustled back to the Sixth Form room, greatly
perturbed, leaving Mr. Pumphrey sawing the
air with his hands, and giving utterance to
a stream of remarks not at ail suitable for
a Rookwood master.

Jimmy Silver & Co. scuttied away. almost
suffecating with laughter.

The plot had worked bhetter than
juniors had dared to hope.

The “blackleg ” who had taken Mr. Greely’s
post was dismissed, and there wags great satis-
faction among the junior sampaigners.

the

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
Morny Takes a Hand.

IMMY SILVER & C€O. came in rather
; inte to lessons, and Bulkeley of the
Sixth gave them a stern look.

It was no pleasure to Bulkeley to

take the Fourth Forin in the absence of a
Form master, and he found his hands full
with those cheery yoiiths.

“You are late!” szmpped the prefect.

“Sorry, Bulkeley!” sald Jimmy
meekly.

“Take fifty lines cachi’

“And g0 to yéur plac
captain of flookwood.

The juniors oheyed meekly.

As a prefect Bulkeley's word was law,

Silver

the

zrowled

but

as a Form master he found a gocd meony
difficulties to contend with.

However, lessons passed off quietly m the
Fourth Form room, the juniors taking a good
deal of credlt to fhemselves for not ragging

“old Bulkeley."

~The Fifth Form room was deserted that
afternoon.

The Fifth had gone in with the Sixth by
the Head's order} so the Head had had his

‘hands full, {oo.

out of the .Form~
found themselves minus a

When the fellows came
rooms the Fifth
Form master. -

Mr. Pumphrey had spent most of the after-
noon in the bath-room, with soap and water
galore, in a state of simmering fury.

But after the cleansing process, Mr.
Pumphrey calmed down a nood deal, and
repented him of the Lot w ords he had uttered
to the Head.

Repentance, however, came toco
80 often does.

The Head refuzed even to see him, and the
new master of the Tifth w under the
niecessity of packing his bele igs and de-
parting from Rookwood.

Quite a crowd of Reookwoeders gathered to
see him off.

Hansom of the Fifth clapped Jimmy Siiver
on the shoulder as the cab drove away to the
station.

“Good for you, young 'un!” Hansom con-
descended to say. “of course, you couldn't
foresee that it would turn out so wetl. Tancy
the silly ass slanging the Head! But it h'\;
turned out well, and we're obliged to you.’

“My dear. man, that's better than an
0.B.E.,” said Jxmmy Silver gravely. “I feel
that I haven't lived in vain, if you're obliged
to me, Hansom.”

Whereat Hansom sniffed and walked away.

The¢ Fifth Form were without a master now,
and it was arranged for thiem to work with
the Sixth for the present, under charge of
the Head.

That arrangement, the only possible one
in the cxrcum~tames‘ was far from satisfac-
tory, however. B

But after his unhappy experience with
hurriedly-engaged new masters, it was
pretty certain that the Heal would take
his time in selecting a new man.

And ere long, if Jimmy Silver's camp.«xrn
vent on satistactorily, the hapless Head wa
to have some more places to fill.

After lessons there was a consultation
among some of the Classical Fourth—
especially the Fistical Four, Mornington, and
Conroy, the Australian, who were the chief
leaders in the campaign.

Mornington went in search of his cousin,
Mornington II., of the Second Form, and
brought him to the end study. where Jimmy
Silver & Co. had gathered to tes.

Mornington Il.—otherwise “’Erbert "—was
not looking happy.

He was mobmfy his kands in a ruefu! way
a3 he came in.

late, as it

“Had it again. ‘Erbert?” asked Jimmy
Silver.

The fag nodded.

“Mr. Orm is a corker!” he said. “We
donr’t like our noo master’ The Third Form
chaps rag their noo master, Mr. Mobsby:

but our noo master rags us! Hc’s a nawful
beast"’
“Like him to go?”

“Wotto!” said 'Erbert teelin

gly. “I wish

the 'Ead would let Mr. Wiggins come back,
He was a good sort, That Tervid Mr. 'Ogg
is down on me!"

“What for?”

“He says as 'ow [ drops my ajtelies,” said
‘Erberf. = “Course I does; I aiu't 'ad the
eddication of the other fellers, owing to me
bein’ lost when I was a pipper. Mr. Wiggins

made allowance for me, but Mr.
He's a regler beast, he is!”
Valentine Mornington's brow
There was a good deal of affection between
Mornington of the Fourth. the fastidious
dandy, and his little cousin in the Second
Form, once a ragamuffin whom Mcr.w had
l*c’rxended without knowing his relationship.
“I'm not standin’ this, you fellows,” said
Morny. “The -cad’s not goin’ to rag my
cousin, - 'Erbert’s worth a huundred of him.”
“All serene,” said Jimmy Silver. “We're
on hls track. Sit down and wire into these
pilchards, 'Erbert. Lovell, old man, coffee
for the distinguished guest.”
'Erbert grinned and sat down to tea.

In spite of his sufferings in the Second

*Oga don't!

darkened.
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Adventures in the days of the Cloak and Rapier—see next week!

Form room, he had a good appetite, and he
enjoyed tea in the end study.

There was considerable discussion over tea.

The somewhat harebrained scheme of
Fimmy Silver & Co. was to make life not
worth lving to the new masters at Rook-
wood, and fortune secmed to bs smiling on
them, so far,

They had had unexpectedly complete sue-
cess with the new master of the Fifth; that
Form, like the Fourth, was now without a
master.

i %Ir. Hogg, of the Second, was next on the
i

ab.

After be had heen dealt with, it would
be the turn of Mr. Snaggs, of the Shell, and
Mr, Mobshy, of the Third.

‘Erbert had to leave the end study at
last- for evening preparation in the Second
Form room, as the fags did their prep in
the presence of their Form master.

Morny’s cousin went to the Form-room
with a heavy heart.

The want of training in his earlier days
placed him under many disadvantages, and
Mr. Hogg made no nallowance for the fact.

Mr. Hogg had a bitter tongue and a had

temper, and hs was accustomed to holding
up poor 'Erbert to ridicule before his class,
which was little short of torture te the
sensitive little fellow.
Owing to the long discussion in the end
study, 'Erbert was a minute or two late
in the Form-room, and he found Mr. Hogg
there with the rest of the Second Form.

‘Erbert slipped in quietly, hoping to reach
his place without atftracting the attention
of the master, but the hope was vain,

“ Moraington!”

“Yes, sir,” faltered ‘Erbert. turning round.

“You are late!” snapped Mr. Hogg

“On’y a minute, sir," pleaded

“What?”

“On’y a minute, sir.”

“What do you mean by on'y ‘¥ thun-
dered Mr. Hogg. “Are you not aware that
there iz an ‘1’ in the word”

Brbert

Some of the Seeond grinmed, and poor
‘Erbert crimsoned.

“Yessir " he gasped.

“Then why do you not pronounce it?”

snapped Mr. Hogg.

“’Abit, I s'pose, sir.”

“'Abit! Peo you mean habit?” =
“Yus!” gasped 'Erbert, his pronunciation
vetting worse and worse a8 he grew more
finstered.

“Yus!” repeated Mr. Hogg. “Do you
maan yes? If you mean yes, why do you
not say yes? You are perfectly well able
to pronounce the word if you choose, iforn-
ington; I have heard you do so.”

“It's you worritin' e, sir!” gasped
*Erbert, in despair. “T torked ever so mueh
better with Mr. Wiggins, He didn't worrit
& bloke.”

“Worrit! There §s no such word as
in the English language.”

*0h ¢rumbs!”

“Come here, Mornington,” said Mr. Hogg,
taking up bis cane. *This is deliberate im-
pertinenes on your part. You are not con-
tent with being a vulgar little ragamufiin!”

*“Mr.. Wigging never called me names, sir,”
s»»id”’Erbert. “He was a gentleman, he

What! Come Lere at once.”
Erbert locked obstinate.

“I've been caned enough, sir,” le said.
“You give it to me five times to-day, and
I've ’ad enough. My ‘ands are swelled now.”

Mr. Hogg stared at him.

“Will you obey me?” he thundered.

“I ain’t goin’ to be caned no more to-day.
sir,” said ’Erbert. “1 tell you I've ‘ad
enough! TLet a bloke alone!”

Mr. Hogg strode towards the fag, grasped
him by the collar, and jerked him out into
the middle of the Form-room.

Swish! Swish! Swish!

The cane rose and fell on ’Erbert’s
shoulders, and the fag's yells filled the Form-
room.

