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(Sce inside for the Grand Long Compgplete
Story, describing how Frank Richards,
the famous author, wrote his First Story
at the School in the Bachkwoods.)

. |

See inside for ‘‘ The Boys of the ‘ Bombay Castle’!”

By Duncan Storm.

[ Week Ending November 3rd, 1917.
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“ That fellow is innocent ! ”’ exclaimed Jimmy Silver.

IN ANOTHER'S POWER!

A Magnificent New Long Complete Story, dealing with the Adventures of Jimmy Silver & Co.

The 1st Chapter.

Qreat Preparations.

“Qoot this way !”

“Here you are!”

“Some more glue!”

* Good !”

“ Another bottle of paste!”

“Right-ho!”

Jimmy Silver, Lovell, Raby, and
Newcome, the Fistical Four of the
Classical side at Rookwood, were
busy. In fact, they were very busy.

Jimmy Silver was sitting by the
fire, holding a bucket in one hand.

The bucket contained some mysteri-
ous concoction, which Jimmy Silver
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at Rookwood School.

was laboriously stirring into a very
weird mixture.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome
stood pear at hand, handing forth
various - substances as they were
required.

““What about a little treacle?” sug-
gested Newcome.
“Wai-time,”
stirring hard.

vou know.”’

“ SOY!‘}' t”
“1 forgot.”

“Little more
Jimmy Silver.

“(Good !’ Say when!”

* Newcome took a jug of wafer from

gaid Jimmy Silver,
“Mustn't waste grub,

said Newcome quickly.

water!” exclaimed

N CONQUEST.

the table, and poured the liquid slowly
into the bucket.

The Classical captain stirred, and
stirred, and stirred.

Jimmy Silver's arm was beginning
to ache from the exertion, but he kept
on working the contents of the bucket
into a stickier mess than ever.

“My hat!” exclaimed the Classical
captain, - Won’t our dear friend
Knowles be pleased !”

“Rather !”

“We'll teach him to pull our ears!”

“What-ho!”

“We'll show him that we're not
coing to put up with Prussianisig
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“1 suppose he can’t help being a
rotter, seeing that he's a Modern,”
remarked Jimmy Silver casnally.
“My giddy aunt ! Won't he look a
picture when he’s had this little lot
over him!” -

¥ “ha.ha

Jimmy Silver released his hold of
the: bucket, and. sitting back i lis
chair, surveved the sticky mess.

@1 think that'll do,” he said medi-
tatively.  “ We'll shove it in the cup-
board. and come down for it after
lights out.”

“Good bizney!”

“Lend a hand, Lovell, old son. This
bucket’s jolly heavy!”

“Right-ho!”

Lovell lent a hand, and the bucket
was deposited in the cupboard. Jimmy
Silver locked the door, and put the
key in his pocket.

The Fistical Four were feeling very’
pleased with themselves at  that
moment. Knowles, the unpopular
prefect of the Modern side at Rook-
wood. had come down very heavily on
the Classical chums. ) "

Knowles had tweaked the juniors’
ears, and, as Jimmy Silver had said,
the ears of Classical fellows were not
made to be pulled by a beastly
Modern prefect.

Knowles must be shown the folly
of his ways. Moral persuasion was
no good, so some other scheme had to
be thought out.

Hence  the sticky mess in  the
bucket. The Fistical Fonr had worked
hard to muke that sticky mess; but,
as it wis all for the good of the causce,
they did not complain.

The mixture was complete pow.
g0 all they had to do was to wait yotil
lights out, then c¢reep ount of the
dormiitory, and throw the contents of
the bucket over Knowles’ head whalst
he was asleep in bed.

“1ve mavaged to b the kev of

S T T T L NI
T owodd Jimany Milves WAl
wao've got todo in to bag the key ol

Knowles' study,
himself in.”

“0Oh, good!”

“71 saw Knowles go out about half
an hour ago,” remarked the Classical
captiin. ¢

“@Gone down to the Bird-in-Hand
for a spree, I expect,” said Lovell.

“Now’s our chance, then.”

“@Good!  Lead the way!”

Jimmy Silver led the way out of the
study, and downstairs to the quad,
which was dark and deserted.

A fine rain was falling, but the
(Nassical juniors were little troubled.
They pelted across the quad ' and

80 that he can't lock

| entered the Modern House.

In a few moments they were in the
Sixth-Form passage, and making their
way to the prefect’s study.

Jimmy Silver knew Knowles’ study
very well.

He made straight for it, and almost
jumped for joy as he saw the key was
in the outside of the door.

He took it out quickly, and slipped
it into his pocket.

“Might as well pop in and sce
Tommy Dodd & Co..” he remarked,
as they left the Sixth-Form passage.

“Quppose we rag ‘em while we're
about 1t.” suggested Lovell.

“Well.; they have been coming it a
bit too much lately,”  said Jimmy
Silver. ““It's time we took 'em down
g pegior two.”

# Rathier!”

“(ome on, then, and don’t make
too much row. Won't do for them to
hear us.”

“ All serene!” :

In another moment the Fistical
Four entered the Fourth-Form pas-
sage in warlike moods.

Tntense rivalry existed between the
Modern and Classical’ " juniors; and
raggings were almost a daily eccur-
rence at Rookwood.

Jimmy Silver pulled up short a few
doors awav from Tonyity:' Dodd &
(o. s study. i

Cries of. anguish of a weird  and
wonderful nature could be  plainly
heard emanating from one of the
studies.

“My hat!"  exclaimed Jinumy
Silver.. “Thev've taken to pig-stick-
ing in the Modern House e :

“dounds .as though somebody’s
been through it,” remarked Lovell.

“Jt's in Tommy Dodd's study,
too!”

“We ought to hold an inquiry into
the matter.” :

(Continued on the ncxt page.)
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‘“Rather!”

SCan’t allow anything in the nature
of torture to go on at Reokwood.”

**No jolly fear!”

Jimmy Silver opened the door of
Tommy Dodd’s study, and looked in.

He jumped back in surprise at sight
of the Modern chums, their hands
tucked under their arms, yelling at
the tops of their voices.

HOw! - Yow!" shrieked Tommy
{}oddw mournfully. *“My fingers!
X OW

.. "My hat!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver
in surprise. “ What the dickens is up
with you, Doddy ?”

“Yow-ow! Ow-wow-ow!”

“Very pretty tune, I must say,”’
remarked Jimmy Silver. Hiry
another record, Doddy !”

“¥ow.! Ow-w-w-w-w! Oh, dear!”
*Why, that's the same tune,”’ said

Jimmy Silver, grinning hugely.

“Ow! Buzm off, you Classical
rotters! Yow-ow !”

“ILalways did say that this Modern
show was a madhouse,” remarked
Lovell.

““Blessed lunatics!"” said Newcome.
I" l‘l:‘gy ought to be under lock and
ey !

“Yow-ow-ow | ” shrieked
Modern juniors,

Jimmy Silver knitted his brows, and
looked at his chuma.

“These silly idiots only seem to
know about half a dozen words,” he
said  ealmly, “What do wyou
think—--"

“They're mad !” said Lovell.

“ Absolutely !” agreed Raby and

Vewcome,

“Ow!" Yow! ' The rotten beast?
The low-down Prussian!”

“Hallo!  Who's a rotten beast?”

CTANE Y WA T rebten Tenet 1
nuleod Fimmey 8l v,

the

"Tnevles, e tosblesy ! Y ow!
Ow " yveled "Tommy Cook.

“Taith an' hes o Hm!" sad |
Tommy Doyle : ;

“Oh, it's Knowles, s it!” said }

Jimpy Slver.
it on-—-eh?”

" Yes, the bute ! Yow !”

Jinmy Silver wagged his finger a1t
the Modern juniors,

“That’s what comes from being
naughty boys, you knew,” le said
blandly. ‘

“ Look here, Silver

%t Hay dha, ha!’?

“IPs all right for you idiots to

“Knowles beer piling

1"

laugh-—"  began Tommy Dodd
miserably.
“Can’t help it!” replied Jimmy

Silver. “You kids
funny. Ha, ha, ha!”
, “¥Yah! Yon haven't got a rotten
prefeet like Knowles,”

“No, and what’s more, we don’t
want one!’”’

“Ow 1l o 'The
Yowmpiwew:!?

“Look here, Doddy!” siid Jimmy
Silver: “calmby.  “You Modern kids
ain’t thalt up to snuff. You ought to
have takon Knowles down a peg long
before this.” -

“Brer-r-r1”  was Dodd’s
emphatic remark.

“It’s no good,” went on Jimmy
Silver blandly. “ We Classical chaps
will have to take Knowles in hand !”

“Fat  lot you Classical asses ean
do !"” said Tommy Dodd contemptu-
ously, ! '

“Ha, ha, ha! You wait and see |”
- “What'do you mean ?”

“Oh, we couldn't tell youngsters
like « you !''. said Jimmy Silver.
“Yon're far too young to be let into
our wheezes!”

“Why, you Classical ags-——"
*¥Yahel “Modern bounders——"

“Fook thoree—-’

“No fear!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver.  “It fairly makes our eyes
ache to- lobk . at you helpless kidas.
Come on, you fellows; let's get away
from. this madhouse I
. Right-ho!”

Tommy. Dodd & Co. had now
almost recovered from their punish-
ment at the hands of Knowles, and
wore feeling cager to tackle their
rivals,

Jimmy  Silver & Co..
time to clear.

And, they cleared—at a run, too.
In another five minutes the Fistical
Four were back in the end study,
anxiously awaiting for the hour to
arrive when they could carry out
their great wheeze on the unpopular
prefect of the Modern side at Rook-
wgod.

look so jolly

rotten  outsider!

Tommy

thought it

The 2nd Chapter.
A Blow in the Dark,

“It’s all right for you to talk
Mister Knowlegs—uw—” i "

Oh, shut up, can’t you?*

“But think of me. "Think of my
poor wife and kiddieg-——"

' Hang your wife and kiddies "

It was a very heated altercation
that was taking place between
Knowles, the Modern prefect, and a
man of a very horsey appearance,
who ambled along at his side.

. The two were walking along the
side of the bank of the river that ran
through the woods. Tt was dark,
aund rain was falling hard.

Knowles dug his' hands deep into
h1§ ockets, and endeavoured to shake
off "his unwelcome companion.

But the unwelcome companion
would not be shaken off.

He clutched the prefect by the arm
and held on tightly.

“ Mister Knowles,” he said, in piti-
ful tones, “haven’t you got a bit o
sympathy in you? 'Think of my wife
and-——"’

“Blow vour wife 17

“But where is she
fr::od”fmm'! I haven’t

“Yeou've
Jorking |

“I haven't, Mistor
really T haven't!” said Mr. Jorkins
cunningly. “T thought you would
be sure to _pay—ww—” !

“Hang it!” snapped Knowles im-
patiently. “Didn’t I give you five
pounds yesterday 7" ‘

“But what's five pounds? They
went to pay bills-—---" .

"' Bhouldn’t owe bills ! ‘
_Mr. JO?"E‘H?..L@@N{;}.unstm' ily_on

My Jorkine voelod unteadily on
his fesst, Me, Jorking had spent the
evaning at the Bivd-an-Mand. 1o had
certainl y not been deinking lemonade.
Henee bis unsteadiness,

He lewrod n the prefect’s face.

“I den’t want to be hard on you,
Migter Knowles,” he mumbled.
‘I'm a most easy-going fellow as a
rule,  But this time ] insist upon your
paying me-——-"

“Didn't I give you five pounds last
night {”* ]

“Yes, but you haven't settled up
that little aeccount over the Romp-
home Stakes, you know. Ten quid
jou ewe me, and-—-" \

HHaven't 1 told you a dozen times
that you shall have it within a week 77
exclaimed Knowles.

“I6  ain’t  no  good,  Mister
Knowles,” said Mr. Jorkins artfully..
“My wifé and kids will be in the
workhouse by then.” :

b, rog !’

“It's the honest truth. I must have
that ten pounds now, or——"

Knowles endeavoured to  break

going to get
any money to

got plenty of meney,

Knowles-—

held on tight.

“You can't have 1t!” he ceried un-
casily.  “‘T haven’t a single penny-
piece on me.”

“You lie, Mister Knowlas!
lie!”

“T don't, T tell you. You and your
blessed pals have skinned me out!”

“Nonsensge | sneered Mr. Jorkins.
“Fellows like you, Mister Knowles,
have always got money. You're rich,
you are, and--—-"

*“Oh, bogh !”

“But it's true, Mister Knowles.
You're only having me, T know. I
expect you've got a wad of notes
hidden in your pocket !”

“I haven’t. I've told you so be-
fore.”

“Well, you've got 'em up at the
school, then. ”

“Not a penny-piece.”

You

“Some of your pals have got
money, then.” j
“Hang my pals! T can’t beg

money from them.”

“You can take it,” suggested Mr.
Jorkins slowly.

Krowles gave the man a fierce
glare. .

“Pon't be a silly fool, Jorkins!”
he said. ‘I can't steal money. * Look
here! It's getting late. 1 must be
getting back. TI'll let you have that
ten quid within a week.” ;

““No good, Mister Knowles,” said
Jorkins. “I want that money this
very night.” '

“You can’t have it I-~—" °

“Werry well. T shall have to come
up- and see your 'Fadmaster, then,”

"'])0:1'13 be a silly fool! ILet me
gc) ! 1)

“Not yet. I'm comin’ with
and "
" You're not coming with me.”

“Werry well; T will go by myself.
I know the wav, and I'm sure your
'Ead will be werry pleased to sce me,
especially when I ‘tell 'jm-—-"

M Can’t  you reasonable,
kins ?” begged Knowles,

“I've becen reasonable too
Mister Knowles,” said the rascal.
“You've toyed——,yes, toyed with me,
that's what you've done., But you
can tread on a worm, and it will turn.
I’'m going

“You're not !”

Knowles clenched his fist hard, and
his eyes blazed.

COb, ain't 172 said Mr. Jorkins,
with a sniff. “We'll see about that.
Get out of the way, vou young whip-

you,

Jor-

long,

persnapper. I'm going straight to
your 'Ead now, and this werry
minute !

“Stand back !” commanded

Knowles, his temper rising.

“That I won't! I'm-—1>"

“You're going back the WAy you
came, or else I'll give you a thunder-
ing good thrashing !”

“Hoh! That’s the game, is it 7"
“Be careful !” warned Knowles,
“I'm desperate. You've worked me
up, and——"

“Get out of my way!” ordered
Mr. Jorkins. “I ‘shall "ave to toll
your 'Fac——"

Smack !

Out swung the prefect’s fist full into
the leering face of the rascal.

“Ow !” grunted Mr, Jorkins, as he
%ﬁggerﬁd backwards. “You wait,

The rascal ambled towards the en-
raged prefect, and aimed his fist at
the latter's head.

Mr. Jorkins' eyesight, owing to the
fact that he had imbibed a good quan-
tity of strong liquor that cvening, was
none too clear.

His fist passed a
from Knowles’ head.
In another moment the prefect had
closed with his adversary.

Thud !

Onee again Knowles’ fist shot out.

good foot away

SRR L AL A AL L T TH Lkl
the ayes, n.nrl"m lhﬂ‘lﬂ‘ﬂd abnggerod

away from the man, but Mr. Jorkins

It caught the rascal full betwoen
nayw Ry

townrds  the the
river.

Knowles stepped forward in an en-
deaveur to eluteh hold of the man,
He reached out with his hand, but
he wag too late.

Splush ! _

Tﬁc burly form of Mr. Jorking shot
into the river, and he yelled frantic-
ally as he becaine imiersed in the
water,

Knowles dark
waters,

“Jorking [ he yelled.

“Here T am!” screamed the man.
“Ielp! Help! I'm drowning!”

The voice sounded some distance
away from the prefect to the right.

Knowles stepped a few vards along
the bank.

“Where are you, Jorkins
shouted. ‘‘ Where—-"’

“'Fre 1 am!” yelled the man.
“I'm  being carried—yarooogh |-
down the stream. Yow-ow-ow! I
shall be drownded !”

Knowles shivered from frhl;ht-. The
man was caught in the mill-stream.
He was being carried to his death.
He——

“Jorkins! Jorking!” he screamed.

This time there was no reply.

Knowles strained his eyes in an
endeavour to catch sight of the man’'s
form. But all was dark, and the
prefect could see nothing but black-
ness all round him.

“Jorkins !” he shouted anxiously.
“Clan’t you hear me 7"

Still no reply.

Knowles dashed backwards and for-
wards, yelling at the top of his voice,

But t{w only reply that came to his
cars was the echo of his own veice,

Jorkins had disappeared—had heen
carried down by the force of the mill-
stream.

The man had gone to his death.

Possibly at that very moment his
unconseious form was lying at the
bottom of the river. )

The prefect’s whole frame shook as
he thought of what he had done. He
had seut a man to his death. Already
visions of a police-court, of a just and
stern magistrate, floated before his
eyes, and he saw himself condemned
as a murderer,

Admitted, he had struck the man in
self-defence. But how could he prove
it? What jury would believe such a
story without any evidence ?

He would be tried, condemned, and
then sentenced !

The bullyinF prefect sank to his
knees, utterly crestfallen. He
thought—thought of the life he had
led. of his shhgy acts, of his dealings
with worse rascals than himself.

And what had it led to? It had

slippery  bank o

peered over the

N
"

he

he had been the cause of another
man’s death !
It was terrible !

passed that he rose to his feet, and
walked aimlessly towards the school.
These were moments of bitter anguish
to the bullying prefect. There were
etill more bitter moments to come.

y  ———ee

The 3rd Chapter.
A Surprise for the Fistical Four.
Boom !
Eleven o’clock struck out from the
old clock-tower at Rookwood.

In the Classical dormitory all was
quiet and peaceful.

Jimmy Silver sat up in bed, and
gazed around, 3

“You chaps awake?” he said, in
an undertone.

