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2 Where you always get yout money's-worth —in the ** Populag’’!

and Thrilling. Look at

Something New
: this !

THE CRICKETING SEASON.

- It is a pleasure to be able to =et down the fact that next
Tuesday’s “Popular” will he one of the finest we have had yet.

The cricket season is in tull swing. What more reasonable than
for the record complete story paper to pay special attention to
this big interest of theé hour. You will find the Grand Cricket
Competition is first rate. * As for the fine array of yarns I have
in readiness for next week—well, these magnificent stories ean
speak for themselves. None the less, it will be just as well to
touch on some of {he main features. -

‘ BOLSOVER’S IMPERSONATION.”

This is the title of the ripping Greyfriars tale. It iz a question
of Keen rivalry, and a good deal besides. Bolsover has had his
eye on Mauleverer's country cottage, and he and his associates try.
to carry things with a bigh hand by posing as Mauly & Co. In the
result we see a very complicated state ol affairs. Harry Wharton
& Co. arrive at the cottage, to find the place tuken.

“NO SURRENDER !

Cedar Creék lingers in the throes of the grimmest conflict the
Backwoods School has known in all its wvaried history, There:
nre some big surprises in next week's yurn of Framk Richards,
Bob Lawless, and their chums, and the stern, galling tussle with
Gunten and his adherents. The fight goes on. from stage to stage
with ever inereasing bilterness on one side. The defeniders of the
good old school where Miss Meadows once reighed are not bitter,
though they are inspired with a stérn determination to sea fair
piay. For the recital of the amazing events which happen, 1
lececomniend you to fead next week's capital story.

"TBACK TO HIS OWN 1Y

New caplaincies have often caused had blood, At the present
time everything i8 in a condition of the most glovious uncertainty
ut Rookwood; all on account of the bother aver the eaptalney.
There never was any question as fo the populurity of Bulkeley,
and when he was displaced from his high position of leadership
the fat was in the fire.. Bulkeley is idelised by a whole erowd
of fellows, and it says much for & school captaim when, as at
Rookwood, the fags are acecustonied to put the words “Good old ”
before his name, - You Wwill read of what the Head is doing in the
coming stery with much curiosity and speculation. “1z = B,
Chisliolm’s latest move right, or no?” That is the question. See

.the “Pop " on Tuesday.

“A TRAITOR TO HIS SIDE! "

Now what about Bob Kenrick?
a ericketing one, with the splendid spirit of the creat summer
game pervading it from start to finish, Mr. Martin Clifford ean
write abont cricket in the really trenchant and convineing style
which brings play and players well into view. But why in the
world should Bob Kenrick—who has got his place to make in

| the school—why should be adept the altogether impossible taetics

which go to his discredit? That fs what alt St. Jim's wants to
know, and small wonder at it! There i a bit of a drisis shown
in the grand tale of D'Arey’s and Tom Merry's school, wlhich
the “Popular ” will give next weck. You want to know what's
coming next. Perplexity is the prevailing note-—for a sensom, and
the upshot is worth waiting for.

AN INTERVIEW NUMBER!

You can *picture Bunter being interviewed, All eclebrifies have
to go through with it, There is no escape if you are famous. This
is one of the reéisons why some fellows refuse fame.
Shakespeare’s advice and fling away ambition, just so as to avoid
the interviewer. They may have got the wrong grunter by the

aural appendage over tiis matter, but I am not going into that

now,

The second - instalment of our magnificent serial finds Guy
FitzHugh well on his way through England, in quest of startling
and romastic adventures. The author makes the whole thing
simply ring with vivid reality. Never was such an appealing story
of Robin Hood written as this,

~ Pour ' Editor.
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may win a handsome Prize !

R YOU!

Find the solution to this simple Picture-Puzzle. You

What You Have To DRo.

Here is a splendid Footer competition
~which I am sure will inferest you. On
this page you will find a history of Leicos-
ter Cily Football Club in picture-puzzlae
form. What you are invited to do is to

FIRST PRIZE £5 0 0: Second Prize £2 10 0:  <oive this picture, arid when you have

“done so, write your solution on a sheet of
paper. Then sign the eoupon which
appears below, pin it to your solution, and

Porvrar {_)fﬁﬂe, Cough House, Gough
Square, E.C, 4, so as to reach that address

not later than TITURSDAY, MAY 3,
1923. %

The TFIRST PRIZE of 25 will he
n_warded_ta the reader who submils a solu-
tion which is exactly the same as; ov

riearest o, the solution now in the posses-
sion of the Editor. In tha event of ties
the prize will be divided. The other prizes
will be awarded in order of merit. The
Editor reserves the right to put all togethes

and diyide the valye of all, or any, of the
prizes, but the full amount. will he awarded.
It is a distinet condition of entiy that the
decision of the Editor must be accepled as

= final. “Employees of the proprietors of this
\ {/,; ]mu'rfal are not eligible to ED]H}_}E{:?.
h;}_fn-'iu_ / _ This competition is run in conjunection
. with the “Gem,” “Magnet,” and “Boys’
Friend,”* and readers of those journals are

mvited to compete.

The new yarn of St, Jini's Is

They follow.

post it to Leicesler City Competition, -

I exter Leicester City Competition,

and agree to accept the Editor's
elecision as final,
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Our Remarkable Robin Hood Serial will make a GREAT ‘SEP@_*SR’I_‘E'GN' % 3

The POPULAR presents o the great Pope
 AAWS OF SHERWOOD ever penned !
vicrerly inferwoven by a masierly hand. The immoriol B
srincing personalify, to-day makes his bow

W

Thrill and dramao,

POPULAR!
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'r-he Baron and the Boy, and How Quy
flad into the Forest!

N a grim stome room, with a vaulted
ceiling, sat a man at a table. The
floor was strewn with rushes, and a
torel:, fixed in a cresset on the wall,

flared and fomed, throwing an angry light
on the stone wine-jars and the silver-mounted
drinking-horn at the man's elbow, and filling
the chamber with smoke.

‘The man was grim of visage, like the room
iy, which he sal; and, like the torch upon
the wall, he, too, flared and fumed and
drummed with his clenched fist against the
critel white teeth that showed bepeath his
grizzled monstache.

Sir Humplirey de Brionne, Lord ol Bolling-
wood Castle, was in an evil temper. He was
scldogn in anything clse; but on this par-
tieular might his mood was more savage
than wsual, and he shifted about in his
chair and east impatient glances at the
door at tha far end of the room.

Presently the <door opened, and a hand-

. &ome boy, with fearless blue eyes and a

resolute chin, came through “the semi-
obscurity of the apartment, and stood before
the Norman haron. -

“My iord has sent for me!” said the boy
fuiedy, noting the smouldering anger in the
baron's face,

“And thaving sent for vyou,” said Bir
Humphrey, “you have taken the fiend's own
time in coming! Take care, Guy FitzHugh'
You have trised my patience over-much of
late; and wmow, since you know full well

why T want you, we will not waste words.-

Therc iz the parchment, there is the ink-
born, apd the pen. For the seventh time
of asking, will you write your name in
Yonder space?”

“For the seventh time, 8ir Humphrey de

. Brionne,” said the boy, drawing himself up,
41 will neg?”

“By the bonea of the saints,” thundered
the baron, “you provoke me too far! For
a whole year have 1 mnot given yvou food
and shelter?- Have I not taught thee all
that Helongs o a soldier to know, and mors
besides—t{o fly the bawk, to hunt the stag:

e _ : in short,to com-
: ort thyse#f as
t benefits =&
gentlemen  be-
fore & common
herd? And yet

"over the flat fenland, and the white curtain

Guy FitzHugh's

- —

THE FIRST INSTALMENT.

you will not place your mams upom that
parchmen$ in return?”

“No,” said the boy, with a curl of his
lip: “when the signing of it would hand the
tialf of my inheritance over to you! I think
you charge too high for your instruetion,
and for what you are pleased to term your
hospitality, remembering that I am King
Richard’s ward, and placed by him under
your care, to be taught all these things that
you have mentioned!”

The haron's eyes glowed like two live
coals, and he brought his huge fist down on
the table with a crash. -

“I have heard foo much of Iate of this
wardship!” he hissed. “The king iz far
away in Palestine, from whence he is never
likely to return, and my patience is ex-
hausted. Now, Master Guy FitzHugh, vou
had better lay my words bheart, I will
give you until the morning to decide whether
you will do my wiill or nof, and then, if
you are still obstinate, your back shall take
the scourge! There are even such things
as tongues cropped out by the roots, not
to mention hot irons, and sundry littlc ways
we have to make folks speak, or else to
silence them for ever! Go now, and ponder
over what I have said. We shall see who
is master herel”

The boy's eyes flashed, and his mouth
opened as if he were aboul to speak; but,
checking himself, he made a slight Inclina-
tion with his head, and left the chamber.

“Curse the woung whelp!” growled
Humphrey de Brionne, when the door had
closed and he was alone. “I have been too
gentle with him; but to-morrow fhe thing
shall be done!” :

And, filling the drinking-horn with red
French wine, he drained it at ome mighty
draught. .

L L L ] a L]

The red rim of the rising sun peeped up

of mist which had lain all night over the
reed-fringed meres and weed-grown dykes
began to curl upwards in fauntastic shape,
like weird, ghostly arms.

On the batflements of the Norman castle

.then the Ilad,

that stood rearing itz new white walls on

a high mound where the fenland gave on |
to a track of wooded country,
crouched a lad, with a coil of rope
in one hand and a stout guarter-
staff in the other.

Along the battlements echoed
the heavy tread of a slow-pacing
sentinel, moving with the care-
less stride of & man who sees the

tlar Public the opening chapiers of the finest story of the FPAMOTUS OUT-
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dawn break, and Lknows that with its coming -
he may relax his watch. The footfalls grew
fainter, and ceased altogether, as the soldier
turned the angle of the eastern wall, and
rising from the corner in
which he Iurked, ran to the battlements,
placed tke loop at the end of his rope over
an iron bar, but recently Hfxed in the
miaatﬁur}'. and let the coil fall ever into the
mist,

Then, ereeping fthrough an embrasure, he.
grasped the rope and began to descend. The
knees of his grey hose and the elbows of
his short tunic were torn as he revolved inm
mid-air against the rourh wall; buf, with
compressed lips and the agony of a hunted
animal in bis eyes, he clunz to the rope,
and descending' hand-over-hand, felt the
ground at length beneath his feet, and with
his- face to the rising sun, and grasping his
staff, disappeared into the mist.

At the foot of the mound on which the
castle stood, clustered the wooden village,
where the cocks were already crowing, The
fugitive stole softly past it, and when he
judged himself out of earshot, sped like a
hunted deer northward, across the common-
land, and inte the wood. .

As he reached the shelter of the dense
undergrowth, which harboursd many a
sturdy boar, he looked back, and saw the
sun was aboyve the horizon. -

But it was not the sight of the great red
disc that made Guy FitzHuzh clench his fists
and utter a groan. ; o

From the castle on the hill came the
blaring of horns and the distant ¢lamour of
voices, and with a sob in his throat, the lad
rushed crashing through the brambles,

“8o soon—so soon!” he cried to himself.
“1 had thought to have gotten me at least
one short hour’s start!”

But youth is full of hope, and the fearless
blue eyes, which he had inherited from kis
E‘.’-gxnn mother, flashed with fierce determina-
100,

The grove of twisted hornbeam through
which he saped sopon gave place to a denzer
forest of beech-trees, and when he had run
half a mile he threw his head back and
sniffed the air. It was quife light now, and
a little way off, at the edge of the glade,

Flight from the Norman Traitor’s Clutches |
(Copyright in the United States of America,)
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three secore men, eight o ten of them
mounted, and, with loud shouts and great
sounding of horns, they scattered right and

Bleft in pursuit of the fugitive,

Foremost among them rode one whose

74 whole bearing was that of a man bred to
d arms,

§ which he wore a long surcoat.

He was clad in .chain-mail, over
Upon his
head was an iron cap, with a projection
that came down nearly to the end of his

# nose to protect his face from the siash of
1 a sword.

3 His beard was pointed, and
beginning to grizzle, and he rode a powerful

2 black norse,

Winding ever and anon the horn he

/4 carried, he sent his men hither and thither

/".‘ .}‘;
%
¢l ground that

to beat up. every clump of brushwood that
would afford concealment, urging them on
like a huntsman with his hounds, his brown,
fearless eye scanming every moist patch of
‘might betray the passage of
the runaway. ;

The wooden shutters of the village were

[i#] oven pow, and the curtains of eloth that

Sl

il

!
el

e )

QGuy grasped the rope and, lowering |
himself over the wall, he began to
descend. The knees of his hose were

torn as he revolved in mid-air
against the rough wall of the castles.
But, with compressed lips, he de-
gcended hand over hand. (Sece page 3.) l

he saw a rough, unkempt figure rise to its
{get and peer under its hand in his direc-

o1,

“Wend—Wend!” eried the lad, as the
figure stooped and lifted a bow, into whose
strings he fitted an arrow.

At the sound of Guy’s voice the man
Resitated, and the next moment the fugitive
was beside him.

“Ho, Master Guy!” said the man, in the
¥ough Saxon tongue. “You are early afoot,
and your business must be pressing, from
the pace you make.”

“Listen, good Wend!” panted the iad.
“I have escaped from the thraldom of
yonder man, and I am even now pursued.
Eemember that 1 have ever shown you
what kindness I might, and now, in your
turn, befriend me if they should question
Foun,”

Be did not wait for the man’s reply; and
the swineherd stood looking after him as
Bie plunged into the rough track, called by
eonrtesy a road, that traversed the forest
at that place.

“'Tis a brave lad!” muttered the swine-
herd, who was clad in a wolf-skin jacket,
Bound at the waist by. a leathern belt,: in
which was thrust a broad-bladed knife.
“Is it for me to give him into the hands
of this Norman tyrant, who tramples us
poor folk under his spurred heel? If they
eome, I have seen nobody!”

And, crouching down again by the little
fire he had built under the spread of the
Beech-trees, he glared fiercely at the herd
of swine over which it was his duty to
Eeep watch, : Gl

In the meantime the gate of the eastle
Bad opened and down the hill had poured

TrE PorviAr.-=No, 223.
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3 respectfully until

= wind,

thurle-holes, or wunglazed
had been drawn aside, and an-
xious faces looked forth as Robert of Rouen
galloped up the single street.

Scarcely  checking the speed of his
charger, he demanded of the village-folk
whether anyone had been by that morning,
and, meeting with a chorus of irightened
negatives, he rode through the village, and
took the way that led up into the forest-
land. He kept far away to the left, soon
outstripping his companions, and when he
Wwas out of sight, he spurred his horse and
rode deeper  and deeper among the trees,
taking the selfsame way that the fugitive
had done, until he reached the swineherd.

Wend, hearing the eclamour in the dis-
tance and knowing too well that the
Norman knights and their retainers spared
naught, had begun to drive his porcine
charge to safer quarters.

He had got them on the move, by the
aid of two dogs, as gaunt and hungry-
looking as Wend himself, when the sound

4 of a horseman riding quickly made the
4 swineherd turn and, drawing up by the
} roadside, he doffed his eap, which had a

broken heron’s feather in it, and stood
the new-comer should
speak. . : vy
“Get not bhetween my nostrila and the
churl!” said the horseman sternly.
“You smell ever like a pigsty! Hast seen
aught of the boy FitzHugh? I warrant me
he fled this way!”

“No one has come by me, Robert of
Rouen,” said Wend, “and I have been
awake this four hours.”

The Norman soldier bent a searching
glance upon the man and said in a low tone:

“You lie! Come, out with it, you swine-
herd! You know full well that you have
seen the boy, and that ¥ am his friend!”

Wend stroked his shaggy beard, looked
d]?wn at the ground, and then up at the
sSkY.. =
“The man that keeps his eyes shut nowa-
days has less temptation to open his mouth,
which is ever a dangerous thing since my
master came to live at the eastle. Still, I
know, as thou sayest, thou art the lad's
fgiend; and he ran by me but a few minutes
since.’

“3Say naught of this to any who msay ques-
tion you,” said the Norman, raising a warn-
ing finger. *Took he the path northward?®

“That did he; and from the rate he ran
he will néw be a good mile off.”

Robert ‘of Rouen touched his horse with
the spur, and, without another word, he
galloped along the track out of sight.

Riding [furiously, scanning the wood on
either hand with his keen eyes, he suddenly
reined- in. He had detected an unusual
imovement among the thick leaves of an
oak-tree some thirty yards from the road,
and, pulling his herse aside, he again
reined up underneath -its spreading arms,
and looked up among the branches. :

“Come down, boy Guy!” he said, glancing
cautiously round.’ “'Tis no use attempting
to conceal yourself from me!”

.The lad dropped from among the leaves
overhead like a ripe acorn, causing the
Norman’s horse to rear.

“For the love of Heaven, Robert of
Rouen,” cried the fugitive, “do not take
me back, unless you would see me boiled
alive in oil, as he did the poor old Jew last
winter !” '

“Soft, lad!” s=aid the soldier, bending
from his saddle. “You know too well that I
am the last man in the world to do thee 3

-ing yonder.

hurt. Yet I must not tarry, lest the others
catch sight of thee. Here is money for
the journey, and the longer you can makeé
it the mere secure will you be from Sir
Humphrey’s vengeance.” : R 1

He drew a little leather bag, tied at fhe
mouth with a cord, from within his sar-
coat, and placed it in the hands of the lad
who clung to his stirrup-leather. Terd

“’Tis all I can do for you, boy, and ’tis
not much. Already, I fear, Sir Humphrey
has suspicions that I would befriend thee
if T could. Hark! I hear the horns wind-
You must away! Do not trusf
¥our head under a roof-tree for full three

~days’ march. When I shall see thee again,

Heaven knows. But I love thee, lad, and

would, for thy sake and for England’s sake,

wwo, that King Richard the Lion Heart were
oack again. Now, away with you! And one
last word of warning—trust Abbot Anselm
no more than you trust Sir Humphrey, bis
brother. And may the saints wateh over
thee!”

The soldier turned his horse and rode back
at a swift pace, making pretence to look
still to the right and left of him, until he
came suddenly in sight of three men, riding
abreast and beating the bushes with their
long swords. e

“Back—back!” shouted Robert of Rouen.
in a tone of authority. “I have myself
ridden nigh a mile along the road, and the
young dog has not yet passed this way! - By.
my halidome, I fear me he has taken the
way to Londom, and so gained good start
upon us! They are astir early at the mill,
and there we may gain tidings of him.”

Of a surety, Sir Humphrey must have had.
good reason for wishing to recapture the run-,
away, for not long after Robert of Rouen rode
under the clanging gateway, and sought his
master’s chamber in the stone keep, four
mounted messengers galloped forth, and
went on the spur in four different directions.

One of them took the North Road.

“Now, by the bones of King Alfred,” said
Wend, the swineherd, as the messenger
dashed by, “if Guy FitzHugh turns not off
into the woods, nothing can save him!”

How Guy FitzHugh Qot Him a Good

Horse and a Long Sword, and Set Out
at His Ease to Face His Fortune., -

ETWEEN the time of his meeting with

Lobert of Rouen and the

2 of that nporthern-bound messenger

more than two hours had elapsed,

and in that time Guy had covered pigh upon

three leagues. He was sixteen years old,
lithe and sinewy, every muscle hardened by
comtinuous exercise in the tilt-yard and ail
the manly sports which were the day’s work
of our aneestors in those early Plantagenet
times. Surely never before did so handsome
a fugitive fly along that woodland road from
the stern wrath of the Norman baron in the
white stone keep on the hill.
Thick, auburn curls clustered about his
forehead. His face, in spite of the hunted
expression, which was gradually leaving it
with every mile he accomplished, was singu-
larly winning. _
After the first two miles he slackened Li%
pace, and proceeded at a steady jog-trot,
breathing himself on the hills, and, with the
practised eye of a woodman, taking short
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. The Man who gets the REAL GQOODS every week —You#? Editor!

euts where the road made a wide loop, Now
and then the forest fell away altogether, and
his. way led him across broad fracks of open
gotntry, dotted here and there with ghe roofs
ef a little hamlet or the stone tower of a
charch, and these he carefully avoided.

‘Mot a soul did he meet, for in those days
England was a wild and dangerous country
for the fraveller. The village folk seldom
gtrayed far pfield. There were wolves in the
forest, and one mizht meet what was even
m worse enemy than the grey woll—some
HWorman haron, riding in all his pomp and
pride, with a retinue of insolent retaimers.

Ones the jingle of bells made him turn
azide and seck concealment in a coppice, and
i-long string of laden mules, attended by
packmen, went steadily on their way fto-
wirds Lendon City. i
+ About the time of tierce—which answered
to.nine of the clock—he sat down on the
edae of & atrip of forest that pushed its way
ever the moorland couniry, and, plunging his
face in a brawling rivulet, drank greedily,
and, drawing from the leathern serip that
kung from his girdle a manchet of bread, he
ate ravenously, -

The bread was a round, fat cake of dough,
pBaked in the embers, bearing upon ils upper
surface s rouch e¢ross and the stamp of a
flower, and though his hunger was not yet
sbayed, he checked bhimseli when he had
eaten half of it, and, with a regretful sigh,
replaced tlie réemainder in the serip again.

“Heaven oniy knows where I may take my
mexf meal in safety!” he gaid, half aloud.
¢“§. muast husband the supply.”

He was a little footsore by this time, and,
drawing off his shoes, lay with his feet in
the running water, and, lying upon his back,
with bhis hands beneath -his hehd, looked up
through the branches above him at the bright
May sky, flecked with floating clouds, that
gdrifted dazily before the south wind.

“Free ab last!” he =aid, in a joyful tone.
“Free from the clutches of the vilest monster
- o all England!”

The south wind brought a distant sound to
hfaﬁear, and be sat up, grasping his quarter-
ahall. -

: ‘;Yun horseman gallops fast!” muttered the

Ak, -

And, drawing hiz shoes on hastily, he
stole away on hands and kpees -until the

pushes hid him, and from the shelter of a
stout holly he looked back along the road
by which he had come. A tiny speck upon
the horizon, on which the sun glinted, told
kim that the rider was an armed man, and
Gy smiled—a bitter smile.

‘%7 warrant me 'tis a messenger sent fo
$cil Abbot Anselm of my escape; but after
good Robert’s warning, I will not trust
mayself within the walls of Merly Abbey.”

He ran swiftly along the edge of the road,

kegping a sharp ear for the approach of the

mounted man; but when he had gone some
distance the road crossed a wide, open space,
in the centre of which grew .a broad-topped
oak-tree, with long arms stretching over the
road itself. Beyvond the tree, perhaps fiffy
vards sway, the forest began again; buf, o
his dismay, when he was about the middle
of the clearing, ke saw a figure ahead of
Liim, riding out into the glade.

With the messenrer. behind, and unknown

gtrangers in front, he had time 1o retrace
fiia steps, bub sped like a deer for the huge
oak. Its gnarled trunk and spreading

H . GUY FITZHUGH. [

branches offered the only concealment within
his reach, and climbing up, be seated himself
astride the giant arm, and, crouching along
it, waited, looking down at the track
beneath. :

Three travellers, with a band of servants,
rode by, talking gaily, and were soon oufb of

5

—AND THE CAPTURE !

sicht; but as the galloping man might sweep] &8

into the clearing at any moment, the lad

remained where he was, clasping the branch}

with both arms.

He had not lonz to wait, There was agZ
flash of steel at the edze of the wood, and, | ¥

with his horse all a-lather, he recognised one
of the baron's soldiers, whose name was
Baldwin. He was a fierce,
man, for whom Guy had no liking.

In anpther moment he would have passed
heneabh the bough and been gone upon his
errand; but, unforfunately, @s the lad
shifted his position for better concealment,
the quarferstaff fell from his hand and struck
the road with a thud.

With a Norman oath, Baldwin reined in
and looked abouf him,

“This oak beara strange acorns!” he said
aloud. *“How now, varlet? Who art thou
up there?”

And riding under the bough, hie peered up §

among the green leaves,

“Now, gramercy,” eried Baldwin, “this will
save me ten miles of my ride! Come down,
Master FitzHugh, for you shall go back with
me."

“That will I not!” said the boy stoutly, {-

drawing a dagger from his Ieathern girdle,
“An" you want me you must come and fetch
me, but I warrant you ‘twill be no easy
matter!”

“Say you 50, young cockerel?” said the [

man,.

He leapt to the ground, and drawing his |
long sword, made a cub at the boy’s leg; but §

Guy drew it up out of reach and laughed.

“Try again, Baldwin—try again! You
werelever a clumsy fpol in a passage of
armsgi”

Baldwin made no reply, buof began fo
climb the oak slowly, as he was encumbered
with his drawn sword and a coat of chain-
mail over his long tunie. His herse strayed
to the roadside and began 6 browse, and

(Gtuy, clutching his dagger, awaited the man's

coming. He shifted his position, and erawled

farther out along the brafich, which swayed

up and down like a see-saw.

The quarber-staff lay in the duost bheneath
him, and &3 he looked at it with longing
eyes, an idea seized him, and he sidled back-
wards inch by inch as Baldwin reached the
bough and climbed upon it.

“Now, you young imp, I have ye!” he sald,
jerking his way along, sitting astride the
bough, with his sword in front of him.

Guy looked furtively under his elbow, aund
saw that he was approaching the end of the
branch. He knew perfectly well that be
could do nothing against the long sword
that was creeping nearer and nearer to him;
but as Baldwin's weight made: the stout
bough e¢reak and sway, Guy resolved upon
a desperats ‘hid for freedom and escape.
He replaced the weapon in his belt, and
seizing the bough with both hands, swuag
himself down, and hLung at the full extent
of his arms.

“Hold, vyou  joung fool!” “shouted fthe
soldier. “Would you hreak your back?”
“RBetter that.” shid the boy, "than re-

turn to the castle across your saddle-bow!”

And fletting go his hold, be dropped
through space, and landed on all fours In
the dust. It was a long fall—fully fifteen
feet: but asz he looked up, severely shaken,
though fortunately uninjured, Guy FitzHugh
laughed aloud.

The bough had rebounded and the man
Baldwin, with a face of terror, had clasped
it firmly in beth arms, and swayed up and
down, at immense risk of belng flung off in
his turn, and dJdown through the leaves
whirled his long sword, burying its point in
the ground, and quivering in the sunshine.

“By our lady,” laughed Guy, “did I nof
say thou werb ever a clumsy fool?”

And =pringing to his feet, he seized the
sword and his own staff, and whistled
shrilly to the startled horse. Every animal
in the castle was Guy's friend—hawk, horse,

1 or hound—and Baldwin's charger, with a

whinny of recognition, trotted up fo the

boy, trailing his reins about his forefeet.
Guy was mounted in an instanf, and rode

nnderneath the bough where the soldier still

iy
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The Norman knight rode under the
bough and peered up among the
green feaves. ‘' Now, gramercy,’*
he oried, *‘you shall go back with
me ! " ““ pNever ! said Quy grimly,
and he drew a small dagger from
his girdle. (See this page.)

eclung, fo all appearances paralysed st the

turn things had taken.
“If you are scourged for the loss of your
sword, 'tis your own fault,”

tell bim I Liave gone a-riding into the forest.
Now am I equipped with charger and sword,
and ready for any adventure!”

And with a joyous laugh, he rode away,
followed by the furious maledictions of the
unfortunate Baldwin.

How Quy Met with an. Adventure.
0L ten miles Guy rode at an easy
gallop, laughing ioyously.
Never had the frees seemed so
- green; never had the birds carolled
so sweetly from the brake by the roadside.
He sang as be went for the first time for

-& good month past, and into his heart came

the sudden wish that he might meet with
adventures by the way.. Adventures were to
come to him sooner than he anticipated.

Pulling his horse into a walk, lLie enterad
upon a sandy -track, full of dips and Dollows,
where the road wound among gorse-bushes
and greab patches of purple leather. He
had nob goune far when a piercing seream
came to his ears, and sbtanding in the
atirrups, he looked round about him,

The cry was rtepeated, and judging it fo
be some little distance ahead, he put kis
horse into a gallop again, and soon szaw the
cause of the outcry.

