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THE FIRE8T CHAPTER,
5 What Mornington Knew.
66 ORNY &
; “IWell P2
M “Be reasonable, old scout!”
Mornington of  the Classical
Fourth shrugged his shoulders.

Jimmy Silver spoke very guietly and
earnestly, but Valentine Morpington did not
seem in a very reasonable mood.

it was nearly time for morning elasses at
Rookwood School, and some of the Fourth

were gathering mu.m the Form-room door,

when Jimmy addr Mornington in the
corridor.
Mr. Egertou, the new master of the Fourth,

had not yet appeared.
When he did it would be a signa
juniors to seuttle into the Form-roem.
Mornington’s face wag very dark, and there
was a glitber in his eyes tmu t@d of an
angry spirit within.
Morny, in faet, hod not qmto Tec
frem thg licking the new master had
on him the previous evening

Morny's look beded trou , and Jimmy
was a little unpeasy for the dandy of the
Fourth.

For Mr. Egerton was not the kind of man
to be trified with.

Most of the juniors liked him, but they
had recognised his firmness of character.

“It’s no good sharpening your kanife for
Egerton, vou know,” continued Jimmy Silver,
in & tone of sweet reascnableness. “And it
really isn't like you, Morny, to bear a grudge
for a licking.  Bless your little heart, I
had lickings enough from Mr, Bmtles when
he was here, and [ always liked him.”

“This is a bit different!” snapped Morny.

“1 don't see it. The new man found yeu
in his study, and you admitted you'd come
there to rag - the room. What the merry
dickens did you expect, if not a licking?”

“He went for ine like a ruffiaantl”

¢Well, he may have laid it on a little,”
said Jimmy. *Bub, of course, he was in a
wax.”

“0Oh, give a chap a rest!”
cressly. “I tell you I'm up against the new
man. Why, hang it all, so were the lot
of you once! Wasn't it agreed to rag every

new master we had till the Head allowed
\Ir Bootles to conie baegk?”

“Ye-es; bot

“Well, I'm stickin’ to it. What sort of a

erowd are the new masters the Head has got
in from goodness knows where?” demanded
Mornington.  “There’s all the old masters
resiened, and sticking at Coombe, and 2
serateh gang brought in to run Rookwood—
and Egerton the seratebiest of the lot¥? -

“otaff1” sald George Raby. “The rest are
a weird gang, I know, but Egerton is all
right.*

TaE Porurar—Na. 210.

OWEN CONQUEST.

A dramatic long com-
plete
Silver & Co., of Rook-
wood, you'll all enjoy

.s

§

said Mornington |

THI

F!

LEVACATACA AT ATATYAUA VAT A Vs

I

tale of Jimmy

reading. 22

EIAn AN AN

BT T ;ummmm!mmmzezam:mmmmmmmmmmnmmnmmme;uu;mmmm|inmmmmmluuzmlm1uui1mnumummmmmmmimiimissmmn !!EHF

“Richt as rain!™ said Arthur Newcome.

The Fistical Four of the Fourth were all
agreed upen that point, evidently.

They were loyal to 3 Bootles, their dis-
missed master; but they did not see any
reason to be down on the new mam, who
had given them po eause for ofience, and
who had, indeed, been kind and considerate.

The opinion of the Fistical Four did net
weigh with Valentine Mornington, however.

He shrugged his shoulders again.

“You're mistaken in him,” he said eoelly.
“1 eounld prove it to anybody but an ass!”

“Thanks!” said J m! Silver dryly.

“Not at all; you ‘re weicome to my opinion
of your intelle

“Look here, yon eheeky ass——

“Look at the facts!” said Morningten.
“Mr. Bootles met the Egerton man the day
he came, and reecgnised him. He let drop
somebbing that showed he had a grudge
of some sort against the man. Then Egerton
forbids us to hold any communication with
him. Bootles comes licre and forees his way
in to the Head, Well, what did he do that
1’01 2

“Blegsed if I know!

“My orlm(»n is that lie was warning the
Head against the new man. He knows him,
and kno“:, something abent him.”

“He would naturally be a bit prejudiced
against the man who's taken his place here.
said Erroll.

“Prejudiced be blessed!  Ti's not that.
But therex somethin’ more,’ said Moreing-
ton. “I was in the man’s study yesterday
evening, and he <caught me t{here. I'd
dodged hekind the sereen, and he didn’t see
me at first. Well, 1 saw v;hszt he was dein’.
He unpacked a fronk—r

“Not very wicked in that, is there?’
asked Lovell,

acs »

“Pat ‘1ead ! He sob out  wrifing
mate et

““hy snouhlnt he? Perhaps be wanted
to write & letter home,” puggested Lovell
gravely,

The juniors chuekled, and Mornington

flushed with annoyance,

“Will you let me finish?® he exclaimed.
“He wrote five or six letters, ome after
another—but all the same }ettef as it turned
out. He was making it up awiully eareful.

Then he picked out a paper with an engraved
headmv R if——"

“He wuald write on Rookwood notepaper,
naturally,” said Jimmy Silver.

“But it wam't Rookwood paper.”

“1 don’t see what else it could have heen.”

“The heading on the paper was * Hmhwood
School.” 7 answered Morpington.

e
“That surprises you, does {2’ grinned
Marnington. “It surprised me. He L‘Qpled

out his letter on that paper, and hurnt all
the sheets he'd written. Now, how does he
come to have Highwoed School paper in Ris
writing-case?”

(Copyvight in the United States of America.)

I

“May haye visited there, and brought some
away by ehance—same as you do at o sea
side hetel sometimes.”

“But why should he pick it out to wrile
a special letter on?”

“I'll give that vp.” ;

“Well, I'll tell you,” said Mornington. “lie
was writing a letter for some kind of vpooi‘-~
to make out that the lebter was written at
Highweod School. He couldn’t have had
any other reason. When 'l saw that, 1 knew
he waz fishy.” :

“Look here, Moray

“Then Le found me there,” said Morning-
ton, between hs teeth. “He didn't know 1'd!
seen the Highwood School paper. But he
was nermua—he thought I might have—and

tehed into We. He was scared ab the
v fellow nosing about his study.
ite plain. He pitched into e as

3

a warnin’.
Jimmy Silver hkailted his brows thought-

fally.
Morny's

Four, thougl

story was news to the Fisticat
Errolt had already heard it,and
it was extremely puzzling.

Wuy a man at Roekwood should write a
letter om Hichweed Scheol paper—pot by
chanec, but with intention—was a mystery.

“What do you think now?” demanded
Morny triumphantly.

“1. den’t guite know whab to think,?’
answered Jimmy Silver. ©Are you surs of
what you say?¥

“Yes, assf’

“Perhaps you went to
sereen and dreamed it,”
Bdward Lovell,

“ Fathead! 1’d never even heard of Hizgh-
wood HSchosl before—I den’t know now
svhere the place is. The name couldn’t have
come inte my head of its own accord, could
e

“Well, lm,” said Jimmy. < 8till, he may
have had his reasons. I d.;re say he Lomd
expiain—if it was necessary.”

“T'm up against‘. hisp,” caid Morumifton»
obstinately; “and as for his order not to
speak to Boetles, 1 sha’u’t take any neties
of it. In faet, 'm goin’ down to (,oomb&
specially to see Beotles afier lwnun;

“Now, look here, Morny

£ Suush' Here he comes!” said Raby.

The stalwart fignse of My, Cyril Egerion,
the new master of the ¥ourth, appeared at
the end ef the cervider.

The discussion breke off abrupily.

Jimmy Silver & Co. went into the Form-
room, and the Fourth were all in their places
when My, Hgerton came in.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
FMerninaton Rebels.

€5 O8D-MORNING, boys!”
“ Geod-morniug, sir!”
Mr. Bgertons greeting

cheery and hearty

sleep behind the
suggested Arthur

Jras
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Y
It was scarcely possible to look at his
cheery, good-humonred face, and listen to
his hearty voice, without liking him.

Hven Mornington had liked him at BRrst,
till that unfortunate encounter had taken
place in the master’s study.

The Fourth Form had been in a restless
moed owing to the dismissal of their master
by the HKesd, and they had pgiven a good
deal of trouble in mere ways than one, in
conseguence,

But the arrival of the new master had
changed all that.

He was popular at once, and order wa:
quite established in the Fourth; though in
the other Forms at Rockwood there was
ever-recurring trouhle under the pew masters

In the Fourth Form room fthere was only
one gloomy face—the handsone face of
Valentine Mornington.

Mr. Egerton’s glance rested on him for a
moment, rather keenly,

Mornington met his glance, and his lip
airted in & sneer.

That, however, the new master affected not
to notice.

He had given Mornington a severe lesson
the previous evening, from whatever motive,
but he plainly did not desire further trouble
with the dandy of the Fourth if it could be
avoided.

For some time Morny was left to himself
and his sulky humour.

The junlors worked with the new master
cheerfully; even Tubby Mufin got through
his construe with less blunders than usual.

3 htlmuingteu was called upon to eonstrue at
ast.

¢ Sorry, s&ir, I've done ne prept”
Mornington coolly. o

Mr. Egerton looked at him.

¢ You did no preparation
Mornington?” he exclaimed

“No, sir"”

“And why pot, Mornington?”

“I wasn’'t feelin' up to it. I'd been badly
used by a brute, sir,” said Mornington, with
icy coolness.

There was a gasp in the Fourth.

Morningten  was  evidently loeking for
trouble, and Mr Egerton's expression  in-
;lticated that he wounld not be long in finding

“ Mornington!”

“Yaas, sir!”

“Are you aware that you are speaking
to vour Form master?”

“Quite so, sir."”

“And are you alluding,” continued Mr
Egerton, “to the punishment I gave you
last ’!;ighg for intruding in my study?”

aas.

said

last evening,

“1 presnme, Mornington, that you de not
expect your insolence to pass unpunished?”
said Mr. Egerton. ;

¥ don't expect anythin' from you, sir”
said Mornington deliberately.  “You're the
third blackleg that’s taken our Form master’s
job, and I suppose you're much the same as
the othera.”

“Morny!” murmured Erroll, in distress

Morny did pnot heed his chum. His eyes
were fixed upon the face of the new master.

“Upon my word!” ejaculated Mr. Egerton
“This i3 too much! Mornington, come here
at oneel!”

Mornington lounged out hefore the class,
with his hands in his pockets.

The new master had picked up a cane.

The gleam in his eyes, for a moment, was
ot pleasant to see.

The Fourth Form looked on in silence.

“Hold out your hand, Mornington.” said
Mr. Eserton quietly.
“You're goin’ to cane me?” asked Morn-
gton, backing away a little from the Form
sier, in the direction of the door.
Most certainly!”

“You're not!” said Mornington coolly.

“Merpington, if you do mot hold vut your
Lard at once, I shall thrash you severely!”
timed the Form moaster

Will you?” said Morny. between his teeth.

He had been backing towards the door,
#nd now he made a sudden run, and tore
the door open.
. Before the new master could realise his
ntention, Mornington was outside the Form-
Toom.

Mr. Egzerton atood astounded for a moment.

But as the rebel junior's footsteps pattered
away down the corrider. he strode to the
ooz,

“Morninston,” he thundered, “come back
at once! How dare you leave the Form-
rocm?”

in

' Mornington did not answer.

He was already making for the guadrangle,
and, without a glance hehind him, he scudded
out of the School House.

Mr. Egerton stared after him, from the
Form-room, blankly.

He made a step into the passage, and
halted.
Valentine Moraningion, plainly, did not

intend to be caught, and an undignified chase
of an elusive junior was searcely the thing.
- Mr. Egerton, with knitted brows, turned
hack into the room and closed the door.

The Fourth Form sat with bated breath.

The new master resumed the lesson with
quiet calmness as if nothing had happened,
Mornington’s punishment being left over
for the present. i

Lessons continied in a very quiet atmo
sphere. .

Some of the junicrs expecied te see
Valentine Mornington come back as soon as
he was cool and make the best of his sub-
mission, but it did not hanpen.

While lessons were going on in the Form-
rooms of Rockwood, Mornirzton had dropped
quietly over the school wall into bthe road.
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He had snatched up his cap as he fled, his
mind having been already made up as to
what he was going to do.

He could not venture mnear the gates,
where old  Mack would certainly have
stopped and detained him, but the wall was
?asily climbed, and Mornington was soor
Tee.

With his hands in his pocksts, the dardy
of the Fourth sauantered away down the lane
towards Coombe.

He knew the risk he was running-—or,
rather, the certainty—but there was no
hesitation in his manner.

He wondered whether Mr. Ezerton would
have left him unpursued if he had known his
destination.

But Mr. Egerton, grinding Latin with the
Fourth Form in the school, had no suspicion
that Valentine Mornington was on his way
to see Mr. Bootles.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Startling News,

6 LESS my soull”
It was Mr. Bootles, late master

of the Fourth Form at Rookwood
School who made that remark

A group of pgentlemen were pacing
sedately along the lane, near the village of
Coombe, with rather gloomy faces.

They were the old “staff * of Rookwoud,
now resigned—or, rather, on strike!

Mr. Greely, former master of the Fiith,
stont and portly and importanh, was taik-
ing—as he generally was.

He was holding forth cn the subjeet of
the absurd obstinacy of Dr Chisholm, the

Head of Rovkwood, and debating whether it
would be judicious to make an appeal to
the goveruors of the school to end the
present unsatisfactory state of affairs,

Mr. Qreely had been the leader of the
masters’ strike in suppert of Mr. Bootles,
whom they regarded s having beea unjustly
dismissed by the Head, with some reason.

Mr. Greely ‘had not changed his mind in
the least, but he was growing very restive
and dissatisfied as the days passed, and no
sign came from the Head of Rookwood.

Certainly he had expeeted the “strike”
to bring the headmaster to reason, but it
ftad not had that resalt.

New masters had taken the places of most
of the old, apd though they had been
hnrriedly engaged. and were certalnly not
giving satisfaction, the Head was contriving
to work with them, somehow.

It really looked as if the strikers would
be left out in the cold, and that they
might us well disperse as remain in their
quarters at the inn.

They were taking their morning walk in
a body. Mr. Greely holding forth, and the
other masters giving .him his head, so to
speak, when Mr. Bootles sighted Moranington
coming along the lane.

“PBless my soul!” said Mr. Bootles. “This
is very irregular, There seems to be very
Little order in the school. Here is a boy
oub of gates—"

“What is to be expected?’ snorted Mr.
Greely *“As T was saying—-"

“Matters are very unsatisfactory in my
Form,” said Mr. Mooney, with a sigh.
“Rookweod is certainly suffering from this
unhappy state of affairs.”

“Mais oul, oui!” murmured Monsicur
Moncean

Mornington came up and raised his cap’
very respectfully to the masters.

“My dear Mornington,” said Mr. Bootles
mildly “Surely you should be in your Form
room at this hour?”

“¥'ve cut, sir!” said Mornington.

“What?”

“I was coming to see you, sir,” said
Mornington to Mr. Bootles. “I hbave some-
thing rather important to say, sir.”

-The masters halted.

“You may speak, Mornington,” sald Mre
Bootles.

“I've something. to tell you, sir,” said
Morninaton. “Mr. Egerton has a secret of
gome kind, and T know he is shady——"

*What., whatt”

“The boys are flnding it out already!”
snorted Mr. Greely. ““I am not surprised-—
not surprised at all! 'Fhis is what Rookweod
is coming to!”

“Mon Dieu!” murmured Mossoo.

“Ahem! Mornington, 1 sympathise with
you, but I am afraid 1 cannot discuss Mr.
Egerton with a boy in his Form,” said Mr.
Bootles.

“1 must tell you what has happened, sir.”

“Let the boy tell what has happened!”
boomed Mr. Greely.  “Knowing what we
do of the man, Mr. Bootles, we are bound
gq take meagures, if necessary, to frustrate
im "

“ You—you may procead, Mornington.”

Mornington proceeded.

He refated, with minute detail, what had
occurred in the new master’s study the
previous evening, dwelling espeecially upon
the letter which hed been writien upon Hich
wood School notepaper, after such carefu”
concoction.

The masters listened in silence, broken
only by oceasional snorts from Mr. Greely.

“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Bootles at last.

“Now, sir,” said Mornington.  “I kpow
you know scmething about the man. You
may know what he played this trick for.
He can’t be honest to be playing such a
game. He's a hrute, too! 1 can't go to the
Head: he wouldn’t listen to me. That’s why
I've come to you.” .

Mr. Bootles was very agitated.

“Tt—it—it is very extraordinary!” he said
feebly.

“It is _clear enough!” thundered Mr.
Greely. “The man was a master at High.
wood  School, and he was dismissed for
theft. You informed Dr. Chisholm of the
facts. Obstinate as the Head undoubtedly
is, he could pot avoid asking the man to
give him some explanation. What explana-
tion ecould he give? He conld not refer the
Head to Highwood. Dr. Woodward would
have exposed him utterly. Therefore, he has
concocted this letter on Highwood paper.
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His motive, sir--his only possible motive—
was to deccive the Head with that letter—
a pretended letter from Righwooed School.”

Mornington started. -

He was learping more now than was sus-
peeted.

“But—but a letter in his own hanpd!
stammered Mr. Bootles.
Snort!

“His own hand?
ald a Jetter in his own ha

cense!  What use
nd be?” boomed

Nons

the Fifth Forin master.  “The ' is not
in bis own hand, but in a disguised hand.
Fhat letter, sir, purports to be from the

d School—ihat is the
and it clears the
1. That letter, sir,
ent forgery!” snorted

headmaster of Highwo
only p ble explanat
man of your accusat
13 a forgery—an it
Greely.

3less my soull”

“He was bound o satislv the Head after
your information. He produced a lefter to
o ity and, first of: all, forges the letter.
Boubtless, when he left Highiwood, he was
aareful to take away some of the school
notepaper, i case such a necessity shouid
arise, The matter, sir, is as clear as day-
B ght‘

“What—what an excess ively m)semrml
man!” murmured 3 Bootles. “I am afra
it is as you say, X £ Greely. -1 must see
the Head. I must! But he has given orde
that I am not to be admitted to the school.”

“There is the telephone, Mr. Bootles.”

“True, true! I musi speak to him at once
—at onecel”

Aud ' Mr. Bootles, greatly flustered, and
apparently forgetiul of Mornington’s, exist-
ence, hurrjed back towards the village.

Mr. Greely & Co. followed him, with
svident excitement; and Mornington was left
standing in the lene alone.

He grm'led

“By gad!” murmured Mornington. “By
gad! A thief—turned out of his 1 job

for dishonesty! My hat! The Head's gefting
a precious set of blackguards to run Rook-
wood! Old G'eelv hit the nail on the head,
that’s elear. He's an old donkey, bub he's
got it right! By gad!”?

Mornington turned, and strolled back to-
wards Rookwood.

Alter what Mr.

tead on the telephone it was not likely that
th new Form master would remiain another
hour at Rookwood Bchool, and Morny hLad
the pleasant prospect aof escaping punish-
menbY for his defiance in the Form-room that
moriing.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
My, Qreely Rises to the Occasion.

: HEN Dr, Chisholm stepped- into
his study a few minutes after
twdve, he found the {elephone-hell
heginning to ring.

!!o took up the recelver,

“Weli?”

“JIs that Dr. Chisholm 22

“Yes”

“1-am Mr. Bootles”.

“Bless my soul! Really, Mr. Bootleg——*

“Pray do not ring off, sir? have a
matter of the greatest possible moment to

speak of.”

“1 prosume you refer to your malictous
and unfounded aliegations against Mr. Eger-
ton?

"X refer to my aeecusation, ecertainly.”

The Head
witter.

smiled grimly over the trans.
1, Mr Bootles, donbilesz rou will be
d to learn that Mr. Egerton has com-
Iy rebutted vom absurd charge”

Impossible, sip!
“Nob st all—n fact!” sald the Head. “He
Bas shown me a letter from the headmaster
aof H ghmvorl School containing a complete
2 r having entertaived unfounded
is honour, and reguesting  him,
the most flattering terms, te veturn and
s his dabl{s there.”
t is an old letter, Mr. Bootics, which
cing man has preserved in ease such
licious  insinuations should ever be made
6 him.  Very foxtuxmte!y, too, con-
zh’c ring your econduct.”
Dy 3Im, the letter iz no

t genuine.”

: m.i'm.ta at once to the headmaster
of Highwood if you reh.se to listen to me.”
. Tre Porvrar,—No.
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Bootles had to fell ih«“

| know,

“You are weleome fo do so.” :

“Meanwhile, I beseech you to be on your
guard against that exeecdingly unscrupulous
young man—-"

Chisholm jammed the reseiver hack
inte his- place, aml the rest of Mr. Bootles’
sentence was lost

The Head's fdce wag very angey as he rose
irom the telephone.

¢ Ou&mgeow"' he exelaimed. “I ean under
stand a preiudice—even a bitter prejudice—
but this unworthy persecution of au exeellent
young man—-"

Bauzzzz?' s

The telephone-hell rang loudly,
Y isholm did not- approach if, houevm
quitted the study, leaving the bell to

the other end of the wire Mr, Bootles
in a state of great perplexity and

Ho made three or four attempts to “ring
on,” ~but it was in vain, and an acid
feminine voice from the exchange informed
him that he couldn’t get “through.” And
then the little gmtieman gave w up.

He turned away from the telephone, which
was in the reading-room at the Coombe Arms,
with a {renbled bruw

My, Greely & Co. were all round him:
had the rnnm to themselves.

“He wiil not listen to
Bootles.

Snort from M. Gxeclv

“Then your only reeourze is to write to
the headmaster of Highwoed,” anid Mr.
Mooney.

“Yes, yes; and af once!” said Mr. Wiggins,

Mr. Bootles nodded,

“1 shall do so0,” ‘he sald. “Even Dr
Chisholm cannot retuse to hged a letter from
Dr. Woodward.”

“That letter,” said Mr. Greely
arrive until to-morrow at the eay

they

el sished Mr.

“eannot
»

“True! ~ The man must remain another
day at Rookwood.” :
Mr. Or gave a =till more emphatic

snort,

= Wha\; object do you think the man has,
Nir. Bootles, in coming to Rookwood a$ all?
His meetiw with you, certalnly, was unex-
pected; but hie must have known that any
day, b;, any chanee, his true character might
be exposed, He could not have hoped to re-

main long &t the school. Why, then, did he
wm}‘eg Evidently to feather his nest, siv.

PN

“He has hoen a thief once, and he is now
a forger,” id Mr. Greely. “That man's
intention, sir, is to rob the school.”

“Bless my soul!”

“Doubtless the Head will fell him what
has been said on the telepuenp and he will
sir, that he hos only twenty-four honrs
befors him,” gaid Mr. Greely. *Teo-morrow,
at the latest, he will he turned out of Rook-

wood. It his intentions are dishonest, th
mﬂ be c&rnﬁd into effect to-nizght; it is his
last chance.”

“Good heawcns”’

“Gentlemen,” sald Mr. freely, folding his
arms, and loo;:m" round upon his eoufreres
quite granmy—“oﬂntkmcu this {3 not the
time to remember the obstinacy—the absurd
ulm,lmcv——of Dr. Chisholin, We must think

e school, in whieh we held honourable
posts, auu in which we may hold honour-
abt We, gentlemen, must inter-
it thh knave from carrying ont

“Trear me!" murmured Mr. Bootles.

“It is our duty,” said the Fifth Form
master. “Incidentally, we shall heap eoals
of ﬁre apen the head of Dr. Chishohn. He
may realise that he eannot so e.m]v dispense
v“t,h his staff as he apparently imagines.
Gentlemen, this is our duby, and to-night we
shall do {17

And t‘“ ere was 4 genmeral nodding of hald

heads,
J to the sehool gates,

The gates were ¢pen now, and Moray
came 1o, nodding eoolly to {he chinms of the
Fourth.

——

THE FSFTH CPAP‘!‘EB

in bt.
IMMY BILVER & CO were out of the
Form-room when Mornington came up

EVERY mnav_m:cs 2=

“Come back for 69" asked Lovel.

“For what, ﬁid top?”

“The floggiiig.

“You'll get vt pretty gt‘ﬁ. Mor
Jimmy Silver. “I really don’t i
you expected.” -

Mornington shrugged his sl

“1 don’t think theres u #
he answered.

Tubby Muifin met
entered thie Schooi House.

“You're in for it, Morny!" the fat Ciass
announced.

“ Well, Fatty,

“Mr. Egerton
study with him
grin.  “The phons
Head’s study like—1ik
the Head’s come buzzing to see Mr. Fgerton,
They’re deciding what to do with vou, I
think. - You'll get flogged, you know!”

Mornington smiled.

,7 said

Enow what «‘Ice

Morning

in i’)r what ¥

He thought he conld muess why the Head
had gone to see Mi. Egerion afler the phone

bell had buzzed. 3 =

He glanced towards the Form master’s
stwdy, and as he did so the door opened and
Dr. Chigsholm appeared.

‘The Head paused In the docrway to speak
to the master within, and his manner as
Morny noted, was all graciousness

“My dear Egerton "——the juniors heard his
words—"say no more! My confldence is
complete—quite complete! I have simply
informed yon of Mr. Bootles’ statements
because I Yelt that vou had a right to know.
I regard them, ersonally, “with utter
contempt t”

Dr. Chisholm bad his back to the juniors,
and did not see them.

The master of the Fonrth was still imxsxble,
inside the study, but Morny and Tubby
Muffin heard his reply:

“Thank you very much, Dr. Chisholm”

“Not at all, Mr. Ecerton. I may add that
if 1 receive a letter irom the headmaster of
Highwood I shall place it in your hands im-
mediately I have read it

“Surely Mr. Bootlea will not—-"

“I fear that he will not hesitate to cause
trouble, if he can; he appears to be very
bitter,” sald the Head. “ However, even
Mr. Bootles will have the grace to offer an
apology when your former headmaster has
actually written to me corroborating your
statements.”

