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THE QUEST FOR TUBBY MUFFIN!

(See the Magnificent School Tale of Jimmy Silver & Co.)
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AISING THE WIND!

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale,
dealing with the Adventures of
Jimmy Silver & Co. at Rookwood School,
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The 1st Chapter.
Tubby Muffin is Too Hungry!

“It's awful 17

Reginald Muffin, of the Classical
Fnurrh—-genvraﬂy known as Tubby
Muffin on accouni of his circumfer-
ence-—made that remark.

He made it in lugubrious, almost
tearful tones.

“Awfull” he repeated.

Higgs and Jones minor, his study-
llIJIl('h,—‘ prunted, and wenb on with
their prep, Thoy weren't interested
in Tubby Muffin's woces.

“Horrid " spid Tubby.

Jones minor looked up at last.

“ What's the matter with you 7" he
demanded. “Got the toothache?”

“ Nunno.”

““ Bootles licked you ?”

“Nono.

“‘Mnm{ingbon pulled your ecar?”
" .\:0 "

“Then what are you grousing
about?” said Jones minor. “If
there’s nothing the matter, shut up,
and let a fellow get on with his
prep !

“But there is something the
matter,” said Tubby Muffin indig-
nantly. “It's the grub rules.”

“0h, bother the grub rules!”

“They bother us,” said Tubby.
“That’s the worst of it. And 'tain’t
only the grub rules. Now that tuck
costs so. much a fellow’s people have
got bitten by the war economy, and
they don’t send a fellow so much tin,
A fellow gets hit at both ends—
dearer grub, less money to buy it
with. See?”

“Brrrr!”

“I could manage the grub rules all
right,” said Tubby. “T can do with-
frugal meals and things so long as 1
can have plenty of snacks between
meals. That's all T want. And that
isn’t much to ask, is it 7%

“Dry up!” grunted Higgs.

“And if a fﬂﬁm\' borrows any grub
from another fellow’s study there’s a
row,” said Tubby in a deeply ag-
grieved tone. “Tvena good-natured
chap like Jimmy Silver cuts up rusty.
He actually slung me out of the end
study this afternoon because he
thought T was after his sardines!”

“ And weren’t yoy ?*

“Well, ves, I was,” admitted
Tubby. *“You see, I was hungry. 1
don’t get enough in this study. When
I usej’ to be in Conroy's study he
didn’t mind if a chap finished up the
toast. You do.”

“Brrrr!  Get out if you don’t
like it!” said Higgs. “You were
with Lattrey before you c¢ame here,
Go back to Lattrey’s study if you
like 1"

“Y don’t like I”” said Tubby, “He's
a bigger beast than you are, Higgs !”

“ What !” roared Higgs.

“I—1 mean be’s a beast. Now,
I’'m hungry,” said Tubby. “I sup-

pose one of you fellows couldn't lend
me five bob?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

I never get enough, you know,"”
said Tubby pathetically. © “T think |

it's awful for me to have to make all
the sacrifices for beating the Huns,

to beat the Huns.

Of course, T want
B enough to eat, you

ut want
know.”
i * Cheer up!” said Jones minor.

We're poing to have supper after
prep, and we've got cheese and bis-
cutts no end.  Suppose you were a
prisoner in Germany, for instance.
How would you like that i

Tubby shuddered.

; \

Jolly  well

growled Higgs.

wish he was!"

“I'm tired of hear-

wie him table abont g Awiid i
will take the lion's “alnre of "the
cheeso and biclkors i wo don't watch
him,”

:'Ahmn ! said Tubby uneasily.

“May as well have supper now,”
e'mu:l Higgs, pushing his books away.
d‘I'\;o done all the prep I'm going to

0.

": Wait for me,” said Jones minor,

Rats " replied Higgs politely.

He threw open the door of the
study cupboard,

Tubby Muffin watched him with a
sort of frozen look.,

A terrific expression came over the
rugged face of Alfred Higgs.

“Where’s the cheese 7"

“The—the cheese?”
Tubby.

“Where’s the biscuits 7

“The—the biscuits ?”

Higgs gave a roar of wrath.

“You guzzling Hun, you've cleared

stammered

out the cupboard !
“I—I' had to have a snack, you
know,” stammered Tubby., 8

really didn’t mean to finish the lot,
I--1 just took a enack, = and--and
somehow or  other the lot went,
Somehow-— Yoo oooop !

Higgs® powerful g rasp was laid on
Tubby Muffin.

Jones  minor, equally wrathy,
Jumped up and rushed far a erieket.
stump in the corner

“ Lather him !"

“Yarooh! Help

Whaek, whack !

“Hallo!”  The study door was
opened, and Jimmy Silver, the cap-
tain of tha Fourth, looked in. * Are
yon killing the school prize pig, you
fellows ¥

“He's scoffed our supper !
Jones minor.

*Seoffed the lot I shrieked Higgs.

Whacek, whaek ! :

“Yarooh ! Help! Help me, Jimmy,
you beast! Draggemoff|? .

Jimmy Silver grioned.

“Tubby, oid chap, you've gofi ia
learn to keep vour fat paws from
picking and . stealing,” ' he ' said;
“Musin't scoff another chap's grub
in war time. We don’t want any
Prussians here.”

Whacek, whack !

“Yooop 1"

Whack !

“Oh, ¢rumbs ! Wow-
ow-woooop !

Tubby Muffin tore himself away
and made a sudden boli for the door.

“Stop him !” roared Higgs.

Jimmy Silver stopped Tubby, quite
unintentionally.  The fat Classical
bolted into hun before he could stir,

oa red Iliggs.

velled

Yarocoh !

(Continued on the next page.)
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Je from the
Tubly was

and Jimmy stagzgered bac
collision  with a =zasp.
not @ light-weight.

? eat  down, gasping,  And
’1'1111;{:’]\?“}\011@! over him. Jones minor
was after him with the ericket-s1 umy,
and, he whacked away l'u('kluu‘s\;i
Thbby Muffin rolled oft and fled, and
Jimmy Silver gave a ild 3-tl'lf. )

* Stoppit, yﬁpt "l’uud it ! On,
; s ! Stopmt !t ;
m‘a‘%li){.-surr;:‘:‘]’ gasped Jones minor.
I thought 1.wae whack,l‘ng that fat
beast. Did T hurt you? ;

“Yau howling ass!” roared Jimmy
Silvor. Do yon think you can lay
intor a follow with o cricket-stump
without hurting him?”

“Ha, ha—1I mean, sorry !’

Jimmy Silver staggered to his feet,
and Jdoneés minor promptly retreated
into the. study and shut the door.
Jimmy. on second thoughts, relrained
from mnkiing @
we y the passage.

‘.-}\]:- 1'Ilzl:* :'an'}!\ \tpﬂ to the end study
Tubby Muffin appeared from a corner
cautiously. ;

TS T say,, Silver ! ) ‘

Jimmy glared at him. ~He owed
{he fat Classical three swipes he had
received from Jones niinor’s stunip.

e &ilver, old chap, will vou lend me
five hob before the tuckshop closes-
eh” My hat! Warrer you at?
Yooop ! :

Jimmy Silver grasped him and sat
him on the floor with a heavy huinp.
e bumped him once, twice, thrice,
and then went on his way solaced.

Tubby Muffin was left sitting on

the Roor, wondering whether an
ourthquake had happened, or not,
severo

crwhether it was 2 spscially
Zoppelln ateack

LRt

The 2nd Chaptor.
Alps, Miy Poor Brother!

On the following day Tubby Muf-
fin  might have Dbeen seen—ag a
novelist  would put  it-meooching
about Roskwood School with a lugu-
brious face,

Tubby Muffin seemed plunged into
the depths of despondency.

Since the grub rules had come into
force Tubby had had many 'sad
moments, But his look was so lugu-
hrious that it really looked as if some-
thing more serious than the grub
rules was the matter this time.

At morning classes he sighed several
times, to such an extent that Mr,
Bootles, the master of the Fourth,
snapped at him.

“ Muffin!” said Mr. Bootles.

“Yes, sir?” said Tubby woefully.

“Kindly be silent in class. our
indigestion is probably due to your in-
ordinate appetite. You are a greedy
boy, Muffin."” bt

Tubby Muffin grunted with indig-
nation.

Mr, Bootles had traced his sadness
to” his inordinate appetite and its
results! Tubby lunkm]l like a fellow
who was cruelly misunderstood.

But he did not sigh any more till
after lessons. X

When the Fourth came out, how-
ever, Tubby Mufin heaved a tre-
mendous sigh in the nassage, which
drew acdozen pairs of eves upon him.
The Fistioal Four halted on their
Vi & yitha: quad to inquire. ¢

“What's the matter?” demanded
Jimmy. Silver,

“Pain in  the

tumimy ?”  asked

brekker,” said Raby, with a shake of
the head. “You should go easy on
the war-bread, Tubby. It's danger-
ous at close quarters,”

LA bumping might do him good.”
suggested Newcome,
down the war-bread. Collay him!”

The fat Classicnl backed hastily
away.

1 say, don't be beasts, you fellows!
T'm awfully cut up!”

“0Oh, come. it 1sn't ns bad as that!”
said Jimmy Bilver laughing. * Dear
grub isn't the worst trouble in life,
Tubby, and we're beating the Huns,
vou know. In faet, they're beaten
already, only they won't own up.”

“They're dead, but they won't lie
down!” grinned Lovell. " Stick it
out, Tubby! Wae've got fo give the
Huns the kybogh, even If it makes
you a foot or so less round the waist,”

frontal  attack, and.

** Might shake

(Gontinucd from the previows page.)

“Pain't that,” - said Tubby. *T
hope you fellows don’t think L think
very much about grub. I'm not that
sori_of chap. 1 hope.” k.

“My hat!” ejaculated the Fistical
Four, in an astonished chorus.

“ Certainl not!”  said Tubby
warmly. “T'm too patriotic to think
of small troubles of my own at a time
like this.™

“Oh, great pip!”
“1 feel as if 1I'd never care to eat
another mesl,” said Tubby sadly.

“Its awiul to think of the prisomers
in Germany, isn't it?”

“My only Aunt Selina!” eaid Raby.
“What are you driving at, Tubby?
Tt's awful to.think of the prisoners in
Hunland. right enough, but I've
never noticed you thinking of them
before. I remember you tyied to raid
a parcel once that Rawson was going
to eif[anrl1 Lo 11‘i‘s brother over there.

“Ti's a sign of grace if Tubby is
beginning to think of somebody else
whose name isn't Reginald Muffin,”
grinned Newcome. . *‘Keep it up,
Tubby ! 1t's a change for the better.”

Tubby Muffin sighed.

“¥ou fellows haven't got any rela-
tions prisoners among the Huns!” he
said reproachfully.

The Fistical Four became grave at
once.

“Have you?" asked Jimmy Silver
quietly.

“ My
Tubby. il

“ Alas, my poor brother!” mimicked
Lattrey, who had stopoed to listen,

Jimmy gave him a dark look.

“This isn’t a subject for joking.
Lattrey,” he said. *“Shut up! Tell
us about i, Tubby. T didu't know
yon had a brother out there at all.”

“My brother Dick——" .

“Why. Rawson's brother is named
Dick. and he's a prisoner in Ger-
many " suid Lovell. ”“ Have you got
i Bothar Diek {887~

Tubby's fat foce coloured
on rather hawtily :

T awful to think of him, isn't
it?  The Huns don't feed them well,
you know. Rawson sends parcels to
his brother, but I'm stony. I can't
gend him anything. Ll

poor brother!”  groaned

Mo wont

Oh, dear !
“ Dash it all, that's hard lines!” said
Jimmy Silver. “ You wouldn’t be stony
if you hadn't spent all your tin on
toffee and things, you fat bounder.”

“Tt’s too late to think of that ! said
Tubby sadly.

“Yes, that's so!” agreed Jimmy.

. “What regiment was your brother
in?” asked Coenroy, the Australian,
who had stopped, with Pons and Van
Ryn, to hear Tubby’s tale of woe,

* Royal Fusiliers!”

“General or  colonel?”
Lattrey. .

Tubby Muffin gave him a glance of
scorn.

“ My brother’s a private !” he said.
“T'm not ashamed of it! The privates
do all the fighting, anyway, or jolly
nearly !”

“Hear, hear!” said Jimmy Silver.
“You're going the right way, Lattrey,
to have your nose rubbed in the mat!
You never told us about your brother
before, Tubby.”

“Jolly odd that Tubby never men-
tioned him, I must say!” remarked
Van Ryn, with a rather suspicious
look.

The South  African had been
Tubby’s study-mate once, and had
learned to know him pretty well.