“ All serene!” sang out Lovell.

“Newcome ! You awake?”

“What-ho!” replied Newcome,
stepping out of bed. ** Just putting
my slippers on,”

" Same here,” said Raby.

“Oh, good ! Don’t make any more
noise than you can help. We don't
want the other chaps to wake up.”

AL gy 1V

In another moment the Fistical
Four were trooping silently out of the
dormitory, with Jimmy Silver in the
lead,

Straight to the end
Classicals went. ‘

Jimmy Silver had taken his torch-
light to bed with him, and he shone
the light into the study. Ie found
the key of the cupboard, and, fitting
it into the lock, pulled the door open.

“1 say, this little lot is jolly
heavy,” said the Clastical captain, as
he dragged the bucket out.

“Pll give you o hand | said Lovell
eagerly. '

'he two of them tock firm grips on
the handle of the bucket. Then they
left the study, and wended their vay
along the passge which give access
to the Modern buildings,

The door which ssparated the two
Houses was locked, but Jinumy
Silver's foresight in seonring the koy
enabled them to unlock the door 11

study the

ik hifswey i dhe  divsetion  of
Cnowlon' study,

At Tagt they arrived outside the pre
fact’s door. .

“Den’t give the rotterstime to jump
out of , ' whispered Jimmy Silver
guietly, _

** Not likely ! said Lovell.

“Give me your torchlight, Jimmy,”
said Newcome, holding out his hand.
“We must have a look at our dear
friend Knowles when we've swamped
him,"” _ _ i

Jimmy Silver gave his torchlight to
Newcome, _ :

“Here you are!” he said. “ Now
then, Lovell, let go of the bucket.”

“ But—->" Jde
“T ean lift it all right,”” said Jiminy

Silver. “If two of us hold it, we'll
probably muck wup the whole
business.”

“Oh, all right!” said Lovell.

‘“ Are vou ready ?”’

(13 YeE_,,

“Then go!”

And Jimmy Silver went.

He flung open the door of Knowles’
study, smg rushed inside. He knew
exactly the position of the prefect's
bed, and he made straight for it.

Bwish | Swish !

Jimmy Silver upended the bucket,
and the sticky mess it contained
squelched out over the prefect’s bed.

It was dark inside the room, and
Jimmy Silver could only see the hare
outhne of the bed. However, he was

pretty sure he had upended the
bucket over Knowles® recumbent
form.

The Fistical Four waited.

They had guite expected to hear the
prefect’s gurgling, spluttering  voice
m the darﬁnesa. But the only sound
they could hear was the sound of their
own breathings.

‘“Grood heavens!”
Silver, in amazement. i

Wild thoughts filled Jimmy Rilver's
mind at that moment,

What was the matter ?

Why hadn’t Knowles spluttered and
gurgled, as he had expected !

The others were quite as startled as
Jimmy Silver. Newcome, in fact,
had quite forgotten about the torch-
light he was gripping in his hand.

The juniors waited, but still there
came no sound from the prefect’s
bed.

““Sh-shine a light,” faltered Jimmy
Silver.

Newcome shone a light, and as the
tays rested on the bed, the Fistical
Four started back in surprise.

The sticky mess lay in a swamp in
thé middle of Knowles’ bed, but there
was no sign of the prefect.

The beg was empty ! .

“My hdt!” exclaimed
Silver. “ He's not here!”

gasped Jimmy

Jimmy.

said Mr. Jorkins. “T’ve got to ’ave
that money somehow.”

led him to commit an act of murder;

The juniors smiled faintly.

It was not until at least an hour had

| “You

Lovell, recovering from the shock.

* Absolutely I''  concurred = New-
come and Raby. AL

“L reckon we'd better tlesr off
before Knowles returns,” said Jimmy
Btlver ‘wisely, “Ten to ohe, the
rotter’s gone on the spree.  We onglit
to have found out first whether he
was in bed.” g
. Just like you to forget the mest
mmportant thing !” said Lovell dis.
gustedly,

“Why, T

“Oh, don't argue!” said New-
come.  *‘Let’s clear. We don’t wasit
Knowles to catch us here.”

“No fear |”

“*Hallo !
coming !”’

“By Jove!” ;
. The sound of footsteps could be

There's somebody

b . ‘
'hﬁlmuly heard in the pagsage without.

The Fistical Four stood rooted to
the floor of the prefect’s study.

Their escape was cut off ; they could
not hide. "hey were caught in the
act, and they shivered slightly ‘at the
thought of the punishment which
Knowles would dole out to them,

Jimmy 8ilver moved towards the
door, and switched on the light. Next
nstant Lo started back in surprise as
the figure of Knowles, the prefect,
entered the doorway. e .

Knowles' face was as white as a
ghost, ' His eyes were diggy and lis
clothes and boots were coverad i
thick mud. i :
*l By Jove!” exclaimed Jimmy
Bilver, .

Knowles fairly shook at sight of the
Iistical Four, : ;

“Whewhat are you j-j-juniors doing
here’” he managed to stammer out.

“We-cr-—we thought vou.were in
bed,” faltered Jimmy Silver. ;-

PO g ;

“"We're avfully sorry, Knowles,
that we've mueked up your bed,” saicl
Jimmy  Silver  avkwardly. “We
wouldn't have done it if we lhad
kiiown yon weven't there—I mean——
er—that jg— =

“You'd beter ot off to bed. 1
think,” said Knowles fuintly. ]

“Wo're awfally eorry, Knowles, va
AFe Tl anie dier Sives mperos
unfL nlty

IKnowlos waa maoleine
Lo conmnpose Iipee |

SOh, all right,” o said ghietly.
S Get back to your dormitory,’
“Beb-but,)” said Jimmy Silver halt:

n big effork

ingly. “‘Aren’'t you g-g-geing o
pumsh us?” s
“Eh? What's that?” said Knowlea
dazedly, ;

“Aren't you going to lam mue for
mucking up your bed?” s
“Oh, my bed; I forgot,” nruttered
Knowles, sinking down into a chair:
can toke a lhundred. lines
each!”
“ A h-h-hundred lines!” said Jimmy
Silver, astounded, ) =
A hundred lines! ;
The Fistical Four were amazed. A
hundred whacks with the cane waa
usually more in Knowles’ line.

mured the prefect. “For goodness’
sake clear out, or—or——" '

The Sixth-Former lowered his head.

“You're not going to cate us,’
then?” asked Jimmy Silver. S

“N-n-no.” ‘ oadiih

“We're awfully, beastly“'sorrg,”
Knowles, really—--"

“Oh, for goodness’ sake;'. clear
"o, b it i

ALL prirlen 1A

The (lassical chumé walked elowly
out of the prefect’s study, wandering
what ever was the matter with the
prefect,

It was not until they arrived in the
Classical building that cither of them
gpoke. L

“My bhat!” exclaimed = Jimmy
Silver. *“ What's come over Knowles?"

“Seemed as though he’d gone
potty !” remarked Lovell. = .

“ Possibly he’s been out gambling
and lost all his money,” suggested
Newcome. SR,

“He'd be more likely to be in a
violent temper then,” said Jimmy
Silver reasonably, “and given us a
dormitory, and made for his bed. =

“But a hundred lines!”

“I'd muck up his bed every night
in the week for that,” s&id:{mveﬂ_.;

“It’s jolly funny ! i ik

SR s Fid

“1 wonder whether he's had any
bad news,” remarked Jimmy Silver.

“Oh, stop wondering,” said Lovell
promptly. “It’s jally cold out here,
I'm going to get back to bed!”

“ But i figi

“Br-rrr!” snorted Lovell, and he
opened the door of the Classical
dormitory, and made for his hed.

And that was the last remark Lovell
made that night. ° .

Raby and Newcome said nothing
more, and Jimmy Silver was, left to
himself to wonder what had, occurred
to upset the bullying prefect.

i
g

“That’s done it prO[iJcr'lyl” said

“Yes, a hundred lines I said,”” mur-

s
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The 4th Chapter.
“1"The Price of Silence.

Knowles did not sleep that night.

For one thing his bed was not suit-
_iublo for sleeping in, and for another,
he had no inclination to slecp.

When dawn broke he still lay in the
easy-chair, his eyes half-closed. The
events of the previous night remained
visiblo before him, and, try as he
would, he could not sleep. Ll

Another day had dawned, and what
was it to bring to him?

He reose to his feet, and making for
the window, looked out acress the
cheerless quad, half expecting to see
a police-inspector  entering at  the
gates. {

‘Mack, the old school-porter, was
Jueb opening the gates, but there was
no sign of a man in blue. '

Knowles was not consoled. :

His fate was merely being deferred.
It was bound to come sconer or later.
Ere long, Jorkins would be missed, a
search would be "‘made for him,
and—- .

Then his dead body would be found
in the river, and the police would got
on the track of the person who had
gent him there.

- What, was he to do?

Should ‘he run away from echool?

Supposing he did, where could he
go? There was no chance of getting
out of the country, and, if he went
up North or down into the Waest
country, the police would probably
sock him out,

But to stay at Rookwood !

That was bound to bring disaster.
He mugt go; he must go at once, and
put as many miles between him and
the school in the least possible time,

He grabbed up a bag and filled it
with one or two things for his
immediate  regquirements.  Then  hoe
jammed a cap on his head, and left
his study.

The ‘echool was not up yet, and
Knowles encountered nobody as he
made his wav downstairs,

He crossed the quad, and, as the
sound of voices raised in argument
could be plainly heard, he stopped in
his stride. .

“What T ses is this "ete,” came the
voice of Mack, the porter. *You
can’t see nobody at- this time o’ the
T TH T W

1 toll TR
I nowlea ot l"'ll||l‘t| i
valee, wligh the prefect did not recog
AE,

"Hoain’t hup vet,”’ declared Mack
irritably.  “* An’ besides I don't sup-
pose he'd want to 'ave anything to (fo
with the likes o wou.”’

“Oh, won't he! Mister Knowley
wants to see me mest pertickler, T

M by

oMY

Vil |

Oneey, !

M

give you my word. I'm going .in
tip—i?? :

“You ain’t!” smapped Mack rezoe-
luately. ' ** My ‘ordefs 18— :

“'Ang  your  orders, mate,
snapped the other “' 1 wants to see
Mister Knowles, and I'm going to sce
him 1"

“Look "ere—- :

Mack made a determined eflort to
prevent the man from entering the
quad, but Mack's strength was nob 1ip
tothat of the carly-moming visitor’s,

The -man pushed the porter's out-
stretched hand aside, and passed
through the gates.

Mack stared after him, and caught
sight of Knowles standing in tle
centre of the quad,

Mistor

b

“?Ang me if that ain’t
Knowles!” he mumbled..

“Hoh! TIs that Mister Knowles!"”
eaid the visitor.

Knowles looked all round him for
an avenue of escape. But there was
none.

Before the prefect could move, the
visitor had approached towards him,

ST understand as  your namo is
Knowles,”” he said craftily. There
was an evil gleam in his eye, and the
prefect shuddered as he looked at the
man. f

* No,” faltered Knowles unecasily.
“My name is—er—er-—-""

“Now, come off that,” said the
wisitor warningly. *‘‘ You can't kid
meo. ['“wants to have a quiet talk
with you, my son. Just take me
somewhore private, and we'll discuss
things.”

3 B]ltﬁ"_',’

“ Thére ain’t no buts about it. Do
as T tell you, or elee I'll tell every-
body ’ere that vou—"

“Shut up, you silly
claimed Knowles hotly.
here!”

Knowles piloted the man over to a
secluded part of the quad to a seat
beneath a row of beeclies, now leafless
and bare.

fool I’ ex-
“(lome over

“What the dickens do you want?”
whispered Knowles nervously,

“Oh, I only wants to 'ave a quict
chat,” said the visitor.

“ What about?”

The man laughed coarsely.

“Now, don’t try and be funny,
Mister ' Knowles,”” he said. “You

don’t mean ter say you don’t know
what I've come' to sec you for?”

“N-n-no!”. ,

‘“‘Hoh! Well, perhaps I'd. better
tell youw 1 saw you down by the river
last night, and——"

Knowles started involuntarily.

“Ah! TI'd thought. that’'d do . the
trick,” said the man cunningly.
* Now, look 'ere; I'm not a ’ard chap,
I ain’t, I'm always willing to do
somothing for other people if they’ll
do something for me.”

*What are you driving at?” asked
Knowles haltingly.

“Well, what I mean is, if you caro
to pay me well, I don’t mind keepin’
mum about you being a mur——-."

“Shut . up, man, for Heaven’s
sake!” snapped Knowles fearfully.

“Oh, all right, I didn’t mean to

say mnothin’, only—well, we under-

stand one another, don’t we? I know

you didn’t mean to kill—-""
“Hueh!” muttered Knowles,

between his teeth.

“ All right. There’s nothing to get
jumpy about. 1 sha’n’t say nothin’
if you pay me well.”

“Pay you?”

“Yes. Pay me five pounds now,
and I'll keep my mouth shut for ever-
more. Five pounds ain't much for
a gent like you.”

“ Great Scott! I—"

‘“Now pay up and look smart!”

“1 c-c-can’t—I1—-"’

“Very well, I shall have to tell
the police that i

“Don’t, for Heaven's sake, man!”’
moaned the unhappy prefect. “ Be

merciful, “I haven’t got a single
penny-piece. J—-"
The man looked up inquiringly.
““I suppose you can get 1t7” he
asKed.
e, l,....er,“.____
““Borrow off your pals, I mean.”
“1I don’t know. You see——"
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“As a last resource, you might
steal——""

“Steal ! Good heavens ! I
couldn’t—1T couldn’t—--"

“Better than bein tried for

murder, vou know,” said the man,
nodding his head. ‘“You'd better
think it over, Mister Knowles. T'll
meet you outside the school at three
o’clock. Don't try any hanky-panky
tricks, mind. ' I shall be watching the
school, and if you attempt to bunk—
well, vou can guess what will happen
then.” -

“(Good heavens!”

Knowles sank back on the seat as
the man rose to his feet and took his
departure. Smiling evilly to himself,
the rascal walked out through the
gates into the road.

Old Mack looked after the man in
amagzement,

“My eye! Things are 'appening
with a wengeance ! .

And the old porter was pretty well
correct.

The 5th Chapter.
Very Mysterious.

No sooner had Knowles gone back
to his study than the figure of a junior
emerged from behind a big elm-tree
in the quad.

‘"“My hat!'" exclaimed Ji:ymy Silver, s
: t

Leggett, the cad of the - Modern
Fourth, had played the eavesdropper.
Ile had heard every word of the con-
versation Dbetween Knowles and the
rascal who knew his secret.

Leggett's face was 'pale
crossed the quad.

The cad of the Fourth was making
towards the House, when the Fistical
Four came out. They looked at him
In surprise, .

“My'hat!

as he

What's tlie matter with

vour face, Leggett?” asked Jimmy
Silver, _
SOk = er nothing ! faltered

Leggett nervously.

**Anybody would think you'd been
seeing ghosts!”

“I’'ve seen something a jolly sight
worse,”’ sald Leggett.

Pl 7

“I've heard something that would
make you chaps’ hair stand on end.”

HOh, rats "

“But it would,” said Leggett, who
could never keep a secret for any
length of time.'  ‘‘ Supposing you
knew that—-that——-"

Leggett halted.

“Well, get on with it,” said Jimmy
Silver impatiently.

“Supposing you knew a fellow at
Rookwood had committed a crime—in
fact, had murdered somebody 7"

The Fistical Four eyed the cad of
the Fourth up and down.

“You've gone dotty, Leggett,”’ said
IJO\"Q“.

* Absolutely stark raving
added Newcome quickly.

“I tell you, I'm as sane as you

mad !”

There was a very determined light
in Junmy Silver's eyes at that
moment. Leggett noticed it, and he
realised that  the Classical captain
meant business.

The cad of the Fourth turned on his
heel, and went into the Modern
House. Jimmy Silver's threat had
made an impression on the cad, and
for the time being he controlled his
eagerness to spread his yarn through-
out the school,

As soon as Leggett had gone, the
Fistical Tour looked at one another
questioningly.

“Well 77’ said
quiringly.

“Tt's all a lot of silly rot!"” declared
Lovell.

“Of course it is,” agreed Jimmy
Silver. “ But, all the same, 1t's jolly
funny about Knowles. Ile looked
pretty strange  last night, but-—but

LR

Jimmy Silver in-

“But he's not capable of commit-

ting a murder,” concluded Newcome.
“Quite so,”’ said Jimmy Silver
quietly. “He's a beastly outsider,
and all that, but he’s not blackguard
enough to kill anybody.”
“Of course not!”

“ And yet it's evident that some-
thing’s happened,’” said Jimmy
Silver. “Knowles has had a shock
of some sort, and——""

Clang !

The bell for breakfast tolled out at
that moment, and further discussion
of the mystery was therefore post-
poned.

AN
18 'g I 1

he bed. *fie’'s not here!”

chaps,” said Leggett uneasily. “1
didn’t think you'd believe me, but, all
the same, it’s true—dead true!”

“Who's the giddy murderer?”
asked Jimmy Silver casually.

“ Knowles.”

Jimmy Silver stood thunderstruck.
All of a sudden he remembered how
strange Knowles had been the
previous night. Was there any con-
nection  between that fact and
Leggett’'s amazing varn ?

No, it was impossible. . Blackguard
and bully as the Modern prefect was,
there was a limit to his rascality.

“You've been dreaming, Leggett |
exclaimed Jimmy Silver slowly.

“Bosh ! said Leggett sneeringly.
“1f you don’t believe me, you'd
better wait until the bobbies come to
arrest Knowles.  They’ll find out
soon who killed the man, and——"

“Shut up!” eried Jimmy Silver,
advancing towards the ecad of the
Fourth in a threatening manner. ‘' If
vou say another word, I'll—"

“T'll say just what I like!” said
Leggett, with a sniff,

“You'll do nothing of the kind!”
declared Jimmy Silver determinedly.
“If you say a single word about this
matter to anybody, we’'ll give you the
biggest. hiding of your life!”