“No doubt, sir.
the letter soon.”

“To-morrow, probably,
at once.”

“Thank you, sip

“Not at all— at alit

Dr. Chisholm rustled away, Mornington and
Muffin backing into 2 window reeess hefore
he eaw them.

The study door closed :

Tubby Muffin blinked at Mornisgion i
great excitement as the Head disappeared.

“Has Bootles been s}angm" Egerton,
,o the Head, Morny?” he asked breathlessly.

“Better ask the He (”" yawned Moroing-
And he walked awa

Mornington was not femrw guite easy in
hig mind now.

The Head’s manner and spesch shiowed that
hia confidence in Mr. Lgermn had not been
shaken by Mr. Bootles’ telephone messasze,
whatever that had been.

You will probably receive

$ shall inferm you

”

In these circumstances, it was eertain
- that the Head would adminjster a flog-
ging  if Morny's conduet  was reported

to him; and Morny wondered whether
Egerton had reporieg it

Jimmy Silver & Co. found ‘Jommg*an
Jounging in the Lall when they «

“Not called over the Zfoals y
Lovell

“Nob yet.”?

“"'L.xu’& guser.”

Nuﬂm! had aluznmgf«,u
when the dinnerbell rang.

He came into the dinlng-scom with the
resh of the Classical Fourth, and {took his
place ealmly at tue dinner-table, with all
eyes on him, el

Mr. Ezerton took Mr. Bootles”
ab the head of the table.

He gave a slight start as Bis eyes fell on
Morpington.

1t was prefty clear {lmf bhs had @
all ebout the junior and bis rebellio :
duct in the Form-rodwm, and only the sight
of Morny rcealled the affair fo Bbis mind. ©

That in itself was aurpntm% enengh to'ths
Fourth: they eould not dasily imaging such
an incident  eseaping a master's
MENOTY. :

Mr.

been  called up

uld place

Form

What Happens Then 2



Still going strong—and gaining POPULARITY ecvery day, Boys! b

1t &l not surprise Valentine Mornington,

He was aware that there were much more
gerious matters occupying Mr. FEgerton's
mind at presenf, if Mr. Bootles’ statements
about him were correet. ;

Taking that much for granted, the man
must know that ere twenty-four hours had
elapsetl he would be exposed in his frue
colours, and the gates of Rookwood would
¢lose behind him, and in such circumstances
he was not likely to give much thought to
8 disraspectful junior.

He did not speak to Mornington at dinner,
at which he sat silent and thoughtful.

Mornington went out with the rest of the
juuniors, all of them wondering at Morny’s
goed luck.

When the Pourth came into the Ferm-room
for the afternoon, however, Mr. Egerton
called Moiny before the class.

The junior had no doubt whatever that
Mr. Egerton did noft care twopence about
what had happened thabt morning, bub ib
was necessary for him to keep up appear-
ances o long as he remained at Rookwood.

“Morninzton,” said Mr. Egerton quietly

the dormitory, and Jimmy Bilver sab up and
blinked round him in the gloom.

“Who's getting up?”

“Quiet 1 :

“Morny!" exclaimed Jimmy Bilver, as the
whispering voice came from the shadows.

“Yes. Hugh!”

“But what's $his game?’ assked Jimmy.
“1 suppose you're mnct goinz to raid the
Moderns on your lonesome?”

Mornington lauzhsd softiy.

“No. I'm goin’ dowg, though '

“What for?”

“To see that the school isn't robbed fo-
aight.”

Jimmy Silver jumped. it

“Wha-n-a-6¢” he stuftered.

“This i3 dear old Egerton's last night
here,” answered Mornington coolty. “He wili
be shown up to-morrow, and given the order
of the boot.”

“Ass!”

Jimmy 8itver turncd over and settlad down
to sleep again.

The dandy of
finished dressing.

the ¥ourth bad almozt

It was breken at last, and Morny fel a
thrill run through him.

In the corridor a soft, stealtliy footstep
came faintly to his ears,

He was not the only one gtirring in Rook-
wood.

He had been certain, ye$ this confirmation
of his certainty made his heart throb.

He did not move, but his eyes were
strained to penetrate the deep darkness of
the corridor before him. .

A glimpse of a moving shadow eaught his
eye, and the stealthy footsteps stopped out-
side the docr of the Head’s study.

Click!

Mornington smilod in the darknesse

Tha study door was open now.

It had been locked when Mornington tried
it, and now it was open.

The lock had been picked, and little more
preof was wanted.

Another faint, stealthy sound—the shadow
had disappeared into the Head's stfdy.

The door softly closed.

Meornizgton tiptoed towards it.

IN FLIGHT !—There was a rapid patter of footsteps in the corridpr.
Bulkeley came dashing into the study with a mob at his hesls, and even as he came the cracksman Jeaped through the
broken window, and vanished into the darkness without,

*This way !’ shrieked Nornington.

Crash !
(Sec Chapter 6.)

and kindly, rather to the junior’s surprise,
“voy acted very disrespectiully this morn-
iug." :

“Yea, Bir"

“I have eonsidered whether to report yeur
conduct to the Head,” said Mr. Egerton.
“You are aware, of course, that you would
be flogged if I did so. 1 bave decided to
parden you, Morningten, and to give you
anothier chance. 1 hope that we shall become
better friends in future.” :

“Qh!” ejaculated Morningfon.

“You may go to your place.”

Morninston went back to his desk.

“He’s a brick, Morny!" whispered HKrrofi
reproachfutly, as his chum sat down.

“He's a thiefl’* answered the dandy of
the Fourth.

THE 8IXTH CHAPTER,
in £« dead ~* night.

66 HAT—whe's that?”
Jimmy Silver awoke suddenly,
and sab up in bed.

= Tt was two hours since Bulke-
Iey of the Sixth had seen lights out in the
Fourth-Form dormitory.

'%‘h‘e haif-hour after eleven had chimed
out,

There was a movement in the darkness of

He put en a pair of rubber shoes and
moved quietly to ths doer.

He descended the stairs without a sound,
in his rubber s and moved along eau
tiously and wuuietiy to the corridor leading
to the Head’s study. .

In that aparfment was the safe, and if
Morny's suspiciens wers well-founded, that
would be the thief’s ebjective

It was known well enouch that the Head
Kkept money and sscurities in the safe; pro-
bably a handsome haul for a cracksman.

Morny reached the study deor acd turncd
the handle soffly.

1t did not open; fhe door was locked and
the key gona.

The junior stepped back into s window-
recess a short distance away and waited.

He heard midnight toll. out from the
clock-tower:

It was cold in the corridor. and Morninz-
ton shivered a littie, but his resointion did
not falter.

He was determined fo keep up the watih,
if he had to waib there through all the loug,
dark hours till dawn.

One!

In the deep sifence of the night the soli-
tary stroke from the clock-tower boomed
eerily.

Dead silence fptlowed.

From within the study came a glimmer of
ticht. 5

And then there came a faint, grinding
sound, the sound of a stee. drill working
upon iron.

Mornington’s eyes glittered.

There was no doubt now, it there bad
been any doubt before,

The cracksman was at work upon the safe,
and had already left traces that could vot
be concealed or denied,

It remained only to give the alarm, and
to effect the capture of the false Form
master. 5

The sound of the drill suddenly stopped.

Mornington was moving away softly, his
iatention being to call Bulkeley of the Sixth
before allowing the cracksman to suspect
that be was discovered

Buf as he moved from the door it opensd.

The light was out again, a shadow in the
darkness loomed over Mernington, and he
heard hard. guick breathing.

He could not repress a gasp, and the next
insbant a flerce grasp was upon him.

fe had not been heard.

1t was caution on the cracksman part that
had made him open the dosr, to listen in
the corridor before proceeding with his
nefarious task—a long onme. - :

Traz Porurar.—No. 210,
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6 Spread the Great News, Chaps—Dick Turpin—Coming Soon!

But the action came as 8 surprise

to
Borvington, and he was discovere

X shudder ran through the sehs solboy  #s
the fierce grasp 2 on him, but he
rath atd E‘rev~te

snce P2 hissed a v

4 hand was groping for Morninaton's
megeth, whils another held him in o grip’ of
RO,

k6 was Lo silence him, but it was not quite
enaugly,

“Help ! :

That one loud shout ranyg threugh the
smtent bouse befere the ygroping hand closed
exer the iunior’s mouth.

J¢ rang and echoed far and wide

There was 2 curse in the darkne
®orny’: mouth was covered, and
Borne to the floor.

A knee was planted on hig c'hest-, pinning
Bimn down, and the hard & gripped his
wonth with savage foree, silepeing him.

Xorny, half-throttled, wriggled painfully
wuder the weight of the cracksman, unable
1w strugcle as he was dragged into the study.

He knew that the man above bim was
Bstening with  fierce intentness to learn
wheiber his shout had been beard and the
ziavn given.

It Lad Dbeen heard; 1
zited to be heard.

tircady there was a sound
desrs ahove.

“Who's that?
deep voice of Bulke
“Who ealled”

could not have

of opening

1t was the
Sixth Form,

What isit?¥
of the

Mornington heard 2 savage outh ubeve
Fimr.
lm n\outﬁx was releassd; It wuas useless

him silent no -
ned -upon him from s

GDseen

¥u bis rage and desperation the ruffian was
wreaking his wrath upon the junior who had
failed him,

“Help?® yelled Mornington. "“0Oh,
Rarglars! Help! Belp! Help!»

Eights flashed on the stairease.

“We're coming!” shouted Bulkeley.

There was a rapid patter of footsteps in
e corridor. -

The cracksman was fleeing.

“This wayl” shricked Mornin gton
ot £

Crash—erash!

Lights gleamed along the ecorridor.

The window iooking on the gquadrangle
was ﬂ‘,; in fragments under the ecracks-
wan’s desperate blows,

Bulkeley of the Sixth came ‘hsh-ng into

heip!

“Stop

the toom with a mwob at his heels, and
even as he came the cracksman leaped
through the broken window and vanished

shouted Errofl,

“Then

dressing-gown, had

he sfuttered.

: Coais of Firel
‘M
The light of his lamp flared
Then the darkness swaliowed him up
Morny was right!”
eracksman’s cruel hlows had struck.
“Hark!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.
"Thg sergeant, perhaps! Come on--fet's geb
with a scufiling of feet, a panting of hurricd
heard,
“Rurslary, sir, I think!? said Bulksley.

fsto the darkness without.
R. RGERTON!? :
Bulkeley yelled out the name in
fail upon the cracksman as Le leapsd, and
for one moment he saw the new master of
The captain of Rookwood stood rosted to
the floor.
“#Egerton!®? gasped Jimmy Siiver.
Mornington came panting up.
“ After him® he shouted. " It’s Egorton—
hes becn opening the Bead's safe! After
From the darkness of the quadrangie came
the sounds of a desperate stmgg!e
out!
There was a rush for the door.
breath, and sharp ejaculations.
The big door was dragged open.
Dr. Chisholm, in his
arrived, pale and startled.
“Mr. Egerten-—-"
Turs Popurar.—No. 210

“FHE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
astonishment.
the Fourth.
“Mr. Egerton!”
There was blood on his face, where the
him
*Bomebody's got him! yelled Lovell
Outside the eounds of struggle eontinued,
As it swung back the Heads voice wus
“Bunlkeley —what—what—""
The Rookwood Chums F
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“ Impossibie ¥

“He's left his drill in your study, sir,” sald
Mornington. * He’s been drilling your safe.”

The Head passed a hand over his daged
brow.

Without
study, and turned ou the light there.
he went alone.

Bulkeley and the rest rushed inte the quad-
rangie in a shouting mob.

Half Rookwood was downsiairs now,
state of mors or | attire—mostly less.

A dozen lamps or bike-lanterns shone in the
shadowy quadrangle.

The struggle there had eeased,

A bunch of figures couid be seen gathered
round a man on his back on the ground,
holding him dow

“Mr. Bomles'

a word he hurried along to his
Hug

in a

gasped Jimmy Silver.

“The merry strikers!” ‘said Lovell. “0n,
my hat! The old masters have bagged the

new master!”
“@reab Scotti®
Mr. Greely's fat koece was planted ou the
cracksman's chesh.
Mr. Mooney and Mz
his wrists.
M. Bootles.

Wiggins were holding

hinrdly conscious of what he

was doing in his excitement, was trampling

on the hapless man's legs, and Mr. Bull had
both hands buried in the man’s hair, and was

tugging. .
Monsteur Monceau was dancing round the
group in  frantic excitement, gesticulating

as if for a wager.

Mr. Mooney and ilr. Wiggins were binding
the wreteched man’s wrists together with a
eord; they had evidently come prepared.

The Rockwood erowd surrounded them with
woudermg stares.

“Safe now!” said. Mr. Greely gr)mly, and

he -removed his heavy knee from  Mr.
Bgerton’s chest at last. “Let the secoundrel
get upl”

his feet.

Cyril Egerton wus

dragged 1o

AN AN/

AWEEKm LIFE

or£1500 in Cash

For only 12 Resulis
MUST BE WON

See this week’s

On Sale fvm,'wh:rc Price2”

A A NG NG NN NN N NN NN/ NN

Fight Together to Get Rid of the New Masters !

iis foce was deadly pale, hls eyes hunted
and -~ despaiting. The atack In ‘the quad:
rangle had taken him utterly Ly syrprise,
at a wmowent when he had believed that his
Hberty, at least, was sccure.
“Here comcs the Headi? murmared
Siiver.

aiy

De. Chisholim, pale angd agitated, eame ovt
of the 100l Houss ang pproached the
lg{pmp, the Rookwooders making way feor
hiin.

He stared at
but his eyes
the er, a:'ksm‘w

“Youl” said the Head. “You have deceived
me—yon bhave attempted io0 rob me—>
He broke oft. “ Mornington, it appears to be
you who gave the alarm. I zm very much
obhm.d to you, my boy; you have saved me
from a very serious loss 1"

Dr. Chisholm glanced at his forme

the sight of his former stafl,
fixed upon the haggard lace of

masters,

“May I ask how you came here?” said the
Head quietly.
“We came, sir,” said Mr. Greely, in his

rieh, rolling veice—“we came by the side
gate, siv, to which I have still a key. We
came, sir, to wateh for the seoundrel,
whom we knew perfectly well would not
wait here till to-morrew fo be exposed, and
whom, we were assurad, would rob you be-
fore he lefi—that h‘n.'w been his purpose
in_eoming to Rockwond 1”

Mornington gav

Jimmy Shad not g

Morny had been tlaht,
enough now, and the grin on his side.

“We heard the disturbanee,” continued
Mr. Greely. “We had waited a considerable
time. At $he call of duty, sir, we were pre-
pared to wait, pubtting aszide all cousidera-
tions of theumatism. We gaw tlie window
smasghed, and ithis ccoundrel, sir, jumped
i‘ourly into our arms, and we geized him,

‘hat, sir, is the whole story.?

Mr. Greely paused, hke Brutus, for a reply,

Perhaps he ¢xpected an entpouring of
fervent gratitude from the Head.

Perhaps he asticipated a grateful, graclous
request o let bygomes be bygones, and
resumie the old dutiea at Rookwood--himseif
and the resh.

1f 50, he was dizappointed.

The Head's lock was calm and icy.

“1 am very mueh obliged to you” he said,
“Ii appears to be Mornington who prevented
the robbery, and voulhaw prevented the

- Shver o gein.

7. ,
that was plain

eseape of the eri "w dotbt . very
I tlons action.”

“What!? %

My. Greely diew himsell up fo his full
hugnt

“8ir,” be said, " we have done you a sérviee.

dons the law of our country a
Mr. Greely svorted.
“Yes, sir; no donbt the action is meritorions.
hu)tlemux. we had better go. This man shall

o lodaed in the potice-station, Dr  Chisholn ;
after that the affair coneerns you, and noh
us. If you do nol percetve, sir, that coals
of fire have been heaped on your head, the
fauld is not ours. Gentlemen, let us szo‘”

ignél they went—with the prisoner in their

5

Dr. Chisholm glanced round.
1‘(’¥'eu will all go baek to bed at ence he
zaid. A = ;

The Rookweoders crowded into the House.

Mornington went up to the Fourth Forn
dormitory with his Form-fellows, and in the
dorm he bathed his damaged f..c,e before
turning in.

Enger questions were ahouered on him o
all eides as he towelled his face.

“Morny  was right.,” sald Jlmmy ulver
“The man took us in—there’s no mistake
about that. We’ve lost our Form mastex
againi?’ :

“And a good riddance!” said Lovell

“No doubt about that. And—and [ think
the Head ought tc have made 1 up with
the masters, after what they’'ve done}?

“Hear, hear!” i

“And I've got this to say,” continued
Jimmy Silver. “The Head ecan be as
obstinate as he likes, but we're fed-up with
his masters, and with the whole ame—and
we're going 1o have Bootles & the rest
baek. And the campaign begins to-miorrow!”

And there was a loud cheer in the Fourth-
Form dormitory. That point was settled
at Yast, without a dissentient volce, and the
morrow was to see the beginning 0! Jimny
Silver’s campaign.

; THE NP

(Hmmy Silver’s great
“mences) How does it end?

have
Meritorious!”

campaign ¢
See next u;a

topping story of Rookwood.)

Do They Win ?



. Your Favourites again next week—Popular Yarns by Popular authors! 7

THE END OF THE CLAIM-ROBBER ! —Telling how Fronk Richards & Co. track down the gold thief and bring him

to justicel

By 0-0 > ¢ 0 b 5 @
MARTIN..
CLIFFORD

A Thrilling Long Complete Tale, dealing with the schooldays in the Backwoods of
Canada of Frank Richards, the famous Boys writer. A roaring Wild West yarn

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Under Suspiclon !

1 HAT'S on?” -
Bob Lawless asked that ques-
;‘ tion.

ion

Frank Richards & Co. had just
arrived at school, and as they joined the
group of Cedar Creek fellows in the play
ground there was a sudden siience.

Kern Gunten, the Swiss schoolboy, had
been speaking, and several other fellows,
too. A discusslon was going on, when the
three chums came up.

But the arrival of Frank and Bob and Vere
Beauclerc had the effect of a cold douche.

“What's on?” repeated Bob, looking at
the gmug in surprised inquiry. “You were
chewing the rag prettﬂ lively a minute ago.”

“Ahem!” grunted Chunky Todgers.

Gunten grinped sarcastically.

“ guess 'l tell you, if you like,” he said.
_ “It's all rot!” said Tom Lawrence. “I
don’t believe a word of it! Rilchards ought
~ to be told, though.”

“Little me?” sald Frank Richards, with a
smile. “Well, go ahead!”

“Cut In, Gunten!” sald Eben Hacke.

“1 don't say I belleve it myself, exactly,”
said Gunten cautiously. “But the galoot is
coming here, that's a cert!”

“What galoot?” asked Bob.

“Four Kings, of Thompson.”

Frank Richards started. He had reason
to remember that pecullar name. -

“Four Kings!” he exclalmed. s

“0h, you know the man?” grinned Gunten.

“I've met him once,” answered Frank

Richards. “He’s a thorough rascal!”
“That's a cinch,” remarked Chunky
Todgers. “He's a bad man, and the sherif?

has had an eye on him for a long time.
He'll be ridden on a rail out of town one
of these days.”

“The sooner the better!” exclaimed Vere
Beauclere. “You say that he is coming here,
Gunten?”

“Correct!”

“To see Frank?”

“That's ib.”

“ Well, let him come,” said Frank Richards
quietly. - “But [ don't see how ybu know
anything about i, Gunten—unless that
rufian is an acquaintance of yours.”

“0Oh, I seo the fellow about Thompson, of
course!” sald Guaten carelessly, “He was
starting on the trall when 1 came to school
this morning, I passed him, as he was on
foot. He spoke to me, that's all. He told
me he was coming here to show you up.”

; “The rotten mugwump!” growled Bob Law-
ess.

“ He says you're the chap who's been lifting
gold from the claims at night, and he knows

- % Heading North-West !

you'll enjoy reading.

it,” continued Gunten. “He says he caught
you at it. He's going to give you away all
round.”

Frank Richards’ cheeks reddened.

Very curious glances were thrown at him
by the Cedar Creek fellows.

It was easy to see that few, if any,
believed the allegations, but it was odd, to
say the least, that Four Kings should come
to the schoel with such a story if there was
no foundation at all for it

The unknown claim-robber was a subject
of much discussion in the section, but no one
had thought of suspecting that a schoolboy
of Cedar Creek was the guilty party.

“He says that you called on him at the
Red Dog, in Thompson, o buy him off,” went
on funten. *He wouldn't fouch your money.”

“Oh, Jerusalem!” ejaculated Bob Lawless.
“He says that, does he?”

“You went to the Red Dog yesterday,

Richards,” remarked Chunky Todgers.
- “That’s so,” assented Frank. He looked
round at the curious schoolboys, his eolour
deepening.  “I'll tell you fellows how the
matter stands. This man, Four Kings, as he
calls himself, wrote to me here. You saw
Injun Dick bring me his letfers. I went to
the Red Dog to see what his game was. He
wanted to get money out of me”

“What for?” grinned Gunten. “He's got
no clalm on you unless—"

“Hea thought I was the clalm-robber,” sald
Frank quietly. “He was prowling round the
creek one night, he explained to me, and he
caught a boy there who was robbing the
claims. He couldn’t see him clearly in the
dark, but the fellow told him that he be-
longed to this school, and gaye him my name.
Of course, he gave a false name.”

“Isn't that rather a steep yarn?” sald
Gunten. s

“1 don't think so. 1f Four Kings hadn't
been a fool, he wouldn't have supposed that
the thief would give him his own name.

“Why should he pick on your name
specially t” sneered Guaten,

Frank Richards looked steadily at the Swiss.

“Y think he picked on my name because
he’s an enemy of mine,” he answered quietly.
“I can't think of any other reason. The
thief must bave been a fellow who knew me
and my name, and had a graodge against me.
You are the only fellow here who answers
to that description, Gunten.”

“What 2"

“Don't I speak plainly?” said Frank coolly.
“That’s what I suspect. I suspect that you
are the claim-robber, Gunten, and that you
gave my name when you were caught.”

There was a buzz among the Cedar Creek
fellows.

Bob Lawless grinned. He rather liked plain
speaking  himself.

*You—you dare to accuse me?” panfed
Gunten atb last.

“I'm not accusing you,” said Frank. “I
think it’s very probable. [ shouldn’t have
spoken my suspicions if you hadn’t taken this
line, Gunten. PBut you'rs trying to throw
suspicion on me, and so I feel entitied to
speak ouf, though, of course, T haven't any
proof. But one thing's certain—if the claim-
robber was a Cedar Creek fellow at all, it
was youl”

“Straight from the shoulder, by gum!”
chuckled Bob.

Kern Gunten clenched his hands hard.

He had been “out” to make as much
capital as he could out of this story against
the Eunglish schoolboy, but he certalnly had
not expected the tables to be turned in this
way.

“It’s a lie!” sald the Swiss thickly. "You
know it’s a lie, Richards!”

“Nothing of the sort! Someone gave my
name instead of his own, and you're the
fellow likeliest to do it.,” said Frank, “It’s
just one of your rotten tricks, in fact.”

Some of the Cedar Creek fellows chuckled.

Kern Gunten’s face was-quite entertain-
fng at that moment.

“# As for this fellow Four Kings,” went on
Frank, “he iz a scoundrel! He wanted to
get money out of me to keep it dark, believ-
ing that I was the chap he had caught
lifting dust from the claims, When I found
out what he wanted I answered him plain
enough.  And then he tried to rob us in
the Red Dog, and there would have been
bad trouble if Injun Dick hadn’t chipped in
and taken his revolver away, He's no busi-
ness to come here. If he thinks I am a claim-
robber, he should go to the sheriff about it.”

“1 guess so,” agreed Lawrence,

“If he comes here, it will be to sbick me
for money, if he can,” said Frank. ‘He will
zet a plain answer, too. Let him come if he

likes.”

“Talk of angels!” grinned Hopkins. *'Ere
he comest”

A burly man had appeared In the gateway.
and the schoolboys recognised at once Four
Kings, the loafer of Thompson,

He strode straight towards the group.

Frank Richards and hizs chums eyed him
calmly as he came up.

The ruffian fixed his eyes on Frank with a
threatening stare.

“I guess you're my mutton!’ he announced:
“1 guess I've moseyed aleng to see you,
Mister Frank Richards. This hyer is your
iast chance to pony up the fifty dollars you

owe me!”
TaE Porurar.-—-No. 210,
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Frank Richards’ Answer }
HERE was a dead silence when Four
Kings had spoken.
Bob Lawless and Vere Beauelerc
drew nearer to their ehum, in antici-
pation ef trouble.

The other fellows looked on. wondering
what was going to happen. .

¥rank Richards set his lips hard.

The ruffian evidently believed his own story,
that Frank was the fellow he had caunght on
“the eclaims at night.

But that was no justification for his
attempt to obtain money frem the school-
hoy. His duty was to make his statement
to the sherifi of Thompson.

“1 guess you'd better pay up,” continusd
Four Kings. “Mind, U'm hyer on cold busi-
ness. I'm geoing to the schoolmarm, Arter
that, I guess I'm going to mosey round to
Sheriff Henderson. Now, what’s the verdiet,
hay

“You want an answer to that?»
Frank.

“Qo-reet.”

“Here it is, then!”

Frank rushed forward as le spoke, and
struek -eub.

The blow causght Four Kings on the point
»f his bristly chin, and he went backwards
like a sack of Zoal

Crasht - !

There was a roar of raze from the ruffian
us he went down on his back.

His hand flew to his belt, evidently for a
)xt'eapnn, but he-had no chance of drawing
i

asked

Bob Lawless was too guick for him, and
liis heavy boot elumped on the rascal’s wrist
in time.

A revolver went whirling through the air,
and Four Kings uttered a howl of pain.