The door suddenly opened.

Mornington of the Fourth looked ‘in, with
a grim expression on his handsome face and
a glitter in his eyes that was dangerous.

Without speaking a word, Mornington ran
in, grasped the Form master by the collar,
and spun him away from 'Erbert.

Crash !
gMorpy put all his strength into that spin,
and Mr. Hogg went sprawling on the floor,
and there was asgasp of horror, mingled with
delight, from the astounded fags.

worrit

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Brought to Book! 9

13 H dear!” gasped 'Erbert.

Mr. Hogg, hardly knowing what
fad happened, sprawled on his
back, blinking up in a dazed state.

Valentine Mornington stood with his fists
clenched, looking down at him, his eyes
blazing.

“You coward!” he exclaimed. “You brute!
Touch my cousin again if you dare!”

Mr. Hogg sat up dizzily.

He blinked at Mornington of the Fourth
as if he could hardly believe his eyes.

“Boy!” he gasped.

“Qad!” retorted Mornington.

“You—you dare—"

“Lay your paws on my cousin again, and
you’ll see that I dare!” answered Morny dis-
dainfully. “You brute! You ought to be

a prison warder, not a master in a school!”
Mr. Hogg staggered to his feet.
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The fags came swarming omt hefore the
desks.

Three or four missiles smote Mr, Hogg as
he gasped on the floor, and Snocks up-ended
an inkpot over him.

There was a roar of reheliious veices in
the Form-room which was heard fur beyond
the purlieus of the Second.

The fallen master, inky and dazed and
tfzonfused, struggled wildly among the mob of
age.

There was a sudden how! of warning frem
Joues minimus:

“Cave! The Head!?

“Oh crumbs!”

The fags scampered back to their seats.

Mornington and 'Erbert were left aloze in
ihe middie of the room, with Mr. Hogg, inky
and breathless, sprawling at their feet.

Dr. Chisholm swept in, with 2 face that
was a study in itself.

Mr. Hogg sat up

apd Blinked
through the ink.

at him

‘“Cave! The Head!"

room. (Sez Chapter 4.)

THE HEAD'S DRAMATIC ENTRANCE !——There was a how! of warning.
The fags scampered back to their seats, and left
Mornington and 'Erbert in the middle of the room, with Mr, Hogg, inky
and breathless, sprawling at their feet. Dr. Chisholm swept into the Form-~

His red, dyspeptic face was erimson now.

He grasped his cane and started towards
Valentine Mornington.

The dandy of the Fourth faced him coolly,
hig hands clenched.and his eyes gleaming.

The Second Form looked on breathlessly.

Such a scene was unheard-of at Rookwood
hefore the strike of the masters.

“I—1——" gasped Mr. Hogg.
“Come on, then!” retarted Mornington
recklessly. *‘Keep back, 'Erbert!”

“Morny—" stammered the terrified fag.

“Keep back!”

Mr. Hogg was springing on the dandy of the
Fourth, the cane lashing out.

Mornington caught the lash on his left
arm, and winced with pain, but Mr. Hogg
had time only for the one cut.

The next moment Morny’s right hand,
cienched and as hard as iron, smote the new
master full on the mouth, and Mr Hogg
staggered back.

Back he went stumbling, to lose his foot-
ing and collapse on the floor with a bump.

“Bravo!” gasped Spooks.

The Second Form were
now, wild with excitement.

Their Form master Had been knocked down
hefore their eyes, and their fear of him was
gone. :

all on their [eet

“What—what—what, ”  stubtered the
Head. “What does this mean, Mr. Hogg?”

*Grooght”

“Answer me!”

“Gerrrroocogh!”

“Mornington, what are you doing here?”

“I ecame in to protect my cousin, sir”
answered Mornington guietly, *That brute
was ill-using him.”

“What! What, you dare fo apply such an
expression—-"

“It’s the truth, sir!”

“Mr. Hogg—"

“Wow-wow-wow! Gra 1 - That was all
Mr. Hogg could say, s8¢ ; till he got rid
of some of the ink from his mouth.

“It’s the truth, sir!” said 'Erbert, speaking
up at once in defence of his champion. “I've
heen caned all' day! Toek at my ‘ands!
Mr. Wiggins wasn’t always a-pitchin’ into me
like that blokel”

“Boyl?. *

“Priaps I'm a wnlgar little ragamuffin,”
said 'Erbert. “But Mr., Wiggins never called
me any sich names. He was a geutleman,
he was.”

“Do yon mean to say, boy, that Mr, Hogg
applied such expressions to you?" exelaimed
the Head.

Tar Porrrar.—No, 211,
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“'Course He did, sir!
a-doin’ of it. Any of the covés "ere will tell
you. - Look at my 'ands!”

“Mr. Bogg, kindly come to my study; and
you also, Mernington, and your cousin.
Boys, keep order here.””

A dead sileuce fell on the fags as the Head
ieft the Formrroom, followed by the fwo
Morpingtons, Mr. Hogg limping and gasping
in ¢%e rear.

And he’s always

et

THE FIiFTH CHAPTER.
7 Fod-Up !
IMMY SILVER & 0. were at work in
the end study,
Althongh there was a great cam-
fun geing on, prep had to be done—
or, rafher, the Fourfh-Formers, in the kind-
pess of their heurts, did prep so as ugtb to
worry “old Bulkeley " in eclass.

Ehe Fistical Four were pusy when Valentine

eningion strolled into the study with a
el %r%_smﬂe on Lis face,

“Pinisbed already?” asked Jimmy Silver,
ltoking up.

- 't starbed, dear boy.”

“Timp you did, then!” said Raby severely.
“We've agreed to keep up prep, and give old
Bulkeley an easy time, you know. ‘'Tain’t
Bulkeley’s fauly that the Head’s a bif of a
mula.”

“Lots of time!” yawned Morny.
been busy, too. You can take Hogg’s name
oft the lst, Yimmy Sitver.”

“Hogg's next man in,
Jimmy.

"I‘{o; he's odd man out!” grinned Morny.
e’s leaving Rookwood in the morning.”
he Fistical Four stared.

“What's happened?” demanded the whole

quartette, witlt one voice.

“The d's happened!” chuckled Morning-
ton, “Thero was a row in the Second, and
I chipped in and kuocked Hogz down—"

“Qreat pipl”

“And a merry scene in the Head's study
afferwards,” said Morningbon. I must say,
the Head is a brick, wish he wasn't a
mule, too! That cad Hose has been down
on poor old ‘Erbert no end. The man's not
& gentleman, you know, and he's a shocking
suph in consequence, e don't like 'Erbert’s
(ir‘rxppeq“ k's,” and he’s fairly persecuted the
poor kid. And now it’s all come out! He
i@g}rﬁgd to expect tho Head to approve of

I

“He doesa't knew the Head, then.”

“Amly the Head didet know him, or he
wouldn't have tet him into Rookwood. And
he told him vo, by gad!” said Morny, with a

puckle. *Poor old 'Erbert’s paws are
swollen with canipg. That was more evi-
dencer No end of tatk before the Head, and
the dear old boy was shocked at findin’ that
he's toado such a bounder master of the

Second. Talked to him like a Dubeh uncle in

a wax Hogg man fires up; says if he's not

satisfactory he's prepared to leave. Head

“I've
isn't he?” asked

“

-chap!” said Algy Silver imploringly.

cliehes on that—salary $iil end of the term,
ard the order of the bhoot on the spot!”

“My hatt”

“8o he’s goin’ to-morrow morninl” Morn-
ington rubbed his hands. “For some reason
or other, after sackin’ the Hogg man, the
Head thought it necessary to cane me for
knockin’ him down. Dashed unreasonable
old gent—what s

“You're jolly lucky to get off with a
caning,” said Jimmy Silver. “I suppose the
Head knew.the man was a brute, or he
wouldn’t have leb you off so lightly.”

“1 don't feel let off lightly. But it’s all
right, and you can take Hogg off the list.
He's goin’. Now I'd betier g6 and do some
prep, or I shall have Erroll huntin’ for me.”

And Mornington sauntered cut of the end
study.

The Fistical Fonr lgoked at one another
with great sabisfaction.

“Weé're winping V" remarked Lovell.

“We are—we is<though Morny and 'Erbert
seem to haye done fhe second act all on their
own,” said Jimmy Silyer, smiling. “The
Head's shedding his new imasters like giddy
leavesin Vallambrosa. Hurrali for nsi”

The Fistical Four settled down to prep
again in greal good-humour.