“ What-ho ! said Lovell and New-
come.

“It's all a lot of bosh you've been
talking,” said Jimmy Silver. * But,
all the same, it’s not going to be
gpread all over the school. Say one
word. and we’ll rag you baldheaded !
Mind, I mecan what I say!” :

tarting back in surprise as the

rays of the torchlight rested on

The Fistical TFour went in to

breakfast.

Jimmy Silver said very little during
the meal. He was thinking of
Leggett's amazing story. It was all
nonsense, of course, and yet——

And yet, supposing 1t was true?
Supposing Knowles had really com-
mitted some desperate crime?  Sup-
posing the police came to Rookwood
and arrested him?

It was a terrible thought. It would
mean that Rookwood would be dis-
graced for ever. The school would
receive a bad name, from which there
would be no escape.

Jimmy Silver could not forget the
matter, and during lessons that morn-
ing he greatly surprised Mr. Boot'es
by his absentmindedness. - The con-
sequence was that the Classical cap-
tain was given two hundred lines for
his inattention.

Directly lessons were over, the
Fistical Four went straight to their
study.

“ Look here,” said Jimmy Silver,
“I'm going to get those lines done
i‘qr !’\'nowles, and take them along to
nm.”’

“They can wait,

b2

said Lovell.
That’s where you're mistaken, old
gon. . They can’t wait. I want an
excuse to go to Knowles’' study so
as to see what he’s like this morning.”

“Burely you don’t think there's any
truth in Leggett's yarn ?”

“ Br—er—no. of course not,” said
Jimmy Silver haltingly.

“Well, why not leave them?”

“ Because your Uncle James goys
you've got to get them done.”

* But—-"

“Bror-rr!” snorted Jimmy Silver.
And with that he pulled eut pen and
paper, and set to work. R

Seeing that their leader was im-
movable in the matter, Lovell and
Raby and Newcome followed suit.

For the next half-hour the only
sound to be heard in the end study
was the scrateh, scratch of four fast-
travelling penas.

“T'm done!”
length.

“Sha'n’t be a minute,” said Lovell.

“Buck up, then,” said Jimmy
Stlver.  “ We shall have the dinner-
bell going soen.”

‘“Here you are!”

Jimmy Silver gathered up the im-
positions, and, leaving the study,
wended his way in the direction of the
Modern quarters.

Tommy Dodd & (Clo. came out of
the Modern House just as Jimmy
Silver entered.

“Just the chap I want to see,” said
Tommy Dodd. “ You Classical asses
been’ ragging Knowles ?”

““What do you want to know for?”
asked Jimmy Silver. .

“Well, it’s jolly funny,”  smd
Toommy Dodd, nodding his head.
“Knowles hasn’t shown himself this
morning. Frampton says he’s ill.”

(43 Dll !”

“Leggett looked into Knowles’
study before lessons, and he says that
there’s some filthylooking mess on
Knowles’ bed. It appears that some-
body’s been ragging f:im, and carried
it too far.”

said Jimmy Silver, at

“That’s  funny!” ssid Jimmy
Silver. g
“It’s more than funny,” said

Tommy Dodd; ““and I shall be jolly
sorry for you Classical asses if you're
the guilty party !”

“Oh o waks
Silver; and  he
Modern House.

Right up to the Sixth-Form passage
he went, and tapped at the door of
Knowles’ study.

No answer came from within.

Jimmy Silver tapyed again, but still
there was no sound.

The junior turned the handle of the
door, and walked slowly into the
alindy,

Ho "pullod np suddenly, for, sentod
in the casy-chair, hig fuco rosting in
his hands, was the bullying prefect.

The bed was still in a state of dis
order. 'The concoction which the -
Fistical ¥our had taken so much
trouble to mix the previous evening
t)n;, still Iying on the coverlet of the

ed,

Knowles did not look up.

Junmy Bilver coughed, and moved
his feet. Knowles immediately raised
his head, and gazed vacantly at the

Jimmy
into  the

snapped
dashed

- Classical junior.

The prefect’s face was drawn and
haggard, and his eyes were red.

“Well?” he said.

“I've brought the lines,”
Jimmy Silver slowly.

“What lines?” asked Knowles sur-
prisedly.

“The lines you gave us last night,”
explained Jimmy Silver. “You re-
member, don’t you?”’

“I—er—yes, all right,” stammered
the prefect. ‘‘Put 'em down!”

Jimmy Silver put the lines down on
the table. Vil RGO

“1 say, Knowles,” he said, ‘ shall I
shift this muck off the bed?  We're
awfully sorry, you know, and—"

“No, mno!” snapped Knowles.
“Leave it alone.”

“But it won't take me a minute,”
protested Jimmy Silver.

“1'd rather you didn’t.”

“But——-"

“Oh, hang you!” Knowles mada
a despairing gesture. “ Get out of
my study, before-——"

Never before had Jimmy Silver
seen such a fierce, desperate look in
the prefect’s face. 3 SN

The ('lassical captain made for the
door of the study at once, and took his
departure. He thought he was safer
outside than inside. = | '

Firmly convinced that Knowles was
either il or mad, Jimmy. . Silver
hastened to rejoin his chums. = 7

paid
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The 6th Chapter.
Worse than Ever.

“I must have five pounds at once !”*

Catesby of the Sixth gazed at
Knowles in amazement. If Knowles
had asked for the world Catesby could
not have looked more surprised.

“My dear Knowles,” said Catesby,
“I simply haven’t got it.” ;

“Oh, dear!” moaned Knowles dea-
pairingly. ‘“What ever shall T do?”

“Why the dickens don’t you tell me
what’s happened 7" asked Catesby.

“I can’t—I1 ' 'ean’$1” ° groaned
Knowles. “I must have five pounds
at once. Get me the money at once,
and, for Heaven's sake, don’t ask
questions 1" ’

“But why—"
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“Hurry up, man, for goodness’
sake! Get it from anywhere. Borrow
it from Frampton or Medway.”

“They’'re as hard up as I am.”

**Oh, heavens!”

Knowles sank helplessly back into
the chair. His whole attitude was
that of a hunted criminal.

Catesby gave one look at him, and
left the study.

Knowles’ condition had made a
keen impression on Catesby. Bounder
as Catesby was, he could not bear to
seo his chum in such a downcast
mood.

He went straight to Frampton’'s
study. ;

“We simply must help him,” he
said to Frampton., ¢ Goodness knows
what he’s done, but he looks absé-
lutely broken up!”

““He looked potty when I saw him,”’
remarked Frampton.

“Potty or not,” said Catesby
slowly, *“he seems to be in a pretty
desperate mood. He says he must

have five pounds at once "
IO, rak Y

“You won't help him, then?”

“Why should 17" asked Frampton,
with a gesture.

“My dear chap, you ought to have
seen him when I did,” said Catesby.
“1 take a lot of impressing, but the
haggard look on his face fairly got
over me. I don’t mind giving the
chap a couple of quid if——"

“1f . T do the same,” concluded
Frampton,

w Yes-”

“ Well, T reckon he ought to tell us

what he wants the monev for,” said
Frampton, in a matter-of-fact sort of
way. :
“We'll get that out of him later,”
snid Catesby, taking the money which
Frampton handed to him. “I'm
going along to see Medway now.”

Catesby was more successful in tack-
ling Medway. The latter did not ask
any questions, and handed over a
pound-note quite willingly.

Then he  veturned to Knowles
study.  Knowles was pacing up and
down the veom rostlonsly.

Catonby hold out the Ave one potind

notew an b oetersd,  pd - Knowlop
Q““ﬁnnﬁ-} dog. -

‘rﬁ Hudﬁ ﬁm%ﬁ?\ 1

“Thank Heaven!” he gasped, hold-
ing bightly 1o the notes.

*“ Now tell me what you want the
money for,” said Catesby.

“1 can’t—I  simply  can’t
tered Knowles. “You'll find
quite soon enough, T expect.”

“What do you mean?”

““Oh, leave me alone, there's a good
follow !

“All right,” said Catesby ; and he
took his departure.

Knowles waited alone in his study
until a quarter to three chimed out
from the old clock-tower,

I mut-

out

- Then he went downstairs and
crossed the quad. Outside the school
gates  the ragged-looking ruffian,

whom Knowles had met before break-
fast that morning, was waiting,
stamping his feet impatiently,

Knowles went straight up to him,
and drew him away from the vicinity
of the school.

‘“Heve you are,’
the man the notes,

“Thauvk yer, Mister Knowles,” said
the latter coarselyv. ““You're a real
toff, you are. I was tempted to tell
that old porter chap that you had
committed a-—— 'Bre, wacher
doing?”

Knowles had clapped his hand over
the rascal’s mouth, and broken off his

" he said, handing

speech.

“Can't you keep your mouth
shut?” exclaimed Knowles angrily.
“One word from you, and——"’

“Don’t 1T know that, mate?” said
the man craftily. “Ain’t that why
you made me this little present?”

“Yes, yes!” :

“F/ell, don’t get so obstreperous.
As 1 was saying, whilst you pay me
well, Joey Barton .won't say nothin’.
I suppose I can 'ave another little pre-
‘sent—when ghall we say, Saturday?”

‘ Another ! gasped Knowles.

“Why not®! « .

“I’'ve just given you five pounds.”

“Course you ’'ave, but tjmt won’t
last me long. I'm running a big risk,
I am, in saying nothing about what
you did to poor old Jorkins.”

““ Hush !”

“What 'ave I got to hush for?”

“Can’t you see there are some boys
ooming along,” said Knowles, nod-
ding his head in the direction of

Joombe,
I'm—--"
“Yes. you're done, of course,” said
Barton artfully. “1 won’t say nothin’
providing you let me have five of the
werry best on Saturday.”

* All right.”

“You won't forget?"-

“For goodness’ sake, hurry up and
go!” said Knowles impatiently.
“They’ll hear you in a minute !”

“You promise to let me have five
pounds on Saturday?”

“Oh, yes, yes!”

“Very well.”

Joe Barton ambled off.” Knowles
turned quickly on his heel, and
entered the gates of the school.

Jimmy BSilver & Co. had not been
more than twenty yards away when
the blackmailer had left the prefect.
Jimmy Silver’s keen ears had caught
the mention of *five pounds on
Saturday.”

“My hat!” he exclaimed to his

“If they hear one word,

chums. *‘Did you hear that?”
“What-ho!"” said Lovell. “That
low-down ruffian is blackmailing

Knowles,”

“That accounts for Knowles being
so pippish.”

‘**No doubt about it.”

“Buppose we rag the bounder !”
suggested Jimmy Silver ecagerly.

“Jally good idea!” said Lovell.
“Duck him in the pond """

“What-ho!”

The Fistical Four started in pur-
suit of Mr. Joey Barton. ,

At the same moment three juniors
—Conroy, Pons, and Van Ryn-——came
round the side of the school.

“Hallo! What's the excitement
about ?” asked Conroy.

“We're going to give a chap a

good ducking for = sponging on
Knowles [’ explained Jimmy Silver
hurriedly. 7

‘“‘Eh, what?”

“Pollow on behind!” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver.

Thoroughly mystified, the Colonial
Clo. joined in the quest for Joey Bar-
ton. The rascal happened to turn
round, and caught sight of the juniors,

Thero were warlike exprossions on
o lennt four of the juniors’ fnees, nng
dooy Batton did not like the look
them. He took to his hecls, and
statted to pelt down the road for all
he was worth. | y

The juniors followed in putsuit.

| The 7th Chapter.
A ©ase for P.-oc. Boggs.

*Fore. leggo ! What's the game !

Jimmy Silver took a firm grip on
Joey Barton's shoulder, and pulled
him backwards.

“We want to have a quiet talk with
vou,” said Jimmy Bilver emphatic-

L ally,

“Whattor ?”’

“You've been sponging on one of
the fellows at our school.”

“And supposing T 'ave ?"

“You've got to stop it.”

Jocy Barton grunted, and looked at
each of the seven juniors in turn.

“Hoh !™ he growled. “I’ve got to
stop it, 'ave I? And who's goin’ to
stop me 7"’ ;

“Weo are,” said Jimmy Silver
promptly.  “Chaps like you have no
right to come near the school. We're
goin’ to show you what we shall do
with vou every time we catch you
near here.”

bt W(‘_}t’?!!

“We're goin’ to duck wvou in the
pond ! declared Jimmy Silver firmly.
“ And we'll duck you every tims you
come near here. Collar him, you
fellows !

The fellows collared the rascal, and
in & moment he was struggling help-
lessly in the hands of seven sturdy,
determined juniors.

“Ow! Yow! Leggo!”  yelled
Joey Barton. ‘
“Fetch him along!” ordered

Jimmy Silver.

“ Stoppit !”

Joey Barton struggled and raved,
all to no purpose. He was carried
along the road right up to the edge
of the pond.

“Now,” said Jimmy Silver, “when
I give the word, pitch him into’ the
water "

[ (_}ood !!!

LT3 (}0 l,,

Jimmy Silver gave the order, and
Joey Barton was hurled with a
loud cplash in the middle of the
pind.

“ Ha, ha, ha !” roared the juniors.

The pond was not very deep, and
Joey Barton was able to stand on the
bottom. Water strcamed off his face
in rivulets as he shook his fist at the
laughing juniors.

“You can laugh!” he roared.
“But you wait. You young himps
will 'ave to suffer for this!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“You'll look jolly funny,” growled
Joey Barton, as he struggled towards

the bank, ‘‘when the coppers march
up to your school and arrest one of
your pals for murder !”

“ Murder |”

The juniors gasped with surprise.
The humorous expressions on their
faces disappeared immediately. They
were looking as solemn as judges.

“What are you talking about?”
asked Jimmy Silver.

“Hoh!” grunted Joey Barton con-
fidently. “T suppose you don’t know
that one o’ your pals killed a man the
other night?”

“Don’t talk rot!”

“It’'s true!” snapped the rogue.
“’E knocked a man into the river
last night, and drownded ’im. 1 saw
it with my own eyes, and——"

“Bosh ! exclaimed the juniors in
chorus.

“All  right! You ask
Knowles if it ain't true.
what ‘e did, ang——"

“Knowles !”

“Yes, that's the name o' the cliap
who did it 1" said Joey Barton gloat-
ingly. “And now I'm going to the
police-station to tell em all about it !”

“My hat!”

The juniors stood dumbfounded.
They looked at one another without
speaking, and Joey Barton, stepping
out of the pond, walked down the
road in the direction of Coombe.

The juniors watched him
thunderstruck.

“What was the silly idiot talking
about?” asked Conroy, mystified.

“Dunno!” replicd Jimmy Silver,
“Aund yet—— i

The Classical captain  broke
abruptly, and turned to Tovell.

“Don’t appeal to me,” said Lovell
helplessly. ‘1 can’t make it out any
more than you can.”

“The chap must have been dotty 1"
ventured Van Ryn.  “ Fancy. talking
about Knowles committing a mur-
der !”

“Perhaps he’s escaped from a
lunatic asylum!” suggested Pons.

Jimmy Silver looked at his chums
inquiringly.

“Shall we tell them all we know 7"
ho asked,

“Might s wol),"

Jimmy  Hilver fopthwith

 Mister
' knows

g0,

off

told  tha

1 Unlonial Coo ol thedre adentues e

Knowleg' study the previous evening,
and also the amazing story which
Leggett had told them that morning.

“My opinion is,” said Jimmy
Silver sagely, “that Knowles really
thinks he has committed a murder,”

“Funny we haven’t heard anything
about a body Dbeing found!” re-
marked (lonroy. 4

“That's just the point,'"” said
Jimmy Bilver eleverly. ‘' If Knowles
had killed anybody, or caused any-
body to be drowned, for that matter,
hig digappearance would have been
bound to have been noticed, and we
should have heard something about
it.  As 6 18——"

“We've heard nothing,” eoncluded
Lovell.

“Quite g0,” sard Jimmy Silver,
“Now, knowing that Knowles really
thinks he has ecaused somebody's
death, this blessed rascal has been
blackmailing him,” s

My word |’

“1'you think I'm right, then?”

““Rather 1” {

“Oh good!” said Jimmy Silver.
“1 don't know whether the chap will
carry out his threat and go to the
police-station; but, all the same,
we're going to track him and see
where he goos,”

“Lead on, Macduff 7

The seven juniors started down the
roacdd 1 the direction of Coombe.
Thoy were within two hundred yards
of the police-station when they
canght sight of P.-c. Boggs and
another constable making in the
direction of Rookwood.

“By Jove.” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver, “they’re soon on the track!
Keep your eyes open for the other
chap !’

The juniors gazed all round them
for sight of Joey Barton.

“My hat!” exclaimed Lovell,
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“There he goes. He's just crossing
that field over there.”

J'Don’t let him sce us!” warned
Jimmy Silver.

The juniors’ knowledge of scout-
craft stood them in good stead at this
moment. They were able to keep the
man i view without him catching
sight of them.

Across three fields Joey Barton
went, and then at length he entered
the woods. Owing to the fact that
the juniors were able to hide behind
the trees, they approached much
nearer to their quarry.

At length he made straight for a
small hut, and entered by the only
door it contained.

Jimmy Silver crawled along on
hands and knees until he lay beneath
the window. He listened, and very
soon the sound of voices became
audible to' his ears.

It's no good, Jorkins,” Jimmy
Silver heard Barton say. “There
ain’t much chance of gettin’ any more
money out o’ that young feller 1"

“What do you mean?” snapped
Jorkins.

“Why," explained Joey Barton,
“’e’d just paid me five pounds, and I
"ad just told 'im that 'e’d ’ave to find
another five by Saturday, when
seven young rips grabbed ‘old ‘o me
and chucked me into-the pond !”