The next moment Frank Richards’ knee was
on the ruffian’s chest.

Bob Lawless grasped his weists, and held
em fast.

Four Kings struggled, but in vain.

“Qet a trail-rope, Cheruh!” shouted Bob.

“What-ho!”

Beauclere ran up with the trail-rope.

_ With the excited crowd of schoolboys buzz-
ing round him, Four Kings had his hands
hound securely together.

He kicked out furiously., but Bob stamped
un his legs without merey, and he socon gave
that up.

“Now, you brute,” said Frank Richards,
“ you "could be sent to the ecalabooze for
drawing a weapon-here! Chuck that pistol
into the creek. Chunky!”

“You bet!” grinned Chunky Todgers.

*Now you’re going to be cleared out,” con-
tinned Frank Richards. “You've tried fo
et money out of me, and you claim to have
information about the claim-robber. You're
going to the sheriff.”?
~ Four Kings panted. .

“Prot out the horses, Bob!”

“3-—1 say, Frank——" ;

“I'm going to take him to Sherift Hender-
son,” said Frank Richards resolutely. “He's
aeeusing me of rebbing the eclaims. He ecan
rake that acensation again before the sheriff.
You fellows can come if you like.”

“Oh, we'll come; but the bell goes in a
minute.”

“Can’t be helped.”

“0Oh, all 0.K.” said Boh. “Then we'd
hetter get off before Miss Meadows sees this
beauty.”

Beauelere was already leading the horses
ont of the corral.

“Come along!” said Frank, dragging on
he rope that bound Four Kings’ wrists te-
gether.

“I guess I'll have your life for this!”
¢lled Four Kings.

“ Will you come?”

“Nope.”

“You'll be dragged, then.”

'The two schoolboys put force on the rope,
and the ruffian was yanked along into the
sateway.

The excited crowd followed.
~ Kern Gunten was looking on with a sneer-
ine crin. . But hie did not venture to interfere.

Beauelere had the horses outside the gates,
and Frank Richards fastened the loose end
of the trail-rope to the saddle of his pony,

Then he mounted.

Four Kings yelled furiously as the pony
started.

As he refused to rise to his feeb and walk,
he was dragged bedily along on the rough
trail in a series of bumps.
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Naturally,he very soon had enough of that.

He jumped to his feet and ran after the
rider, to keep pace with the pony, panting
with -rage.

His face was inflamed with fury, and.if
his hands had been free just then, and he
had had a weapon, there was no doubt that
Four Kings would have earned a noose upon
the spot.

Fortunately, he was not able to do any
damage.

Miss Meadows had come out of the school-
house, bud the three chums were gone before
she could reach the spotb.

Tom Lawrence explained the matter to
the schoolmistress, and the Cedar Creek
fellows went in to morping lessons in 8 state
of great excitement. S

Meanwhile, Frank Richards & Co. were
trotting along the Thonmpson trail, Four
Kings ?oilowing ab-the end of the trail-rope.

Hali-way to Thompson the rufiian was pant-
ing breathlessly.

The strong fire-water of the Red Dog did
not conduce to physical fitness, and Four
Kings was feeling the strain of the long run.

And as they drew nearer and nearer to the
sheriff’'s residenee, the ruffian’s fury gave
place more and more to uneasiness.

He had no prool against Frank in the
matter of the elaim-robbing, for his word
was quite worthless, and his attempt at black-
mail showed that bis interest in the matter

~was only a raseally ene.

Sheriff Henderson was, in fact, the very
last man in the Thompson Valley whom Four
Kings was desirous of mecting. -

“Tet up, gents!” he gasped at lash, as he
trotted wearily after the horses. “Give a
galoot a chance.”

“Oh, keep it up,” said Bob Lawless, glane-
ing back. “This will do von good.®

“I guess 1 don't want to zo to any old
sheriff,” gasped Four Kings.

“It's too late to think of that,” answered
Frank Richards. “You've accused me ol
claim-robbing, and you've got to stiek to i$.”

Four Kings groaned.

“Don’t be hard on a galoot, gents,” he
pieaded, “I own up I made a mistake in
the dark. That young galoot gave me your
name. I see now as he was lying. 1 guess
I got the wrong antelope by the tail.  Let
up! I'll clear out of the zection, if you like.
I'l go over the line. Honest!”

Frank Richards slackened rein.

The ruffian had angered him, but his com-
plete surrender disarised the good-natured
sehoolboy,

Fovr Kings had evidently come to his
senses, and was convineed now that the un-
known claim-robber had fooled him by using
a borrowed name.

And he had many little aceounts to answer
for, if once he was placed in the hands ol
the sheriff on a serious charge.

“0Oh, let him go through with it,” said
Boh. “The sheriff will be glad of a chance
of nailing him. We don’t want- his sort
loose in this section.”

“I'll light out!” gasped Four Kings,

Frank halted.

“Let's give him a chance,” he said. “If he
clears out of Canada, that’s good enough.”

“Oh, all right,” said Bob. “You're a soft-
hearted duffer, Frank. But let the brute
go, if you like.” And Vere Beauclerc nodded
assent.

Frank Richards gave the panting ruffian
a stern look.

“You'll elear out of this section, over the
line?” he asked.

“Mind, we shall look for you to-noerrow.
and if you're still in Thompson, we go to
the sheriff and make a charge against you,”
said Frank.

“I guess I’lt vamoose instanter,” said the
raffian. “I ain’t no hog. 1 know when
T've had encugh.”

“You can clear, then!?” said Frank con-
temptuously.

He uatied the trail-rope, and the ruffian
stood free.

The run after the horses had exhausted
him, and he staggered away in the direction
of Thompson.

Frank Richards & Co. wheeled their horses,
and rode back to the lumber sehool. =

They arrived there an hour late for lessons.

Miss Meadows quietly told. them to go to
their places, and nothing mere was said just
then, but after lessons the schoolmistress
called the ehums into her study, and Frank
hta?d‘ t7> give an explapation of the whele
affair.

He did so quite candidly,

“I am sorry you Jet the man go,” said
Miss Meadows quietly. “I do @ot believe
one word against you, Richards, but T am
afraid some suspicion will cling until the
claim-robber is caught. However, it eannot
be helped now. You may go.”

Frank Rilchards looked very thoughtful as
ha left the schoo!mistress.

]EII% soon found that Miss Meadows was
right. .

A crowd of fellows wanted to know what
had b-en dene with ¥our Kings; and when
Frank explained that he had been allowed
to escape there was a mocking laugh from
Kern Gunten. S

The Swiss did his best to spread the im-
pression that Frank had allowed Four Kings
to go free because he feared to take him
to the sheriff, and, although he did not
gnite succeed, there was a lingering doubt
in a good many minds,

Frank Richards for once was under a cloud
at the backwoods school, and he was very
silent and thoughtful for the remainder of
that day.

———

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Throe on the Track!

&6 ENXNY for ‘em, Franky!” zald Boh
Lawless, when the three choms
were leaving Cedar Creek Sehool
after lessons.

“I've been thinking——-"" hezan Frank
Richards, as they trotted down the trail
into the timber.

“My dear chap, you've been lockipg like a

| mouiting crow all’ day!” chuckled Bob Law-

less. “Are you
rotten yarns?’ :

“I was thinking of knocking those yarns
on the head, and perhaps Gunten, too!” said
Frank. -

“I was thinking of that,” said Beauclerc
quietly. “The claim-robber has gote to be
tound, Frank.”

“That’s it,” sald Frank,K ¢“Look here, yon
fellows. There’s no doubt that Tour Kings
actually found a kid about my age and size
at the claims the other night, who gave
him my name. I can’t help suspecting Gun-
ten It was just one of bhis tricks. Who
else would have thought of giving my name?
Only a fellow who had a grudge againsh me,
and Gunten’s the only enemy I've ever had.”

“(Correct !’ :

“Well, I don’t say it's Gunten, but I think
very likely it is,” said Frank. ¢But Gunten
or not, the rotter’s got to be found, or this
yarn will eling to me. We're going to find
kim it we ean.”

“My idea exactly,” said Vers Beauclere,

“How are you going to work the riffle,
though?” asked Bob thoughtfully. “We live
a thumping long way from the ereeks, at
the ranch. Tt won’t be easy to keep a watch
on the claims,”

“That’s the only way, though.”

Bob whistled.

“But that isn't all,” said Frank. “Three
of us could keep watch, but the claims go
a long way along the creeks, and we couldn’t
watch a tenth part of the ground the rebher
might come to. But we suspect Gunten—
at least 1 do!”

“Same here! Cut oni”

“ Well, my idea is to watch Gunten’s place
in Thompson, and see whether he sneaks out
at night,” said Frank. “We can't wateh
all the elaims, but if Gunten gets out at
pight to go there, we can watch him, and
cateh. him at it. I think that's justifiable,
in the circumstances.”

“I guess so!” Bob Lawless nodded. “Bub
the claim-robber isn't at work every night.
It looks as if it may be a big job.”

“That's so; but there hasn't been a rob-
bery at the claims for nearly a week now,”
said Frank. “That's a long interval, and
it looks as if the thief has had a scare—and
he has, of course, from Four Kings having
collared him that night, Well, Gunten
knows now that Four Kings has been cleared
out of Thompson, and that will make him
feel easy in his mind again, if it's Gunten.
Well, then, if it's Gunten, he’s jolly likely
to try again to-night!? 2

Bob nodded. o

“That’s so; he’ll know the coast is clear,
so far as that spying bulldozer is concerned,”
he remarked S

“There's . another teason,
Frank.

worrying about Gunten’s

foo0,” added
“Gunten was playing poker in the

Read About Them Again Next Week !
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old corral to-day, and he lost money. If he
makes good iis losses by robbing the placers,
he will be at it again soon.”

““Likely enough.”

“Bubt if we don't spot him 'one night we
may another,” said Frank. “iI'm ready to
wateh for a week to calch him at it, He's
tried to throw it on me, and it's up to us
to put the guilt where it beiongs. 1 don’t
know what your pater will say about our

going out at night, that's all, Bob. Uncle
will have to know, I suppose.”
“I1 ecan fix that,” said Beauclerc. “My

father’s away at Kamloops, and I'm alone
at the shack now.  Stay with me to-night.”

“Good man!” exclaimed Bob Lawless.
“That's a elnch! Look here, I'll cut home
and tell popper that we're staying the night
at Beauw’s shack. No need fo worry him
with details. And I'll get my lasso, in case
we come on the claim-robber.”

“Good!” said Frank.

And so it was arranged.

Frank Richards rode home with Vere Beau-
clerc, while Bob galloped on to the Lawless
Ranch.

Beauclerce’s home—the little wooden shack
by the creek—was deserted now. The re-
mittance man was away, and was likely to
be absent for some days.

Few fellows would have cared to sleep
alone in . the lonely shack, surrounded by
whispering woods. = But Vere Beauclere did
not mind. He was not troubled with nerves,

But he was glad to have his chums with
him, all the same, and it was certain that
Mr. Lawiess would heartily approve of Frank
and Bob keeping him company while his
father was away.

Beauclerc and Frank Richards had supper
ready at the shack by the time Bob came
trotting back from the ranch.

He had brought a bag with him and his
lasso, as well as permission from Mr. Lawless
for the two boys to remaln at the shack.

“We'll turn in early, and get some sleep.”
said Bob, as they sat down to supper. “We
can get two or three hours’ sucoze before
it's necessary to get a move on. We don't
want to nod off in eclass to-morrow, yeu
know.”

“No fear!” agreed Frank. “l1f we don’t
eateh Gunfen to-night, we've got fo try
again. If he spotted us nodding in class he
might smell a rat.”

After supper the chums turned into the
bunks, and it was eleven o'clock when Beb
Lawless rose and called his companions.

They turned out at once.

Outside there was a glimmer of moonlizght
above the trees, and the creek glistened as
it murmured by the reedy banks.
~The three horses wers saddled, and the
chums mounted. and rode away in the diree:
tion of Thompson.

They came out of the wcods into the trail
that ran from Cedar Camp to the town.

The. schoolboys rode on till the buildings
of Thompson were visible in the distance,

Then they dismounted, and the horses were
tethered in a thicket.

“Shanks pony now,” said Bob.

It was ciose on midnight when the chums
entered the sleeping town of Thompson.

QGunten's Store was closed iong ago, and
both the store and the house were dark.

‘Bob Lawiess led the way to the rear of
the store.

Behind tte store there were several out-

- buildines—=tables, sheds, and stors-houses.

Among them lay a path which led from
the back of the store to the waste land
outside the town. <

If Gunten came out it was certain, of
eourse, that he would not venture by way of
the street o tne front, where he might
meet a belated pedestrian cr a roysterer
reeling home fo hLis ecabin.

If he came he would ccme cautlic
the back way, stealing along in the
of the out-buildings.

In an ope.. shed, where a cart was upended,
the three chums stopped to watch the path.

They were in complete shadow, and from
where they stood they could see every possi-
ble way cf leaving the store from the rear.

“I guess thi is where we hang on,” mur-
mured Beb Lawless.

‘But his chums were too keen for that,
and all three of them remained watching
from the shed and listening for the sound
of footsteys. :

A Last Warning—Order Next Week’s issue At Once !

“ You galoots can squat d
~down it you like and I'll keep watch.”

after Frank Richards & Co.

with the riders. (See Chapter 2.)

AT THE END OF THE ROPE !—Four Kings jumped to his feet and ran
He was panting with rage, but the rope,
tied from the pony to his hands nsver slackened, and he had to keep pace

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Caught !

6 ARK?Y = =
Bob Lawless whispered the word
under his breath.

It was just one o'clock now,
The lights were out in the Red Dog now,
away across the main streef of Thompson,
and only occasionally came an echo from
the street of the footsteps of some helated
citizen tramping home :
It was a sound closer at hand that had
caught Bob’s keen ear.

Frank Richards and Beauclere did not
speak; they breathed hard, listening lu-
tently.

There was a faint footfall close at hand.

From the deep darkuness of the shed they
watched the moonlight without, and their
eyes-gleamed as a dark figure flitted by.

Dim as the light was they recognised Kern
Gunten.

He passed within six yards of the hidden

schoolboys, and tramped on gquietly and
cautiously. -
Had not the chums suspected Gunten

before they would have suspected him now,
so stealthy were his movements, and the
glances he threw to right ang left as he
stole on.

“Follow oni'' murmured Bob  Lawless.
“Keep in cover! He’s bound to lock back!"

“Right-ho ¥’ breathed Fraunk.

Silently the chums stepped from the shed
and followed on Kern Gunten’s track.

They -kept in the cover of the buildings
till the latter were left behind, and then
took advantage of trees and bushes to cover
their movements.

Once or twice Gunten disappeared from
sieht, but they knew he was making for
the creek, and it was easy to pick up the
track again. &

Near the creek there was a bunch of
miners’ shaeks,
detour to avoid them.

Frank Richards drew a deep breath.

“There's no doubt about it now,” he said
in a low voice. “He’s gone straight to the
placer claims, Bob.”

and Gunten made a wide |

“Straight as a string,” murmured Bob, pre
paring his lasso for a cast, and seeing tha:
it was in perfect order. “I guess thai
galoot is going to have the surprise of his
life. Come on, and not a sound!”

The moon had disappeared behind a cloud,
and darkness lay upon the scene.

As the chums crept on in the gloom, elosc
now to the mining creek, a faint socund came
to their ears from ahead.

It was the jarring of a cradle.

The gold-thief was evidently at work.

Bob Lawless’ hand tightened on his lassc
gs they crept closer on to the creek in the

ark.

Their hearts were beating with excitement
now,

Close by the bank they were within a
short distance of the claim-robber, but the
darkness hid him from sight.

As soon as the moon emerged from $he
bank of clouds they would ses himi. He was
near enough for them to hear his move-
ments.

With tense feelings they waited for ihe
light. :

A dim, silvery glimmer came from above
as the clouds sailed slowly from under the
moon.

The light strengthened.

It g¢limmered on the shallow ecreek, asd
on the beds of sand exposed by the wooden
dams built ouf into the stream,

Many of the cradles, mostly built of osiers
from the woods, were full of “dirt,”’ as the
miners called the auriferous sapd from the
bed of the creek.

With long and laborious toil the pandirt
had been gathered up for the golden graing
to be washed out in the cradles

All was as it had been left by the placer-
miners when they kunocked off work ab sun-
down.

Faintly from the creek came the creaking
of the cradle where the gold-thief was at
work, reaping the fruit of the labour of
others.

The chums watched till the figure of the
claim robber was clear to their view in the
strengthening light.
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Gunten had his back to them, standing

anilesdeep in. wet sand as he worked the-

eradle.

Boh Lawless grasped his lasse, :

He was almost near enough for a ‘cast.

Signing to his comrades to remain where
they were, Bob tiptoed towards the ereck,
Eariat in hand. :

He made no sound, but if he had done so
the creaking of the cradle was sufficient to
drown it. 2

Frank and Beauclerc watched him breath.
Fessly. s

They caught their breath as his right arm
vose for the cast of the moosed rope.

Whiz!

Gunten heard the sound as he hent at
is nefariens oceupation, and before hie knew
what was happening the loop was over his
shoulders, and Bob Lawless was dragging
it taut.

Gunten made & terrific, desperate wrench
at the rope, and Bob dragged on it harder,
and Gunten went sprawling over in the wet
sand:

“Caanght I shouted Bob.

Frank and Vere Beauclerc ran forward,

From the bank the three chums looked
down upon the wet sand, where Gunten lay
sprawling helplessly in the grip of the lasso,

He was covered from head to foot with
sand and mud, and panting with fear,

As yeb bhe did not knmow who his captors
were, and ks was in deadly fear for his life.

Seme, ab least, of the placer-miners would
not have hesitated to drive a bullet through
the gold-thief i they hud caught bim at
his work.

“gur _same!”
“Hurraa !”

Gunten ceased fo struggle with the rope,
and looked up at the trio on the hank,
recognising Frank Richards’ voiee, and then
the chums themselves.

"~ “You!” he panted. “Frank RicLards!’

“We've canght the claim-robber!” chuckled
Beb.

Gunten staggered to his feet.

“Don’t  try  to unloosen that rope,
Gunten!” called out Bob. "IIl have you
over if you do hefore you can say ‘no sugar
in mine !

“It—it’s you, Lawless?”

“1- gue 0. Come out of the creek, you
pesky rotter!” said Bob. “I'm going to
walk you along to the cahins. The placer-
men will be glad to see you.” S

Gunten panted as he clambered up the
bank.

His face was white with terror,

grinned Frank Richards.

“You-you won't givi me up?’ he
breathed.

“Won't we!”? grinned Bob “I reckon
that’s what we’re here for, you thief!

You're going to get your deserts
Bring him: along, you fellows{®

Gunten fell on his knees

“Lawless,” he muttered hoarsely, “stop?!
They’ll murder me—you know they will!”

“What do you deserve?” said Frank,

“You don’t want to see murder done !’
panted Gunten.  “Take me to the sheriff,
if you like—not to the miners!”

Bob Lawless nodded.

“I guess that’s so,” he agreed. “I reckon
they’d drown you in the ereek like u mangy
dog if they got their hands on you, Gunten,
You can come along and see the sheriff.”

“Let me loose!”

“No fear!” crinned Boh. “You mosey
along with us, my pipﬁin, just as yon are—
mud and sand and all.  "When wou start
telling lies you can explain bow you got
wet and sandy all over. Come on!”'

now !

THE FIFTH CRAPTER.
Gunten Makes Amends.

(43 [CHARDS ! ¢ -
Kern Gunten gasped oub Frank's
name as they reached the outskirts

of Thompson. Frank
hack at him.

Much as the wretehed Swiss had injured
him, Frank could not help feeling a little
compassion as he looked at his white, terri-
fied face.

“Let me off. Richards!” mubiered Gunten:
“For mercy’s sake, don’t take me to the
sheriff!  Think of my people—what they’ll
think !

“1t’s too late mow,” said Frank. “You've
tried to make the fellows at Cédar Creek
believe that I was the claim-robber, Gunten.
You've got to take the consequences of what
you’ve done!”

“I’ll undo what Uve dome! I'l—1'l own
up at the school!” panted Gunten. 11
doa’t mind that so much; only don’t take
me to the sheriff! 'l tell all' Cedar Creek
the truth. if you like. They won’t give
me away!”

Frank Richards hesitated,
his chums.

“Can’t you see he's lying?” exclaimed Bob
impatiently. “He'll say anything now: but
if we let him Jloose he will deny i all to-
forrow. We’ve got to nail him down while
we've gob proof.”

“1 suppose that’s so,” admitted Frank.
“We can't trust you, Gunten. T'd let you
oft if I could, but you're too false.”

“I swear it!” panted Gunten. “ZLook here,
Richards! Take me to the school as I am—
you Beedn't even let me loose. I'll stand
that—T'll stand anything. It’s not long to
daylisht now. Take me as } am to Cedar
Creek, and tell the fellows everything when
they come to school!”

“0h, Jerusalem!” murmured Bob Lawless.

“He’s no right to ask anything of the
kind,” said Vere Beauelerc. “But—but
there’s his people, Bob. They would feel
this. I don’t think Gunten will try claim-
robbing again, so far as that goes. He’s
raseal enough, but he hasn’t conrage enough
—after this!”?

“I swear I won't!” aroaned Gunten. “I'm
sorry I ever thought of it! 1I'd been losing
money at cards, or 1'd never have done it!
I'll never go mear the claims again!”

Bob Lawless hesitated.

“I guess it meaus a night out for 11s.” he
said. ~ “No reason why we should tuke so
mueh trouble over a rotten thief:”

“ Richards——" began Gunten.

“Oh, let Franky alone!” exclaimed Bob
sharply. “He’s a soft duffer, and he’s going
to let you off, if I let him. Look here,
Gunten, we'll do it—youw’re not worth it—
but we'll do it. But if you try to hedge at
the school you go straight to Sheriff Hen.
derson. - If you don't own up to the whole
story without beating about the bush, I'll
yank you right away to the sherift without
giving you another chance. Savvy?? -

“I mean business!” faltered Gunten.

“Mind you keep to that, then!”

Gunten almost sobbed with relief as the
chums turned from the road into Thompson.

The disgrace and shame at the school he
could face, so long as he escaped the worse
fate of being taken by the strong arm of
the law and punished as he deserved.

“You cut off and get the hosses, Franky,”
said Bob. “I'll keep this pilgrim in charge,
and T'll take eare he don't get loose.”

Bob and Beauclere walked along the trail
towards Cedar Creek with the captured
claim-robber, while Frank went for the
horses. :

He overtook them an hour later, riding
his own pony and leading the other two.
CThﬁu the chums kept on towards Cedar

reek.

glanced

and glauced at

| Swiss  the

- disgust,

-tramped up the trail for home.

Lhere was a glimmer of dawn in the sky
when they reached the school, but no sign
of life yeb about the place.

They had a-long wait before them ere the
earliest scholars arrived at Cedar Creck. -

They halted a hundred yards from the
gates, in the timber.

Gunten was still securely confined by the
lasso. T

The wretched rogue of the lumber scheol
threw. himself wearily at the foot of a tree
to rest. : S

Bob took another turn of the Insso round
him, and knotted it.

He did not mean to give the cunning
hair’s-breadth of a chance for
trickery.

Then the chums threw themselves in the
grass, to rest in the growing warmth of the
rising sun. :

Frank Richards sat up, rubbing his eyes,
as there was a clatter of hoofs on the trail.

Tom Lawrence and his sister Molly came
in sight, riding. towards the school,  with
Chunky Todgers 'and Keller and Dick Daw-

son.
Frank Richards & Co. jumped up, and

Gunten uggled to hLis feet, his face

€rimson. S 3

The riders halted in asfonishmenf at the
sight of the strange group.

“_\Vhat the thunder’s this game?’ ex-
claimed Lawrence.
“Waib a bib!” grinned Bob.  “Gunten’s

got a yarn to tell as soon as there’s enough
to hear it. Take a little rest.”

In great curiosity the schoolboys diss
mounted, and soon there was a good crowd
on the spot, as more and more of the scholars
of Cedar Creck came along the trail,

As soon as the gathering numbered fitteen
or sixteen—all in a state of great amazes
ment—Bob Lawless judged that it was time
for the climax.

He gave the lasso a jerk.

“Go ahead, Gunten!” he said,
member that, at the
go to the sheriff

But the rogue of Cedar Creek was not
thinking of lying now, and he faltered out
his confession.

He did not look up once. :

“By gum,” said Tom Lawrence, In ntter

“so Gunten’s the gold-thief! And
he was trying to make uws fhink—2 @ -
- “He tried to make us think it was Frank !
exclaimed Molly Lawrence; her eyes flashing,
“He ought to be sent to prison!”

“I guess so!” said Chunky Todgers em-
phatieally.

Gunten cave the chums a haggard 'look.
i]}ob untied the lasso, and the Swiss stood
Tee.

“You can vamoose!”
ously.

Without a

“And re-
first lie. straight you

said Bob contemhtu-

word more Kern Gunten
Even the thick-skinned Swiss felt fhat

he could not face his schoolfellows at Cedar

Creek that day. 3

. . . .

Frank Richards received a good many con-
gratulations that day. .

No one had really pelieved anything against
him, but his friends were very glad when
the matter was put heyvond the shadew of
a doubt,

As for Gunten, he found some pretext. for
remaining away from schoo! for the last few
days before the holidays, hoping, perhaps,
that when Cedar Creek gathered again after
the vacation the matter would have heen
forgotten. :

But before the holidays  ended  Frank
Richards & Co. were destined to see the
rogue of the lumber school avain.

THE END.

Off for the Holidays, on the trail for Adventure into the

of Canada :—

: “ HEADING NORTH-WEST ! ”

is the title of next week’s tale of FRANK RICHARDS & Co., of Cedar Creek, which .
, is abounding in thrills and breathless escapes.