Work had just finished in the end study,
when there was anobher caller.

This time it was Jimmy Silver’s cousin,
Algy of the Third.

The cheery Algy nodded carelessiy to the
chums of the Fourth.

“What a life!” he remarked.

“Well, what have you been up to, you
young sweep?” asked Jimmy Silver severely.

“Don’t come Uncle James with mer old
“I say,
we've had no end of a lark in the Third!
Our new man's a regular gilt-edged treasure!
i hope he’ll never leave!”

“He's got to leave!” said Lovell, frowning.

“1 don't think he'll be sorry if he does,”
remarked Algy reflectively. “Poor little
man! He cught to take a baby-class in a
girls® school. He's not up to the weight of
the Third. We're enjoying’ life with him!
We haveu't done any work to speak of since
he came.”

“Slacker?”

“Oh, we haven't been siackin’; we've- been
givin® Mohsby the time of his life! We've
stuck all his books with glue, and he can’t
open them!” chuckled Algy. “We've split
his canes—not that be'd have nerve to use
them, poor little chap! We put crackers in
his desk this evening’! You should have
seen him jump!”

“You young rascai!” said Jimmy, laughing.

“I hear that you've got a scheme of
scootin' the new masters oub,” said Algy.
“YI want you to let Mobhsby alone. He's a
duck! Bohun used to make us work, and
Mobshy never does He can't! Bohun used
to lick us, and Mobsbhy daren't. We're en-
joying life with him! Prep in the third is
better than a Rugger mateh! So let him
alone, old top. We want him to stay!”

00;"\‘&
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And Algy strolled out of the study with &
chuckle. >

“Well!” sald Arthur Edward Lovell,

Jimmy Silver iaughed.

“I dow't think bhere’ll be much trouble
with Mobsby,” he said. “The poor little
chap means well, but he’s no good for the
Third Form at Rookwood. I fancy hé won’t
last.long, even without cur assistance. Those
young villains in the Third are making his
lite a burden.”

Jimmy Silver was nearer the truth than
he supposed.

At that very moment Jittie Mr. Mobshy,
the new master of the Third, was tapping
at the door of the Head's study.

.There was an expression of welghty resolu-
tion on the little gentieman’s nervous face.

Dr, Chisholm was iz his study in a troubled
mood. »

His new masters were failing him, and the
futare was full of uncertainty and worry.

He rapped out “Come in!” very sharply as
Mr, Mot)sb tapped.

. The magter of the Third came in hesitat-
ingly, and blinked nervously under the fixed
gaze of the Head.

. “Well, Mr. Mobsby ?” said the Head, scent-
ing more trouble at once.

oF Dr. Chisholm, 1 really hope
thig. will not put you to excessive incon-
venience, - but—bhut—-" stammered the
aervous little gentleman,

“But whab, Mr. Mobshy?”

“I beg to tender my resignation, sir,” gasped
Mr. Mobsby, “I have no complaint to maks
~none whatever! But—but I do not feel
equal to dealing with the Third Form, sir.
My experience- here- has beem—hszen quite
different from what I was accustomed to
at—at the preparatory school when T was—
In fact, I—I beg you to accept my resigna-
tion, sir,”

“Really, Mr.
complaint to mak

“None at all, gasped the little gentle-
man. “I am simply not equal to the task,
and I confess the fact. ( should be glad to
be relieved of it at the earliest possible
moment. That is all.”

Dr. Chisholm compressed his lips.

“Very well, Mr. Mobsby. I may remark
that I have had very serious doubts as to
your ability to manage the Third Formj;
but, owing to circumstances—— No matter;
I accept your resignation, sir.”

The Head remained in a very thoughtful
mood after Mr. Mobshy had left the study.

Of all his new masters, only Mr. Snagsas of
the Shell remained, and Rookwood Schoo!
was almost without masters again.

Really, there seemgd no end to the
troubles of a headmaster who had the firm-
ness of a rock—or the obstinacy of & mule,
whichever it was!

———

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Not a Success !

113 OW for Smaggs!” remarked Jimmy
Silver cheerily. Mr. Spaggs had
already made himself extremely
unpopular with the Shell, and for

once Adolphus Smythe & Co., the nuts of

that Form, found themselves in complete

agreement with Jimmy Silver & Co. A

crowded meeting was held in Smythe's study,

an(ll the word went forth: “Snaggs must
gol”

A new order from the Head that the Fourth
Form were to combine with the Shell and
take lcssons with Mr. Snaggs for the time
being, was received with satisfaction. The
general opinion was that it would make the
ragging of Mr. Snaggs all the easier.

On the following morring a very numerous
class gathered in the Shell Form-room—
Fourth and Shell combined—and Mr. Snaggs
did not look exhilarated when he came in
to take that swarming class.

Mr. Snaggs was a little gentleman, who
made himself look a -little taller by means
of elevators in his dainty boots.

That was npot his only affectation, how-
ever; he dyed his hair, which was scanty,
and he used abundant scent, and he walked
and spoke in a mincing manner.

A “nutty ” master Smythe & Co. could
have welcomed, but Mr. Snaggs was only
a pretended nut. He did not, as Adolphus
complained, know the rules of the pame
at all. : =

Perhaps even the genuine brand &t nubti-
ness would have been out of place in &
middle-aged gentleman growing bald, how-
ever.

Mohsby, if you have any

Owen Congjuest’s Masterpiece ! See Next Weels !
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“Good-mornin’, boys!” said Mr. Sunaggs.

“ Good-morpin’, sir ¥ said Adolphus
solemnly. “I lope you find yourself well
this mornin’, sir.”

“Thank you, my young friend, quite well,”
said Mr. Snaggs, delicately dabbing his nose
with a scenmted handkerchief.

Adolphus gave a gasp, and sank back on
his seat.

Smythe, are you nobt well?”

exclaimed

“Mr. Snaggs.

Hold me!” moaned Adolphus.

Howard and Tracy held him.
“What is it, my boy—what is it?” ex-
imed Mr. Snaggs, advancing towards the

Take it away!” moaned Adolphus.

“ What—what is it?”

“A-—a—a dreadfu} smell, sir! I—I thisk
there’s somethin’ wrong with the drains!”
moaned Smythe.

“ Bless my soul! I—%

“Oh! Excuse me, sir; it was only the
scent on your handkerchief,” said Smythe,
r_ecgvering himself. = Very sorry, I'm sure,
sir!’

And Adolphus grinned affably at the
master.

For a moment Mr. Spnaggs stared at
as if transfixed.

'Then he woke to a sudden life.

He grabbed Adolphus by the collar,
yanked him out before the’elass.

“Yarooh!” roared Adolphus. “0Oh, by
gad! Yooop!”

Whack, whack, whack!

“There!” gasped Mr. Spaggs. “You will
not be impertinent again, 1 think, Smythe.”

“ Yow-ow-ow !” §

The wunfprtunate Adolphus crawled back
to his seat, quite certain that he would
not be impertinent again. S

His first attempt at ragging
master was also his last.

new

him

and

thie new

THE SEVENTH CHAFTER.
The Feeding-up of Mr. Snaggs !
IMMY SILVER & Co. chuckled.

It was just like Adolphus to take
the lead in thiz way, end still more
like Adolphus to put his feot in it.

But Adolphus Smythe had had enough
of taking the lead now.

It anybody was to take the lead any more,
itt was not to be Adolphus.

He was more than willing to leave the
glory—and the risk—to Jimmy Silver of the
Fourth.

Lessons proceeded im rather = thundery
atmosphere.

There was not much work done, however,

The class was far too numerous for one
man to handle adequately, cven il he had
tried hard.

And Mr. Snaggs did not try bard.

He was a slacker as well as a “bounder,”
ag}ddhe let the juniors do mainly as they
liked.

Jimmy Silver & Co. did not admire slackers,
and they fully agreed with Smythe & Co.
that the new master was “no good ” for
Rookwood.

He was not even “up” to hiz work, for
tawson of the Fourth, who was terrific in
Classics, caught him “out ” in Virgil, and
Mr. Spaggs blundered hopelessly, till he
indemnified - himself by -caning Rawson
severely, mueh to thabt painstaking youth’s
astonishment and wrath.

This was really too bad, and, aparf from
Jimmy Silver’s ~campaigh, it was felt in
the Fourth that Rawson’s wrongs had tc be
avenged,

“The fellow’s only a blessed blackleg, any-
how!” said Rawson wrathfully, when the
juniors left the ¥orm-room. “And he's an
igneramus, too. He had no right to take
on the job! Gooduness knows what the Head
was thinking of.”