A very old man, whose long whifte beard
fell almost to his middle, was struggling in
the hands of four ill-looking ruffians, and &
young girl, of about Ouy’s own age, ran

Tur Porurir.—No. 223.

The Strange Mecting of Robin Hood and Guy FitzHugh !

said Guy. ™
1 “Make my excuzes to Sir Homphrey, and



6 There is always a TERRIFIC RUSH for the " Popular’’ every Tuesday!

towards him, followed by a burly knave,
who had withdrawn his knife,

At the sight of the lad, the girl redoubled
tier ocries, and the ruffian shouted to his
zompanions. They looked up and saw the
approach of the rescuer. Disdaining to use
a sword on such a ruffianly crew, Guy grasped
bis quarter-staff, and squeezing the horse
with a pressure of his knees, galloped  into
thie nidst of them, whirling the iron staff
above his bhead.

Seeing hut one horseman, and that a lad,
ihe rogues grew bold, and advanced to meeb
hisn: but they had fo reckonm with Guy
FitzHugh. whose fame was great in the
eountry he had just left-he hoped for good
and all.

Crash! :

The tallest rogue, who wore a rusty steel

“Nay, nay, fair damsel!” said Guy, smiling.
“Any good man and true, who had come at
your call, would have protected you as I
have done.” : ;

“There are not many arms in England,
young sir, that can sfrike so fair a blow!”
said the old man, a red flush coming into
his hollow cheeks, and his eyes sparkling.
“‘There was a time when, I, too, had scorned
those ruffians; but that was long ago.”

“ Ah, sirrah!” cried Guy, as the man with
the broken jaw rose to +1’1ia feet and slynk
away, holding his face with both hands.

“Let them go, sir—let them go!” said the
old man, at whose feet lay a broken harp.
“If it were not asking too much of one to
whom we are under so deep an obligation, I
would crave your escort to yonder village—

quarter-stafi to its full extent.

in twain.

With a sudden bound, Friar Tuck came at GQuy. Up went the huge
Quy dropped on one knee and received
it full on his own staff. There was a crash, and Tuck’s weapon broke
(A powerful incident from next week’s instalment.)

| T

eap, sank grovelling on his face. The second
man received the iron shoe on the point of
his ¢hin, the blow splintering his jaw and
epoiling & magnificent set of teeth for ever.

* Beware—heware, -sir!” cried the old man,
who had iallen upon his knees. “There is
a knave behind you!” -

Guy had only time to twist his horse
round hefore the ruflian who had been pur-
suing the girl, sprang at him with a glitter-
ing knife in his hand.  Another moment,
apd the blade would have glittered in the
lad’s back; but thanks to the old man’s
warning, the man reeled back with a broken
collar-bone, and a left arm that had never
again mueh uce in it as long as he lived.

And seeing so doughty a champion in their
midst, and their three companions stretched
upon the ground, the two rémaining robbers
turned and #ed, pursued for some distance
hy Fitz¥ugh, until they plunged into a dell
pvergrown with bgambles. Here he deemed

* it wize ¥ leave them and return to the scene
of the fray. . :

He found the &irl with her arm about the
old man’s neck, and as he approached, she
rose and made him a low curtsey,

“Qh, sir,” she said, "Excw can I thank you?
But for your timely aid, my father had cer-
tainly been slain!”

Toe Porunar.—No, 223.

more, indeed, for my poor Isobel's sake than
for my ‘own.”

Guy saw what he had not noticed before—
the roofs of some houses at a little distance;
and, disdaining further notice ol the robbers,
he dismounted, picked up the steel cap of
the man he had first overthrown, and, filling
it at & pool, returned to the old man’s side.

“You are faint, sir,” said he., "“These are
wild times for you to travel alome. I judge
by the broken instrument that you are
minstrels.” - <

“Willingly will I zo with you,"” said the lad.
*“ And as for taking me out of my way, marry,
I have no way of my own. and care not
whither my steps wend!”

“Burely you have a home, and some folk
to whom you are. dear?’ said the girl
timidly. “We are wanderers, and the fire-
side at which we sit is never our own, but
must be pald for with a song.” .

The smile faded out of Guy’s face, and his
mouth grew stern, even to bitterness.

“I, too, am a wanderer,” he said, “and hut
vesterday was almost a ecaptive. Now 1
am free, but I know. not whither to turn
my steps, save only that it must not be in

the direction from whence 1 came.”

The old man had fixed his glance on the
lad, and was regarding him thoughtfully. =
“*Pis not for me to pry into your business,
gallant, sir,” he said, “but for your dress

!

.delicate her hand was—was

-poor harp is almost past repair.

I had thought you the son of some noble
house.” :
*Apnd you would have thought right?” said
Guy. “But the head of the noblest house
must pass away, and sometimes thoze who
are left behind fall inte bad hands.™ _
The old man cast a searching look at tke
girl, and into his face there came an eXx-
pression which Guy was deztined to remember
later on. :
While they were thus talking another of
the robbers recovered consciousness, and
crawled away into the bushes; but the first
man that Guy had smitten so sorely lay
quite still upon his face, and, striding up
to him, Guy looked down gravely, :
“Ah,” he said, “upon a field vert, a rogue
in saltier proper—and a very proper rogie,
:00. He hath all the bearing of a hroken
soldier.” s
_“You read your heraldry aright, young
sir,” said the old minstrel. “But I see the
man is dead.” 3
“Say you so?” said Guy, in a low voice.
“'Tis the first time that I have killed 4 man;
but the fawlt was his—not mine.” P
As he stood looking down, his eye caught
the plitter of something in the grass a pace
away, and, stooping, he picked up a large
jewel that had fallen in the strugele. It was
4 gold eross as large as a man's hand, =et
with a ruby of great®prince in the centre,
from whieh radiated rays cunningly chased
by the tool of the goldsmith. It was evi-
dently of -great value, and as he turned it
aver he saw on the back an enamelled coat-
of-arms:. But before he could examine ib

4 more closely the old man’s-lean hand clased

upon it, and took it from his own, andi a
look almost of terror passed over -the
minstrel’s face, :

“Had 1 lost that,” he said, “T had lost
everything! This jewel has a history which
must remain locked in my breast.” -

And producing a Jittle bag of red silk,
which was suspended round his neck by a
chain of silver links, the old man placed
the cross within it, and hid the bag in
his bozom again. S

Guy’s enriosity had:been aronsed by the
sight of the jewel and the old man’s haste
to conceal it; but a low .signal whistle from

the dell in which the robbers had taken
shelter dismissed it from his mind. :
“Let us seek thie village,” he said. I, for

one, have no wish that my back should
make acquaintance with an arrow.”
And, taking his horse by. the bridle, .as
the girl picked up the broken harp, they
made their way to the cluster of waooden
hiouses little more than. a bow-shot off. . -
They were soon seated in the little garden
at the back of the inn, in a pleasant arbour
of green leaves, and the red-faced, buzom
hostess spread the board with simple tare.
The girl Isobel—Guy noticed how small and
dressed in 2
tight-fitting garment of green, with a scarlet
wimplé upon her head. But though he
pressed her fo food, she ate little, and
seemed wishful. to escape his notice, though
ever and anon she stole a glance at him that
was full of gratitude.
“J fear me,” said the old man, “that my
Try, Isobel,

what your nimble fingers can do. And then

‘you shall shame yonder thrush with your

voice.”

As the girl took the harp from his hands,
and busied her=elf with the broken strings,
the old man turned himself to Guy; and
little did the boy reek what an influence the
minstrel was going-to bave upon his {future
and his fortunea.

“Ro0,” said the old man, after he had
wormed something of the lad’s story out of
him, “you fear but one thing in the world,
and that is the grip of your guardian, Sir
Humphrey? I know him only by report, and
rumour hath it that he is John's man.”

“That is difficult to say,” said Guy, “for
he is cunning as a fox. Nor do I know
whether I should speak thus openly to you
till 1 kpow whether you are loyal to our
absent monarch or not.” - X R

The old man smiled, and, drawing back
the sleeve of his rohe, showed upon his
shrunken forearm a deep, white weal.

“That,” he said, pointing to it, “was a
present from Prince John. Is it maryellous
that I bear him little love? If King Richard
should ever return from his captivity, Plan-
tagenet though he be, Sweyne the Harper
will be one of the first to kneel at his feet.
But enough of my complainings. It is of vou
I wonld speak—you, so Young and valiant-

(Continued on vage 27.) -

You Must Read How Guv Fitzhugh Meets the Outlaws—Next Week !



The Great Battle Between Robin Hood and King John—see next week! 7

- THE WONDERFUL BOY CRICKEETER!

A CRICKET AND MYSTERY TALE!

Bob Kenvick, the marvellous boy crickeler, mul:es his appearance al St. Jim’s, and causes a greal deal of excitement.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Qathering of the Clans !

14 OMIN’ to the meetin’'?”

Cardew of the Fourth grinned
as he loocked in on his two study-
mates, Clive and Levison.

Cardew’s grin seemed to suggest that there
was poing to ba fun at the meeting.

“Might as well toddle along,” said Clive,
rising to-his feet. “Tom Merry will want all
the votes he ean get. Faney old Figgins
putting up as captain of cricket!” :

“Figgy will get crowds of votes from his
pals over in the New House,” said Levisom.
“Tom Merry will find bim a dangerous rival.”

“We'll do our level best to get Tom
Merry fe-elected, anyway!” said Cardew,
“(Come along, dear boys!”

The trio proceeded arm-in-arm to the
junior Common-room. The corridor was
crowded with fellows, all fiocking to the same
destination. . {

The annual ericket meeting of the 8t, Jim's

juniors was a very important function. It
was also a very nolsy one. Sometimes it
resulted in bloodshed on a minhor scale. A

free flght was the natural upshot of a
ericket, meeflng, Hasty words led to hasty
blows.

The junior Common-room was soon packed
to overflowing.

The Terrible Three of the Shell were there,
Tom Merry looking a trifle flushed and
excited. - : -

Jack Blake & Co. of the TFourth were
present. They had bagged secats in the dress-
cirele, so to speak, In other words, they had
commandeered the front row.

The New House fellows were present in a
body. And Fatty Wynn displayed a large
placard, bearing the inscription:

“RING OUT THE OLD, RING IN THE
. NEW!

OUT WITH TOM MERRY!
VOTE FOR FIGGINS!” :

The New House fellows had no particular
grudge against Tom Merry. They recognised
him as a sterling sportsman and a jolly good
fellow. But they considered that
time to ring the changes, :

Tom Merry. was already captain of this,
and eapfain of that, and president of the
other.’ And the New House feilows con-
sidered tlat he ought to make way. for
George Tiggins, so far as the cricket
captainey was concerned. - Figgins was a fine
cricketer and a boma leader. And his House-
mates meant to move heaven and earth
to get him elected. : _

Tom Merry had convened the meeting.
But he did net preside. Being one of the
candidates for election, he was compelled to
sake a back seat.

it was ]
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Itt was Arthur Augustus D’Arcy who acted.
as chairman. . :

The swell of St. Jim's mounted the table
at the end of the room. He polished his
monacle, and serewed it into his eye, and
took stock of the assembly. '

“Are we all heah, deah boys?”

“No,” said Monty Lowther. “The kitchen
cat has sent a telegram, regretting its
inability to attend. At the present moment
it’s taking charge of your minor’s white
mice, Gussy.” :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus glared at the humourist §announced,

of the Shell.

“Doubtless you wegard that as funnay,
Lowthah?” he said.

“Not nearly so funny as your face, old
top!” :

“Ha, ha, hat!”

Arthur Augustus, wrathful and empurpled,
disdained to take any further notice of
Lowther. In response to shouts of *Q@Get
on with the washing!” he proceeded with
the business of the meeting.

“We are heah this evenin', deah boys, for
the purpose of electing a cwicket captain. 1
twust there wlill be no unseemly disputes or
disturbances, The mattah is a vewy simple
one, an' a fellah of tact an' judegment, like

myself, can settle the whole business in a

couple of minutes,”

“Good old Gussy!”

“Go ahead, then!”

Arthur Augustus went ahead with light-
ning Tapidity.

The swell of 5t. Jim’s jumped down from
the table, and siarted to distribute the
voting-papers, ;

Everybody was to have a vote except the
two candidates—Tom DMerry and Figgins.

Tom Merry was looking a trifle anxious.
He was very keen on becoming caplain of
cricket once again., Buft he knew that his
rival bad a large following, and doubts crept
into his mind, Tom was aa ambitious fellow,
and he didn't feel Hke playing second fiddle
to Figgins.

The votes were quickly recorded, for most
of the fellows had made up their minds in
advance whom they were going to vote for.

D'Arey collected the - papers, and pro-
ceeded to reckon up the votes. Ome Sehool
House fellow and one New House fellow
were sSelected as serutineera.

The uproar had died down now. There
was 8 breathless hush whilst the checking
was in progress,

Had Tom Merry been re-elected, or was
Figgins to step into his shoes? -

At last, Arthur Aupgpestus looked up from
his task. He tried to keep his face inscrut-
able, 50 that nobody would kmow the result
from his expression.

But Gussy was no expert at masking his

A Fine, Long, Com;jlete Story, deail-
ing with the adventures of Tom Y
Merry & Co. of St. Jim's.

MARTIN CLIFFORD?

v (Author of the famous tales of Tom Merry & Co., \V/
appearing in the *‘‘ Gem "’ Library.) v
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emotions. There was a gleam of satisfaction
in his eye. And Monty Lowther saw If,

Monty nudged Tom Merry .in the ribs.

“You're in, Tommy!” he muttered. .

But Tom Merry was mot going to count his
chickens before they were hatehed. He
walted for Arthur Augustus to announce the
result.

“Buck up, Gussy!”

“ Don't keep us in suspense!l”

“Who's won?” :

Arthur Augustus cleared his throat.

“] bave weckoned up the votes,” he
“an’ [ find Tom Mewwy has
polled thirty votes, an’. George Figgins
twenty-seven. Tom Merry is, therefoah, re-
elected captain of cwicket.”

Loud cheers from both parties. i

Tom Merry drew a quick breath of relief.

“A close thing, by Jove!” he muttered.
“Only three votes between us.”

The captain of the Shell crossed over fo
Figgins, and held out his hand. :

“Hard luck, Figgy!” he said, “You made
a good fight!"” 1 : ;

Figgins grasped the proffered hand, and
grinned. o

“Congrats!” he sald.

And for once in a way the cricket meet-
ing came fto an end without having
degenerated into a free fight.

Tom Merry had once again been selected to
Iead his team to victory on the cricket field.
And most -of the fellows agreed that the
cricket captaincy could not be in better
hands. :
—_——
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
New Talent!

OM MERRY & (O, were aft tea in
their study the following aftermoon,
when Baggy Trimble burst in upon
them like & human whirlwind.

“I say, you fellows—"

Monty Lowther waved hls~hand towards
the door.

“Tarts can be obtained at the tuckshop at
twopence each!™ he said.

“Oh, really, Lowther! I didn't come here
for tarts!”

“Well, we're ouf of cream-buns! And the
doughnuts are stale ones, left over from last
Saturday! They've grown beards, almost!”

“I don’t want cream-buns, and I don't
want doughnuis,” said Trimble,

Monty %nwt-her sank back limply in his
chair, and called feebly for water.

“Am I dreaming?” he murmured faintly.
“Our fat friend is actually turning up his
nose at tuck!”

Baggy Trimble gave a snort.

“When vyou've finlshed being funny,
Lowther,” he said, “I'll tell you the mews.”.
“What news?” asked Tom DMerry.
Tas Porvrar.—No, 223.

Trouble for the Marveilous Boy Cricketer of St. Jim’s Next Week |
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Baggy Trimble had in his hand a copy of
a4 well-known pictorial newspaper.

“Pid you fellows see this picture of the
bhest boy cricketer in Britain?” he asked.

The Terrible Three nodded. - -
“Youthful prodigy of fourteen,” said
Lowther. “We know all about him. Played

in a team of grown mem the other day, and
made a century. Supposed to be a bud-
ding W.-G. Grace, isn't he®” 2

“Yes,” .said Trimble.
cricketer that ever donmed a jersey!”

“Cricketers don’t ‘wear jerseys, you
chump!” said Tom Merry, langhing. “You’ll
 be saying mnext that he’s the finest golfer
that ever. donned boxing-gloves!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Well, anyway, this fellew Bob EKenrick
is & perfect marvel!” said Baggy. *“They say
he’ll be playing for his county when he's
w few years elder, and for England a few
yvears after that. This photo shows him at
the wicket, and he looks every finch a
cricketer, Why, I believe he'd even stand
up to my bowling!” -

“Gio hen!” satd Manners.

“There’s nothing new in what you've told
ne, Primble,” said Tom Merry. “We read
sl about Bob Kenriek this morning. The
papers say he’s the meost promising young

“He's the finest |

me feel
trl-:]E!” -

“Of course it's true!” growled Baggy
Trimble. “You dom't think I'd invent a
varn like that, do you? There wouldn’t be
any sense in it. I distinetly heard the Head
telling old. Railton. He said, * There’s a new
kid rolling up this afternoon, -old mut '—or
words to that effect.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Terrible Three were not fools enough
to believe that the staid and dignified Head
had lapsed into the vermacular. But they
began to believe that Baggy Trimble's story
was true in the main—that Bebh Kenrick,
the marvellous boy cricketér, was coming to
st. Jim's, either on a scholarship or on the
station hack, or both. .

Having imparted his information, Baggy
Trimble hurried away to impart it to
others. . =

Tom Merry & Co. were quite elated. :

“This fellow Kenrick will be a rod in
pickle for us,” said the eaptain of the Shell.
“We've a-pretty strong team as it is, but
Kenrick . will make it stronger still. We'll
play him in our first matech of the szeason
against Greyfriars, How ripping if he helps
himself to a century off their bowling!”
“Yes, rather!” said Mannpers.

“If he's coming this afterncon,”

quite bucked—if it Lappens fo be

said

1

THE MIGHTY SLOGGER! Bob Kenrick jumped out at the third ball

&nd slammed it clean out of the ground.

exclaimed Monty Lowther.

"

' There goes Taggy’s window !’
‘*Ye gods, what a hit! "

=

evicketer  that bas been discovered for
donkey’'s vears. Buf I don’t see why ¥ou
rhould get excited over it, Baggy.”

it was at this moment that Bagey Trimble
exbioded his bombehell,

“Beb Kesirick,” he ssid, “is coming to St.
Jim's " ;

‘Fhe Terrible Three gasped, and stared.

“Gammon!® said Tom Merry, w

“Coming here?” e¢jaculated Manners, in
gmiapement. " lImpossihie ! '

“Iv’s a fact!” pergisted Trimbie. “I hap-
pened to heay the Head jawing to Hailton
shout it This fellow Kenrick's arriving thig

afternoont, He's coming to St. Jim's on a
reholarship.”

“*Why deesn't he ecome on the station
Back, ‘in the copveéntional manner?” ashed
Eawibier.

“Ha, - la hial”

“Hes _ conming, anvway!” said Trimble,

*%he fi:est boy cricketer in Britain coming
to Ht. Jim's! 'That makes you quake in
¥eur shoes, doesn’t it Tom Merry$”
“On the eontrary,” said Tom, =it makes
Tie Porurar.—No. 223,

“deseribe him,

Monty Lowther, “I expeet he'll arrive on
the three-thirty. Suppesing we toddle down
to the station and meet him?®

“All serene!” said Tom Merry.

The Terrible Three donned their caps, and
hurried off on their mission. They were very
curious to meet this youthial prodigy, Boh
Kenrick, in the flesh. 'T'hat he was a wondar-
ful ecricketer went without saying. The
papers would not have lauded him to the
skies if he had been just an sverage player.
“The hest boy cricketer in Britain "—that
was the phrase which bad been used to
And as there happened to be
hundreds of brilliant boy cricketers np and
down the country, it was hich praise indeed.

The juniors made their way with rapid
strides fo the railway-station. They arrived
just in time to meet fhe train. And they
eagerly scanned the passengers who alighted.

‘An ancient farmer hobbled out of a third-
class -carriage with the aid <f a stick. He,
obviously, was mnot the Dbrilllant: boy

[ cricketer.

Then an aged dame alichted, and called
in a ghrill falsetto for a porter. Eqnally

L to St. Jim's,

1..

{ the approsching figure.

obviousiy, ehe was not thie youthful prodigy.

A aprinkling of other paszsengers stepped
down on to the platform. But there was
nobody who answered to -the description of
Bob Kenrick. == e

The St. Jim's juniors exhanged glanees of
dismay. — : s

“Nothing doing!” said Tom Merry. % :

“We've drawn blank,” said Manners.:=:“}
expect Kenrick will be on the next traing”

“Which won't be in for & eouple of hours,™
said Monty Lowther. “We'll come #dwn
again then," ST

The Terrible Three retraced their steps
And when the next train was
due they paid a further visit to the station.
But once again they drew blank.

“Looks as if Trimble was =poofing us afler
all,” said " Tom Merry. “My hat! .If ‘that
turns out to be the case, we'll give the 1at
bounder the bumping of his life!” et
- “We'll smash him and bash him and Scrag
him and spifiicate him!” said Lowther, with a
warlike frown. T

For the second time that altermoon the
Terrible Tliree were ‘chbliged to retracetheir
steps. Es S

It seemed that Bob Xenrick was not
coming to St. Jim’'s after all. Either this
was Baggy Trimble's idea of a hoax er he
had not correctly idterpreted the conversa-
tion between the Head and Mr. Railton,

Cardew and Clive and Levison were tand~s
ing in the school gateway when the Tetfible

. Three came in. J

“Has this wonderful infant
up vet?” drawled Cardew.

Tom Merry shook his head. =S

“I1 believe it’s all moonshine!" he ‘said.
“Trimble's been having us on toast!” J=°

The juniors remained chatting for “fome

prodigy turned

| moments; when their attention was suddenly

arrested by a solitary figure coming along
the dusty road. - =

There was something very curious ahout
As it drew nearer
the juniors saw that it was the figire of a
vouth in Etons, In each hand he carried a
bag, One was a long bag—which on closer
inspection proved to be a cricket-bagp—and
the other was a gladstone.

The boy who carried the bags was evidenily
in a state of exhaustion. It was as much
3s he could do to drag one leg after the
other. He cameé stumbling along wearily—
ever =0 wealily—with drooping shoulders and
bended head. '

“Great Scott!” gasped Clive,
ment, “That fellow's whacked!”

“Whacked to the wide!” said Levison.

The newcomer tottered towards the school
gates. He wonld have llapsed., bhad not
Tom Merry and Manners hurried forwsrd to
support him. ik

“Is—is this St. Jim's?” panted the yeuth.

“Yes,” sald Tom Merry. “But what the
thump——" _ PR

“I'm Kenrick,” came the reply, in a tired,
listless tonme. L0

ejaculated Manners.
“My hat!” S

“The new kid!"™

Tom Merry relicved- Kenrick of the crickets
bag, and Monty Lowther took the ether.
Then Cardew and Clive assisted the new hoy
through the guadrangle. :

“You seem absolutely fagged ouf, dear
man ! said Cardew. ety ;

“T am!”

“But why? How

“On foot.”

“Where from?”

“Winchester.”

“What!” shouted Tom Merry. “You've
walked all the way from Winchester

The new boy nodded. ;

“I've been on the road since eight o'clock
this morning,” he =aid. : e

in amaze-

did you come here?”

“Great pip!” :
Bob Kenriek's appearance ‘hore out. his
assertion. His Etons were enveloped in «dust

whieh had been churned up by paszing mofors,
And his shoes were dusty bevond descrip-
tion. His face was dirty, but it was a hand-
some face. And it was undoubtedly the face
that had heen portrayed in the papers that
VEry morning. 7

The St. Jim's jumiors regarded the new
boy in hlank amazement.

“Do vou seriously mean to say.” said Tom
Merry, “that you've carted these heavy bhags
all the way from Winchester, on foovi”

“More or less,” was t'he Teply. “I
managed to get a lift now and again over
a short distance. But I hoofed it most of
the way.”: ' '

“Is vour home at Winchester?”

“Yea"

The juniors were dumhbfounded. Tliey hfld

¥Why Has Kenrick Refused to Play for his School in the Forthcoming Match ?
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koown new boys to arrive at the school in
queer ways, One fellow had turned up on
a wheelbarrow; another on the back of a

- «lonkey. And at Rookwood, one of the rival

schools, a fellow had once arrived oo &n
elephant! But thls was the very first
instance of a new boy tramping all the way
{rom hia home to the school.

Tom Merry & Co. naturally wondered why
Kenrick had done it. And as soon as they
.%pﬂ got over their first surprise, they asked

im.

“Why did I do it?” said Kenrick. “Why,
to.save my railway-fare.” :

“My hat!” :

.- “You might have saved your fare, but
~¥ou baven't saved your shoe-leather!” said
Manners. “But why on earth were you s=o
anxious to save your fare?”

- *“I'd prefer not to go into
the quiet reply.

And the juniors could get nc further ex-
planation from Bob Kenrick.

Either the fellow was very poor or be was
very mean.

There were some fellows at St. Jim's—
only one or two, it is true—who would have
walked miles in order to save the expense
of a train-fare; not because they could not
have afforded the fare, but because they
were inherently mean. Percy DMellish be-
longed to this class. And the juniors could
not help thinking that Dob Kenrick was
another of the type.

_ All the same, they felt very sorry for him.
His condition was pitiable in the extreme.
- He seemed faint for want of food, and he
admitted, when pressed, that he had had
~pothing to eat since breakfast that morning.

~ “What vou want,” said Tom Merry, “is a
- good, square meal gnd a long rest.  Why,
¥you are ill!” :

The new boy smiled faintiy.

. I shall be as right as ninepence to-
morrow,” he said, “I'm a bit groggy at the
moment, that's all.” _ -3

The juniors escorted Bob Kenrick to Study

“No. 10, where he sank down on to the couch.

details,” was

Manners and Lowther [aid the table, and §

produced supplies from the study eupboard.
The new boy. was then invited to “pile in.”
- Bob Kenrick ate ravenousiy. But he did
not forget to thank his benefactors.

“This is awfully decent of you fellows!” he
said.

“Rats!” said Tom Merry. “Dash it all,
when a fellow comes staggering in at the
school gates, and he can hardly stand from
~exhaustion, it’s up te us to pull him round
again!” :

“Some fellows wouldn't be bothered,” said
Keu}rick. “T repeat, it’s awiully decent of
yvoul”

He countinued fo eat with a ravenous
appetite, and each moment he grew fitter
and brighter. When he had finished he rose
to his feet.

“1 must go along and see the Housemaster
now,” he said.

“Not yet,” said Tom Merry. “Better take
a nap on the sofa first.”

Bob Kenrick made himself comfortable on
the sofa, with cushions uader his head. And
he was soon fast asleep. A healthy flush had
returped to his cheeks, but the duark rings
under his eyes fold their tale of weariness
and exhaustion, -

The juniors watched him curiounsly.

“Fancy tramping all the way from Hamp-
shire to save his railway-fare!” gasped Monty

- Lowther. “I can't get over it!”

“It's certainly ome of the queerest things
I've ever struek,” said Tom Merry-

The new boy slept for a couple of hours
without interruption. - Then Tom -Merry
aroused him, and he went along to interview
Mr. Railton.

The upshot of this interview was that Bob
Kenrick was allotted to the Shell, and put

into Study No. 9 with Talbot, Gore, and
Hkimpole. :
Talbot didn't mind. Gore did. And Skim-

pole. was indifferent.

Talbot rather liked the look of the new
boy. Gore said that four in one study
would be a crowd. And Skimpole was too
engrossed - in the works of Professor Balmy-
crumpet fo- trouble about the best boy
ericketer in Britain.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

A Shock for Tom iMerry !
OB KENRICK arose next morning like
a giant refreshed. He had quite re-
covered from his terrible ordeal of
- the previous day, and he was brim-
ful of energy.

cricketer—a sort of miniature edition of

like fellows in & dream.

which was now rolling across the roadway.