Great Roaring North-West

Trr Porpurar.—No. 210.

Who is Dick Neville, of Neville Court 7 See Page 20 !
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- You get your Money's Worth every time you read the **Popular’’ ! 11

waN PLUCK SAVED HI1S NAME ! —Blundell, of the Fifth, learns a lesson thal he will never forget —that ** Honesty

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Despalr—and Hope!

VERYBODY at Greyfriars could
E sympathise with Blundell, of the
Fifth.

Hawy Wharton & Co., of the

Remove, were particularly sympathetxc

Blundell had entered for a competxtxon,

and had received a letter which had told

him that he had been awarded the first
prize of one hundred pounds

One hundred pounds!

Blundell was simply wild with excite-
ment. For many a month he had an eye
on a motor-bike, and when that news
had coms thtough he had thoughtlessly
borrowed a fow pounds from the Fiith
Form Club funds.

Then the blow fell. Blundell received
not one hundred pounds, but one pound.
Somebody at Greyfnals had altered hm
letter to reggd ‘*‘one hundred pounds.”
Blundell would have given a term’s
pocket-money to know who that some-
body vas, and so would Harry Wharton
& Co.

Billy Bunter knew Blundell's secret,
and Billy Bunter, unfortunately, was far
too obtuse to know that “borrowmﬂ 7
_money from a fellow under threat of in-
forming the Fifth that the club funds
had been tampered with amocunted . to
blackmail. Five shillings had left Blun-
dell’s pocket, and gone to Billy Bunter's

There was only one thing to do. Blun-
dell had to sell his motor-bike; and the
afternoon of the day he received the
blow ho inserted an advertisement in the
local paper. Then it was a question of
waiting.

The trouble was that Blundell would
. have to show his accounts very soon, and

. when that day came Blundell was the
most miserable fellow at Greyfriars.

¢ So far Bunter had said ncthing. But

. Blundell's very appearance told Harry.
_Wharton & Co. that something was very

And the Famous Five were con-

i cerned. Blundell was a decent chap, and
they didu’t like to ses him in trouble.

The only junior who seemed highly
pleased was Snoop, and the other junicrs

Another Astounding

is the Best Policy '’ !

surprised Snoop by giving him a sound
bumping. After that Snocp took care to
do his chuckling unobserved.

Blundell came down next morning—
Saturday morning—looking pale and de-

pressed. His mind was full of doubts.
What was he going to do?

The Fifth Form meeting was to be to-
night, and eight pounds of the club funds
were missing—the bulk of the cash. So
far, ]not a soul in the Fifth suspected the
truth.

They all saw that Blundell was
worried, but they natural v thought this
was the result of his disappointment.

Blundell entered the hall, and glanced
carelessly into the letter-rack. This
morning he was not down so early, and
the postman had already been.

There was a letter for him. -
. Blundell took it out, and opened it
quli_clgly. Then he gave a little gasp o
relief.

The letter was from a man living in
a little town twenty miles dmtant He
said he had seen Blundell’s advertisement
in the evening paper, and would like to
see the motor-cycle the following after-
noon—Saturday afterncon—with a view
to purchasing it.

“Thank goodness!” muttered Blun-
dell. “Tll make him buy it! If he
only gne» me fifteen qmd I shall be
satisfied !

The wrinkles left his forehead, and he
felt almost light-hearted. Tt was a half-
holiday to-day, and he could easily run
over during the afternoon.

IHe would get the money, and be back
at Greyfriars by tea-time. Then he
would make the club funds right, and
take the chair at the committee meeting
with a light heart.

And Blundell told himself that after
this he would never touch another penny
of money which did not belong Lo him
as long as he lived. Whatever the cir-
cumﬁtanceﬂ, it w as a risky thing to do.

He met Coker in the Close.

*Hallo!” said Coker. * You're look-
ing happier !

“Yes,"” replied Blundell.

e

R T THEH TR

When Blundell, of the
Fiith, borrows the funds
from the games box, he
finds himself in a very
unpleasant position—but
his pluck saves him in
the eleventh hour. Read
about it all below.

« By ..,

FRANK RICHARDS.

e

ST RE

“How about that motor-bike?” asked
“You're in a bit of a hole, ain't

you? Didn't you borrow the tin to buy
it with on the strength of your whack-

993

ing great prize?

“Yes; but I thmk I shall be able to

pay the money back to-day,” replied
Blundell. “I'm pgoing to sell the
machine, of course!” :

Coker nodded.

“Poor old chap!”
rotten for you!”

“1 must make the best of it

“] wish I knew who altered’ that
form!” said Coker darkly. “My hat,
I'd make the rotter sit up!”

Snoop passed by, and a chuckle came

he said. “It's

from him.

“Lend me a tenner, Blundell!" he
| grinned.

*“You young rotter!” roared Coker
angrily.

Snoop darted - away, and Blundell
looked thoughtful. He didn’t exactly
suspect Sncop, but certain things were
beginning to form in his mind. Before
he could think further breakfast-bell
rang.

After morning lessons Blundell waited
impatiently for dinner. To-day he ate a
hearty meal, and then got his motor-
bike out.

The news that he was going to sell it
had got round. for Coker had mentioned
it to several fellows—it was no secret—
and a little crowd of juniors watched
Blundell start. :

“ Wish you luck, Blundell,” said Harry
Wharton heartily.

“Thanks !”

“Don’t break your gxddy neck I said
Bob Cherry cheerfully. “It might come
in useful to you some time.”

“It's hard luck having to sell it as
soon as you've got it,”’ exclaimed Johnny
Bull, “It’s all the fault of that rotter
who altered the form. If you find him, I
suppose you'll bump him, Blundell 7"’

“1f it’s a junior,” said Blundell, I
shall leave him to you—youw'll punish
him for me, won't you?"

Tue Porurar.—No. 210.

1

Tale of Greyfriars—** The Kidnapping of Hop Hi !> —Next Week !




i

12 The fellow 'who feéﬁdé the “"Po;‘ﬁ)ul‘a'r " is always Popular wifh his chums!
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“You can do it better than I could,”
went on Blundell. A merve lamming
sn’t good emough!”?

“Do you think 1t was a junior?”?
asked Wharton. .

“Yes; T think so.”

"And by pure chance Blundell’s eyes
rested for a second on Snoop. The sneak
of the Remove turned a little white, and
walked away.

- Blundell started up, and was soon
buzzing along the clean road. He was
thankful that the weather still held fine.

‘ He was in good spirits now, for he was
certain that he could effect a sale, Possibly
he would be able to get the full twenty-
cight pounds for the machine.

He arrived at his destination without
the slightest mishap, and he enjoyed the
ride immensely.  His only regret was
that he had to sell the machine.

But it was the only way of saving the
situation ; it was the only thing he could
do, Btrictly speaking, the bike was not
his at all, and he ought not to grumble.

And he didn’t.  He was quife cheerful
as he pulled up outside a large house on
the outskirts of the little town. He
wheeled the machine up the drive, and
rang the bell.

“I want to see Mr. Belton, please!”
he said to the maidservant who answered
his ring.

“Yes, I'll tell the master at once,”
she replied. :

A minute later Mr. Belton presented
himself. Mr. Belton was a small man of
about thirty, and he looked at the motor-
bike with interest.

“So that’s the machine?”’ he asked,
bending down and looking at the working
parts critically. -

“It’s in splendid order,” said Blundell
eagerly. “I’'ve just ridden it over from
Greyfriars, and it came along flying.”

“Um!”? said Mr. Belton.

Blundell stood by anxiously.

 Rather old,” remarked Mr. Belton.

““Must be two or three years old. How
does she climb hills?”

“Splendidly !”

“ Quite so!

“Twenty-eight pounds,” said Blundell.

“ T'wenty-eight pounds—eh ?” repeated
Mz, Belton. “It’s too much, my lad—
too mueh 1" i

“But I only bought the machine two
days ago!”’ protested Blundell. “I paid
twenty-eight pounds for it, and the shop-
keeper said it was wonderfully cheap |

“ Motor-eycles are going very cheaply
now,’” said Mr. Belton. ¢ When they get
a bit old they're out of date, and sell
for nothing. T dare say this machine
goes along first-rate

“It does,” said Blundell,

“H’'m! Well, it’s not so high-powered
as I wanted, but it will do. I will give
you twenty pounds for it provided
that I find it runs well and is in perfect
order.” '

“Good !” said Blandell in relief.

Mr. Belton smiled to himself. For
twenty pounds the machine was dirt
cheap; but the prospective purchascr
was one of those very, very careful men.
He did not want to buy a pig in a poke.

“That’s settled, then?” he asked.

“Yes,” said Blundell: “You
have it for twenty.”

“Of coprse you will not object to my
having it for a day or two on trial??
suggested Mr. Belton. “Or, at least,
until Monday.”

“On t-trial 7? stammered Blundell.

“Exaetly. T will go for a spin on it to-
morrow and test it. If it is satisfactory,

Tue PorpuLir.—No: 210.
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And what's the figure?’ .

‘I will send you a cheque by post lo reach
you on Monday.” i ;

“M-Monday |

Blundell stared at Mr. Belton.

“I want the money to-day.” he said,
recovering himself. “It’s most import-
ant I should have it to-day.”

“To-day? Preposterous!” said M.
Belton flatly.

“Well, eight
Blundell quickly.

“ Not a penny, sir, until I know what
I am buying. As a matter of fact, I have
only five pounds in the house at the
present moment.”

“ But—but I must have eight pounds
to-day I’ exclaimed Blundell helplessiy.

My, Belton regarded him suspiciously.

“I think you had better keep your
machine, young man,” he said abruptly.

pounds of it” 'said

“I am not prepared to pay for a thing.

before I have had time to examine it at
leisure. Good-afternoon !”

And Mr. Belton walked up the steps,
entered the house, and closed the door.

Blundell stared after him blankly, his
face haggard again. The PFifth Form
skipper’s troubles seemed to be never-
ending.

He had drawn blank again,

“THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Something Unexpected !

€6 ELL, of all the funny little
\;‘/ rotters, that chap takes the
bun!” = muttered Blundell.
“What on earth shall I do

now ?”

He wheeled the motor-bike into the
road, and looked up and down rather
helplessly.

What could he do ?
good as a purchaser. How could he get
the eight pounds? The time was getting
terribly short; 1t was well on in the
afternoon now.

If he did not turn up for the committee
meeting, Bland, Fitzgerald, or one of the
other Fifth-Formers would take his place
in the chair, and would discover the
shortage in the funds. In five minutes
the news would be over Greyfriars, and
when Blundell returned he would be in
dire disgrace.

“1 muyst get back in time!” muttered
Blundell frantically. “I must get the
money ! Oh, what shall I do—what the
dickens shall T do?”

All his worries were heavy on his
shoulders again. He had not sold the
machine, and it was getting late. He
stood there gazing unseeingly into the
distance.

Themn he suddenly clenched his teeth.

“T'll go back to the chap in Court-
field,” he decided. “It’s simply rotten;
but there’s nothing else for it. It’s
humiliating, but it’s the only way of
getting the money. If I offer him the
jigger for ten quid he simply can’t
refuse.”

Blundell made up his
was. nothing else for it.
eight pounds clear, but there was no
other way out -of the difficulty. Tord
Mauleverer would be the one to suffer.

“But Mauly’s rolling in money, and
won’t mind,” thought Blundell, *I can
write home, explam things, and iry to
get the monc . If I had time it would
be as'simple as anything. But I haven’t
got time. I’ve got to get money to-day,
or I'll be sacked from Greyfriars!”

It was a terrible thought.
fice was better than that. Once he had
that eight pounds he would be content.
But Fate seemed to be conspiring against
him all along the line.

Blundell . was being taught a bitter

Mr. Belton was no

mind. There
He would lose

Any sacri- |-

lesson. - He was being shown the folly
of using money which was not his. No

L matter how certain he had been of

replacing it, he ought not to have
touched-it. Hitches are always liable to
oceur, and disaster follows.

It was his endeavour to avert disaster.

It meant sacrificing a lot, but that
could not be helped. ! !

“Yes,” Blundell told himself. “I'll ride
straight to Courtfield Iv'll get .me out
of the trouble anyhow. By George, what
an ass I was to buy the bike before the
cheque arrived—what a silly ass!”

‘He was soon pop-popping along, and
the miles were left behind him.  Half
way to Courtfield he stopped on the
middle of a long, winding hill to put
some oil into the crank-case. The oil-
pump worked hard, and could not be
operated from the saddle.

Blundell gave the engine one pumpful,
and then prepared to mount again. He
glanced up the long hill—for he had been
going uphill, and had decided to give
the engine o1l befors he essayed the long
climb. :

The road was clear.

No, something had appeared round a
gradual curve. It was a brougham, and
1t seemed to be travelling fast.

It was tearing down the hill furiously.

The horse was actually galloping.

“ Well, the driver of that thing nmust
be a silly chump,” murmured Blundell.
“Fancy coming down a hill like this at
that rate 1”’ : :

He stared at the approaching
brougham, then started violently.

The box was empty !

The brougham had no driver at all!

Out of one of the side-windows a head
was thrust, and Blundell counld see that
the hair of the owner of the head was
white. :

“Good heavens!” shouted Blundell.

The horse was running away. It was
tearing down the hill at full gallop.

And there was no driver., Those in
the body. of the brougham could do
nothing ; it was impossible to reach the
reins! The horse had its bit between
its teeth.

From side to side the vehicle swayed,
nearly running into the ditch. Then
it got into the centre of the road again,
and came onwards rapidly.

Blundell’s heart beat like a
hammer. ,

He glanced round. Not a soul was
within sight. Farther down the hill was
a sharp curve, bordersd-on either side
of the road by a low stone wall.

“Great Secott!? gasped Blundell,
aghast. “There’ll be a fearful accident !
The brougham simply can't get round
that corner.” : .

That fact was only too evident. At
the rate the vehicle was travelling the
horse would endeavour to turn the
corner, and the brougham would over-
turn,

It would crash into the wall, and
splinter to matchwood. o

The oecupant, or occupants, would he
crushed and battered in the wreckage,
Death would be almost certain.

Blundell stood looking at the thunder-

sledge-

ing brougham with staring eyes and
pal}}d facf}.
“There’s not a sgoul about!” he

panted. “It’ll mean death if T don’t do
something 1” -
He gave a frantic look round again,
then rushed forward. s
His teeth were set, his mind was
up. :
He would make an attempt to 5tép
the -vehicle. '
There was nothing else to be done.
(Continued on page 17.)
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Who is the Mysterious Man who Kidnaps the Chinee of Greyfriars ?
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GREYFRIARS
SHOPPING NOTES!

By Bob Cherry..

e

Greyfriars is pow a great commercial
centre  You can buy anything you fancy,
from a pin to a passenger-train. OQur open-
air market in the Close is surely one of the
bisgest attractions of modern times.

& & *®

It it's tuck you want for a study celebra-
tion, Bill unter—now head cook and
bottle-washer- at the school tuckshop—will
supply all your needs. Billy fancies himself
in the role of tuckshop proprietor, and he
tells me he is taking five pounds a day.
Jolly good going—what? Incidentally, -now
that he is In the happy position of being
surrounded by tuck, Bunter has eight meals
a day instead of the regulation four!

w B &

1f you want prime Capterbury lamb, or
the pood roast beef of Old England, or a
potk chop or a juicy steak, do your shopping
at Bolsover the butcher's!  Bolsover's prices
“undercut ?’ everyone else’s, and his civility
is never “overdone.” If you waut to see a
sausage roll, or a ham-and-beef turn-over,
go to Bolsover’s!

e ® *

Tisher T. Fish is making things hum in
the greengrocery line, and I can strongly
técommend his eighteen-carat carrots; also
- his Brussels sprouts, direct from Belgium.
~ Fishy's prices are very reasonable, in fact,
he actually gives things away. I saw a fag
upset - Fishy's barrow, and the American
junior promptly “gave him beans!"

£ & ~

Lord Mauleverer started in business as a
dairyman. But he had the misfortune to
topple over backwards into a crafe of new-
laid eggs. Mauly staggered away in order
to get a bath and a change of clothes, and
he hasn’t been seen since. His business has
been taken over by that flourishing firm,
Messrs. Redwing, Russell, & Rake.

o %

‘Alonzo Todd is carrying on the business of
a dispensing chemist. If you have the mis-
fortune to go under a steam-roller, and feel
“run down *’ in consequence, go to Alonzo
Todd for some of his Soothing Syrup for
Squashed S8choolboys. He also has some
Pink Pills for Purple People—or Pale Pills
for Pink People, I Porget which.
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By Billy Bunter.

My dear Readers,~—This week we are
indulging in a flite of fansy.

We are going to pretend that Grey-
friars, Rookwood, and St. Jim'’s have got
their own shops, run by schoolboys for
schoolboys.

What a mity brane-wave! And the
fool creddit for it belongs to your plump
and genial editor.

Noboddy but a beorn jernalist, with a
powerful imagination, could have thought
of such a wheeze.

Now, you've got to imagine that all
the tradesmen have gone on sirike, and
that we’ve got to buy and sell for our-
selves. I am taking over the control of
the tuckshopp from Mrs. Mimble, and
running it on my own lines. Bolsover
major is setting up in bizziness as a pork
butcher. Dicky Nugent is a chimbly-
sweep. And so on and so forth.

The Close at Greyfriars is crowded with
stalls and barrows, and all the schoolboy
tradesmen are advertising their wears.

“Buy, buy! Nice sholder of mutton,
lady?  This way for prime pork
sossidges ! - That’s Bolsover major.

Then we get Fisher T, Fish, the green-
grocer.

“ Walk up, ladies and gents! Try my
carrots and cabbages and cauliflowers!
Try my greengages, goosegogs, and ghur-
kins! Taste my tempting, topping tur-
nips! T guess these are the real goods!”

At Rookwood and St. Jim’s, the school-
boy tradesmen are marketing their
wears in the same manner. There is
hustle and bustle everywhere.

It this number duzzent fairly bring the
house down, I shall refuse to publish
another till-—next week !

Don’t forget to pass this number on
to all your friends, and mind you tell
them the wunderful histery of my
WEEKLY. -

Yours sinseerly,
BILLY BUNTER.
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KING OF THE
TUCKSHOP !

By Dick Penfold.
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Bunter, at the counter standing,
Sees the chaps come in;

And his visago is expanding
In a merry grin.

“Chaps, I'm to
custom,”’
Billy does declare;
* Not the cads—I do not trust 'em—
They can go elsewhere.”

pleased get  yout

“Half a dozen tarts!” cries Cherry;
“(inger-pop !” says Russell.

Billy Bunter’s busy, very;
You should see him hustle!

“ Rabbit-pie this way!”
** Dish it up at once,
Or I'll dot your nasal organ,
You long-winded dunce !”

says Morgan.

Bunter hustles, Bunter bustles,
With a right good will;

Can’t control his facial muscles
When he sees the till!

For that till is flowing over
With a mint of money;

Billy Bunter is in clover,
And the prospect’s sunny.

'here’s no sign of Mrs. Mimble,
With her beaming face;

Billy Bunter, blithe and nimble,
Takes the good darhe’s place.

Tarts and doughnuts, cakes and patties
Billy Bunter makes;

All the fellows grumble at his
Many mad mistakes !

“One of these fine days,” says Skinner,
“We'll receive a shock ;
Bunter, having had no dinner,
Will devour the stock !”
. TrE Porurar.—No. 210.
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£6 OAL!
That
Fourth Form corridor at Rook-
wood. z
-1t was a bitterly eold day, and ncver was
the need of coal more acute.

Coall”

shout rang down the

The «coal merchants of Coombe and
Latecham had not been delivering at the
sehool of late, owing to their men being on
strike. And in the majority of the studies
there were no fires.

Consequently, the word “Coal!” had a very
welcome ring about it.

Study doors were opened up and down the
corridor, ~and the fellows were all amazed
to see Tubby Muffin, grimy and perspiring,
vushing o hand barrow, which was almost
the width of the passage. The barrow was
faden with coal.

“ What the
Silver

“Have you turned coal merchant, Tubby?”
asked Lovell, in wonder.

The fat junior nodded, and grinned a grimy
grin,

“Bring out your scuttles!” he shouted.
“Coal! Coal! Best South Wales nuggets—
only a penny a scuttle!” S

*“ My hat !”

“ Where did you get that coal; Tubby?”
asked Rawson suspiciously.

“No time to answer silly questions!” was
the terse reply. “Bring ouf your scuttles!”

Mornington, my study-mate, gave a chuckle.

“Might as well take advantage of this
uenerous offer,” he said. “This is the first
time in our little lives that we've been
offered coal at a penny a scuttle.” .

Morny promptly fetehed our coal-seuttle,
and Tubby Muffin up-ended the barrow. A
deluge of coal shot out into the scuttle, and
overflowed on to the linoleum. But Tubby
didn’t seen to care how much mess he made,
or how much coal he wasted.

“Thanks awfully!” said Morny. And bhe
placed a penny in Tubby Mufin’s grimy
palm.

Now that somebody had taken the lead
in buying coal, the others were pot slow
to follow.

Fellows came rushing up from all direc-
tions with their scuttles. =

“We shall be able to have fires, after
all!? said Dick Oswald. “How ripping!”

Jimmy Silver looked a frifle worried.

“The gquestion is, where did Tubby get
tliis coal from?” he said. :

“He must have got it jolly c¢heaply to be
able to sell it at a penny a seuttle,” said
Neweome.

“8o cheaply, in fact,” said Raby, “that 1
don’t think he bought it at alll”

“0h, really, Raby 2

“The thing is not to inquire too closely
into the matter of where the coal came
from,” said Mornington. “Suffice it to say
that we've got it.” 2

“Ves: but ” :

“And it’s a godsend jn this bitter weather.”

Tubby Muffin continued to fill scuttle after
scuttle, and his supplies were nearly ex-
hausted when Bulkeley of the Sixth came
striding into view.

“What’s all this?” demanded the captain
of Rockwood sharply, “Have you been sell-
ing coal, Muffin?”

“Yes, Bulkeley.”

“Where did you get it from?”

“Abem!” : s

“Speak up!” said Bulkeley sharply.
“I—1I found it,” stammered Tubby Muflin.
“Where?”
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thump——" began Jimmy

“In—in the roadway, just outside the
school gates.”

Bulkeley frowned.

“Did you have this barrow stacked right
up?”’ he demanded.

“Yes, Bulkeley.”

“Do you seriously wish me to helieve that
you found this coal lying scattered about the
roadway?”

“Oh crumbs!”

“ Answer me, Muffin!”

Before Tubby could reply, who should eome
on the seene but Maek, the porfer. Mack's
face was convulsed with fury, and he was
waving his arms about like windmills.

“My coal!” he hooted. “Wot I says is
this ’ere—that young raskil ‘as looted my
coal-cellar !” -

“Qh, really, Mack— I—1—"

"gwn up!” said Bulkeley sternly.
have raided Mack’s coal-eellar!”

Tubby Muflin was silent. And his silence
was eloguent of guilt.

“It—it was only a lark, Bulkeley,” he
said, after a pause.

“I don’t fancy the Head will view it in
that light,” said Bulkeley grimly. “You

“You

‘“ Bring out your scutties!”
Tubby Muffin. * Coal, coal!
penny a scuttle !’

shouted
Cnly a

will come with me at once to his study.
You, too, Mack.”

“To give hevidence?” gueried the porter.

“Not only to zive evidence, but te explain
to the Head what you were doing with
coal in your cellar, when only yesterday
you declared that you hadn’t a single
lump! You have been hoarding coal for
your own selfish ends!?

Mack grew very alarmed. :

“Don’t be ‘ard on me, Master Bulkeley!
he pleaded.

“I feel bound to report the matter,” was
the reply. *“You were asked yesterday to
hand over your sbtock of coal, so that it
could be distributed among the studies. And
you distinetly said you hadn’t a lemp of
coal in your cellar. Step this way, please!”

The procession of thres made its way to
the Head’s study.

We learnt afterwards that Tubby Mufiin,
the amateur coal-merchant, received three
stinging cuts on each of his grimy paws, and
that Mack, the porter, received a severe
reprimand. Sg justice was administered. to
the dissatisfaction of Muffin and Mack, and
to the satisfaction of the fellows who had
obtained coal at a penny a scuttle!

BARGAINS AT THE
ROOKWOOD
BAZAAR!

By Jimmy Silver.

(Cavlain of the Lower School, Rookwood.)

v;:ANIlllllIlilllllilllI!liiil!NHHH!H!!Hii!!HIIHHIIHHIHHE‘;

The Rookwood Bazaar—the school’s
own shopping store—was opened yester-
day with a flourish of trumpets. -Mrs,
Chisholm, the wife of our worthy Head,
presided at the function, and we were all
invited to roll up and see the astounding
bargains. Needless to say, my chums
and I were e;;xfrly onﬁthe scena, -

You never saw such a miscellaneous col-
lection of articles for sale! Where they
had all come from was a mystery. Lovell
declaves that they were things which had
been confiscated, at some time or other,
by Form masters, and this was borne
out by the fact that I recognised an old
penknife of mine among the collection.

+ # 3

Every article in the bazaar was priced
at sixpence. The majority of the things
were worth several times that sum, so
you can guess the bargain-hunters weve
in clover! Tt was a case of first come,
first served. There was actually a foot-
bail on sale for sixpence, and Temmy
Dodd snapped it up before anybody else
could get a look in. Tommy discovered
later, however, that he had bought a pig
in a poke, for the football flatly refused
to be blown up, owing te numerous punc-
tures in the bladder. .