At dinper Mr. Snaggs was frowning.

After dinner he retfired to his room,

It was his custom to take a “nap ™ alter
tunch, in the belief that it was good for
the complexion !}

While he was taking his nap he did not
hear a slight sound at the door of his room,
naturally. ;

But when his nap was over, and he was
ready to go down, he made the startling
discovery that the door would nof open.

He pulled at the handle in great amaze-
rent, but he pulled in vaim

He rang the bell at last, and & trim mald
tapped at the door in a few minutes.

~ Kindly open the door!” Mr. Snaggs called

through the keyliole. “It appears to he
fastened on the outside.”

The maid blinked at the door,

“It -does not seem to be fastened, sir,”
she answered. “Is the key inside?”

£ Veg?

“Perhaps it is locked.”

“It is not locked.”

“Well, I can see no fastening, sir."

“Poch! Nonsense! It must be [astened,
as I cannot open it. Use your eyes!”

The maid had already used her eyes, in
vain; and she now tossed her head.

“There is nothing here that 1
siv!” she snapped,

“Don’t be silly! FLook!”

The maid flounced away, and confided to
her friends below stairs that the master
of the Shell was no gentleman to speak to
a lady in such a mannper, and she remained
{)esls?lutely deaf to further tinklings of the

ell.

Mr. Snaggs chafed and fumed in his room.

He began hammering on the door at last,

Rookwood had gone into the Form-rooms
at that time, and for some time the new
master hammered in vain; but at last there
was a rustle in the passage. .

“What js this disturbance about?” ecame
the Head's voice from outside. “Is that
you, Mr. Snaggs?”

“Yes, sir; it is I!” hooted Mr. Spaggs. “I
am a prisoner in this room, sir! I have
been fastened in.”

“Bless my soul! I see no si

“The door will not open, sir!” roared Mr.
Snaggs.

“Kindly refrain from raising your voice in
addressing me, Mr. Snaggs!” stapped the
Head. “I will look ¥

He proceeded to examine the door.

It was not till after a long search that
he discovered three or four screws, driven
so deeply into the thick wood that the
heads had almost disappeared.

“The door has been screwed!” said the
Head faintly. *This is most—most extra-
ordinary. Have you any idea who screwed
your door, Mr. Snaggs?”

“As I cannot see through a door, sir,
especially when I am asleep, I have not!”
hooted Mr, Snaggs.

“I will send for the sergeant.”

During the next half-hour
and a screwdriver were
Snaggs’ door.

The Form master was released at last, and
he came downstairs an hour l!ate for his
class, flustered and furious,

He found the Fourth and the Shell in his
Form-room, engaged in cheery conversation.

Mr. Spmaggs glared at the juniors

“Who serewed up the door of my room?”
he thundered.

No reply.

“Unless the culprit immediately comes for-
ward,” said Mr. Snaggs, his voice trembling
with wrath, “1 shall detain the whole class
for two hours!”

Silence.

“Very well i” said Mr. Snaggs.
indeed! We will proceed!”

And they rroceeded.

But Mr. Snaggs’ troubles were only be
ginning,

As soon as he had occasion to nse the
cane—which was very soon, for his temper
was at boiling-point—the cane split iuto
two pieces at the first whack,

When he sat down on the ‘high chair at
his desk he sat in a sea of gum, which he
did not feel for some time; but when be
rose the chair rose with him.

Even when he was rid of hiy class his
troubles did not cease, for when he retired
to his study for a rest, and set a match to
the fire already laid, there was a crackling
as of musketry in the grate, and wood and
coal showered on all sides,

1t dawned upon Mr. Snaggs—rather late—
that he had Inadventently set light to a
bundle of crackers.

Five times during that afterncon and even-
ing was the Head disturbed by a raid from
Mr. Spaggs, demanding his assistance in dis-
covering and punishing the author of some
fresh outrage. T

When Mr. Snaggs hounced into the Head's
study, for the sixtli time, later in the even-
ing, Dr, Chisholm gave him a look like a
basilisk, s

Mr. Snaggs’ face wag tHaming red.

“@ood heavens, sir, fvhat bas happened!”
exclaimed the Head. . :

Mr. Snaggs brandished a bottle in the air.

“Look at me!” he shrieked. “This bottle

cau  see,

ant Kettle
at work on Mr.

“Very well

‘entirely to Jimmy

—my face! My face—this bottle! Ab, ha!”
He spluttered with fury.

“ What--what——"

“This bottle, sir, conbained my complexion-
wash!” hooted the unhappv nut., “J——?

“Complexion-wagh ! gasped the Head.
“Absurd! In a man of your years—"

“Someone has tampered with it!” yelled
Mr. Snaggs. “I did not observe it in time.
But someone has pub red ink in it—red ink,
sir! Look at my face! Red ink, sir!®

The Head pressed his hand to his hrow.

“Mr. 8naggs,” bhe said at last, “you are
ridiculous! 1 am not surprised that you are
persecuted. The boys canuot possibly retain
the slightest respect for such a man. 3
must request you, sir, to resign your posi-
tion here. You are not 8t for Rookwood !

“1 should refuse to stay at Rookwood, sir,
under any circumstances whatever!”’ howled
Mr. Snaggs.” “My complexion is ruined!
1 will not stay, sir, another day in this bear-
gardent”

And Mr. Spaggs didn'f.

The following day lookwood School was
once more without masters. S

That morning Jimmy 8ilver ecycled down
to Coombe and visited the village iun, where
the masters on “strike’? had their quarters.

There he interviewed Mr. Bootles, late
master of the Fourth.
And after Jimmy Silver had left, Mr.

Bootles held a consultation with the other
masbers.

And so it came to pass. that, about the
time the station cab was bearing Mr. Snaggs
away, eight gentlefnen walked in at the
gates of Rookwoed and proceceded to the
School House.

An army of fellows watched them, for it
was the staff returning. ~

And the army followed them in, right up
the corridor to the Head’s study, at which
Mr. Bootles timidly tapped.

“Come in!”?

Mr. Bootles threw open the door, aud the
eight gentlemen crowded very quietly and
respectiully into the Head’s study.

Dr. Chishiclm rose to his feet in surprise
—perhaps in relief—at the sight of them.

L §)1r1” said Mr. Bootles. “Good-afternoon,
sir!

“Good--good-afternconl”
Head.

“8ir,”? said Mr. Greely, taking the lead,
“we understand that ycu have had—b'm!-—
some difficulties—h'm!—-we have come, sir,
to offer cur services, in the hope that you,
sir, will overlook any unpleasant occurrepces
in the past, sir, and, letting bygones be by-
gones, permit us to resume our duties at
Rookwood School, sir.”

“Mas oui—yes, oh, certainment!”
mured Monsieur Monceau.

“We regret exeeedingly that there
been any trouble,” said Mr,
“Most sincerely!”

The Head’s face relaxed.

The offer to return fo duty came so ap-
portanely to relieve him of his difficulties
that he could not help welcoming it

And the “strikers” were as tactful as
could be wished. There was no loss of dig-
nity in accepting the olive-branch extended
in this manuer.

“(Gentlemen,” said the Head at last, “I
am glad that you have come here. I acceps
your offer. I will even say that there have
doubfless been faulls on both sides, whick
by mutual goed will we must endeavour to
avold in the future. Gentlemcn, the past
is forgotten? <

And Tubby Muffin, whose fat ear was at
the door, scuttled off to infofm Jimmy Silver
& Co that it was “all sereme.”

stammered  the

mur-

has
Mooney.

. - % s 3 ; .

The “masters’ strike ” was over, and once
more Rookwood School resumed the normal
tenor of its way.

And all- concerned were glad that the
trouble was at an cnd, and for some time
afterwards the extreme politeness of the
Head and his staft to one another was quite
entertaining, to witness.

And in the end study satisfaction was
great, for the Fistical Four, at least, agreed
in attributing the happy reconciliation
Silver’s campaign,

THE END. i

(Another topping tale of Jimmy Silver &
Qo. of Rookwood next weck, entitled:
«The Boy Who Was Soft!”)
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Do your pals know what GRAND TREAT is coming next week ?
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Qaur pew serial is the most
dramatic story of the old days
un the highway ever wrltten
You must on no account miss
a line of thiz gripping yarn by
Pavid Goodwin. It preieutw
in the most vivid style imagin-
able the dangers of the road in
the bygone times. It starts next
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sday and read the start
Miwntme of  young
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Turpin at Lay.