“Oh!” said Jimmy Silver, a new
thought entering his mind. *Tubby.
vou fat villain, if this is gome more of
your spoefe——"

i I""I"“"‘H'“

“Why didn’t you tell us you had a
Dbrother at the Front?” demanded

grinned

"y i

*“You fat spoofer!” shouted Lovell.
“It's only another dodge for gettin

a loan. I see now. You've invnnteg
a brother Dick in Germany because
Rawson's got a brother Dick in
Germany; that's what put it into
vour fat head!”

“0Oh, 1 say=I say—"" stammered
Tubby. 3

“ Bump him!”

“Ja-]=] saye—s  Oh. my hat!
Leggo! Yah!”

Bump, bump, bump !

Three or four pairs of hands eized
the fat Classical, and bumped him on
the corridor floor.

Tubby Muffin roared.

“Yow! Leggo! I
Yaroooh !”

Cave!

Ogwald.

say-—-

Here's Bootles !” muttered

The juniors scuttled away, leaving
Tubby Muffin  sprawling. Mr.
Bootles almost fell over him as he
came whisking along the passage.

“What is that? Muflin! Muffin,
how dare you sprawl on the floor?
Cet up immediately ! How dare you!
Ave vou ont of your senses, Muffin 2"
Tubby Muffin fled.

The 3rd Chapter.
Tubby Convinces the Doubting
Thomases !
Tubby Muffin looked more lugu-
brious than ever that afterneen.
He had teld his tale of woe, and it
had not been believed. And his
sorrowful looks only elicited grins
from his Form-fellows. )
o After lessoms. Tubby drifted out
into the quad with a saddened brow.
At gea-time he came anto Study
No. 2, receiving looks from Higgs and

Jaones minor that were mnol very
woleoming.: L
“You needn't give me any!” said

Tubby.

“There ain't much for you, any-
way,” said Higgs. ‘' But why don’t
you want any, vou porpoize

ST can't eat!” ;

“You can’'t eat!” stuttered Higgs.

“Nol"

“Why not2” ; )

ST can’t!” said Tubby, shaking his
head. “I—T think it would choke
me, while my poor brother—---"

“Oh, ring off your poor brother!’
said Jores minor grufly, “We all
koow that's spoof " 7

Tubby only sighed.

He sat in the study and watched the
two juniors at tea, Ten was a very

' frugal meal—a limited amount of war-

bread. butter, and a few sardines.
But Tubby, as a rule, would have
scoffed the lion's share, if he could,
Now he only looked on with a sorrow-
ful brow. :

Tubby's sympathy for his unfor-
tunate brother must have been very
keen to deprive him of his appetite.
Higgs and Jones miunor bhegan fo
think there must be something in it,
after all. Perhaps that was what the
astute Tubby wanted them to con-
chude. !

At all events. lie touched nothing.

aas #his  tan d t mothing
WA AR ReiRE
ghould be wasted,

In the junior Commeon-room that
evening Tubby sat silent end morose,
He was the recinient of a good many
glances. :

Even TLovell began to think that
rhaps he had been a little too
asty. The story had spread that
Tubby had missed his tea. It was too
remarkable an incident to pass un-
noticed.

Jimmy Silver tapped him on the
shoulder presently.

“(heero!” he said. * Thinking
about grub?” P

“T'm thinking of poor Dick!” said
Tubby sadly.

“Rawson’s brother Dick, do you

1 mean?”

“No, I.don't!” snapped Tubby. “T
mean my brother Dick. He's starving,

very likely, at this minute! Oh,
dear ™

“HEill keeping it up?” asked
Jimmy.

“If wyou can't take my word,
Silvere——-"

“You're such an awful spoofer,”
anid  Jimmy dubionsly. ** Could
vou tell the truth if wou tried,
Tubby " g

“HMHave von ecver tried, bedad?”

chimed in ¥lynn of the Fourth.
“I think you've very unfeeling!”
said Tubby. “Ge away, and loave
me to think about my poor brother,”
And Tabby was left in  peace.
Tubby's  haunting  sadness had
made him quite remarkable in the

Clageical Yourth by thie {ime. In
the dormitory that night he was
on object of interest. If he was

spoofing, he was certainly keeping
it un well,

After the juniors had turned in,
and Bulkeley had seen lights out,
there came & sudden howl from
Muffin's bed,

“ Boo-hoo! Hool”

“Ny bai! Who's that blubbing?”
excliimed Jimmy Silver,

“Tubby, by = gad!”  ejaculated
Mornington. “What's the matter
with vou, you fat idiot?”

“Baoo-hoo!”

“Tubby, you thumpin’ ass!l”
shouted Townsond.

Ilmo‘. !H

TO THE BOYS AT THE FRONT !

I yow are wnalle to obiain this
publication rvegqularly, pleass tell
any newsegent to get it from:

Mescageries HADHETTE et Cio,,
111, Rue Reamur, PARIS.

His study-mates kindly finished up s

“8hng up!” roared Higgd
“ Boo-hoo ! : e
“What's the natter, Muflin?”
excliimed Erroll.
“M-m-m-meme——"
“What?"
S“Mam-my  pep-poor
sobbed Tubby,
“My only hat!

b-b-brother!™

I'll give you poor
brother, if veu don't dry upl” said
Higgs in  exasperation. “If  you
want me to get out to you, you ve
only got to go on slobbering,™
“T—I'm trying to hear it 1" sobbed

Tubby.
“Rear. it quietly, then, you
snuffling ase.” ! :
“Blessed if it deesan’t begin to

look as if the fat bounder really has
a brother!” exclaimed Conroy.
sCria lias it
H Boo-hoo " y
“1f 1 wive vou one minute to stop

sour hlested  boc-hooing, Muflin,”
said Alfred MHigyge,

“And Tubby was eilent with his
grief.

TUAN the Classical Fourth rogarded
him  curiously the next morning.
Ther were interested to sce whether
his sorrow  would keep him  from
eating his breakfast, Tt didn't!

But in the Form-room he sighed
deeply. again und again, and again
Mr. Bootles’ attention was drawn
upon him. s

“If you are unwell, Muffin, you
may consult the school doctor,” said
the master of the Fourth. * But you
cannot make. those disagreeable
noises in class.” §

“[f—if vou please. sir——'

“Wall, what  is it?” A

“11 ‘ean’t do any lessons this
morning, sir.”

“YWhat!” gasped Mr, Bootlea.

“J—-1 can’t belp thinking aboub
my poor brother, sir.” A

“Indeed! Ts vour brother ill2”
agked Mr. Beotles. more kindly.

“ Heo-—-hep—he—-"

4 What?"?
“1le—he's a prisoner in Germany,
airy”

“Pless my soul!” exclaimed Mr.

1

Bootles. “This is very ead, Muffin.
When did you get this painful
news?"”

]

* Yestorday, sir.’ \
“1 will excuee you from lessons

this morning. Muffin.  You may
Vi pdrmdilec wmn o v Ty
Teava the Warmyeom, "
“Thank you, sir,” said Tublby,
sadly, |
And he left,

The Fourth-Formers looked af one
another,

Tubby's statemont to the Form-
master had taken their breath awav.

Rockless fibber as he was, they
could not think that Tubby had the
temerity to make that statement to
Mr. Bootles; unless it was founded
on fact. { 4

“I-~I say. T fancy thore's some-
thing in 1 after all,” murmured
Jimmy Silver., “T-1 wish we hadn’t
Jumped on him so quick.”

”“Hi? nr\'n fanlt, fo; being such a
blessed whopper merchant,” growled
Lovall., " e

“Well, yos.. bubee??

“Silence in  clags!”
Mr, Bootles.

Tubby and his woes had to be
dismiesed  till  lessons were over.
But when the Fourth marched out
after morning leesons, a g many
of the juniors looked for Tubby
Muffin; and there was, at length,
plenty of sympathy for the fat
Classica] in his woes,

rapped out

The 4th Chanter.

Raising the Wind.
“Something's ot to be done for
" osaid Jimmy  Silver,

had

Tubby !
The captain of the Foeurth

called his chums inte the end study,

to discuss the matrey,

. Tubby Muffin was there. still look-
ng sad, but sad

very not  so s
before, "The sympathy of the (lass
jeal  Fourth  seemed to  have

“bucked’ him considerably.

The Fistical Four, and the Clolonial
Co., and Erroll and’ Dick Oswald,
woere present  at  the meeting,
Mornington did neot deign to look
in, gnd as for the “nuts” of Rook-
wood, they did not' trouble their
heads about Tubby Muflin and his
wWoes.,

“Hear, hean!” said Ceonroy. ' “If
Tubby's really got a brother a
yrisoner in Hunland, we'll help to see
i through.”

“] say, you're awfully good, you
fellows,” eaid Tubby.

Y Not at all.” said Jimmy Silver.
“We're bound to lend a haund, if
it’a honest Injun. But-—excuse us.
Tubby~-you know what an awful
fibber vou are—-"’

“Boo-hoo!” 4

1 eay, don’t furn the tup .on
now!"” exclaimed. Jimmy, in alarm,

“Boohoo ! - .

a4

wshillings;

“Tubly. you fat duffey, What is
there to blub about now? Dry up!

“M-memy  p-ppoor  brother!”
sobbed Tubby. i, )

“Well, ring off blubbing while
wa're considering what's to be done.’
said Pons, * What's your brofber’s
regiment, Tubby!”

“Dublin Fusiliers,” )

“Eh! Tt was the Roval Fusiliere
vou told me before!”  exclaimerd

onroy, his suspicions awakening
again,

[ 1T N

“Yes, you did!? ;

“1 meant, attaclied Royal Fusi-
liere,” exclaimed Tubby. ** A-a chap
in one regiment is often attached (o
another, you knew.” A

“Yes, that's eo,” suid Jimmy
Silver. “My cousin in the West
‘orks wae attached to another regi-
ment for months.” ;

Conroy  nodded.,

“Haw old is your brother?” asked
Oswald.

*Thirieen,”

“What 1" yelled Lovell. “ You've
aot & brother of thirtecn in the
Dublin  Fuysiliers?” ;

“Nunne,”’ gasped Tubby. *“I--T
was speaking of my brother at
home--I thought Oswald meant--—

“Mave you got any E"n'oth?r
besides  the one at home?” eaid
Oswald suspiciously. - o

* Boohoo! b

“Rring off the waterworks for good-
neas sake,” said Lovell. * Blessed
if T know whether he's spoofing or
not.”

“Well, he told Bootles, dnd that
looks genuine,” said Drroll:
*Yes, that's go." \
“Boo-hoo !” 4y
“Cheer "up. Tubby: we're going
to stand by vou,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Now., you want to send your
brother some grub, T suppose?”
“That's it!" said Tubby, bright
ening up again, “They're  starving
him, you know.” o !
“How do you know they'restarving
him, if vou've only just heard that
he's a prisoner?” asked Yan Ryn.
“TPhey—they  always o,  you
know,” said Tubby. “You
what horrid beasts the Huns are.
Besides, they're awfully short of grb
themselves. and it stands o reason
they won't starve themselves and

wrr-'m W M*wmww
five ﬂl;ll'l to thelr  prlesners. |

lenew 4 wonldn't — fer %4 Hun
prisoner, ' "

“Wall, ves, that's right Fnough.”

admitted Van Ryn. Certainly Tubby
Muffin had an answer to averything,
Perhaps  because second thoughts
are best.
“The guestion is, what we can
send  him.”  said Jimmy  Silver.
“Grub’s pretiy dear now, and by the
same token, money’s tight. Still. if
wo club together, we can make up a
whacking parcel for the poor ohap.
Aren’t your people sending him any-
thing from home, Tubby?™

“My people ain’t well off,” sighed
Tubby. ; i

“Why, you've ftold wua.a dozen
times your pater’s awfully rich!”
exclaimed Lovell. |

“He—he’s had losses owing to the
war,” said Tubby hastily, ‘' Lots
of people have, you know. Every-
body amn't a ship-owner or an arma-
ment maker,”

“Weli,  never mind  Tubby's
people.” said Jimmy. “The ques-
tion is, what can we do?; Wo can
get the housekeeper to make a
ripping cake, il we buy the stuff.”

“0h, good!” said Tubby, his eyes
glistening. G

“And we can geot tinned meats
and fruits and things, and bottled
peara and so on,” said Jimmy., Tl
ask Rawson about the things we can
gond; he's seut lofs of parcels to
Germany. As for sugar, we shall
have to. hand over our awn allaw-
ances ; we“rnn't buy that for love
ar- money. ¥

“Phew!"” said Lovell.

“It's not wmuch to do, considering
what the chap's dond for us, if he’s
been  fighting  the Huns!”  said
Jimmny. ;

“Right-ho! T'm game!”

“ear, hear!” iy

As a matter of fact, the juniors
rather liked the idea of idepriving
themselves of their sngar allowance,
for the purpose of sending it to a
prisoner m Germany. It was really
doing their bit in a small way. .