Lovell obtained quite a decent mouth-
organ for sixpence, and for the same
amount Newcome secured a tin whistle.
Raby bought a concertina—not & new
one, of course. It wasn't even sccond-
hand, but about seventh-hand. In fact,
it was no longer recognisable as a concer-
tina. It looked like an old pair of
bellows. But, dash i all, what could
you expect for a modest tanner? The
Modernites chipped us about our pur-
chases, and sarcastically inquired if we
were forming a jazz band.

i * £l

Mornington, grinning broadly, pur-
chased an alarm-clock, “Of course, the
beastly thing won't go,”’ he said,  “It
was manufactured in Germany some-
where about the year Dot, and it’s run
down by now.” As events proved, how-
ever, that alarm-clock did go. It kept
the occupants of the Fourth Form dormi-
tory awake nearly all night with its per-
petual whirring and buzzineg, Morny had
set it for 7 a.m., but the wretched thing
started before midnight, and no human
power would cause it to stop. Fimally, in
despair, Morny chucked it out of the
window !

= o *

Adelphus Smythe, of the Shell bought
a clothes-brush. Is was in a very
dilapidated condition, and half the hairs
were missing.  “My dear fellow,”’ pro-
tested oneof his pals, “you’ll ruin your
togs if you attempt to Brush ’em with
that!” And then Adolphus explained
that he hadn’t bought the clothes-brush
for his own use, but to brush his fox-
terrier’s coat with !

[Supplement 11,

Yow’ll Roar with Laughter over Next Week’s ¢ Weekly »’ !



has

UGENT minor of the Second
often been styled “a cheeky young
sweep,” but nobody dreamed that
he would ever become a sweep in

the real sense of the word.
But the other afternoon,

whilst I was
standing at my study window, staring
vacantly into space, Dicky Vugent came
toddling across the Close. He was ecarrying
one of the long, round-topped brushes that
chimpey-sweeps use.

The ftag's appearance was extraordinary.
His face was as black as the ace of spades.

And his togs suggested thabt he had been

rolling on the floor of the coal-celiar.

I had some difficulty in recognising Dicky
at first. I thought he was a second edition
of Hurree Singh. As he passed my window,
liowever, he looked up abt me with a sooty
grin.

“Sweep your chimney, Browny?” he said.

*No, thanks!” I said hastily.

“Oh, do let’s! I only charge a tanner a

time,” .
“Kesp away from my study, you grimy
young rascal!” I shouted. “Look here,

young Nugent, what's the:little game?”

“The official chimney-sweep at Friardale
has gone on strike,” explained Dicky. “He
refuses to come up to Greyfriars to do the
chimneys, So I'm taking on the job—see?”

“I wish you joy of it!” I growled.

Dicky ehuckled.

“I've aiready made a start,” he said. “I
set the ball rolling by sweeping Gosling’s
chimney.”

“Did you make a good job of it?”

“Better ask Gosling. I left him choking
and spluttering in his parlour. He declares
I've sort of snowed him up with soot.”

“Ha, ha, ha! How can you snow anybody
up with soot?” I said, laughing. “Snow’s
white and soot’s black!”

“That was just a figure of speech,” said
Bicky. “Sure you don’t want your chimney
swept, Browny?”

“Positive, thanks}”

Dicky Nugent gave me a black look—I
don’t mean an angry look, but a scoty one
—-and passed on.

fe had not gcne very far when he bumped
into Mr. Prout.

The master of the Fifth stopped short in
astonishment.

“Why, bless iy soul!”  he ejaculated.
“What is the meaning of this, Nugent
minor??

“8weep’s gone on strike, sir,” explained
Dicky cheerfully. “And I've taken on his
fob!”? -

“@Good gracious!”

“Wounld you like your chimney swept,

sir?” asked Dicky, with an eye to business.
“It will enly cost you sixpence.”

Mr. Prout was about to decline the fag’s
offer, when be suddenly remembered that
be had been having a good deal of trouble
with his chimney of late. Lumps of soot
were constantly falling into the fire. More-
over, the chimney was not a non-smoker.
it smoked day and night.

Mr. Prout regarded Dicky Nugent doubt-
fully.

“Are you capable of performing such a
fask?” he inguired.

“ Absolutely, sir!

“You will make a—a clean sweep of my
& ulmne) =

“Trust me, sir!”

“Then you have my pcrmxsqmn to do s0,”
said Mr. Prout “I do not quite approve of
a Greyfriars boy sweeping chimneys. Still,
if the professional sweep is nob avaxlab!e,
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one must enlist the services of an amateur
one.”

“Quite, sir!” said Dicky Nugent.

“1 am now goitg to play golf,” said Mr,
Prout. “On my return, I shall expect to
find my chimney—-"

“0Of course youwll find it, sir! = You don’t
suppose I'm going to knock it down?”

“Pray allow me te complete my sentence!”
said Mr. Prout. *“I shall expect to find my
chimney properly and thoroughly swept.”

“The job shall be soot-ably done, sir!”
promised Dicky, permitting himself a pun.

Mr. Prout nodded, and went on his way.

The amateur chimney-sweep hurried along
iofti?e study occupied by the master of the
Fifth,

Gatty and Myers, Dicky's two chums,
joired him. They were anxious to see the
fun.

“I've been commissioned to sweep Prout’s
chimney,” said Dicky, “and I'm going to do
the job thoroughly.”

Dicky dropped down into the fireplace,
and a shower of soot came down afier
him.

"Gcod"’ said Gatty. “But that broom
You’ve got will mever reach to the top of
the chimney.”

“It opens out,” said Dicky. “It’s three
times  this len'*th when it’s  properly
extended.”

“Even go,” said \[yeh “it won't be loug

enough for your purpose.
5 jolly tall one, remember.”

“Never mind!” said Dicky. “I'll climb
up the chimney myseh, audTtake the broom
right up to the top.”

“Youwll be in a fine pickle when you come
down!” chuckled Gatty.

“What matters? A chimney-sweep can’d
study his personal appearance. Here x‘:e
are!”

The trio stepped into Mr. Prout'

There was no fire in the grate, s
Nugent’s task seemed sxmple

But when he started to squeeze himself
up the chimney, the fag found that he
was unable to get a foothold.

Dicky dropped down into the fireplace,
looking more sooty than ever. A shower of
soot came down after him, and some of it
shot . over Mr. Prout’s hearthrug, More-
over, Dicky’s shoes were sooty, and he was
trampling soot into the carpet.

“Prout will be pleased!” chuckled XMyers.

“He’ll have several sorts of a fit when he
sees all this mess!” said Gatty.

“Rats!” growled Dicky Nuﬂent “A speck

Prout s chimney’s

't

Dicky

of soot here and there cant  be helped.

We've Got a Surprise Number for Next Week !

By TOM BROWHN,
(The Humorist of Greyfrairs.)

.ladder, as if contemplating an ascent.

I say, you chaps, it’s no use tackling the
chimney from this end! 1 shall have 1o
go up on to the roof.”

“My hat!”

“Come and help me rear a ladder up,
said Dicky. :

The trio procecded to the wood-shed, and
borrowed the longest ladder they could find.
With great difficulty they reared it up to
the room, and Dicky Nugent started to
ascend.  His progress was watched by a
rapidiy-growing erowd in the Close.

Dicky surmounted the ladder without mis-
hap, and found himself among the chimney-
pots.

His geography of the reof was pretty good,
and he soon located Mr. Prout’s chimney.
He thrust his broom down it, and gave ®
a violent push. :

There was a sound of soct being dis-
lodged and sent hurtling downwards.

Had anybody been in Mr. Pront’s stud
at the time, he would have seen showe
of soot come shooting out into the fire-
place; and not only mto the ﬁlep‘ace, but
beyond it.

The study window happened to be open,
and the wind, coming through in a fitful
gust, sea tered the soot in all directions.

Soon cwerythma was -~ smobthered.  The
table, the chairs, the ecarpet, the mantel-
piece—all received a black coating of soct

Dicky Nugent was certainly sweeping
the soot from the chimney, but he was
making an unboly mess in the process!

Cheered on by the crowd below, Dicky
shoved and thrust with his broom. And
he was still shoving and thrusting when Mr,
Prout returned from his brief game of goif.

The master of the Fifth noticed the
and he

y

activity up aloit, so to speak,
inquired what was happening.

“Dicky Nugent’s sweeping your chimney,
sit!” saild Gabty cheerfully.

“ Bless my soul! That is an extraordinary
method of sweeping a chimney!” ‘gasped
Mr. Prout. “I trust Nugent has barricaded
my fire-grate with a cloth or a screen, in
order to prevent the scot spreading heyond
the fireplace?”

“Can’t say, sir!” muttered Gatty. “You'd
better go and see.”

With rapid strides, Mr. Prout stalked away
to his study. What he said, when he crossed
the threshold, and saw the state his study
was in, will ‘hardly bear repetition.

Mr. Prout gave one wild glance round the
apartment. = Then, snorting with fury, he
snatched up a cane and rushed out into the
Close.

“Boy!

Nugent!” he thundered, ghlm« un
at. the ' amateur chimney-sweep. o
down ab once, that I may chastise yo
My study is in a dreadful state, thanks
your clumsy anticst”

Dicky Nugent ceased his operations with
the broom. But he did not come down.
Mr. Prout was not a safe person to
cncounter just then. Dicky wisely decided
to pretend not to hear, and to remain ou
the roof until the ¥Form master's wrath
had simmered down somewhat.

Onece or twice Mr Prout looked at é]]l}
he realised that the spectacle of a master
climbing a ladder and chasing. a small boy
over the roofs would be a very undignified
cue.

Finally, Mr, Prout turned on his heel, and
strode away in high dudgeon.

Mr. Prout captured Dicky that evening.
And three stinging cuts on each grimy paw
was the reward of the amateur chimney-
sweep.

THE END. .
Tare Porvrar.—No. 210
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By
Jack Blake.

Herries was hungry. So was I. In fact,
we were both famished.

The school tuckshop was closed, and the
study. cupboard was bare.  Moreover, we
had been out for a cycling spir, and had
missed tea in Hall. - :

It was too late to go oulb of gates, and so
we had to abandon the idea of popping down
to the village bunshop for a feed.

“1 can’t possibly hold out till brekker to-
morrow morning,” said Herries.

*Neither can L [ said.

“What about trying Trimble's restaurant?
He's advertising full-course dinners in Study
No. &Y

“Yes, at three-andsix a time!” I growled.
«And we’ve no gaarantee that the grub will
be good.”

“Might as well try it said Herries.
“Baggy’s gobt his study screened off. .One
half is the restaurant and the other half is
the kitchen, whers he bas B cooking-stove
and prepares all- the food.” -

“Put three-and-six!” I protested, aghast.

“We can bheat Baggy down to hali a
erown."”

“All serene.”

We went along to Trimble’s sbudy, ou the
door of which was posted the following an-
nouncement:

“TRIMBLE'S RESTERONG !
“Dinners. Teas. Suppers.
“Step inside and ask for one of my
fool-corse dinners!”

Accordingly wo stepped inside.

Baggy Trimble was there. His Jacket was
off, and he wore an apron. A table had
been laid for prospective patrons, and he
beckoned us to it. :

“What would you llke, gentlemen?’ he
asked suavely. :

“A full-course dinner,” I replied. “But
T'1a dashed if we’re going to pay three-and-
six for it. Make it half a crown, and we
shall be satisfied.”

With some reluctance Baggy agreed to my
offer.

“J always demand cash in advance,” he
said,

“Then you can jolly well demand!” I said
wrathfully. “We're not paying for our
diuner until it's comsumed.  Buck up and
get it ready!”

Baggy disappeared behind the screen, and
we heard him @ bustling about in his
¢ kitehen.”

After a long interval he reappeared, carry-
ing a couple of soup-plates.

“I'm going to see that you geft a good
square meal, you fellows,” he said. “You
look awfully peckish.”

“We -are!” said Herries.
is this eoncoction?”

“Mock turtie soup!”? .

Herries $ried a spoonful, and shuddered.

“You can take it away and feed it to
the kitchen cat,” he said. “It tastes Hke
nothing on earth! What's the second
course?”’ :

“Hoar doovers!” said Baggy.

“What the merry dickens is that?” :

“He means * hors d’ouvres,” " I said, laugh-
ing, “It’s a sort of mix-up. Bring it along,
Bagzy !

The amateur caterer then brought us a
stale sardine on a piece of parched toast.
We couldn’t possibly eat it. Neither eould
we manage the “trussed fowl,”” which was
the next course. It was a tough old bird
which had scarcely been cooked at all.

Finally, in despair, we decided to firy
apple dumpling. But we found that the
apples were raw, and the crust was simply
dough.

Baggy's “full-course ” dinner was such a
signal failure that we hadn't been able to
eat a scrap of it!

Herries rose to his feet.

“Bump the fab swindler!” he said savagely.

And we gave Baggy Trimble such a terrific
bumping that he was compelled to close his
premises for the evening.

Tuz Porvrar.—No. 210. =
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ARTHUR AUGUSTUS DARCY,
Gentlemen’s Tailor

{Late Cutter to Messts. Snipp & Shears,
of Savile Row}.

TRY MY BSPECIAL  SUITS FOR
WINTER WEAR, DEAR BOYS!

Each suit comprises an Eton jacket, a
smart pair of striped trousers, and &
fancy ‘waistcoat wrought in all the
colours of the rainbow,

PRICE PER SUIT, 25 GUINEAS.

Come along to my study, and I will
give you a perfect fit! I am also selling
off a stock of

20,000 High-class 8itk Toppers

(some slightly battered by Herries’ bull-
dog) at Sixpence each. ‘hosa purchas-
ing one of my 25 guinea suits will be
given half a dozen toppers FREE.)

I also specialise in neokties, socks,
football jerseys, spats, scarves, etc., etc.

FITTING ROOM, Study No. 6, Fourth |

Form Pessage. Come Early!

JACK BLAKE,
High-class Hairdresser.

COME TO ME TO BE SHORN AND
SHAVEN!

Don’t go {ramping over to Wayland,
to be cropped bald by an inefficient
barber. JACK BLAKE has had expe-
rience in trimming the hedge round the
Head’s garden, so he is fully capable of
trimming YOU !

SIXTH-FORMERS! Don't go about
with stubbly beards and small boys
velling “Beaver !” after you. Come to
BLAKE, and he will give you a close
shave—a very close shave indeed if his
razor gets anywhere near your nose!

Remember, BLAKE is a gentle and
a painstaking barber. No barber-ism
about BLAKE! My Toilet Saloon is

in the Woodshed. T tried to bag Study’

No. 6, but Gussy iz using it as a fitting
room. e

Favour me with your patronage, and
you will agree that I am a very smart
*‘young shaver ” ! :

TUCK! TUCK! TUCK!
If you are locking for a square meel

COME TO TRIMBLE'S TIP-TOP
RESTERONG !

The St. Jim’s Tuckshopp is now a back
number. It is dead and defunked. My
Resterong has taken its plaice. You can
have anything you want, from a parched
pea to a pheasant pie!

All Meals Prepared on the Premises
by BAGGY TRIMBLE himself. No
sheffs, cooks, or waiters employed. If

iR TR ET AR AT T T RGO E

ADVERTISEMENTS AND
 ANNOUNCEMENTS!

Do You Want a Packet of Pins or a Motor-
= , Car P—Glance Below! ‘
S L T RO T T

=
=

<

you want to “tip” anybody, tip
TRIMBLE! He is sheff and cook and
wgi‘cet rolled into one.
MENU OF SPECIAL 3s. 6d. DINNER.
Mock Tertle Soop.
Hoar Doovers.

Lark and Caper Sauce.

Sir Loyne of Beefe, Neck of Mutton, or

Trust Foul.

Sirrup  Pooding, Apple Dumpling, or
Jam Roley-Poley.

Nuts.
Come to TRIMBLE'S, and you'll never

feel so “fod up ” in your life!

Cheesa, Froot.

CARDEW, CLIVE & LEVISON,
SPORTS OUTFITTERS

(By appointment to the Hon. Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy).

Footballs, Boxing Gloves, 'Tennis
Racquets, Roller Skates, Gliders, etc.,
ete.

We are specially renowned for our skill
in blowing-up footballs. - Fellows whe
have trouble with their footballs always
bring them to us for a good *blowing-
up ”?! We do the job while you wait at
the nominal charge of twopence.

Come and see our stock of sports
accessories—the finest in the land! Our
footbails are autographed by such

famous players as Baggy Trimble and
Herbert Skimpole, and our boxing
gloves have been used and approved by
the great George Alfred Grundy!

Pay an early visit to

THE ST. JIM’S SPORTS
EMPORIUM :

(Study No. 9, Fourth Form Passage).

LOANS! LOANS! LOANS!
AUBREY RACKE

(the well-known moneylender)

will be pleased to advance any sum from

a farthing to a shilling on note of hand
only. ‘

No awkward inquiries into borrower’s
past history. No references required.
Kverything simple, speedy, and siraight-
forward.

BAGGEY TRIMBLE, Iisq., writes:
‘“Ever so many thanks for making me
a loan of tuppence. I was starving at
the time, and your jennerus loan set me
on my feet again. I hardly know how
to eggspress my grattitude. 1 enclose
two-and-sixpence, being one week's
interest on the tuppeny loan.”

“If grim Poverty’s on your (rack,

Porrow at once from AUBREY

RACKE !” .

{Supplement IV,

A Good Long Laugh ? Step This Way and Youw'll Enjoy Yourself !
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A Thrilling Story of Drama on the mefor racing track in this week's “GEM™1 17
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THE E
REWARD OF VALOUR!

E:' (Continued from page 12.)

Z

None but a craven would have stood by
and watched the brougham’s occupant
tear on to death.

And Blundell was not a coward; he
now proved himself to be possessed of
wonderful resource and courage.

e rushed ferward, leaving his motor-
bike resting against the bank. On came
the runaway horse, its eyes showing the
whites, its muzzle flacked with foam.

Tt thundered up. It was alongside.

Blandell made &« spring, a frantic
spring.

But the horse swerved across the road;
Blundell felt himself grazed by the
wheels of the brougham, and the vehicle
had passed.

He had failed !

He watched, dazed. The brougham
was running on two wheels only; and
as Blandell looked, it righted itself with
a crash. Then it rushed onwards to that
fatal cormer. .

“Oh, heavens!” Blundell,
white to the lips.

Then he saw his motor-bike against
the bank.

“The bike!” he yelled.

Like one possessed, he darted forward.
With one spring he had grabbed the
handlebars of the bicycle. He pushed
it forward, and the engine commenced
working,

In a second he was in the saddle. The
throttle was wide open, and he was
tearing down the hill at an appalling
pace.

Could he reach the brougham before
it arrvived at the corner?

Could he overtake it in time?

All Blundell’s troubles were forgotten
in the inteuse excitement.  The club’s
funds, the Fifth Form meeting, the sell-
ing of the motor-bike—were all driven
out of his head.

Te beat low over the handlebars. He
was overhauling the brougham rapidly,
for he was travelling like the wind.

“Can I do it?” he gasped. “Oh,
can T do it77 -

He never thought about the dire peril
of the underlaking. Yet it might mean
death for him. :

Faster he went. And yard by yard
he overtook the tearing brougham. He
was immediately behind  it. With
splendid judgment he swerved to one
side.

He was slongside now, riding with
fluttering hair and panting breath. He
caught a glimpse of a terrified face,
then he was past.

The horse was galloping along within
a vard of him. He touched the shaft,
and wobbled dangerously.

And now he was neck and neck with
the anmnal. Tt was a terrifying race.
Horse and motor-cycle rushed along.

Ahead, now only a hundred yards dis-
tant, was the dreadful corner.

Blundell knew that he must act at
once. .

With a sudden resolve, insane though
it seemed, he released his hold of the
handlebars. He was within a foot of
the horse’s bridle.
 Next second he had the reins in his
hand.

He leapt upwards, caring nothing what
bappened to the motor-bike. By a
mirscle his feet did not become
entangled, and he was dragged along
in miid-air, hanging like grim death to

shouted
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‘powerful brake.

- motor-cycle,

the reins.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
"~ Pluck Rewarded !

RASH! ;
q Blundell hardly heard the

awful smash as his motor-cycle

volled to the ground and was
caught benecath the brougham.
The vehicle pitched and lumbered.

Underneath it the motor-bike had be-
come jammed, and it was dragged along,
a shattered and worthless wreck.

Blundell hung on to the reins,
horse seemed to realise . that
escapade was over.

It slowed down, and Blundell was able
to run beside it, and drag backwards
with all his strength.

although he did not know i}, his
motor-bike was the prime cause of the
sudden slackening of speed. It was
firmly fixed under the brougham, being
dragged along and rendered more and
more of a wreck every second.

But it acted like a brake, and a very
The brougham no
longer ran freely down the hill; the
horse had to drag it foreibly, and that
made a wonderful difference.

Slower and slower, until Blundell was
walking. He tugged at the reins
violently, and the horse came to a stand-
still, quivering from head to foot, and
streaming with perspiration.

Its breath came in great hollow pants,
and it was utterly spent. :

Ten yards ahead was the sharp eorner.
But for Blundell’s wonderful spurt on the
disaster would have been
certain. Undoubtedly, the Fifth Form
captain had saved the brougham’s occu-
pant from a vielent death.

Te staggered back, and fell against the
hedge. His clothing was torn, his face
wet with cold perspiration. And blood
was on his hands, caused by the chafing
of the reins.

“Thank goodness!” muttered Blun-
dell. “T've done the trick—the giddy
thing's saved !” :

He recovered rapidly. Now that the
:ianger was over he felt a little faint, but
¢ was very soon himself,

-And the first thing he set eyes on was
his'éno'ror-eyc-le-or, rather, the remains
of it.

The wheels were twisted and bent out
of all recognition; the petrol-tank was
gaping open, the engine was twisted out

and the
its mad

‘of place, and the cylinder showead a fatal
crack; the handlebars were missing
altogether. S '

The motor-bike was nothing but
iron. To repair it would be an
possibility.  Its total worth could
nothing but a Mew- shillings.  Even the
tyres were torn and useless. -

“Great Scott !” muitered Blundell.

The full truth dawned upon him, &
he looked at the wreck in horror. [}
last chance was gone. . Where would hu
be able to get the eight pounds?

He could not sell the machine—asnd
there was no othér way in which he could
ralse money, !

He was done!

It would mean the sack from Grey-
friars. . :

Blundell’s eyes roved from the motos-
bike to the brougham. Then he saw =
movement inside the carriage, and pulled
himself together. He stepped across to
the door and opened if.

Inside was a white-headed old gentle-
man... He was lying back against ths
cushions, breathing hard and mopping
his brow. N

“Upon my soul!” he gasped.
my soul!” !

“Are you hurt, sir?” asked Blundel!
anxiously.

The old gentleman turned and

“Hurt?” he ejaculated.  “Bless my
life, no!”? .

He stared at Blundell, then waved his
hand. .

o

“Upon

“ Help me out,” he said. - “The horse
might take fright again. Upon my

what an experience! What a ride!”

Blundell helped the old chap into i
road. He gazed at the horse, then ey
the corner and the brick walls.

“H’m!” he muttered. - “Not 1
chanze there! By gad, no! If the hos
had tried to turn that corner we shouls
have run into the wall Upon my soul,
I should have been killed!”

¢ Perhaps not killed, sir—"

“I tell you, I should have been
killed!”? snanped the old pgentleman
testily. “I %know! And, by zad ¢
at your motor-bicycle. ~Wretched
—detestable things1”

“Yes, sir,” said Blundell, rather {aken
aback.

“It's utterly ruined, young man!”

“So I—T see, sir.”

The old gentleman eyed Blupdell for
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a moment, then a twinkle entered his
eyes. He looked at the Fifth-Former
with admiration and pride.
. “Give me your hand, siv!” he ordered:
“My—my hand?”
startled at the old gentleman's abrupt
manner- of. speaking. ¢ ¥V.yes, sir!”
The old chap took

gasped Blundell,

Blundell’'s hand
and shook it heartily, Then he patted
him on the shoulder.

. #T've seen some brave things done in
my time, my fad,” he said; “but I've

rnever witnessed a braver action than
yours. It was splendid! It was
wonderful I’

“Oh, sir!”

“ It was wonaerful, I tell you!”

“I—only did the right thing, sir!”

- muttered Blundell, turning red. It was
nothing I ‘ ;

“Don’t dare to contradict me, boy!”
thundered the old gentleman. - “ I say it
was the bravest thing I've ever seen. To
ride up on that beastly motor-cycle, and
jump for the horse while going at full
gallop—why  bless my life, it was the
act of a hero!”

“I—I didn’t think of anything, sir,”
explained Blundell.  “I simply rushed
atter the brougham, knowing it would
mean a fearful smash at the corner, and
tried to stop it in time.”

“And you succeeded—you succeeded
marvellously {” said the old gentleman.
“You saved my life, young man. But,
by the look of things, your machine has
suffered I :

“Ye-es, a little, sir.”

A little! Don't be absurd, boy—the
zonfounded machine is utterly wrecked!
It can never be ridden again. You'll
have to walk home; that’s all there is
about it!”

Blundell nodded dismally, and with
aching anxiety.

“How did it happen, sir?”

¢ A piece of paper, my boy—a wretched
piece of paper!” mid the old fellow,
glaring-at Blundell. ‘It was the wind.
We were going along:smoothly when a
gust of wind blew my coachman’s hat
off. He got off, and ran back. And
while he was behind I'm hanged if a
great sheet of newspaper didn’t blow
across the road. - The horse shied, and
the paper lifted up and drove on to its
legs.  That did it! Away we went at
full gallop !” :

“ But the coachman, sir *

“The coachman was left behind. He
could do nothing,” said the old gentle-
man. “Things always happen that way.
If Thomas had been in his box he could
have steadied the horse. But he wasn't
there, and I couldn’t do anything, being
packed uway inside. The horse simply
had its head, and the faster it ran the
more frightened it became.”

He laid his hand on Blundell's arm.

“You risked your life to save mine,
my boy.” he said, altering his tone of
voice until it was soft. “It was a noble
sftort, In performing your brave action
you saved my life and saved my
orougham. But your own machine is a
wreck.”