1t iz a brilliant remance.
You find the gallant young
hero of the st{n’\ in possession
of his splendid ‘estate, He is
the most popular man in the
county. Dick Neville was kept
oub of his right for a time,
thanks to the villainy of an un-
: m,'mk-u:. kinsman, hut nhhw
beea done ab la oung
Neville comes into bis own.
But during his term of cxile,

when salone in the world, he
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Tarpin is an outlaw, but

ille regards him as a true
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Neville to do but once more take to tbe | wear type of thiet-—ready fo , anite | b

road? He is a born fighter,

Capniain Sweeny’s Gang.
You will hf‘ interested in “ll the mr b

of this
a rival of

;

$
z
%
é
é
1

DELIVER'

LU
THE Por

STAND AND

i . h and he onece
again throws in his lot with Dick Turpin.

]

LOOK OUT FOR THIS TOPPING
COVER EVERYWHERE NEXT
WEEK !
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POPULAR. This  magnificent
story simply rips along. It is
cut and parry, and marvellous
dash and romantic adventure.
There are those who are keen
enough to keep Neville out of
his rights, and at one time it
Iooks as if this sinister plotting
will be crowned with success.
But the  author handies tl
threads of this astounding
narrative in a masterly siyie,
and with all the give and take,
the old principles of truth and
justice are never permitted to
sink cut of sight.

Echoes of the Bygens.
Oune fact stands out plain—
tis wounderful serial will make
one see fresh things in the
t of history, and more than
r will be read into the ex-
ts of the real knights of
e great  roads t.hrou{_'h
ngland. Plenty legends
ve grown up arcund the life
of su(‘h a character zs Dick
but in “Stand and
elivel vou seg him as he
really was—a successor of the
old hero of Sherwood Forest,
Robin Hood, carrying on inte
later days a story of consider-
able hf-mxsm, and often enough
winning the admiration of
those -who were opposed to
him. And, what is more, you
will €ind in this captivating
story iust the kind of picture
you like of what was passing
in the dim old days when
towns and cities were week
removcd from cue another, and
she old wars  at ” home and
M road had left vast tracts of
the counbry at the mercy of
outlaws and miscreants, the
majority of whom thought
nothing of honour as Turpin
did. Then you find the ancient

of

s whore great lords dispensed lavish
itality, fo say nothing of the glimpses
of the gquaint old countrysides where life

in cheery fashion, for it was
as always, with fes-
full swing.
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change had occurred in the weather.
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Something to make a noise about next wetk—watch out!

THE EXNR[OF A GREAT STORY !— But theve'l be anolher to follow—
The finest adventure of Dick Turpin ever written !
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THE RAFT OF DEATH-THE END!
N, on, through the night the ecar sped.

Bexhill itself was reached, and
Courtney turned the car and ran
along near the coast.

A deserted part of it was arrived at. The
road here ran over towering and rugged
¢lifis overlooking a shingly beach and the
sea, and, apparently, as Courtney presently
pulled up, there was not a soul shout.
Sinee the two rogues had left the vicinity

Lestrade Castle with their captive, 2

A stiffish breeze had sprung up, the strength
of which was steadily on the increase.
Ominous black clouds had appeared over the
hiorizon, and a cluster of them was drifting
before the face of the moon, partially obscur-
ing its phosphorescent light.

Austin Courtney sprang down from his

seat,

He and Newbold lifted Harry from the ear,
with Newbold taking his legs,
Courtney supporting him under the armpits,
they carried him to the edge of the cliff.

Bere a narrow and rugged path wound
down to the shingle of the beach below.

“We’ll have to hurry,” Courtney said, as
they slipped and stumbled down the path
;vi-sth’their burden. The tide is coming in
ast.”

This was correct.

Only a very narrow strip of beaech re-
mained between the wind-tossed sea and the
face of the clifts. -~ They quickened their
movements, and reached the lower ground.

It was just then that the clouds tem-
porarily allowed the moon to shine out, and
its pale light fell fully upon them as they
hore the boy round ascurve in the formation
of the cliffs.

Their objective was a spacious cave level
with the shore. They took the boy into
its impenetrable gloom, and flung him un-
ceremoniously upon the sand that formed
its floor,

The white beam of an eleetric toreh held
by Courtney flashed out.

It fell for a moment on the lad's white,
upturned face. His lids flicketed; he stirred
and openad his eyes, to stare up uncompre-
éx‘eudiugly at the two men who stood above
1.

As yebt meither bad noticed that his scnses

< were returning to him, and both moved to

where a roughly-constructed raft lay against
one of the cavern’s rugged walls.

The raft was secured by a short, stout
chain affixed to its bottom to a ring-bolt
driven into the side of the cave, so that
when the sea entered the ecavern and rose
higher and higher, the raft would eventually
hecome submerged.

“Ah, my dear cousin, so you have regained
conseiousness,” Courtney sneered. as they
went back to HMarry and he saw that the
hoy's eyes were open. “I am glad. It is
possible for us to give you some cheering
news. You are about to take a journey into
the next world—by somewhat slow but very
sure means.”

He removed the wig and his false beard
and moustache.

“You see whom I am, you whelp—your

and
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cousin, Austin, whom you have cheated out
of a fortune!” he sparied, as he stooped over
the boy and struck him heavily in the face.

“] should have expected something like
that frem you, ccusin,” Harry Lestrade said
seornfully. ~“There would be a different tale
to tell if my hands were free.”

“Maybe; but we are taking uo chances
this time,” Courtney retorted grimly. “ Help
me with him, Newbold. If we don’t get out
of here pretty slick, we shall ourselves he
caught by the tide.” :

As if to confirm his words, a giant wave,
eaught and driven forward by the wind,
purst in the very mouath of the cavern. The
two scoundrels picked up Harry Lestrade,
and in spite of his lashing out with his
legs and planting one of his feet in New-
bold’s chest, they carried him to the raft
and dropped him upon it. 2

Newbold knelt upon his legs and pinned
him down, whilst Courtney became busy
with some lengths of cord that he had had
wound about his  waist. With these he
securely lashed his cousin to the ungainly
craft. Both men straightened up and grinned
down in evil exultation at the boy as Court-
ney directed the light of his toreh upon
him.

Harry was helpless. The cords were passed
under the raft and over his body and knotted
tightly. To make him doubly secure, Court-
ney had also lashed together his ankles, so
that it was impossible for him to move
hand or foot.

With a laugh his cousin turned away and
quitted the cave. Newbold went after him,
and the boy was left to his fate,

Qutside the wind was now blowing half a
gale, so that the two scoundrels came near
to losing their footing more than once as
they returned up the winding path that led
to the cliff top.

Rain began to fall, and it was driven into
their faces as they staggered through the
wind towards the car. This they had hired
in London, but they had no intention of re-
turning it to the garage whence it bad
come.

As will have been gathered from their
conversation outside the drive gates of Les-
trade Castle, they had promised the captain
of a motor fishing-smack fifty pounds to land
them on Belgian soil. They meant to
abandon the car at a spot near where it
bad been arranged a small boat should be
left ready for them to row out to the smack,
which would be lying a short distance out %o
sea, to wait for them.

They had planned to board this vessel
after striking a Jast—and they hoped fatal—
blow at the lad both so bitterly bated.

Into the car sprang Newbold, whilst Court-
ney again took the wheel. The moon was
now almost completely . blotted out, and
Courtney cursed the darkness as he turned
the automobile and drove through the driv-
ing rain and wind,

At a spot a quarter of a mile farther on
along the cliff road he once again slackened
speed and took his bearings. After that it
was only a few seconds ere he pulled up alto-
gether.

Wewbold tumbled out and joinegi him as he
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sprang down from his seat at the wheel. At
this point the beach was much wider, and '
when they descended to it they found the
boat the captain of the fishing-smack had
promised to leave lying on the shingle.

They dragged it down to the sea, but there
Newbold hung back in dismay, his eyes fixed
fearfully upon the mountainous waves that
were rolling inshore,

“By heavens, Courtney, we'll never be able
to row out to the boat om a night like
this!” he said hoarsely. :

“We've got to, you fool!” his companion -
shouted back, having to raise his voice to
malke it heard above the fury of the elements,
“See! There are the lights of the smack "—
pointing to where they glimmered out of the
darkness some two hundred yards out to
sea. “We dare not remain behisd now.”