“Wa can get most of the things
at the tuckshop,” resumed Jimmy.
“Now the question before the merry
meeting is——cash!”

“ Shell out!” said Conroy.

The Classical juniors proceeded to
shell out.

Some were better proyided ilan
others. with that necessary article,
cush, and cach contributed according
to his means, ;

‘Quite a little pile of sixpences,

and haﬁf-nrms'ns S accumu-
lated on the study table.
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Tubby Muffin's eyes glistened as he
watched it.

When the pile was complete, he
stretched out a fat hand to take pos-
session,  Jimmy Silver cheerfully
pushed his hand back.

“JI—I say——" began Tubby.

SRatsl”

Jimmy carefully counted the
money.

“Seventeen-and-six |” he an-
nounced.

“Oh. good,” gaid Tubby Muffin,
beaming.

“Good egg!” said Lovell.  “We
can make up a whacking parcel for
that, that would please any prisoner

chap.”

“Yes, rather!”

“T'll " take the tin now,” %aid
Tubby. “I'd better go and do the
shopping at once.”

: “We’ﬁ come with you,” remarked
Lovell.

“You meedn't trouble——->"

“Bow-wow "

“Look here, Lovell—-—"
¢ Dry upl” J
The meeting in  the end study

broke up, and the Fistical Four pro-
cieded to the tuckshop with Tubby
Mufiin. to expend the seventeen-and-
six to the greatest possible advantage
for the benefit of Tubby’s brother in
Hunland.

The Bth Chantar.
Quick Work.

Jimmy Silver & Co. had completed
their self-umposed task when the bell
rang for afternoon classes.

The tuck they had purchased was
conveyed to Study No. 2 in quite an
imposing array of packets and
parcels,

Old Sergeant Kettle at the tuck-
shop, had “stretched a point” in
parting with the comestibles, on hear-
ing that they were intended for a
prisoner in Germany.

The rule was very strict about pur-
chases at the school shop, on account
of the I'ood Controller's regulations.
But grub for a prisoner in Hunland
was quite a different matter, and the
juniors. obtained the best that the
sergeant could provide for the sum of
seventeen shillings and sixpence.

Materials for the manufacture of a
Y mamnan T v nmdnkenaete dha
Linndrome  enke wore takon to  the
bousekeopor,  and Mrs, N]:1llx$|c',\'
cheerfully undertook to interview the
cookk on the subject, and promised
that the cake should appear in due
course.

Sugar for the parcel had to be
saved out of the juniors’ allowance, as
the sergeant was quite out of that
rare commodity. But quite a number
of tho Fourth, both Classical and

Modern, promised to hand out a lump |

or two; and many a mickle would
make a muckle. ;

[n a satisfied frame of mind,
Jimmy Silver & Co. went to the
Form room. In order to keep Tubby
Muffin out of the way of temptation,
they were careful to take Tubby with
them.

The fat Classical cast a lingering
glance at the pile of good things as
they were left on tho study table.
But Jimmy Silver's arm was linked
in his, and Tubby could not linger.

Tubby Muffin wore a thoughtful
look in the class that afternoon. Ie
was not looking so sad, but much
more thoughtful.

When the last lesson was about to
commence, Tubby stood up in his
place, Mr. Bootles glanced at him.

“YWoll, Muffin?” he said.

“If you please, sir, may
last lesson ? I want to catch the
with a parcel for my brather.
a prisoner in Germany, sir.”

“You may go, Muffin.”

“Thank you, sir.”

Jimmy Silver half rose, but sat
down again.

e watched the podgy form of
Tubby Muffin roll out of the Form-
yoom, with a gleam in his eyes.

“My hat!” murmured Lovell

“Tf ‘that fat
tuck—" muttered Raby.

“ After all, even Tubby wouldn’t

T miss
0st
He's

when it's for o prisoner,” said Jimmy-

Silver. !
But he did not feel quite sure.
With Tubby Muffin, the spirit

might be willing, but the flesh was
certain to bo woak.

There was no need for him to leave
the Form-room merely to prepare the
parcel for the post, for the cake was
not made yeb, neither was the sugar
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collected from the various contri-
butors.

Lvidently this was a trick of

bounder scoffs the-

Tubby’s, and Jimmy could not help
fearing fhat the fat junior would
forget all about his brother in Ger-
many, and ecoff the liberal supplies
stacked in Stndy No. 2,

But he could only wait and see!

The chums of the Fourth were very
anxious to get nway from lessons that
afternoon, and they were glad when
the Form was dismissed,

Tubby Muffin met them
passage.

There was a somewhat shiny look
on his fat face, and he was looking
unusually contented.

“All serene, you feilows!” he an-
nounced, in a great hurry.

“We're ready to help with
parcel mnow,”
sharply.

“1've done it.”

“You've done up the parcel?”

“Yes; everything.”

“But the cake—>"

““And the sugar * said Raby.

“I—I thought we'd better put
them in a second parcel,” explained
Tubby. “I—I was anxious to get
the first lot off, you know. My
brother Dick is awfully anxious to get
something to eat, you know!"

in the

the
said Jimmy Silver

“Well, that’s not a bad idea, as-

(18 FRYBE)

&

cravled to Coombe by this time, let
alono erawled back.”

“What have you done with it?”
roared Lovell.
“That—that's all right,” gasped

Tubby. “I—I gave it to the carrier
to post, you know. e was just
passing the gates, going to Coombe.”

The  juniors regarded Tubby
suspiciously.

It was not uncommon for parcels
to be handed to the carrier to be
taken to the village post-office, but
Tubby seemed to have thought of
that explanation rather late,

“Bet vou it's in the study all the
time, and the fat bounder has been
scoffing all he could hold!" growled
Lovell. “Even Tubby couldn't scoff
the lot at one sitting.”

“Let's see.”

There was a rush to Study No. 2.

But no trace was found there of
the provisions. Whether Tubby had
posted them or not, they had
vanished.

Tubby followed the juniors, with a
very inf"lrl-cl eXpression,

“TLook here, if you fellows can’t
trust a chap to post a parcel of grub
to his own brother——" he said in-
dignantly.

“ Blessed if T know what to think,”

said Jimmy Silver. “8till, T sup-
R i
i
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Girub can only be sent to prisoners of
war through the Prisoners of War
Uommittee. You can’t take a parcel
into the post-office and pest it as you
used.”

“Oh!” ejaculated Tubby.

“T thought I'd tell you,” said Raw- ,

gon. ““No good taking the trouble to
pack up stuff and cart it down to the
post-ofice when they won’t take it
A

Tubby Muffin’s face was a study.

“8o 1t can't have been posted after
al]l 1" said Jimmy Silver grimly,

“Oh, dear!” murmured Tubby.

“T'll'get out my bike and bike down
to the post-office,” said Jimmy. “T’ll
soon see whether the carrier’s left a
parcel there, or whether he’s been
there at all with a parcel, If he hasn't,
look out for squalls, you fat
bounder !

“Oh, dear!”

And in a few minutes Jimmy Silver
wag pedalling ‘away to Coornbe. And
Tubby Muffin watched him go, with
utter dismay in his fat face.

Tom Rawson had meant to be
obliging in giving Tubby that useful
information concerning parcels to
Germany. But Tubby was not feeling
very much obliged. He was looking
forward with great misgiving to

Jimmy Silver's return from the post-
office.

[
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“ Muffin, how dare you sprawl on the floor !'* exclaimed Mr. Bootles, almost falling over the fat junior
o Ho

w

sented Jimmy Silver. “1f you've
done up the parcel, we may as well:
get it down to the post-office at
once.”

“0Oh, I've done that!”

“Yowve taken it to the post!”
éxclaimed Jimmy Silver.

“(ertainly. No good losing time,
you know, when a chap’s waiting, in
Germany for something to eat!”

“Where did you post it?" gasped
Jimmy.

“The post-office, of course.”

“You've wrapped up a parcel,
taken it to Coombe, and got back
here in a little over half an hour!”
shouted Jimmy Silver.

Tubby Muffin’s jaw dropped.

It wa3 nearly a mile to the post-
office in Coombe. Certainly the fat
Classical had made quick work of it

buted.
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—if he was telling the truth! Evi-
dently he wasn't!

Jimmy = Silver's grasp

clased on  Tubby’s  fat

shoulder, and Tubby gave
a yelp,

* Where's the grub, you
fat. bounder ?” asked Jimmy
quietly. “Tlave you
scoffed it?"

“Oh, I=I say——" ;

“He can't have posted
it!” sajd Conroy. “The

fat spail couldn't have

dare you!

pose even 'Tubby wouldn’t rob a
prisoner in Germany.”

“Of course I wouldn’t,” said
Tubby warmly. “1'm surprised at
you, Silver. T call this iusulting a
chap.”

“We shall have to give him the
benefit of the doubt,” said Van Ryn,
laughing. “T dare say it's all right.”

“But we'll post the rest of the stuft
ourselves,” said Jimmy, ‘‘Tubby can
address it when we make up the
parcel, and we’ll bike down with it
Hallo, Rawson !”

Tom Rawson, the scholarship junior,
joined them in the Fourth-Form pas.
sage,

“1 was looking for Tubby,” he
said. * About your brother i Ger-
many, Muffin!”

“Yes, Rawson.”

“You don't seem to know the new
regulations, from what you said to
Mr. Bootles in the Form-room,” said
Rawson, ‘“You can’t send parcels to
Germany on your own, as we used
to 12!

“What!” shouted all the juniors
together.

“ The rules were altered a long time
back,” said Rawson. p

“But—but you send parcels over
there !”? stammered Tubby.

“T used to,” said Rawson, “I've
had to stop it now; it’s not allowed.

Are you out of your senses 7"

The 6th Chapter.
Tubby in Trouble.

“Where's that fat spoofer?”

Thus Jimmy Silver, as he jumped
off his machine at the, gates of"Rook-
wood an hour later.

A dozen Fourth-Formers were wait-
ing for him there,

“What's the news ?” asked Lovell.

“We've been spoofed! Where's
that fat enail?”
“Mero he i8!” grinned Flynn of

the Fourth. * Bedad, he’s been thry-
ing to get away all the time, and by
the same token I've been houldin’ on
to him !”

“Oh, I say!” mumbled Tubby.

Flynn jerked the fat Clas#eal: for-
ward, The juniors surrounded him
with grim looks.

“I've been to the post-office,” said
Jimmy Silver. ‘“The carrier hasn't
been there with a parcel from Rool-
wood.™

“Perhaps he's taken it home with
him,” suggested Tubby Muffin. *He
-~he may intend to post it to-morrow,
you know !”

“That's possible,” said Erroll,

“Not quite!” said Jimmy, “I've
called on the carrier.’>

HOh 1Y

“Y went there from the post-office.
He hasn't scen Muffin to-day, and

Muffin never gave him a parcel to
et

“QOh, my hat!”

“J—I say—"" gasped Tubby.

“The awful rotter !" said Lovell, in
disgust. “ He's scoffed grub that be-
longs to a prisoner of vag! He ought
to be boiled in oil !

“I—I haven’t !” gasped Tubby.

“Where is it, then?”

“The—the fact is—"

“Well, what 1s the fact?” de-
manded Jimmy Silver. *Get it out,
and don't make up any more

whoppers, ‘you toad !"
T ety ol

“Well2"”

“I—I really meant to eay, I—I was
going to give it to the carrier to
post,”’ gasped Tubby Muffin. “ That's
what I was going to say, you know !"%

“ Great Scott !

The juniors stared at Tubby. They
knew his powers as a dealer in fibs,
but he was quite taking their breath
AW0Y NOw.

“You—you meant to say that, did
you?” stuttered Jimmy Silver.

“VYes, that's it,” said Tubby, re-
gaining his confidence. “You eee, it's
all right 1

* All right ! gasped Lovell.

“0Oh, yes! You fellows needn’t
bother about the matter any further.
You can leave it entirely to me.”

“Oh, erumbs!”

“Let go my arm, Flynn!
rather a hurry just now !”

“Sure, it's not letting go ye're
arrum I'm after!” grinned Flynn.
“Ye've got to produce the grub !

I'm in

“Where's the tuck, you fat
villain 7”7 shouted Conroy.
“The—the  tuck " stammered

Tubby.

“Yes, you spoofer!
you hidden it?”

“I—I've posted it !”

“What!"”

“T-—T mean, T haven’t posted it 1'%

‘Where is it ?"
‘I—I—I’'vo put it in a safe place!”
stuttered Tubby. “You fellows
needn’t trouble about it, I thought
I-—TI'd better put it away, you see, as
—as gome fellows might have scoffed
it. Some fellows are so mean, you
know !

“Well, if Tubby doesn’t tale -the
cake!” said Jimmy Silver, with a
deep breath, “Tubby, take us to
it @ it anes |

T rathioE ot at present 1™
Bump !