“1 know.” said Blundell, in a low
voice,

“T feel like rewarding you,” went on
the old gentleman, “but your looks tell
gie that you would he offended. It is
reward enough to know that you have
proved yourself to be a hero.”

“Yos sir,” said Blundell dully.

“Nevertheless, you have ruined your
motor bicycle, and I must certainly be
allowed to compensate you  for the
damage.”

And the old chap brought out a fat
pocket-bock, and fingered a roll of crisp
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man was

banknotes. Blundeli regarded him
blankly for a moment, then his eyes
gleamed, and he uttered a little gasp of
relief. = - .

*0Oh, sir, do you mean it?"

“Do I mean it, boy? OFf course 1

mean it!” snapped the other. * Now,
how much did you pay for that
machine ?”

“Twenty-eight pounds, sir, two days
ago.”

“Twenty-eight
ous !”

“But 1 did, sir!” 5

I do not doubt you, young man, but
such s sum is preposterous!” scoffed the
old  gentleman angrily. ¢ Utterly
ridicutous !’ !

And he glared at Blundell.

“Twenty-eight pounds—for a motor-
bicycle ! he repeated. * Pish, my boy !
Tosh! My nephew paid eighty guineas
for his. My name is Mr. Wellford, let
.ne tell you. I do not believe the motor-
cycle cost less than thirty pounds!”

- But—but——"

Do not argue ! Thirly pounds, I say ¥

Blundell felt his heart give a leap.
Thirty pounds! It was too goed to he
irue ! He could not accept such a sum!
It would be dishonest, But the old gentle-
a curious customer to deal with,

No, sir,” said Blundell eagerly;
- twenty»eig,i)t——-”

“How dare you bandy words with
me !” roared Mr. Wellford. “T sag the
machine cost thirty pounds! I am going
to give you thirty-five! The exira five
will compensate you for the inconveni-
ence of losing your machine, and will pay
for the doctor.”

“The doctor !’ gasped Blundell.

pounds!  Preposter-

.

“Certainly ! Your hands are
wounded !
Blundell looked a$ his hands. They

were only grazed. Then Mr. Wellford
thrust a bundle of banknotes into his
palm.

“Bub—"

“Not another word!”

*Oh. thank you, sir!"” gasped Blundell
joyfully. - “It’s splendid of you! I—I
don’t know what to say[”

The old gentleman regarded Blundell
»ith a twinkle. Then he gazed up the
hill. A figure was hurrying down, and
behind came a motor-car.

“Ah, here is Thomas!' said Mr.
Wellford.

Blundell
He was in

Thomas came up, panting.
hardly heard what was said.

a whirl. He knew that the motor-car
stopped, and the occupant got out. Then
Biundell found himself helping to extri-
cate the wrecked mofor-cycle. It was
placed on top of the brougham.

“I am going to take it with me,’” said
My. Wellford. “I shall keep it as a
memento of your wonderful action, my
lad. Tell me your name,’

“It’s Biundell, sir, and I belong fto
the Fifth Form at Greyfriars.”

 Ah, yes, Greyfriars—a fine college !

“Then you will want to get to Court-
field in order to take the train?” asked
the occupant of the motor-car.

:‘YCS,”

“dJ’x,xmp in, then. I'm going to Court-

1

“Splendid I’ exclaimed Mr. Wellford
heartily. “ Well, good-bye, my boy, and
thank you from the bottom of my heart.
You saved my life to-day at the risk of
your own. It was wonderful !

Blundell shook hands again, and two
minutes later found himseli being whirled
through the dusk towards Courtfield.
He told the cavr-owner what had hap-
pened, and the car-owner informed him
that Mr. Wellford was one of the richest
men in the district.

They arrived at Courtfield, and Blun-
dell caught a train at once. .

He got a compartment to himself, and
stared unseeingly out of the window as
the train steamed towards Friardale.

At last he was alone; at last he could
think. : -

Thirty-five pounds !

It was wonderful!

All his troubles were over. He could
pay the fund money, he could pay Lord
Mauleverer, and he. would still have
plenty left.  Blundell could hardiy
realise his good fortune.

But he had earned the money, his
brave action was one deserving of the
highest praise.

In Friardale ke cashed two five-pound
notes, and then hastened to Greylfriars.
He would arrive quite half an hour
before the committee mecting of the
Fifth Form.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Snoop is Sorry!

ILLY BUNTER felt indignant.

It was past teatime, sand

Bunter had had scarcely any-

thing to eat. That morning he

had applied to Blundell for a further sum
of “hush-money,” but Blundell had
refused to give Bunter another farthing.

And the Owl of the Remove was foel-
ing indignant about it.

All the afternoon he had said nothing;
for he thought that there might be stili
another hope of getting money out of
Blundell. But Blundell had not turned
up, and Bunter was hungry.

His hunger made him angry, and fe
decided to show up the scapegrace of
the Fifth. For, in Dunter’s opinion,
Blundell was a very wicked boy indeed.

Bunter rolled into the Common-room.
Nearly all the Remove were there, dis-
cussing “the football match of the after-
noon.

“I say, vou fellows—"

“Buzz off, Bunter!”

“Oh, really, Nugent, I've come to tell
you something I’ protested Billy Bunter.
“It's something important!”

“Concerning a postal-order 2"
Bob Cherry.

“Nunno! It’s about Blundell,” said
Bunter, blinking through his glasses.
“‘Something jolly rotten I”

Harry Wharton frowned.

“We don't want any sneaking, you
fat worm !” he said sharply.

“It ain't sneaking!” gasped Bunter.
“1 happened to find out something——"

“By placing your ear to a keyhole,
I suppose?” asked Johnny Bull' con-
temptuously.

*No!” roared Bunter truthfully. “I
never do rotten things like that. I-—I
do know, so there! How did Blundell
buy his motor-bike 7"

* With tin, I expect!”

asked

“I mean, where did he get the
money ?”
“ What's the good of asking silly

viddles 7" said Bulstrode warmly. “Clear
cut, Bunter!”

“I sha'n’t " shouted Bunter. ¢ Blun-
dell borrowed twenty quid from Mauly
and eight quid from the Fifth Form
Club funds !’

think that Blundell ought to be sacked!
Nice chap, ain’t he? Fancy being
trusted with the funds of the Form, and
then using the money to buy a motor-
bike " -

“How do you know this?” demanded
Bob Cherry.

“I-T found it out!”

What is the Strange Mystery Surrounding the Disappearance of Hop Hi ¢
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¢ By listening to somebody’s
tion?”

A Tiwon't tell you!" howled Bunter.

Several juniors made a rush at the
Owl of the Remove, and he hopped out-
side the door and slammed it. The
Remaovites didn’t follow him.

conversa-

Lord Mauleverer was not in the
Common-room, so  knew - nothing of
Bunter’'s revelation.

“It’s one of Bunter’s Hes!” said
Nugent.

“Of course.”

“ Tt seems peculiar, though,” remarked
Bulstrode.- “I don’t see why Bunter
should invent such a thing. We ought
to speak o somebody about it.”

It would be serious if Blundell had
used the Fifth Form Club funds,” said
Bob Chesry.  ‘‘Suppose we go and ask old
Coker if he knows anything about it??

“‘Yes, it would be as well,” said Harry
Wharton. *Bunter will only exaggerate
the thing if we don’t. 'Then the Fifth
might get into a panto. - You know what
asses they are!”

So Harry Wharton & Co. left the
Common-room and went to the Fifth
Form passage. Several other Removites
followed behind out of curiesity, Snoop
amongst them.

Harry Wharton knocked at Coker’s
deor. ;

“Come in!” shouted Coker.

_ Harry Wharton & Co. went in, and
Coker glared.

“ What the dickens is the meaning of
this?” he demanded. * What do all you
kids want?”?

“We've just heard something from
Bunter,” said Harry Wharton. “He
says that Blundell has pinched the Fifth
Form Club funds!”

Coker stared.

“Rot!” he exclaimed.
liar!”

“We know that, but he gets hold of
the truth sometimes, especiaﬁy when the
truth isn’t pleasant,” answered Wharton.

Coker looked seripus. .

“Well, we shall scon know if it’s the
truth or lies,” he said. “The Fifth
Form meeting will be held in the Form-
room in a gquarter of an hour. Blundell
has to fork out the money then, and if
he hasn’t got it there’ll be trouble

“Rather!” said Potter and Greene.

“TIs Blundell in. his study?’ asked
Coker., :

“I don’t know,” said Harry.

“Well, wo'll see.”

And Coker rose to his feet and left the
room. A few moments later he entered
Blundell's study, the Removites follow-
ing him,

Blundell was there, looking unusually
‘cheerful. He had had a wash, and looked
spruce and tidy. He looked up in sur-
prise as the crowd entered. ;

“ What’s this—an invasion?” he asked.

Coker hesitated. .

“Ahem! These young fatheads say
that 4 .
- “We don’t say anything,” interrupted
Bob Cherry. “It was Bunter who said
it.  We don’t believe it ourselves.”

Blundell understood, and smiled.

“Well?” he asked, ;

“Bunter’s been saying that you—er—
vou used the lub funds for that motor-
bike.” said Coker, looking an ass. “It's
rot, jsn't it7”’
~ "“Of course it’s rot!” laughed Blundell.
“The funds amount to ten pounds odd,
. dqg‘t thgy?“

“ Bunter's a

‘“Well, here they are,” said Blundell,
opening the cash-box and displaying a
little pile of notes. “Satisfied 7

Coker grinned sheepishly.

“Of course,” he said.

Blundell locked out into the passage.

or you'll lose a fine Treat!
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horse.

pant.

BLUNDELL’S DARING ! Blundell was neck and neck with the runaway

Ahead, now only a hundred yards distant, was the dreadful corner.
He knew he must act at once if he was to save the brougham and its occu=
He leaned forward and reached out for the reins.

{See Chapter 2.)

Then a frown came over his smiling face.
He bad caught sight of Snoop, and be
had been thinking about Snoop when
Coker entered.

Blundell rose, rushed outside, and
collared Snoop before he could escape.

“ Here, what’s the giddy game?”
howled Snoop.

The Removites looked on interestedly.

“I want a word with you, youngster,”
said  Blundell grimly. * Before these
Remove kids, too!”

“Let g0 !” roared Snoop, in alarm.

“Not yet. I believe you're the chap
who altered that one pound inio a
hundred pounds” said Blundell. **Own
up if you did I” :

“I didn’t!”

“Don’t tell lies——7" :

“1 don't know anything about it!”
bellowed Snoop, shaking with fright. “I
took the letter off the postman. Oh,
I—1 mean, I--1—-"

Blundell looked grim.

“So you took the letter off the post-
man, eh?” he said. “I think that’s
enough, Snoop.”

“Rather!” put in Bob Cherry quickly.

“He knew all about it!” said Nugent.

“1 didn’t!” roared Snoop. “Let go,
you rotters!”’

“But why did he do it7”
Wharton.

“I think T know,” replied Blundell.
“That same afternoon [ canght him
playing a rotten trick on a village kid,
and I gave him a thorough lamming for
it. - He did it for revenge, I suppose!”

Bob Cherry set his lips.

“The evidence is concluded !’ ke said
grimly. “The prisoner is proved guilty.
Snoop, you howling rotter, did yon de
H#? :

asked Harry

.5( > ¥
Not”

“Then we’ll bump you until you s=ay
you did,” said Wharton cheerfnliz.
“Don’t worry, Blundell, old man.

We'll attend to this worm!?

“I'll leave him in your hands,” said
Blundell.
“If—if you let me off, I'll confess!”

blubbered Snoop, pgazing round kim
frantically. :
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob:  Cherry.

“You have confessed now!” :

“ And we're not going to let you off
said Nugent darkly. *1 vote we give
him a frog’s-march round the Close,
then send him to Coventry until next
Wednesday !” :

Snoop was yanked outside, and
and Blundell wers left alone.

“TH be in the Form-room in a few
minutes,” said Blundell cheerfully.

*Good ! said Coker, and he left.

Blundell sat looking into the fire, and
on his face was a smile of content. At
last his worries were over. -

And from outside a cousiderable uproar
arose, and the strongest voice distinguish-
able was Snoop’s. He was being treated
to the first part of his punishment. And
presently Billy Bunter’s howl was added
to the din.

Blundell got up and picked up the
cash-box. .

“It’s been a. rotten time,” he mur-
mured. “By George! I shouldn’t like
to go through it again. Thank goodness
P've.got this money safe and sound!”

And as Blundell looked at the club
funds he made a mental vow that as long
as he was captain of th> Fifth he would
never touch another penny which was
not his own property. ; |

THE EXD.
(Another fine, tale of Greyfriars ricxt
week, chaps.)
TrE Popurar.—No. 210,
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The Davs of Cloak and Rapier.

There is so much to tell you all about
the grand new serial in the PoruLir
that I scarcely know where to begin. 1t
is the finest, mest dramatie, and the in-
tensest yarn David Goodwin has ever
written.  The author has made the study
of his life the history of the old days of
eloak and rapier, the stirring “cut and
parry 7 times, when the roads of England
were not safe; everybody went armed;
the Members of Parliament left West-
minster in strong parties under escort—
that’s the meaning of the old question
heard nowadays of ‘“Who goes home?”
David Goodwin fairly jumps to the
splendid spirit of the ancient times of
dash and heroism. He styles his mag-
nificent story as one describing a perilous
friendship—and it was indeed a perilous
friendship which gallant young Dick
Neville had for the brave highwayman,
Diek Turpin. We find in this tale the
truth about the man who ranged the

Old Country, whose word was at one
time law; a fearless rider, a consum-
mately skilful swordsman who could

afford to laugh at the officers who pur-
sued bim, and were foiled again and
again.

Ths King of ths Highway.

Dick Turpin has become a hero of
popular legend. I advise you to read
about him and understand why this was
so; why the owner of Black Bess figured
as a noble feliow, on the lines of Robin
Hood; for his sword flashed from its
scabbard often enough in defence of the
righlt, and to his friends he was true as
steel.

Dick Neville, of Meviiie Court.

I am proud to have the opportunity of
giving such a yarn in the good old
Porurar. It has the genuine ring all
through—the gleam of high resolve, the
old romance; while, as you read, you will

- feel a warm-hearted sympathy for Dick
Neville, Turpin's friend. Neville, at one
time in early youth, was a follower of

'/
Z )
e S,
DICK TURPIN AT NEVILLE COURT!

Dick Neville started forward as the
masked figure  leapt lightly into the

room. _Then he gave a shout of joy.
“Dick Turpinl 'Tis youl” :
" Tae PoPuLsr.—No. 210
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DICK TURPIN-HIGHWAYMAN!

The most Breathlessly Thrilling and Dramatic Tale of the famous
Highwayman ever written—a Story that will Thrill the World,

SRR R

BY :
DAVID GOODWIN

SHTMIME ORI ne

the highwayman; then the young fellow,
by a sudden whirl of fortune’s wheel,
came into his estates. He was a great

man. The country was at his feet; in
his old baronial hall he feasted the
greatest people of the countryside. .And

then Dick Turpin comes back on the
scene, - The highwayman is tracked to
the splendid castle of his young friend.
Dick stands loyal to his old comrade, and
the results are bad for Neville. He is
thrown back into the exile of the road
because he has shown contempt for those
who are after Turpin. He foils the
King's Riders, and Turpin, who has
found shelter under Neville’s roof, shows
the pursuers a clean pair of heels,
2acsk to the Road.

After this the action gets fast and
Neville is outlawed because of
his complicity in the escape of Dick
Turpin, but the young fellow had grown
weary of a silk-cushion
meets the disaster with the careless spirit
of his race. Amidst these ups and
downs of fate, the sets-back which
would have chilled the marrow of many
a man, we see a tremendous lot of the
thrilling pageantry of the far-off time.
You will be captivated with every line,
and the breathless adventure and reck-
less, dare-devil spirit of it all cannot fail
to grip you right away from the start to
the brilliant wind-up. I am not going

into that part, it would not be fair; but:

pluck wins, and it always will.

R I T G T T U T
Real Old England.

I tell you frankly, a perusal of this
fnely-told story is a revelation. - It is
just as if My, David Goodwin had drawn
aside a curtain on a radiant picture of
splendour and vivid colour. We sce the
brave-hearted king of that remote age,
and get a glimpse of palace and hovel, as
well as of the white, ribbon-like roads
down which Dick Turpin and his com-
rades rode at breakneck pace. They
were the real fighters, meeting with
cool audacity the deadly perils of each
day. We see the quaint old hostelries
where the famous highwayman found
sanctuary time and again; the old
strongholds of the noblemen, with their
centuried trees and beautiful parks, the
panelled rooms, ths wide hearths

Moving Times.

You will be delighted with this record
serial. Read it, and let me know your
ideas. " It pictures the grand old country
in those moving times of wars and
tumult, and history shews that some of
the knights of the road were great
gentlemen, ready to die for their king,
prepared to sorve their country through
stress and storm.

Captain Sweeny—Footpad.

And you will be interested in the
exploits of some of the characters who
represent the lesser, shadier side of
things. Just as your heart will be
toue%ed by the exhibition of affection of
dear old Janet, the homely, good-hearted
cook, who had served young Neville all
her life, so will your contempt be excited
by the low-down villainy of Captain
Sweeny and his miserable gang of
harpies. Just make a note of this rare
treat that is coming. It will make you
think more highly than ever of the
PoruLar, if that is possible.

The Date!

Now I can tell you that this greatest of
all serials commences in the Porurar—
TWO WEEK'S HENCE! Get your
order placed now!

existence, and T3

<A

EXIT THE SNEAKTHIEF!

With a bound Dick Neville was beside
Captain Sweeny- and the next moment
had picked him up and thrown him
clvan through the window !

Two Great Incidents From Our Wondearful New Serial !




Do you know FERRERS LOCKE, the master-detective ? He's in the “Magnet”}
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FOR THEIR SCHOOYL AND CAPTAIN!—When the St. Jim’s reserve foolball feam play for the third time, in the
seeond round of the Public Schools’ Challenge Cup, they play the geme of their lives !

A New Long Complete Tale of Tom vMerry> & Co., of St.

Jim’s, dealing with an

Amazing Football Match, in which St. Jim’s scores a very notable triumph!

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

(Author of the Famous Tales of St. Jim’s appearing in the “ GEM.”)

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Madness of Cardew!

4 NLANG! Clang!
' The telephone -bell rang loud

“in Mr. Railton’s study.

The = athletic young House-

master was looking very worried. His

responsibilities sat heavily upon him
just then,

Nearly a quarter of the school was
down with influenza, and it was a trying
dhd an anxious time for all.

It was Saturday morning, and Mr.
Railton had an appointment at the West
Sussex golf course.

But golf had to be put on one side

now. The Housemaster’s time was
divided  between keeping order in the
School House, and visiting the sana-
torium to speak words of cheer to the
unfortunates who had comracted “’ﬂu

Clang ! Clang!

Mpe. Railton picked up the receiver.

“Who is there?” he asked.

* Harry Wharton, of Greyiriars, speak-
ing, Is that St. Jim’s?”

“Yea. I am My Railton.

Do yon
wish te speak to me, Wharton?",

“Yes, sir, if you can spare a few
mmnen.ts. 1’s about the Public Schools’
Cup, siv.”

“0h, yes?”

“As you know, we were drawn to
play 8t. Jim’s in the second round. The
match was played at St. Jim’s, and it
ended in a draw; so it had to be re-
played at Greyfriars. The replay ended
in a draw, alse.” -

“T am aware of that, Wharton.”

“Well, sir, it was decided that the

_iwo teams should meet again—on neutral
ground this time. We are due to play
St. Jim’s, on the Rookwood ground, this
afternoon.”

“That is so, my boy But—-"

“P’ve just heard, sir, that an epldemic
of 'flu has broken out at St. Jim’s, and
T'm most awfully sorry.: It appears that
Tom Merry is doun with it, and nearly
all the chaps in his cleven. The only
four who have o:oaped are Figgins, Kerr,
Wynn, and Redfern.”

"Mr. Railton sighed.

“Your information is qnite correct,
Wharton,” he said.

“Then 1 take it, sir, that the match
cannot be played? Ti's terribly hard

_ lines on your fellows, because they will

A Split in the Ranks of the St. Jim’s Foothallers—

have to cry off, and we shall autom'mc-
ahv pass into the third round,”
“Yes, I fear that is the

Wharton.” 7

“Then there is no need for me to
take my team over to Rookwood this
afternoon, sir? 1 presume there widl be
no match and ' that Greyfriars will be
counted as winners in the second round.
It’s an awful pity, sir, but there it is.
The Cuptie 1s down to be played to-day,
and the Publie Schools’ Fostball Associa-
tion makes no allowance for illness, Cup-
ties can’t be: postponed like ordinary
friendly matches.”

“Y gunite understand, Wharton,”
Mpr. Railton.

ease,

“But if you will kindly
hold on for a moment, I will make
inquiries, fo make certain that we are
not sending a team to Rookwood this
afternoon.”

“T'll hang on, sir,” said Wharton.

Mr. Railton rested the receiver on his
desk. Then he went along to the Shell
passage.

It was sirangely silent in the long
corridor, which on Saturday mornings

-usually re-echoed to the sound of happy

schoolboy  voices.

Half the fellows were down with *flu,
and the other half—the survivors—were
far from cheerful,

St. Jim’s had entertained high hopes
of being able to defeat Greyfrviars in
the second replay. But with Tom Merry
& Co. ill in the “sanny,” it seemed that
all was lost.

Consequently, a cloud of depression
hung over the sohool and the Shell pas-
sage was as silent as a vault

At the end of the passage was a
notice-board; and it bore a newly-posted
announecement, which caused Mr. Railton
to make his way in that direction.

The Housemaster gave a start when he
saw what was written, -

The announcement ran as follows:

“PUBLIC SCHOOLS' CHALLENGE
CUP.

“Second Round.
“ST. JIM'S v. GREYFRIARS.

“Tn spite of the fact that seven mem-
bers of our regular eleven are down
with influenza, it has been decided to
play this important fixture.

said |

“1 have interviewed Tom Merry, and
he has given me permission to raise a
team, and to captain the same.

“This being the case, the following
players will travel to Rookwood this
afternoozs to meet—and, if posalble,
defmt——’me Greyfriars Remove:
“Goal, Wynn; backs, Figgins and
Kerr; balf- backs, Roylance, Redfern,
“and Glyn; forwards, Cardew {capt.),
Clive, Brooke, Dane, and Koumi Rao.
“ We are not dxsmayed at the prospect
of meeting the powerful Greyfriars
eleven, and we mean to do all in our
power to maintain the high traditions of
St Jim's foothall,

“ (Signed)

“RALPH RECKNESS CARDEW.”

Mr. Railton looked fairly staggered,

‘“This—this is madness !” he muttered,
“Cardew must be out of his senses to
imagine that a scratch team has a chance
of defeating Greyfrmrs 1 will go and
see him at once.’

The Housemaster set off in the direc-
tion of the Fourth Form passage, He
tapped on the door of Cardew’s study,

| and a cheery voice bade him enter.

The study was crowded. Cardew’s
cleven were there in full muster, Their
bags, containing football equipment
were already packed; and Cardew ha
evideatly been addressing them on the
subject of the forthcoming match.

“Cardew !” exclaimed Mr. Railton.

ﬁardew faced the Housemaster respect-
ully.

“Yes, sir??

“T have just seen your announcemsont
on the notice-hoard to the effect that
you are taking a-team over to ‘{ookwood
to meet the Greyfriars Remove.”

“Yes, sir. We're just going to start.”

Mr. Railton ran his cye over the
assembled footballers. o

“This is sheer madness, Cardew !” he
exclaimed. “My knonledge of junior
football is not very extensive, but I do
know that the Greyfriars Remove have
one of the fastest and most dashing sides
in the south of England. Our regular

| eleven has met them twice, and failed

to defeat them. How, then, do ¥ou
suppose a scratch team will fare 27
“Why, we shall win, sir!” said Car.
dew cheerful]y
Tur Porurir.—No. 210,
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“We'll go all out, anyway !” said Dick |
Redfern.

“Hear, hear!”
“Then you are veally serious in
this matter, Cardew "’ said Mr. Railton.

“This is not your idea of a Joko?”

“We're in grim earnest, sir, said
Cardew.  “We mean business, as the
Greyfriars fellows will find to their cost.”

“Then I wish you well,” said the
Housemaster. “I admire your fighting
spirit. At the same time, 1 cannot
entertain the slightest hope of victory.
The most I can hope is that you \m.‘
not be defeated by too big a margin.’

“You may take it from me, sir,
said Fatty Wynn, ¢ that although we
may be beaten, we sha'n’t be disgraced.”

Mr. Railton saw that the juniors had
quite made  up their minds to go to
Rookwood.

Cardew might be mad, but it was a
Qplenr‘td madness. The Saints were not
going to be foiled by the influenza epi-
demic. If they could not send their best
team to meet Greyfriars, they would
send their next best; and from start t
finish of the fatal ninety minutes they
would play up with all the energy and
dash of which they were capable,

The Greyiriars Remove bad a great
reputation. But names and reputahons
didn’t trouble Cardew. FEven the best
teams have to bite the dust sometines;
and Cardew hoped and believed that
Harry Wharton & Co. would meet their
masters that day.

Mr. Railton nodded to the footballers,
and went back to his study.

Harry Wharton was still waiting on
the telephone. :

The Housemaster spoke into the trans-
mitter,

“1 find, Wharton, that this Cuptie will
take placo after all. A team is being sent

over to Rockwood fzon* here, undar
Cardew’s cantamc)

“My hat!’

Harry Wharton was frankly aston-

ished. He had imagined that S’c Jim’s
would cry off, and that Greyfriars, as
a 1e'iult would pass into the thzrd round.

“Js—is Cardew really serious, sir?”
asked the captain of the Greyfnaia
Remove.