“Have yon fellows started cricket practice
vet?” he asked, as he was dressing.”

“Not vet,” said Tom Merry. “But we
shall bave to make a start soon, hecause
we're playing our first match of the season
on- Saturday againsy Greyfriars.” 3

The juniors hurriedly performed their ab-
lutions, and wenbt down into the “brilliant
sunshine. :

Tom Merry fetched his cricket bat, and
Talbot came on the scene with a couple of
new red cricket balls. :

Bob Kenrick joined the party, and the
juniors were very curious to see how he
would shape. For this was the fellow whose
name had been shouted from the housetops
—whose photograph had appeared in every
pictorial  newspaper—whose fame 83 a
cricketer had spread through fthe land like
wildfire. Surely, he must bhe a super-

Jack Hobbs.
Tom Merry, having set up the wickets on
the cricket-field, offered the new boy his bat.
“You take first knock, Kenrick,”- he sald.
“Just half a tick.” was the reply. “I'll
fetch my own bat.”

There was the sound of shattering glass.
The baill had salled through the air and
had gone right through the window of
the porter’s lodge. (S22 Chapter 3.)

Kenrick hurried away, and lhie was back
soon after with Lis bat. A curious bat, this
It had been pegged in several places, aad
it was far from mnew, But Bob Kenrick
handled it almost affectionately. -

“Time you pensioned that bat off, aud got
a new one,” remarked Monty Lowther.

Kenrick smiled.

“I wouldn't part with this bat for all the
wealth of the Indies,” he said. "I regard it
as an old friend.” _

Talbot fingered the ball in readiness to
bowl.

“Play!" he-called out.

Bob Kenrick peeled off his jacket and took
up his. stand in  front of the wicket.
And Talbof, from the correct range of
twenty-two yards, delivered the ball.

It was the first ball Talbot had bowled.
Consequently, it was a bit erratic. It
pitched short, and Bob Kenrick stepped out
to it with a smile,

Crack! ;

There was a sound” of ieather meeting
wood. Then Tom Merry & Co. gazed around

Only ope fellow had marked the flight of
the ball, That-was Harry Noble.

“It went over the school wall, as ¢lean as
a whistle!” he said, in tones of awe.

Manners darted away to retrieve the ball,

It had been a most mighty hit—a Jessopian
swipe of which few schoolboys could have
beem capable. =4

There was another ball available, and
Talbot tossed it to Fatty Wyun, whe bad
come on the scene.

Fatty was a bowler of repute. Ie could
make the ball swerve and spin, and perform
all manner of weird antics. As a rule, the
batsman, unable to tell when or where the
ball was going to break, swiped blindly af
it, and was bowled. As for taking liberties
with Fatiy's bowling, Why, no fellow at St

i§ | Taggles.

Jim's would have dreamed of it.
But to Bob Kearick, poised gracefully in }

front of the wicket, Fatty Wynn's howling
seemed to have no terrors.

Kenrick "did not repeat his performance of
hitting the ball of the school premises. For
Fatty Wynn kept an immaculate length.
But the batsman was never in difficuibies.
He played the ball beautifully along the
ground. Never a chance of a  catch did be
give, although a dozen fellows were crouch-
ing with cup-shaped hands. : :

Tom Merry gazed at the new bor with
admiring eyes.

“The papers didn't exagzserafe,” he said.
“This fellow’s a born ericketer!”

“ Yesg, rather!”

atty Wynn -continued to bowl for five

minutes, Then he gave it up.

Tom Merry himsell took a turn with the
ball. Tom was regurded as a useful change
bowler, But Bob Kearick made him look a
clumsy novice. )

Tom's first, ball wasz hit to leg for a
terrific distance. His second wasz returned
to him with stinging force along the ground.
His third, Bob Kenrick jumped out to. There
wa3 another mighty hit, followed by the
sound of shattering glass,

“There's goes Taggy's window!” exclaimed
Monty Lowther. "Ye gods, what a -hit!"

The ball had sailed thirough the air in the
direction of the porter's lodge. And it had
gone clean through the pariour window,

The red and wrathful face of Ephraim
Taggles appeared a momeni later at the
gaping hole. ' .

“Who done this ’ere damage?' demanded

“ A litfle leather ball” sald Menty Lowther
“Better pick it up ana spank it, Tagsy!”

“Ha, ha, hat” '

Taggles frowned.

“Wot I wanis to kpow: is this ‘ere-—woe
smit the ball at my wirder?” he growled.

“Guilty, m’lord 1" said: Bob XKenrick, hurry-
ing towards the spot, “Awlully sorry, yom
know.” .

“Which youn'll 'ave to pay for a nooc pane
of glass,” suid Taggles. ;

Kenrick looked worried. B

“1It was an accident,” he said.

Tom Merry & Co, exchanged glanecs. Could
this be another proof of the new boy’s meas-
neas, they reflected. Any other fellow. would
have paid up on the spot. But Bob Kenrick
made no offer to do so. :

“He’s tryving to* back ouf of paying for
the giddy damage,” said Manuers.

Tom Merry nodded, and frowned.

“1 don't like it at all,” he said, “Still, it's
his own affair. We can't force him to pay.
But 1t’s jolly rough on Taggles.” :

Tageles, unable to extract any money from
the  new boy shuffled back info his lodsze,
grumbling and growling.

The cricket practice was then brought to
an end by the sound of tiie breakfast gong.

Whatever Tom Merry- & ‘Co.’s private
opinion of Bob Kenrick as a fellow, they had
nothing but admiration for him #s =a
ericketer. The term “marvel” did nok
flatter him: it did him the barest justice.

“With Kenrick’s help, we shall lick Grey-
friars to a frazzle!” said Tom Dblerry. :

* Absolutely!” :

“As you know, we're playing Greyiriars oa
Saturday,” he said, -“I'll put you down oa
the list.” 5

Kenrick looiked startlad.

“Please don't,” he gaid.

“Eh?” :

“I—I ecan’t play.”

Tom Merry looked sharply af the speaker.

“It’s all rot to say you can't play,
Kenrick. We've just seen what vou can do
with the bat. What vou mean is, yon

won't play?”

Bob Kenrick shrugged his shoulders.

“Put it that way if you like,” he said.
“But-I can't turn out for Bt. Jim's."

Tom Merry was thunderstruck. - So were
the others, when they knew.

Everybody had counted on ‘Bob Kenrick
playing for hiz school, His refusal puzzled
and frritated the fellows. And fhey were all
the more puzzied and frritated becaunse the
new boy refused to give a reason for his
decision.

A good many hostile glances were turned in
Bob Kenrick’s direction that day. And there
were undoubtedly hreakers ahead for the hest
boy cricketer in Dritain. B3

{(Next week’s tale of St. Jim's 5 stniply
GREAT. Order wnext week's POPUIAR well In
advaice to avoid disappointment.)
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19 If it's

BEI'NTER'S BRAIN-W_IVE!

Killiy Hunler, the fat Removite, ovevhicavs the ehwons of Greyfriars planning a week-end party.
; the trouble slaris!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Undef Cover!

£ i, ernmbs! - Theyre contingl®
Billy Bunter r:r.tf:r't.-d the exclama-
: tion in tones of l_l'I.‘-u'ﬂ'.I.d‘l.

He was standing l'e*ﬂre thé open

i in Study XNo. 1., in the Remove
ut h"m*-:m. In his fat lett hand
in his fat right hand a
smears oi jam on his

Lanion

w*\. 1r;:-
B Hedd o pani-pot,
tﬂb}wpm . Fhele Were

Faf fac =
Billy Iiim er llr{: been enjoving hinisell,
Havry Wharton and Frank \H.'L]‘te to whom

ihe study i;-fftﬁngfd, were on the ericket-field
@l practice. Bunter had waiched them there
before lie ventured into their quarters. Billy
Bunter liked jam, and he was not particular
whoee iam it was 20 long as there was plenty
#f it. He had aimosgt travelled through the
jar, yrowing hoppier and stickier” with ev ery
spoonfitl, when lie he?"d footsteps and voices
in the passage outside.

Then dismay fell upon him. He paused,
with a jam-laden spoen half-way to his mouth.
However enioyvable it was to purloin Study
Ma. 1's jam, it would not be at all enjoy-
able to be caught in the act by the chums of
the Hemnove, Billy Bunter knew that only
- 100 ‘HH:H
He glanced wildly mm.d the study, as if
in search of an avenue of escape. But he had
ouly tlie door end tli€ window to- choose
from. The window was out of the question,
and .outside the door sounded the heavy
m-}tdeps and cheery voice of Bob Cherry of
d.t, Hemove.

“Oh, crumbs!” groaned Bunter. “ The
beaste! What do they want to come in now
for, and I haven't finished the jam!”

But. there was no time to lose,

Bunter made a swoop for the table, and
plinged underneath it, the jam-jar and the
spoon &6ill in his fat hands.

There was a eover on the table which
reached within a few inches of the. floor, &

lnrge and handsome table-cover, which was a
1"eaent from Harry Wharton's aflectionate
aunt. It was adorned with many traces ol
jam, tea, toffee, and ink, and its state wounld
probably hiave shocked Miss Wharton if she
coutld have seen it. But it answered Bunter's
purpose very weil, The fat junior, crouched
under the table, was hidden from sight, unless
someone should sfoop and look under the
table, which was mnot  likely to bappen.
Bunter squeezed himself there, gasping, and
fervently hoping that the fellnwa would not
sfay long in the study.

Thump!
1t was Bob. Cherry’s knock at the door, just
THE Porvrar.—No. 223.
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THE UNINVITED GtUESTS!?
That's how «afl

as Bunter slithered out of sight, But the
cloth had fallen into its place, and Bunter
was quite concezled. whenm the dooer was
thrown open, and Bob Cherry looked in.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Not here vet.”

“Here we are!” called out Harry Wharton’s
voice from the passage. And Wharton and
Nugent followed Bob Cherry into the study.

Johnoy Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, the other two members of the “Co.”
came in after them.

Bunter groaned under his breath. They
were all there now. He eould have touched
some of their feet by stretehing ont a fat
hand. How long would it be before they dis-
covered that a marauder hiad been in the
study?

It was nof, long.

seating himself on the table, and swinging his
long legs. And Bunter jerked his head out
of the way just in time.

“Hallo, somebody’s been here!™ eaid Harry
Wharton, catching sight of the open cup-
board door. “Somehody's been boning the
jam! Where's that jar?®

“Gomne!” growled Nugent.

“That fat rotter Bunter again! He must
have seen us bringing in thie jam!” exclaimed
Wharton. “He’s scoffed it, the whole jar!”

“1 wish we'd caught him here,” said dugent

with a snort. “Now, there won't be any
jam for tea. The fat rotter will have scoffed
the lot. I wish we'd caught himi*”

Bunter shivered. XNugent's tone told only
too plainly what would have happened to him
if he had been caught. The fat junior hardly
hreathed. =

“Where's the ass Mauleverer?” gaid Johnny
Bull. “He said he had something to say to
us, something special.”

“Well, we're all here,” said Nugent.

“PBut Mauly isn't here, the blessed slacker!”

Johmny Bull stepped to the doorway, put
hiis head out into the passage, and bawled:

“Manly! Mauleverer! Where are yon, you
ass? We re waiting for you, you fathead {®

“Comin’, my dear fellow!”

“Buck up, thed,” growled Johnny Bull.

Lord Mauleverer, the dandy of the Remove,
came down the passage in o leisurely manner.
_I ord Mauleverer's movements were always
icisurely, If the house had been on fire it
was not Teally likely that Lord Mauleverer
would, have hurried himself. He firmly be-
lieved in t wking things easy.

The schoolboy earl smiled genially as he
Ibﬂﬂed in.

*All here, mr dear fellows?” he asked

zily,

“Mauly's not here yet,” eaid Bob Cherry,

A corking, long, com-
plete story of the

famous choms of
Greyfriars. By Frank

Richards (Author of
the Greyfriars siories
appearing in the
“Magnet”every week.)

“Yes, ass!”

“Good! You don't mind if I take the arm-
chair, do you?” asked his lordship. “I'm
rather fagged.”

He sat down with a sigh.

“What's fagged you?” asked Johmny Bull
sarcastically. “Been breathing too hard?”

“Well, 1 was watching the cricket,” you
know,” said Lord Mauleverer ipnocentiy. “I
stood there for nearly ten minutes. I ﬂl'd

hegad !”
“Then yon must he exhausted,” said
Wharten, with deep sympathy. “Pon't

speak In a hurry. Take a little rest ﬁr—t,
Go ecasy!” ;

“Thanks!”

“You told me vou'd got something to fay te
all of us?’? exclaimed Johnny Bull.

“Yaas™

“Well, we're hiere, waiting!”

-H'i ..laq L

“Go ahead, then!” roared Bull.

“You see, I've been feeling run down
lately,” explained Lord BHauleverer, - “Over-
exertion, I suppose; tired right eut!”

“Yes, vou suffer a lot from over-excr-
tion,” said Bob Cherry sympathetically.
“What you want is a rest cure!”

“That's just it,” said: Mauleverer. “JI've
thought 4t out, and I've had a very kind

offer from a relation of mine. He's a
decent chap, you know, and he's got a
couniry cottage, you Kknow. It's about

fifty miles from here, near a place called
something-or-other.”

“I've never seen that on the map.”

“Well, that isn’'t the name of thie place,
you know. T always forget names,” said
Lord Mauleverer, in a tired voice. “But
I've got his letter here. I'll look at it
again. Here we are! Live ©Oaks--
Gunthorne.”

“ What has the place got to do with
us?” : -

“YWhy, you see, he’s away, and he's

offered ine the use of the plwc and hig
servants and dogs and things for a weck-
end-!l

uwell?ﬂ-

“Well, T jumped at the idea, you know.
A week-end in a bracing air is just what [
want to set me up. Nobody at the place,
you know. We shall have it all to onr-
selves, if you fellows will come with ne.

“My hat!”

Satisfied expressions came ﬂ‘rer the faces
of the Famous Five.

“Well, that's a jolly good wheeze!” said
Harry Wharton leartity. - “I don’t know

Stunning Story of the Greyfrlars Chums Next Week !



Tﬂe Return of the Mysterious Mr. Fang—in this week’s * Magnet'’ ! 11

that we neéd a change, or buckiug-up, but it
would be ripping to have a week-end away,
ij-awe can geb leave!” .
{“yaas., I'll ask the Head, and I dare’
say he'll give us leave, We clear off after
Ipsscns on Saturday, you know, and come
lack early on Monday, so it won't interfere
Jith the work, I wish it did. Of course. |

don’t want to go down there alone. I'd
ke you fellows to come.

There's hoatin’,
motorin’, shootin’, and fishin’, and things.
ilow do you like the idea?” -
ii“:ive voices answered as one:

e

tRlipping 1"

the

s;i.-’-.'?-;ti«::'_ally that the rippingiuloess of
e teemed wheeze was terrifie, :
: .ord Mauleverer nodded with satisfaction. |
“Glad you like it. Then you'll come?”
*Yes, rather!” . ' i
i “Then I'll speak to the HMead. He's bound
#i, see that I need a change—['m so awl'ly
run down, you know!”

sand we'll see that you get bucked-up
during the week-end!” said Bob Cherry
heartily., “We'll look after you, and keep
xon hard at it!”

 ““Oh, begad!”

4 We'll see that you don’t slack, and
iat yon have incessant - exercise—"
=foh, I say—-"

“ewe'll make you feel a new man by the
ime we've done with you,” promised Dob
Cherry. =

.':'“ Oh !” & =

.41t will be topping, if we can get off!”
#aid Frank Nugent. *“Mauly, you're a giddy
renias! We have been entertaining an
ahgel unawares!”

A4 What-ho!” said Bob Cherry.

L —

“I say—

#allo, hallo, ballo!—what on earth’s that?

There’s some animal under the table!”

In his enthusiasm, Bob Cherry had been
awinging his long legs with more energy
than ever, as he sat on the table. Under
the table, Buntér had been dodging his
boota with frantic alarm.  But the catas-
trophe came—Bob’s heavy heel erashed on a
fat chin, and there was a wild yell Irom
under the table:

OW-W-W-W-w-w 1"

Harry Wharton & Co. jumped.

They had belleved themselves alone in the
study, but the yell under the table was
sufficient evidence that there was someone
elsa there, ' -

° Bob” Cherry jumped off ¢the table, and
dragged up the cover. Then there was a
weneral exclamation:

“ Bunter!” :

The fat junior was revealed, crouching
with the jam-spoon in his hand, one sticky
paw caressing his injured chin. :

“That's whera the jam's gone!” shouted
Nugent. “He's gob it there!”

“You fat burglarl”

“Vank him out!”

Bob Cherry thrust a big boot under the
table, and, thus encouraged, Billy Bunter
rolled ont and scrambled to his feet, still
clutching the jam-jar. He blinked furiously
at the Removites fhrough his big spectacles.

“Grooh! Oh that silly idiot’s broken my
jan! Owl”

- “¥You're usin

it pretty weil for a brokefy
jaw!” prinned

ob Cherry. “So you've been

spving, as usual, you fat beast!” -
e D“.. !!I‘ -
“And scoffing our jam!" said Nugent

wrathfully.

I ]gaj' for the jam, if vou're so jolly
mean about it!" said Bunter, with diznity.
“1'm expecting a posfal-order this evening,
and as soon as it comes T'll settle.”

“We'll settle now!” said Bob jerking the
jar away. “Let him have the rest of it
down his fat neck!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bunter dodged frantically round the table.

“Keep ofi!” he roared. *“Yow, you beast,
keep away! Yaroop!”

Bob Cherry pursued him, jar in hand.
The other fellows roared with laughter.

Billy Bunfer dodged to the door, and ran
out of the study, yelling. He just missed
Bob Cherry's boot as he disappeared.

In the corridor he met Bolsover, and in
a very few minutes Bolsover was made
aware of the party Mauleverer was getting
up. That set Bolsover thinking.

He thought so hard that, when he found
that Harry Wharton & Co., in an effort to
?et- on the right side of Mr, Quelch—doubt-

lecture that évening, not onl

And: Hurree Jamset Singh. added enthu- |

e3s with a view to asking his permission to

be absent from Creyfriars for the week-end
—intended %o abtitend the Form Master's
went himself,
but took Billy Bunter with him,

Bunter was grinning as the masfer
started. Bolsover was chuekling,

“Go it1” he sapid, in an undertone,

Billy Bunter n6dded, and *“.wenf it,”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

- ©One Too Often!
= OB, what's the time?” - 1
It was Harry Wharton’s voice—or
ought §o have been. It spoke out
loudly and clearly, interrupting Mr.
Quelch in the middle of one of his periods,
Bob Cherry lpoked af his chum in amazement
and dismay, Mr, Quelch broke off his dis-
course, and stared "grimly at Wharton,

thundér gathering on his brow.

“Wharton!" he rapped out.

“Yes, sir,” said Harry. Wharton had heard
the voice, of ecourse, but had not recognised
it as an imitation of his own, and supposed
that someone else had spoken.  Ong's own
voice is the hardest thinmg %o recognise when
reproduced. - g :

“How dare you!”

£13 'l"l,rh_a_at?ﬂ :

“How dare yvou Inberrupt me?”

“I, sir!” exclaimed Wharton, in dismay.

“Yes, you, sir! If you are anxlous to know
what the time i3, you may look at your
watch, Wharton. If you are anxious for the
close of the lecturs, I may remind you that
you are nu{l}; compelled to attend it.”

(21 I"." e _ -
Mr, Queleh polnted majestically to the door.
“You had better go, Wharfon!”

“ But, sir—" ;

“Kindly go at once, and don’t argue with
me, Wharton,” said Mr. Quelch, with
asperity. _ : E

And Wharton, utterly dismayed and con-
founded, rose from his place, and with a
hopeless glance at his chums, quitted the
lecture-room, Wharton, ‘at all events, l‘:gd
not succeeded In making the deslred good

| impression upon Mr, Quelch.

“The awful azs!” murmured Bob. “ What
did ha want €o speak for! He’s spolled his
giddy chance.” .

Mr. Quelch, with #a i
resumed his lecture. Thers was an almost
palnful silence én the lecture-room. Bolsover
major dug Bunter ecstatically in his fat ribs.

“Pile in!” he murmured.
hialf an hour.” . - :

Bunter nodded, -

“Pass me the toffee, will you?” .

It was Bob Cherry’s voice this time, And
agaln Mr, Queleh.halted In his discourse, His
eves simply glittered at Bob. :

“Cherry, teave the room instantly!”

“I, sir!” gaid Bob In dismay., “What have
I done, sir?” e

“Go!l”

“Oh crumbs!”
went.

“Rotten shame!” sald a voice, that was
apparently Frank Hugtent’s. And Mr, Quelch
jumped a3 he heard it.

“Nugent, you impertinent young rasecall”

“1 didn't speik, sir!”

“What! You dare to say that you did not
speak, when 1 heard you distinctiy!” ex-
claimed the angry master. “Take a hundred
lines, Nugent, and go immediately to your
study, and write them out.”

“But, sir——"

“One wordl more, and I will cane youl”

Nugent passed out of the lecture-rooin,
casting a furlous look at Billy Bunter as he
went, He had guessed now that the Remove
ventriloquist was at work. Bunter closed
one eye abt him in return. He allowed ten
minutes to pass before he resumed opera-
tions. The room had settled down to silent

aér:esslcn of @ign ii;}'.

“1t's over in

murmured Bob.  And he

attention, whea a loud yawn was heard pro- |

ceedlng from the direction of Lord
Mauleverer.

“Yaw-aw-aw-aw!"” :

The room .was electrified. The seniors
turned in thelr seats to stare at the junior
who had dared to yawn loudly—a thing they
would have liked to do, for the most part,
themselves.

Lord Mauleverer, who had been suppressing

a yawn with difficulty, started upright in his

seat.
Mr. Quelch’'s burning eyes. were fastened
Ol 'IliIlL -
“Mauleverer, you seem to be sleapy.”
“Yaas—no, sir!” stammered Mauleverer.

*The lecture-room is not the place ke go fc
sleep, Mauleverer.”

“Yaas, sir, fI-—" : i
“Kindly go to your study, and write out
4 hundred lines of Virgil!" E

#70h, begadl” o
Lord Mauleverer departed dismayed. Coker
of the Fiith looked round curioujly at Bunter
and grinned. He knew Bunteérs tricks of
old, and he had guessed the truth. He

{ whispered to Potter and Greene, and they

grinned, t00., :
“This i3 no langhing matter, Coker!”
rapped ouf Mr, Queleh, g =
{oker's face became -solemn a3 an OWis
immediately. 2
“Yes, girl”
f‘ﬁiﬁencgl” - Ty ;
Mr, Quelch resumed, He was in a sharp
temper by this time, and his glance rested
several tines upon the juniors who remainad.
Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
were looking daggers at Bunter, They, too,
guessed ‘that the Remove ventriloauist was
at work, but they could not zive him away
to the Form master. Sneaking was for-
bidden; but they promised themseives o
simply smash him when the lecture was over.
#Rot, I call this!” -
“The rotfulness is ferrific!” - =
Those remarks seemed to cub the air. Thers
was a gasp from all who heard them, anad

Mr. Quelch’s look became  absolutely
ferrifying. : -
“Bull! Hurree Singh! S8tand out bere!”

He stepped down from the dais, taking up
a cane irom a desk, The two juniors came
out unwillingly. S -

- %If you please, sir——" began Bull.

“ Honoured aahlb——" murmured Hurree
Jamset Bam Bingh. :

“&ilence! Hold out your handsl”

*But, sir—" - s

“Not a word!" thimilerad Mr. Quelch.
“Hold out your hands! You shall learn
whether you are permitted to make unseemly
interruptions in the course of a lecture, I
am shocked—disgusted!”

Swish! Swish! Bwish! Bwizh! =

“Now go!"” said Mr. Quelch, poiating to
the door. _

They went. =

Mr. Quelch, very much ruffled, resumed his
lecturs, and sllence was restored. Bolsover
major was grinning with delight, and Bunfer
could hardly restrain his chuckies. The six
juniors were in :disgrace with their Form
master now, and certainly not likely to getb
permission for that week-end ftrip. Bill
Bunter was so sabisfled with lLis success tha
he found it impoasible to let well alone., He
had old grudges against Coker, on account
of Coker’s objection to having his study
capboard raided. Coker’s objection on that
subject were always forcible. Bunter pro-
ceeded fo make Coker of the Fifth bis next
vietim,

“Heigh-ho!” came from Coker—or seemed
to come from him, “I'm getting fed wup,
Potier!” - : :

“Shut up, you ass!” whispered Potter, in
terror. S

“Fh? I didn't speak!” said Coker

“You did, you chump—you——"

“Coker!"”

“Ye-es, sir!”

“You seem to have taken it upon yoursell
to imitate the impertinence of the juniors I
have punished. Perhaps you imagine that I
shall dismiss you from the room. I shall do
nothing of the sort, Coker. I shall report you
to your Form-master for insolence!”

Coker looked dazed. '

“Wha-at have I done, sir?” he gasped.
didn't speaki” g

“Don’t tell falsehoods, Coker!” _

“1 didn't speak}" roared Coker, under-
standing now. “It was that fab villain,
Bunter!" :

“What !”

“He's a rotten wventriloguist, sir, and he’s
been playing tricks!” howled -Coker.

Mr. Quelch’s expression changed. It was
some time since he had heard any of Bunfer’s
ventriioquial efforts; but he remembered now
a certain performance of Buntef's in_the
Remove Form-room. His eyes fixed upon
Bunter.

“0Oh,” he said, ®I think I wunderstand!
Come here, Bunter!” ;

Bunter's jaw dropped,

“I[i—if you p-pip-please, sir—"

“Come here!”

“You've done it now!” murmured Bolsover
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major. “Why couldn't you let well alone, you
silly owl?
or—" :

“Po _you -hear me, Bunter?”?

Bunter groaned and came out infe the
{0031. Mr. Queleh was gripping his cane very
14l .

“I remember now, Bunter, that you played

some trick of this kind in the Form-room. |
Have you been playing tricks oi a ventrile- |

“fuial nature here?”

“XNo, sir!” said Bunter promptly.

“He has!” roared Coker.

“Silence, Coker! Bunter, did you imitate
Coker’s volce?”

“Certainly not, sir! T conldn’t imitate his
vgice, sir—never thought of such a thing.
Coker must bave spoken without noticing it,
gir,” murmured Bunter feebly.

“Did yon imitate the voices of the juniors
wiiom I have dismissed from the room?” asked
Mr, Quelch, with ominous quietness.

“Certainly not, sir!”

“Are you sure, Bunter?” :

“Quite sure, sir! T counldn't possibly deo it.
I told Bolsover =0 when he asked me to come
here to do it, didn't I, Bolsover?” And
Bunter turned {o the bully of the Remove
for confirmation.

There was a chuckle through the lecture-
room, Bunter was always ready with the
wost tremendous whoppers; he could easily
have beaten Ananias and éapphira in their
own peculiar line. But his falsehoods, though
plentiful, had one weakness—they could never
possibly be believed. The ehuckle died away
#8 Mr. Quelch glanced round. The Remiove-
master’s face hinted that it was not a
moment for laughing.

“Bolsover, did you ask Bunter to come here
and play ventriloguial tricks?”

“ No, sir{” said Bolsover sullenly.

“Bunter says you did!? :

"I—I didn’t exactly say that, sir,” said
Bunter, terrified between Mr, Quelch’s wrath
at present, and Bolsover magjor’s aiterwards,
“I—I said 1 told him I couldn’t—"

. “Then why did you come here, Bunter?”

“Because Bolsover said—I—I mean, it was
to_liear the lecture, sir. I'm so interested in
——ial Virgil, sir, especially the Georgies,
and—"> - !

“Don’t tell falsehoods, Bunter.”