“ Yaroooop!"

Where havae

¢
¢

“Would you rather, now?"” asked
Jimmy, ¢ ¢
“0Oh dear! Oh, yes! Certainly!

Oh, erumbs!”

““Ha, ha, ha!” i

Tubby Muffin led the way, with two
arms linked din his. With a lugu-
brious visage, he led the juniors inta
the schoolhouse and up to the box-
room. With a deep sigh he threw
up the lid of a trunk. :

There was the tuck—what remained
of it!

About a third part had vanished.

“So you were keeping it here to
scoff whenever you got hungry?”
eaid Jimmy Silver.

“Nunno! Only to keep it safe, you
know !”

“Where's the rest?”

“The—the what?”

“The rest of the [.lrruh.”

“ Ye—is~—ien’t it all there?”

“Von know it isn’t, you toad!”
roared Jimmy. * Where's the rest of
it—sharp?”

“Phe—the rats must have got ab
it 1 stammered Tubby.

“What?"

“Or—or the cat! Mrs. Maloney's
cat may have got at it !”

“Mrs. Maloney’s cat may have
scoffed tinned pineapple and tinned
beef 1 yelled Lovell.

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, cats are awfully intelligent,
you know!” said Tubbf * Mrs.
Maloney's cat is very intellizent. It
—it may have been able 'to-*to open
the tins somehow—— Yoogoop !”

Tubby Muffin smote the flaor with
his plump person before he could get
any further. ;

“Now, where’s the rest of the
grub ?” asked Lovell.

“Yow-ow-ow !

“(Give him another '

“Hold on! I—I ate it!” gasped
Tubby. “I forgot! I—I meant to
mention it to you chaps, of course!
I--T happened to eat it, you know—
absent-mindedly—"

Bump, bump, bump !

Tubby Muftin roared with anguish,
The Classical chums had no mercy
upon a person who had caten tuck
intended for a prisoner of war,
whether absent-mindedly or not.

Having been well bumped, Tubby
Muffin was rolled out of the hox-room,
and ‘half a dozen boots helped him
down the stairs.

“Now, this blessed tuck’s no good
for the chap in Hunland; we can't
send it!” said Jimmy Silver.

“You can send money to the
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Committee, if you like.” said Rawson.
“They'll send the grub if you send
the money.” ¥

“Well, as ‘we've had the whip-
round,  we'd  better do that!” egid
Jinuny Sjlycr. “We'll hold a sale of
this stuff, and send the money to the
Prisoners of War Committeo fop
Tubby's brother.’

“Good ege !l )

Jimmy's 1des was carried out.

There was a ready sale for what was
left of the tuck, and as some of the
fellows gave exfra good prices—for
the benefit of Private Muffin—the sale
realised the original sum of seven-
teen-and-sitpence, in spite of Tubby's
scoffing a portion of if,

Jimmy Silver took charge of the
dash, and he sought out '1'nbb¥
Muffin. He found that fat youth
groaniug in his study.

“You fat waster!” said Jimmy
sternly, “We've sold the tuck!
We've got seventeen-and-gix again;
and it's for your brother!”

Tubby Muffin left off groaning
quite suddenly. He extended a fat
yaw to the captain of the Kourth.

“Good!” he exclaimed. “Hand
it over!”
¥ ¥es,' snorted Jimmy Silver.

“I'm likely to put it in your greedy
paws, you—you fat Hun! I'm going
1o wiite to the Prisoners of War
Committee, give them your brother’s
address in Hupland, and ask them to
send the grub to hun, to the value of
severiteen-and-six.”

”Olk !’l

“(iive me your brother’s number’
and address~sharpl”

“Hadn't I betier write tho letter,
a2l Pt W0 Toney 0 Theee.m

“Ring oft 1" shoutod Jimmy Silver
foroviously.  “Now, what's your

Lirother's battolion in the  Dublin
Fusiliors?”
“ His—hig battalion?” !

“Yaes, and his regimental number 2’

“His—his rlumber?"”

“‘And where is he interned in. Ger-
many--what place?”

“Oh, degr!” -

“Don't you know?? demanded
Jimmy,

“Nunno! My—my pater didn’t
mention all that in his letter,” stam-
mered Tubby Muffin.

“Yeb you were making out that
you were going to send ﬁim a par-
cel I howled Jimmy. *“ You spootin
Prussian! You meant to scoff it, all
along, and Ieave your brother in Ger-
mauny to shift for himself!”

“1=1 say, Silver, you know~——"
murmured Tubby.

“Well, we've got to get the batta-
lion, number, and address from your
father,” .said Jimmy. Silver. “You
can ]writg to 31'21’1'1, and ask.”

HOr it will save time if you éan
telephone,” said Jimmy. -“Is ‘your
pater on the telephone?”

Tubby Muftin brightened up.

““Yes; that's all right. You hand
me the cash, and 'l phone to the
pater, you know, and it will be as
vight us rain!”

“I'lIl hand you a thick ear® said
Jimmy Silver,

* Yaroooh 1”

“Now, what's your pater’s tele-
‘phoneé number?”

‘1 refuse to telephone to him
‘unless you hand the mpney to me,”
said Tubby wrathfully, “If you can't
trust me—--"

(Continued from the previous page.)

“ What's hig
Jimmy Silver.

“I—I-—) forget.'

“Well, T can find it in ihe tele-
hone directory,” sgid Jimmy, and
1e turned to the door,
1"l‘u.bb;\r Muffin made a jump affer
1.

“I—I say: you're not going to
telephone to my pater!” he gasped,
i utter dismay,

“Yes, I am, fathead.”

' “ About—about my brother Digk?"”

“Yes, ass!”

“1—I'd rather you didn’t——""

“Go and eat coke!”

Aud Jimmy Silver strode out of the
study, leaving Tubby Muffin rooted to-
the Hoor, staring after him blankly.

nymber?” roared

The 7th Chapter,
Spoofed !

Oswald of the Fourth Jooked into the
end study.

“Bootles has gone out!” he an-
nouncéed,

The Fistioal Four rose.from the tea-
table at once. They had been waits
ing to hear that their respected
Form-master had gone out. They
wanted the use of Mr. Bootles’ tele-
phone for a few minutes.

“Right-ho!” gaid Jimmy Silver,
“Clome on, you chaps!”

The chums of the Fourth hurried
down the passage. Tubby Muflin
meb them at the head of the stairs.

“1—I say, Silver——" he stam.
mered.

Y Buza off 1?

“But I—I say; you're net goin
to telephone to my pater, are you?”
said Tubby beseechingly.

*¥es, you duffer! We've got to
know your brother’'s address in Ger-
many, ta send it to the committee.”

“T'd rather you left it to me—
Le) go my ear Lovell, you beast!
V-E o wnry  pmven; you 1

ol enn fraat me, you know ! il
know I'm the soul of honour, now,
don't you?"

"llIu, ha, ]Ilu-'”

“1 say, Silver, old chap—-"

Tubby Muffin was deposited on the
floor, and Jimmy Silver & Co. hurried
downstairs te Mr. Bootles’ study.

'The coast was clear, and the Fisti-
cal Wour were not long in getting 'to
WOrk,

Jimmy Silver turned over the pages
of the Korm-master’s telephone direc-
tory, and found the name of Muflin,

“It's only the other side of
Latcham,” he remarked. ‘It won’t
be a trunk-call. That's lucky. Bootles
might hop in before we could get
through if it was.” He took up the
receiver, * Latcham ONEe-0-0N¢
please,”

Jimmy waifed.

The study door opened, and Tubby
Muflin’s fat face loeked in, with a
very wochegone expression.

“J—I say; are you 'phoning?”? he
stammered.

“Shut up!™

“But 1 say-—"

Tovell made a rush. at the door,
and Tubby scuttled away down the
passage. Jimmy gave his attention
to the rveceiver, A voice was coming

Tthrough.
*Hallo1” '
“Hallo! Iz that Mr. Muffin??

. “Yes; Mr. Muffin speaking,” came
in fat, wheezy tones, very like Tubby
Muffin’s own.

“ Good-afternoon, Mr.  Muffin,
I'm  speaking from  Rookwood
School.”

*¥es?!

“I'm Jimmy Silver! Your son

Reginald is in my Form. you know [
“Ts Reginald unwell?”

RGh nol?
“Then what is the matter?

My
time 18 of value!

“So is mine!” grunted Jimmy
Silver,

“What?"

“Never mind. Tubby--I mean
Reginald—has told us about his
brother-—" b

“Eh? Do you mean Percival?”

‘“*No; Richard.”

“FEh? My younger son’s name is
Percival !”

“T don't mean him, sir! I mean
your eldest son, in the Army——""

*“What?"

“The chap who's been capiured by
the Germans,” explained Jimmy Sil-
ver, a little exasperated by Mr,
Muffin’s want of comprehension,

“Are yon joking?”

£ Of course not,” exclained Jimmy
Silver indignantly. * Nothing to joke
about, so far as I can sce,”

“Has anything happened to my son
Reginald at Rookwood?”

“Eh? Nal”

“Then what do you mean by say-
ing that he has been captured by the
Germans? Is this a foolish joke?”

“T don’t mean Tubby—Reginald!”
howled Jimmy Silver into the trans-
mitter. ‘I mean your eldest son.”

“Reginald is my eldest son!”

“Wha-a-at !"

Jimmy Silver nearly dropped the
receiver.

“What does he say!” exclaimed

Lovell., : :

“He says Tubby is his eldest
son "

“My bat!” ejaculated Lovell,

Raby and Newcome in chorus.

*1~-1 say, sir!” Jimmy gasped into
the telephone. “ Haven't you another
sot1, older than Tubby, named Dick—
I mean Richard?"”

“Certainly not!” came in testy
tones along the wire, “ Really, if this

is a specimen of Rookwood humour, .

1 can only say that it is misdirected,
and I consider——"

“Haven’t you a son in the Army?”
shouted Jimmy Silver.

“Certainly 1 haye not!”

“Then—then—then—" Jimmy
Silver fairly stuttered, * Then—then
he hasn't been captured by the Ger-
mans, and he's not a prisoner in Gep-
many
Y f

o't b abwied 1

Me., Mullin rang off nngrily

Really, Jimmy Silver's last question
was a little superfluous.  If Mr.
Muffin’s son Richard had no existence
outside Tubby's fertile imagination,
certainly he could nof possibly be a
prisoner in Germany.

. Jimmy Silver sat with the receiver
in his hand, blinking at the tele-
phone.

“Well 7 demanded Lovell.

ki M}f hat !):

“What does he say?"”

“He~-he-—he 'hasn't 'a son
Richard !”  gasped Jimmy Silver.
“Tubby’s his eldest son. = The fat
yillain has been spoofing us all along!
We've been raising a giddy fund for
& chap who doesn’t exist !

“ Great Seott!”

Jimmy Silver jammed the receiver
back on the hooks and jumped up.

“No wonder he didi’t want me to
telephone!”  he  exclaimed.  “No
wonder he wanted the cash in his fat
paws! Why, I'll skin him!"

“Come on!” exclaimed Lovell,

The Fistical Four dashed out of
Myr. Bootles’ study,

Tubby Muffin saw thein coming,
and their expressions were sufficient
to tell him of the discovery they had
made.

The fat Classical made a break for
the stairs.

Fear lent Tubby wings. ITe “did”
the staircase in record time. and
rushed headlong into the Fourth.
FPorm passage, and into the arms of
Conroy, Pous, and YVan Ryn.

The Coloninl ('o. grasped him and
held him fast. Tubby wriggled and
squirmed and voared,

“Yarooh! Leggol
j-)-joke! Yarooh !
Yow-ow!” i

“What's the merry row?” asked
Conroy as the Fistical Four came up,
panting. The  Classical  Fourth
gathered round in great excitement.

“There isn't any brother Dick!”
shouted Jimmy Silver, “Tubbiy
hasn’t any brother in the Army at all,
let alone a prisoner in Germavy !

““Oh, crumbs!”

“Howly mother av Moses!"

“ All 'spoof ! yelled Lovell. * Spoot
from beginning to end! It was a
dodge to raise the wind to get tuck.”

“Nealp him !”

“Yarooh! It—it was only a joke!”
shrieked Tubby Muffin, in alarm. “1
—I was only pulling your leg, you
know. I—I wasn't gomg to scoff the
tuck myself, you know.”

Bump!

“T—I mean I was going to scoff
it 1" gasped Tubby. * Leggo! Can't

It was only a
Keep 'em off !

you fellows take a  j-j-joke?
Yarooop!"”

Bump, bump !

“Oh, crumbs!  Help! Yarooop!”

*“Frog's march!”
“Pile in 1"
“Help!

shouted Oswald,

Yarooh! I say, it was
only a joke! I don't want the seven-
teen-and-six. Yoooop!”