“Well, that doesn't maﬂe any dif-
ference.”

“Oh, don’t it!” growled Barton
savagely. “‘ But they told me they'd
do the same to me again if I went
near to the school 1”

“What did you do?”

“1 went atrai%ht to the police and
put 'em on that feller Knowles’
track !’ '

“You silly fool!” exclaimed Jor-
kins.  “What did you want to do
that for?  We migﬁt ave got hun-
dreds of pounds out of that chap!
Whilst he thought he'd killed me, ﬂrs
would have paif up till further orders.
And now——"

* And now we've got to make our-
selves scarce, mate.”

“Yes, you silly fool 1"

Mr. Jorkins strode towards the door
of the hut and pulled open the door.

At that same moment Jimmny Silver
beckoned to his chiims.

The sth Chapter. ¥
Cleared of Suspicion,

“Clollar
Silver.

The juniors dashed into the fray
excitodly,

The two mon were of helty I lel,
but, nll the wame, they hnd n strong
opposttion dn mven sturdy Janlor,

LD et eme g wikever Yo
do!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver,

“No jolly fear !” cried Lovell. ““No
vou don’t, you scoundrel! We've
got you, and-—-—"" |

“Hang you!” exclaimed Jorkins,
struggling to get away from the three
juniors, who were holding him in
grips of iron, -~

“Not yet!” gaid Lovell. * Now,
Jimmy, what's the next move ?”

“Drag 'em up to the school!”
ordered Jimmy Silver. “This fellow
here "'~ he indicated Jorkins—‘is the
chap Kunowlsey is supposed to have
killed !

" Phew 1%

“They've been blackmailing him
for all they’re worth,” went on Jimmy
Silver. “ But we'll soon put a stopper
to their little games. Quick, march !”

The two villains struggled furiouely,
but to no avail. The seven juniors
had all their work cut out to prevent
the men escaping, but they held on
like grim death.

Yard by yard they progressed the
distance back to Roeokweood.

Many juniors were waiting in the
road, \\'itil pale and serious faces, and
they gasped with amazement at the
sight of the Classical juniors and their
captives,

“Hallo !” exclaimed Tommy Dodd.
“Whatever are you doing with these
brutes 7'’

“Inowles been carted off yet?”
asked Jimmy Silver, grinning hugely.

“No,” replied Tommy Dodd. ‘“ He’s
in the Head's study with P.-c. Boggs,
andg-—-—- [ say, Silver, have you
heard 7"

“Heard what?"

“What—whuat Knowles is supposed
to have done.” o

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Jimmy
Silver. “Don’t look so pippish,
Doddy, old son, We'll soon get
Knowlsey cleared. You know, it
wants clever chaps, like us Classicals,
to get to the bottom of a matter of
this sort,” :

“What are you driving at?”’

“Give us a hand to get these
bounders into the quad,” said Jimmy
Silver. “You'll have a hig surprise
in a few minutes.”

“i B]]‘t "

‘““Hang your
hand !

‘om 1" ghouted  Jimmy

buts! Give us' a

! s

and the two scoundrels were dragges
through the gates into the quad.

Once inside the gates they pulled
up &hort, for coming towards them
was Knowles, in the custody of P.-c.
Boggs and another constable.

“Stop!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver,
stopping forward.  ‘‘That fellow is
mnocent !

“You know nothing about it,
Master Silver,” said P.-c. Boggs.
“Please step aside, and allow me to
do my”duty. It's a painful one,

ut—- :

“Blow your duty!” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver hotly. ' “ You've ar-
rested Knowles for having caused a
man named Jorkins to be drowned.”

“That is quite so, Master Silver,”

“Well, he didn’t do it!”

“Don’t you talk such nonsense,
Master Silver!” said P.-c. Boggs,
with a superior air. ‘‘ A man named
Jorkine has been missing since last
night, and we've received evidence
that—--" -

“Blow your evidence!” snapped
Jimmy Silver irritably. *Jorkins is
alive !” ' 4

“Where is he?”

“There!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver,
pointing to the rascal, who was held
tightly by no less than five juniors.

“Why, hang me if you ain’t correct,
Master Silver!” said P.-c. Bogg:.
“T'hat is Mister Jorkins right enough.
It you've been trying to play a joke
on me "—P..c. Boggs shook his fist,
at Joey Barton—"TI'll make you
suffer for it !”

“ You'd better take him in charge,”
said Jimmy Silver. “I accuse him of
blackmail! Now then, Mr. Boggs,
just be good enough to take your,

ands off our friend Knowles. The
poor chap will faint in a minute.”

Jimmy Silver was quite correct.

Knowles was in a state of collapse.
Loss of sleep and food, coupled with
an  endless amount of worry, was
proving too much for him.

P.-c. Boggs and the other constable
let go their hold on Knowles’ arms,
and the next ingtant the prefect sank
to the ground unconscious,

“let  him  inside, quick 17 said
Joamy  Silver, addressing  severl
juniors  who were locking n
astounded. *““Now, Mr.” Boggs, juet

take charge of these two gentlemen,”

“Werry well, Master Silver,” said
P.-e. Boggs; and he proceeded to
fasten handeufs on the wrists of
Jorkine and Barton.

“My word!™ exelaimed Tommy
Do, “'They've fairly nabbed 1"

A ol throngh denr little us!”?
midel by Bilver, with s laugh,
"Whie's top sllocat Rosk wead now 1

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Which as 1 bid you good«day,
Master Silver,” said P.-c. Boggs.
“You'll be wanted to give evidencas .
when these fellows are brought up
before the magistrate.”

“Oh, all right ! said Jimmy Silver.
“We'll be there!”

P.-c. Boggs walked off with his two
charges, and the Fistical Four went
into the house.

“The Head wants to see vou,
Silver,” said Bulkeley, the captain of
the school, coming up to the Classieal ;

juniors.

“Right-ho, Bulkeley,
go along now."”

And Jimmy Silver went,

old scu;i (Rt ot i

- - L] - L

The story of how Knowles had been
accused of murder wag soon known
all over the school.  Jimmy Silver:
had to explain to the Head how he
had run down the scoundrels. and a
dozen or so other juniors wanted to
hear an explanation of the affair.
Jimmy Silver & Co. got so tired of
recounting their amazing rezﬂature,‘
that at length they 1'ofu-se§ to digcuss
the matter anv further, and  locked
themselves in their study. hi |

In due course Jorkins and Barton
were hrought up before the local
magistrate, and, owing to the juniors’
evidence, were convieted, and sen-
tenced to torms of imprisonment.

Knowles, the prefect, also gave evi-
dence, He had recovered from his
terrible experience, but he was still
looking pale and worn. = It was in
deed, a long while before he forgot -
the anxious moments he had whilst
In Another’s Power. 1

|

THE END. i

Tommy Dodd & Co. lent a hand,
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The ist Chapter.
Bob’s ldea,

“ What the dickens——"" ejaculated
Bob Lawless.

Frank Richards looked up, colour-
ing a little.

It was getting near time for after-
noon lessons at Cedar Creek School,
and Bob Lawless had come along the
.creck, looking for his English cousin.

He found Frank Richards ecated
upon 3 log under the trees, with a big
exercise-book open on his knees.
‘There was a pencil in his hand, and a
thoughtful frown on his youthful
brow. . i

The open page of the exercise-book
waa .covered with writing, Frank
‘TRichards had been very busy when hia
“chum came along.

Bob looked at him, axdd at the
clogely-written sheet, in astonishment.
“ What's that gane!” he asked.

“0Oh! N-n-nothing!”

“ Miss Meadows given you a chap-
tor to write cut, or something?”

SON, nol

“Then what the dickens are you
. acribbling at that rate for?” asked
Bob, quite mystified. * Why, there’s
.pages and pages of it. I've been
hunting  for  vou—1 couldn’t guess
Fuhere vonl et o A e '__1[||||'\ [E]

heen aeribbling ol the time, Ay
Mhing wromg with yone roof?”

Weank laughed, his cheeks very
pizaky,

“* No, you dufier ]’

“Then what does it memn?t’

Frank did ot amswer, but his
wolour  deepened. He locked like a

fellow  who had been caught in a
faalt.

“Not  writing to your ypopper?’’
crinned Bob. “Lifels too short for
a letter that length, | should think.”

il 0 1

“AWell, you are a mysterious guy.
and née mistake,” sald the astonished
Bob. *“1I say, isthere insanity in the
‘Richerds family?”

“Twok here, Bob, [-—I don’t mind
“telling you,” stammered Frank, quite
crimson now. ‘' But don’t jaw about
it.  The fellows will cackle.”

“(o ahead!”

“1-I’ve been writing.”’

- ““Yes, I can sce you've been writing
"wvby the yard! What for?”’

"' e a—a—a-—-"

o N al M chortled Bob. ¢ B--
R kiG]

“It’s a—a—a—story.”’

Bob Lawless jumped.

“ A gbory?? ho shouted.

“Yeooo-cal”

“Great  Jumping  Jeryenlem! 1
never knew -you were a thumping
author!’ yvelled Bob Lawless.  Ha,
ha; Bal’? .

“T.ook here, Bob-—-"

“T must tell the chaps this—
Chunky, and Dawson, and Lawrence
“—they'll enjoy it!’’ roared Bob.

“Keep it dark,” exclaimed Frank.
_“Jook here, Bob, 1 don’t want to be
cackled at. Why shouldn’t 1 scribble
if 11like?” Don’t be an ass!”

Bob chuckled merrily.

“ All gerene—I won't jaw !”" he eaid.
“PBut it beate me! When did you
begin this game?”

" “Well, I've always scribbled,” said
"¥Frank. rather shyly. ‘I used to do

stuff Tor the school magazine, when I

was at.echool in England. And—and
I've written a lot of yarne, too—and

chucked them away when they were
finished. Sort of built that way, you
know.”

“Mind if I read it?” asked Bob.

¥rank hesitated.

“Terwon't cackle,’
“Homest Injun!”

HWell, vou see——-

*1 don’t undertake to read the lot,”
&ddf“ii ; B(‘)b. “'.[‘lu'lt’s a lrig ()1'(_]01-.

. But let’s see what it's like.”

e Oh, all vight!”

' Bob Lawless took the exercige-book,

and sat down on the log beside his

cousin, _

Frank . Richards stared at
ghining creek, his cheeks still red.

¥

grinned Bob.
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Like most youthful authors he was
a little self-conseious about his literary
atteinpts.

There was a elight rustle in the
thicket behind the fallen log where
the cousins sat, but they did not
observe it. ]

A sallow face, with narrow, cunning
eyes, looked out at the two cousins,
from the screen of foliage.

It was the face of Kern Gunten, the
son of the Swiss store-keeper at
Thompson, and the *“black sheep” of
the lumber school.

Gunten had a ‘“deck” of cards in
his hand.

Ile had retired to that secluded
spot, to practise with the cards, to
pcrie‘ct himself in the card-sharping
trick of dealing from the bottom of
the pack. That was not an occupa-
tion he wished the other fellows to
see him engaged in.

The voices of the two cousins had
reached him, and his curiosity was
aroused. :

Aftor that glance through the
foliage, he drew his head back out of
sight, but made no sound to reveal
his presence.

The fact that Frank had asked Bob
Lawless to keep it dark was quite

onough to make the cad of Cedar
L R o e T A A TS ol R & NG e TR
('.‘.-.llT determine o Tear all thint waa
anid, Chunten had no seruples on mat.
ters of that leind.

There was silence under the trees.

[E—

“By gum, Frank!”

Frank Richards looked at him.

“Rotten 7" he asked.

"N ; ripping !” said  Bob.
“Blessed if 1 ever thought you could
gcribble like this ! You’%l be a terrific
author some day, Franky!”

“T wonder ?"’ said Frank,.

That was the boy’s secret ambition,
though he had confided it to no one
so far.

“Bet you!” said Bob. “ Why, this
is tiptop! I couldn’t do it for any
price. I see you've got something
about your English school further
back in the book.”

“Yes, about 8t. Kit’s. I can’t write
except about things I know,” said
Frank, with a smile,

“Well, that's a good idea. All
authors don’t stick to that,” said Bob
sagely. “It would be better if they
did, 1 guees. Look here, Franky, I've
got an idea. Have you ever been in
print?”

“Only in the school rag at home.”

“Why not have a shot for it?”
asked Bob., I tell you this is O.K.
T can’t write, but I can read, and [
know a good thing when I see it.
There’s a literary competition going
on in the ‘Fraser Advertiser,” and
I VO D - PR N R LTI P PSR P
thera's o pirie o Twenty dollarvs Tor
the best short story, The popper takos
i the paper, you know—-it comes by
the store waggon-—and 1 look at it

Bob Lawless had intended to read a
page or two, in rather a humorous
mood, but he found, somewhat to his
surprise, that Frank’s ‘‘scribble ”
interested him, and he turned page
after page. "

The “yarn’” Frank had written was
a description of some of his own ex-
periences; the voyage across the
Atlantic, and up the St. Lawrence
River, and across Canada on the
Canadian Pacific Railway.

Young as he wae, Frank had the
natural gift of eeizing the ealient
points of an experience, and throwing
them into a narrative that carried
the reader along with it.

Bob did not cease reading till he
came to the last page IFrank had

written. Then he gave a whistle,

—
—

‘A Magnificent

B0Y

\UTHOR!

;TR

Long .Cﬁmpiete Story,

dealing with the Schooldays of Frank

Harry Wharton

house calling the Cedar Creek boys
and girls to lessons again.

Frank and Bob rose from the log,
and walked away through the trees
towards the school.

As they disappeared Kern Gunten
stepped out from the thickets.

The Swiss looked after the cousins
with a sneering smile.

“How clever we are!” he mur-
mured. ‘‘We can box, we can knock
down a fellow we don’t like "—Gun-
ten rubbed his nose—‘‘and wo: can
write stories ! How clever ! And per-
haps we shall win the prize—perhaps !
But we shall see ” i

And Gunten hurried on towards the
schoal.

The 2nd Chapter.
Rivals

Bob Lawless kept his word,

Having discovered the literary gift
of his English cousin, he was deter-
mined to keep Frauk up to the mark,
and see him make something of it.

Irank Richards was ambitious, in a
way, but his ambition was mingled
with a good deal of modesty, and
made him very doubtful about trying
his chaneces.

Mok vafuead taadmit anv donhita
ol vefumed to ndmit any doubila,
Ile explained to Frank several times

that 1t would only cost a few cents

to send his manuscript in to the paper

s
P .-

’.—‘I‘

-

Struggling and yeliing, Gunten was collared and rushed down to the creek, and then hurled

into the water.

sometimes. Look here, Fragdky, you
have a shot for that twenty dollars.”

Frank Richards shook his head.

“It wouldn’t do, Bob. Not good
enough '”

“Rats !” said Bob promptly. ““ Ain’t
I a judge? Look here, I tell you
you’d very likely rope in the prize. It
won't hurt you to try, anyway. I'm
f\olly well going to make you! T'I
ceep you at it every day till you've
done a varn and sent it along.”

“J1—1I say, if you really think—-"

“T guess T don’t think—I know !”
said Bob. “You're going in for that
prize, and I reckon youwll repe it in-
just: a few! Hallo! There's the
blessed bell !””

Clang, clang !

1t was the bell from the log school-

at Frager City, and that if it came
back, “Declined with thanks!” it
wouldn’t hurt him.

While, if it was successful, twenty
dollars was a handcome sum of money
“~four pdunds in Iinglish money.

Four pounds was a consideration,

Mr. Lawless made no distinction be-
tween his son and his nephew at the
ranch, and Frank had the same allow-
ance of pocket-money as Dob. But,
of course, it did net run into large
sums.

“Tlldo it!” Frank eaid at last
“But if T bag the prize, Bob, we'll go
halves ! You'll have earned it ag much
axih

Bob laughed.

“ All sevene! I guess I shall deserve

Richards, the Famous Author of the Tales of

& Co.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

a whack in it for making you work,
That’s not an easy job.”

And Frank set to work,

He read the ' Fraser Advertiser”
from cover to cover, as all literary
aspirants should do with the paper
they hope to write for. He looked out
the terms of the literary competition
carefully.

The benignant editor of the * Ad-
vertiser”’ ‘was desirous of encourag-
ing local talent.

Anyone resident in British Colum-
bia, of any age up to twenty-one, was
cligible for the competition.

The winning story bagged the
prize ; others that were good were to
have honourable mention.

IFrank Richards hoped that he would
get an honourable mention; though,
when he said so to Bob, Bob asked
how he was to go halves in 1t

At the ranch, except on  holi-
doys, there was little time for scrib-
blingz. The cousits had a long ride
home eovery evening, and then there
was supper and a chat, and early bed.

Frank's writing was mostly done at
the school, in the interval between
moming and aftemoon lessons, and
sometimes for an how or so when
school was over, before starting home.

e wrote, and re-wrote, and re-re-
snabo
Wroto,

Ile was determined that his story,
whether it won the prize or not, should
be the very best he could do,

Meanwhile, the matter was “kept
dark.”’

But it was destined to come out.
One mworning, when the cousins
arrived early at the lumber school,
they found Kern Gunten in the school
ground, with a ¢rowd of the fellows
round him, and a paper in his hand.

“T guess I'm going in for it,” said
Gunten, his eyes glimmering for a
moment at the cousins as they came
up. ‘“Why not? Ivery galoot has a
chanee.”

“*You can’t
Hacke.

“1 guess I can try.

“ Blessed if I don’t, too ! exclaimed
Chunky Todgers.

“Same here!” said Lawrence,
laughing. ‘' Let’s all try! The poor:
old editor will be sorry he spoke
when he gets the lot!”

S Haihe, ha 'ty Rk

“Here! Fair play!? exclaimed
Grunten, still looking at the eousing
out of the corners of his. narrow. eyes.
“It's my idea, and Tve told you
fellows. “Tain't fair to go in and com-
pete with me, you know! , You
wouidn’t have known anything about
it if T hadn’t told you.” .