“Ahem! Certainly not, sir. I'm 2 very
truthiul ¢hap. I've mever told a lie in my
life, sir,” said Buater. “ When I first came to
school, sir, my grandfather took my hand in
his and made me promise—-"

“Ha, ha, hal®

“Hilence! Bunter, you are speaking falsely.
You have been playing tricks, and vou did it
&t the request of Bolsoverl”

Bunter groaned, -

“You see he knows all about it, Bolsover,”
he stuttered. “I can’t help it—I didn't let it
out, and if you go for me, I'll tell Mr. Quelch,
80 there!)® ' =

“Step over here, Bolsover!”

Bolsover major stepped ouf. Bunter's
peculiar methods of concealing the truth had
made it quite clear to Mr. Quelch, and there
Wis no more to be said.

“Hold out your hands!™ said the Remove-
master. “You have caused me to punish
intocent boys by this abominable deception.
I shall cane you, Bunter, for playing foolish
tricks—and I  shall - cane you stiil more
severely, Bolsover, as you. are evidemtly the
person nmiost to bhlame.”

There were two for Bunter, and four for
Bolsover major. Then Mr. Quelch pointed to
tiie door, and the two young rascals, wring-
img their hands, were only too glad to go.
Mr. Quelel’s lecture was finished without any
further interruption.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter is Quite Brilllant !

ARRY WHARTON & :Co. looked
particularly cheerful the following
morning. It was a bright and sunny
spring morning, promising fine

weather for the week-end. The chums had
obtained Mr., Quelch’s
much difficulty. That morning Lord Mauleverer
was the recipient of many kindly attentions
from the fellows in the Remove and the
Fourth Form. Never had he seemed to
hiave bad so many admiring {riends: but
fishers for invitations found themselves dis-

appointed. Lord Mauleverer did not seem to |
The plainest hints were lost.
vpon his obtuseness, Harry Wharton clapped |
came

understand.

him on the shoulder when the Remove
cut after morning lessoms,
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Not a word about me, mind,

permission  without

“Have you sent that telegram to Live
Qaks?” he asked, >

“Begad!” said his lordship,

“Forgotten it, you ass ¥

“Well, I haven’t sent it yet.”
~_“Then trof down to the pest-office and send
iy ab once,” said Harry. "“You dom’t want
to take Trooper by surprise, fathead!”

“No, hegad!”

“Were going {o put in some cricket
practice before dinuer. If you haven't sent
Lllci_wire' by dinper-time we'll bump youl”

# -aas.ll

And .the Famous Five went, down to the
¢ricket-ground. Lord ‘Mauleverer groaned in
apgiish of spirit. He had been about to
sireteh himself on the grass and drowse over
a book, and a walk to the viilage post-office
was ail ubwelcome exertion, He was perving
himself for the effort, when Billy Bunter
rojlcd up. The sight of Bunter gave the
schoolboy earl energy. He made a rush to
escape, but Bunter caught him by his

“1t's all right, Maugly—" ,

“Excuse me; I've got to go to the post-
offtee,” raid Lord Mauleverer dismally,

“1'il-go for you.”

Lord Manuleverer brightened up.

“ Begad, that’s very decent of you, Bunter!
Come into the tuckshop afterwards, and
Pll stand you some tarts.”

“Legve it to me,” =aid Bunter. “Write it
out, and I'll take it.”

“Thanks awfullyt”

Lord Mauleverer fumbled for a pencil, and
wrote on a leaf of his pocket-book. He
handed the result to Billy Bunter.

“It's really awf’ly good of you, Bunter.
Buzz off 1” :

“1 shall have to pay for this, Mauly.”

“Begad! 8o you willl”

Lord Mauleverer extracted a tem shilling
note from his pocket, and handed it to Bun-
ter. Bunter looked at the telegram. If ran:

“Trooper, Live Oaks, Gunthorpe.—Arriving
by afternoon train with zome friends for the
ﬁgek-end.—MAL*LE?ERER, Greviriars.”

“That’s all right,” said Bunter, “I sup-
pose if they didn’t get this ther wouldn't
expect you?”

~ Begad, no!™ :

“Frooper a friend of yours?” asked Bunter
maquisitively. ' :

" Begad, he’s a butler or something !™
~“Jolly place, isn't it?” went on Bunter,

“I really don’t know. I suppose £0.”

“You suppose so? Haven't vou been
there?”
* Never.”

“Then you're not known there—what?”
asked Bunter, a peculiar gleam coming into
his little round eyes. :

“Not from Adam!” said Lord Manleverer
cheeriully. - ek

“They den't- know you by sight?”

“How could they, dear boy, when they've
never seen me?”
~ “No, of course, they couldn’t,” said Bunter.
“I suppose you haven't changed your mind
about taking me with you, Mauly”

“You make me tired,” said TLord
Mauleverer plaintively, “I'll stand ¥You a
couple of dozen tarts; and as mueh ginger-
beer as you can drink, if you'll -buzz off
with that telegram.”

“That’s good enough,” said Bunter. “I'll
Lelp you pack your bag when I come back,
Miauly. I suppose you're taking a hag?”

Al aﬂs’.."

“Well, I'm off,” said Bunier, as Lord
Mauleverer yawned portentousiy,

“Thanks, my dear fellow,”

Lord Mauleverer sauntered awar,
Bunter blinked after him. He watched
Lhim out of sight, and then moved off him-
self, but he did not go in the direction of
the gates. He bore down on Bolsover major
and Bkinner, who were chatting in the
Close, in no very good humenr. They were
-distinctly annoyed at not heing asked to
share in the week-end excursion, and
Bolsover especially was _ annoyed by the
failure of his little scheme for stopping it,
and the caning that had heen the result of
hig scheming. He scowled at Bunter as the
latter came up. :

“Do you want another thick ear, you fat
hrute?” was his genial greeting.

Bunter backed away a little.

“1 say, you fellows, I've got a jolly good
idea—" .

“Bury it!”

“Jt's about that week-end party——"

“You don't mean fo say you're going?”
demanded Skinner, -

Bolsever & Co. Take Up Their Quarters at Live Oaks

[ Bunter, with dignity.

and

Halt! Who goecs there 2—Have you ordered next week's Issue ? =

“They don’'t seem to want cme,” said
! “J should refuse to.
join them now if they asked me.” - = 4 %

“Yes, I can see you doing it—I doi’¢
think.” : , T
“But I've got an idea—if you fellows will
help,” said Bunter eagerly. *“Mauly's just
given me a telegram to take to the posi-
office for him, 1t's to let the servants at
the place know he's coming.” - ;

“Well, take it, and be hanged.” et

“They don’t- kmow him by sight,” said
Bunter, unheeding. “His friend isn't there:
—the man the placé belongs to, you know.
He’s lending it to Mauly while he's away.
Mauly's never been there before, and they
don’'t know him from Adam.” = :

“Well, what—"

“Don’t you see,” said Bunter,
glistening behind * his spectacles.
that telegram.” - > :

Bolsover major and Skinner read it. .-

“Blessed il I see what you're getting at,"™
said the bully of the Remove testily.
“Can’t you explain, you fat duffer?”

“Well, suppose they could be prevented
from catching their train somehow——"

H’Dh' gﬂﬂd!” :

“There’s only one train in the afternoon
to that place. 1 heard Mauly say =o. If
they could -he prevented from catching 'it,
they couldn't get down there to-day.” ,

““And serve ’em right!”: growled Bolsover.

“But that isn't all,” said Bunter: eagcrly.
“We could go instead.” :

“What ! ; :

“You know, I was taken [or Lord
Masuleverer once,” said Bunter, drawing him:=
self up to his full height, which wus net
stately—in his pride at the remembrance.
- Bolsover major snorted. : 2

“Taken for Mauleverer!" That was he-
cause you called yourself by his name. and
the fellow who took you for him had never

his.  eyes
“Head:

seen him.”

“Yes, but it’s the same now. . They've
never seen him at Live Oaks and I shall
call myself by hiz name.™ :

“What!” ejaculated Bolsover and Skinner
simultaneously. _

“Don't you see? If we can make those
rotters lose the train somehow, we can go
there anyway, and have a high old time.
They'll come along some time to-morrow!”

“I’ltF 11315 tn 3
“And we shall have done them right. in
the eye!” chuckled Bunter. “There's

nothing to stop us, and it would- be a first-
class jape.” x

Bolsover major caught his breath.
Skinner exchanged glances of keen - sabis-
just appealed to them., They were always
on the look-out for chances of giving the
Famous Five a fall. '

“Well, that beats the band!” said
Bolsover major. “Bunter, you're a [fab
genius.”

Bunter chuckled with self-satisfaction.

“Well, I do think of things,” he -said
modestly, “and I can pass mysel! off a5 a
lord quite easily, you know. I've got some
titled relations, and I have a certain air
that—that suggests noble, blood. Don’t you
think so?” , '

“Ha, ha, hat!” :

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle at.
My ancestors came over with William the
Conqueror—Sir Bunter de Bunter.,” .

“Ha, bha, ha!" roared Bolsover. “Cheeze
it, you fat ass! But it's a good idea,
although you thought of it.  -Alter that
wire a bit. Put in that you're arriving with
two friends?” - SRS :

“Yes, that's a good wheeze.”

Bunter made the . alteration. Bolsover
chuckled gleefully. If the scheme came off,
it would be the biggest “jape ” he had ever
succeeded 'in working off on the famous Ce.

“YWe've got to prevent them from catch-
ing their train,” Skinner remarked. “You
buzz off with that wire, Bunter, while we
think it out.,” > -

“QOh, certainly! I'll leave that to you.”

And Bumter rolled away grinning, and took
the road for Friardale. Bolsover major and
Skinner exchanged glances of keen satis-
faction. ;

“It won't be so jolly easy,” Bolsover siid,
after a pause. “We've got to prevent them

from catching the train, and catch it our-

selves, you kmow.”
Skinner nodded. :
“We'll find a way to do that. Butb t.ha-,_t
isn't all. 1've been thinking. Why shouldn’§
we make a week-end of it?”

(Continued on ﬁﬂlﬂﬂ 16.)
as Mauleverer & Co. !
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% By Billy Bunter. Y
EEREEIESEPEODOPR
very sinnister about the word police-
court. I have never been in one myself,
eggsept as a witness, and I don’t suppose
~“That is to say, I have never been
inside a real police-court: DBut at Grey-
friars we have a special police-court of
dock as a defendant. Harry Wharton
is-the Lord Cheef Justiss; Bob Cherry
and Mark Linley are K.C.’s, which means
constable; and there are lots of other
barristers and offisers of the law. Fellows
are tried for miner offences, and, if found
not gilty, they leave the court without a
stain on their shirt-cuffs.

The idear of a schoolboy police-court
wood. Reports of the proceedings have
sometimes appeared in this paper, and

_also in “The Holiday Annual.” And I
to publish a special number of m§
“ Weekly,” koutaining the police-court
news from the three schools.
boy police-courts. Bob Cherry says.they
are a nessessary evil; but I think we
get quite enuff punnishment, in the shape
without having to appear in a police-
court to be bumped or biffed according
to the whims of a schoolboy magistrate.
find them, as the tramp said when he
picked up a bundle of bank-notes. We
must bough our nex to the inevitable.
to appear in the dock at the Boxroom
Quarter Sessions. I don’t know what
the charge is, but I eggspect I shall go

Ah, well! The path of an editor was
ever bestroom with thorns.

Your gloomy pal,

AIN YOUR EDITOR’SA
0 ;
My Dear Readers,—There is something
any of you have, either.
our own, and I have often figgered in the
Kompleat Chumps; Johnny Bull is the
oilty, they get it in the neck. If found
has spread.to St. Jim's, and also Rook-
‘thought it would be an eggsellent wheeze
Mind you, I'm not in faver of school-
of birchings, canings, impotts, and gatings
However, we must take things as we
I’ve just had a sumimons served on me
through the hoop.
THE EDITOR.

S upplément L1

A Laugh a Day Keeps the Doctor

L

When I grow up, I mean to become a
police-constable.

You mustn’t take this too litterally. I
vesserve the right to change my mind at
a minnit’s notiss., Last week I desided
to be a soldier., - The week before that I
wanted to be a sailer, And before that
it. was my ambition to become a night in
shining armer.

But what a fine bobby I should make,
to be sure! I've got all the nessessary
kwallifications—a plump figger, an impos-
ing manna, and an arresting countenance.
I should enjoy the life of a policeman,
bekawse there’s nothing to do eggsept
eat and sleep, and stand outside a sweet-
shop trying to catch kids buying chocklits
after eight o’clock. That would appeal
to me no end. I should confiscate the
chocklits, and eat them myself!

Another good thing about being a
policeman is that you can always make
friends with a fat cook, and have rabbit
pies handed out to you throngh the
kitchen window. I should get to know
all the fat cooks in the neighbourhood,
and have as many free feeds as I wanted.,

Of course, I should not dreem of
neglecting my duties. Ishould be all out
to gain promotion,

Whenever I saw a mad motor-cyclist
ecgseeding the speed-limit, T should plant

{ plonking with ponderous

NEREERIRCTIRCIICEODOODOODDODDOOODDIDY

The Pride of the Police Force.

8y BAGGY TRIMBLE.

(Sub-Editor.)

T e

o

QEEESDDD

myself in his path, with arms and legs
akimbo, and shout, *Halt! I arrest you
in the name of the lore!"” If he halted,
all well and good. If he didn’t, you

{ would find my remains in the local
4 semmietery.

If I caught a boy pinching apples; I
should ask him to give me a bunk-up
on his sholders, so that I could pinch
some. myself. He'd probably kollapse
under my terrifick weight; but then, life
is full of little traggedies!

What a gallant figger I should make,
: stepa up and
down the Hligh Street! All the urchins
would scuttle away when they saw me
coming; and all the young ladies in the
plaice would turn thei: heads to look at
me. And they would wisper one to the
other: “ Isn't P.-c. Trimble a fine fello?” -

I should, of corse, perform many
gallant deeds in the corse of my service.
Stopping runaway hoarses, dragging
people out of blazing buildings, and fish-
ing drowning folk out of the water—these
would be everyday insidents. And the
magistrates and others who dvell in the
soats of the mity would shower their .
kongratulations upon me. 1 houldn’t be
Constable Trimble very long. I should
become Detective-Inspeckter Trimble—
the Pride of the Police Force!

Then again, there are drorbacks to
being a detective. There might be some
villans who would dessend to rough play
in order to avoid meeting a judge. Bub
of all the objeecshuns to being & deiective,
I think the worst is that detecting 13
really spying. I don’t think I could
bring myself to do that. It's solo—a
game I don't like. Other peoples busi-
ness is other people’s business, There is
no excuse for prying—none at all. How-
ever, in the execution of my dooty, I
suppose I should have to forget such
things as repugnance.

I think, after all, I'il be Cheef Com-
missionaire of the Force ! Sk

Some of you may larf. But wait till a
few more years have rolled by !

Tar Pororir.—No. 223,
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/I Billy Bunters Weckly
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:%AN OLD A O THE TRIAL. OF A %LATEST -ROOKWOODE%
j  OFFENDER!j %  TUBBY! 24 CONVICTIONS! )
A V=

Y,

v . v oMM o 3
M By Sammy Bunter. Y oo V- . By Tommy Dodd. Eﬁ

e (Clerk of the Court.) t‘g
DCCCCIGETSDODOOODN

EDDY GRACE was charged with
making. a scene in his study. Ie
explained to the magistrate that he
was stage-mamager of the- Fourth
Form Theatrical Society, and he was making
a scene for the mext production. This ex-
planation was accepted by the “beak,” and
Teddy Grace was acquitted, amid loud
applause from the gager}'.

- *

)~ (Sub-Editor) VAR |
ICEECEEEESDDOIEIDR ; i

L

I believe I hold the record for the |
number of konvietions against me at the
Greyfriars Police Court.

I have stood in the dock at leest fifty
times this term. My brother Billy hag
only stoed in it once. Then it kollopsed,
and they had to erect a new one!

The first charge against me was that of
(o e o i - 5 gl B

loitering in the (Close without visible
means of sport!” It’s a rotfen shame lo
charge a fellow with that. If I had had
a  kricket-bat handy, or a draft-board,
all would have been well. But bekawse
I had no visible means of spori 1 was
tun ot S s :

'The sentence wase one hour’s imprizzon-
ment in the coal-seller. I didu’t hke it at

Cyril Peele was charged with being a funk
—in other words, “getting the wind up.”
When he explained to the magistrate that
he was merely pumping wind into a eycle
tyre, he was set free.

* o = :

Reginald Muffin was charged with stealing
one of his namesakes from the fender in one
4 of the Classical studies. The magistrate re-
Q@? marked, “You muffin do it agoin!” and

all, I was az black as the ace of spades BY Fﬂ.tt}? WYIIII- \j administered a . gveprp:cuﬂ x U0 CTuIpEL:

when I came out of my plaice of eap- Q&? (Sub-Editor.) W/  Mark TLattrey, a notorious sneak, Was

m'vxt»lya-tw}mreai v.'h({]aq I'went dc«wz}] I was ) : ; + W/ echarged with ‘“giving the game uway.” -

a9 white as the driven snow, Having % AT e G e SRSk When he explained to- the magistrate that

washed my neck only that morning. = @ﬁ@@@{@}})} D222W it was a game of ludo, he was complimented
Al fe-whda{‘fr- later, fihad_ to come u}}a for upon his generosity, and discharged,

trial at the Woodshed Assizes on a charge | The Rookwood C scembled 2 : _ :

: - | ) d Court assemibled -Valentine Morningt as charged with
of having no re'a.r—hght on my hoop after In majesty and state; ) ta};;;_: qf,;?f}f wi:sz:. = f[lé \:'?us mderfd to llmt,
sunset. A riddienlus charge, I call it. § And Tubby Muffin trembled, them back again at oncel

My, Justiss Wharton glared at me And mourned_his cruel fate. % * . :
ist?pﬂ}'. . > I- . 3 = : i_T':in:m:.n;r Dnsﬁletwaa brought uptu;:: a cllzarge
You know the law about recar-} » of stealing. But as he merely stole a glance
lights 7" said he  The Judgﬁﬁ brow S s,Ih};*my. at the magistrate, the charge was not pro-
HBIILE _ne. et r He said, * What hast thou doue eaded Siith :
“Nl‘-ﬂﬂﬁ, Your Washup,” said I 4 To thus appear before me, : e Be i , :
S JTh‘?,E" the sooner you learn it th&‘[' Thou plump and podgy one?” Algy Silver was charged with making 2
better!” And he find me five bob. ' S foolish mistake, so the magistrate decided
Can’t pay, Your Washup,’ _says I._ . Then up spake Tommy Rawson, that a little *correction ” was necessary!
“Very well. The alternatifi 1s six] Alert and wide-awake : T\:'lelv?i strokes with a' ericket-stump was
i ordered,

strokes with the map-pole.” “It was against the law, son,

1 appealed to Billy io pay my fine for ' 123 ' : 2%
o R AcTudp e vl e
-'rrﬁ

me, but he sa.iid hfi “Es hlgkg. Soul e A
to get over the desk and be belabered} The Judge looked simply {urious— 7 ) :
with the map-pole. Fortunately, Tom. He gafe a_wr'&{hsfﬁpgﬂ_ = - A THE GREYFRIARS

Brown was the executloner, and he “Y say! That’s jolly curicus— AN A
happened to be in a good mood. Hel T e burgled mine, as w BER N i A
simply t'icflf;.} me with the map-pole, and | £ i a-.. e . 1V POI‘ICE COURT- (e
I got up larfin. T 3 o “yg Seiiuion 1o s : o
- T then had to appear at the Boxroom %131’1_}} "ﬂﬂitigéncfﬁ ﬁiﬁn % BY’ Dick Penfold. ‘L
4 Sessions on a charge of perloining a “T- really ain’t done 1111ﬁi;1, V, (The Bard of Greyiriars.) w

tin of sardeens, the property of Rake of So kindly let me go!” @@@@@@@@@}@@%@%@ﬁ

the Remove. As luck would ]1}1“6 it, the S
a. : g s S e : - ourt proceedings have begun
Counsel for the Dsfence was able to prove The Judge, in tones of fury, Fast aﬂd furiﬂugs is the fﬁn.’

3 yRax h Y ,']'l Vi that i : A 4
?bﬁ'zﬂi;]}}?igagl: n}]la?f::h:t? :l?e‘}ti{:}e the Said, “Bah! You make me sick.” Justice Wharton takes-his seat,
theft AT LA Taitad . * You are. diss " Then, turning to the jury, : “Silence!” he begins to bleat.
e : “ Pronounce your verdict-—quick!” Very set and stern his face is

charged,” said the Judge, “but T chall

. : - As the jury take their places.
kipper sharp eye on you in future.™

Messrs. Bulstrode, Bull, and Brown,

Natcherally, I didn’t carp at my good| ‘‘He's guiliy ™ cried the foreman, Barristers in wig and gown,

luck, and I started to skate out of eourt. %nc? I _smcerei!j' hope Squat upon the Form-room table,

“You won't find me herring on the side His pumshm@rﬁt s a warm ‘un— I'%C;ﬁ o e as they ﬁzﬂtﬁhlg =
ST : =5 B S 3 “Where's the prisoner a e bar?’

gtf_t.me;g B e i dopen UL 8 P Wharton crics.p “0h, there they are!™

er a : . 3 T . i W. G.

T have been konvicted scores of fimes The Judge said, “Down with stealing, {ﬁ,;ﬁ;ﬁ‘ﬁ; mﬂr{g with larceny.

~ since then, but space will not permit me The prisoner, pale and plump, | Stole, in hall, a plate of soup,
io tell you all about it. Konsult the| Who's now before me kneeling, - The property of Sidney Snoop.
Conrt Kallender ! I'll wallop with a stump!” E.ﬂgtnesel EI{;rbthE plrusegpmm,

He sertinly wasn’t mersiful the.next uite a dab at elocution,

1'.i111!=: I Was ’E{IL'.EH i}efore hiﬂ]." It WwWas a A dgzen tirnes or maore did ;I:;:fﬁei ?ngfé" t?rqg:};eag?ngﬂgameri
: " .I o = - . &
small caze, but a big sentence! The stump come whizzing down; Skinner, counsel for defence,

I had happened to see a small case of Thus Tubby was rewarded : | Pleads that Bunter has no sense.
{nck delivered to Skinner, of the Re- It served him right, the clown! “He was hungry, too,” says Skinner,
move, and I felt at the time that it was ' Jlﬁg%fﬁngfcﬁ]f}ggf:g“% fﬂfa_idﬁfer'
?'I';Ellt- f':"l' nie. SU I jus-t ha{l.tﬂ_ ]'ﬂ'ﬂif at’ Find hiﬁ; guﬂt}', but: i‘ﬂﬂagei.”
it. b_nf{:-rchu_nately, 1 looked inside first, (Continued from col. 3) Wharton then sums up the case,
and didn’t think of looking at the address With a dark aand frowning face.
until all the tuck was gone. r « Guilty, sir, but not insane!” ‘I‘}g.nigy p;ilaéune&, tgrr:tmm slender,

ki L . e Judge pronounces sentence grimi: 8 y ofiender.
lu%kg{lgéfth}éﬁi :;gu raj.[\ 1(&1‘6’,(}?11;1“‘13.1;-‘:5_ “Take the prisoner to the gym, Ninety-ninth offence this term,
ngg ik a8 iop- Belay him with an Indian club, . So I vote we make him squirm.
ing then which Brown won’t forget in a Until the porpoise starts to blub!” Jury, riake your verdict plain!®

vy ! It must have tyred him out ! i i = et
hurry ey . The prisoner then is carried out, _

TeE Popurir.—No. 223. The sentence, too, without a doubt! [Supplement I1I.
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66 RING hither the next prisoner !”
B The voice of Mr. Justice
Wharton, alias Wharton of the
Remove, boomed through the
crowded court.

A couple of sturdy members of the
Remove Special Constabulary came into
view, dragging a shrieking and wildly-
protesting junior, Skinner was the
vieting. :
 “Pump him into the dock!” ordered
" the judge. e
. The “dock ”* consisted of a chair, into

“which the unfortunate Skinner was duly

~7 dumped.’

. “What is the charge against this
" hatehet-faced youth?”’ demanded the
“ jndge. :
" Mr. Robert Cherry, K.C.; was on his
feet in a twinkling. He appeared for the
prosecution. In a,?c-ud voice he proceeded
to rvead from the charge-sheet,

“ Prisoner is charged with a most
' gerious offence, in that he, on the ump-
" teenth instant, did wilfully, deliberately,
and with malice aforethought, erect, con-
struct, and rig up a booby-trap on the
- dloor of Study No. 7, to the annoyance
and inconvenience of Mr. Peter Todd, a
" well-known and highly-respected member
- of the Remove Form.”
The judge smiled.

“S6 Toddy got it in the neck, what?” |

he said.

“ Yes. your worship. When he pusheds
open the door of his study, a concoction
of glue, ink, treacle, and soot descended
upon his mnoble napper, and streamed
down his face and neck.”

“ And ‘you arrvested Skinner for -the
offence 7" : ke

“¥ arrested him, your worship,” chimed
in Detective-Inspector Penfold. :

‘“ Have you any evidence against him ?”

“Well, I shouldn’t have arrested him
if I hadn’t.” : :

Mzr. Justice Wharton frowned.

“No cheek !” he said sternly.
out the evidence!”

“ Armed with a search-warrant, 1
visited prisoner’s study, and carried out
investigations,” said Detective-Inspector
Penfold. “I found ihe remains of a tin
of treacle—"

o Y’EE?P,

““ Aleo the remains of a pot of glue,
and a bottle of ink. - I also found traces
of sool on prisoner’s hands. 1 cautioned
him, and told him he would be charged
with working the booby-trap stunt on
Mr. Todd.”

“And what did he say?"

“He replied, ‘I never done it,” or
vords fo that effect.” (Laughter.)

 “Silence!” thundered Mr. Juslice
Wharton. “Is anybody appearing for
the defence?”

“I’'m conducting my own, your wor-
ship,’” said Skinner.

““Well, what have you got to say?"”

“I’'m not guilty. It’s irue that Penifold

“Trot

Supplement I11.]

i -

found ftreacle and glue and ink in my
study; but then, he’d find the same com-
modities in most junior studies.’”” :

‘“ But the soot on your hands—how do
you explain that?” : 1

“I had been spring-cleaning in my
study, and, among other things, 1 swept
the chimney.” :

Mr. Cherry
gxanmine.

“ Are you a fricnd of Mr. Todd's?”

{54 NO-?! .

“¥ guggest that you dislike him?”

“So 1 do.” : :

“Then,” said Mr, Cherry {riumphantly,
turning to the jury, “you can zoon put
two and two together. . Prisoner had a

jumped up to cross-

grudge against Mr. Todd, and conceived
the idea of rigging up a hooby-trap for

A couple of sturdy members of the
Remove Special Constabulary came
into view, dragging a shrieking
junior. Skinner was the victim.
““ Dump him into the dock!*
ordered the judge.

!

his benefit. The evidence is absolutely
conclusive, and any fellow who says other-
wise is a blithering idiot.”

Mr. Justice Wharton raised his hands
in horror.

“Such language docs not become a
learned counsel,” he said.

“Sorry, your worship. But if ever
there was a clear, conclusive, crushing
case of guilt, this is it.”

“ Any more witnesses?”’

Mr. Peter Todd staggered info the
witness-box, Ile slill bore ominous traces
of the booby-trap. His hair was sticky
and matted, and there were black streaks
on his face. His vollar was like a limp
rag. ;

*Skinner did this, and he’s going to
suffer. for i1t!” hooted Mr. Todd.

“Pray, ecalm yourself, sir,”” said the
judge. “‘Did you actually see Skinner
erect the booby-trap .

“ Nunno.”

““Then how do you know it was he?”

Mr. Todd gave a snort,

“You've heard the evidence, haven't

By DICK RUSSELL.