Tubby Muffin's voice died away in
a gurgle.

The incensed juniors grasped him
on all sides, and the fat Classical went
up and down the Fourth-Form
passage in  the jovful procession
known as the frog’s march.

Not till they were tired did the
Classical juniors cease to march
Tubby Muffin up and down,

Tubby was tived before they were.

When they were finished they rolled
Lhim, inte his study, and he landed
on the rig, and lay spluttering.

“Think twice before you spoof us
again !" said Jimmy Silver, shaking a
warning finger at him.

"}iug~gug-|.:ug!" A !

"%'h*t‘;ail,“ﬁ“ﬂ;\.nnrl.m'\- is roing fo

YRR woventoon-and-slx 1n Kot Lo
to the Cottage
Coommbe,"” added Jimmy.
done that much good, you
porpoise |

*Gug-gug-gug !

And the juniors, feeling that justice
had been done, deparfed, leaving
Tubby Muffin still sprawling on the
rug, emitting wild and weird souuds
as he strove to get his second wind,

Later that evening, when Jimmy
Silver & Co. were working at their
prep in the end study, Tubby Muffin’s
fat face peered cautiously in. The
Fistical Four fixed & grim look on
i,

“I-~I say, Silver,” began Tubby.

“Well 2"

q i cRall iR

he' sont l|u«1|m|| il

“You've
spoofing

“You're going to send it to the
Cottags lospital ¥
S Yeos. "

“Well, the fact is, Silver, I'd
rather send it mysclf personally.”
hat !”

*8o you can hand it over to me,
s

and Tl send it off,” said Tubhy
Muffin briskly.  *“ITand it over,
pleage ! )

Jimmy Silver sat petrified for &

moment.

He did not speak. Ile

reached for the inkpot as soon as lie
could move.

Tubby Muffin vanished down the
passage just in time.

He did not inquire after the soven-
teen-and-sixpence any more,  That
handsome sum was duly despatched to
the Cottage Hospital without Tubby
Muffin's assistance,

THE END«
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BAITING OR WAITING.

Sceno: Cafe Blank,
in great haste.

Jones is secking a “quick ” Tunch.
So, sitting down at a tabld, he hur-
riedly orders a filleted sole.

Ten minntes clapse,  No sign of
the fish.

Another five minutes. Jones grows
angry aud impatient. 4

“Waiter,” he demands, “ wasn't b
you who took my order?”

Enter Joncs,

“Yes, sir,” replied the waiter.
“You ordered fish.”
“Well, what on e¢arth are vou

doing -to the crcauture? Can't
catch jt %"
The waiter lookad thoughtful.
* Maybe, sir’—he sighed slowly
“yon didu’t give me the vight king of
bait 1"

you

GREAT AUTHOR SOME DAY,

“Stand ! commanded the teacher.
s Sl s bl
Plve ol whewoel, Tt ot with wufils
aent uniformity,

YEIG down ! said the teacher,

Little "Tommy was s naughty boy,
and he turned up the folding seat at
the critical moment, so thaf the other
two boys who shared it with him sat
down heavily on the fioor.

That was why little Tommy was
kept after tho others had gone, and
ordered to write an cssay of thirty
words,

Heore is Tommy’s effort:

“Billy met a little kitten, and safd,

*Come  hore. pussy,
Pussy, pussy, pussy,
pussy, pussy, pussy,
Pussy, Dpussy, pussy Pussy,

Pussy, pussy, pussy '

BITHMESS.
* Maoin fader,”

son  (otherwise
Junior), thoe

asked Joln Simp-
Jacab  Schlosky,
secondhand  elathes
emporium, “a shentleman vants fo
know il dot all-vool, nen-shrinkablo
shirt vill shrink 2"
* Doos it fid him 7" asked *fader.”
“No,” replied J. 8. junior; *if is
too hig.” £
* Vell, then, mein son,” was'"J. &,
seniot's placid veply, it vill shrink 1™

of

Up the stair-

il

NOW READY!

™

case he flew,
with Jimmy
Silver ' & Co.
1'u,gi|1g on  his
track.

Collar him I
roared Raby.
i Htotn
# Bca

IN

him !”
p him!"

Warvantedisyears
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The tst Chaptenrn
Not Popular.
'*“Ha, ha, ha!”

Frank Richards sat up in the grass
on the bank of the creek, and looked
round as he heard the sudden shout
of laughter.

His  cousin, Bob Lawless, was
stretched on his back in. the grass,
with “his hands behind his head,
staring lazily at the distant peaks of
the Rockies, dim against 1‘19 deep
hlue of the-sky.

“Something’s = on, Bob,”
Frank, as he gat up.

Bob did not trouble to move.

“Only that guy!” he said tersely.

“Who?" asked Frank.

“ Boauclerc, * The chaps are making
fun of him, as usual,”’ viwned Bob
Tawlets, *‘Let him rip!”

But Frank Richards rose to his
{eet, and looked quickly in the direc-
tion of the log Bchool House of
Cedar Creek. /

*Ha, hai bha!”

Frank did not join in the laughter
of the Cedar Creek fellows, but he
could not help grinning.

1t was close on time for afternoon
lpssons, and many of the fellows were
making their way towards the School
| ovvima.

Vire Boauclere, the new boy ab
(Hack f Creek, was conspiouots among
thon

Tha slim, bandsome lad; with his
(uiet, reserved manner and half-
#vrogant expression, would have been
picked out at a glance among  the
cheery, sturdy sons of the Canadian
settlers.

A fellow could hardly have looked
more out of place than Vere Beauclete
leoked at Cedar Creek School.

Pride of birth and aristocratic lofii-
ness were ludicrously out of place at
the lumber school in the  great
Western land, where such prejudices
were held in humorous scorn.

And Beauclerc, with all his pride
of race, was only the son of a remit-
tance man, an idle waster, known as
a hapger-on at all the saloons in the
district. ;

T'rank Richavds was probably the
only fellow at Cedar Creek who felt
anvthing but contemptuous dislike for
yhe remittance man’s g0l

But Frank could not help feeling
a certain amount of interest m the
tad who. like himself, had been born
an the Old Country. but. unlike l_lim—
golf. ‘had been unable fo assimilate
himself to the customs of a new and
treer land.

Vere Beauclerc came and « went,
dav by day, without exchanging a
wobd with his schoolfellows i

Frank's one atterupt at friendship
Tiad been rudely ropulsed. and since
then Frauk had let him alone.

Frank grinned, and then frowned,
45 he Jooked at Beauclerc now. Some
humorous fellow had nttached o label
to hig back, evidently unknowg to

said

‘Beauclerc. It was the lid of an old
cordboard box, aud upon it was.
daubed in large letiers
MPHIE ONI AND ONLY!
GAZE AND ADMIRE !”
Quite: unconscious . of that label

Beaunclere walked*towards the School
House¢, Jooking neither to the right
nor the left.
But the other fellows, as
gightéd it, yelled with lnughter,
“Gaze and admire!” velled Eben

they

Hacke. * Ha, ha, ha!”
“Mha ' one and  only!”  chovtled

Chunky Todgers. ‘““He, he, he!”

It did not seem to occur to Vere
Besuclere for some minutes that the
outburst of merriment was connected
with himself.

As that fact dawned upon him his
checks flushed, and he looked round,
with a flashing glance.

The black anger in his look only
yedoubled the wmerriment’ of the
metry young Canadians.

TH E BOYS, FRIE ND on:'l"?nnv

ha!”
bad 1"
though he could hardly help joining
in_the laugh.

Bob Lawless sat up.

““Ha, ha,

“It's too Frank,

muttered

* What's the joke! he
“Oh, erumbs ! Ha, ha, ha "

Beauclerc gave the chums a fierce
look.

“Haw, haw, haw!” roared Eben
Hacke. * Look at the only one—the
one and only ! Just escaped from the
Housge of Lords! Haw, haw, haw!”

Beauclere, with hiz brows kuitted,
strode .up to  Hacke.. 'The big
Westerner towered head anel
shoulders over hiu, though Beauclerc
was tall for his age.

“What this
Beaunclere.

* Haw, haw, haw !

Beauclerce clenched his linnds.

Frank Richards ran up has
did not want to see Beaucler
some' face hapunered by
huge fists.

“Mind your own business, Franky,”
growled Bob Lawless,

But Frank did'not_heed.

Even Bolys boundless good-nature
seemed to fail him when he came in
contact with Beauclerc.

Frank hastily interposed,

e anky a oke, Beavsters,” e

el TMore's womothing on you
buck

yawned.

does mean "™  said

y. He
3's hand-
Hacke's

QR

“let him alone!” growled Hacke.
“What do you want to spoil a good
joke for, you jay:i"

Beauclere’s flush deepened
groped behind him, and
the card. = His cyes glittere
looked at it There was a fresh burst
of laughter from the schoolboys.
Beauclere's  anger was nothing  to
them.

“Who fastened this on my back?”
exclaimed Beauclere furiously.

‘‘Ha, ba, ha !l

“Find outd”

Beauclere’s lips envled.

“1f the fellow's Lafruid to own
up-—-~" he said seernfully.
“0Oh, oome off" said Chunky

Todgers at once. &'l put it fhere !

i Keep quiet, my merry Qreaser!’ said Bob Lawless,
face. ' We've got you nobbled, my pippin!

A

Beauclere strode towards him.

The little, fat felow was no match
for him, but he stood his ground, and
put up his fat fists coolly.

“Clome on, my lord!” he grinned.

Beauclere, if he had been cooler,
would not have thought of touching
the fat schoolboy. A fight with
Chunky Todgers was rather absurd,
for one thing. But he was too angry
to reflect now.

In another moment the humorist of

(Cledar Creek would have been
knocked spinning,  but . in- - that
moment Bob Lawless stepped be
tween.

Beauclerc's arm was knocked up ‘at
onee.

*No, you don't!” said Bob grimly.
“If you're spoiling for a fight, I'm
vour antelope!”

et

“Good man!” said Chunky cheer-
fully. *“Give him a licking' for me,
Bobby., Why can't the silly chump
take a joke?”

“Will vou stand aside, Lawlese?”
said Beauclere between his: teeth.

I guess not,” said the Canadian
schoolboy:  contemptuonsly. “l'm
nearer your size than Chunky is.”

““Beauclere,” muttered:  Frank,
_‘r}ﬂlutf)t be an ass! It: was only a
10Ke. 4

1 dan’t enrs daF sweh jekes,” sid
Ponuclore, “and dan't  Intend to
allaw them, eithee"

‘

“He don’t intend!”  chuckled
Hagke, **Iark to his lordship! This
is the wav we talk {o our serfs in the
old baronial hall.”

4 e, ha, ha!?

“Will yon clear off, Lawless?”

“Oh, nol”

Beauclere said no more, but he
advanced upon Bob, with his hapds
up and his eves blazing.

5y nu_\'-: 1

It was Miss Meadows® voice.

The schoolmistress camne out of the
porch, her brows knitted.

“(‘ease this at once!"” she said
sharplv. **Go into the school-room,
both of you!”

“Cortainly,
Lawless.

He walked into the log house; and

ma'am,”  said Bob

dealing with the Schooldays of Frank
Richards, the Famous Author of the Tales of

Harry Wharton & Co.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

Beauclere, after a second’s hesitation,
followed him.” The fight was “‘off,”
at least. for the present.

When the fellows gathered in class,
Beauclere sat with a cold, grim face.
But the rest of the class were grin-
ning.  Vere  Beauclere, poor and
prond, wrapped himself in a cold
reserve ns in an armour of proof; but
at the Cedar Creek School the pride
of “the remittanee man's son ‘was'a
standing joke.

The 2nd Chapter.
. 8topped on the Trall,

Frank Richards joined his cousin
immediately rmhonf was . dismissed
that afternoon.

He was anxious that the threatened
affray should go no further. !

Frank, with his experience of pub-
lia schgol life in' the ! Old Country,
conld make allowances for Beauclerc
that the ather fcllows never thought
of making.

To the cheery young Canadians
RBeauclera « seemed  nothing - but  a
proud and snobbish duffer, but Frank
knew ‘that there was more in him

than that. :

Frank had not forgotten how. the*
remitlance mas son had rigked lis
e to pall Bl ot of the viver alter
e the rapid

he had Deen swipt o

flourishing the bludgeon over the savage, upturned
Do you want your silly head caved in 7"

' Where
asked
nem.

“1 guess I'm going to speak to the
Cherub,” said Bob. “T.et me go,
Tranky. I've simply got to punch
hig nose !

" Leave his nose alone, and come
home.” said Frank.

“Oh, bosh ! He'll think I'm afraid
of him.”

“Bother him ! Let's get oft.”

Bob Lawlesg shook his arm free.