Austin Courtney would have been even
more anxious to 'get away, could he have
known that on the clifi-top a party of coast-
guards were suspiciously examining the aban-:
doned car, though even as it was, with his:
savage hatred for hig cousin beginning to
cool, he was feverishly eager to leave the!
shore, as he thought of the foul deed he
and Newhold had perpetrated.

He -pushed the boat into the wind-lashed
surf and sprang in. Newbold followed him,
but not before a giant incoming wave had
drenched him to his armpits.

They each seized one of the palr of oars’
that had been lying in theé bottom of the
boat, and began to pull out towards the
lights of the smack.

Both were speedily soaked to the skin|
with the rain ani the spray from the great
waves that dashed themselves angrily against
the frail craft.

Newbold's teeth began to chatter, though
it was not altogether from the chill that
was gripping him. The ex-footballer could
not swim, and it terrified him when the boat
rode over the crest of ome wave, dropped
into the dip it caused, and all round he saw
the sea towering mountainously above him.

Courtney, too, began to know misgivings
when they had rowed for about a hundred
yards and covered roughly half the distance
that separated them from the fishing-smack.

Every moment he expected the boat to be
swamped. He set his teeth and rowed with
might and main to reach the vessel in the
shortest possible space of time. )

Then, disaster came with scareely a second’s
warning.

Newbhold, who was an indifferent oarsman,
dipped his oar just as the boat was rising
upon a wave The econsequence was that
it did not reach the water and, there being
no resistance as he tugged, he pitched back-
wards into the bottom of the small craft
and the oar slipped from his hands.

Courtney was tugging with all his strength
at his oar at the moment, so that the boat
was swung round and it fell broadside into
thie vortex. The rogue let out a gasp of
consternation, as ne saw a second towering
wave looming above them, but he was power-
less to save the situation.

The great sea descended, the hoat was
filled and capsized, and, in another instant,
Courtney and Newbold were both struggling
in the water.

“Help me for tne iove of Heaven!” the
ex-footballer screamed, clinging to his part-
ner gu crime. “I-1 can’t swim a stroke!

s

“Let go, confound you!” Courtney snarled.
“Let gn, you fool, we’ll both be drowned!”

Desperately he struck Newbold in the
face—struck him sgain and again. But,
fear made the latter oblivious te pain and
his clutehing fingers tightened convulsively
upon Courtaey’s arms, Down into the depth
of the wi'd water they went. Courtney
frantically iried to free himself, but t was
all to no avail, apd stark terror took
hold of him, for he knew he was in the un-
reasoning grip of a panic-striecken and
drowning man, and that, unless a miracle
happened, his own doom was sealed.

Meanwhile, Harry - Lestrade remained
heipless upon the raft in the cavern in the
face of the cliffs. The tide had risen aud
floated the rude eraft and already its chain
was strained to the utmost—strained aund
taut.

The water began o lap over his feet, the
raft tilting, as the sea strove to foree it
up with it and the chaino held it down.

He strained to the best of his abilify
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ab his bonds, snd, though ke had little hope
of being heard, shouted for help with all
the strength of his lungs. In a few minutes
more, his feet and legs were entirely sub-
merged, an~ when swells came, caused by
the incoming waves, the water saturated
his chesé. -

Higher and higber crept the tide and
soon the swells bhrought the chill water to
‘his ein He jerked at the bonds about his
wrists, but the knots seemed to grow tighter
rather thau slacken, and Harry began to
give himsel’ uy or lost. -

“Help! Help! Hel x

is voic. wa. choked by salt water rushing
into his mouth. Even as for just a moment
the surface grew calm again, the sea was
at his lips a1 4 he had to strain up his head
to keep them just ahove it.

Then, when he was grimly telling himself
that, hard though it was for one of his age
and perfect fitness, he had got to die and the
waber was entering his ears, he found a
light flaghing in his face.

He feit something grate against the side

of the raft He could hear nothinz, but
sensed that some sort of craft had been
run into the fastfilling cave. To his joy,-

& hand was fumbling under the water at the
ropes that beld him prisoner.

They were eut through and Harry felt
strong hands lifting him from the raft. He
was drageed into a moter hoat in which
sab a couple of ceastguards.

“By George, it was touch and go, younz
fellow,” one o them sald. gruffly, but with
& great retief in his voice. “One of our
chaps saw tose two begzars in the moon-

iny

light as they earried you from the ecar |

down to the beach. He was looking through

his glasses from our station on the head-
land—luckily for you. We've beem searching
for you ever since, and only found you jus’
in time. They meant to murder you—that s
evident. What did they do for it?”

Harry told them as much as he thought
fit, greatly to their excitement and indigna-
tien, 5

He was taken in the motor boat to the
coastguards’ station, and, after a vigorous
towelling, he sat before the fire, wrapped
in a blanket whilst he sipped hot coffee.

The men vii0 had gone after the car came
in and reported that it had been abandoned,
and that they had seem Courtney and New-
bold put off in an opem boat. But, it was
not, until the following morning. when the
gale and raju had abhated nnd the sun was
«hining, that the sequel came,

A couple of t e coastgnards found_ the
bodies of Austin Courtney and Jem New-
hold lyving upon the beach, left there hy
the tide as it had receded

As they had planned for the sea to make
an end of Harry Lestrade, so it had made
an end of them. It was a #fitting
retribution. for who can say that they did
not deserve their fate?

The months had slipped by and once agaln
the South Wessex meet was gathered at
Dead Man’s Copse.

A crowd of pink coated men and women
in riding habits either sat or stood by their
horses, waiting for the hounds snd the
Master to arrive. :

Marjorie Randall was there with ber
girlish as usual. :

“Here's Harry. dad!” shé sald, suddenly
D wheeling her horse and waving her hand.

father. She looked as fresh and charmingly i

“How well ne rides! I should hardly care
to challenge him as 1 did last year.”

Immaculate in his bunting attire, Harry
Lestrade, now master of Lestrade Castle
and due to inherit his father’s colossal for-
tune to handle as he pleased when he be-
came of age, he had ridden into the road on
a well-groomed horse s

The animal was Tearing Haste; for, with
the winning of the Grand National, Harry

should not be troubled to race again

The lad was glowing with health, He
still trained and played with the Wessex
Wanderers, whe were again going “great
guns " this seasomn,

“The top of the morning, Marjorie! Good-
morning Sir Travers!” Harry said, as he
reined in. “What a glorious morning! We
osught to have a flne run.”

Marjorie nodded, then she noticed that a
look of sadness had crept into the boy's
eyes, and discreetiy she left him to himself.
She knew that the scene here this morning
was bringing back the tragic aceident that
had oceurred on the corresponding morning
of the previous year and ended in his father's
death

But, the girl still watched him and her
eyes were shining.

Last year Harry Lestrade had heen very
near to developing into an idler—a slacker,
but what . difference now!

On that morning of twelve mounihs before,
bhe had found his true self, and Marjorie
Randail was proud to call him “friend.”

THE END.

(Now turn te page 24 for full particulars
of our amazing new serial, commencin
next week's issue.)

£10 MUST BE WoN

AGAIN THIS WEEK!

A TOPPING FOOTBALL COMPETITION—AND SO

SIMPLE !

Just solve the picture puzzle below,

may win a grand prize.

FIRST PRIZE £5 0 0:
TEN PRIZES OF FIVE SHILLINGS EACH.

Second Prize £2 10 0:

The frovble
ORIGINATED

n /ndlé

" JHE Porunat.—No, ;

You |

What You Have To Bo.

Iere i3 a splendid Footer competition
which I am sure will interest you. On
thiz page you will find a history of Tha
Wednesday Football Club in picture-
puzzle form. What you are invited to do
is to solve this picture, and when you
have done so, write your solution on a
sheet of paper. Then sign the coupon
which appears underneath, pin it to your
solution, and post it to “THE WEDNES.
DAY ” Competition, PoPuLAR Office,
Gough House, Gough Square, E.C. 4, so
as o réach that address not later than
THURSDAY, February 8th, 1923,

The FIRST PRIZE of £5 will be
awarded to the reader who submits a
solution which is exactly the same as, or
niearcst to, the solution now in the posses-
sion of the Editor. In the events of tics
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 all, or any of the prizes, but
the full amount will 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 arve not eligible to compete.

This competition is run in eenjunction
with  “Gem,” ““Magnet,” and “BRoys’
Friend,” and readers of those journals are
invited to compete.