= (Of tiee Eemove, Gregiviars.)

you?”  he growled. “It's absolutely
overwhelming. I can see by the jury-
men’s faces that they've already mado
up their minds that prisoner 1s guilty.
Buck up and sentence the rotfer.”

Mr. Cherry then rose, aud made a final
speech to the jury.

“Tt is obvious, even fo a person of ihe
meanest intelligence,” he said, with a
glare at the judge, ' ““that Skinner is
uilty. Not mildly or moderately guilty,
ﬁut appallingly ~and overwhelmingly
guilty. It will not take you two ticks,
gentlemen, to consider your verdict. And
I hope prisoner gets it in the neck good
and proper !’ '

The judge beckoned to the jury.

“Consider your verdict,” he said.

“We've already considered it, your
worship,” said the foreman of the jury—
Mr. H. Vernon-Smith.

“And what do you find?”

“That prisoner is abominably and
deplorably guilty.”

A grin spread over the features of the
judge. He turned to the prisoner at the
bar—or, rather, in the chair.

“ Harold Skinner,” he said, ‘““you are
acquitted. You will leave this court
without a stain on your character.”

At this, a perfect pandemonium broke
loose.

- *Hold on, Wharton!”

‘““What do you mean by acquitting the
cad 7”’

*“He's been found guilty !"?

" The judge took no heed of the clamour.
He waved Skinner towards the door.

“Help yourself to a penny from the
' Poor-box as you go out,”” he said.

There was a further howl of wrath a3
Skinner smilingly left the court.

“What do you mean, Wharton?”

“You're making justice a mockery.”

“You're-going right in the face of the
jury’s verdiet.” :

“Brinng Skinner back, -and - sentence
him !* hooted Bob Cherry.

Mr. Justice Wharton addressed the
dissentients. :

“You're aset of silly chumps ! he said
scornfully. “I’'m quite satisfied that
Skinner is innocent. I'm sure of if, in
fact.™ AL

“But we've proved that it was Skinner
who rigged up that booby-trap 5

“It couldn’t have been.”

“Why couldn’t it 7*

“For the simple reason that I did it
myself.”

Having made that astounding confes-
sion, Mr. Justice Wharton promptly leant
| down from the bench and fled from the
court, with the infuriated Peter Tédd
hard at his heels,

Whether Peter succeeded in catching
his worship or not I cannot say. But the
affair caused much merriment in the
Remove, and we roared about it for a
long time afterwards. :

THE PorvrLir.—No. 223.
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« The

Holiday Spoilers ! "

(Continued from page [2)

Dalsover stared af Lim.

“They'll follow us down thers to-raorrow,
nizd hiowl us outt heeaid.--*We shall have
to get oub when the real party arrives™

“NO ‘we'il - denoninee  them . as
ImposLors,
= Wha-a-atl”

“The telegram ays Lofd Mauleverer with
twe Triends.  Well, when they arrive, there'll
be siv of them, That won't bear. out what
the telegram eaid.”

“Ha; ha,“ha!”
C#and we'll talk to the zervants about

them—explain that a gang of fellows have

fear;

w

got a joke ou, and imtend Lo follow wus
down there and bother wus,” esaid Skinner
coolly. “Then Trooper and the rest will be

ready for them.”

Bolsover major gurgled. '

“0n . erumbs! - Skinper,- ¥ou're a giddy
genius, and no mistake—if we can pull it
off.” :
' «It only requires nerve—and we've gob
plenty of thaf,” said -Skinner. “Bunter's
‘thought of the wheeze; I've iraproved npon
it, and you'll find the money for the fares
down—that's ‘fair all round.”

“Oh, shall I?" said- Belsover major, be-
coming quite grave. :

“Yes, you will; fio meod being mean!”
_said Skinner. “Bunier's got no money, and
I'm nearly stoney.” Dash it all, you've gob
plenty of dibs, and it's worth a few hob.

st

Why, the feed alone that we shall get will
e worth more thaa that!" Sl
L0 T TN | B T T e st :
# And ~ think of ‘their faces -when- they
arrive, and the servants turn them out of
doors!” grinned -Skinuetr. _

“Ha, ha, ha'” roared Bolsover. “But hold
on,” he added.  “We havei't got leave for
the week-end yet, Skinner, and it's not much
pood asking Quelehy, after what happened
in the lecture-room yesterday.”

sWe shan’t ask. We'll wire from Gun-
thorpe this afternoon, saying that you've
met with a slight accident, and asking leave
to remain  with Lord Mauleverer over
spnday.  Quelchy couldn’t refuse that.” -

“fHe'd- know it was a whopper,” said
Bolsover major. :

“Vp. he wonldn't—if a letter followed from:
the local docter testifying that we were all
badly shaken in a motor accident—"

“ But—but——"

“My dear chap, the local medical johnny
would testify to anything to please a lordy
and we can work up an accident to take
him in.” ;

“8kinner, old man, you ought to be in
ilie House of Commons, or in- goal, or some-
thing of that sort,” eaid Bolsover major
admiringly. “Blessed if I don’t think vou'll
turn ont to be a famous eriminal when you
grow up.” .

“Oh, rats!” said Skinpner crossly. “Look
here! What we've got to do now is to make
thoze totters lose the train—"

“Hold on! When thev arrive they’'ll have
tlinzs about them to prove their identity,”
<aid Bolsover. “I mean Mauleverer will have
his dressing-case with his giddy crest on the
silver tops, and things like that.  We
sha'n’'t have anything."”

“I've thought of that.”

“Well, what are we going to do about
that?’ demanded Belsover. “Looks -to me
a3z if that kmocks it on the head, for the
week-end, anyway.” |

“PRot! We're not only going to make them
Ir~.=sE'tthe train—we're. going to collar their
bags!" .

““Oh, jumping Moses!"” ejaculated Bolsover.

“Then we shall have all the proofs on our
side, you see,” said Skinner calmly. -

“Ha, ha, ha! But how—"

“That's what we've got to think out.;
They're not on their guard—they haven’t the
slightest suspicion, course—and we can
work it ail right. The train goes from Court-
tield Station. I'Ht get n time-table and look
aut the exact time. They'll be packing their
hags immediately after dinner, I expect,.
We'va got to get hold of Mauleverer's bag, at
least—aone of the others if we ecan.”

Tar PorUurLiR.—No. 223,
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“HLoord egel”

And the two young rascals discussed the
scheme in low voices and-with deep earnest-
ness; while Harry Wharton & Co., uncon-
scious of the plo§, were knocking the ball
about on the cricket-field.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Ths Bcheme That Worked !

away with Bob Cherry’s grip on his
arm, to pack his bag.
Lord Mauleverer had a magnificent travel-
ling-bag, fitted with everything that the
most fastidious dandy could- require, with

FTER dinner, the week-enders were
busy. Lord Mauleverer was rushed

an endless array of bottles, with “wornderful

silver tops engraved with the Mauleverer

erest. Lord Mauleverer lazily watched Bob

eramming into the bag the articles he would

want for the week-end. .
“How are we going to gef -to the station,

my dear fellow?” asked his lordship, us il

E?at difficulty had only just occurred to
m, :

“Walk! said Bob tersely.

“But the bags—"

“Carry 'em!"™ = .
- “Begad!" said his lordship, in dismay. *“I
can’t carry that bag! 1t weighs a fearful lot
when it's packed!"” :

Bob Cherry surveyed the bag rather doubt-
fully. 1t was a bag, certainly, but it was
almost as large as a small trunk. The
Famous Five had agreed to take only two
bags among them, to save luggage. Their
bags could ‘be carried easily enough by
sturdy fellows, but Lord Mauleverer's bag
was quite a different matier.

“And I shall have to carry my coaf, too,”
said Mauleverer, as a ¢lincher. :

“Better take a smalier bag, then.”

“Imposs, my dear fellow: I haven't one.
But I'll tell yon what—1'll give Gosling a
tip to drive us lo the station.”

“Good egg!" said Bob Cherry.
will want a quid, though.”

“Yaas, that's all right.”

“Go and tell him, then, while I fasten up
your bag.” . -

“Yaas!”

Lord Mauleverer ambled away. He re-
turned in about ten minutes to say that it
was all right about Gosling. The school-
porter had been able to discover that he
had some business in Courtfield, and: a
pound note from Lord Mauleverer made him
only too willing to take the ftrap out—
with the six juniors in it.

“Gosling savs the train goes at half-past
two,” said Lord Mauleverer. “He's going to
have the trap in the road at five-past two,
all ready.”

“(Good!” said Dob.

And the bags, packed and fastened, were

left in the Remove dormitory ready for
Gosling to come and fetch them away. It

was barely half-past one yet, and the chums
of the Remove had plenty of time before
them. Theyv were sunning themselves on the
steps of the Schoo! House, when Skinner
joined them. A

Skinner was geniality itself.

“You fellows just off?” he asked.

“In half an hour,” said Harry.

“Come and have a ginger-pop before
you go,” said Skinner.  “We'll drink to a
happy week-end.” - :

That invitation from Skizner was a little
surprising; he was not given to standing
treat recklessiy to hali a dozen fellows at
once. DBut the Famous Tive assented, and

the week-enders followed Skinner in a party.

to the little tuckshop in the corner of the
Close. -Skinner stood the ginger-beer hand-
somely, and talked agreeably, showing un
amiable and genial side of his nature that
the Co. had mever observed before.

While Skinner was being so genial in the

| tuckshop, Bolsover maior was not idle.

“inside

weight of them;

.to Bolsover.

“Gozling

He won't be happy till he gets—The * Popular !

Once the chums of the Remove were safe
Mrs. Mimble’s “little eatablishment,
Bolsover major hurried up to the dermitory. «

He eaught up Lord Mauleverer's bag—the
weight of it was little to the burly Bolsover
—and hurried away with it. He deposited i%
in the box-room at the back of the house, ;
and then fetehed the other two bags, which
the Famous Five were sharing amoenpg them.
He closed the deor of the box-room
erinning, and opened the window, DBelow
stood Billy Bunter, blinking up through his
spectacles, They were mnot likeiy to be
observed at the back of the house.

“Stand ready!”™ called out Bolsover.

“Richt-ho!"”

Bolsover uncoiled a rope he had placed
ready in the box-room, attached the end to-
Lord Mauleverer's bag, swung it from -the
window, and lowered it to the ground.
Bunter grinned and unfastened the rope,
and Bolsover drew it up again. In a few
minutes the other two bags were iowered:.

Then Bolsover threw the rope infto a
corner, and —-clambered down from {he
window and joined Bunter.

“Got 'em!” chuckled Bunter..

“Yes. You take the two small bags—T'il
tak‘a the big one,” said Bolsover. *Buck
up!”

“I say, I can't carry—"

“Buck up, I tell you!” s :

Bolsover major picked up Lord - Maule-

verer’s bag, and Bunter, groaning, picked
up the other two. He staggered under the
he was not an athlete.
But he did not venture to dispute the burly
Removite's orders. .

“Which way?” asked Bunter. '

“The tradesmen’'s entrance, fathead!”

“0h, good!”

In a few minuftes the two young rascals
had passed out of the tradesmen’s gate
with the bags. They reached the high-road,
and Bunter set down his burden with a
gasp. The village haek from Friardale was
waiting there. The driver touched his hat .
Bolsover -had cycled down fo
Friardale before dinner to feteh the hack,
and it had been waiting for him for half
an hour. - e
Jenkins,” - s8aii

“Here's our  luggage, 18,"
Bolsover major calmly. *Shove it in the
cab.” e

“ Yessir.”

The bags were put into the hack. =

“We've got to catch the ftwo-thirty at
Courtfield,” said Bolsover, *Plenty of time
—eh?" = .

“Eaps, sir,” said JenkKins.

“Then you can take it easy.
Bunter."”

“What about Skinner?” asked Bunfer.
"« He's following on his bike, ass!”

“ But—but the other chaps—they—"

“Shut up!”

“Lquk here,

Come oun,

Bolsover, it was my idea, aud

“ @et in, if you’re coming.” Do
Bunter grunted and got in. It was his
own brilliant -idea, and he did not like
having the management of it taken out of
his hands in this way. Bolsover major and

Skinpner had not even troubled to acquaint

him with the details of the scheme. - The
burly Removite followed him into the hack,
and Jenkins drove away for Courtfield.

Bolsover major chuckled gleefully as they
started.

#“(lean done!” he murmured.

“But those chaps will follow!”

“ Asg!”

“ And they'll elaim their bags il they
to the station.”

“They won't see their bags, even il they
come!” grinned Belsover.

“Why won’t they?” ;

“You'll see.” iy

“Look here, Bolsover, it was 1y itea frcm
the start, and—" . e

“QOh, ring off!”

The hack ambled on, and stopped at fast
outside Courtfield Station. ‘A porfer carried
the bags in, and Bolsover coolly registered
them for Gunthorpe. The bags were tuken
AWAY.

“0h, my
at last.

The bags were safely out of sight now.
Even if anything should go wrong with the
rest of the scheme, and the Famous Five
should arrive at the station, there ' was
nothing to indicate that their bags were
there, or that Bolsover had had anything
to do with them. Bolsover major chuckled
with satisfaction and waited cheerfully for
the train and Skinner.

wat

hat!” said Bunter, understunding

The Great Impersonation and the Amazing Outcome !
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER
Left Behind.

{3 IME we were moving,” said Bob
; Cherry, looking at his watch.
It was ten minutes to two,
~ Skinner nodded pleasantly to the
party in the tuckshop, wished them a good
journey, and strolled out.

“"Plenty of time,” said Lord Mauleverer,
who was comfortably seated and not very
anxiouns to move. “ Gosling hasn’t hrought
the bags down yet.,” -

“Time he did then,” said Harry Wharton, |

“We don't want to risk losing the strain, as
there ism’t another one this afternoon. If
we lose this we shall have to get slow
trains, and change three or four {times,
and not get to Gunthorpe till evening.”
“We're not going to lose it,” said Bob.
“@et a move on. Hallo, hallo, hallo, here’s

Gossy! Got #e bags down, Gosling?”
Gosling, the porter, looked into the tuck..
shop evid’ently n search of them. .

“No, I ain’t, Master Cherry,” he said. :

“Well, buck up! I'll lend you & hand if
yvou like.” 2 '

“Didn't you tell me as the bags was in
the dormitory, Master Cherry?”

*Yes, they're there—three of them.”

“Well, wot I says is this ’ere, they ain't
there,” =aid Gosling. “I been up to the
dormitory, Master Cherry, and there ain’t
no bags there.” _ :

_“Oh, rats!” said Boh. “I'left them there.”
- “Well, they ain't there now.”

 “Some ass has shoved them under the beds
for a lark, perhaps,” said Harry Wharton,
frowning. “Let's go and see. There's no
time to lose now.””’

“Wot I says is this 'ere—"

“Come on, Gossy; no time to jaw!”

Gosling followed the juniors into the Sehool
House. They hurried up to the Remove
dormitory, and ascertained that Gosling’s
statement was quite correct. The three bags
certainly had vanished.

“Some silly chump joking, I suppose!”
growled Johnny Bull. “Look under the heds.”
- They looked under the beds, but there was
no sign of the bags. Two ¢'clock struck from
the clock-tdwer, and the juniors began to be
exasperated.

“There ain't much time,” said Gosling.
“We orter start in five minutes, young
gentle}uem if you're goin’ to catch that there
train.’

- “We can't go without the bags, bedad!”
gsaid Lord Mauleverer.
- “Well, there ain't much time, my lord I

“They can't be far off!” exclaimed Whar-
ton. “Look for them. Ask the fellows. It's
only some idlotie jape!”

They hurried from the dormitory,

“I'll go and get the trap ready, young
gentlemen,” said Gosling, And he went
downstairs.

The exasperated juniors searched high and
low for the bags. They asked everyhody
they met, but nobody seemed to have seen
them. And the time was getting very close
now. - Gosling came back to inform them
that the trap was ready, and that it was
high time to start.

“We shall have to go without the hlessed
bags or miss the train!”’ Harry Wharton was
exclaiming angrily.

“Hallo!"” said Skinner. “Lost your bags?”

“Some silly idiot has hidden them!”
snorted Bob Cherry. “I wish I knew which
particular idiot it was. I suppose you've not
seen them?i”

“Three bags?” asked Skinner thoughifully.
_.“Yes, yes; have you seen them?*

“Have you looked in the top box-room?”

“The top box-room. How on earth ecould
they get there?”

Skinner laughed.

“Well, if you look there, I fancy you'll find
something, I thought there was a jape on
when I saw them there, but——"

.. The ehums of the Remove did not wait for
him to finish. They dashed up the upper
stairg in hot haste. Skinner followed them
as fast. '

_.The top box-room was very litile used,

being high up in the building and out of the

way. It was mostly oceupled with lumber.
Harry Wharton threw the door open
hurriedly, and the juniors ran in. In their
-haste they were not likely to notice that the
‘key was on the outside of the door, but it
was. Skinner had seen to that.
- “They're not here!” exclaimed Wharton.
“I ean’t see them!”
#Where the dickens—" '

e
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said Mr. Quelch.
Coker looked daxed.

THE VENTRILOQUIST'S VICTIM !

upon yourself to imitate the impertinence of the juniors | have punished,’®

'* | ehall report you to your Form-master ! !

* What-a-at have | done 7 '’ he gasped.

speak, sir ! It was Bunter. He’s a rotten ventriloquist, and he’s been play-
ing tricks ! (See Chapter 4) -

‘* Coker, you seem to have taken

Horace
) didn't

“Look here, Skinner!™

Slam !

The sudden slam of the door inferrupted
the excited and impatient exclamations of
the juniors. Skinner had suddenly drawn it
shut from outside. As they swung round,
staring in stupefaction at the closed door,
the key turned in the lock outside. Then
they heard it withdrawn from the keyHole.

- Wharton made a rush to the door, caught
the handle, and dragged at it. The door, of
course, did not open. Wharton rattled the
handle furiously. : '

“Skinner!"”

“Skinner, you ass!”

“You idiot, Skinner!"*

“Open this door!” roared Wharton. “This
isn't a time for jokes, you gilly fathead!
We've got to catch a train.”?

“Open the door, Skinner!"

“We shall lose our train, you assl®

“You silly chump!”

There was no reply from Harold Skinner.
The juniors heard a chuckle, and the sound
of footsteps dying away on thé stairs, ‘That
was all! '

_ Skinner was gone; and they were locked
in the top box-room—prisoners!

Skinner, cycling to the station to meet
Bolsover and Billy Bunter, chuckled with
glee. His plot had gone off better than he
dared hope for. He knew that it would be
some time before Harry Wharton & Co.
were rescued, and by that time they would
have missed the last train.

By the time, too, that Lord Mauleverer and
his holiday-making chums arrived af Live
Oaks, the second part of the plot would be
in full operation.

e was with very cheerful spirits that the
holiday-spoilers sef out for a merry week-end

—in Mauleverer's name!
] THE EXND.

(There will be anether 1iopping, long,
complete atory of Harry Wharton & Co..
entitled: “EBoleover's Lnpersonation!™ next
week, You simply must not niiss this tale—
it's full of thrill and fun.)

s siuns S 010

Result of Fulham Picture- |
Puzzle Competiﬁon_ '

In this competition no competitor sent in
4 correct solution of the picture. The Firet
Prize of £5 has therefore heen awarded to
the following competitor, whose soluticn
contalned one error;:

ALFRED CARR,
70, Bargate,
- Boston, Lincs,

The Second Prize of £2 10s. has heen
divided ameong the following three com-
p&tgtors, whose solutions contained two errors
each: ,

Wilfred Bamnes, §, Grange Sireet South,
Grapgetown, Sunderland.

John Kennedy, 4, Fleshers Vennel, Perth.
Mrs.. A. YBarrie, 19, Barrie Terrace;
Ardrossan. & 5 : :
Twenty-eightt ecompetitors, with three
errors each, divide the Ten Prizes of 5/- each.
The names and addresses of these prize-
vﬁ;mera can be seen on application at this
office, :

SOLUTION :

Fulbam had its beginning like many other
repowned footbhall teams,. in . a Sunday-
sehool. It was commenced in 1850 by a band
of young fellows from 8t. Andrew’s Chureh,
West Kensington. Their ground at Craven
Cottaze has been a source of much cash {o

them. - x
THE PoPTLAR.—No, 223,

- = '_Stin‘-ring.Suenes at Live Oaks ﬂext Week |
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FACING THE FO®;

This week ** Old Man Gunien ** enlists the aid of the ** Bad DMen *°

defenders of the Cedar Creeli Lumber School!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Rabels.

4% E'RE in for it!”
“f - Frauk Richards made that
remark, -
And Bobh Lawileiz nodded, and
ra mnﬂd emphatically:
“1 gneis we are, Feanky ¥
“Who cares?” grmﬂeﬂ tiiunhu Todgers.
“We're winners so far,” remarked Vere
Beauclere, smiling. *“And we're not going

to give in.”

And there was a clioruzs of:

“Never!”

Thers was no doibt that I'rauk Richards
& Co. were “in for it.”

-Cedar Creek School was in a ferment,

In the big school-room, where clazses were
usaally held by Miss Meudﬂw'-.. Mr. Slimmey,
and Mr. Shepberd, there was. an excited
crowd, . most of them talking at once.

The dismissal of Mliss Meadows had bheen
followed by the resignation and departure
of her two assistant mastera, and Cedar
Creek were leff without any masters at all.

Certainly. there was the new. head-master
Mr. Ephraim Peckover, who had taken Miss
Meadows'  place, but that - gentlemnan the
school refused to receive. L

Doors and windows were barricaded, and
tie schoolboy strikeea were hommw the
}‘m]u. and so far they had held it success-
1y

Outside, in the playground, Mr. Peéckover
was looking very angry and wvery blue,
Mr, Gunfen, the chairman of the Board of
Arusteez, was stamping with fury.:

“Old Man Gunten,” was in a quatdary, as
Eob Lawless called ;i, and he was beginning
to realise the fact.

He had “worked ' it with the Board fto
dismizs Miss Meadows for sending his son
awav from the schoo!, and he had supposed
that it would be all F!dﬂ&-ﬂﬂi“ﬂg after that.

The revolt of Cedar Creek had taken him

- uite by surprise.

To add to his discomfort, he had qguar-
relled with the sheriff, whem he had brought
in to restore order, and Mr. Hendeérson had
departed with kis men in a huff,

Old ‘Man Gunten shook a fat fist at the
schoolhouse which shelteredl the rebels, and
from whick derisive shouts and cat-calls
canme,

“They're going!” called out Tom Iawrence,
witp had =hig eve to a crack in a
shubter.

Tihere was a rusli to leok.

Oid Man Guaten and RIr. Peckover were
poing out at the gabes evidently giving the
suatter up as a ‘bad job, for the pwaeut at
I=ast,

Thoere was a clieer in the lumber achml-
l‘__.,f'i"h.l-: :

“Beaten to fthe w:de'" chuekled Chunky
Todgers.  “I say, you chaps, no lessons to-
da¥! Hurrah!”

»@ld Man Gunten will - have to  come
round,” said Bob Lawiess. “One thing's 2

Tar Poruvrar.—No. 225.
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COWBOYS TO THE RESCUE?

‘of the Thompson Valley to fight the dauntless
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Another splendid story Y
of the Great Rebellion itéf
at Cedar Creek, and of A
W Frank Richards & Co. Vi
S B"f o
,gmn'rm CLIFFORD,

AN =
OSSOSO CEIIIR:
dead cert—we keep on

Meadows comes back!™
“Hear, hear!”

strike till  Miss

“1’&1]1; good!" grinned Yen Chin the
Chinee, *“XNieey idea, ole Bob! No lesson,

no wolkee, ,what you tinkee'
passee fimee."

“Let- -me eatch you playing poker, you
blessed heathen!” growied Bob Lawless.
“Now, you fellows, we're in for it! No
getting out of that, Old Man Gunten’'s
gone, with his precious new headmaster, but
he’'ll come back, I reckon.”

“They can't handie 193! said Eben Hacke
disdainfully. “I guess we can Iay over
anything they can do!l”

“YWhat are you scowling about, I‘rank; 7
asked  Bob, glancing a% Frank Richards,
whose brows were Lmrteﬂ in thﬁu“hf

Frank smiled.

“I was thinking,” he said, “Did Man
Gunten is pretty cerb-aln to call in 6ur people
to deal with usz, Bob. What will vou say
it your father comes along?"

“Blest if I know!” confessed Bob, “But
we're not golng to give In. Popper was
against sacking Misz Meadows, anyway, but
he was outvoted on the Board."”

“I pguess everybody was against it,” said
Lawrence. “Miss Meadows was popular,
and nobody's even scem this man Peckover
in the section before. My people are down
on Old Man (ungen, T can tell you.”

“If vour people chip in, we shall have
to put it to them a3 nicely as we can; but
we're not giving in,” sald Bob Lawless
decidedly. “ We can hold out in the school-
house for m week, if we choose; and we'll
do it!”

A regular siege,” said Chunky Todeers.
“Good! What about grub, thozgh?”

“Bother arub!”

“QOh, don't be a iay, Bob Lawless!" sgaid
Chunky warmiy. “I _suppose we can't hold
out without grab. T think I'd better see
to the state of the Iarder at once.”

“ And -somebady had helter see {0 you
while you're doing it, or there wou't be
anything left.” ;

Playee pokee

usual dinper-hour. and
for na

It was mear the
the Cedar Creck dfellows were ready
meal.

Chunky Todgers had led the way to the
kitchen, from which Black Sallv had heen
gently, but firmly, persuaded to depart.

The whole building was in’ the possession
of the rebels.

Fortunately, @ rood supply of provisions
was-kept at the school, the backwoods school
heing 2 pgood distance from. the settlements,
and communications sometimes being inter-
rupted by accident.

As most of the Cedar Creek erowd had
their midday meal at Ethe =chool, it was
necessary for a good supply to be kept on
hand, and DMiss Meadows had been very
careful in that nﬂnect

Chunky Todgers” podgy face beamed as he
examined the stores, and found that there
was no danger of famine.

< “Topping " said Chunky. “You see, there
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was grub for the whole school—and thera's
only twenty or so of us—so it wiil last. No
need for anybody to go short.”

“We're going to be careful, all the same,”

said Bob Lawless. “You're not going fto
burst your c¢rop, Chunky. I'm going to slop
vou when you've eaten enough for two.”

“Look here, vou jay——" bezan Chunky
indignantiy. ‘

“Who's m,g to cook?" asked Dawson.

“Me cookee,” said Yen Chin, “Me gcod
cookee, oh, yes; topside gleat cook!”

“Go it, heathen!”

The log fire was soon roaring, and Yen
Chin was at work.

Ere long the rebels of Cedar Creck wers
seated pound the table, enjoying themselves.
- They were getting used, by this {ime, to
the peculiar state of aft‘a:rs. but probably
there was uneasiness in some minds as to
the view their pareants [ﬂlf‘llt take of tha
strike in ‘the school.

The grown-up view was likely to be quita
different from the schoolboy view ;' though
the dismissal of the popular schoolmistress
had caused indignation in the whole section.

Dinner was over, when there was a sound
of knocking at the schoolhouse door.

“Here they come!” sgueaked Chunky
Todgers.

There was & rush from the dining-room
ab once.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Neot a Success.
FI{_&NK RICHARDS opened the shntier

of the window nearest the door. aad
looked out.

The big door itself could not i
np]}wached being barricaded with a stack
of forms and desks.

It was not the enemy who had arrived

“Molly !” exclaimed Frank, as le saw
aeweomer.

It was Molly Lawrence, and she tan at anca
towards the window, her face flushed ifrcm
hureying.

“They're coming, Frank!” she exeiaimed.

“Who are coming, Molly?” asked Fraak.
;:Jerlh' good of you to come and teil us,
.id .u

*0ld Man Gunten—and father—and Mr.
Lawless—and socme more,” she said.  “ My
Gunten has been riding round to the lhome-
steads to get help. He wants all the boys’
fathera to come here and order them io
come out.”

¢ Just like him!” grunted Bob Tawlesa.