“What rvot!” said Haecke. *The
thing's open to everybody in British
Columbia. I guess I could go in if I
liked. I'm an American; but it says
residents in British Columbia, and I
guess I fill the bill.”>

“Fair play !” repeated Gunten dog-
gedly. ‘' If any other fellow in this
school goes in for if, it’'s taking an
unfair advantage, as I’ve told you all
about it.” s

Chunky Todgers sniffed.

“That’'s mean,” he said. ¢ Still,~if
you put it like that, keep the blessed
competition to yourself, and g6 and
chop chips ! o T

Frank Richards’ face was growing
red as he listened, and Bob was look-
ing very uncomfortable. s

Neither of them knew anything of
Gunten having played the  eaves-
dropper in the timber a few days be-
fore, or they would have understood
better the line the cunning Swiss was
taking.

Frank stepped forward. As Gunten
was claiming the literary competition
all for himeelf, as the discoverer, &o to
spealk, it was best to speak out at once
and avoid misunderstanding,

“That's the *Fraser Advertiser’
competition vou're speaking of, Gun-

TR TR WYY RN TR

-———

write !” sniffed Eben

ten ?” asked Frank.
“T guess 0. 1 came across this

weelk’s number in Popper’s store,”
explained Gunten. *‘1 thought af
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once of having a shot for the prize.
You agree with me that fellows here
oughtn’'t to try to cut me out, after
I've told them about it?” ;

“J don’t know about that,” said

Frank. “The competition’s open to
everybody. But, as a matter of fact,
1 am entering myself, and I began
my story last week.”

Gunten sneered.

“You mean, vou put it like that ?”
he said. ‘“You never heard of the
thing till this morning.”

Frank’s eyes gleamed.

“T tell you I knew of it last week !”
he said. ‘““Bob showed me the paper
at the ranch, and persuaded me to
enter for it.”

“T guess that's so!” chimed in Bob
Lawless.

“Oh, pile it on!” said Gunten con-
temptuously. “I've just let on about
it, and you're going to try to cut me
out. That’s your game.”

“T guess you might leave it to Gun-
ten, if he spotted the thing first,
Richards !” said Hacke.

“It's only fair!”’ said Gunten,

“But I tell you I was working for it
three or four days ago!” exclaimed
Frank Richards hotly. “Bob knows."”
' Gunten shrugged his shoulders.

““And what have you been keeping
it dark for ?”’ he sneered. ‘ Afraid of
letting another galoot hear of it 7"’

“You don’t want anybody else to
enter, same as Gunten?” asked
Chunky Todgers. “T'm surprised at
you, Richards! That’s mean!”

Frank’s face was crimson.

“Nothing of the kind!” he ex-
claimed. “T was keeping it dark be-
cause I don’t expect to get the prize,
and T didn’t want to be cackled at.
That’s all. I never even thought about
any other fellow wanting to ernter.
I've certainly no objection to the
Whel wchaol fabing ib i

OO In and win, the Tot of vour !
grinned Fob Lawlma.  “'T back old
Pranky agninst the aowd,™

“I don't believe award olit 1" said
Giunten coolly.
Frank Richards is bagging it, and
tryving to cut me out, and I call it
unfair.” -

Franl clenched his hands,

The Swiss backed away promptly,
He had had trouble with Frank once,
in a fistical way, and he did not want
any more in’ that line.

“Keep your wool on!” he ex.
claimed. " You'll admit yourself that
it looks suspicious, I suppose. You
never let on a word about it till you
heard me speaking now.”’

“There’s no need to mention it.””

“Well, I guess—-"""

“You've as good as ecalled me a
liar,” said ¥Frank Richards his face
very angry. ‘‘You'll take that back,
Gunten, or put up your hands.”

“1 guess I'm esticking to what 1
gaid.

“Then you'll answer for it
cad !’

Gunten had to put up his hands to
save his‘nose. The Cedar Creek
fellows gathered round in a ring.

But the voice of Miss Meadows, the
schoolmistress, was heard.

- “Richards? Gunten!”

The two dropped their hands at
once

“VYes, ma'am!” starmmmered Frank.

Mizs Meadows gave them a severe
glance, ; ' -

“Go into the school-roomsat once.”

“Yes, ma’am!”’

1t was not yet time for morning
lessons, and the two had the big
schoolroom to themselves.

Frank sat down at his desk without
another look at Gunten.

But the Swiss came towards him. °

“* Richdrds !’

“Do : you want to

here?? éxclaimed

you

begin again
! Frank ﬁm‘gely.
“T’ll give you what you've been aglk-
ing for after lessons, you rotter!”

“Never mind that,” said Gunten
quietly. *' Perhaps I was a bit hasty ;
but you'll admit that it looked sue-
pictous.”

“Only to & suspicious cad!” said
Frank grimly.

Gunten bit his lip.
was civil as he went on:

“Let that pass! You say you were
writing stuff for this competition last
week. If that’s so, it proves what
you said, and I take back what I
told you. Show me the stuff, and
prove it.” ‘

Frank hesitated. ;

He was not in the least inclined to
show his literary efforts to the Swiss,
whom he disliked intensely. But there
was a certain amount of reasonable-
wess in Gunten’s request.

“Is my idea, and.

But his tone |
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“You keep it at the ranch, T sup-
pose?” sald Gunten, in a careless
tone, but eyeing Frank sharply.

“No; I keep 1t in my satchel.”

“Yon do your writing here, then?”

(13 Yes.!’

“I guess ['ve noticed that you
f;(ﬂ.neraﬁy keep to yourself between
essons the last few days,” said Gun-
ten, more amicably. “I dare say
what you say is quite right. Show me
the stuff, and prove it, then!”

Frank nodded curtly, and took the
exercise-book out of his satchel. The
work was done in the book, to be
copied out later upon foolscap. His
order for foolscap had already been
sent to Gunten's store at Thompson.
It was not an article for which there
was much demand in the Thompson
valley. :

He handed the book to the Swiss.

“There it ig!”

“Thanks!”

Gunten opened the book, and ran
his eye over the contents. He grinned
as he read. Frank had written the
story of the Mexican * rustler,” who
had lately been run down in that
section by the North-West Mounted
Police. 1t made quite an interesting
story, too, and it was entitled, On
the Trail.”

Frank had expected the Swiss to
hand him back the book when he had
glanced at the pages covered with
writing—a sufficient proof of Frank’s
statements.

But the
steadily.

Frank watched him restively.

“Liook here, that will do, Gunten!”
he exclaimed at last. ‘“You don't
want to read the whole thing, 1 sup-
pose !

Gunten handed him back the book.
,““Right vou are!” he said.

e dou want any further proot
vou onn find ot thint Tast Haturdey
I sont an order to your father’'s store
for a quire of foolscap,” said Frank
sarcastically.

As a matter of fact, Gunten was
well aware of that already.

He made no reply, however, as the

Swiss was reading it

school came trooping in at that
moment.  The Swiss weut to his
place, and morning lessons com-
menced.

The 3rd Chapter.
. Qunten’s Luck!

“ Here'sthe post-waggon, Franky!”

It was Saturday afternoon.

Saturday was a free day, and Frank
Richards f;.ad gpent most of it in his
room at the Lawless Ranch, with pen
and ink and foolscap.

The story was finished, the foolscan.
had come from the store, and all
Frank had to do was to make a * fair
copy,” wrap it up carefully, and
despatch it by post to the offices of
the paper in Fraser City.

As a rule, Frank and Bob helped
in the ranch work on Saturdays: but
that morning Frank Wad been busy
.with his pen.

By the ftime the post-waggon called
the parcel for the * Fraser Adver-
tiser 7 was ready, tied up, and sealed,
and addressed.

Frank came downstairs as Bob
called, with the parcel in his hand.

The post-waggon had stopped on
the trail outside. Tt was driven by
Kern Gunten., 'The storekeeper of
Thompson was also the postmaster,
and on Saturdays his son made the
round of the farms and ranches with
the post-vaggon, -
© Y Yetters?” called out Gunten.

“Here you are!”

Among the letters was Frank’s
manuscript for Fraser. Gunten tossed
it carelessly into the sack with the
rest.

“Your stuff going in to-day, Gun-
ten?” asked Bob Lawless.

“Tt's gone in,” said Gunten. “1
sent my varn along on Thursday, I
guess | shall get a polite ‘No.” So-
long !

The Swiss cracked his whip, and
drove away. g

“Well, the deed is deeded, Franky !”
grinned Bob Lawless, clapping his
cousin on the shoulder. *‘ Behold the
blushing author!”

“QOh, rats!” said Frank, laughing.
“1 don't suppose there’s a chance for
a moment of the twenty dollars
coming this way.” '

“1 fancy you’ll beat Gunten’s stuff,
anyway.”

“Very likely ; but there's sure to be
a good many others—maybe compe:
titors from the big schools in New
Westminster and Vancouver,”  said

Frank, *Never mind. It’s been fun

writing it,

if they like.”

“Well, I suppose most of the manu-

soripts will end their carveer as pipe-
lights,” said Bob Lawless laughing.

“But I rather think you've got a

chance. T'm betting on that twenty
dollars for this ranch.”
And the chums dismissed

for the winter.

Meanwhile, the post-waggon rattled

away down the trail

Gunten drove at a good pace, his
destination being Simpson’s
The waggon entered upon a

next
‘arm.
stretch of trail through the timber,
and there,
trees, Kern
to a halt.

He stood up in the waggon, looking

about him with sharp, cautious eyes,

The spot was very sgolitary; there
was no sound or movement in the

timber, save from a stray gopher in
the under-brush.

After a cnutious survey, Gunten

knelt in the waggon, and opened the

letter-sack.

He .dived his hand into it, and it

came out again, with Frank Richards’
neat little parcel in it.

Again Gunten cast a quick, guilty

glance round him.

Then, for nearly a quarter of an | 1t.
hour he was busy. After that time he
and looked, with a somewhat
pale face, round at the trees. But the
the timber was as

rose,

trail through
solitary as ever.
Gunten closed the post-sack, and

resumed his place at the reins, and
drove on ot a rattling speed, to make

up for lost time,

_ His face was still a little pale; but
it wore a malicious smile of satis-

of
ost-
waggon in the timber, it would have
puzzled him, but if he had seen all
Gunten’s action, he wounld certainly
; hope of
“bagging ” the twenty-dollar prize

faction, for all its pallor.
If ¥rank Richards had known
that mysterious halt of the

have given up his ‘last

from the “ Fraser Advertiser,”

But Frank knew nothing of Gunten
and was far ‘from
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u'i.\'lnu TRe oRd ol the THmner Fohaol o

and his doings,

thought that busy afternoon.

On  Monday morning the chums
rode to the lumber school as usual,
and they found Vere Beauclere there,
Beauclere had been away from school
for a week, as a result of his boxing
encounter with the Dakota Kid, in
Thompson. His chums were glad to
see him again.

“ Feeling chippy—what?” asked
Bob, greeting him with a tremendous
clap on the shoulder.

Beauclere jumped.

“0Oh! You ass! Yes, I'm all right
now.”
“Still got a mouse under your

eve,” said Frank Richards, smilin%.

“What about your literary works,
Frank?" .asked Beauclerc.

Beauclere knew all about it, Frank
having ridden over to the shack on
the creek to see him a few days
before.

“It’s gone,” said Frank cheerily.
“Only one other chap here is com-
peting—Gunten. But [ expect there's
about a hundred others from different
parts.”

“When is it settled?” asked Beau-
clere, \

“Next week’'s number gives the
decision, and the winning varn comes
out in print the following week,” said
Frank.

*And we're going to see ‘On the
Trail, by Frank Richards’'!” said Bob
Lawless. ‘“We've been entertaining
a great author undwares, you know.
Some of these days editors will be
competing far and wide to secure
Franky's great works, and when
chaps write essays on ‘ My Favourite
Author,” they’ll pick Frank Richards
as a matter of course.”

“TFathead!” said Frank., laughing.

Bob Lawless seemed, really, a good
deal keener about the result than
Frank himself. He showed much
more anxiety to see the latest issue
of the * Fraser Advertiser.” 'I'hat
publicatien did not reach the Thomp-
son valley till the following Sunday,
and the eager Bob had to wait im-
patiently.

But on Sunday, when Billy Cook,
the foreman, went to Thompson, he
brought back the paper with him.

Dinner was over at the ranch.
Beauclere had been there to dinner,
and the three chums were strollin
by the ranch-house when Billy (,"ooE
came home. They bore down on

him at once for the paper, and it was

duly sorted out, and handed over.
The chums of Cedar Creek retired

to a quiet spot under the trees, to

look at it.

“Shall T find it for you, Franky?”
asked Bob.

“Oh, yes!?

Frank was Iying in the grass, look-

They're welcome to use
the merry manuscript for pipe-lights

the
| matter, and went along to join the
“hands,” and help in splitting logs

under the overhanging
Gunten drew his horse

ing as indifferent as he could. Bob,
with his back against the tree-trunk,
turned over the leaves of the paper.

“Here we are!” he said. “‘‘ Result
of the Literary Competition’ ! Oh,
great thunder and jumping snakes!”

Bob stared at the paper in blank
astonishment and dismazy.

Beauclere gave Frank
quick look.

“What is it, Bob?" he asked.

“The editor of this paper is a
iifmgerous maniac !” said Bob Law-
ess,

“Rats! Who got the prize ?” asked
Frank.

“Gunten 17

“Wha-a-at !"

“Gunten I exclaimed Beauclere.

- “Carry me home to die!” ejacu-
lated Bob. “Gunten—that fathead?
Listen to this! The editor’s potty,
of course.”

“‘The prize of twenty dollars is
awarded to Master Kern Gunten, of
Thompson, for his excellent story,
“Running Down a Rogue.” We
compliment Master Gunten, not only
on the literary excellence of his story,
but upon his very clear caligraphy
and the neatness of his manusoript.
The story will be published next
week.' ”’

“Oh, my hat!” said Beauclere.

“Fancy, Gunten !” said Frank. “I
shouldn’t have thought he could do
. He must have done his manu-
script jolly carefully. Miss Meadows
has slanged bim lots of times for his
scrawl at school.”

“It beats me!” said Bob. ‘‘Neat-
ness, you know-—and Gunten! The
most slovenly guy at Cedar Creck!
It beats me hollow!”

“ Any honourable mentions ?"” asked
Frank.

“Yes; about fifty.”

“You'll find Frank there, surely!”
said Beauclerc,

“T'lIl soon see.”

Bob scanned the page. But the
name of Frank Richards did not ap-
pear. '

There were ‘‘honourable men-
tions "’ for over forty competitors, but
among them Frank had no place.

Frank's face was a little pink.
~ He had not really hoped for much.
He was too modest to think that an

adlbor " would Fegard Bk story  nw
favourably as the enthusinstic” Bob
did.  But among so many honourable
mentions he had rather expected to
find a place. .

i Rotten 1’ . said | Bob,
editor's a’silly zss, of course!”

a rather

“The

“A champion ass!” said Beau-
(-!m'c.:. ‘Better luck mnext time,
Frank,"

Frank smiled rather constrainedly.
“The editor’s all right,”” he said.
T'he first rule of the game is not to
swear at the referee, you know. The
man knows his business, and I don’t.
[ don't think there will be a next
time,"”

“Rats ! You'll be seribbling
again in a day or two; you can’t help
it I said Bob.

And on that point, at least, Bob
Lawless was right.

The 4th Chapter.
Dark Suspicions.

“ Congratulations, Gunten!”

Frank Richards spoke quite heartily
when he met the Swiss at {he lumber
school on Monday.

He did not like Kern Gunten, and
he made no secret of it, but he was
glad of his success in the competition.
He would rather have won the prize
himself, of course, but he was ready
to congratulate the winner guite sin-
cerely.

Gunten gave him a rather peculiar
gra,

“Yes, I guess l've been rather
lucky,” he said. “1 never really
thought I should pull it off.  You
had no luck, Richards?”

‘““None !” said Frank ruefully.

“Hard cheese!” said Gunten.
“Still, it's something for the prize to
come to Cedar Creek at all, isn't it?
There were a lot trailing it from all
parts.”

“Yes, it's one up for Cedar Creek,”
said Bob Lawless. “ Blessed if 1
don'f; read that story when it comes
out.
~*‘Oh, it's hardly worth it,” said
Cunten.

“We shall read it, of course!” said
Frank Richards. ‘““We get the paper
at the ranch, anyhow, next Sunday.”
% " “Do you?” said Gunten,

MT}’? popper takes it regularly,”

i r

-~

d Bob.

runten nodded, and they went into
school. :

There were a good many congratu-
lations for Gunten at the log school.
Most of the fellows were surprised at
Gunten’s luck, for he was not a fel-,
low one would have suspected of
literary gifts. But they were glad
Cedar Creck had scored.

Many of them were looking forward
with keen curiosity to see the paper
when the winning story appeared.

There were always two copies of

the “Frager Advertiser ' in the
trict, one at the Lawless Ranch, an
the other at Gunten’s store in Thomp:
son, Both, of couree; came through
the post at Gunten’s. e
On the following Sunday moxning,
when Billy (ook came back

Bob ran him down at once.

i Rrager
said Bob.

The ranchman shook his head.

“’Tain't come.” .

“But it always comes on a Satur-
day |”

*“"Tain't come this time, T reckon.
Missed the post.” J

“Oh, blow !”

“We'll ask Gunten
his,” said Frank.

And on Monday they did. Eben
Hacke and Dawson had already read
the story, it appeared, having visited
Gunten on Sunday. But Gunten,
somewhat to the surprise of the fel-
lows, had not brougEt the paper to
school with him.