I énter “The Wednesday ” Com-
petition, and- agree to accept the
Fditor's decision as final,
Nﬁme.u...-....uu.cu--n-u.nunnucr.
BOTICRE oo rubosrsaninsscnsrsrssasenininsis

...... secvsesceeasenscrosnsssa0s0as0bec0n

had decided that his four-footed friend ~ =
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The Rush for Next Week’'s BUMPER Issue will be terrific—BE FIRST! 27

YOUR ° EDITOR 5
HEAR FROM HIS READERS. Address: EDITO.
THE * POPULAR,” THE FLEETWAY HO
FARRINGDON STREET, LONDON,

TR I HTH O R TR
OUs CGMPANIGH PAPERG.

“THE BOYS' FRIEND ™

Every
Monday
Every Monday
Every Tuesday

*“THE MAGNET"
“THE POPULAR"™
‘“ THE GEM " Every Wednesday
“UHUCKLES ™ kvery Tharsvay
“THe HOLIDAY ANNUAL”
Pubiished Yearly. =

S AN Ruun R E
NEXT WEEK’S PROGRAMME !

‘“THE SEARCH FOR HOP HIIY

It has been an altogether strange
bus.uess, this vanishing of the genial little
Chicese junior. As will be remembered,
a kidnapper had sinister designs on the
liberty of the popular compatriot of Wun
Lung, but mysterious as are the ways of
kidnappers, they are not as a race really
on a level with a smari company of Grey-
friars fellows. The story next week
carries on the thrilling narrative about
Hop Hi’s disappearance in really sporting
style.  'The search-parties which, of
course, include the doughty Wun Lung,
scour the countryside, and they have
numerous adventures before they get hot
on the seent, and bring off a triumph.
Hop Hi is discovered in the most amazing
circumstances. He asked for nothing
better than to be restored to his chums at
the old school. It is prefty certain that
all the information any kidnapper got
out of the cheery Chink was* No savvy.”

TIN THE WILDS,

Frank Richards & Co. are enjoying
some remarkable adventures during their
holiday from Miss Meadows’ Cedar Creek
School. The party have made for the
untrodden lands out North-West, and
they thoroughly intended to make their
journey udencumbered with the company
of the wily Yen Chin. Yen Chin was
of a contrary opinion. He felt the ex-
pedition would be incomplete without
him. It is fair to assume that the
capable little fellow was actuated by the
noblest motives. He knows he is A1 at
chores. He can turn out hot dinners in
the wilderness when requested. Chinese
eookery mi.y be regarded with suspicion,
but this is mevely prejudice. But for
yeasons of their own Frank Richards, Bob
Lawless, and Vere Beauclere, ete.,
declined the society of Yen Chin, and
that’s why ihe new story which will be
in the PoOrvLAR next week is called

¢ THE STICKER Y

for Yen Chin proves himself no end of a
sticker. Tt shows the right spirit. He
resorts to a clever ruse to keep with the
party. The glue-like trait in his com-
position stands him in rare good stead.
A fine yarn this.

ROOKWOQD,

You may distike the title of next week’s
Rookwood story. It is “The Boy Who
Was Soft!” 'There will be two opinions
about the description of a fellow who
turns up at the school mounted on an

. serial.

IS ALWAYS PLEASED 70

R,
USE,
E.C.4.

elephant. Rookwood has secen  some
brisk and lively arrivals, but never aught
like this. Picture the feelings of poor
old Mack when a predigious pachyderm
marches in. sensation of this kind
makes people dash for help to the tele-
phone. It would be a trunk call, so to
speak. Anyhow, in next week’s sparkling
yarn of Jimmy Silver & Co., we get the
full benefit of the novelty. Mr. Owen
Conquest handles the scenes in which the
elephant figures with care and finish; he
does not trample on anybody’s suscepti-
bilities, but leaves all that sort of thing
to the elephant. It is a rattling tale, full
of good fun and merriment. But after
this we may look for newcomers turning
up on giraffes, zebras, or even eamels—
though possibly not the.latter, for the
hump is never permitted at Rookwood.

—_——

¢ THE QREATEST QAME OF ALL!”

Here we have it in a nutshell, all snug.
as touching foothall; but, as it happens,
the title of next Tuesday’s story of St.
Jim’s refers to a very special match,
This tussle for the Public Schools’
Challenge Cup is a mighty affair, and
loses nothing m the telling, thanks to the
skill of Mr. Martin Clifford. St. Jim's is
all there!

A PESSIMIST SUPPLEMENT.

‘The pessimist has a thin time of it in
the world. As he perambulates round
exuding misery, he is generally looked
upon as a prime article of hurmour. Per
baps it is just as well. Nothing like a
hearty laugh to drive away the clouds of
pessimism, and unshift the camclious
hump from the shoulders.

TAKEN WELL IN HARND.

Bunter is to be congratulated on taking
up the whole subject in next week’s
supplement of the famous “Weekly.”
Bunter is sometimes sad at heart, but
he wrestles with this tendency to sink
into the doldrums owing to lack of tuck.
pocket-money, or any other international
trouble. Bunter has put the lid on past
successes with his grand issue next week.
You will laugh at his Pessimists’
Number as you never laughed before.

f“STAND AND DELIVER!”

Elsewhere in this number will be found
a special reference to our gripping new
1t is something to be proud
about. Keep an extra spectal look-out for
the first long instalment next week.

FREE GLOSSY PHOTOS.

The PoPUTLAR series of poriraits of
famous sportsmen can be relied upon as
the best. For fineness of production and
get-up, these free likenesses of the men
who gave won fame in-the sporting lists
are without equal.

!’

HOW TO MAKE, MIEND, AND DO

EVERYTHING FOR THE HOME,

Harmswarth’s Household Encylopedia,
Parg 1 of which will be published on
Thursday, February 8th, price 1s. 3d.,
will tell you, in the simplest possible
manner, how to make at home thousands
of practical and useful things, from a
bookshelf or chair to a “wireless ¥ set or
a model aeroplane.

It will also show you by means of easy
diagrams how to mend everything round
and about the home. It is the ideal
book for the handyman, and being
alphabetically arranged for easy refer-
enice you can turn to just what you want
at the mament you want it.

'The complete work will contain 18,000
pictures, 10,000 articles, diagrams, plans,
and COLOURED PLATES, and the
parts will be issued fortnighily every
other Thuisday. Order your copy of
Part 1 now. =

MECCANG UP-TO-DATE,

Every product of Meccano, Ltd., has
been thoroughly modernised and brought
right up to date, and with the reduction
in prices of all outfits, one is impressed
with the remarkable VALUE now being:
offered by this progressive firm.

Among the most recent innovations is
the introduction of the Meecano Radio
Crystal Receiving Set.

With the aid of Meccano parts and one
or two additional parts {such as crystal
and telephone receiver), a complete
Rectiving Set may be built. This Re-
cetving Set i1s claimed to be the mosh
scientific Radio Set on the market, and
THE PRICE IS LOWER THAN THAT
AT WHICH ANY OTHER CRYSTAL
SET IS SOLD. An Outfit containing
the parts necessary to make the set is
also sold, as is a complete Aerial Set. A
Meccano Valve Receiving Set  will
shortly be announced.

READERS’' NOTICES.

W. L. Hayward, Cycle Works, Marchwood,
Hants, wishes to correspend with readers,
ages 16-17.

W, H. Penninglon, 27, Randelph Street,
Sundertand, wishes te hear from all amateur
magazines. =

Miss Agnes H. Ismail, 41, Wong Nei Chong
Road, HMong Kong, China, wishes to hear
from readers who are keen on literary sub-
jects, ANl letters will' be answered. This
correspoundent is much interested in amateur
magazines.

Alfred Bryant, 1, Deuton Road, Stone-
bridge, Willesden, N.W.10, wishes to hear
from readers overseas, with a view to ex-
ehuneging posteards and photos of general
interest.

T. Booth, “Lauriston,” Pit Lane, Methley,
nr. Leeds, Yorkshire, wishes to correspond
with readers anywhere, ages 15-18, interested
in photography. All letters answered.

Stanhope L. Williams, Connaught Hotel,
IHerngé Bay, Kent, wouid be pleaced?to give

readers anywhere information concerning
electrieal engineering, small power
engineering, and miotor and  kindred
subjects.

Harry C. Bradshaw, Main - Street, ' Mor-
dialloe, Vietoria, Australia, wishes to corre-
spond with readers anywhere in e¢ither
Trench or Esperanto.