“Some of them are not coming, though.”
said Molly. “I heard Mr. Gunten talking
to them at our house. He hasn’t got many
to come. Mr. Todgers said he had no time
m bother.” .

*Good old Tedgers!” ﬁrmued Boh,
“He said it was a l‘E‘ll{“f;‘IlGL to have Chonky

{5
1
B

home if he stayed hcr? said Molly, laugh-
mg :
“Ha, ha, hal”
“And Mr. Hacke told him he ecould manage

the school withowt—his assistance,” 3aid

Molly. .

Keeping the invading Enemy at Bay for Miss Meadows’ Sake {
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“Good old popper!” said Eben Hacke.

“And I think most of them are too busy
ol the farms to bhother about it,” said Molly.
“But Mr. Gunien has got some of them
together, and they stopped at our house for
dinner. They were laughing abent if, but
Old Man Guaoten is very mad. I thought I'd
ride over and warn you.”

‘v Good old Molly!” said Trank Riechards,
“And my un-::lc g with them?i”

“Yes, They're riding up the trail now,”
ssid Molly. “I had better go. Perhaps
Iathﬁr nuuldn’t be -pleased if he koew 1'd
come.”

And Molly Lawrence ran hack io her pony,
and waved her hand to the @chnolhu} rebels,
and rode away.

i “Now for it!'* spid Buh Lawless g, rather
grimly.
- A few minntes later there was a eclatfer
ol hoofs in the pI-B.} ground of the bsckwoods
Sﬂhﬂﬂ!

' Old Man Guntz‘u rode in with his party.

5 The schoolboys, crowding at the window,
looked at them.

There were six in the party, including Mr.
I.awles%, Mr. Lawrence, and Old Man Gunten,
‘Phe other three were the fathers of Dawson,
Hopkins, and Mayhew.

Rancher Lawless rode up to the window,

‘ Bob saluted his father politely,
‘, ‘8o glad to see you, dad!” he remarked.

“Nice morning, isn't it, uncle?” ventured
Frauk Richards, .

' Lawless looked at them.

‘”*u:-v what does this shindy meani” le
demanded,

*“Hasp't O0ld Man Gunten told you,
popperi? :

—-“I'm asking yeu!"’ said-the rancher grufily,
" “Well, to put it in a nutshell, we're on
strilie, dad,” said Bob., “We're standing up
for Miss Meadows. She’s heen dismissed be-
cause she turned Kern Gunten oub of the
school for being a blackguard. We want her
back. We won't let in the new headmaster
at any price. He's a low-down coyol€, any-
how. We're holding the fort until Miss

AMeadows comes bhack.”

The rancher gnawed his moustache,

. It was not diflicult to see that his sym-
pathies were with Miss Meadows’ pupils.

As a member of the Board of Trustees for
the section, he had oppesed the dismissal ef
the sclmnlnnstrem but had been outvoted.

_“PBuot this won't do, Bob!” he said at last.

“Tt’s all right, jmpper’ 0ld Man Gunten
will have to toe the line,” said Beoh confi-
dently. “You leave us to it, and we'll bring
him to reason.’?

“That's the kind of insolence I've been
hearing from your =on, "hfr‘ Lawless!” roared
the Swiss storekeeper. “ By gad, if he were
2 son of mine, I'd teach him better
manners!” :

- Mr. Lawless gave the Swiss a grim look,

"I guess my 80D compares rather favour-
ably with yours, Mr. Gunten!” he rapped
out. “He has not been turned out of school
for gambling and blackguardism, at any
rate!”

_ “I don't want any chinwag from you, Mr.
Lawless!??

“It comes to this,” said the rancher
quietly, though his eyes gleamed. “You've |
dismissed Miss Meadows, Mr. Gunten, and
appointed a new Head. I don’t deny you've
the power, as you have a majority behind
you on the board. But I want to know just
this: Is your new headmaster going to take
your son back into the school?”

“He is!”* snapped Mr. Gunten defiantly.

“A_ gambling rascal, who isn't fit to
&ssociate with these bhoys!"” said Mr. Lawless,
“Well, as a member of the board, I can't
uphold what they are doing.”

1 should guess not!”

“But, at the same time, I don't feel called
upon to interfere,’” said Mr. Lawless coolly.
“It was a dirty trick, getting rid of Miss
Meadows as you did, and I've told you so,
and I tell you again. You've got the school
into this pickls, and you can get it out again
without my help. That's what I say, and [
advise these gentleinen to say the same.”

“rEar, ‘ear!”’ remarked Mr. Hopkins. “T
canie ‘ere to call my son ‘ome, but I think
I'll take your advice, Mr. Lawless.”

Old Man Gunten clenched his fat hands.

There was a consultation among the horse- |
men - outgide . the School House, watched
anxiously by the rebels within,

- They had resisted the sheriff and his posse,
and were prepared to hold the fort against

“the farmer.

1T may as well mention, Mr.

all comers; but they were bound, of eourse,
to obey their parents,
So thoze whose fathers were present
waited anxiovely for the decizion:
“You'd betier come home, Tom!™”
outt Mr. Lawrence at last.

called

*I° say, dad——" Dbegan Lawrence, in
dismay, o
“Order him to open the door, Mr.

Lawrence!” bawled Old Man Gunten.

“1 guess we wouldn't let him if he wanted
to,” sald Bob Lawless. “If Lawrence gives
up the game, he drops out of this window."’

“You bhet!” said Tom emphatically.

“XNo business of mine, Mr,
“Manage vour schosl your own
way, my friend. I'7l take my son home with

L e; and that's all that ¢oncerns me.”

“My view exacily,” remarked Mr. Dawson,
“Come out of it, Dick!”

Mr. Mayhew called to his son. ¢

Three disconsolate youths . dropped frﬂm
the ! window in obedichce to their fathers’
eommands, :

It was a reduction of the garrison of the
schoothouse, but the fort was gtill held.

0ld Man Guntan’s trump eard had not,
after all, won the game -for him. He was
little “forrader ** than he had been before.

“Mr. Lawless,” he spluttered, “you are up-
holding disorder—mutiny! 1T eall on you to
order your son to return to his duty!”

“My son is dbing what he thinks is his
duty,” answered the ranclier. “I puess I'm
not: taking a hand in the gsme one wayv

or the other. My advice to you is to
reinstate Miss Meadows.”?

“I'H ask for vour advice when I want it!”
snapped Mr., Gunten.

The rancher shrogged his shoulders.

“1 guess I'm done hers,” he sald. “And

Gunten, that
Miss Meadows is appealing to the authorities
against her dismissﬂl, and that I am support-
ing her. Youw'll hear about it soon. Good-
hye, Bob, and behave yourself, you young
raseal ! :

And with that the rancher rode out ut
the gates with Mr. Hopkinas.

The others were already gone.

Old Man Gunten was Teft alone once mum
shaking a furious fist &t the grmmng Iaees
in the window.

“What's the next move, ul& seout?” ealled
out Frank Richards.

The fat storekeeper gate him an evil Iml-.
“I give yvou young rascals a ln,nt charnee.
he said. “Open the door, apd let in Xir.
Peckover——? ;

il Rat'S:”

“Beturn to your duty at once, and I'll see

that you're
round.”?
“I guess we're” nﬂt taking any.
“Otherwise,”” said Mr. Gunten, between his
teeth, I shall ride hack to Thompson, and

let off mth a thrashing all

get lelp there—not the sheriff apd his men,

but the kind of galoot that will do the busi-
nese. ~ And if you get hurt it's your own

] funeral b

- “That means that you're going to enlist
the rowdies - of Thompson, does it?" said
Frank Richards. “Well, go ahead!”

“You young scoundrelt”

Squash!

-An apple, in an advinced state of decom-
position, eaught Mr. Gunten’s open mouth.
and put a sudden stop to his flow of
elotjuence. - ——— =3

“Goeod shot, Yen Chin {” velled Bob Lawless.

“Gerrrocogh! Yoooch!” Mr. Gunten splut-
tered . wildly. “Ow?!  Ooooch! I'li——
Grooh!”

The storekeeper stamped awar, EPIULtQTIn”
A how! of laughter followed hlm

A minute more.=and horses’ licofs rang
on the irail, as the enraged man galloped
away to Thompson. :

Bob Lawless drew a deep breath.

“That means husiness ™ he =aid,
Gunten is coming back mth
toughs—the Red l.‘u}g erowd,
He's too wild to care what happens.

“0ld Man
& gang of
very likely.
My

somns, there is going to be a scrap!™

“And we're going to come ouf on top"
said Beauclere.

“We're going to iry!” said Boh.

And - the schoclboy- rebels  waited
almost breathiless keenness fc-r 1he
of the enemy.

with

Gunten!™ zand |

arpival®

-
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THE THIARD CHAPTER.
The Red Dog Crowd.
LATTER!
. There was a thudding of hools spa
» a jingling of bridles in the play-
; ground of Cedar Creek School,
Frank HRichards & Co. lcoked Iram the

window.

They were serious nm': though mane ii‘e
less determined.

0ld Man Gunten had armed with his pew
assirtants, a4 dozen rough-looking mien in red
shirts and-Stetson ‘mtﬁ* the scum of Thomj-
son Vailey. -

“The Red Dog crwd! " said Bobh Lawless.

“We're ready for l'llem'“ E::.*-l Eraek
Riehards ﬂuiftiy

But there were grim faces in the se
house now. .

The “Red Dog erowd” were well known
in Thompson Valley, and their repuislion
wae an unenvialile one. S

More than once Sheriff Henderzon Liad had
trouble with them, and most of them i="-1
seen the inside of the calaboose.

They usually hung about the Red Dag
Raloon in Thompeon, an establishm ﬂn‘& fanrone
for its “shindies.”

A man in the position of Mr. t.mt‘:en., whe
rich storekeeper, was jof supposed to have
anything i common -with thas rough crew;
but 0ld Man Gunten was’ mn infuriated - to
care for-the look of things..

He was going to reduce Cedar Creck “:‘-iﬂﬁl
to submission, and he leoked for aid where Lo
%ﬂﬂ.d find it: and he found it at {he Hed

.DI!T

Most of the rougbs had heen drin ng, £
Judge by their looks,

Frobably the storekeeper had “stood vl ;
all round ” te put them in a humous mr
expedition, as well as promising lberal p 3
ment for their services.

If the gang could have got to close quariers
with the schoolboyz, there was no douht #s
to the result of the struggle: and Framk
Riehards & Co. were glad of the strong ing
walls and the piled-up harricades.

“There's Four Kings!" said Bob. “He's
the leader of the gang! You remember him,
Franky 1" -

Frank Richards nodded.

Four Kings spotted the schioolbovs 2t ike
window, and shook a brawny fist al them.

e had had tronble with Frank - Richards
& Co. before, and the chiums had farveed Him
to quit Thompson, with the a!tmnaf-xe ol
being handed over to the sheriff to ,:rm{;
for his rascality. -

2vidently he had returned to his oid
Launts, and he was glad of the chance of
paying off old scores agamtt ihe clmma of

nf, i~

{Ledar Creek.

“Hyer we are!” roared Four Kings. = "1
guess I'm arter yon! Come out of that thera
shiebang! Yon hear me?”
“Come and get us out!”
Beauelere. :
“1 reckon 1'll do that!”
Four Kings and his gang came on io ihe
attack,
The roughs had heavy cattle-whips m their

called  haok

hands,. dangerous weapons if they got pear
enougii to use them.
Two of them. Four Kingz himsell npd

Euchre Dick,
tered- window.

The big door had already been found to
he impregnable.

_Crash, erash!

““There ther go!”

had axes to heat in the shni-

“Oh ermmbs!* said CTJIJI‘!LT Todgers, with a
jump.
“Buck “Hp, Chunky!” =aid Bob. “Stand

here; you're fat epouch for all of us to get
behind. Wlhere are you ahsquatulating 0%
“Ha, ha, ha!”
rash, crash!
The wooden shutter flew into fragments.
In the opening the brutal. bearded face

of Four Kings appeared, glaring in oh tho
ZATrisOn. =
Imtde.:ﬂj' the mfBan. suppased {haf he ¢ '~.‘1
mm to clamber in, and drop uphindered int
the school-room.
- He found that that was a mi;{uke.
Every one of the defenders had a siick ar

“h:p in his hand, and they were nﬁ* slow
o use them.

Three or four eudgels ecame  whirling f.-t
Four Kings® bearded fach, and lie popped it
back just in time.

“Bring a bepech hyer!” he shouted.

A pine bench from Mr. Siimmey’s cabin was
run under the window, &and TFour Kings
mounted on it. : :
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Then Lis sinewy arm cune througu the
sageahicd window, his hand gripping a cattle-
Wi
. -Be reeeived two or three blows without
hesding them, aund lashed right and left

wits the heavy whip, clearing a space round
“£42 window iaside. :

There  were loud yells as the Jdelenders
dodzed the lashing, heavy thong, not in all
eases gnccessfully. - :
i puflian grinned, and put a leg through
the window.

Astride there, he lashed round savagely to
keep the schoolboys back, and prepared to
drop inside.

Bxt Frauk Richards & Co. were ready for
that. : :
#Frank was grasping the long pole that had
“already served iu w previous atfack, and he
sharged with it at the rufflan in the window.

i~ did not need to go unear enough to zet
within the lashing circle of the whip,
~ “The end of the peole struck Four. Kings
upoa his brawny chest, with all Frank's
weight behind it.

“There vaus a fiendish yell from the Red Dog

jzader as he went spinning back from the
window, complebely dislodged by the charge.
fouder yelis echoed it outside, as Four
Kimza sprawled down helplessly upon his
Eciiowers.
e schoolboys gave a brealhless cheer,
“Well done, Franky!”
~“wellee good, ole Flanky!” chuckled Yen
Chin. “Hele comee Lichle Dickee! You sce
yae ehuckee stool.” : _
Eschre Dick’s swarthy face appeared in the
wizdow, and the Chinee hurled the pinewood
sieol with deadly aim.= -~ =
Eaclhire Dick did not wait for it.
. He sprang back outside, and the stool
strack the broken shutter and fell to the

! “Aopr.

ST mte bull-voice of Four Kings could be
heard  outside, blustgring and  swearing
furiously.

The vuffian was badly hurt by his fall, and
liis temper—never good—was at boiling
PoInE. : ;

T Why don’t you get in? Old Man Gunten
was shrieking. . “ What am I paying you for?
Get on! Get in! Do vou hear me?2”

. “Not so jolly easy!” murmured Beauclerc.
= Hatfo, here he is again!”

Four Kings' farious face appeared at the
window, almost convulsed with rage. He
clambered in head-first, recklessly.

“{iive it him!” velled Bob.

Whaek, whack! Crash! s

A shower of blows landed on the ruffian’s
head and shoulders, and lLie bellowed with
Iage.

'%IIE punishment was too scvere even ftor
the infuriated bulldozer.

" He scrambled back, and dropped to the
ground again, velling with pain, and clasp-
ing his head with both hands.

“Our win!” gasped Bob Lawless.

THZ FOURTH CHAPTER.
Danger Ahead,

UREAH!

Outside the barred schoolbouse
there was a buzz of furious

- voices as the HRed Dog crowd
razed there in vain.

- After the experience of their leader, no
reember of the rough gang was anxious to
put khis head in at the_window.

The garrison stood on the alert.

Surrender was less in their thougits than
ever, for if once the rough gang had been
allowed fo get at them, 1t was certain that
the damage would gro far beyvend what Mr.
Gunten would be prepared to answer for.

Four Kings and his gang were out of the
contro! of their employer now.

Old Man Gunten realised that, and he was
a little uneasy as to the oubtcome of the
desperate measures he had taken.

But at his first word to Four Kings- that
much-injured gentleman hastled him roughly
away, with a glare that warned Mr. Gunien
to hold his tongue.

“We're goin' to have them critters outl of
it!" said Four Kings, between his teeth.
“And I'm going to lay my whip round them
tili their own folks won't kKnow them arter
i'm done! That’s the programme, Old Man

&5

tiunten, and you can stow the gab, or you'll

maybe get some of It yourself !

“How are you goin’ fo get them out,
pard?” asked Euchre Dick.

THE PoOPULAR.—No. 223.
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“1 gnesz there’s wavs and means. 1
reckon there's a ladder somewhere around!
Look for it., boys!”

“Good! I reckon that will do the trick!”

The Red Dog crowd spread over the school
buildings, searching for a ladder.

One was soon found in the stable-vard,
and it was rushed towards the lumber school-
house.

Bob Lawless
window. :

“They’'re going {o climb on the roof!™ he
rapped out. “Cherub, you keep guard down
here!  Franky and six of you come after
me !*?

- Bob hurried out of the school-room, Frank
;mci hiaif a dozen of the fellows following him
ast. &

The bigz school-room had an almost flat
roof, whiclt could be reached from the
schoolmistress’ house, which was part of the
same buildings, one of Miss Meadows’
windows overlooking the roof. '

Bob ran up the wooden steps leading fo
the upper story of the house, through a
room, and threw open a window.

He jumped out on the schoolhouse roof
without hesitation, and his followers clam-
bered after him. -

They were none too soon. :

The top of the ladder already appeared
above the edge of the roof, and Four Kings
was ascending. :

The ruffian’s intention was to force an
entrance at the window over the roof; or.
failing that, to hew his way with the axe
down through the roof itself into the school-
room below.

" But as his head rose above the level, he
found that Frank Richards & Co. were there
to meet him. '

The roofl sloped slightly from the ridge,
but it was easy enough to keep the footing
on it.

Four Kings glared up-at the schoolboys
gathered by the ridge, his eyes blazing.

“Yon wait till I get at you, you young
varmints !” he =said, through his set teeth.

“You'll try it at vour own risk!"”’ sald Bob.
“Mind, we're keeping you back, even if you
break your fool neck!”

“We'll sece about that!
roared Four Kings.

The ruffian sprawled from the ladder upon
the roof.

Frank Ricliards swung his pole forward,
angd shoved it at  the ruffian, catching
him by the side of the meck, in the thick
red shirt.

Four Kings was brushed backwards, and
hiz legs went daungling over the edge, and
he clutched wildly af the ladder. -

“Look out!” yelled Euchre Dick, below, as
one of his leader’s boots smote him on the

was watehing from the

€ome on, boys!”

gide of the head. “Wharrer you at?
Yaroch!”
“By pum! He's going!" gasped DBob
Lawless.

Four EKings was falling, aud bhis desperate

P
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grasp <losed on the ladder, and it was
dragged away with him.

The ladder toppled over, amid loud yelis
from the men elinging to it, who jumped
clear among their comrades below.

Four Kings and the ladder together dis:
appeared from the sight of the schoolboys
on the roof.

3oth of them landed on the heads of thg
Red Dog crowd below, in a chorus of furious -

yells.

The heads of his followers broke Four
Kings’ fall, and to judge by the yelling, soms
of the heads were almost broken, too.

" “T guess they won't try that game again!”
gasped Bob Lawless.

Bobh was right. -

The ladder was not reared up to the roof
again; the escalade was a little too dangerons
to suit the views of the Red Dog crowd.

Bob stood on the ridze, and looked info
tie playground. :

The attacking party had refreated a little
distance, and the ladder lay unheeded on the
cround.

Farther off, outside the school gate, he
caught sight of a graceful, girlish fizure
mounted on a pomny. ,

“Hallo! There's Molly ’* he exclaimed.

He waved his hat to the girl, and Moliy
Lawrence waved her hand back.

There was no school for Molly that day,
but she had not gone home with her fatber
and brother, being anxicus for her chums in
the besieged schoolhouse.

Frank Richards jumped up on the ridoge,
and waved his hand.

Then he looked down aft the crowd in the
playground. :

The Red Dog crowd had been defeated so
far, and Frank had a faint bhope that they
would accept their defeat and leave Mr.
Gunten in the lurch. :

But there was no sign of retreat.

Four Kings was rubbing his bruises and
swearing, whilsf his comrades were spreading
about the school buildings, as if in search
of something. '

“What on earth are they np to, Franky?”
asked Dob.

Frank shook his head. _

“Blessed if I can make it out!” -he an-
swered, “They.seem to he gathering fire-

L wood,”

The schoolboys wafched anxionsly, :

They could see that somcthing was being
planned, though they could not, so far, guess
what it was. :

Mr. Gunten came towards Four Kings, and
Frank judged, by his expression, that the
Swiss was already regretting that bBe had
called in such allies.

The schoolboys could not hear what he
said; buf the bull-voiee of Four Kings came
plainly to their ears, as he answered:

“Yep! I puess we're goin’ to smoke them
out, Mr.-Gunten!” :

“Look here, Four Kings!” protested Mr.
Gunten feebly. “You may fire the piace if
You try that game!” :

“Look hyer, Mr. Gunten! " TFour Kings
brandished a knuckly fist under Mr, Guaten's
podgzy nose, and the storekeeper jumped
back in alarm. “See that? Iguess you'll get

it on your jaw il you chinwag me! Shet
upt’ =

-~ And he turned his back on Old Man
Gunten., and chouted to his followers to

hustle.

“Smoking us out, that's the game!™ said
Bob Lawless, setting his lips. “Franky
old son, that looks a hit serious for us.”

Frank Richards nodded.

He understood well enough how
it was, though he was nct daunted.

The Red Dog crowd were gathering wood
from all directions, tearing down palings from
the corral to add to the supply.

Branches and twigs and pine-cones, sticks
and logs and palings, were heaped ap under
the broken window, and there was a smeli
of kerosene as Euchre Dick -broached a keg
of oil over the stack.

“We've got to face it!" zaid Frank.

He glanced once more towards Molly Law.
rence, sitting her pony- in the distant gate-
way. ;

The girl’s face was white. :

She had seen the preparations of the Red
Dog crowd, and realised the danger thers
was of the lumber schoolhouse catching fire.

A: Frank glanced towards Hher, DMolly
wheeled her pony and dashed away. :

Frank Richards & Co. descended into the
house, barring the upper window behiad
them.

EETious
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They came down into the school-room,
where they found Beauclerc and his com-
panjons with very grave faces.

£ "] guess this lets us out, you galoots!”
o gaid Chunky Todgers dismally. '

“Look !” muttered HopKins.
~ Outside, a sudden flare of flame danced
in the gathering dusk of evening.

It was followed by a thick column of
amoke. ;

The stack had been fired!

"THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Ranchers to the Rescue!
HERE was grim silence in the school-
ToOm, .
Close under the window the fire
A was burning, and beyond it the Red
i}cg crowd were feeding it with wet wood,
to thicken the smoke.
" The ‘window was open to it, the shutters
- being in fragments, as well as the planks
_ the schoolboys had nailed across
A denso volume of smoke rolled in at the
- ‘window.
- It thickened in the big room, and soon
ihe fellows were coughing, and cyes were
smarting on all sides.

Bob Lawless set his teeth.

He had not foreseen- that the enemy would
“ attempt to smoke  the garrison out like &
racoon from its hole. - = -

— But the move could not have becn gnarded
“against if he had foreseén it.

The big school-room was thiek with smoke,
which grew thicker and thicker, and the
schoolboys could scarcely sce one another
in the haze. ' :

There was coughing on all sides.

“@Get out of this!” said  Bob  Lawless ab
- last. -

The schoolboys retreated from the schoal-

room into the house, and the big door was
- ghut and locked and barricaded behind them.

The school-room now was open to the Red
Dog crowd to enter by the window, if they
chic:ise, but the schoolhouse itself was still

© held.

Wisps of smoke followed them, but the
closed door kept off the worst of it.

Crash! Crash!

Frank Richards started. . :

Outside, the blows of an axe were falling
on a window of the schoolhouse, and a
glimmer of daylight came through a shutter.

" Blow after blow fell, and the shuttér flew
_ imto fragments. :
~~ But there was no attack, and if there had
been the rebels of Cedar Creek were ready to
- meeb it.
r-hTha Red Dog crowd liad had epough of
~ that. :
" 'There was a buzz of voices and roars ef
_laughter outside as flaming brands from the
“fire. were piled under the smashed window
“and a new fire started there.

Smoke poured in in a dense volume.

" Four Kings was carrying out his purpose
with deadly thoroughness.

He guessed that the smoke had already
driven the defenders from the school-room,

_and he was now smoking them out of the
schoolhouse itself. :
~, '"Phere was no defence against that attack,
and as the smoke thickened, ‘the heroes of
Cedar Creek looked at one anether in dismay.

“1 guess we can't stand this!” groaned
Chunky Todgers.

"~ “We can’t breathe here!” muttered Bob.
“Get up the steps!”

~ “The ground floor was left,” and the garrl-
son retreated into” the few upper rooms,
“which had belonged to Miss Meadows and
the servants of the house,

Doors were closed, and mats pressed along
them, bnt the smoke followed, by every
cinterstice it penetrated and coiled into the
TOOMS,

- Bob Lawless threw open 8 window on the
side farthest from the smoking filre without,
and the schoolboys gasped for air.

“1 guess that'll let ’em out,” grinned Four
Kings. -“Stand ready, boys, and collar them
‘as they run out!”

But tiie garrison were not running out yet.

They knew what awaited them, and until
the last minute, at least, they were deter-
mined to hold on.

The smoke in the
denser and denser.

- ] guess we shall have to vamoose, Bob
Lawless!” gasped Eben Hacke, at last, “If
ain't. pleasant, but we're caught by the
short hairs.”

s “We're not knuckling under to the new
Head!” said Bob. “Never that! But we
can’t stand this mueh longer!”

house was growing

Full of Thrills and Spills—*“ The Surrender | **

FORCING THE STRONGHOLD'!

through the shattered window.
loud yelis as the defenders ﬂncfgnd the

Four Kings grinned and put a leg

Astride there, he lashed round savagely
to keep the schoolboys back, and prepared to drop insids.

There were

lashing, heavy thong. (8Bee Clep, 3.)

Frank Richards gave a sudden start.

From somewhere in the distance there
came a sound of galloping hoofs—the hoofs
of a crowd of horses.

“What is that?” exclaimed Frank. *Bob
you hear—-" - ' 3
“It ean’t be helped!” muttered Bob. *If

the boys at the raneh kmew what was going
on they'd ride over here and scalp this
¢rowd before you could say * No sugar in
mine!’ But they don’t know.”
“Hark!”
Gallop! Gallop!
The horsemen,
coming nearer.,
The Red Dog crowd had heard them,
and there were exclamations without t{hat

whoever they were., were

eame to the ears of the schoolboys
through the sereen of smoke.
Louder yet, and lpuder, the ecrash -of

many hoofs;
shouting. :

Loud vyells of surprise: and fury, and
crashing ‘hoofs, -0oaths, and shouts and the
sound of hlows, :

“By thunder!” yelled Bob Lawless, “It’s
a serap—it's help! I know Billy Cook's
volece. They're the -boys from the ranch.”

“Hurrah!” :

Loud above thie tumult came the roar of a
stentorian voige the chums of Cedar Creek
knew well—that of Billy Cook, the foreman
of the Lawless Ranch.”

“Give ‘'em thunder,
out!”

“The cowboys!'’ shouted Vere Beauclere.

“ Hurrah!”

The rebels of Cedar Creek dashed down
the steps to the lower floor, and tore open
3 window .at the back of the house.

Front the window they poured out into the
cool fresh air.

It was safe to venture out now; the Red
Pog crowd were too busily oecupied 1to
think of them. '

With a rush the rebels came round the
houze and past the smoke, and obtained a
view of the playground.

The “secrap™ was over.

The Red Dog erowd were fleeing

and then a confused din of

hoys! Wipe ‘em

iﬂ &1l

directions, pursued by the cowhoys of ihe
Lawless Ranch, lashing at them with iheif
long whips. g

0id Man Gunten, as he ran and dodged
with the rest, came in for a few of the
cuts before lLe reached his horse and rode
frantically down the trail.

In a few minutes more Cedar Creek School
was clear of them; vyelling with pain and
‘rage the Red Dog crowd were in full flight.

With a shout and a clatter of hoofs, the
ranchmen rode back towards the schook
house.