“Well, bring it to-morrow !’ said
Boh Lawless. “Hang it all, we
want to see the work of the Cedar
Creek author!” |

“You’'re jolly flattering,” said Gun-
ten, with a smile. ‘‘But it can’t be
done.
uncle in Toronto.”

Frank Richards gave Gunten a
quick look.

“You've got another copy?” he
asked.

[ NO- 3 %

“You don’t want to keep a copy of
your first thing in print 7’ g

“0Oh, my uncle will send it back
gome time ! sald Gunten carelessly.
“Anyway, I've got the prize, and
that's the chief thing.'

“Got the cash?” asked Bob.. 1

“Yes. ITook!” Gunten held up a
twenty-dollar bill, -

‘“Bravo !” ,

Frank Richards was very thought-
ful 2s he trotted home with Bob that
evening. - He asked Mr.' Lawless
whether the “ Advertiser”” had come.
It had not.

“We miss a copy sometimes,”” said
the rancher, with a smile. ‘* Acei-
dents happen in the post in the back-
wodds, you knov. It doesn't matter.”

Wnn Yor won't Dother about i,
uncle "

“Oh, no! It's of no consequence.’

Ifrank Richardg let it drop at that,
but he was still thoughtful. Themext
time Billy Cook went to Thompsdn he
took a letter from Frank Richards to
the post. addressed to the ‘ Adver-
tiser ’ office at Fraser, with stamps
enclosed for a copy of the paper.

Advertiser '—got it?"

to let us see

4

Boby regarded his cousin
curiously as Cook took the letter.
away.

ten's prize story,” he said.

“Not only that,” said Frank. “I'm
specially keen to see whether this new
copy of the * Advertiser "’ gets lost,
like the other.”

“Tt won't " said Bob, with a stare.
“Why should it ?" '

Frank hesitated.

* Look here, Bob!
picious chaP, am 177

#Ne.  Why ¥
“Well, I'm not satisfied,” said
Frank slowly. “You know Guntén-—-
always swanking and bragging about
something. Yet he doesn’t want the
schoo! to see his prize story.
sent away the only copy he! had.
Everybody expected him to l).riin,;‘: it
to the school and show i1t round.”

* Dawson saw it at Gunten's place.”

“Yes; and Dawson’s told me it's a -
varn about the M.P.’s running down:

a Mexican rustler.”

“Same idea as your yarn, then?
Of course, Gunten knew all abont that
Mexican galoot,” said Bob. ' Queer

he should have pitched on it for his

yarn.”

“Very queer,” said Frank. * Very,

when you remember he won't let us
see his copy of the story, and that the
copy coming to us by post bas been
lost. .  And the
Gunten's store.” J
“Frapnk ! ;
“The editor complimented " the
prize-winner on his good writ-inf%’,a.nd
neatness.  We know Gunten “is a
gcrawly writer, and slovenly,” “said
Frank. ‘' And my manuscript' was
given to him in the post-waggon,
wasn't it?
that day for hours. ;
“Frank!” exclaimed Bob b¥eath-
lessly. “You don't think——". |

2

“No,” said Frank, *““I don’t; but 1

don't feel satisfied. It's too ‘odd,
Gunten sending his copy away before

we could see 1t, and our copf'ﬂégixx,gJ
'm not -

lost in Gunten’s post-office.
a conceited ass, Bob, but I've got

more brains than tim..t fat-headed

Swiss, and 1 was surprised when he
bagged the prize. It's a story about
the Mexican rustler. So was mine.
I'm going to see that story in print!”

“By gum!” said Bob. *“ Well, we
shall see it when the ‘Advertiser’
comes along—the one you  have

by ko fromy
Thompson with letters, Frank and

I’ve eent the paper to my

rather

“You've nwfnlly 1keen about Gﬁt’u

I'm not a sus-

_H(“S ¢

poet passes through .

He had it in his ‘hande .'



e ol
Ranfi

Tfe

Published
Every Monday

THE BOYS' FRIEND

Price
One Ponny

213

sy

.

written for. It will come Sunday with
the regular number.”

“That will settle it,” said Frank.

Both the cousins were looking for-
ward cagerly to SBunday now.

On  Sunday morning Billy Cook
came along with letters and papers
from the post at Thompson, There
Wwwas the current number of the
“Fraser Advertiser,” addressed to
Mr. Lawless. But the back number,
which should have been addressed to
Frank Richards, was not there!

It had riot arrived.

“My word ! said Bob breathlessly,
looking at his chum with startled
eyes. ‘‘That back number’s got lost
in the post, like the other, Frank!”

“ And Gunten has the run of the
post-office at Thompson,” said Frank,
with a curl of the lip. “ Now, Bob,
how has that paper d.isappcared?”

“It. does look fishy,” said Bob.
“The other papers have come along
all right—only the paper with the
prize-winner in it has disappeared-—
twice!: It's too thick! Blest if it
doesn’t look as if Gunten opened your
manuscript and read it, and thought
it was good enough for a winner, and
borrowed it. Why, the galoot may
never have written a story himself at
all; just bagged yours and sent it in
in his name!”

“We're going to know for certain,”
said Frank Richards grimly. “Not
much good writing for another copy
of the ¢ Advertiser "—it has to come
through Gunten's post-office, and
Gunten sorts the letters for his father.
Where can we get it, Bob? We can't
go to Fraser.”

Bob rubbed his nose thoughtfully.

“Nowhere nearer than Kamloops,”
he said. “That's a long day’s ride
there and back. They have it in the
library there.”

“Feel up to a day's ride?” asked
Frank.

“You bet!"

“Then let's go!’

And ten minutes later, having ob-
tained Mr. Lawless’ permission, the
cousing started on their day’s rida for
the town on the distant railway line,

It was long past their usual bedtime
when the chums, tieed, and  with

’

tired  horaes,  arelved b the  raneh

agcain, and they went directly to bed,

But they were un at the usial hour

in the morning, to start for school.

The Sih Chapter.
Frank Richards Wina!

Frank Richards and Bob Lawless
were a little restive during morning
legsons at Cledar Creck that day.

They were glad when the school
wae dismissed by Mis Meadows.

As the Cedar Ureek fellows crowded
out of the schoal-house, Bob Lawless
called .out

“Maepting in the old corral! Roll
up i
“What's up?” agked Kern Gunten.

“Amything to  eat?” inquired
Chunky Todyers.

“1 guess you'll gce when vou get
there,” sald Bob. “It’s a jolly im-
portant meeting, Clome on, Cherub!”

In a state of surprize, the Cedar
(Creek fellows gathered in the old
corral.

Frank and Bob and Beauclere came

in, together. They kept their eyes
on (Gunten, to make esure that he
came.’

“Waal, what’s it all about?"” de-
manded Eben Hacke.

**Frank Richards has something to
eay,”” 'said Bob. ‘‘Go. it, Franky!”

3 Erank stepped on o log, and
addressed the surprised meeting.
“ Gentlemen of Cedar (freek———-"

. " Cut it short ]” gaid Gunten.
0t the cackle and come to the
hosses,” suggested Eben Hacke,

* Gentlemen,” esaid Frank, un-
moved. “I've got something to tell
you.. You are aware that [ sent a
story to the °‘IFraser Advertiser’
competition. It was called ‘ On the
Trail,” and was a description of the
M.P.’s running down that Mexican
rustler. My story was handed to
Gunten for the post, when he
collected at the ranch.”

(GGunten started violently,

“What are you driving at!” he ex-
claimed.

“Thig!” said Frank, cool as ice.
“While my parcel was in vour hands,
vou opened it, wrote a new {title on
the story, wrote a new letter to go
with it, in your name instead of mine,
angd gent in my manuscript as yours!”
L Gunten staggered.
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Gammon " said Eben Hacke.
“‘Oh, gum, what a yarn!” said
Chunky Todgers, ‘ Don’t pile it on,
Franky! Blessed if you oughtn’t to
be a novelist!”

“What does' Gunten
Frank coolly.

Gunten pulled himself together.

“Tt’s a lia!”" he shouted.

“ All serene! Weo don’t believe it,"
said Hacke. “It’s too thin, What
on carth are you spinning that yarn
for, Frank Richards?”

“It’s true!” said Krank.

“1t’s false!” yelled Gunten. “I
know nobody here will believe it!
It’s a lie, and I know the reason.
The hound is jealous of my getting
the prize! I'm not going to stay

say?’ said

- store.

here and listen to this.”
Gunten swung away, but Bob Law-

NAANANANANNANANANAL NN

le&; grasp on his shoulder swung him
ack.
“No, you don't !’ said Bob grimly.

“Let moe go!” shouted Gunten
furiously.
*Wait for tho finish, dear boy.

You’'te not going, anyway.”

There was no arguing with the
rancher’s son; his grip was like iron.

Gunten, panting with rage, had to
remain.

* Keep him there, Bob,” said Frank
quietly. “1'm going to prove it now,
vou fellows, so that you’ll know Gun-
ten in hig true colours.”

“1t’s a lie!” panted Gunten.

“Mr. Lawless' copy of the ¢ Adver-
tiser,’ containing that story, was lost
in the post,” said Frank, *‘The post
i6 sorted by Gunten at his father’s
1 wrote specially for another
copy, and that was lost in the post,
too.”

“By gum !” said Daweon.

“ Yesterday,” continued Frank. I
rode down to Kamloops with Bob,
and we borrowed the copy from the
library. I've got it here. The prize
story is in it—and that story is the
one I wrate, and handed to Gunten in
the post-waggon. It went to the
office in Gunten’s name, and Gunten
hag received the prize. He's going to

hand that prize to me, and own up
before all the school.”

“Prove it!" yelled Gunten, white
to the lips now.

“I'm going to prove it, Took at
this exercisc-book. wou fellows—

there's the story, as I wrote it at first.
I copied it out later on foolscap.
Bob saw me writing this at the time,
on and off, and can witness. Com-
pare it with the prize story in the
paper.”’

The exercise-book, closely-written,
and much-interlined and corrected,
passed from hand to hand among the
schoolbovs, along with the * Fraser
Advertiser.”

“By gum!” said Chunky Todgers,
“Tt looks a clear case!”

“Jerusalem! It do!” assented
Hacke. *“ What have you got to say,
Gunten, you coyote?”

Gunten breathed hard.

“It’s a lie—a lie from beginning to
ond. Frank Richards has written that
oxercise book out since he’s seen my
gtory in print!”’

bR @1 T i

“That's possible, you know,” said
Hacke. ““It’s one chap’s word against
another’s " '

A smile hovered over Frank's lips.
He had not finished vet.
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AN AMAZING NEW SERIES!

No. 1 Next Monday !

My chums are in for a rare treat
next Monday, for the issue of Tur
Bovs' Friexn, on sale a week hence,
will contain the first magnificent long
complete tale in our amazing new

tories, entitled :

“« KING NADUR'S DIAMONDS!"
By Maurice Everard.

This grand new series, introducing
Dick and Frank Polruan, and old Joe
Tremorne and Pieface, will be of an
entirely new and theilling nature.

Juat  recently I have  received
fottors rOm Tescere I WINCR l‘ﬂ-gy
express their regret at the conclugion
of the Crusoe lsland storics, T want
to tell all these readers that, although
the Crusoe Island yarns were ripping
tales, those in. our new series will beé
aven better,

You will still be able to follow the
adventures of your old favourites, but
the seere will be a difforent one. The
amazing quest for King Nadur's Dia-
monds takes place in Darkest Africa,

| without doubt the most mysterious

and petilous of continents,

Mr. Maurice Kverard hag put some
of his very best work into these new
storieg, and I fecl confident that yon
will all vote them the finest stories
that this famous author has ever
wriften, Don’t forget, the first story
will appear in next Monday’s issue,

The splendid long, complete tale
dealing with Frank Richards’ school-
days in our next issue is entitled;

“fA BORROWED IDENTITY!”
By Martin Clifford,

Mr. Slimmey, the master of the
school in the backwoods, 1s very pro-
minent in this story. Mr. Slimmey's
brother, a fugitive from justice,
cornes secretly to the school, and

B.O
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begs the master to assist him to
escape from the police.
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The fugitive is a desperate man;
he knows what capture will mean to
him. Mr. Slimmey is naturally
anxious to help his brother, but the
scheme to enable him to escape which
the fugitive outlines to his brother is
a rascally one, and the master refuses
to have anything to do with it.

The outcome of this is that the
fugitive throws caution to the winds,
and regolves to elude the police by
means of a  Dborrowed identity.
Whether he succeeds or not you will
learn next Monday.

In next Monday’s magnificent long
instalment of

HTHE BOYS OF THE BOMBAY
CASTLE "
i Bunsan Btorm
Mr. Binks, the sneaking under-

nitser, makes a big effort to get the
Enya into trouble, but the boys are
up to Mr. Binks' dodge. They
scheme amongst themselves, and are
successful in turning the tables on
the under-purser.  Kventually Mr,

Binks has cause to wigh that he had®

not intecfered with the boys. In this

story a new character in Algy the

Nut makes his appearance. You will
like Algy, I feel sure.

The long, complete tale of Jimmy
Silver & Co. in our next issue 18

entitled :
COENTLEMAN JIM'S SECRET!”
By Owen Conauest.

Old readers of Tne Bove' Friuxn
will vemember that Gentleman Jim
was a rascal who was at one time
supposed to be Kit Erroll's father.
Kit Erroll thought he had seen the
last of the man, but in our next story
Gentleman Jim appears at the school
in a peculiar manner. He has a great
secret, and Lattrev, the cad of the
Fourth, cager to interfere in other
people’s business, endeavours to dis-
cover the man’s secret, But Lattrey
goes a little too far, as vou will learn
when you read this splendid story.

The concluding story in our next

le‘bg'ern should be addresked: “The Editor, the BOYS' FRIEND, The Flestway

issua is that introducing Bob Travers,
thoe boy boxer, entitled :

"THE RETURN TO
REDCLYFFE !
By Herbert Britton.
In this story Bob Travers reosives
a  great  surprise. His  guardian
appears on the scene, and then-—-—

Well, T will not tell you what happens
after this. It would

: ] spoil  your
mterest in the story.
ANOTHER NEW SERIES !

I hope my reaclers are not for-

gotting that the firet story in o mplon
did new sories, vmder the title of ;

" TA or T !
TR SE TN BTN
will a|'a£oar in THe Boys' Faiexp
the week after next. The first story,
related by Jimmy Silver, the (lassical
captain of the Fourth Form at Rook-
wood, will be entitled :

""THE MAKING OF MORLEY!"

Don’t forget, the first story will
appear mn a fortnight’s time,

THE PAPER FOR YOUR FATHER,

In conclusion, T would esteem it a
great favour if readers would draw
the attention of their fathers to the
eplendid attractions which ave at pre-
gent appearing in the great weekly
Journal, “ Answers,” including the
most amazing spyv serial of modern
times, entitled ‘“ Inside the Lines.” It
should be read hy everybhody. From
the first word the reader is held in
tense excitement as gripping situa-
tions unfold themselves. It . is,
indeed, a story that nobody should
miss reading.
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OWING TO THE INCREASED SHORTAGE OF PAPER

We shall in Tuture print only the actual number of copies ordered through news-
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agents. To make sure, therelore, ol obtaining your BOYS' FRIEND regularly, fill in
this lorm and hand it to your newsagent:

EINE L Oviviiidsbunse chaana

W MY, G G s

----- TR

Batsisusunt s nnaNt s Raannanan Presaneranssnssvans (RTE

ORIDER EOIRNM.

BAREdAMET RN T aR BN

Address............ I3 AR AU RARERY L) R e

RN 0 i sevicsdts b IN OB gent .
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-Hurrah!”

“Not quite!” he egaid. “The
editor, in announcing the winner,
stated that the winning manuecript
was well-written and neat. You know
the kind of slovenly ecrawler Gun-
ten is.”

“T-T was specially careful with my
manuseript, of course,” said Gunten.

“You still stick to your yarn,«&5un-
ten?”’

“Do you atick to yours?” sneered
Gunten. “That's the question!”

There was silence, as the school-
boys looked from one to the other.
The , smile &till lurked on Frank’s
handsome face.

“Very well!” he ¢aid. * Gunten
says the winning manuscript was his,
and I say it was mine. We can settle
it by getting the manuseript from the
office of the ¢ Frasér Advertiser.” If
it’s written in my hand-——-" y

“By gum, that will settle it!” said
Lawrence. - }

All eyes were on Kern Gunten.
He was pale as death and breathing
with difficulty.

“You can't get the manuscript!”
he panted. :

“I can—and will!” said Frank.
“That means making the affair

ubliv, of course. [ ehall ask Mr.
anle&s to send a man to Fraser City,
with a letter.of explanation, showing
the editor that there has been a

swindle. If the police take up the
~matter, that will only hurt the
swindler. If what 1 say is right, it

will come ont that Gunten tampers
with the letters in the post-office, and
he can angwer for it to the law. I'm
E;vinm him theé chance of owning up
efore the echool. If he doesn’t own
up. and hand over the money he's
stolen from me-—that’s what it
amounts to--the matter goes through
to the finish !”
“Let it go through, anyhow,” ex.
claimed Bob Lawleas.
Crunten licked his dry lips.
:“}\'o}l?" anid Frank grimly,
“You deny
seript?”’
“I—*}‘e{s.”
“Very well | The matter goss to the

stoaling my  manu.

police.” said Frank. *‘ Uome on, you
chaps ! And he turmed away, -
Gunten stood cuite ah’lf for 4

moment or two. His fice was like
chalk, and his eyes had a hypted look,
Well he knew what the result of
an investigation vould be.  And well
he knew that tamwvpering with the
lotters in a posthffice was a cerious
offence against the law, lor which ho
would have to anewer.
“Hold onl'' he gosped.
hald onRichards I
Peanle tuaepgnd,, bogl
Frank turned back.

[ sny

A

“Well?” ;
% “I——‘I-u————-"’ Gunten spoke thickis.
I«I don't want this to go any

farther,”

LT thought you wouldn’t!” said
Frank, with a contemptuous curl of
the lip.