“I'm going to punch his nose !” he
said, T tell won T can’t stand the
fellow. Frank, with his superior airs,
What he wapste is a jolly good hiding,
and he wants it badly. Ho's simply
yelling out for it, in fact.’

“ Lawless I

are you going, Bob:"”
Frank, catching his cousin’s

“Yeos, Miss Meadows !™ said Bob,
touching his hat to the schoolmistress.
“You seem to have quarrelled with
Beauclere, the new boy.”
Ye-e-es, ma'am!”

“Please do not let me see you
carry the quarrel any further,” said
Miss Meadows sevevely. T shall be
very angry with you, Lawless.”

“0h 1™ said Bob.

“You may go home now,” added
Miss Meadows.

* Ye-o-08, ma'am.”

Frank Richards grinned as he
marched his cousin away to the gates.
Bob looked crestfallen.

The two chums caught their ponies,
and walked them down the path to
the trail. Beauclerc was gomg the

same way, and he paused as Bob and
Frank came along.

“1 waited for you, Lawless¥ he
said, hjs well-cut lip curling.

Bob crimsoned.

“T can’t hammer you here,” he
said. ‘‘Miss Meadows has put her
foot down. She seems 1o think it

wonld' bs a pity to spoil your ‘beauty.
1 think it would do you good my-
self.”

Beauclere shrugged his shoulders

“Tf thatis all vou have to say, I
may as well go hamwe,” he said.

L T T L D T AL
Bob, “Miss Moadows 18 a good sort,
and I'm not going to make her mad
But 'l pull your cheeky nose another
time. ‘To-morrow's a holiday, and if
vou care to come along where 1 can
meet you, I guess 1L knock some of
the ‘insolence out of you  fast
enough 1"

“ Anywhere you like,’
clere mstantly.

“Bob!” murmured Frank.

“Oh, cheese it, Frank! You let
Beauclere punch you; I guess Tl
m him squirm for that while I'm
about it.”

“He saved my life,” said Frank.

“Oh, bother 1t! Any fellow would
have pulled you out of the creek, I
suppose.”  Bob turned to Beauclero
again. “Come along fo the Indian
ford to-morrow afternoon. You know
the place. 1 guess you'll find me
there.” .

“T ghall be there!” said Beauclerc.

He turned away. and plunged into
the wood, taking the shortest cut to
the miscrable shack on the creek that
was his home.

Frank and Bob mounted their
horses, and rode away on the home-
ward trail. Bob's usually sunny face
was clouded, and Frank did not look
cheerful.

“Coming up with me to-morrow,
Frank 7 asked Lawless, after a long
silence. d

“Yes, L shall come,” said Frank

»

said Beau-

Richards, “1 wish you weren't
going to fight Beauclere, all the
same.”

“You seem to feel wery friendly
towards the cad.” St 5

“Not exactly that,” said Frank:
“only I think I can undérstand him
a bit. He’s a bit of a snob, I'm
afraid, but he doesn’t mean to be.
e can't get used to being down in
the world. He’s so jolly - touchy
because he’s so poor.”

* Lots of the follows are poor withs
out bemng touchy,”. -

“They’'ve got more sense,”
Frank. * Beauclere was brought up
among ‘rich people in  England
titled people who fancy they are the
salt of the earth. ITe's got.afl sorts of
falso ideas into his head. and he hasu't
got them ont again yet.”

<1 punch some of them out.”

Frank laughed. g

“T don’t think punching will do
him much good.”

“Well, yvou were brought up at.a
big school i England, Frank. One
of vour pals there was a titled chap;
you've told me about him. But son
haven’t brought a swelled head to
Canada liko that fellow.”

“Iahaps I've got more scnwe,”

said
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“You gee, poor
old Boeauclerc's. got nothing left bub
his pride, and he sort of wraps him-

said Frank, langhing.

self up i it.” !

“Then it's time he had some of it
knocked out of him,” grunted Bob.
“That sort of rot cuts no ice in this
country. I'll do my best to-morrow
to knock some pride out and some
gense in.”’ ;

The subject dropped, and the
cousing rode on in silence. They
were following the forest trail, on

‘which the shadows were deepening as

the sun sank lower towards the far

acific, Tl
Overhead the branches of the big
trees lockad, forming a deep shade

‘over the trail. The path was roughly

marked by hoof-prints.

In the deepest and narrowest part
of the trail the two schoolboys slacked
down, riding carefully to avoid the
overhanging boughs; and suddenly
from the thick larches, interlaced wit
creepers, beside the trail, came a deep,
sharp voice :

¢ Halt!? { :

A man sprang ont into the trail.

The two schoolboys drow in their
ponies at once in amazement.

They looked down at the man
standing in the trail before them. ile
was a short, thick-set fellow, with
curly black hair and a dark, bronzed
face, and glittering, black eyes.

They did not need telling that he
was not a Canadian. He was plainly
o Mexican, and equally plainly what
was known in Western parlance as a
“bad man.”

His black eyes scintillated over a
revolver he held in his dirty, dusky
hand. ;

“ et down !V
in English, with
accent i.:t' "hiﬁ voice,

ny up ! i
po”\?5.711]:.:;. you cheely hound ! broke
out Bob Lawless. “How dare you

bl

The Mexican spoke
the soft Bpanish
“(Get down, and

*Get down !

Wl wged fivw wavigely: vy

"Soure i Chneda now, my man,
nol n Mezoo, Wao koep a ropa
voicly fer your sort here,  Clear nsigie,
and Tt um poss, or ib will be the worse
for you”

The Mexican's revolver came up to
8 ewvel.

‘Giot down 1™ he repeated.

Frank locked at his cousin. He
wes prepared to follow Bob's lead,
but the Canadian had slid from his
pony, There was no arguing with o
sia-sloaer in a reckless hand.

Meank followed his example, and
they dismounted, and’ stood beside
their penies, while the Mexican came

L nearer.

The 3rd Chapter.
The Rustler,

Frank Richards’ heart was beating
hard, though he was calm.

Bob did not leok scared in the
legst, His brows were knitted with
slnger.

The muffian evidently intended rob-

bery, and it came as a surprise to the
(anadign as much as to the English
lad.
The Mexican had probably druvk
his lagt dollar in one of the camp
saloons, and taken to the frail to re-
plenish hig supplies of cash in a way
that was not uncommon in hig own
country.

Whether the ruffinn would venture
to use his weapon in case of resist-
ance wis o question, but he looked
bruta) and reckless enough to do so.

s black eyes glinted at the two
schoolboys over the barrel.

“1 am sorry, senores,” he said, with
a mocking grin, "1 must trouble

ou to pony up
! Bob é’;;ttf'd his teoth.

*“Da you know what to expoect for
playing” this ' game  here?” “he ex-
claimed. -

The Mexican shrugged his thick
shoulders.

“Vayal I s not heee to
senor,  Turn oul your pocleets |

The chums hesitutod, and tho trigger
rose o fraction under tho pressure of
a dirty finger.

“You will do better to make haste,
senores,” said the Moxican grimly.
“f am-in a harey.”’

Bob Lawless made up his mind, and
turned ont what meney he had, cen-
sisting of two silver dellars and some
small change. Frank Richareds with.
out a ward followed his example.

“Tt is little encugh, senores, but

TO HIS ENEMY!
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(Continued from the
previous page.)

the horses, they are worth some-
thing.”! The Mexican pointed down
the trail.  * Vamoose !”

There was no help for it.

The chums walked on down the
trail, leaving their ponice in the
hands of the * rustler.

Bob Lawless strode on with com-
pressed lips and set teeth. THis cyes
were gleaming under his bent brows.

As soon as the intervening trees hid
them from the sight of the rustler
Bob stopped. .

“Hold on, Franky ! he whispered.

Frank halted.

“That greaser thinks
ouf,” whispered Bob. ‘‘Are you
game to come back? 1 guess he's
not going to walk off with our horses
and leave us to sashay home en boot-
leather. Goodness knows where he’ll
be by the time the M.P.'s get after
him! Over the border, very likely,
out of reach. Are you game?”

“Yes, rather!” said Frank, be-
tween his teeth.

Bob listenad intently. There was
a sound of whinnying from the direc-
tion where they had left the thorse-
thief with the ponies. ;

Bob opened his pocket-knife and
ent a thick stick from the bush, He
cut another for Frank,

“Now come on,” he
—“and quiet.”

The Canadian plunged

we've lit

whispered,

into  the

trees. '
Frank followed him, picking his
way softly on Bob's track. Bob

made no sound as he advanced.

He paised once or twice to lisien,
and then pressed on again.

To the English lad the forest was
trackless, and he could not even guess
what was Bob's objective.

But Bob led on with hardly a pause,
evidently with,a fixed destination in
view.

He held up his hand at last.

Frank halted.

“Look ! whispered Bob,  pulling
his cousin to his eide behind the trunk
gFa_b' ey PR A A bR
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rank peerad out from Behind e

tron, and to his surprive saw the frail
before him.

“ Bobrm"'

“Don't you see?” Bob grinned,
with zather a grim look in his eyes,
however. *‘The greaser’s going back
the way "we came with our horses,
towards Cedar Creek. The  trail
winds round here. We've cut across
the forest and' gor ahead of him. e
will pass this place.”

“Oh!” said Frank,

He understcod now.

Bob Lad heard enough of the
movencnts of the horses to show him
that the Mexican was going back up
the trail, the way the boys had come
from schoel.

He had to follow the winding trail
with the stecds,

Bob and his comrade had cut across
the thick wood and struek the frail
some distance ahead.

They were well ahead of the Mexi-
can now, and had only to wait for
him fo pass with his plunder,

And then~

Frank Richards' gwsp tightened
upon hig hludgeon. He was quite
ready to put up a fight Tor his pro-

erty.

“Tollow m¥ lead, old chap!" whis-
pered Bob, “He will shoot if he gets
a_chance. I guess wo're not givin
him a chance. Don't show yourself
till 1. do.”

“Right I muttered Frank.

There was a beat of haof-heats on
the trail, They were only a few
minutes aheacd of the rustler,

Peering from behind the tree they
saw him coming up the trail, viding
one pony and leading the other,

There was a grin on the Mexican’s
dusky face as he rode, and he was
avidentally totally unsuspicious of the
fact that the schoolboys were not at
a safe distance.

Bob'd hand went up, with his blud-
geon in it, but he stood quite still,
waiting. Frank made no sound.

Clatter, clatter!

The horseman rode by,

Whiz !

Just as he came abreast Bob's hand
shot forward, and the heavy bludgeon
whizzed through the air.

Before the rider eveh knew that if
was coming it struck him upon the
side of the head with a fearful thud.

“Carambo I yelled. the startled
Mexican.

He  rvolled  helplessly  from  the
wacddle, yelling with pain, and crashed
into the grass of the trail.

The startled horses reared and
backed away, whinnying.

Bob Lawless rushed out into the
trail like lightning, and Frank
Richards was at his %eals.

As the dazed Mexican struggled up
to a sithing posture, grasping wildly
at his revolver, Frank's bludgeon
came, down with a crash upon his
head.

'The blow smashed through the
vaquero hat; and the Mexican sank
back with a groan. {

The next moment Bob Lawless’
knee was on his chest, and bhis re-
volver was wrenched away and tossed
into the thicket. K

“1 guess it's our win!" said Bob

coolly.
And  Frank Richards  gasped
. breathlessly :
“Hurrah !
The 4th Chapter,
Turning the Tables.
The Mexican struggled fechly

under Bob's gripping knee.

Hiz head was reeling from the
blows he had received, and his black
eyes were burning with rage.

“Carambo " he muttered. *“ Madre
de Dios! Ah!"

“(ive me your stick, Frank!”

“Here you are!"

“ Keep quiet, my merry greager !
said Bob, flourishing the bludgeon
over the savage, upturned face,
“We've got you nobbled, my pippin.
Do you want your silly head caved
Ln.';,’

* Mercy, senor!” gasped the terri-
fied Mexican.

“Shall T crack his nut, Franky?"
grinned Bob.

“ Merey !

Frank laughed. Bob Lawless was
nat likely to “erack the nut” of the
helpless man, but  the rustler evi-
dently expected to have his own
measure dealt out to him.

“QOh, stop your howling!" said
Bob contemptuously. 1 guess I'm
going to 19&50 you for the hangman
some day. Put a turn of the trvail-
rope vound his paws, ‘Frank, while I
hold him.”

* Right-ho ! ;

The two ponies, recognising their
masters, had ¢quicted down, and were
cropping the grass by the trail. Frank
cut a length from one of the trail-
ropes and bound the dusky wrists of

F B i dub i s

The winn watehed him with buen
ing eves, byt with the  bludgeon
flonrishing over his head he did not
venture to redst,

Boly Lawless rose to his feet,

“1 rather guess we're going to gat
our money back,” he remarked.
“ Where have you shoved it, you
black-jowled mongrel?”