“Rilly Cook!” roared Bob Lawless. "©h,
¢rumbs!  Billy, old man, I’d rather sce yon
just mnow than anybody twice as good-
looking, Good old Billy!™

Billy Cook grinned.

“I jest guess we've wiped up that erowd
handsome!” he said. “Tb was time the
Red Dog crowd had a lesson; and, by hokey,
I reckon they've got it!”

“But how did you know?” gasped Frani
Richards. : :

“J guess Moily Lawrence came along and
told me they was smoking you out,” said

Billy Cook. .

“Meliv! Good old Molly!”

“I sent her home, and ealled
together,” said the ranch foreman. “Jest
a werd to your popper. Bob, and then
we humped it. hyer as fast as horseflesh
could bring us. I reckon this hyer
business ain’t our funeral, but the Red
Dag crowd don's have any econcern hyer,
and we came to wipe them out; and I
guess we've done it! Buot no time to
chinwag. We're going to sece them galoois
cafe home to Thompson, and I pity any «f
them that we catch on the traill” *

And, with a wave of the hand, Billy Cook
rode away, with the Iaughing cowboys siler
him, in pursuit of the flecing ruftiane.

1t had been a close thing; but, as ClLunky
Todgers remarked, & miss was as good as a
mile. The rebels of Cedar Creek were siill

bolding out! %
THE END.

(411 ebout next week's story in page 2.)
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RIOTS AT ROOEWOOD!

GRAND ATTRACTIONS in next week’s

Number —see page 21!

WAR TO THE KENIFE?

Jimmy Silver & Co. are still loyal to tl’n:u' old eupfmﬂ. GGeorge Bulkeley, and confident that he will be reinsitated
into his high posilion—that is why they are fighting the Head !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The New Prafecis!

T npth
I Tubby Muflin rushied into 'the junior
Common-room at Rookwood with that
breathless announcement.
There was & buzz of excitement at once.

“Up” repeated Jimmy Silver, the ecaptain
ef the Tourth Form. “Are you sure,
Tabby”

-“I've seen :t' I saw the Head pufting it
up—the Head -himsell!” said-Tubby Muffin.
“{ had my eye on him, you know. I saw him
come out of his study with the paper in his
band. after jawing to Hansom of the Fifth.
And he pinned it up on the board himself!
Faney that!” gasped Tubby.

“Let's look!” said Lovell,

“Come on!” - _

There was a rush from the Common-room
al once _

The announcement Tubby Muffin had made
waz not unexpected. But it caused great
excitement when it came. A buzzing crowd
gathered round the schoo! notice-board.

A new paper was there, and undoubtedly
it was in Dr. Chisholm's “fist.” The juniors
eraned over one another’s shoulders to read

Comments were loud and Emphahc

“Rot!”

“Cheek ! :

“We're not taking any!" *

“No fear!”

“Fifth Form prefects! My hat! What is
Bookwood coming to?”

“Bosh!"

Which “certainly was an unusual manner

of commenting upon a notice in the Head's
Hzt. But affairs at Rookwood School  just
thes were in o rather-unusual state.

Bualkeley and Neville of the Sixth Form
¢ame along, and the junicers made- way for
them to look at the notice. Bulkeley, late
‘taptain of Rookwood, had all eves upml him
sy hie read it. But "his thoughtful face ex-

ressed little, 10 the juniors expected to read
~his opipion in his looks they were disap-

peinted.

Keville shrugred his shoulders. Then the
two great men of the Sixth walked on, with-
eut passing any audible comment,

Tiae bunzz broke out with renewed emphasis
when they were gone. - :

“¥ifth Torm prefects!” repeated Arthur
Edward Lovell. *Does the Head think we're
guang to stand it?”

“iet 'em begin prefecting, that's alll!”
sa¥#d Raby, with a warlike look.

“Hs, ha, hat”
+ “*M¥Wansom, Lumsden, Talboys, Muggins,

Cinssical prefects,” ” read out Jimmy SI|VE!1'
“+Blvers and Lister, Modern prefects.’
# dozen of ‘em—and not one of ‘em

E-WI'
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_“It’s the Head’'s fist, right enough; he’s
signedt it.” said Moruingfon. “Bub it won't

wash!”

“We're not toking any, at leazt!”

Jimmy Silver mounted on a stool to address
the indignant gatherlng of juniors.

“Gentlemen of the Fourth——" he began.

“Hear, bear!”

“Go it, Jimmy!”

“Gentiemen, thiz is the
iz the limit!"

“It, is—it are!"

“Hear, hear!”

“Not content with pushing old Bulkeley
out: of his job as captmn and head prefect,
the Head thinks he iz goitg to plant Fifth
Form bounders on us as prefects! It won't
wash!"”

“Never!”

“What are the TFifth, anyway?” demanded
Jimmy Silver indignantly.

“Nothing!” 3

“Nobody!”

“Exactly! Nothing and nobody, or even
less!” gaid Jimmy eloquently, “We're back-
ing up old Bulkeley—"

“Bravo!”

“Bulkeley isn't a prefeet now,” remarked
Smythe of the Shell. “And all the Sixth Form

last straw. This

said Newcome.

prefects have resigned in sympathy. Well
then, the Head's bound to stick in Fifth-
Formers. There must be prefects! If the

prefects go on-strike, what can they expect?”

“Shut up, Smuthe""

“Bump him!”

“Scalp him!”

Adolphus Smythe's views were evidently un-
popular. There was a yell front Adolphus as
he was bundied away and went rolling along
the floor; and the voice of Smythe of the
Shell was heard no more.

“Go it, Jimmy!” shouted Lovell.

Jimmy Silver “went " it!

“We're backing up Bulkeley! The Head’s
down on him for nexf to nothing. The other
nrefects were right in going on strike to
support him. [ don’t think much of the
Sixth; as a rule—="

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But in this matter they're r:ght If they
El}idn t suppm‘t old Bulkeley we'd be down on

1em—-""

-~ “Which would be awful for them,
course! observed Townsend, the dandy
the Fourth, in a slightly sareastic tone.

“Shat up, Towney!”

“Kick him out! Go it, Jimmy!"

“We'd be down on tlaem,” resumed Jm!mv
Silver. “All the Sixth ¥orm prefects are
standing by Bulkeley, excepting Carthew—
and Carthiew’s a blackleg and a worm——"

The orator was interrupted by deep groans
for Carthew of the SBixth. When the groan-
ing died away he went on:

of
of

“Even ERnowies, who's a.bit of a worm

himself, is backing up Bulkeley. So are we,.
to the last shot in the locker——"

“Hear, hear!” .

“Now the Head  has appointed prefects -
from the Fifth Vorm,” said Jimmy Silver
warmiy. “Who ever heard of Fifth Form
prefects in the history of Rookwood? It
can't be did! No blacklegs for uz!”

““«TE:TEI""

“I put it to this meeting, fhat we don’t
take any notice of any Fifth Form prefects.

They can play prefect to one smother, if
they like. But they can’t come the prefect
over us.”

“ Hear, hear!” .

“And I suggest a deputation to the Head
to remonstrate—"

“0h, my -hat!”

“I'm willing to lead the deputation,” said
Jimmy Silver. “I'm ready to be spokesman.
And I'll put it to the Head plaln——"

“Cave!” yelled Tubby Muffin.
comes the Head!” =

Tubby set the example of flight.

There was & rustle, and an awe-inspirving
figure in cap and gown dawned upon the
noisy meeting,

“What——" began the Head,

A clatter of hurrying feet interrupted him.
Almost in the twiuk]ing.of an eye the meet-
ing was gome.

Only Jimmy Silver remained, elevated
upon the stool. He blinked at the Head, and
the Head stared at him.

“What is all this uproar about, Bilver?®”
rapped out Dr. Chisholm sharply.

“This—this uproar?” stammered Jimmy.

“Yes. I heard 'you in my studyv—moad
disorderly shoutingl” exclaimed the Henad.
“What does it mean?”

B B | We z:

“You appear to be the cauze of if, Silver,
Get down from that stopl at once!”

Jimmy Silver stepped down. It did not
occur to him for the moment that now was
an excellent opportunity for making his
remonstrance to the Head, and putting it
plainly to him.

Somehow, such ideas were driven from his
mind by the stern brow of the headmaster of
tookwood.

“You will kindly keep order,” said the
Head severely. “There has been too much
laxity of late, owing to the prefects resigning
their funections, Now that new prefects are
appointed, the most complete discipline will
be maintained. Remember that, Silver!”

“Ye-es, sir!” stammered Jimmy.

“Any repetition of this uproar will bha
severely punished!” said the Head. “You
may go, Silver!”

And Jimmy Silver went.

That opportunity of remoustrating wita
the Head, and puatting it to him pininly
fost for ever!

“Hﬂ'r#

the School and the Head Gets Fiercer Next Week {
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Introduce our GREAT ROBIN HOOD SERIAL to yout chums!}

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Hansom of the Fifth in:all His Qlory!

DWARD HANSOM of the Fifth Form |

walked into the prefects’ room ab

Rookwood with his hands in his
: pockets and a lofty smile upon his
ace.

Hansom of the Fifth was rather a loity
fellow at all times; he bad an excellent
opinion of himself, und never took the
trouble to conceal it. But at the present
moment he was loftier than ever—in fact,
he seemed like the gentleman of ancient
times, who was like to strike the stars with
lis sublime head.

It was the first time in the history of
Hookwood that prefects had been appointed
from the Fifth Form. Always those great
and important personages had been selected
from the august ranks of the Sixth. And it
was possible that his elevation had got imto
Hansom’s head a little.

In the Fifth Form, at least, the Head’s
new idea seemed an excellent one—and
Hansom endorsed it most heartily. He was,
a3 he confided to his chums Lumsden and
Talboys, just the man the Head wanted—
just the fellow to be a prefect, having, as
1t were, an eye like Mars, to threaten and
command.

Hitherto, the Fifth had been rather
inclined to support Bulkeley and the Sixth
in the peculiar dispute that was dividing
Rookwood.

The “sacking’” of Bulkeley from the
captainey had seemed to them, as to the rest
.of Rookwood, rather high-handed on the
Head’s part; and they had approved of the
strike of the prefects in protest against it.
But the “Head’s new stunt,” as the junidrs
ealled it, had brought the Fifth round, oT
most- of them.

Hansom almost strutted as he walked into
the prefeets’ room.

That room was sacred, in normal times, 1o
prefects of the Sixth Form; other members
of the Sixth who were not prefects only
entered it on suffenance.. The Filth had
no right to set foot within its door; and as
for juniors, they would have been scalped
if they had entered its precincts, excepting
on fagging duties.

Now Hansom walked into it as if it be-
lonhged to him—as, indeed, it did, in virtue
of his new rank. ' :

Bulkeley and Neville were chatfing by 4
window in the prefects’ room. Mark Car-
thew was in an armchair, and Lonsdale and
Jones major were at the table. The former
prefects still used the room, though they
were on strike. And all of them looked
very expressively at Edward Hansom of the
Fifth as he strolled loftily in.

Fven Carthew looked rather grim—though
he was against the rest of the Sixth. Airs
and graces on the part of a TFifth-Former
did not please even Carthew.

Hansom was quite aware of the sudden
grimness that had come over the faces of the
Sixth-Formers. But he did not mind. He
was a prefect now, and as one holding
authority! He was, in fact, in authority
over fellows who were mot prefects, whether
they were in the Sixth or the Second. And
it was his intention to let that fact come
into due prominence.

His visit to the' prefects’ room, in fact,
was to let the Sixth-Formers learm, at first
hand, who was who and what was what!

“Oh! You fellows here—what?” remarked
Hansom, reposing himself elegantly on ‘a
corner of the table and surveying the room.

There was no reply. -
‘Bulkeley and Neville ostentatiously looked
ont of the window, so that their backs were
tumed to the TFifth-Former. Carthew
grinned and Lonsdale stared. Jones major
sported., And that was all

“] don’'t want to cause you any incon-
venience, of course,” went on Hansom
nndauntedly. -

Another snort from Jomes major. _

“But. this_ is the prefects’ room, yon
know!” said Hansom, a little more loudly.

Then Lonsdale ejaculated:

“What "
“Prefects’ room, you know,” explained
Hansom. “I'm sure I don't want to put you

out in any way, but as soon as you can
IIﬂﬂke it convenient to vacate the premises,
“What do you mean?” snapped Lonsdale.
“Y mean what I say, dear boy.” -
“Pon’t call me dear hoy, please!”

“As a prefect, Lonsdale, I shall eall you
anything I like.” . - :

“As a prefect! You a prefect!”

“I suppose you've seen the Head’s notice.”

“0h, rats!”?

“Look here!” said Hansom of the Fifth, his
temper beginning to rise. “I'm a prefect,
Lonsdale, and I want you to understand it!
I'm going to be fair and  considerate—if
you'll let me. But I want it understood,
first of all, that I'm a prefect, and I've gol
to be treated with respect!”

“Bosh " S

“Rubbish!” snorted Jones major.

Hansom raised his hand.

“Do you want me to give you lines?” he
demanded.

“Lines!” roared Jones.

“Yes. As a prefect—"

“Yines!” said Lonsdale. “Lines—us! Us
—lines! Are you off your silly rocker, you
dummy?”

“If you call a prefect names, Lonsdale—-"

“Fathead!”

“Look here——"1

“Idiot!”

“Take five hundred lines,
roared Hansom, in great wrath.

“Fool !”

“Take a thousand lines!”

“ Asg!”

Lonsdale!™

Hansom breathed kard. He did not think |

it wise to make it two thousand lines; he
had a misgiving that those lines would never
be done, though ordered by a prefect.

Lonsdale turned his back on him.

The new prefect was rather at a loss. He
had come there as a monarch of all he sur-
veyed, so to speak; but it was evidently a
limited monarchy that he enjoyed, so far—
very much limited.

But he could not very well retreat. It was
a case of now or never.

“I'm sorry to turn you fellows out,” said
Hansom, after a very awkward pause. “But
you are aware that-the prefects’ room ig used
only by prefects. You must clear. Not you,
of . course, Carthew; you're a prefect, the
same as I am——"

“Not quite the same as you are, I hope!™
arunted Carthew

Hansom did not heed that remark.

“You-other fellows are to get out,” he said.
“1 ean't have outsiders in the prefects’
room! Now then, get a move on!”

“Chuck him ouf, Bulkeley!” suggested
Jones major.

But the late ecaptain of Rookwood shook
his head.

“Hansom is within his rights,” he said.
“The Head has chosen to make him a
prefect, and this is the prefects’ room. 1
shall not dispute the point.”

And. with that George Bulkeley walked

out of the room Neville, after a moment's
hesitation, followed him.

Hansom looked rather pleased. This was
a real concession to his new dignity.

“Now, you others—" he said.

Lonsdale and Jones major exchanged a
look. e

Bulkeley's quiet sense of dignity in the
affair, and his feeling of what was due to
the authority of the Head, did not quite
appeal to them. They were angry and
restive. '

It was true that they were on “strike,”
and were no longer prefects: but that did
not incline them to take “cheek ** from any-
body in the Fifth. =

“I'm waiting for you!” said Hansom.

“We won't keep you waiting!’’ said Lons-
dale grimly.

“Phat’s right! I ean tell you I mean
to—— Yaroooh! Wharrer you at?” roared
Hansom, in surprise and wrath, as the two
Qixth-Formers rushed upon him and collared
him. :
It was a superfluous question; he could
really see what they were at.

Lonsdale and Jomes major collared him
without ceremony, and spun him towards the
door. : : :

“Leggo!” yelled Hansom.

“put vou go!” growled Jones.

«]—]—— Lend me a hand, Carthew—do
you hear? Yow!» howled the Fifth-Former,
struggling frantically.

Carthew only chuckled. Hansom had no

-aid to expect from his fellow-prefect.

He wenb whirling to the door in the grasp
of the two powerful Sixth-Formers, and went
spinning through the doorway.

Crash!

- Someone Must Give in! Who Will

~him grimly.

# authority of the Head,

Fnow, old fellow!” he murmured.

23
~“Ow! Yaroooh! QOw!? - ;
Hansom spiawled breathlessly in the
passage.

Lonadale and Jones major looked out at

“Now come
said Longdale.

“Ow! Yow!” '

Hansom did not come back to play prefect,
He scrambled up., and limped away to the
Fifth Form guarters—to consult with his
comrades. : :

The Fifth Form prefect had lost the firsg
round. But the tussle was only beginning.

back again and play prefect !

o
rr— D W

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Jimmy Silver & Co,, take a Hand!
IMMY SILVER chuckled.
*Here they come!”
In the corridor near the doorway of
—~ _ the prefects’ room a little army of
juniors had gathered.

The Fistical Four were there, and Morning-
ton, and the three Tommies from the
Modern side, and a dozen other fellows.

They lined the walls, with grinning faces,
to see the circus, as Arthur Edward Loveil
expressed it.

The news of the dispute in the prefects’
room had spread. It was kKnown that
Hansom had called a meeting of the pre-
fects in his study, where a council of war
was being held, As it was certain that
the new body of prefects would never con-
sent to leaving their official headquarters
in the hands of their rivals, Jimmy Silver
& Co. had assembled to see the *“rumpus,”

The idea of a battle-royal between Fiith
and Sixth was quite entertaining—to the
juniors. :

“Here they come! Order!”

“"Ha, ha, hal*

Down the corridor came the new prefects,
with determined faces. Hansom was not
alone mnow. With him came Lunisden,
Talboys, and Muggins, prefecis of the
Classical Fifth; and Myers and Lister of the
Modern side. Hansom’s claim to the pre-
feets’ quarters having been disputed, the
whole august body were coming to take
possession—evidently by {force if no -other
means would serve, et

Hansom had neot cared to call in the
He was aware that
Carthew had failed in his brief spell as
captain of Rookwood, because he had called
for the Head's support every time a difli-
culty cropped up, and had worried and tired
Dr. Chisholm out, Besides, Hansom was
ready to defend hLis rights himself. He had
plenty of pluck and determination, what-
ever might be said of his intellectual

powers.

He frowned loftily at the grinning
juniors, .as he found them gathered in
numerous array in the corridor.

“Go it Hanzom!” came an
voice from the fags.

“Stieck up for your rights old man!”
chuckled Mornington. “We're going to wait
outside and ecatch you as you drop.”

“Ha, ha, hal! "

Hansom halted and Taised his hand.

“You fags clear off!” he rapped out.

“Bow-wow I _

“Off with you!" roared Hansom,

“Rats!”

“Go and eat coke!”

“Yah!?

The -replies of the fags were maore ell-
phatic than elegant; but  there Wwas 1o
mistaking their meaning. :

For a-fellow who had an eye like Mars,
to threatem and command, Hansom did not
seem very well able to assert his authority.
Possibly he was mistaken about his com-
manding qgualities. :

“Will you go?” he demanded angrily.

“No fear!” st

“You know I'm a prefect—-" i

«Think again!” suggested Jimmy Silver.
“«We don’t know it yet. We're never going
to know it!”

“Bow-wow !

Lumsden touched IHansom's arm.

“Pon’t get into a serap with the“f:lgil
“YWe'vo

enecouraging

got the Sixth to deal with now."
“That's all very well, but—" :
« My dear chap, one lot at a time ! whis
pered Talboys. -
“«0h, all right! Come on!”
* Tar PopurLaRr.—No. 223,
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THE FOURTH TO THE RESCUE! *
windows of the prefects’ room flew o
tumbled in head first.
Back up, Fourth ! '’ The Fifth-formers
{Seec Chapter 4)) :

‘‘ Rescus !’ yelled Jimmy Silver.  Wa’'re coming !

‘Look out!'" shouted Myers. The
pen with a crash, and the juniors

were swept back from the windows,

fHansom realised. that the advice of his
echums was good. A row: with the Fourth,
at lhe same “time as a -tussle with the
Sixth, was reaily booking too large an order.

He marched on, frowning, followed by a
victoripus chortle from the heroes of the
ourkh.

The door of the prefects’ room opened
with a4 crash. Hansom marched in, with
the Fifth Form prefects at his heels.

Onily Lonsdale and :Jones major were in
the room nosw. They had 1o special business
there, or desire to be there; but they re-
mained to show the Fifth that they wouid
stay thete if they liked. Tt was really nob
very dignified of the mighty Sixth to take
such a line; hut they were thinking more of
their wrath than of their dignity just then,

Hansom & Co. erowded in.

“So-you've come back!” growled Jones
major.

“ Ontside!” said Hansom.

“0h, clear otf!”

“This is- the preisets” room, and we're
the prefects,” said Hansom firmily. “We'lve
comes to take possession. Are you going?”

““No, vou silly ~ags!” _

“Then -you'll -he puf. ont, sharp!” |

THansom waved his hand to his followers.

“Pat them ontside!” he said. :

“You bet!” answered Lumsden. “We're
not going to stand any ret from the Sixth, I
can tell you, Jones!”

“Hands off, you dummy !”

“Rot! Out you gol” : |

It was a most lamentable sceme, consider-
ing the lofty position held in the school by
hoth the Fifth and the Sixth, and the fact
that both senior Forms were <¢alled upon
to set an example to the ‘juniors. But
tempers were rising on all sides.

Hansom & Co. rushed to the attack: and
as slx fellows piled on them, the two Sixth--
Formers positively regretted the rather
obstinate and unreasonable decision they had
taken. But it was too late to retreat. They
could not submit to being tossed out of the
room like cheeky fags. ;

Lonsdale and Jones major put their hands
up and hit out. -

prefects were hefty mien with their -hands,
and there was 3 struggle. Hansom rolled on
the floor, feelitg as if his chin was travelling
" through the back of his neck, as he caught
Jones major’s right. Lumsden collapsed
on him as Lonsdale hit out with great vigour.
But they jumped up again and rushed to
the attack.

- The six drove the two back—but not
towards the door. Lonsdale and Jones major
were driven into the window- recess, where
they put up a gallant fight., Most noses..in
the room were damaged by that time; several
of them streaming crimson,

"But the odds told at last.

Lonsdale and Jones major were collared

Formers, and hustled, still resisting furiously,
towarids the doorway.

In the doorway was gpathered a breathless
crowd of juniors. Jimmy Silver & Co. had
watched the struggle with wide-open eyes;
it was an evenbt unprecedented at Rookwooed.

But as the two Sixth-Formers were
dragged forward, Jimmy’s voice was heard.

“Rescue!” he shouted.

To tell the truth, the affair was not éxactly
Jimmy Silver's business. But he was up
against Fifth Form prefects, anyway; and
the two vietims were supporters of Bulkeley,

Jimmy Silver, and for his comrades. =

He did not need -te call twice. There was
an excited rush of the jumiors fo the rescue
of Jones major and Lonsdale.

“Mop” 'em up!” roared Conroy.

“Down with the Fifth!”

If}{‘ﬁg Jem!H < -

“You fags clear offY” shrieked Hansom.
“Hands off!  I'll report you to the Head!
'I-T'l—T"ll- Oh, my hat! Yoop!”

Hansom disappeared on the floor under
half a dozen jumiors. His comrades rushed
to his aid, letting go the Sixth-Formers. But
Jimmy 8ilver & Co. werg in great force, and
they drove the Fifth-Formers back by weight
of numbers. -
“Back up, Lonsdale!” ealled ouf Jimmy
Silver encouragingly. “Back up, Jones!
We’ll help you chuck 'em out!”

The odds were great: but hoth the late
Tne Porunar.—No. 223.

“You cheeky fag!” exclaimed Lonsdale.
“Wha-a-at?”

stopped them chucking you out

and dragged over in the grasp of the Fifth-

the idol of Rookwood. That was enough for

“Get out of here at cnee!”

Jimmy Silver blinked at the Sixth-Former.
thﬂl} hadn't expected black ingratitude like
is.! -

But the bare idea of being mixed up in
a rumpus with the fags of the Fourth was
too much for the lofty Sixth-Formers. They
were not grateful—far from it. They were
angry and indignant. :

“Turn those fazs out!"’ exelaimed Jonas

major.
“Why, you ungrateful rotter!” shonted
Arthur Edward Lowell. “Haven's we jush

?IJ
“Oufiside, 1 tell you!” .
“Let's get out of this, for goodneas’

growled Lonsdale. :

The two Sixth-Formersz walked ount of the
room.  They were more than fed-up with
the whole affair. -

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Jimmy Silver.
“I like that! This is what we get for
backing up the Sixth!" ;

“Blow the Sixth!” growled Lovell.

“Swanky asses!” snorted Raby.

“Turn those fags out!” roared Hanszom.

The Fifth Form prefects rallied and
charged. But the juniors were ready to mest
them half-way. There was a wild serape
ping in the prefects’ room, in which thae
furniture was considerably damaged. In the
midst of it the astonished face and spec-
tacles of Mr., Bootles, the master of the
Fourth Form, looked in. : =

“Bless my  soul! What—what—wlhag
iz * stuttered Mr. Bootles.
¢« “Yaroooh!™

“Mop ‘em up!”

“Oh, gad!”

“Cease this at once!” shrieked Mr. Bootles.
“Silver—Lovell—Mornington—Dodd, be quied
at once! Do you hear me?”

“0h dear!”

“ Bootles!”

fYe-p-g-e5, sirl”

Inder Mr. Bootles' wrathful eye and up-
raised hand the juniors crowded out of the
prefects’ room. Mr. Bootles followed them.

In the disputed apartment Hansom
Co. remained, victorious. But as the Fifth
Form prefects rubbed their noses and their
eves and gasped for breath, they were not
feeling very victorious. That eveming Han-
som of the Fifth was seen with a dark circle
round his right eye, growing darker and
darker. S

He was beginning his career as a Rookwood
prefect with a black eye, which was cer-
tainly beginning it under a very severe diss
advantage. :

sake!”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The High Hand ! |
(3 OU'RE wanted, Silver!”
Jimmy Silver was coming in, with
a bundle under his arm, when
Talboys and Mugegins of the Fifth
appeared. Jimmy had been shopping for tea,
and he was thinking of anything but Fifth
Form prefects as he came in, Talboys and
Muggins took both his arms at once, and
walked him alongz before Jimmy quite knew
what was happening. : o

“Here, let go!” exclaimed Jimmy indig-
nantly. “What do you want?”

“You, my pippin!” i

“The fellows are waitine for these things
for tea in my study!” - .

“Let” them wait! Kim on!”

“1 jolly well won't! I—"

“You come along!” said Talboys. 3

Jimmy was being hurried down the corridor
to the prefects’ room. The two seniors
nearly lifted him off his feet as they rushed
him on. Jimmy had time only for one shout.

Tubby Muffin was hanging about the pass
sage, and he blinked at the scene with wide.
open eyes.

“Tubby! Rescue!”

Then Jimmy was whirled into the pre-
fects’ room, and the door was slammed shub.

“0h, my aunt!” ejaculated Tubby Muffin.
“Fancy that!” ;

And -the fat Classical rushed off to carry
the news to the Fourth Form guarters.

Jimmy Silver, breathless and excited, was
whirled into the middle of the room, bundle .
and all, There was an ominous crack from
the bundle. It contained eggs among other
things. ;

“Lock the door!” rapped out Hansom of
the Fifth.

The . Fifth Form prefects were all there,
It was evidently a meeting in council of
that august body.

Lumsden locked the door.

You Must Not Miss “ Back To His Own !”—Next Week’s Rookwood Yarn!
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Jimmy Silver looked round him, rather apprehensively, at ‘the
six Fifth-Formers. He was quite at the mercy of the new prefects,
and the locked door was between him and possible rescue.

“Look Rere, what’s this game?’ demanded Jimmy.

““Silence !’ said Hansom, :

“0Oh, rats! Do you want another eye to matck that one you've
got?” asked Jimmy Silver undauntedly.

Hansom frowned majestically—though the majestie effeet was
somewhat marred by his black eye.

“You're brought here for punishment,” he said.

“Look here, you cheeky cad— " :

“Silence !’ roared Hansom. “You've been picked out, Silver, as
the ringleader of the fags. Discipline is going to be instituted.
Sinece the Head made us prefects you and the rest of the fapgs have
been rebellious. You don’t come to fag when called upon.”