“I—I only meant it as a joke,
really,”” muttered CGunten, 1.1
never knew your story would win tha
prize, of-of course. It was just a
ohange. | \JLLjoilm

“Do vou own up that you stole mv
manuseript, and sent it to the office in
your own name?” demanded Frank,

B Yes!” panted Gunten,

You sneaking covota!” shouted
fl-‘fmnt H;wllfe. “Hand Richards his
wenty dollars. you 2w
then we'll duck \;oul!"mun"‘umpJ o

LR I TN ) i

“ Shell out, vou thief!”

With a trembline hand, Gunten
passed a twenty-dollar bill to Frank
Richards. It was the prize he had
so_mnearly succeeded in “bagging.”

Then there was a rush of the indiv.
nant Cedar Creck fellows, i

Gunten, struggling and velling, was
m]lﬂTrnd ellmli rushed down to the
creelk, and there was a mie §
in the water. PESH Wi

The wretched trickster erawled out
drenched and deipping, and toek to
his heels. Gunten did noet show up
in school that afternoon. :

“You ought to make him write to
the paper, and own up, and have
your name put in, Franky,” said Boh
Lawless, as the chums walked back
torthe Lscihnol :

‘rank laughed and ehook his head.

“Can't ‘be did—I don’t want haiﬂl
scragged for meddhing with the post.
He’s owned up, and he's shown up,
and that will do! And here’s the
merry twenty dollars! Halves, Boh !

“And here’s the merry author of
Cedar Creek!” chuckled Bob, “ Three
cheers for the schoolboy author!

THE END.

NEXT MONDAY!

*“A BORROWED IDENTITY !”

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
DON'T MISS IT!

b
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'BOB TRAVERS AT GREYFRIARS!

A Splendid Complete Story of Bob Travers, the Boy Boxer, introducing
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The 1st Chapter.
Skinner's Scheme.

“It's a fine chance!”

Thus Skinner, the cad of the Re-
move at Greyfriars, to his cronies,
Snoop and Stott.

“ What for?” asked Snoop.

“Why," explained Skinner.
“You know a chap named Bob
Travers is coming here to-day to
box Bob Cherry?”

§ i Y%l”

“Well, why shouldn’t we mako

some bets on the result of the mateh?
After all, what with the cutting down
of ‘racing, we haven't had much sport
just lately,

“That’s a fact!”

“Look here!” went on Skinner en-
thusiastically. “I'm willing to bet
anyone five-to-one that Cherry wins.
Personally, I'd sooner sce that beast
get a good whacking, and "

*“But Travers has boxed in a booth
for goodness knows how long,” said
Stott. “ He's bound to be hot stuff.”

“Bosh !” exclaimed Skinner, with a
sniff. ““Don’t you remember that
chap Belcher who came here once.
Look what a fight Cherry put up then.
And, besides, this fellow Travers is
younger than Belcher was.”

i) a‘)rl)e !”

“Of course, if you chaps want to
back Travers, I'll take you on like a
shot!”

“Oh, good!™ said Stott, feeling in
his pocket. ‘“You can put me down
for five bob at five to one!”

“Right-ho! Hand the brass over!
What about you, Snoopy?”

. “Couple of bob,” said Snoop, lay-
ing down a two-shilling piece on the
table.

i A :
“That's bl rleht”™  sikd Binner,
“Now I'm Foing o cnnvass some of
the other clups, Weo don't often et
o charwes Like this for a bit of eport 1"’

And Skinner went in ecarch of the
other "goey” chaps in the Remove.
Ho found several who were willing to
fall in with his scheme, and in about
half an hour he had a long list of
“clients,”

_Billy Bunter, the Owl of the
Removs, was especially keen on lav-
ing a onund on Bob Travers, but as
he couldn’t pay on the nail, Skinner
forthwith struck his name out,

At length, Skinner had propounded
hie scheme to practically every fellow
at Greyfriars who was likely to listen
to 1t with favour. He referred to his
hook, and discovered that if Bob
Cherry lost he would stand to lose
twelve pounds,

But Skinver did not think of the
anslblhtf’ of Bob Cherry losing. All

e thought of wasthe money he would
win if Cherry won. .

Anxious to find fresh fields to con-
quer, 'the cad of the Remove decided
to go 1n-quest of Ponsdnby & Co., the
Higheliffe” nuts.  Skinner knew them
for “goey” chaps, and he guessed
they would be only too willing to fall
in with his scheme.

The cad of the Remove left the
school, and wended his way down the
lane leading to Highcliffe. He had
not gone more than two or three hun-
dred yarde when who should he come
face to face with but Poneonby & Co.

“You're just the fellows I want to
sce,’”’ said Skinner affably,

“Go hon!” laughed Ponsonby.

“Yes,” said Skinner. “I suppose
you’ve heard that a voung booth-

oxer named Travers is coming io
Greyfriars to box Bob Cherry?”

“Well, we did hear somethin’ about
it,” agreed Ponsonby.

“Oh, good!” said Skinner. ‘““Now
I'm making a becok on the match.
I'm willing to give five to one that

erry wins!”

“By gad!” ejaculated Ponsonby,
Five to one on Bob Cherry 7’

B Yes!"”

Ponsonby put his hand into his
ocket, and drew forth a pound note,
tHere vou are!” he said. “I'm
e !

fWhat about you, Monson?”

"€ Ten bob,” said Monson.

And yon, (adsby?”
even-and-six,”’ l"r\]')]il'(] (}ﬂ(l&l')‘v_
an't afford to miss a chance like

ner very carefully made a note
s bets in his book. Money was
ply rolling in, and already he saw
elf having some high old times
1@ money he was coing to win,

; his beok away, and, looking

Harry Wharton & Co.

up, noticed to his surprise that the
nuts of Highcliffe were smiling at one
another,

“What's the joke?” he asked.

‘““Ha, ' ha, ha! You are, Skinny,
dear boy!” said Ponsonby. “Of all
the thumping idiots, you are—

s} Ha; ha, hal”

“Ha, ha, ha!” chorused the other
nuts.

Skinner was thunderstruck.

“Look here!” he said slowly.
don’t quite catch on!”

“Ha, ha! You wouldn't, by gad
exclaimed Ponsonby; doubled up with
laughter. ‘““I’ll be along for my five
quid directly after tea. By gad, I've
never won money so easily before!”

“Never!” said Gadsby and Monson
hilariously.

“Look here, you idiots!” exclaimed
Skinner, rather nervously. “ Why
the dickens don’t you explain!”

“Oh, Skinny, you'll be the death of
me,” roared Ponsonby. “1 suppose
you've never seen Travers box!”

e NO !!!

“Thought as much,” said Pon-
sonby. “If you had you wouldn’t
have been such a silly fool to bet on
Bob Cherry!”

“But Travers is only a beastly
booth-boxer, and 2

“Quite s0,” said Pongonby., ‘ He's
a rotten, low-down blackguard, by
yad! Haven’t .you heard that he’s

eaten Tom Merry of St. Jim's, Gor-
don Gay of Rylcombe, Pankley of
Bagshot, and me—beaten me!”

“ Good heavens!”

Skinner’'s face had gone ghostly
white with fear., No wonder the nuts
had been so eager to take on the

“I

1”

bets. ‘ i
Porssnby & G8: #siFed:
L ”lll‘cl Hl']t, Hl«lllllt'l', f)lll Nlll.“

laughed Gadsbv., “You've let your-
aclf in for it this time, by gad! See
vou this evening. Ta-ta, dear boy!”

The nuts of Higheliffe made off,
their faces wreathed in emiles, leaving
Skinner rooted to the epot.

“By Jove!” he muttered to himself.
“I wonder =

And he continued to wonder
whether there was any truth in Pon-
sonby’s words. . Skinner was at length
forced to the conclusion that there
was.

The cad of the Remove knew the
nuts well, and he knew that they only
betted on certs. At the time
making the bets this fact had not
occurred to him, but now he saw it
only too plainly.

Bob ravers had beaten Tom
Merry and Gordon Gay and Pon-
sonby. Then he couldn’t be much of
a “dud” after all. As he realised his
position he shuddered.

Supposing Bob Cherry was beaten !
Supposing—— How ever could he pay
out for all the bets he had taken? It
was impossible, He would be ragged.
And if the facts got to the Head there
would be trouble, and most likely he
would be expelled. \

Skinner’'s mind was working very
quickly at that moment. He con-
trolled his anxious fears, and slowly a
means of getting out of his difficulty
occurred to him.

He continued his way in the direc-
tion of (Courtfield, and, entering a

shop in The High Street, he emerged
a little later with a small packet in his .
pocket.

He returned to Greyfriars just-as
the jupiors were going in to dinner.
He saw Bob Travers crossing the quad
with Harry Wharton & Co., but he
gave them no more than a cursory
glance.

Dinner proved a most unappetising
meal to Skinner that day. At last it
ended, and then he followed in the
wake of Harry Wharton & Co. and
Bob Travers.

He tracked them out of the House
to the quad, and he could almost have
jumped for joy when he saw Bob
Travers break away from the Remove
chums at the gate and walk in the
direction of Friardale

Skinner was after the boy boxer like
a shot. Things were working out
very well for him just then.

Ile overtook Bob Travers midway
between the school and Friardale.

“Very pleased to meet you, old
san ! he said heartily. “ Going for a
walk " ]

“Y-yes,” said Bob, in surprise.
“But--but T don’t remember having
scen vou before.”

of -

HERBERT BRITTON.

_ 'said Skinner quickly.
“T'm Skinner' of the Remove, you

H No,

nl‘!"
know. I'm awfully sorry T coeuldn’t
come and meet you this morning, but
uifortunately 1 had an appointment
that T was compelled to keep. 1 say,
you don’t mind my walking with you,
do you?"”

SNot atall I’ replied Bob.

“Oh, good! Going down to Friar-
dale ?”

“Yes,” said Bob. “I'm just going
to send a telegram, and then I'm
coming back for the fight.”

Skinner walked with Bob as far as
the post-office at Friardale, endea-
vouring all the while to keep up a
steady flow of conversation, and im-
pressing himself upon the boy boxer.

Bob. was not exactly impressed
with the cad of the Remove, but, all
the same, he did not absolutely dis-
like him. Skinner had gone out of
his way to be affable, and Bob did
not  guees that he was one of the most
hated fellows at Greyfriars.

They left the post-office, and were
just ‘pasging the tuckshop kept by
Uncle Clegg, when Skinner clutched
Bob quickly by the arm.

“What do you say to a glass of
gitiger-pop before we go back?” he
sald.

“No, thanks!” replied Bob.
13 I 1 L

“Oh, do!” urged Skinner per-
suasively, “I'm' jolly thirsty; and,

besides, we may never meet again,
Have one, do, just for the sake of
friendship 1"’

“Very wall!” said Bob, not caring

-
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middle—Ponsonby, T believe his name
is.

- ““Well, they're fhree of the biggest
rotters going !" said Skinnper ; and he
proceeded to acquaint the” boy:boxer
with the erring ways of the nuts -of
Highcliffe. s , i ;

At the same time, quite unnoticed
by Bob, he took:a little packet from
s pocket. and shook” the contents
a  little white “powder—into - Bob's
glass of ginges-pop. ..

All the time he kept up a flow of
conversation, and’kept' Bob’s  atten-
tion on Ponsdnby & Co.

‘His fell’ tagk finished, Skinner kept
his gaze “from the counter, and he
neither . saw nor<heard Wun Lung’s
small hand pass across  the counter
and change the two glasses.

The little ‘Chinee had:watched: Skin-
ner’s every. movement, and, detecting
the ‘ead’s purpose, . had  resolved to
defeat his cunning scheme., '

When Skinner turned round again
and picked, up his glass: he was quite
unaware-of the fact that he was drink-
ing from Bob Travers” glass. The
powder had completely dissolved, and
1t would have puzzled anybody to dis-
cover the ‘“doctored’ one.. . -

s > "

Drink ‘up, Travers,. old 'son!”, he
said “ cheerily.: = *“ We shall have to
buck up. Tt's ‘one o'tlock now, and
your boxing match comes .off at . two-
thirty !” -
“ Right-ho!” * said Bob; "and he
drank the contents, of his glass. i
Then the two left the tuckshop and
strolled back to Greyfriars. Skinner
bid the boy boxér good-bye at the
gates, ‘and hastened upsto his study.
He arrived there to find the room
empty, ‘and, flinging himself down in
the easy-chair, he w-ifmd the perspira-
tion from oft-his forehead.. » « . ~
“P%'s a risk,”” he'muttered to him-
self, “but it's worth it.  That powder

‘will work the oracle, and ‘just when

the fight is-about to commignce it will
commenee to act. That beast Travers
won’t be.able to' put das much power
into this blows as, he thinks., Helll
gradually get wenker, ' and when
Chi?r'ry’ knocks “hitn' out- no one

will have anhyi suspicion that hé. hag
been drngged. . Theylll think that
T TR, L B =)
Iy ‘f ‘u , ‘
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Quite unnoticed by Bob Travers, Skinner took a little pﬁokit-‘from‘hls
pocket, and shook the contents into the glass of ginger-pop..

to refuse. And he followed Skinner
into the little shop.

The cad of the Remove had not
expected to find anybody in the shop,
and he started with surprise as he
observed the form of Wun Lung, the
Greyfriars’ (Chinee, sitting at the
counter.

Next instant, however,” he had re-
covered himself,

“Two ginger-pops, please, Uncle
Clegg | exclaimed Skinner. ““We're
in'a bit of a hurry, so buck up!”

Skinner. absolutely ignored Wun
Lung. The latter was used to being
shunned by the cad of the Remove,
and he continued to drink his own
ginger-pop as though Skinner was an
abdolute stranger to him,

Uncle Clegg placed two glasses of
foaming ginger-beer before Skinner,
and the latter paid for them.

“Here you are, Travers!” said the
cad, passing one glass to Bob. “Goed

“luck to vou, and may the best man

win—what ?"’

Bob drank half his ginger-beer, and
placed his glass on the counter once
again,

Suddenly Skinner clutched Bob by
the arm,
open doorway of the shop to three
figures who were passing by.

“Look !I” he said. ‘‘You see those
fellows aver there?”

¥edi sid Bob. . “ By Jove, i1
know’ them well.  \They belong to
Higheliffe. I boxed the one in the

and pointed through the

‘ o iRl
Bob  Cherry's . punches .
caused it.” ; G

The cad of the Remove laughcd
evilly. He little knew, however, that
his: cunning 'schéme ' was doomed* to
failure, through the timely:interven-
tion of Wun Lung, and 'that it was he,
and not Bob Travers, who would feel
the effect of the wdrug. —

will) haive

Bob’s Hardest Fight.

“ Bob, you've done well! * You've
beaten Tom Merry, . Gordon . Gay,
],’au‘]’clcy, ‘Ponsonby, and Solly TLaza-
rus. s

Thus John Matthews, the boxin
promoter, a8 he sat chatting to Bbﬁ
Travers in the little room they were
sharing during their stay at Grey-
friars. :

“I have purposely left Boh Cherry
till last,” continyed the boxing pro-
moter, - ““ because I consider- him the
strongest of your opponents. He
will make you go all the way, and if
only you beat him, as I feel sure you
will, I will see at once about getting
that new ~booth which I have pro-
mised Joe Barnett, your old show-
man !’ .

“1 sent a telegram to Mr. Barnett
this morning,” said Bob. = “1 told
him that I was meeting Bob Cherry
this afternoon, and that if I beat him
he would be certain of getting his
booth,”

“Good!” said John Matthews.

“Now, you'd:better byck up. = It’s
twenty-past two. You're due in the
rifg . in anotlior ten minutes.”

. Bob went  off 1 hizh spirits /to
change into his boxing things.. When
John Mattheiws had promised to pifr-
chage a new hosing booth for ald Joe
Barhett, providing he ]hnl)»*\-}ﬁ?ui't 10
Jegs “than six schoolboy champions,
Bob had not' grasped the size -of his
tagk. ' AT o

However, by sheer grit and deter-
mination, he had beaten five "of his
opponents; and now there only re-
mained . Bob Cherry, the Grevfriars'
champion, to be contended with.

Right oh time Bob entered’ the
ring, to ‘the accompaniment of loud
cheering on the part of the Greyfriats
juniors Wwho were grouped-round the
ang: -5

‘Sri':'inncr, the cad of the Remoye,
was standing up in a. corner, away
from the Remaovites, and Boly did not
notie¢ his presence. !

At length came the call of “‘ Time!”
from Wingate, the captain of Grey-
friars, who was acting as referee.

Bob took things very- easily at the
beginning of the firet round. = He
knew his opponent was not going to
present him with a walk-over, and
therefore it behoved him to be wary.

For quite.a minute neither of the
boxers ' hit ‘out’ to any extent, and
several © of the Greyfriars = juniors
shouted  their protest. is

“(Get a' move on, Bob!". shouted
one.  ““You, haven’t got until next
Christmas !” ;

But Bob Cherty was wise. e
took no notice of the Remove juniors’
remarks. ' He was going to under-
stand his opponent before he lunged
out. J ‘ - ‘
Bob Travers managed to get his
left. home' 6n the Remove junior's
héad ;| but a little later Bob Cherry
returned the blow on his opponent’s

= gy i

The first round concluded  with
honours even. The two boxers, were
evenly matched, and there was little
to chocse between  them.

The ‘second round proved to - be
more exciting. Bob Travers let him-
self go a 71itdo, and Boly Cherry was
uné&uccessful- i dodging two thrusts
at his head.

A litfle later the Greyfriars® junior

A ok vn back. inted  with
ot i Gy }%ﬁ:—h. e Sl
rliﬁ tieht, and, swinging out hig left
quil'kﬁc. lifted Bob Travers slightly
off his feet.

Shat's . better,  Bob,
velled Frank Nugent.
another !”