* Carambo "

« “ Bpeak up—sharp!”  Bob's boot
climped on the Mexican's ribe, as a
hint that time was being wasted.

The ruffian indicated the pocket,
and Bob drew out the money. There
were a Mexican peso angd an Ameri-
can guarter theve also, which Bob
replaced,  He  handed Frank his
money, and slipped his own inta his
pocket.

The, Mexican, still lying in the
grass, watched him, with deadly
hatred in his scintillating eyes.

There was a huge bruise under his
thick black hair, and bload was run-
ning down from a cut. Bitter hatred
and revenge were in: his looks, but
his expression only drew a scornful
smile from the Canadian lad,

“1 guess you'd hetter cliek this
game on this side of the border, my
beauty,” said Bab. = **This isn't quile
the same as Mexico or Arizona, you
know.” He picked a knife oui of the

- Mexican’s belt and snanped the blade

under his heel, “You're better with-
out that, T guess.  Come on, Frank "

“You will not leave me with my
hands bound, senoras!”™ panted thoe
Mexican,

“T guesy so,” said Bob. “You'se

less dangerous like that. my dusky
charmer. You can weork that rope off
in about two hours. A merry little
exercige for you.”
“Clarambo!” hissed the Mexican
between his teeth. **1f it shall hLe
Pedro Garcia’s lot to meet you again,
Senop———"?

“1  shouldn’t wonder!” grinned
Bob. “1 promise to come along and
see you hanged, if you stay in this
gection. 1f you know what’s good for
you, you'll light out prompt:.  The
Mounted Police will be nf'tg'r you as
soon as we can send them word of
your little game here.”: )

The Mexican staggered fo his feet,
wrestling  with - lus - bonds, as' the
sehoolboys vemounted the recaptured

ponies and cantered away,

The ruffian, still muttering. Spanish
oaths, was left behind.

The ehums of Cedar Créek rode
homeward in great spivite. The vie-
tory over the Mexican rustler had

1
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giﬂ’mde,d them a good deal of satisfac-

an.

They arrived at the ranch in a
merry mood. |

Bab Lawless at once informed his
father of the encounter on the trail, |
ang thoe yancher listened with a grim
brow.

“You reckless young rageals!” he
said.

“1 guess we couldn’t let a greaser
from down South get the hetter of a
Canadian, popper !” said Bob,

The vancher laughed.

“No; you've done well, But a stop
will be put to that scoundrel's little
game pretty quick. I'll send off a
um? At once to the Moeunted PPolice

st

And in three minutes o Kootenay
cattleman was riding nway with the
news that a Mexican ** rustler ™ was
loose in the section, and required
“vounding-up 7 by the NorthWest
M.P.’

P78,

“They'll bhave him by noon to-
morrow. unless he clears out over the
border,” said Bob, when the chums
sat down to supper. “That game
doesn’t pay in the Canadian West.
Hallo, what are vou thinking about,
Franky? You look as glum as a
remittance man waiting for the post
to come in!”

Frank Richards langhed.

“T.was thinking of Beauclerc,” ho

said. 4 i
“0Oh, bother Beauclerc!” exclaimed

Bob, “That chap seems to haunt
you., Pass the salmon, and think
about supper.”

“You mean to meet him to-
morrow ?”

“0Of course I do, fathead! Haven't
I promised to?”

*“Yes, but—" ’

“Bless your buts! Ave you going
to pass the salmon this way?”

And nothing more was said about
Vere Beauclerc, !

Frank Richards could not quite
dismiss the subject from his mind,
however. He wished very anuch that
the meeting of the morrow was not to
take place. !

But it was too late to think of that
now. Bob Lawless was determined,
and Frank knew that the remittance
man's son would not fail to keep the
appointment. f /

The next morning Frank Richards
and his cousin were busy about the

vanch, there being no school that
S sl VR TR L ) e et e e e
v \‘ Y r'l:
:hl a Canadian vanch theve 5 1o
room  for idle  hands, neithar  digd
Frank have any desire to eal the

bread of idlaness. He was only too
glad to make himself useful, and thus
repuy a little of the kindness he hLad
received from the bluff old rancher,

Early in the afternoon, the cousins
saddled their ponies for a ride, Tt
was time for the avpeintment with
Vere Beauclere {o be keot, and Bob
rode away to keep it, cavelessly and
cheerfully, But Frank's face was not
so sunny as usual as he cantered alony
with his Clanadian cousin,

The 5th Chapter.
The Fight.

“ Where's the plage, Bob?”

*The Indian ford,” said Bob. * It's
on the river about five miles balow
Cedar Creek. 1t's a long ride for us,
but it won't be far for the Cherub to
walk.” ?

“Wan't
Frank.

“1 guess not. ['don’t think he has
a geegee.”

HOh?

Bob Lawless laughed.

“Yvervbody rides here,” he said.
“But old Beauclerc doesn’t keep a
horse about his shack. He has one
sometimes, and sellé it when money
runs short and his remittance is late,
Sometimes, when he has luck at poker
or faro, he gives his hoy a new outfit,
I know he bought him a pory once,

but it went when old man Beauclerc
was hard up. Nice man!”

“1t's rough on Beauclere, having a
pater like that,” said Frank Richards,
frowning. !

*Jolly rough!™ agreed Bob, * Chap
could sympathise with him if he
wasn't so uppish and tonchy.”

“1 faney that's partly the reason
why he's so uppish and toughy, old
fellow.” it

* Possibly,” said Bob, with a yawn.

The green praivie fled rapidly under
the ponies’ hoofs. The vlain was left
behind, and the cousins vode by a
vough track through a belt of timber
near the river.

The thud of the hoofs echoed on the
rough. turf and among the Jbig,
shady trees.

A man lying in the bush lifted his
head and glanced at the trail as 'the
two riders went by f !

Two black, seintiflating eyes blazed
at the sight of Bob Lawless.

Beauclerc vide?” asked

The two ‘boys' were past 'in "a
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momant, riding on carvelessly, upecon-
seious of the fact that Pedro (Raveia's
dusky face was looking after them
from the bush. W

The Mexican gritted hig peeth.

“Carambo ™ he murmured. Tt is
he-~the nino of vesterday !

The ruffian felb over his bruised
head with a divty hand, and hig eyes
gleamed.

He stepped aqut into the trail with
the stealthiness of tho punther of his
native  country, and stood staring
after the riders. ~ His hafidl fumbled
with the pistol in his belt. There was
savige hatred and revenge' in the
black eyes of the desperado, Bug the
thick boughs swallowed up the riders
from his sight.

Unconscious of the savage enemy
they had passed, Frank Richurds and
Bob Lawless rtode on through the
timber at a leisurely pace.

The river was gleaming before
them now through the openings in
the trees.

A mile farther on they stopped.

Hero the hoofimarked track down
to the water showed that they were at
thie  ford. It was a lonely spot,
shadowed by trees i

Under a trae close by the river, a
figure stood erect, looking out over the
shining waters. ;

Vere Beauclere was fivst at the
meoting-place.

He glanced round at the sound of
beating hoofs and jingling bridles,
The chums jumped down, letting the
ponies run loose,

Vere Beauclere  raised: his  That
slightly. I A
*Sorry to keep you waiting ! said

Baob,

“1t is nothing; T Rave been here
‘only a few minutes,” said Beauclevc
indifferently.

“Von haven't brought wa second?”
usk‘eél' F‘gank.

No.

“Well, T can help both of you, if
you want any help,” said Frank
cheerfully. )

“Thank you! I shall need no

help !

Frank bit his lip.

‘Just as you like!” he said shortly.

“No need to waste time,” said Bob,
with a glance of dislike at the cold,
reserved face of the remittance man's
son, . ““We've come  here for busi-
ness,  l'm ready as soon as youave,
Beauclere.” i o

{

The Twa sehoolboys  stpippad 1o
theiv shivts,  They faced ewch other
under the shade of the big tree by
the river, with the thick, silent timber
behind, Trank Richaeds stood look-
ing on.

Boby Lawless “tied his hraces yound
his waist.  He disliked and despised
the follow ho ecalled the * Cherub,™
but hie knew that the fight was going
to be a hard one. :

Blim and  aluiost  delicate as he
looked at the lirst glance, Vere Beau
clere had a strong frame and museles
of steel.  And nobody looking at his
fuce could have doubted that he had
pluck,

“Ready ! asked Frank.

5 ragl
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And the light began.

Frank Richards leaned agsinst the
tree and looked omn. His face wax
clouded.  The remittance man’s son
had once rvepulsed and insulted him.
vet Irank conld noi find dislike in his
breast towards the lonely, proud lad.
He would have given a great deal to
have prevented that encounter.

But he was only a spectator. dnd he
looked on in silence. He fully ex:
pected to see Bob Lawless the vietor,
and he wanted to see him the victor,
vet he did not like to think of Beah-
clere defeatod and humiliated.

There were no rounds in the fight ;
it was hammer and tongs from the be-
ginning, But as it progressed Frank,
logking on, had to reyise his fivss
opinion. /

Beauclerc was by no means getting
the worst of it

Bob was stronger and sturdier. and
had boundless pluek and determing-

tion,  But in the matver of science
Beauclere had a very great advan-
tage, f ‘

Frank had done a good deal with
the gloves in his old days at school
in the Old Conntry, and he very soon
saw that Beauclere was a first-rate
hoxer. 8

In the rough-and-tumble fighting at
the lumber school Beb had not picked
up much in the way of expert know-
ledyge.

He gtood up to his skilful
antagonist, receiving  se punish-
ment without flinchin d giving
back” all he could; bu gave far

less than he received. |
‘Bob’s face was gradually fushing,
his eyes gleaming with an angry

hggﬂ. ¢
‘More than once he drove the *re
mittance man's son back two or three
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ARE YOU A SUPPORTER OF THE
ALL-SCHOOL-STORY PAPER ?

This week I wish to bring hefore
the notice of all my loyal readers the
magnificent attractions which are
oW appearing in_ our companon
papsr, the ** Penny Popular.”

The all-school-story paper—-ns the
“ Penny Popular ” can now be termed

is packed with eunthralling reading
matter. 1t is brightly illustrated, and
there is not a dull line in the paper,

In the course of a week 1 receive
many letters from readeys requesting
mo to lengthen the tales of Jimmy
Silver & Co. in the Boys' FRrIEND.

[ am very glad to think that there
are many veaders who cannot reud
enough about the Rookwood chums,
bt these readers should bear in mind
that there is always a fine long, com-
plete tale of Jimmy Silver & Co. 1n
the * Penny Popular,” dealing with
the earlier advenfures of the Rook-
wood chuimng,

The “Penny Popular™ also con-
tains long, complete stories of the
carlier adventures of Iarry Wharton
& Co, of Groyiriars, and Tom Merry
& Co. of Bt Jim's,

The  title  of  the
Yriday's issue are—

tales in  this

“ BILLY BUNTER'S WINDFALL !’

By Frank Richards.
"THE LAST HOPE!"
By Martin Cliford.
¢ THE SOHOOLBOYISEARCHERS !
By Owen Conquest.

For quality and euantity the
“Penny Popular ” is extremely hard
to beat, and those readers of the
Boys' Friexp who do not read fhe
saper would do well to place an order
1'01' it with their newsagents.

NEXT MONDAY'S PROQRAMME.

Every Story a Winner!

Next Monday's issue of the Boyvs’
Frienn is full of fascinating reading
matter. There will be incidents and
scenes of all kinds—dramatic, thrill.
ing, and humorous. The long, com-
plete tale of Frank Richards’ school.
days, which is entitled

“ROUNDING UP THE
RUSTLER!"

By Martin Clifford,
demands special attention. The rust-
ler once,more appears on the scene,
and this time he is in a more des-
perate mood than ever, He is heing
searched for by the North-West
Mounted Police, and in orvder to
avoid capture he is prepared to stoop
to any form of villainy.

Frank Richavds and his consin
play a big part in the chase. They
an\' that  if the rustler is @ not

captured he will continue to perform
bis villainous actions, and they set
out from the schoal, resolved to round
the man up and bring him to justice.

They little realise at the moment
of starting what perilous times arve
ahead of them, I can assure you
that you will be held spellbound when
vou read of the exeiting times the

vards, by sheer weght and strength ;
but Beauclere alvays vecovered his
grodnd by some manceuvre that was
too auick for Bob quite to follow it,

Bob found wmet of his dreives
stopped or warded, and Beauclerc's
gwilt counters came home in nearly
evory cage. . ! ] 3

It began slowly to dawn upon the
Lmind of the rancher's son that the
caline and elegant Beauclera was by no
means booked for a licking. Thut
thought made Bob angry and excited,
and gave Beauclere further advantage
in congequence.  The first to go to
grass wos Bob Lawless, and he fell
heavily, :

Beauclore stepped back quietly for
him torise. The half-disdainful, non-
chalant epression on Beauclerc’s face
had nof ¢hanged for a moment; it
seemed as it le knew that his
opponent. was not up to his weight
and cared nothing for him.