7 have questioned hlm said Mr.
Railton, “‘and it appears that he was
never more serious in his life, His team
18 starting for Rookwood now, and your

Ie\ rent ‘had better follo“ suit.”
= “Very good, sir,”” said Wharton.

Rather lucky T rang you up. We very
nearly took it for granted that the
mz‘x‘t;ht was off.” -

rust you will have a good game,’
said. Mr. Railton. - .
And then he hurriedly rang off, to
atiend to his duties.
THE SECOND CHAPTER,
A Qame for the Gods!
IMMY SILVER, of Rookwood, was
a busy host that afternoon.
He had two teams to v"elcome.
And his chums loyally assisted him.
Cardew’s eleven was the first to arrvive.
They had not so far to come as Harry
Wharton & Co.

The chums of Rookivood met them at
the station. And Jimmy Silver’s face
betrayed his astonishment.

“Hallo!” he ejaculated. “Where are
all the old familiar faces? What’s
happened to Tom Merry and Gmsv
and Talbot, and all the rest of them

“Down 'an’ out, dear man,” said
Cardew; “bemoanin’ their fate in the
sanny ab St Jim’s. There’s an epi-
demic of 'Au at the school =t

“(Great Scott! So you've had to bring
over a reserve eleven?”

Tur Porurar.—No. 210

* Practically  speakin’, We vo - still
got our rock-like defence, an’ that's a
blessin’, Fattv Wynn's keepm goal, an’
F;ggms an’ Korr are tho backs. An’
Dick Bedfern has bpen spared to play
for us at centre-half.”

“PBut—but it’s only a shadow of a
team I’ gasped Jimmy Silver,

Cardew smiled.

 Are you supgestin’ that the remainder
of us are no good?” he asked.

“ Nunno!” said Jimmy Silvor hastxlv
“ But there's no denying that you're
not guite up to the weight of Tom Merry
& C‘ Methmks you will come a nasty
cropper this &ay

“ We shall see

The footballets and their hosts walked
up to the school.

Harry Wharton & Co. arrived by
motor charabane shortly aftersards.

Wharton looked decidedly sympathetic
as he shook hands with Ralph Reckn&s
Cardew. -

“Rough luck fhat all your best men
should be away,” he said. “I was in
two minds whether to bring over our full
team. I thought of including five or six
reserves, to make the conditions more
equal.”

“I'm jolly glad you didu’t!” said
Cardew. = “That would have been an
insult fo our footballin’ ability, Besides,
it will be a much greater honour to lick
your best team than to lick a second-
rate one.”
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“Do you honestly think vou've
chance?” said Wharton.

“We do.”

“Well, I admire your optimism.

Although I don’t anticipate that we shall
have a runaway victory, I've no doubt
we shall finish on the right side.”

*“Of that thers isn’t a shadow of doubt,
no possible probable shadow of doubt, no
possible doubt whatever!” said Bob
Cherry, quoting from the Mikado.

Jimmy Silver & Co. escorted the rival
teams to the ground.

Practically all Rookwood turned outl
to see the match.

The Rookwooders themselves had been
knocked out of the Cup competition in
the first round. They had been drawn
against  Westminster  School, and
although they had put up a plucky ficht
in London, they had been outclassed.

But their i .qtelest in the Public Schoeols’
Challenge Cup was not dead. They
wers very eager to see how the other
schools fared; hence the big crowd.

As the rnal elevens were changing in
the dressing-room, Jimmy Silver turned
to his chums.

“It's always been our policy to sup-
port the weaker side,” he said. “So I
vote we give St. Jim’s all the encour-
agement we can.”

“They'll need it,” said Lovell.

“And they'll get it.  They're jolly
plucky to play the fixture at all, in the

Jeires. So whenever your Uncle James

starts a rousing cheer, mind you ]om in
with the full force of your lungs,”
“Trust us!” chuckled Raby.

“Here come the ’'Friars!” said
Newcome suddenly. ¢ We must give
them a cheer as well, you know {"

A burst of applause greeted Halry
Wharton & Co, as they qpunthd on to the
ground,

In their dark-blue jerseys and white
knickers, they locked a very attractive
side.

All their faces were familiar to the
Rookwood crowd.

Harry Wharton came first, dribbling
the ball in front of him, Curly
headed Bob Cherry came next, chaum
with his chum Mark Linley. Then cﬂ'ma
Nugent and Penfold and Vernon-
Smith, greyhounds from the leash, so
cager for the fray did they appear.

Hurree Singh, the dusky Nabob of
Bhanipur, got a special cheer from the
crowd, for he was recognised as one of
the best sportsmen in that team of true
sportsmen.

Then came Peter. Todd, the centre-half,
who played football as if it were a game
of chess=—with his brains. Peter was a
great tactician, and St. Jim's vould
find him a big stumbling block,

Lastly came the defenders—Johnny
Bull and Tom Brown, and Bulshode
the goalie.

It was certainly a well balanced side,
and there was not & weak link in the
armour,

After the briefest of intervals, Ralph
Reckness Cardew came on to the field
ab the head 6F his men.

“Bravo, St Jxms”’ roared Jimmy
Silver. “Give 'em a heartv chem you
fellows ! pr hip, hip—’

“Hurrah !’

Cardew’s heart warmed with gratituda
towards the Roockwood fellows. For they
showed real sympathy for the weakened
St. Jim’s side.

Ralph Reckness won the toss. Was this
a good omen? he wondered.

There was very little wind, but Cardew
took advantagoe of the litfle there was,
and elected to kick with it at his back.

The Saints, in their red and whitle
striped jerseys, presented an odd appear-

nee.

The defence was the same as ever, but
the forward line was entirely new, Tom
Merry, Talbot, Blake, D’Arcy, Levison
—all were conspicuous by their absence.

But the new forward line looked very
businesslike. Dick DBrooke, who had
already proved himself a footballer of real
merit, was in the centre, with Clive and
Clifton Dane on either side of him.
Cardew was to operate at outside-right,
and Koumi Rao, who looked like Hurrea
Singh’s twin brother, figured at outside-

left.

“Now ieok out for squalls and
cataracts I’ murmured Jimmy Silver, as
the referee sounded his whistle.

The ’Friars made headway in the ﬁzst
minute. Vernon-Smith went racing
through, but was pulled up for off-side.

Again the 'Friars attacked, and Harry
Wharton, beating Kerr in a racs for the
ball, sent in a hard drive, which rattled
the crossbar.

“Buck up, the Saints?”’ yelled Jvnmy
Silver.

And the cry was taken up all roind
the ground.

The Saints did buck up—in a way that
nobody bargained for.

Dick Redfern, with a ]\ldlClOl\S pass,
sot the forward line in motion, and
Cardew & Co. made ground in fine style.

A shocking mis-kick by Tom Browa
let in Clive, who feinted as if to pass to
Cardew, but shot for goal instead.

Bulshode was taken completely by
surprise, and the ball whizzed over his
shoulder into the net,

Which Team Wili ?Iay in the Next Round of the Chailenge Cup—Cardew’s or Tom Merry’s ?

i
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# Goal I
A stonned
astonished shout.

silenics  followed  that

It was amazing—it was wellnigh
incredible.  The Saints, with their half

team, had drawn first blood!

Cardew turned joyiully to Clive.

“It’s a pity that demonstrations on the
foothall field are +taboo,” ‘he said,
“ because I feel like huggin’ you!l?

Clive laughed breathlessly.

“1i wes a soft goal” he said. “We
sha'n’t catch their defence napping so
easily next time.”

Bulstrode fished the- ball out of the
net with a rueful countenance.

That goal had come as & bombshell to
the Greyfriars team. They secmed
atberly dazed.

Play was resumed at a fast pace.

The 'Friars swung the ball from wing
{o. wing, and made things as lively as
possible,  Nugent suddenly picked up a
pass from Vernon-Smith, and eub in
towards goal, only to be heavily charged
oft the ball by Figgins. It was a fair
charge, but' the game had to be held up
for a8 ° few moments while Nugent
received attention.

When Nugent resumed, linping a litile,
the “Friars attacked more fiercely than
aver, £

Fatty Wynn had a hail of shots to deal
with, and he disposed of them in his
masterly style, . Fatty was cool and self-
possessed, and he had need to be, for
eritical situations continually arose.

For twenty minutes the Bt. Jim’s
eitadel was bombarded before it fell.

Vernon-Smith tested Fatty Wynn with
a fast cross-shot. Fatty pushed it eout,
bat the ball fell at the feet of Harry
Wharton, who made no mistake. He
whipped the ball into the net, and the
“Friars had brought the scores level.

Bui they were not satisfied with this
success.  They had a long way to go
yeb, and they hoped to build up quite
a big Jead before the interval.

Again and again the 'Friars atiocked.
and the 8t. Jim’s defenders played like
‘Projans.

Figging and Kerr were ever in the
thick of the fray, and Dick Redfern
back to assist theni,

The ’Frinrs were having all the pla
tow, but they were up against a brie
wall. Their shots were charged. down,
or headed away, or punched clear by
Fatty Wynn,

And so it went on until the very stroke

of half-time,  when Bob Cherry came
up, to score with an
unstoppable shot. Fatty Wynn, with a
bunch of players in front of lum, com-
pletely lost sight of the ball.

“Two to one for the ’Friars!?
murmured Jimmy Silver, as the teams
came off for the interval.

““They are on top, but only just,” said
fovell. ‘“The Sainta are making them
fight every inch of the way.”

“ Yes, rather!”

“J think we shall #ee a thrilling
taaish,” said Neweome. ¢ Let’s hope so,
‘hyway.”’

it started to snow during the interval.
‘tha flakes feli thick and fast, covering
the ground with a magic mantle of white.

But nobody gave a thought io the
weather,  If a typhoon were raging the
game would bave gone on.

1t was typieal Cuptie football in the
~ncand half. The players did not spare
mselves, and no quarter was asked or
given, : = :

8t Jim's struggled desperately to
make up the leeway.  The backs were as
sound as ever, and Roylance, Redfern
and Glyn were rave spailers. Time and

_ The New Houge Chums’ Dil

iare
irds

again  they broke up the Greyf
attacks, and placed their own fo
in possession.
There were about
minute, but no goals,
On one occasion Koumi Rao showed
the Greyfriars defenders & clean pair of

three thrills a

heels, and worked his way into a fine}

scoring position, ounly to balloon the ball
over the bar,

On another occasion, Bob Cherry was
penalised for “hands,” and Dick Red-
fern, who took the free-kick, almost
scored with a rasping drive.

Meanwhile, the 'Friars were not idle.
Their forwards were always dangerous
when they got going; and they got
going far too frequently for Cardew’s
hking.

Cardew himself was playing the game
of his life.  He had many duels with
Johnny Buli, the burly Greyfriars baek,
and he nearly always came off best.

But there were times when Johany,
who did not stand on ceremony, sent
Cardew crashing to earth. Yet he was
on his feet again in a twinkling, and
plunging inte the fray with renewed
vigour,

“That fellow,” said Jimmy Silver,
with sparkling eyes, ‘“‘ought to have a
permanent place in the St. Jim’s eleven.
Ho's a giddy wizard!” -

But it was net until late in the game
that Cardesw’s wizardry was rewarded.

The snow was falling fast, and ground
and players and referes were smothered.
White figures flitted and darted to and
fro like phantoms.

Cardew. wondered how many minutes
remained for play. Not many, he knew,
A desperate effort would have to be
made now, or the Saints would go under.

As if he could read the thoughts that
were passing through Cardew’s mind,
Dick Brooke suddenly gained possession

of the ball, tricked three men in zuc
cession, and swung across a perfect pass
to Cardew. : ;

Ralph Reckness was away like the
wind. Johnny Bull and Tom Brown
closed in to intercept him, but he darted
through them as clean as a whistle.

Bulstrode = saw the danger, and he
dashed out of goal with the intention
of taking the ball from Cardew’s toes.
But Cardew was too quick for him. He
swerved 1o one side, and then crashed
the ball in’to the unguarded net.

“Qoal
The Rookwood spectators fairly let
themselves  go. Thunderous cheers

hoomed across the playing-pitch. Even
the referce, a stranger to both teams,
found himself clapping his  hands
together like an exuberant schoolboy.
“Level I’ panted Jimmy Silver. “0h,
how great! Two goals each——"’
- “And five minutes to play!l” said
Lovell, glancing at his watch.’
Those five minutes were destined o be
more exciting than the remaining eighty-
five put together. : :

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Return of the Cup-Fightera!
ARDEW gathered his men around
him for a brief consultation whilsg
the ball was being punted to the
middle of the field.

“'Time’s nearly up,” he said, “an’
there’s no disguismn’ the fact that we're
practically played to a standstill. The
*Friars are fresher than we are. They’'ve
still got some reserves of energy to draw
upon. ~ But we haven’t.  An’, therefore,
it’s up to us to get the winnin' goal
durin’ the next few minutes. I we
don’t, you know what will happen?”

. “The referce will drder exira time,”
said Roylance.

“Exactly! An’ we're not fit—unt one

e,

quick for him.
= . net.

A BATTLE ROYAL |—Buistrode saw Cardew, and he dashed out of goal
“ with the intention of taking the bkali from his feet.

He swervefato oqe, side and then crashed the bail into the
“#Qoal !V - e

But Cardew was too °
(8ee Chapter 2.)

én%ma-f—Under Whose _Gonimand Wili They Fight ?
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of us—for another twenty minutes of
this exhaunstin’® struggle. Look at Figgy!
He can hardly stand, An’ Glyn's on the
point of collapse. So we've got to get
that merry goal. We've simply got to—
vou understand? If we don’t, we shall
nuever survive the extra time. Play up,
you rmaen—for the honour of St. Jim's!"

Cardew’s address was by no means such
a masterpiece of eloquence as Henry the
Fifth's speech beforo Agincourt. But it
had precisely the same effect upon his
hearers.

Just as the Britons of old plunged with
renewed zest iuto-the battle, so did the
young Britens of St. Jim's plunge now.
They swept down the field like a human
avalanche, and the 'Friars were almost
spellbound by their attack.

Cardew & Co. were playing as if the
fortunes of an Empire hung in the
balance. They literally hewed their way
through the Greyfriars defence.

Dick Brooke shot hard and true for
woal, but Bulstrode was upon the leather
with the spring of a panther. He kicked
clear, but Clifion Dane leapt at the ball
and sent it crashing in agam,

Bulstrode flung himself at full-lengih,
and made another sensational save. He
pushed the ball to the -feet of Tom
Brown, who cleared with a mighty kick.

And now the referee was consulling his
watch, and the whistle was about to be
put to his lips. -

It was al this critical moment that
Dick Redfern came into the limelight.
He and Bob Cherry struggled for pos-
session of the ball, and Redfern got it
after a thrilling duel, He gave a swift
glance round to see how his men were
placed, saw that most of them were in
a state of dire collapse, took the ball
forward half a dozen yaeds. beating two
men in the process. and then fired in 2
glorious drive from twenty yards out.

Bulstrode said afterwards that bhe
thought a cannon-ball was being fired
at him! e made a heroic effort to
rave, but the ball flew past him like a live
thing, and landed in the fop right-hand
sorner of the net.

It was the winning goal.

 would nol now be necessary,
St.  Jim’s had accomplished the
miracle; - and the first person to wring
‘the hand of Ralph Reckness Cardew was
Harry Wharton.
“Oh, well played!” he panted
hoarsely. “ Jolly welt played!”
Cardew smiled bappily.
It just had fo be doue,” he said
simply, “an” we did it! Good old
Reddy{”
And hs seized both of Redforn’s hands
and shook them like pump-handles,
~As for Jimmy Silver & Co., their
delight knew no bounds. They cheered
the triumphant team t- the echo. And
therp were more sore throats at Rook-
wood  that evening than the school
< natron could remember.in all her years
of service. - s

“Wonder how it’a pone?” said Tom
Merry, turning restlessly in his bed in
the sanny. :

SRS

Extea time
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Has the team which played so gallantly
a vight to play in the next round ?—T hat
Read all about it in next week’

“Oh, ten to wil againsf wa,” said
Monty Lowther morosely. .

The influenza had completely damped
Monty’s sunny spirita. -

“Footah's a funny game, deah boys,”
said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy—another
of the influenza patients. “You nevah
know what’s goin' to happen next. Not
a woek goes by without a big team bein’
licked by a no-account one. An' I
wegard Cardew as a follah of gweat tact
an’ judgment. If is just possibie that
ho has forced a dwaw.,”

“No such tuck!” said Jack Blake
gloomily.  “Cardew's a dashing, go-
shead fellow when he likes, but he can’t
work miracles,”

A doud of gloom hung over the sanny.
It was with a sense of hopelessness that

S
The RESULT of
The “CHELSEA” £
COMPETITION !

SHITHEHER SRR R E

In this competition one competitor sent In
a correct solution of the pictures, The first
prize of £5 has therefore been Awarded lo:

MRS. A. BARRIE,
10, Barrie Terrace,
Ardrossan.

The second prize of £2 108 has been
divided befween the following fwo com-
pet{jtors, whose solutions coutained oue error
eaeh:

James Wilson, 8. Alexandra 86, Perth, N.B.;
Fred Lynn, Main St., Caledon,
Ireland.

The ten prizes of 53 each have been
divided among the foliowing {wenty-two com-
peb{tom ‘vhose solutions confained two errors
each:

Mrs. A, F. Olimjie, 18, Barrie Terrace,
Ardrossan; Miss M, ©. Aitken, 19, Barrie
Terrace, Ardrossan; Chas Brooks, 16
Nichols Square, Hackney Rd., E.2: Mau
Brooks, 16, Nichols Square. Hackney Rd., E
2; Willlam Tarbotton, 87, Lyndhurst St.
Leeds Rd., Bradferd; Wilfred Tarbolton,
87, Lyndhurst 8t., Teeds Rd., RBradford;
W. Boyd Barrie, 19, Barrie Terrace,
Ardrossan; G. W, Dungworth, 334, Edmund
Rd., Sheffield; Dolly Diver. 55. Rutland
Bd., South Hackney, E.9; FEric Charnock.
Skaton’s Bridge, Scarisbrick, Ormskirk; W. H.
Jones, 118, Bryn Rd, Tondu, Glam; Vernon
Murray, 18, Westbury Rd., Forest Gate, B.7:
Frank Digby, 24. Lineoln 8t. Leytonstone,
E. 11; Jessie Rushton, 8, Albert 8t Whit-
worth, near Rochdale; J. De Gruchy, Market
St., Woodstock, Oxon; Rose Kennedy. 4,
Fleshers Vennel, Perth; BE. A J. Crook, Wes$
St.; Banwell, Somerset; A. W Board, Dowel
8t., Honiton, Devon; J. Brunb. 17, Windows,

Offerbon, near 8tockport; Stanley Barele, 19,

Barrie Terrace, Atdrossan;: Clara Love, 20,
Enmore Green, Shaftsshury, Dorset: Ronald
Johnston, 168, Henderson S5, Glasgow, W.

SOLUTION.

In the long record of footbail, no club
ever rushed into fame with such astonishing
suddenness as Chelsea.  ¥n 1904 they did
not exist: now large numbess of football
enthusiasts all over the globe have heard of
their magnificent ground and proud record

entitled :

Co. Tyrane, §.

ANNERS!
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Tom Merry & Co. awaited the return of
the 8t. Jim's team. -

Presently Mr. Railton camo on the
soene,

*“Cheer up, my boys !” said the House-
master pleasantly. “There i3 no need
to be down in the dumps. I have just
roceived &  telephone message from
Rookwood.” : : :
Fagerly the juniors sat up in their
veds, :

“Toll ua all about it, sir!”
“We are on tentah-hooks,
Wailtop——""

The Housemaster smiled.

“I am informed,” he said, “that five
minutes from the end of ths game the
scores wers level.”

“My hat!” '

“ Somebody’s been pulling  your leg,

Mr.

sir " said Tom Merry.

“Not at all, my dear boy. Ii was an
zuthentic message from one of the
masters. The score stood at two goals
each at the time the information came
through. I have no doubi that extra
time s now being played.”

This news sent Tom Merry & Co. into
such a flutter of excitement that Mr.
Railton became alarmed lest iheir
temperatures should go up.

“I almost wish I had not told you,”
he said.” “You must be calm, my boys,
and await the return of Cardew's team
with as much patience as you can
muster.” .

An hour later the footballers returned,
bringing tidings of great joy to the
fellows in the sanny, !

The news that Cardew’s team had won
was received with incredulity at fisst,
and latsr with wild chaering. .

Not even the most sahgnine optimist
a;; 8¢t. Jim’s had expectod anything like
this, ' -

The Saints, with only four of their
regular pleyers in the team, had actually
defedted the famous *Friars, and entersd
the third round of the Public Schools
Cup competitien.

sardew, like a modest hero, faded
away as scon as he had imparted the
good news. But Figgins and Fatly
Wynn lingered in the sanny, and gave
Tom Merry & Co. a graphic account of
the great match. -

Monty Lowther, despite the matron’s
orders, leapt out of bed and executed a
sort of war-dance.

“This is a day of days!” he exclaimed.
“Haven’t heard such good uvews for
ages! It's completely cured my "Aul”

Although Monty's statement was te-
coived with laughter, it was surprising
how quickly the patients recoversd after
the news of the St. Jim’s victory.

Monty Lowther always declared, after-
wards, that it was the good tidingy that
had wrought the cure. At all events, the
epidemic died down within a very short
time, and St. Jim’s became normal again.

And, needless to state, the one topic
of conversation in study and dormitory
and Common-room was the Mateh that
Made History!

THE END.
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and won the second round of the Cup
is the question which started the trouble !
s Dramatic, Long and Complete Tale of St. Jim's,

“UNDER TWO B

b3 | By

MARTIN CLIFFORD,

e
=
1

When Old Friends Fall Out—— See Next Week’s Dramatic Tale of St. Jims !



Your Editor's Great Surprise—* Stand and Deliver ! Wonderful tale of Dick Tarpin! 25

The Wanderers’ Great Fight in the Cup Final

Who Wins?

AN

WHAT HAS GONE EEFORE.

By the terms of the late Sir Charles
Lestrade’s will, Harry Lestrade and his
cousin, Austin Courtney, must fight for
she poesesslon of the lLestrade fortune
on the field of sport. The one who dis
tinguishes himself mcst becomes owner
of a vast amount of weallh, Harry
Lestrade receives the first opportunity
to distinguish himself in a local football
mateh, and he is “signed on” to play |
for the Wessex Wanderers permanently.

Several other sporting cvents, in which
both the cousins compete, are won by
young Harry Lestrade. Furious ab his non-
success, Courtney tries underhand methods
of getting Harry out of the struggle.

fn the fourth round of the English
Cup, Courtuey’s, team, Romford Rovers,
is drawn to meet the Wanderers. Court-
ney arranges with a reserve, Jem New-
bold, who 15 up against Harry, to ad-
minister drugs to his team st hali-time.

The dastardly scheme- {s carried oul,
and when the two teams commence the

g bl el Bod Totl Boal Bl Tofl SOt Bod Bod BOR Bod BU

 TJhe RIVAL
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‘A Gripping New
Sporting Serial,
dealing with an
amazing struggle

for a great fortune.

By VICTOR NELSON.
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play again, three of the Wanderers fall
down unconscipus. But in apite of this.
eatastrophe, Codling, the captain of
the Wanderers, decides to continue the
match, playing short. :

Atter a stern strugzle the Wanderers

defeat their opponents. Later Tony Wagg
discovers that Newbold is respousible for

the drugging, and Newbold is turned out
of the ¢lub

On Tearing Haste Harry wins the Grand
Nationa!, Courtney {8 so furicus that he
meets Newbold, and they kidnap Harry
Lestrade near the castle and remove him
to a deserted saw-mitl.

But thelr dastardly actions have heen
witnesséd by Tony Wagg, who follows
esutiously gn their heels and arrives just
in time to prevent Harry from being
kifled by a great revolving saw.

A t between the freiner and the
and help comes to
of the village con-
to escape

350als ensu
7 in the shape
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Courtney’s Escapse !

N the moonlight Newbsld saw a heavy
bolt_lying between the two sets of
metals, evidently leit there by some
gang of platelayers.

Be snatehed it up, and bronght it down
upon the temple of Brig The eonstable’s
grip. upen him  momen relaxed, and
Newbold shook himself frec of the officer's
elutching hands and leapt to his feet.

¥ was a2t that moment that Tony Wagg
eame hopping on his one good ool towards
the line.

58
&

hurled the bott at the trainer,
the latter net ducked, he might
ived a serfous lpjury. 3
wheeled sabout i that, and,
fiz late opponent lying between the
, he raced away in the direction he
Ausbin Courtney taking,

7acg had lost his balance, and iallen
s and knees.

24 himself up, and hopped to where
Brigzs lay in- a state of oniy zemi-conscious-

Fewbold
apd had

177 Tony asked, as he fell to
heside him. >

v moment  the constable did not
vy propne upon his back, with his eyes
g dazedly up into the irainer’s face.
he pulled himself together with an
effort of wilkpower.

“The brute caught me o blow on the head
with something heavy,” he said unsteadily,
“No, I am not badly injured. Help me up ”
——setting his feeth. “I mean to go aiter
them. They shall not escape if I ¢an
lelp .

“You are pat fit.,” Tony protested.

“1 am,” the constgble deciared gamely.
“ A% least, T soon will be. The effects of the
biow be caﬁg}lt me will zoont wear eff when
I am on my feet. Melp e, man! I must

get them ! Ab, I forgot for the moment that
your ankle was crocked!”

“All right; I can help you,” Tony said, He
had risen, and, balaneing himself on one leg,
had scized the policeman under the armpita.
“1 hope you can arrest the dirty sssassins:
but lopk after yourself. They are desperate,
and in the mood to stick a$ nothing.”

Somehow, Tony had managed to help the
halfi-stunzed poticeman to his feet.