Hugo Book, 7, Bridge BStreet, Port
Elizabeth, South Africa, wishes to corre-
spond with readers anywhere.

Miss Pauline Coben, 78, Parliament
Street, Port Elizabeth, South Africa, wishes
to correspoud with Jewish readers, ages

Pour Edifor.

Tus Porunan.—No, 211,
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Are You Reading the Exciting Barring-Out Stories In Our
Companion Paper

“THE GEM”

—~~1If not, YOU SHOULD BEGIN NOW!
Paper of School and Sporting Stories offers to its readers

TUCK HAMPERS FILLED WITH DELICIOUS TUCK!

All one has to do is to send in real good joke or
mteiestmg _paragraph, accompanied b

LIBRARY

dainties, you may win one of the money prizes

GET

This Week’s Issue is a REAL BUMPER NUMBER, So Don’t Miss It!
@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@‘@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@O@ PEPROE

LIBRARY ?

This Splendid

the coupon
aring in this week's issue of “*THE GEM"”
Remember, boys and girls, i you =
not win one of our hampers of delicious

offered in this easy competition.

lololofololotolotolololololololofoIOIOIGIoIOIORC)

®©OR®

Fine New Model Accordeon, 10 X 10} X 53 ins,
Plano, Pinished. Metal-Bound 9- Fold 8trong
Bellows, 10 Keys, Eto. Grand Organ Tons.
Bent by Return Post, to approved orders, for 1/-
Deposit and 1/3 Po:tau and promiss to send 2/«
fm‘tnlmﬂv til 15¢4- in all is paid. 2/- TUTOR
FREE. Cash Price, 12/8, Post Fres (Elsewhere

FREE—

1/2-PRICE

Doubis). uenght or Money Back.

Grand Tilustrated Camlogue Post Fres. Big

Bargains, . to 77/6, Cash or 1/- Week.

Acmrdecns, 12/6 to 42/-. Gramophones, 38/6

to 77 8. ocku 4/8 to 55/-. atches, B/e
0/-. Jewsliory, Novelties, Toys. Etcu—

to
Palng PRPSENTS HOUSE Dept
HASTINGS. (Establisked 3 iy

FREE = FUN Our Funsiy Novelty, causing roars of lnughter.
FREER to all sending !Iv for 70 Cute Conjuring

Tricks, 12 Jolly Joke 'h—icks 6 Catchy Cots Aricks, 5 Cunning Card Tricks,
ng Magic Tricks, 250 Riddlex, 18 'Gawmes, 10 Funey Readings,

B Fux.ny 1Eaacimmmu 21 Monologues, 73 Toasts, Easy Ventrlla-q‘_)uism Secret,
1,001 Attractions. Thousands delighted 1—C. HUGH sr,,,
Bdg!mston Birmingham. Box of Wizard’s Magio Trick Cards (f-uod), 27-

CINEMA FLLMS, MACHINES, SPOOLS, SLIDES, etc, CHEAP{
Comic and Cowboy Films. 50- faot Sampls Pllm 173, Stamp for Iilus-
frated Lists.—TYSON & MARSHATLL, 89, Castle Boulevard, Nottingham.

GROW A MOUSTACHE

“THE GEM?"” LIBRARY TO-DAY!
13 you are not interested i in its easy compehtlons,
you will enjoy its thrilling stories and powerful serial.
PUBLISHED EVERY WEDNESDAY _: :  PRICE 2d.
"MAKE YOUR
OWN SET

she mysteries of Wireless made clear.

WIRELESS FOR ALL =~ =~ =~ 64,
and its sequel
SIMPLIFIED WIRELESS =~ = 1/~

At all booksellers or 1{9 post free from
RAD I 0 3. Devereux Buildings.
PRES w.C.2

STAMP COLLECTOR’S OUTFIT FREE!

As sdvertisement I will send splendld outfits, containing Vest Pocket

Wallet with 8 linen strip pockets, 1 Perforation Gauge, 200 Mounts,

8 Transparent Envelopes, and ons set 8 West ussian Army

Stamps, to all who send 3d. for post and packing and ask {o ses Approvais.
VICTOR BANCROFT, TLOCK.

. LUSHIRG

Simple 7-day Permanent Home Cure for either sex,
Auto suggestion, .drill, etc. Write at once, mention *“P.R.,
and get full partlcuhn quite FREE privately.

V.J.D.; 12, All Saints Road, 8T. ANNES-ON-SEA.

SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,
SHYNESS, TIMIDITY.

[‘4 o

Be a MAN 1 You cann6t expect to improve
your job with a boy’s face. Grow a beautiful
moustache with * STROYD'S MOUSTACHE
FORCER.” Absolutely harmless and sent in
plain wrapper. Send 1/- for a supply to—

Stroud, 44, Surbiton Road, Scuthend-on-Sea.
DON'T BE SH@RT:“&TZ&‘& ai%ui’“%“; B u?%" e‘iii‘é’n

Sciaxmﬁc Treatment,

uite permanent. Your heaith and st
wiil sicceed in business. Over ten “v ars’
P.0. to-day for particulars and cur LlOO gaarantee to ELQUIBY DEP’I‘
AM.P., 17, STEOUD GREEN RCAD, LONDON, N.4.

1 I Bl

]“ 50 HUNCARIAN STAMPS FREE tand™pprsis e postt I
FUN FOR ALL.—faluits Yoo liumon,, Soganis

Mention Gife 596 L. CORYN, 10, Wave Orest, Wmtstable, Kent.
ird
eto. 64 each; 4 for 1/- (Vent. Treatiss inc Son e

.}.—Ideal Co., Clovedon, Som.

B‘LUSHHNG ~—Fanmons Doclor’s rcemn for this most distressing
¥  complaint, Ne fatls. Testimonials daily.,—
MEg. P. GEORGY, Fairhaven, Clevedon, Somerse

CUT THIS OUT

“ The Popular.’’ PEN COUPON. Vatue 2d.

Send 7 -of these coupons with orly 2/9 divect to the Filest Pen Co.,
118, l‘leet Straet, London, E.C.4. You will receive by return a Splendid
Dritish Made 14-ct. Gold Nipbod Fleet Fountain Pen, valua 10/6 (Fine,
Medium, or Broad Nib) If only | couron i3 gont, the price is 379, 2d. being
ailowed for each extra coupon up to 6. . Pocket Clip, 4d.) Sausfactmn
gugranteed or cash returned. Specza’ New ftey—Your own name in gilt
Ieiters on either pen for 1/. extra.

Lever Self-Filling Model with Safety Cap, 2/- extra.

FREE PRESENTS FOR ALL.

SEND NO MONEY—WE TRUST YOU.

Yor Selling our High Grade Picturs Postoards at 1d. each to your friends
we give these Presents ABSOL FREE—Bicycles, Gramophones,
Footballs, Tennis Racquets, Jewelry, Toys and Games, Razors, Fountaiv
Pens, Watches, Clocks, etc., etc. Write To-day for a sélection of 72 Cards
and Presents List. A Postéard will do.

PERFIZELD LIMITED, 1, CASTLE ST, CITY RD., LONDON, E.C. 2.

BHOME C!NEMATOGRAPHS.—Mach‘nes from 7/6; with Take-up, from
£3 Lauge Stock of Films. Sample Film, 1/., Post Free.. Lists Free.—
¥, DEAN CINEMA CO., 94, Drayton Avenus, West Eallng, W.13.

W OWURSES Sfor

This handsome full-sized Gent's Lever -
Watch sent upon receipt of 1j-. After
approval send 1 /- more, the bahmce may
then be paid by 6 mo thly instalments
2/- each. Guaranteed 5 years. Chain
offeced Free with every watch. Cash
returned in full if dissatisfied. Send 1/=
aow to Simpson’e Ltd. (Dept: 30J)
94, Queen Rd., Brighton, Sussex

STOP STAMMERING!

HUGHES, 7,

FILMS, GHEAP!
SBETS.—The Simplest, Best. and Cheapest Seis and

Cure yourself as I did. Pax-
ticulars Free. — FRANK
SOUTHAMPTON BOW, LONDON, W.0.1

100 ft ‘}ample 1/6, Posb Pree. Stamp
for List. — ¢ RA " FILMS, 34,
CHURGH STREET, WEST HAM, _E.is:

W|RELESS Paris’ for the Beginuer. Illustrated Catalogus ¥Fres.—
Desk E, DEAN TRADING CQ., 94, Drayton Avenus, Weat Ealing, W.18.
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