Trank ran forward to Bob's assist-
ance,

The rancher's son breathed heavily
as Frank helped hinv to his feet. Ile
gave Frank a vather gueer look.

“More in the guy than meets the
oye!” he murmured. *‘But I guess
P11 lick him yet—hang him "

Beauclere stood waiting, calm and
disdainful, )

Bob, Lawless came on again, and
the fighting was resumed. - Frank
Richards looked on  with knitted
brows. He ¢ould sea now that the
fight was a foregone conclusion. Iis
cousin was plainly getting the worst
of it. )

As he watthed the gay, kind-hearted
Canadian  Jad  meching  inevitable
defeat with steady pluck and defer-
niination, Frauk felb angry dislike
sitrge up in his breast for the remit-
tance man’s gon.

His thoughts were all for his cousin
naw, Dearly he would have liked to
dagh that  half-scarnful smile [rom
Beauclerc’s handsome face with his

But he had come there to see
g}g\,y} and he eould not intervenc,

oped against hope that Dob
ly(,:t prove the victor.

h |

fists,
| fair
He
might
Cras
Bob Lawless was down again, morg
heavily than  before. | Beaunclerg
looked down on him guietly, and
then picked up hig Jalglgt.

LOYAL TO HIS ENEMY!
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That movement, indicating that he
thought the tussle was over, exasper-
ated the fallen lad,  With blazing eyes
Bob Lawless struggled to his feet.
But his head was swimming and
dazed ; his severe punishment had fold
upon him, and he sank back, panting,

“Bob!" muttered Frank, stooping
over his cougin,

He did not hear a rustle in the
timber; he had no eyes for anything
but his cousin and ¢hum, and did not
dream of the fierce, savage eyes that
were peering out from the thicket.

“Boh, old man 1"

“I=[ guces I'm done, Franky!”
gasped Bob, *“I1 guess the guy was
too hofty for me, 'l try him again
another time."

“ Yoy are welcomo ! said Beauclere
coldly.

The thicket rustled again, and Bean-
clere glanced towards the timber,

Frank Richards belped lis cousin
to. his feet.

Bob stood up dabbing at his face
with his handkerchief,

“Look out!” shouted
suddenly.

“What "

Crack !

Beauelere ran forward.

The sudden shot from the timber
rapg with stunning noise by the silent
viver. For an ingtant Frank Richards’
horrified eyes canght a glimpse of a
fierce, dusky face and revengeful black
eyes looking from the timber. In
another instant the Mexican was gone,

Frank spun towards his cousiu. He
knew for whom that murderous shot
was intended,

Bob Lawless stood unharmed,

But in the grass at his feet lay the
son of the remittance man, his eyes
half closed and blood welling {rom
under his ghirt.

‘The 8th Chapter.
in the Shadow of Death!

“The Mexican!” shouted Irank
Richards.

e ran towards the timber, hardly
knowing what he did. Bob Lawless,
collecting himself with an effort, ran
to his pony, to the saddle of which
a shot-gun was hanging. He grasped
the gun and dashed after Frank.

But the Mexican was gone.

The desperado did not seem even
to have waited fo eee the result of

Beauclere
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boys go through in their quest for the
rascally Mexican.

Next Monday's splendid instalment
of

fTHE BOYS OF THE BOMBAY
CABTLE!"

By Duncan Storm,

is also of a very thrilling nature. The
boys find themselves in a very danger-
ous position in the hands of the tribes-
men. But they do not despair. One
of the boys starts up what he calls
“The Tuckshop Howl.” Thae tribes.
men ave scared out of their lives, and
Chip and his friends escape,

But they do noi go back te the
ship.  They make straight for the
castle of the vascal, Bu Mohamed.
The latter is a villain of the woxst
type, but Chip is in no way perturbed.

Iln dostardly attompt, Wis sl had
boon wnorring,  Had 1ot Voro Bonu
elorg rushecd between, the bullet would
bave stricken the rancler’s son down.
The scoundrel had fled ere the veport
“had died away.

Bob, with blazing syes, fired the
shot-gun into the thickots, But the
ead whizzed harmlessly away among
the foliage.

HIle's gone!” muttered Bob. * Buf
—but Beauclepe——r"

They ran back to the bank.

*He~he's wounded!” said Bab
dazodly, * Good heavens, Frank, that
villain was firing abt me, and-—and
Beanglere——"

Ha broke off, his voice faltering.

Why had Beauclers done this? Why
had he sprung between the rancher's
son and the deadly barrel that was
levelled at him? Tt was not the act
of the disdainful enob Bob  had
believed him te be. It was an act of
generous courage that only a high and
noble 'heart could have been capable
of.

Frank was already o his knees by
Beauclere's side. The red was on his
fingers as he tore open the jacket to
get at the wound. The boy's eyes
opened, and he emilad faintly.

“ Beauclere,” muttered Bob huekily,
“what did you do it for? You knew
it was meant for me!”

Beauclere nodded.

“ Keep still,” said Frank.
still, old chap, Let me e¢ce it.”

A terrible dread was tugging at
Krank's beart.  He could sce where
the ball had struck into the boy's
breast below the shoulder. Ile felt
over the shoulder carefully, and Beau-
clere winead slightly.

The bleeding was not profuse. and
Frank breathed more freely. Beau-
clere's face was deadly white, but he
was quite conscious and perfectly
calm, His eyes rested on Frank’s faco
inquiringly.

“TI—1 don't think—it's so bad—as I
thought!” muttered Frank, “We
must get it bandaged, and get you
to the ranch!”

“1 don’t think it's serious.” Beau-
clore’s voice was low but calm. “1
should feel wopge than 1 do if it were.
It hasn’t touched an artery, or thera
would be more bload. Has that man
gone ?  If not—-""

“Ha's gone,” said Frank.

Bob touched his cousiu
shoulder.

“Stay with him, Franky. I'll leave
you the shot-gun in  case—you
understand. T'll cut across to Simp-
son's and get the waggon,”

“Right [" said Frank.

Bob Lawless dashed to his pony and
scrambled on, and dashed away at a
gallop. He had three miles to ride
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He talks -to the man in the most
affable mannér, bub he little realises
the cunning of Bu Mohamed,

Our next long, complete tale of
Jimmy Silver & Co., which is en-
titled

‘A DISCREDIT TO THE
SCHOOL!"

y Owen Conguest,

is quite different from the tales we:
have been having just lately. News
arrived at the school that an old
Rookwood fellow, who has gone to
the bac, has escaped from prison, and
i& known to be in the viginity of
Rookwood.

There is some doubt as to whether
the man was a Classical or a Maodern.
Naturally, Temmy Dodd & Co. aver
that he was a Classical ; Jimmy Silver
& (o, insist that he was a Modern.
This, of course, leads to some lively
scenes between the rivals of Rook-
wood.

However, it is eventually estab-
lished that the man was o Modern,
and then Tommy Dodd's sympathy
woes all out ta the escaped conviet,
He learps that the man is in hidings
in the old clock tower, and he strives
his very utmost to get to the fellow
and help him, Eventually Jimmy
Silver & Co, have occasion, to crow
over their rivals of the Modern gide.
Why, you will discover when you

to the nesrest farmhouse to get a

reac this splendid yarn. A
The long, complete tale of Dick,

vollels to convey  Tonudler
but he rede like the wind,

Frank, half blinded by teare, tore
his handkevchief into-bandages, and
the gleeves of his shirt, and bound up
the wound as well as he could. He
did not think that it was fatal, but a
terrible fear was in his breast.

Beauclet'e lay quiet, his head resting
upon Frank's arm, after the hurried
bandaging was doue.

Frank kept his eyes watchful, in
cazo the Mexican should appear, and
the shot-gun wag at hand. He almost
wished the desperado would return,
so fierce was the desire for vengeance
in his breast as he looked at Beau-
clere’s white face, handsomer than
ever in its deathly pallor,

But  there was ne gign of the
assassin. e had fled from the spot
with the guilt of blood upon his soul
—perhaps with remorse,

It secmed an age to Frank before
he heard the beat of horse's hoofs on
the trail.

Bob Lawlees dashed up, and sprang
from the saddle.

“They're coming ! he panted.

It was a rnu;‘{hliv»l)ui]t buggy that
came dashing up after Bob, with a
big, bronzed Canadian farmer driving.
Bab had already explained, and, with-
out a word, the big Canadian bent
over Vere Beauclerg, lifted him in
his powerful arms, and placed him in
the buggy. e cxamined the band-
ages, nodded, and stepped in after
the wounded lad.

“Where are you going "’ muttered
Beauclere.  “ Take me home 17

“You must come to the ranch,”
said Bob. “I'm going to ride for a
doctor. T'll let your father know as
well.  You must come to the ranch,
old chap-you must!”

Beauclere glanced curiously at Bob's
stricken face, with the tears running
down the cheeks. He nodded slightly.

“All right, Lawless! I—l say,”
His voice was a whisper. “I-~I'm
sorry we bad any trouble. Forget all
about it.”

Bob pressed his hand, and stepped
back from the buggy. Mr. Bimpson
drove away up the trail.

Bob and Frank mounted their
ponice, and rodo after the buggy.
Both were silent, full of fear for the
wounded lad whe lay in the buggy.
The rancll was reached at Jast.

Mr. Lawless was in the saddle, at
a distance, but he rode up as the
buggy halted. A fow words explained,
and the rancher, with a grim brow,
carried the wounded boy into the
house. In a few minutes Vere Beau-
clerc was in Bob Lawless' bed, and
Bob was riding bard for the doctor.

Frank Richards, silent, pale, sat
near the bed waiting till, after what
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Frank, and Joe in our next issue is
entitled

“THE TRAVELLING
MENAGERIE |
By Maurice Everard,

and a_ splendid sbory it is, too. 1t is
very humorous where Pieface makes
friends with a young elephant, but
there are many exciting scenes in the
tale, scenes you will all enjoy reading
about.

The last story in our next issue is
that introdueing Bob Travers, This
story 1is entizled :

“ BOB TRAVERS AT ST, JIM'S!"
By Herbert Britton.

Bob Travers goes to the famous
Sussex school for the purpese of box-
ing Tom Mervy, Grundy of the Shell,
with whom many readers of the Boys’
FRIEND are acquainted, weally con-
siders that he should be allowed to
box Bob: Travers, as he is of the
opivion that he is the best boxer at
8t, Jim's. Whethey Grundy ‘succeeds
in establishing his claim I am not
going to tell you. I may eay this,
however—you will all revel i * Bob
Travers at St. Jim's.”
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tho moedieal wan had had to pidy ton
miles to the rangh

Then Frank Richards went down
and joined Bob, who sat, paje and
exhausted, on a settle in the porcl
exhausted by hard riding.

“How is he, Frank?” Bob mut-
tered.

“T don't know-—yet.”

“He did it for me, Irank 1"
voice was husky, “He saw that vil-
lain taking aim, and yan between,
Why did he do it #”

“He's a splendid
Frank miserably.

“And I'd just fought him ! mut-
tered Bob. *‘There’s the matks ¢n
his face now. I'm glad he licked mo
Frank—I'm glad of that! What did
I want to row with him for? I[—I
never knew=-I never guessed-—-"

His voice died away, and the two
boys remained in migerable silence,
waiting for news.

They started
cntered.

“ How is he?” breathed Frank.

The big, bearded fronticr doctor
looked dewn at the pale-faced boys
and smiled.

“Quite all vight, T guess.” e held
up a fragment of lead. * There’s the
bullet! 7 Don’t  worry yourselves;
there's no serious damage done,
though oftr young friend had a narrow
escape, Ho will mend in a week.”

Bab sank down on the settle again,
almost overcome, unable to speak.
Frank felt a weight rolled from his
heart.

There was a long silence after dihe
doctor had gone. Bob was the first
to break it.

“Thank Heaven it's no worse,
Franky. He'll get over it. But=—but
he might—--"

“Don’t think of that, Bob.”

“T can’t help thinking of it.  Krank,
after this——" Bob hesitated. * After
this we—we'll try to make friends— -
if he'll let us.”

Frank Richards smiled. There was
no doubt in his mind upon that point,
A friendship that was to last through
life dated from that terrible hour
when Vere Beauclere lay in the
shadow of death. Vere Beauclere had
proved himself to be loval to his
enemy. lle waa never to regret it.

by

Bob’s
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chap!”  said

up as ihe doctor

THE END,

seemed centuries to him, the doctor

NEXT MONDAY!

“ROUNDING UP THE RUSTLER!”

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
DON'T MISS IT!