Far a few seconds Constable Briges stood
swaying dizzily. Then he took a grip upod
himself, and, first walking. unsteadily, then,
s brain cleared, brezking into a run,
he seb off towards the level-cressing.

Coming In sight of the road running past
the residence of 8ir Travers Randafl, the
policeman witpessed that which caused bhn
te iperease his pace, badly though his head
was whirling and throbbing.

A motorist had been obliced to pull up
near the house on account of a burst tyre.

He had jacked u? his car, removed the
wheel, and put on the spare one he carrled.
Making 1t fast and letting the car down
on to it, the man had been restoring his
toals to the box on the footboard, when
Courtney had dashed into view.

The rogue had approached him with some

plausible exeusé.  Then suddeniy Harry
Lestrade’s eousin had leapt at the unsuspect-
fug man and struock him a2 blow in the ehest
that bad sent him staggering back into the
diteb, when Courtney bad leapt into the
dntomohile.

The motorist had been game, however, in
spite of being 4 man well past middle age,

Before Counrtney could start the car, he
had scrambled qut of the ditch, and, dashing
forward, had attempted to drag the young
man from the seat at the wheek

Oourtney had strock at him and sent Bim
regling for the second time. Buab yeb agsin
the motorist had come back to the attack,

and, annoyed at the delay the man was
cauging him, Austin Courtney had jumped
down mto the road, and the two had geno
at it hammer and tongs, Courthey aiming at
giving the clder man a knock-out blow.

Austin Courtney heard running foobialls,
and, sending the motorist stapggering to one
gide with a heavy, swinging blow to the zide
of the head, he looked round apprehensively.
To his relief, he saw that the runuer was
Newbold. He flung up his hands and warde
off & fresh rush from the indignapt d
angry car-owner.

Newbold took in how matters stood at a
glance. The motorist called to the ex-
footbalier to help him, little guessing t
he was an associate of the man whom be
hagd taken to be a car-thief. ;

Then, to the maotorist’s surprise, he found
hatds gripping at his throat from bebind.
He was %c}d helpless and half-choked i
Newbhold's grip, whilst Courtney struck hiw
several vicious blows full in the face.

The unfortunate méan'’s knees sagged under
bim 8s his senses swam. Newbold picked
him up bodily and hurled him down in the
road. And this wes just as Constabie Briggs
came at full pelt towards the road.

“Quick—into the car!” Courtney panted.
“Tt's penal servitude—perhans worse, if my
aecursed cousin was pot saved!” .

He had climbed Into the seat at the wheel
as he had jerked oul the breathless words.
With Briges rushing towards him, New-
beld sprang into the tonneauw Courtney
threw in the cluteh,

Constable Briges jumped, trying to einteh
at the side of the car. But he was just too
late. .

The automobile leapt forward, and the
policeman  thudded to his bands and knees
in the road. He picked himself up I less
time than it takes to write, and dashed away
after the ear. But he pursued it only for a
few geconds.

It speedily drew away from him, and he
pulled up, realising that it was useless to
try to come up with it

The Cup Fighters!

1% B URRAH for the Wandererst”
“Bravo, the Wanderers! Show
‘em what you‘re made oft”
“There’s ~ Codling! There's
Wills and  Arthur Richards—and there's
Harry Lestrade! Give 'em a echeer, boys—a
real good 'unt?

It was Cup-final day, and Chelsea's
ground, on which the Wossex Wanderers
were meeting Liverpool Invieta in the last
great straggle for the coveled trophy, was
packed to overflowing.

No matter in what direction one looked,
it was to encounter a solid sea of faces.
The stands were packed. Bvery inch of
seating accommodation and standing room
appeared occupled; yet the turpstiles were
still clicking merrily, as more and more in-
tending spectators poured on o the ground.

Both teams had now made their appear-
ance, the Wessex men having just trotted
out on to the piteh, with Codling, their eap-
tain, at their haad.

After the thunderouns cheers that wenb up
for them from the great army of supporters
who had followed them here, there fell upon
lthe watching thousands a tepse, expectani
iush.

The fwo caplains were shaking hands at
the centre. The coln was spun, the Liver-
pool skipper guessing correctly. Be made
his cholce of geals; though, as there was
hut little wind, there was not much in b,

As the teams lined vp and Harry Lestrade
fell into his position " at outsideleft, he
looked the essence of fitness.

He had long since recovered frem the
blow from Newbold’s sandbagz on that pight
of 2 month age, when the disgraced player
and Austin Courtney had attemPt‘r«d his life.
In fact, he had resumed his trofming and
practising with his clob within a week of
his unpleasani experience.

After Courtney and Newbold had escaped
in the car of the motorist they had
attacked, Constable Briggs Bad hastened
fo have a description of the pair cireujated.
Tu less than an bhour every police-station
throughout the United Kingdem had detsils
of their appearance, and hnew ihal f,?ky
were wanted for attempted murder.

But, in spite of this, Courtney and New
bold had contrived to slip through the net
thrown oud for them. The ear they had

Tre Porvian—No 210,

Coming Shortiy—A Topping New Serial of Bick Turpinl
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‘purloined was found abandoned near London,
and it was thought that the two were sml
hiding somewhere in the metropolis.

Pheep!

The referce’s whistle shrilled, and Ceodling
set the ball in motion, .

Many of the spectators had been looking
at their programmes. Scme changes had
occurred in the Wessex team

Thurston had replaced Harry Lestrade in
his usual position of inside-left, and Harry
had been placed on the wing.

Tony Wagg, the Wanderers’ trainer, had
made an experiment, and tried him there in
a practice match, and had found his speed
and frickiness so wonderful, his centres so
accurate, that he hﬂd demded Harry must
play at outside-left in the Final.

Codling having the ball passed back to
him after the Llck~uﬁ' punted it straight
out to Harry.

It fell at the feet of the boy who trapped
it cleverly.

He started down the touch-line 4% a run
and at a speed that caused the Liverpool
men opposed to him to open their eyes.
Harry tricked the right-half, making to play
the ball thiz way and then that, and then,

.-as the right-back tackled him, he centred to
Codling.

The latter shot for goal

Tt was a splendid, uneering drive, that was
greeted with a salvo of applause.

Spees and Mariorie Randall and her father,
who were in one of the stands, had trans-
ferred their eyes from Harry to the captain,
and they caught their breath.  But the
Liverpool goalie braced himself, leapt, and
fisted the ball away.

Harry was right up with the leather, but

the clever Liverpool back smothered him,
and the-ball went over the line.

A corner was glven,

Harry picked up the ball and spnnted to
the corper-flag. He depo:ited it in position,
and waited.

The whistle sounded. The boy paused
for a moment, hitching up his shorts. Then
he ran at- the ball, and sent it fiying up-
wards with a splendid judgment. It fell
fairly and squarely in front of the neb.

Codling put his fcot to it. It struck one
of the uprights, and rebounded into play.
A Liverpool back triec to clear. If was
stopped by the chest of the leaping Harry,
as he raced up, bounced away again, and
landed in front of the goal.

Hall a dozen fest got to it. It was
screwed here and there, with the Invicta
goalie waiting, heart in_mouth, to pounce
upon it. Out it came again, and Harry
Lejt!r'ade s tce met it with a sharp thud.

1!

All over the enclosure breatha that had
been <indrawn were released. Scarcely a
person who watched thought that the goal
keeper could save, as the leather described
an arc dead for the net.

But the custodian showed the form that
nad won him his International. He sprang
upwards and to one side, both hands out-
stretched.

He caught the sphere in his cupped palms,
ran out, bounced it, and cleared almost to
mid-pitch. It was a sensational save, and

the whirring of rattles, the clanging of hand- |

belis, the clapping and wild cheers that
came from the Invicta’s adherents showed
how keenly it was appreéciated.

bout of give-and-take-play was now

seen, lasting some fifteen minutes, and

during all 4his time Harry Lestrade was
somewhat sfarved.

The Liverpool attack was so determined
that the Wessex forwards could not break
away.

It was in the midst of this mid-field play
that one of the Invicta's half-backs sent oub
to George Stone, the Liverpool team’s well-
known and de'u’ly centre, who was placed
some twenty-five yards from the Wanderers®
neb.

Stone tock the ball on the run, and got
the hide of his right boet to it. With the
speed of = muuoushot it flew for the

Wanderers’ net, a regular pile-driver; it
ltocked odds-on going threugh.
But  Wills, the Wessex goalie, was nob

found wanting. His fist met the leather
with a loud bouf! Arthur Richards pounced
upen i5, and ballooned it down the pitch,
and a dangerous situation was gsaved.

Thuz a game that was afterwards to bs
spoken of as one of the most strenuous ia
the history of football went on, and half-
time ecame without either side having
scored.

In the dressing-room Tony Wapgg was some-
what sareastic. He had discovered that it
was good policy to “ladle out the acid,” as
he himself put it. Though the Wanderers
could not have played a better game, the
cunning Tony turned up his nose at it, and
this had the effect ne desired.

After the interval, the Wanderers came
back on to the field with a determination
to strain every nerve, every musele, to
prove the victors, and almost at once the
forwards got away in a combined dash that
left their opponents ruessing.

(Continucd on page 27)

GOT A MOMENT T0 SPARE? TRY YOUR LUGK!

A Simple Picture- Puzzle Competition. Big Money Prizes

to be Won.

Many other fellows have won Fine Cash

Prizes—why shouldn’t you ?

FIRST PRIZE £5 0 0:

Second Prize £2 10 0:

TEN PRIZES OF FIVE SHILLINGS EACH.

Faking an
EXTENDED ¢}

boliday

CAR.

J B4« 3’?‘4

POPULAR.

ENezn T

Friend,”

What You Have To Po.

Here 15 a splendid Footer competition
which I am sure wili interest you. On
this page you will ind a history of Bury
Football Club in picture-puzzle form.
YWhat you are invited to do is to solve this
picture, and when you have done so, write
your solution on a sheet of paper. Then
sign the coupon which appears underneath,
pin it to your solubion, and post it to
“BURY ” Competition, Porurar Office,
Gough House, Gough Square, E.C. 4, so
23 to reach that address not later than
THURSDAY, February 1st, 1923.

The FIRST PRIZE of £6 will ba
awarded to the reader who submits a
solution which is exactly the same as, or
rearest to, the sclution now in the posses-
sion of the Editor. In the events of ties
the prize will be divided. The other prizes
will be awarded in order of merit. The
¥ditor reserves the right to add together
and divide all, or any of the prizes, but
the full amount will be awarded: It is a
distinet condition of entry that the decision
of the Editor must be accepted as final.
Employees of the proprietors of this
iournal are not eligible to compete.

This competition is run in conjunction
with “Gem,” “Magnet,” “Boys’
and readers of those journals are
invited to compete.

and

I enter “*Bury ” Competxtxon and
agree to accept the Edifor's decmon
as final,

nhe o e SRR e

Address.....

FEssesssrndssnsrnrRII R s IR RS

P

SRismencecannsressabeau R se Sreswaten




The Final Long Instalment of our Thrilling Sporting Yarn Next Week!
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“ The Rival Sportsmen!”

{Continued from page 26.)
BHEBIBRRH R

It was only the woaderful skill of
Invicta’s custedian that prevented th
actually motebing a goal.

Within ten minutes this had happened
again, the goalie hanﬂg to fall fiat, and
~only just managing to fist out in the nick
of time.

The Invicta grew wyery much on their

SRR
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mettle. They met attack with attack, and,
utthexr turn, meuaced their ad\’&!‘bd!’le’s
.

Wiils worked like two men, as did the

bagks. The watching thousands became too
execited to shout. The silence that fell over
the packed enclosure was almost uncanny.

Time began to grow shoré.

There were those who predicted there
would have to be an ettena;cfx, when, with
Grly some five or six minutes to actual
time the leather was going monobonously in
ind out of touch.

i!XEL yet again, mt‘i Codling gaining pos-
0, the Wanderers’ forward line made a
:vmgmneeut combined dash, the fiying

ome to another with a S the
spectators found difficult to followr

L.xelpool made determined, almost grim
efforts to break up this omsiaught. The

d keenly, for the play on their
e grew distinctly rough. Buf the wkistle
lm held clenched between his teeth remained
silent, no actnal foul ececurring.

A shoulder charge p?lacsed Cudling Thuzs-
ton and a pursuing half eollided and went
down Dbeavily together. The ball at the
momeant was al the toes of the inside-right,
and, finding 1self hard pressed, the latter
took a_ chance by ballconing it over to
Lestrade, who w mwomentarily un-

a-line Harry made a3
ms}aed the leather
curling inwards with

estrade! Go on, Lestrade! XNow, lad-—
now!”
The erfes from the excited onlookers

becamse deafening. In the stands people
stood up and were yelled at by those behind
to “Sit down !”

The right-back came at Harry with a
rush. = The boy side-stepped him and went
on, with the other back speeding to tac
him and the goalie erouching between the
stieks.

Just as the lefi-back r
rast out a foot to W

Harry shot. 1t

cceper found

that

a shot the

- He ma but
{e no avail

The ball m -tips and passed
under the to rest in the
net.

“Goall”

“G-0-a-ll”

The Wessex supporters, and others, too,
velled themselves hoarse. 1In fact, even

who had wanted te see Liverpool the
applauded just as loudly, for almast
man they were good sportsmen, and
mply could nob he}p showing appreeia-
tion of football such as this.

And, amid the din, the referce’s whistle
p‘mcpad long and shrilly.

Tt game was over, and the Wessex
Wanderers had won. by the oune geal to be
seored.

The Cup was theirs—and through their
youngest player, Harry Lestrade.

Evem bhad not Austin Courtney aban-
doped the great sporting wntest between
himself and his cousin after his defeat
in  the d(rand . National, aad through
his villainy, haw become a fugitive from
justice, the fortspe could hargly have failea
to go to the boy after this last great
achievement,

I

ARaustin cﬁurtne«y: Last Bow!

T was labte that night when Harry
Lestrade retyrned to Wessex.

a7

i less time than it takes to write, he had heen
rolied hepeath the seemingly aged vagahond,
for his strength was rapidly leaving him.

In a haze the hoy saw Lhe face of his
attacker glaring down into Just before
be lost couseiousness, his re

The man’s long white hair, his white beard,
and straggling moustache 'had hecoms
palpably a disguise—a disguise from hehiad
which the evil features of Amstin Courtney
peered out nakedly, a grin of fendish
triumph upen his lips.

Harry's Peril !
Harry Lestrade’'s muscles relaxed,
his eyes closed and his -head fell

S
A back, the disguised Austin Courtney

le pt to his feet and whistled softly.

There had been - celebrations in From benind the trunk of a near-hy tzee
London by the club. After receiving | at the roadside stepped another figyre.

the congratulations of Marjorie Randall, ber As its owner advanced and joined Courtney,

father, and Spees, Harry bad geme with s | it was possible in the moonlight to rececnise

club fo s wellknown re tuurant, where a
dinner had been prepared, and theu on with
it to a couple of botes that had bheen
reserved at the Loudon Hippedrome.

The lad had said good-bye to his team-
mates at the st ti\;'x, and be was new near-
ing Lestrade 2, enj 1g the brisk walk
thr mwh a }wrfut moonlit pmM?

arry Lestrade came within sight of the
ates 6f his ancestral hcme. and he
jerhed himself out of the pleasant recoliec-
tions of the evening’s enjeyment that had
been his.

A beat figure was approaching along the
road in the opposite direction—that of au
appargntliy very old man with long, unkempt
white hair that fell from under a battered
hat and rested upon his shoulders.

He was hearded, and, with the brim of hig
hat. easting a shadew over his face, very
little of his features cculd be seen. He
walked with the aid of a stick, and, as Harry
drew nearer,
ragged and

his hoots so dilapidated that

he saw that his clothes were |

him as Jem Newbold, the totally-suspended
_foothall pl‘zyu who unremou‘xbny considered
his downfull to rest at the door of Harry
Lestrade,

“So you got him all right,” he said, as
hie spurned Harry's limp figure with his feot.

He had grown a beard Alld moustache since
the night of a month before when he and
Courtuey had made their attempt upen the’
voy’s life in the saw-mill, which was perbaps
the reason  the police ~had ot  yet

ipprehiended him.

“We'll make sure of the young prlg this
me Courtney.”

“We will.” Austin Courtwy snaried, as he
stood for o moment looking dowa at the
apeonscious boy.

There was the light of something very
like madness in his He had pursed his
desire for revenge upen ‘his cousin uatil it

 had beceme an obsession with him. His
fhatred of the boy who had beaten him
c eamh and fairly in the great sporting con-
test hetween them, in spite of his own unders

they looked im imminent danger of parting ]wmed villainy., was now an all-consuming
comg ¢ witir his feet for good. passion with him. :

The old man tottered feebly as be walked, Qiick! 1% et Lim into the car before
and jast as he reached the gates of the | scmeone chances along!"  Courtney sald.

castie he swayved dizzily. He drvopped his

knee beside him, and raised him in his streng
YOung anns.

‘Wh(n. s wroug?” he asked wmpnthet"cx!"
“T'm star\m:. young  sirt t

SiFl ag
voice. 1 ve rmt

“We'll rush him to the coast and intreduce

stlek and shot oub a hand ss thongh to i him to the pleasant little surprise we have
cluteh at one of the gates for support. But. nred for him.” he added with an evil
- missing it, be eollapsed in a hudiled heap. “Then Dl give vou the two

Harry Lestrade rvan forward, fell upon ene hunoz d po- ds 1 premised you if you saw

h with me, Newhold, We'll
nd there part company.”

k the skipper of that fish-
ns down?” Newhold asked,

answered. in a gquavering Gin
tas food for three s, an he Lo!lrtnev chiceted. “He is
rp cry broke from the lins of Harry | anxious to earn il f't pounds 1 promised
rade. fe had felt a sudden paim iz} him to land us on Belgian seil a"d ask no
ist, and, looking dewn, had seen that Ha'll be waiting all right, as he
the old man held a syringe in his right :
hand. picked up the inert
i

lised that he had been

In a flash Harry rea

carried it to where

tricked. The syringe was one. { in the shadow of
and its needie had bheen thrust into his the road.

flesh. That some description of drug had within and lashed his
been injected by it was certuin, for already d his haek. Newhold
bis head was beginning to swim and his C th him whilst Comtne;
vision growing blurred. climbed into (he ‘s seat.

“You—vou seoundrel!” the hoy gasped e thr rew in iteh. and d4he ecar
weakly, as he tried to struggle to his feet. | starte rd, ey let 1t out and
“You have drugged me! Who are Yyou, i turnad 0 4 road that led in the direction
and—-" of Bexhill,

The hands he shot out to cluteh at the | (The cevcluon of our fine sporting serial

man who had tricked him were flung off. In

will appear in next week’s issue))
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“YHE KIDNAPPING OF HOP Hi!”
By Frank Richards.

There i3 no need to call next week’s
PoptiAR & Chinese number. All the same,
the Flow ery Land is ‘well represented as you
will see from the ahove title, which con-
cerns Greyfriars and a most amazing event.
There is something else, too, about China,
but I will come to that par& in a minute.
it is enough to point out that. the capiure
of the wily little Chince is told with
immense spirit. The yarn goes with s bang,
and Hop Hi disappears. We have not heard
half euough about the quaint little chap
who is Al as & cook. But even s clever
Chink can be caught napping by kidnappers
at time. Be or the qui vive for the mys-
terious stranger who has fell designs on the
popular Celestial.

CHINA AGAIN,

Frank Rxchards & Co. have some rare
husiness in ¢ Heading North-West.” That is
the title of next week's Backwoods yarnm,
Yen Chin means to join up with the expedi-
tion into the further wilds. Frank Richards,
Vere Beasuclere, and Chunky won't hear of
it, Chunky is at fault here. Chunky hates
doing the “chores.” and you ean beb your

hoots Yen Chin would manage all that. The

ingenlous Chin does not take “No!” for an

JLA
FARRINGDON STREE’I'

EDITOR IS8 ALWAYS PLEASED TO

. Address: EDITOR,
FLEETWAY HOUSE,
LONDOX, E.U.4.

Cedar Creek chums are tracked into the
wilderness by Yen Chin. You will be inter-
ested in the amazing iacidents in this
rollicking story.

EXIT THE © TEMPORARIES.”

The Rookwood fellows never took the
new masters serfously. You. remember how
the strike of the real masters at Rookwood
was$ countered by the introduction of a
troop of new hands. The latter were N.G.—
in the opizion of the stalwarts of the
school. Next week’s ripping story is called
“A Buccessful Campaign,” by Owen Con-

quest. It reveals the ignominious fate
reserved for the temporary masters., They
were a futile lob of stopgaps.  Rookwood

may have been pleased to see them or nos,
but, anyway, it had no use for them.

" UNDER TWO BANNERS.”

Next Tuesday's yarn of S6. Jim's and the
football feud is prodigious.
record swing. Cardew and Tom Merry get
ab loggerheads. If actually comes to this
over the furious football fizht there are
two teams. Cardew intends to go his own
road—i.e, have his own way, always the
style wx!;h the strong man, and Ralph Reck-
ness is all that.  The developments are
ingenious and *impressive. Both leaders
have a powerful following, and the two

It goes with a

THE POPULAR~Every Tuesday.

MR, BUNTER'S WEEKLY.

You have to stand on ceremony with the
Porpoise at times. Peter Todd may lam the
distinguished personage with a ¢ricket-
stump now and again, but the fact remains
that Bunter is distinguished, and since he
has been a shining hght of the Greyfriars
Parliament (vide the © Magnet ” Library) it
seems only right and proper to treat the
Owl with respect. Peter Todd can coutinue
with his ecricket- stump eccentricities, but
Bunter rises superior to such setbacks.
Next week W. G, B. produces a Fat Boy's
Number of the famous supplement, Who
said Peckham? You willi be disposed to say
the new lssue is the merriest yet, and that
means no end. Bunber as editor goes on
from trinmph to triumph. He has over
aweéd the printer, and his charlok, so lo
speak, rolls gloriously through all the weird
reguiations of %rammar Bunter fs sui
generis—you might pass the Lafin tag, for
even the revered Ow!l of Greyfriars lapses
into the classic lahguage at times. -

IN EVERY WAY AND EVERY DAY.

This ancient phrase is aftributed to BM.
Coue, but it can be applied to the steady
upward movement of the PopruLar, which
gets better and befter. Mr. Victor Nelson's
fine serial, “The Rival Sportsmen,” has
reachied a really dramatic culmination, and
the new serial ‘&m ho starting soon. The
title {s:

“STAND AND DELIVER!

That is what you will be disposed to say
to any reluctant newsagent who hesitates to
part with his last copy of the PoPULAR, just
because the man wants to read Mr. David
Goodwin’s dashing highwayman yarn him-
self. But just order carly, so as to make
sure. There will be an éxtra rush, of course.
The new romance of Dick Turpin is a
britliant bit of: aﬂtina 118 would be a shame
to miss a line.

answer; he i3 as obstinate as Bunter him-
self. Kote his ruse with the concealed pin,
and the stupefaetlon of Miss Meadows, The

camps figure splendidly,
this tale of Mr. Martin Cliffiord with easy
confdence, for it is a winner,

I ¢an refer you to |

~ Dour Ebditor.
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Sent Ly Return Post, tc-approved orders, for 1/-
Deposit and 1/3 Postake, and promise to send B]«

‘/z-PmcE:

fortmghtig till 15/ in all ia paid. 2/~ TUTOR
ash Price, 1276, Post Pree (Elne\vhere
Double.  Delight or Monéy Backl FREBE—
Grand qustra'ed (’atalozue Post l;x;ee - BI!:
arg: - Wes
Aowme;m 12'6 to 42/- Gramophonea, 39/8
te T77/8, C!ocks. 4 18 to 8B1-, Watchu, 5/'
10 70/~ Jewellar, Nove{t'aes, Toya

PAIN'S PRESE} S8, L’
HASTINGS, { EcmMuMd 3? Yéars.

ARE YOU FRIGHATENED

ol meebing pecplc, mixing in company, going to soclal gatherings,
dances, ete.? Do you lack Beif-Confidence, sufier from Neryous
‘Feara, Depression, Blushing, Timidity, or BSleeplessness? Become
Seif-Confident, full of Courage, bright and bappy, by sending im-
mediately 3 penny stamps for particulars of the Meato-Nerve
Strengthenlng Treatment. GUARANTEED CURE OR MONKY
REFUNDED.-GODFRY -ELLIOTT-SMITH, LTD. 0843, |mperial
‘Bulidings, Ludgate Circus, London, EC.4. =

nomx: CYNENMATOGRAPHS.—Machines from T/8; with Take-up, from
£3 r% Stock of Fitms. S«nggl Film, 1/-, Post Frea ~Eisty F;
Desk E, BEAN CINRXMA CO., 94,

Drayzon Avooue, West Ealing, W.13.
FREE FUN!

ricks, 12 Yoily Ioka Tricks, ga ‘Tricks, 5 Lunmuc Card Tricks,
Mys u‘&nz Nau Pricks, Plddie& !8 Ganies, 10 Fun iy Reddings,
Fu ecitations, 21 Moncinmma. 73 Toasts, Eaa{’_ Vemtrﬂ utsg Sacret,

hou ood St.,

Qur Fanny Novelty, cansing _foart of laughter.

FRF.E to an senuing 1/ uring

1,001 Attractions. nds dahghteﬂ 10 H
Bdebasten. Birm&ngham Box of Wizard's Maglo ’l'rlck Lard- (zood}. &
to applicants for Blue Label ”]
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¥ —Learn the Wonderful Japanese
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36 for Large Portion of Course.— Dept. #.R., SCHOOL OF JUSITSU,
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Fu“ Fon ALL —Ventriloquist’s Valca Instrument. Invisiple,
®  Astonishes, M.{sttﬂes Imitate Birds, Benltl,

eto. 64 esch: & for 1/- (Yent. Freatiss tnold.} —Idaai Co.. Cluvedon. Som.
Cure yoursou as I did. Pav.
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