“No fear!” said Jimmy emphatically.

“You're going to have a prefeect's licking, .as a warning to the

other fags,” expluined Hansom. :

“QOnly prefects can hand out a prefeet’s licking,” zaid Jimmy.

“Well, we are prefects,”

“Rats!”

“That’s enough!" execlaimed Muggins angrily.
cad, and let him have it!”

“Yes, rather!”

Jimmy Silver jumped back as the Fifth-Formers closed on him,
and swung up his parcel. : "

“Hands off, or——"

“Collar him!” shonted Hanscm.

Crash! Biff! - Squash! _

‘The parcel smote Lumsden on the head and burst, and the eggs
it contained burst at the same moment from the shock. There
was a howl from Lumsden as broken eggs streamed down his face
and over his hair. :

“Grooogh! 0Ooooch!

“Nail him!” ,

Jimmy Silver had only time for that one doughty swipe. Then
his arms were seized, and he was helpless in the grasp of the Fifth-
Formers.

“Put him across a chair!” said Hdnsom, taking up an ashplant.
“I'm going to give him twenty of the best.””

“Rescue!” roared Jimmy Silver.

“Buck up, or we shall have a horde >f fags here soon.” said
Talboys. :

“Don't open the door, Lumsden! :

“Groogh! I'm going to get a wash!

T mmp, thump: : . =

‘J']]?.-gtlanffs 1-'ilﬂli“ I:Eame iﬂpa roar from the passage without, in tl*:e
dulcet tones of Arthur Edward Lovell of the Fourth, and Lumsden's
hand relinquished the lock just in time. There was a trampling of
feet and a howl of excited voices outside.

“They've got Jimmy!” howled Tubby Eiufﬁn.
in there! I saw him! They've got him!”

“Open this door!”

“It’s locked !”

“Tet us in?? howled Lovell,

“Bust it in!” :

Thump, thump! Kick! Bang!

“Clear off, you fags!” shouted Hansom.

“Let us in!” howled Lovell.

“Buek up ! murmured Talboys.
Yhe Head won't like ;};is b3

“Hold him!”? said Hansom. -

Jimmy Silver was wriggling in the grasp of the TFiith Form

prefects, but he wriggled in vain. Muggins and Myers held him
down across a chair, and Hansom wielded the ashplant.

Whack, whaek, whaek! S ,

“Yoop! Help! R?;EFDE!’.’ roared Jimmy Silver.

Bang, bang! Crash! :

To t%;e ac(::gﬂmpaniment of a terrific din at the door the whacking
of the ashplant continued, and Jimmy Qilver wriggled and yeled
as he received the prefect’s licking.

Suddenly the din at the door ceased. ; :

There was a rushing of footsteps, and then silence without.

“They've cleared off!”’ remarked Talboys. _

But Talboys. was mistaken. It was about a minute later that
the two tall windows of the prefects’ room looking on the quad
were darkened by a erowd of heads. The room being on the ground
floor. the windows were easy of access, and it was Mornington who
had suggested that mode of ingress.

Whack, whaek!

“Look out!” shouted Myers. =

A window flew open with a crash, and Mornington of the Fourth
tumbled in head first. The flower-bed under the window was
sadly trampled, but the juniors were not thinking of the flowers
just then. After Mornington came Arthur Edward Lovell, breath-
lesa and warlike.

“Keep them out!” shrieked Hamnsom.

Jimmy Silver had received only nine or ten of the promised
“twenty of the best.” But there was no time to deliver the
balance. The Fifth Form prefects rushed to defend the invaded
window. They knew what to expect if a mob of juniors succeeded
in ewarming into the sucred preeincts of the prefects’ room. Since
the last affray the Sixth had avoided that apartment with lofty
dignity—but there was no lofty dignity about the Fourth!

“Rescue!” yelled Jimmy Silver, as he rolled off the chair.

“We're coming!”’

“Back up, Fourth!"”

“Hurrah!"”

Mornington was seized, and Lovell was seized. Raby and New-
come, who tumbled in next, were seized. But Conroy and Pons
and Van Ryn came rolling in recklessly, and after them came Putty
of the Fourth, and Rawson and Jones minor, and Oswald and Higgs
and Tommy Podd and Towle, and a4 swarm more. They came in
like the tide.

“Collar the cheeky

Qoooooch! Wow!™

Groaooch !*?

“They've got him

“There'll he a regular riot soon.

(Continued on page 26.)

“where you may reside.
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The Titth Torm  prefects
back from the window.

Jimmy Siver awas in the midst of the
fray. He had llansom’s head in chancery.
Hansom's lergs being in the possession of
Lovell; and Hansom's voice being like unto
that of the Bull of Basham. — As the Pourth-
Yormers sbreawed in the unbappy prefects
were scaltered far and wide, most of them
on the floor.

were swept

“Hlurrah for us!" roared Mornington.
% Don't let ihewr- get away?! Collar that
duffer!”

Lumsden was grabbing at the key in

e door, when he was seized and dragged
back. -

5t on him !

“Sit on the lot of them!®

“Ha, ha, hal™ :

“Oh, my hat!” panted Hansom, as he
- was sat upon by three or four juniors and
squashed almost {o pancake shape. “ Yow-
ow! Gerrup! Let we wup, You Yyoung
villains!  I—1--T'll let you off, Jimmy
pilver!”

Jimmy chuckled hreathlessly.

“But ‘T'm not letting you olf, Hansom,
old nut! You're jolly well going to have
a prefect’'s licking vourself!™

Aund there

R .

the Fourth.
THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
. The Chopper Comes Down !
IMAMY SILVER  was  feeling
painful. lansom's strokes with
ashplaut biad been well laid. on, But
the tables were turned mnow, and
Jimmy derived considerable comfort from
-the idea of reversing the process of the
preiect’s licking. ;

He took up the ashplant the ecaptain of
the Fifth had dropped, and took a business-
“like grip on if,

“Put them over
“Hansom first!”

“What-hie!"

rather
the

the chairz!” he said.

“Lezgo, you youneg villains!” roared the

Fifth ¥orm prefect. :

“Bueck wup, there! Never mind  his
yelling! T'm going to give him something
ip yell for!™ :

“Ha, ha, ha! :

Hansom strugcled desperately.  There was
1o doubt as fto Jimmy Silver's intentions,
and the bhumiliation of a licking at the
hands of a jonior was too terrible—if it
eould be helped. 1t did not seem, however,
that it could be helped.

A prefect’s ligking had ‘seemed to Ifap-
som’s mind exactly ‘to meet the ecase—
applied to Jimmy Silver. Applied to him-
self, it was an oubtrage too awflul for words.
But it was going to be applied. :
. Hansom  wez yanked across” the chair
where Jimmy Silver had lately been held.
in the grasp of so many hands that it
was impossible for the Fifth-Former fo do
more than wriggle,

was a roar of applause from.

J

* Keep clear!” gaid Jimmy,

The ashplant whizzed up. Hansom waited
in horrid anticipation for it to come down.
Ite did not have to wait long.

Whack!

“Yoorop!”

Whack, whack, whack!

“Lay it on!” chortled Lovell,

“Stoppit!” shricked Hansom, *“I'il report

you——"

Whaek!

“Ow! I'll--T'l11. smashk wyou! I'll—-
Yaroooh! ©Oh, crumbsi”

Whack, whack!

Jimmy Silver was warming to his work, .

Hansom wriggled and welled in anguish.
He had had no idea how painful such an

inflickion might be, but bhe was learning
now, :
Lovell waS counbing, and it was not

until he had counted a dozen that Jimmy
silver ceased to lay on the ashplant.
Then Hansom gasping with angunish, was
vanked aside, and Talboys was stretched
across the chair in his pleace. The dandy of
the Fifth shuddered in dire appreliension.

“I—I say, Silver! I say——" he pgasped.
~ Whack, whack! :
“Yaroop! Stoppit!  Teave off! TI-—1

say, I'll resign if you like!”s shrieked Tal-
boys. “I—I don’t want to be a prefect!

I—I—I'll resign!

“Resignation i8 mneeded af a moment
[ like thiz!” chuckled Mornington. *Resign |
-yourself to your fate, old bhean.”

“Ha; ha, ha!™
" Whack, whack! :

“Yow-ow-ow! Oh, by mad! Wlocoop!'”

“Muggins next !’ commanded Jimmy Silver.

“Look here, you young sweeps!” roared
Paul Muggins. “I'll jolly well smash yon!
%}nin‘t‘ vou gdare to lay a finger on me!

1'1 MR - -

“Put him on the chair!”

“T'lI—1"ll—= Oh crambz!”

Whack, whaek, whack!

Knock! ..

“Hallo!" ejaculated Jimmy Silver. az a
loud, sharp knock came at the door. “Who—
who's that?”

A deep voice came from without.

“What is this disturbance? Admit me
instantly !”

“Phew! -The Head!™

Knock, knock!

The juniors looked at one another. In ihe
excitement of the moment they had for-
gotten the Head. '

“I—I suppose he must have heard the
row!” stuttered Lovell.

“Unless he was stone-deal!” grinned
Mornington. “Hook it! The window—sharp!
Hook it!"

“What-ho!
Jimmy Silver.
- He tossed away the ashplant, and there
was a rush for the window.  The Huniors
tumbled out pell-mell after one another.

The Fifth Form prefects did mot attempt

Come on, you fellows!” said
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A Great Opporiunity Arrives for Georg

‘To be or not to be ?—that is the question: But—

to stop their retreat. They were feeling ton
badly used to care for any more scuflling.
The sharp knocking at the door continued.

“Admit me abt once!” thundered the Head.
“Are you there, Hansom—Lumsden? Open
this door insfantly !’

With a sickly look, Hansom of the Fifth
tottered to the door and unlocked it. The
last of the juniors disappeared from Cthe
window as Hansom threw the door open.

Majestic in his wrath, the Head of Rook-
wood stnlked into the prefects' room.

The dusty, dishevelled TFifth-Formers
blinked at him. Never had a sorrier crew
met the Head's gaze. They did not look
much like prefects. They looked, in fact, a
good deal more like tramps. Most of them
were mopping their noses. Some of them had
their. coats burst or buttonless. All were
riumpled and dusty and gasping.

The . Head looked them over, with aston-
ishment and wrath in his gaze. This was
certainly not how he had expected bis new
set of prefeets to look.

“Bless my soul!” he exclaimed. “You—
you—— Are these Fiftih Form boys of Rook-

{ wood, or a set of hooligans?”

There was silence, broken only by painful
gasping and snuffling. The unhappy prefects
looked at the door.

“Hansom!"” thundered the Head.

“Ye-e-es, sir?”

“What is the matter with your eye?”

“Mum-mum-my eye, sir?"

“Yes, your eye, Hansom!'”

“Tt—it—it’s black, sir!” gasped Hansom.

“You have been [i®hting here!” exclaimed
the Head in indignant scorn. “You, senior
boys, whom 1 have appointed prefects, have
been fighting—actually in the prefects’ room
itself "

“Nunno, sir!” gasped\ Lumsden.

- “Then how is it that I find you in this
atate?” ("

“The—the juniors—""

“What! Do you mean to fell me that
juniors 4ave treated you like this—that you
have allowed juniors to treat you like this?”
thundered the Head.

“We—we couldn’t help—"

{13 “’TE--'“’E—-"“'E—-"

“Absurd! Ridiculous! Unheard of! Pooh'™
exciaimed the Head angrily. “I appointed
you as prefects to keep order in the school!
I find you with black eyes——"

“Only—only one black eye,
Hansom.

“1 find you with black "eyes!” thundered

git!” gasped

{ the Head, incensed, as he azlways was, by

anything that looked like contradiction. I
-find you with black eyes and swollen noses,

and——"

“Ow! Oh dear!”

“ With black eyes and swollen noses, en-
gaged in fighting with juniors!” exclaimed
the Head. “Juniors! Upon my word! Is
that what vou regard as conduct suitable for
prefects of Rookwood?” .

“We—wo—wp—_"

o ) s SR

“Enough! Your appointment iz can.
celled!” exclaimed the Head. “Not only
have you proved yourselves useless in the
capacity- of prefects, but by your ridiculous
conduct you have brought contempt upon
that rank. Your appointment as prefects is
cancelled. Evidently I was mistaken in you!
You need say no more, Hansom. Your
appointment is cancelled! Ridiculous!”

And with that the incensed headmaster
swept oub of the prefects' room. :

Hansom & Co. looked at one another with
sickly looks.

“I—I—I'm jolly glad!” gasped Hansom.
“I'm fed up with i, anyhow! 'Tisn’t all
toflee to be a prefect, that I can see!
Br-r-r-r-r!”

And Hansom's followers agreed with him.
Certainly it had not been all toffee in theip
case. They limped away from the prefeets’
room for a much-needed wash and brush-up,
sadder if not wiser Fifth-Formers,

That evening fags were wanted to put the
" prefects’ room to rights. - Jimmy Silver & o,
did that duty cheerfully—in faet, merrily.
They had seen the last of the Blackleg
prefects.

THE END.

(There 1will be enother splendid, long,
complete story dealing with the adventures
of Jimmy Silver & Co., entitled: © Back to

His Own!"" in next week's bumper issue.)

g Buikeley Next Week |
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“THE OUTLAW KING!?”

(Continwed from page g.)

and who has placed us under so deep an oblication this dav.
‘We take the road to London, but whither do you turn your steps?”

“I know no more than the bones of that capon,” said Guy,
poimting to the remains of their meal. *“T suppose T must take
- service with some loyal baron—if there are any to be found.”

The girl looked up quickly,

“There is one,” she said, “truer to King Richard than any of
these belied earls, Why do you not zeck him out, sir? But, alas!
1 had forgotten.” And her check fluslied well-nigh scarlet as the
. whimple that framed her face.

18 indeed an outlaw, and yet the friend of all who are poor and
_ oppresged.” :

+ “Now, by the rood,” cried Guy. smiting the fahle with Lis fist,
“you ¢an mean none other than Rohin Hood !”

The old man shook his head gravely.

. “You give bold counsel. to Master FitzHuch, Isobel,” he &aid,
“but I know not if it he wise.”

: . \:isc or not,” cried Guy, “’tis counsel that goes with my own
ieartt”

And the girl, looking up with a clad smile, ran her fingers over
the strings that she had now mended, and fang, in the sweetest
voice Guy had ever heard:

“What life so free as the greenwood tree,
And the zound of the hunter's horn?”

Guy clapped lis hands, and then sprang from the :tocl on whieh
he had been sjtting.

“Tell me,” he cried—"where is the bold Robin to be found?
Wien I have set you upon your way, I will hie me straight to
bis lair, though I have to seareh all England through!”

4. “Robin Hoed {farries never long in one place,” said the old

- man, smiling at the lad's enthusiasm: “bhut just now he bides in
. the forest of Sherwand, for 'tis not many days since we sat by

his fire, and right well did he reward us for our poer song!”

The road to Sherwood aund that to London town leading in
exactly opposite directions, it was with & momentary feeling of
sadness that Guy parted fronr these the first friends that he had
met on his travels, - x

He thought the old man hurried the girl away somewhat
abruptly ; but as Guy sprang inte his saddle, and the two minstrels
reached the top of the iittle hill, he saw the red whimple turn
for a moment-in his direction, saw Isobel wave one hand in fare-
well, and then they were gone; and, hbumming her song, he shook
his bridle and éantered away for a life under the greenwood tree.

-

ARl the rest of that day not a soul did -Guy see unfit just about
the time of svnset. While the sun was yvel well above the top of
the forest, but the light growhig golden. he spied a brown spob
in the distance—a motionless figure sitting by the roadside.

“Ah, yonder is some good carl who will give me direefions !” he
=aid, quickening his pace. But as he did so the tigure rose, and
commenced to walk away towards the frees.

Guy squeezed his horse and set it imto a gallop: but, to his
surprise, the ficure, a’ monk, eanght up the skirts of his brown
~robp in either hand and eommenced to run.

"Ne&er shall it be said that I was outrun by a shaveling monk!”
«ried Guy.

And, putfing his horse to its best. speed, he began {o overtake
the mnner. He saw, some little distanee aliead, a stream, winding
_h;;tx»}ecu thie common and the forest; and iraversed by & single
pank.

For this the monk headed with elephantine strides; but when
Le reached it, instead of erossing, lhe wheeled round, set his great
leos wide apart, roiled back his sleeves, and produced a quarterstaft.
. “Stand, young man!” he eried, in a ctrong voice. “You think
it fine sport to disturb me at vespers, and now you shall answer
for vaour impertinence!”

“Youn are the strangest monk I have ecver seen,” said Guy,
coming to a halt and leoking down at the man.

*You are not the only addlepate who has said that!" grunted
the meonk.: “If yon have any thought to cross this stream, you
mst try & bout with me first, 1 will shrive thee afterwards, when
I liave eracked thy skull!” :

“We crow lustily!” said Guy, springing to the ground. *Give
me but time to tether my horee to this thorn-tree, and I will
ring a chime on your ribs that shall -la=t you for & month!'"

The monk had a large, good-humoured face and two little eyes
that twinkled merrily.

*Now, young sir, must I walt all night?”

: ““I‘ﬂl’a'ﬁ'ﬁ your parden, father; I am ready!
wee ! :

(Who is the mysterious mionk? See the long inctalment of our
wonderjul new serial in next week's igsue.)
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: —Viglin Bows—imich and Froneh Clocks—=Floor Tiles—Typewriters—

Braoehes—Lockse—Selesore—Hook  ©gvers—Iron and Brass Headsleads—

f Cabinet TFittinge—Linolenm and Mattings—0il _Paintings — Venetian

Blinds—8kelyes and Haotls—Hob Walar Apparatus—PEoots and Shoes,

i These men do their own jobs now|
§ Mr. J. H. GREGORY, Acton, London, W.3, writes :— §

“Your articles on * Overhduling a Moltor-Cyela? and * Overhauling a |

§ Motor-Csr’ are; fromi my peint of view as o fitter, exeelient; they
e would be of seal use io many who are NOT ‘amateurs.” 1 Honestly

congider thisz work ia worih doubie or treble what you charge for it:
it im far ol away beyondl my imegiving dbodut il I shall certainiy §

§ recommend it

Mr. J. McGRAFFIN, Workington, writes :—

“Thesy books ave full of asaful information, and the Hlusirations are
I ami sure the books wil repey §

g0 I think I shoenld beo sble to jidge sa to what your articles in P
conneclion with that trado are warth."

THIS BOOK FREE!

Ii you will just write your nameé and address on the coupon,

tear off and Hﬂ:‘sf}- it on to us, we will immediately send you a §
ustrated book which explains in detail all about §

“THE AMATEUR MECHANIC.” Don't delay; write for the

hook to-day. It is abselutely free.

POST COUPON NOW! g°|
No money required

Just sign and post this Coupeon

To THE WAVERLEY BOGK €0., Ltd. (Dept. Pop. L.),

0g, Farringdon Streei, London, E.C. 4. §

Please send nie,  withept charge or obligation to orvder, your Freg |
Tilngtrated Bookicd, containing all particulars of ** THE AMATEUE
MECHANIC," with specimen pages and illustrations; also information B
a8 to your offer i egend the Compleie Work af once Tor a nominal firet
payment, thEe balauce to be paid by a few small nignthly payments
hepinning thiriy days after delivery of the Work.

HAMER s e e e R N s T S s e R
(Send this frm o & pustcard.)
Pn?l L-j lg-zsl Farsbirgstnnadmrnnn IRt fan AR ARl A A RIS IEILLIITAET] BEEETSppnEREn PTEL LR E e L] B T LR T

THEE POPULAR.—No. 223.
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Y THE QREATEST BARQAIN 5 ;
@)  TERMS ever put beforo the British Public /
A - by one of LONDON'S OLDEST-ESTAB- /4 &
\ LISHED MAIL ORDER HOUSES. y
D

_.||I .
An absolutely FREE Qift Qooor i
of a Solid 8ilver English

only

. Free

W\ with Sea! attached,

iven FREE with eve

Hall-marked Double Curb ﬁlhar.t,

&
8

Specification : Gents’ Full-siza
Keyless Lever Watch, improved
action

overwinding.
10 YEARS' WARRANTY.

fitted patent recoil click, pre-
venting breakags of mainspring by

8
&

more. The balance may then

London, 8.E5.

E¥%" Sont on receipt of 8d. de-
posit; after approval, send 1£E
B

by © monthly -payments of
/= each. - Cash refunded in fall
«f dissatisfied. Send 8d. now to

J. A, DAVIS & C0O.

(Dept. 87), 28, Denmark Hill,

£ \-_\
C oo

MAKE YOUR

WIRELESS

& WIRELESS FOR ALL
: and its sequsl
SIMPLIFIED WIRELESS

RADIO
PRESS

OWN SET
the mysteries of Wirelegs made clear.

i

At all booksellers or 119 post free from
8, Devereux Buildin
}. » Deve 1 l_w.&"i-- .

DON'T BE SHORT.{ltai, 5uoiuiald £7" £8"citial

Sclentifie Treatment. Students report from 2 to 6 {rches Inpreass.
quite: parmanent. . Your health and stamina will be greatly improved.
will sticceed in business. Over ten years’ unblemished reputation,

¥ou
Band

rilonlars and our £100 . sntes to ENQUIRY DEPYF.
Ldﬁﬂﬂﬂ. K.4.

g Ot for
ACM.P., 17, STROUD GREEN ROAD,

STOP STAMMERING ! guzs yousselt s Lata Pax

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C. 1.

m - The “ NEW DOMINICAN " Packet of Stamps, |
containing : "DOMINICA (New Issue), Guines EPIRUS i
Ching, P('fLI‘SH SILB2IA, Belgian Germany, 8T, THOMAS

5, Jamaica, -HAUTE -
HUSSIA, Tkraine, CAPR

_ Finland.  TOGO, Schls‘z?%ﬁ. “AZORES,
VOLTA, Japan, ANGOLA, Travancore, E8|T
.YERDE, and Egypt.

Bend léd. postage and ask to sse Approvals.

: VICTOR BANCROFT, MATLOCK. i
o ' - Fine- New Model Accordeon, 10 3 10t ¥ 5j ins.,
1/2-PRICE -Piano-Pinished.. - Metal-Bound 8- Fold S‘;mu{t
- Bellows, 10 Xeys, Etc. Grand Organ -Tons.
B T s=gn - Sent by Return Post, to spproved orders, for 1/-
ST AN Deposit and 1/3 Poatage, and promise to send 2/«

fortolehtly tifl 15/- in all ia pald;
FRE
Double).
Grand Illustrated Catalogus Poat Freo.
_ ‘Bargaina, Td. i0o 77/6, Cash or 1.
HoHe Accordeons, 12/8 to 42/-.
y g - to I7/6. Clocks, 4/8 to 65/,
X to T0/-.. Jewelery., Novélties,
PAIN'S PRESENTS 'HOUSE
HASTIMGS., -

Toys, 'E
. Dapk.

{Established 34 Ye;

2. TOTOR
E. COash Price, 12/8, Pozt Freo (Elaswhere
Delight or Money Back, FREE -

- Big

Yeek,
Girimophones, 39/8
Vatohies,

5,‘"‘
o, ——

DA,

(drg:7

D LUSHIN

Eimple T-day Permanent Homa Cure for eithor gez.
Auto eiggestlon, drill, ete. Write ab once, mention
and get full particolars quite FRERE privately,

SELF-CONSCIQUSNESS,
SHYNESS, TIMIDITY. |

No

WPR

U.J.D. 132, A1l Szaints Road, 5T. ANNES-ON-SEA, -

£2 000 Worth of Chea
3 - HBend at-Once for CATALOGUE AND
HACHETTS WORES, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL, E.

Job Photographle Materlal, Cameras, &g,
SAMPLES, FREE, —

HEIGHT INCREASED 5 /a Complete
IN 30 DAYS, - Course.

ﬁni;ﬁpllancea. HoDrugs. KoDietlog. TheMelvinSiron: System
NEVYER FAILS. Full partioulars and Testimonlals, stamp.—
Melvin Strosg, Ltd. (Dspt. 8.}, 10, Ludgaie Hlili, London, Eng,

STAMMERINQ. Sohume Home cure,

5T. ANNES-ON.SEA,

C. B. BURTON, 27a, THE SQUARE,

ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS

WHEN

PLEASE MENTION THIS PAPER _

s

isall you pay for our No. 4004 lady's
ot gentleman's Mead "' Marve] "'—
the finest cycles ever offered on
such exceptionallyeasy terms. Builg
to stand hard wear. Brilliantly
plated ; richly. enamelled, exqui
sitely lined in twd colours. Sent}
packed free, carriage paidon -~
15 DAYS' FREE TRiAL. [

Fully warranted. Prompt delivery |
Money refunded if dissatisfied,
Big bargains in slightly factory
soiled mounts,  Tyres and
Accessories 333% below shop
prices. Buy direct from the
factory and, save pounds.- :
M3 How a. seven-year-old -MEAD
which had traversed 75.000 miles, 8
beat 850 upsto-date machines and §
broke the world's record by covermg §
34,366 miles in 385 days izexplainedin
our art catalogue. Write TO-DAY §
for free copy—brimfal of in. {8
formation about bicycles and |
contains - gigantic “photos
graphs of curlatest models, §

MEAD CYCLE €O. (ing) |
(Dept. B797 )
Birmingham

¢ Delicious, i
: Pure and &

SUPER-KREEM

€. YOURS for

) a9 Thishandsome full-sized Cent's Laver Watch
i o gent upon receipt of 84. - Altor approvyal B
gend L- more, the balancs may then be B
W paid by 6 monthly inatalments of &
2-each, Guaranteed § years. Chain W@,
Freo 1&'11:.& awn;vv:;atch. iL’taii:_%s«'knt' i

Gent's  Wrist ntehes In siock on aama

Cash roturned infullif dissatisfied, Sond B oo s e

' SIMPSONS (BRIGHTON) Ltd. (Dept. 122)
94, Queen’s Road, Brighton, Sussex.

G HAIN

FREE &=
3 CHOOSE 40 STAMPS FOR 6d. 3

poatager B. L. CORYN, 10, Wavye Crest, Whitstable,
All y‘b{? require—Bmté, Buits, Costumes, Raincoats, Overcoats, Accor-
deons, Watches, Rings, Clocks, ete., from 4/- monthly. Write for
free catalogue to Masters, Lid., 6. Hope Stores, Rye, Sussex.

e e OF1

Send 7 of these coupons with only 259 direct to the Fleet FPen Co.,
119, Fleet Street, London, E.C.4, You will receive by return.a Spleadid
British Made 14-ct. Gold Kibhed Fleet Fountsin FPen, value 10/6 (Fine,
Medlum, or Broad Nib). If only 1 c6upon is sect, the price is 3{9, 2d. being
allowed for each extrs coupon up to 6. (Pocket Clip, 4d.) Batisfastion
uaranteed or cash returned. Special New Offer—Your own name (n gilk
stters on elther pen for 1/- extra. : ¢ :
Lever Self-Filling Model, with Satety Cap, 2/- extra.

irom-nacket. of
Ll Send 24d.
Kent. .

- Printed and published evary Ti wsday by tho Propriectors, The Amalzamatsd Press (1922), Ltd.

Advertisement offices: The Fleotway House, Farrinedon Stroet, “London,
S 2 % : ¥ Aﬁru;d, Iis. per annum; 53. .64, for six montha.

rates; Inland, 13s, per annum; 6g. 6d. for alz months,

Wews Agency, Ltd. BSolp agents for Austraila and New Zealand: Messrs. Gordor % Gotoh. Lid., and for
55 el £ 28 > Saturday, Aprii 28¢(h, 1223

E.C. £&.- Begiatered for transmission by Canadian Magazine Post,

che clgetway House, Farringdon Street., Landon; E.O.4.
3 Bubsoription
~Bole agents for Bouth Africa: The Central
Canada, The Imperial News ﬂr;,.nl.iél. (Caradp). 2