But - Bob ' Chierry didn’t give bim
another.

¢ 4

old son !’
“Give him

Bob Travers. would. hate

bean prepared for it, and the (Grey-
friars champion kuew'it. = !
" He contented himself with acting
on the ‘defensive, and it was a good
thing he did, for -snddenly Bob
Travers quickened his movements,
and switng-left atid right out quickly
at_his opponent’s head. dlle

‘Bob E’ﬁérry's guard shifted up 'in
the nick of time, and he managed to
avaid Bob Travers’ blows. 1t was
lucky he did, for there was a tremen-
dous amount. of power behind those
punches, and they would have given
-the Greyfriars junior a good shaking
had they. got home, i

< Fymiol! ;

The gecond round was over, and
still ; it would have puzzled anybody
to have forecasted the winner, ' i

The third round, however, opetied
in . spirited = fashion. . "Bob Travers
led - with his left, and, side-steppifig
quickly,. Bob Cherry dodged- the %ﬁ)o‘w,
and’ sent a’ stinging uppet-cut to his
opponent’s chin. ‘ Lt

3ob Travers had not expected such
a move, .and when an instant later
Bob Cherry ctashed his right home
on.the other's body, Bob Travers lost
his: balance, and cank to the floor.

Next  moment, however, he re::
covered’ his equilibrium, and esdiled
into:Bob Cherry for all he was warth.

Now the fighting was getting ‘excit-
ing. with a venigeance. Neither of the
*hoxers spared themselves.  They
went for each other in determined
fashion, and before the third round
was brought to a conclusion otle of
Bob Cherry’s eyes was half-closed; and
Bob Travers had an ominous Tump on
his forehead. L e

YTime!” By
" The third round was over, and:still -
there was little to choose between the
combatants. e Ay

The fourth round was full of ex- .
citement. A more thrilling fight had
never taken place in the Greyfriars
gym. A lightning punch from the left
sent Bob Cherry to the boatds.

He remained down until ‘“‘Eight!”
had been called. Then he roee to his
feet, and, after dodging another of his
opponent’s  sledge -hammm‘ punches,
he -sent .his right to. Bob Travers

head, and the latter reeled to the
floor. 1 : s
“Well done, Cherry!” velled the

Removites,
“He’s done! He's—--". il
(Continuved on page 216, col, 5.) "
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hand, take his stand at the loop-
holes. :

Through these the smoke of the
firing was blown back in dense, blue
clouds, and so thick did the vapour
become that the defenders were more
than once driven back.

A well-directed volley, however,
temporarily saved the situation, and
as the fierce brutes went down in
heaps and others sprawled on top of
them, the ardour died out of the
charge, and, without waiting to be
ﬁ%lt]il'ed’ the remainder turned tail and

“Give them a chance!” screamed
Joe. “Don’t shoot a fleeing man !
We'll play the game however it ends
for us.”

Perhaps this was hardly a wise
course to adopt, but Joe had very
strong notions about such matters,
apd no man was ever less prone to
take an unfair advantage than he.

Ag if by magic, the brown forms
melted away among the under-
growth, and an eerie peace, broken
only by the dull boom of the surf on
the shore, and the scream of the
frightened gulls in wheeling flights
over, the lagoon, was heard above the
stillness.

They set down their guns, and Dick
ventured to open the door a few
inches to let the air blow through.

He had good reason to repent the
action, for in a flash a strong, brown
arm,; holding a wide-bladed spear,
shot into the opening, and the lunging
weapon snagged open the cloth of his
sleeve.

‘““ Shove, Pie—shove for all you're
worth !”” screamed Dick.

Pieface hurled all his weight
against the portal with a force that
snapped the haft. Then, as quick as
lightning, he poked the muzzle of a
revolver into the nearest hole, and
pulled the trigger three times in rapid
succession. A ery, followed by a
heavy fall, answered the shots. Then
all was still again.

“ Just shows how desperate these
chaps ¢ean be,” said Joe, who came
forward to asoertnin the extent of the
lamage done, "' No wound! That's
KY%“ l!lr,\_clnu't‘[ul‘gel.. I-Iluru'z B vory
likely chance that some of their
speats and most of their arrows will
be doped with poison.”

“What's to be done now?” Frank
asked, taking a quick inspection of
the defences, and helping to reload
the magazines, “We may get a
respite for the rest of ‘the day, but as
soon as the sun goes down, and the
darkness comes, they’ll give us
trouble.” /

““Bet your sweet life they will!”
answered Joe, with an assumed cheer-
fulness he was far from feeling. “ But
it’s up to us to keep the home-fires
burning. . Pie, old lad, get some tea
going. ITven ’eroes like uscan’t fight
on em-Fty stomachs.”’

While Dick and Frank patrolled the
room" ‘ceaselessly, Pie prepared a
hurried meal.  Then they all sat down
to digeuss plans for defence.
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The 2nd Chapteor.
Mala Returns, :

Joe Tremorte, at the head of the
table, after considering the matter
carefully, thought it best to speak his
mind.

*“Now look here, you fellows.. It
ain't no good for an old buffer like
me to beat about the bush. Some-
how or other, through nobody’s fault,
we've got oursclves into the most
awful mess, and unless something
very unexpected happens I don’t see
how we're to get out of it.” .

“You mean, the odds against us
are too big ?” suggested Franlk.

The sailor nodded.

“That's it.  They’re six hundred
agen four, and, although we've got
weapons, if they mean to make
an end of wmus they can send to
the other island, just hull-down on
the horizon, and bring another crowd
along. True, there's a good deal of
ammunition left, but even cases of
cartridges won't last for ever at the
rate we’ve had to bang ’em off the
last two hours. We might last out
two days, Eer-haps three, but if they
make attack after attack they’re sure
to get us in the end.” :

“Well, what's to be done?” asked
Dick." :

“I've been wondering whether we
couldn’t harness the bunjik' to the
row-boat again, and get the fat little
rascal to lug it down to the beach.
Pie could guide him, while you and
me and Frank fight a rearguard
action till we get to the water, = Of
course there’s this difficulty : before
we get far they’ll have a swarm of
war-canoes round us, unless we' slip
’'em in the dark.”

Frank looked troubled.

“We couldn’t get enough water
and provieions down in time,” he
added wisely. “You see, Joe, adrift
in the Pacific in an open boat is no
joke, especially when the sun is at its
iottest. We shouldn’t live two days,
and I guess I'd rather be killed by
thcs’f: savages than die of thirst at
gea.”

“MThen there’s nothing for it but to
see tho fight through to a fimsh.”

Pt s, errodd Dick, W'l
‘|III

keop the old Hag Nying to the end,”
oot viiy t;u\n‘.‘nlub -113*;‘-4;,_‘3- 1’9'?,“'1‘11&3!‘7' o aanAie
The question once decided, every

preparation was made. Their greatest
encmy, they knew, when darknees
fell, would be fire, so to meet it with
the only remedy at hand they set
vessels of their precious store of water
all round the walls.

Nor did the precaution prove vain,
for a few minutes after sundown,
when darkness began to settle in
rapidly, as it does in the tropics, a
stream of fire sailed majestically from
the trees, and, mounting into the blue
of the night, described an arc, and
dropped at an angle to the ground.

They lifted one of the loophole
coverings and peered out. Stuck in
the turf about ten feet away was a
quivering spear, whose haft was

wrapped about with a hall of cloth

minutes, till' the “stick was charred
through, when it dropped to the grass
and smouldercd down to a dull red
aglow. ¥

Joe wiped the moisture from his
forehead.

“That's the wussest danger we've
got to contend with,” he breathed.
“Half o dozen of those chaps on this
roof will set the show burning like a
havrick:”

“hey’re starting already !’ ehouted
Dick, as the sky was illumined at a
dozen points with the flaring rockets.

“Then fire low at the place where
they start from!” called Joe. * Now
Pie, come here, and help me sweep
the fringe of trees from.end to end
with gun-fire. Move your barrel along
as though you were working a Maxim.
At lenst some.of ‘em will get ginger.”

A steady and relentless stream of
lead was pumped for several minutes
into the appointed area, and the many
ghricks and groans which were heard
proved that a goodly number had
gone home,. ' ;
' the flares rose steadily and
grandly, and, ‘once the range was
found, they began to strike the roof.
Some of them struck glancing blows
and glided off, but more than one
stuck, and ‘soon volumes of dense
smoke began to gather among the
rafters overhead,

In a little while a heavy haze had
gathered about ' the steadily burning
lamp, and Joe scented the danger of
suffocation as well as from fire.
wgtand aside, Dick, my son! T'm
going through the trap to draw th_os:r
spears out before the roof catches,
he said, propping his gun'in a corner.

The boy, however, was too quick.
In a moment he had darted behind
Joe and had mounted the ladder. To
push up the trap was the work of a
gecond, but the moment his head ap-
peared in the " opening, clearly re-
vealed by the dancing flames, a host,.
of barbs and 'spears were loosed at
him. AL

Still he did not falter, but, levering
himsolf on to the sloping roof, crawled
forward, and one by one snapped the
hafts and flung the burning heads to
the ground. i

Again and again the deadly missiles
flashed about him, one even pinning
the flap of his coat to the woodwork.
He wrenched it free,” and started 'to
crawl back. ;

By this time the night sky was
aflame with the burning missiles, and
in the red glow Dick saw the savages
advancing in little groups. They
would dart forward a féew: paces, use
their bowa, then fall flat on their
and  repeat the operation of

Still

VNG
o tlea wall alone the wround ' he
“Fire well along the ground!” he
shouted to those below.  “They're
coming on pretty fast!”

1t was evident that if the islanders
got much closer in, to aim at them
from the shoulder-high loopholes

would be out of the question. And
every }nata,nt the human net was
tightening.

“Pie, hand me a rifle I"” Dick called.
“Tve got to dose "em heavily, or we
shall have the place burnt about our
ears!”’

Now the attackers were resorting
to the old familiar but deadly trick
of pushing in front of them clumps of

" dry brushwood, behind which they
were fairly immune from haphazard
rifle-fire.

Once get that placed around the

soaked in some oily stuff.
The flare burned steadily for several

walls and well alight, nothing could
save the defenders.
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off his magazine
with deadly
effect.

At every shot
a savage crashed
over, but more
came on, draw-
ing so close in
that by the time
the second maga-
zine was emptied
Dick had all his
work ecut out to
reach shelter in
safety. .

“They'll  get
us, Joe; and
nothing can stop

them!” he said, a trifle white-faced.
“Hark ! What is that?”

There was a shuttered window intthe
wall behind, and above ‘the screeches
and vells of the frenzied mob with-
out they distincily heard a series of
short, sharp taps on the pane.

“Someone knocking on the win-
dow !” gasped Frank. ¢ What shall
we do?”’

“If we slide back the shutter, like
as not a cloud of spears will come in,”

said Joe. ‘“It’s only a wheeze. Hi!
What are you doing, Franky "
“Going to have a squint, and

11

chance my arm!” replied the boy,
who, before either of the others could |
stop him, had moved the shutter cau-
tiously aside and looked out.

He started back, a cry of amaze
breaking from him. _

“Phere’s that South Sea girl Mala
outside,  dressed up in man’s cloth-
ing! ‘I distinctly saw her face!”

“Then let her in, if she’s a pal of
yours,”’ said Joe. A

“She can get through the window,
a slip of a thing like her!” Frank
answered. *“Turn the lamp almost
out, Joe, while I take down the
shutter.” ;

It was a good thing that something
in the nature of a diversion was hap-
pening, for now the upper structure
of the fort was burning steadily.

All was quiet in the rear of the
shed between: the side-wall and the
outbuildings. -~ As Frank leaned far
out he caught sight of a slim form
crouched against the wall.

“Tg that you, O, white man?” he
heard, a sweet, soft voice call.

“Yes. And you are Mala,” the
boy replied. = “Do you want us to
take you inside?”

In the dull glow, which shot up
suddenly from the roof, he caught a
vision of a pretty, painted face, lit by
a pair of sad, dark eyes. :

“No. There is no time,” she whis
pered. ‘1 have come to tell you
that there is a big, white man’s ship
out in the bay. It stopped there
nearly half an hour since, and the
men aboard do not understand what is
going on!” ;

“Then, for pity’s sake, if you dare
run ‘the risk, steal down to the shore
and swim to theship. Therewillbe a
look-out man. If you hail him when
you draw mnear he will answer you,
and lower a boat. Go aboard, and
four
white men here—at least, three whites
and a black—and that we are sur-

rounded by savages. Wil you do
this for me, Mala 7" ,

Yhe looked up into the white,
anxiouns faco,

“ Nou o for you, who did so much
for e (c_m“ apo, 1 owill do nnybhing !
for me long ago, I will do anything !”
she answerced.

When Frank looked down again
the slim form had slipped away, and
Mala was gone.

. - é - .

Just as the moon was rising above
the trees the boom of a big gun was
heard and a big shell screamed over-
head. It was followed a few minutes
later by the rattle of 3 Maxim and
Gratling gun-fire down by the beach.

The joyous sounds drew nearer, and
at the end of a quarter of an hour a
crowd of lusty British sailormen was
secen wheeling a pom-pom into the
clearing.

The terrible weapon soon made
short work of the natives, who fled
helter-skelter, either back to the vil-
lage, or to what little protection their
war-canoes afforded them.

A lusty cheer broke from the
defenders when the commander of the
armed merchantman brought his
crew of marines to the smoke-black-
ened ruin. They tumbled out, over-
joyed to be in safe hands at last.

“(Fuess we're about fed-up with
this old island,” Joe said, when he
had told the story of their adventures.
“If you don’t mind taking us all
on board, sir, we shouldn’t be sorry
for a run to civilisation again.”

FExactly a week later they were
landed in Sydney, impatiently await-
ing a boat to take them to England.

“(rusoe Island was all very well in
its way,” remarked Joe, the morning
he booked the passages, *‘ but when it
comes to being burned alive by the
skunks you've spent ten months in
befriending I opine it's about time to
make tracks for a more healthy
place.”

And Dick, Frank, and Pieface, to
say nothing of the bunjik—who, of
course, accompanied them—thought
80, t0o.

THE END,

turned, his left arm shot out’

« his opponent gave

 BOB TRAVERS AT 'GHE“!FRIABS! :
By HERBERT BRITTON.

(Continued from page 214.)

But Bob Travers was not done just
vet, At the call of ‘' Beven 1” he stag-
gered to his feet, but it was plam to
see that he was slightly knocked.

So was Bob Cherry, for that matter.

The call of “ Time "’ came as a wel-
come relief to the two boxers, ' Both
were in need of a rest, and they sank
down into their chairs with a sigh of
thankfu!ness.

HTime 17

It was the fifth round. Would it be
the last?

Hammer-and-tongs the two went
at it, and it amazed the onlookers to
think that they stood the strain eo
long.

Smack! Thud! ?

Bob Cherry was hammering Bob
Travers at close quarters.

He had beaten Bob Travers to the
ropes, and was just preparing to de-
liver .a knock-out, when the latter,
with a wriggle worthy of an'ee,
slipped away from the corner to
which the Greyfriars junior had
forced him, ot

Bob Travers swung round quickly,
and, just as the Greyfriars humor

ke a
piston-rod, and Bob Cherry Y was
bowled over like a nmepin. [

There was a grunt of disappoint-
ment from the Removites at the fall
of their champion.

“One—two—three ~four—{i ve-+r=

Bob Cherry raised himself to his
elbow.

{ Qi —seven—eight—=="

It was a herculean effort that the
Greyfriors junior made. Ie struggled
to his feet, resolved to fight to the
last. i

Bob :Cherry could not bave struck
another effective blow to save his life,
and it was no surpise thab the tap
him an instant later
&cnt him to the fleor for the fatal

¥

sgount.

The Greyfriars supporters hung o
the timekeeper’s every word, but Dob
(herry did not rise. e was counted
out !

“«Wel done, Bob  old son [ gaid
Harry Wharton, hdping the Grey
friars champion to his feet. Yol
fought splendidly. 1 ilallo!

What's happening over there 2

Tarrr Wharton had happened to
rlineo teywnrds the corner of the gym
nisiam  Buddenly Slaanner, whao hind
| RTURRD wland g [l e, Liis faeo swhato s
o ghont, hndd _,lnll_-lnl o i "'".”_'_.,__

a ghost, had fallen to the floor,

Next instant Wharton and one or
two other juniors had rushed towards
the cad of the Remove. Wun Lung
was standing over the latter, grin-
ning hugely.

“What's the matter?”
Harry Wharton anxiously.
Skinner fainted?”

“Skinnel dlugged!”

exclanmed

* Has
saxd  -Wun

Lung.
- ) 2 71
“PDrugged !” exclaimed Wharton,
astounded. “ Who did it ?”

“ Me explain,” said Wun Lung.

And the Chinese junior proceeded
to tell the excited Removites of all
that had happened in the tuckshop.

“The beastly outsider ! exclaimed
Wharton, at length. ““We'll make
him go through it for this!”

And Skinner did go through it
When he had been ragged sufficiently,
and when Harry Wharton & Co. had

seen the stakes on the boxing-match's

returned to the rightful owners, there
was no more unhappy fellow at Grey-
friavs than Herbert Skinner,

“We'll go up to town to-morrow
and order that new boxing-booth for
Joe Barnett!”

John Matthews made the remark
when he and Bob Travers were having
tea together an hour or so later, :

“You've foucht well, Bob, and I'm
proud of you!” he continued, 1in
hearty tones. ‘‘To have beaten the
schoolboy champions that you have is
to have achieved something, and T am

confident that vou will make a name |

for vourself in the boxing world.: You
have mv best wishes, Bob; and I hope
that one day I shall be able to call
you Champion Bob Travers!™

1t was Bob’s hour of triumph. Ile
had fought like the plucky young
Britisher he was, and had won through
by sheer grit and determination. '

THE END.
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