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The ist Chapter.
Tubby’s Tale of Woe.
“Can you lend me five pounds?”
“Five which?”
“Pounds!”

“Make it five hundred!” suggested
Jimmy Silver humorously. *You're too
moderate, Tubby.”

And Arthur Edward Lovell climed in
cheerily :

“Tubby, old man, go the whole giddy
npicorn, and make it five thou'. We'll
have o whip-round in the Classical
Fourth to raisc it.”

“We will—1 don't think!” grinned
Raby.
“I suid five pounds!” said Tuhby

Muftin firmly.  “I meant five pounds!
1've sim({)ly got to have it, you chaps.”

“My dear man, I’ll lend it to you on
one condition,” said Neweome.

“Done!”  said Tubby
“What's the condition?”

" "t'l‘hat you tell me where to find it
irst.”

“Fathead!” yclled Tubby.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The Fistical Four of Rookwood chortled
in_chorus.

Fivc pounds was a gum that the cheery
Lo. seldom found themselves in possession
of all at once, and it any member of the
Co. had been in possession of it he would
have thonght twice—if not thrice—betore
handing it over to Tubby Muflin.

Indeed, Tubby might as well have re-

quested the loan of five hundred or five
thousand pounds; he was just as likely
to gt it.
Mali-a-crown was generally Tubby's
limit when in quest of a loan, and if he
vould not bag half-a-crown le did not
disdain twopcnce,

His request for five pounds tickled the
€Co., and rather surprised them, too.

Reginald Muffin  was looking quite
scrious, however.

He gazed at the Fistical Four more in
sorrow tham in anger as they chortled.
o But what’s the row, Tubby?” asked
dimmy Silver at last. “Has the sergeant
let you run up a bill at the schoel
shop?” .

T}xlhby sbookbhls head.

“Have you been playing banker with
Peele?” asked Lm‘ellpaevcrcly.

“No. I-TI owe the money,” confeszed
Tubby. ’

“You owe somebody flve pounds?”

“And T'm heing dunned,” said Tubby
sadly. “Therc’ll be a row I I don't
settle. And, as Christmas is coming on,
I thought you fellows might be willing
to help me out of my fix.”
't‘;‘"Wlmt‘s Chrigtmas got to do with
¥

“Well, you sée—-"

instantly.

Tubby hesitated. Really, Christmas
frad very little to do with it: byt Tubhy
had apparently hoped to touch the hearts

of the Fistical Four by the mention of
1he magic word.

“Besides, Christmas isn’t lhcre yet,”
said Jimmy Silver. “But I'll tell you
what, Tuebby, you ean ask us again then.”

“Or the Christmas after!” said Lovell.

“Or the one after that,” suggested
Z\l't-wmmc. “The war will be over hy
then.”

Tubby Muffin sighed deeply.

This hilarity was_cvidently not what he
wanted from the chums of the Fourth.

“Nothing doing, old gun!” said Jimmy
Silver. “You must find some other way
of raising funds for the Christmas holi-
days.”

A S ST

“Two to one he's spoofing.” said Lovell
suspiciously. “Why sghould a stranger
et him run up a bill of five quids”

“1t wasn't a stranger.”

“Don’t pile it on, Tubby,” wurged
Lovell. “Nobody who knew yon would
Iet you run up fivepence, let alone five
pounds.”

Another dcep sigh from Tubby.

“Tell us all about it, Tubby,” said
Jimmy Silver kindly. “We can't lend
You five quids, but we can listen to the
tale of woe, if you like.”

“That’s a good offer,” agreed Lovell,

“It’s really your fault, Jimmy,” said
Tubby Muffin sadly.

“Minc?” cjaculated Jimmy.

“Yours,” said Tubby. “Didn't,
advise me te take up footer
scason?”

“I told you it would bring down your
fat, which the rations haven’t done!”
aaid  Jimmy, laughing. “But  what'’s
footer got to do with it?”

“I took your advice,” safd Tubby. “I
went down to Lamson's and ordered a
new rig-out—new footer and all. And—
and my pater won't foot the bill!®?

“Well, my hat!”

“You've ordered five pounds’ worth of
%00ds you can't pay for?” exclajmed New-
come.

“I took Jimmy's advice.”

“You young ass!” exclaimed the cap-
fain of the Fourth indignantly. “I never
advised you to order footer toggery.”

“It’s all very well to round on me
now,” said Tubby sorrowfully. “But I'm
in a scrape. Lamson’s will 8end the bill
in to the Head if I don't square. They
want their money, of course.”

“And how much have you got towards
it?” asked Raby.

“Fourpence.”

“Oh, erumhg!”

“Well, of all the silly 1diots!” said
Arthur Edward Lovecll. “There will be a
shine if Lamson’s hill goes to the Head.”

ou
his

“And your pater will bave to pay it,
Tubby.”

“He won't ! moaned Tubby.

Jimmy Silver wrinkled his brows.

“You gee, you advised me-—" reeom-
menced Tubby.

“Fathead !”

“Well, T took your advice—-"

“Oh, dry up!” growled Jimmy.

“Supposc you fellows get together, and
whack it out!” suggested Tubby Mufin
brightly. “After all, five pounds isn'g
such a thumping lot, is it?”

“Br-r-r-rr!”

“And I'm really going in for footer, hot
and strong,” said Tubby. “I may he
a good bit of use this season, Jimmy—jn
the junior eleven, you know.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tubby's snggestion restored the good-
humour of the captain of the Fourth.

The fat Classical grunted; he could not
se¢ any grounds ifor merriment in his
remark.

“Well, arc you going to sce me
through?” he asked.  “0Of eourse, I'll
scttle up later. Yl save up my Christ-
mas tips—"

“I've heard that yarn before.”

“1f you dom’t trust me——" hegan
Tubby, with a great deal of dignity.

“Oh, scat!”

“Hallo, therc’s the  dinner-bell!”
claimed Lovell. *“Comc on!”

“I say, Jimmy —" /

But the Fistical Four were heading for
the School House, and 'Tubby Muflin
snorted indignantly at this heartless dis-
regard for his predicament.

Really, the Co. seemed to think dinner
more important than Muffin’s financial
troubles. .

However, Tubby tolled after the Fis-
tical Four; he was not inditlcrent him-
sclt to the claims of dinnef,

1

‘The 2nd Chapter.
Uncle James Takes the Matter in
Hand.
Jimmy Silver wore a thoughtful cx-
pression that afternoon-
Lovell & Co, noted it, and grinned as '

they noted it, fairly breaking their necks, to sec us
T})ey knew what }v]n}s ill)‘ Jin:lmy's m%nd. E;“v’e‘l’:g 'q_’  meLry comedy!”  grinned
“Uncle James ” of Rookw was play- 77 < gat N s < e . -

ing-kind uncle again, and hp-was think-4% * Weld oall e o~ of ihe ere ]

ing out Tubby Muffin's difficulties. -] after tea, p,ura‘ged Jimmy, Yoy
1t was just like Jimmy, fellows ag = 3 7
Tubby had acted. like g rockless young h?.  You haven't asked us g

ass, if not a young rascal; but there was
,:gudvordered goods
was in a scrious

no doubt that i he
he could not pay for
serape.

Certaiuly lie deserved to be left to face
his troubles alone, as a warning for the
futurc; but Jimmy Silver could not quite
make up kis mind to that.

Somehow or other Reginald Muffin was
to be helped, and Jimmy Silver, probably,
was the only fellow at Rookwood School
likely to take muech trouble about the
fat junior. X

As “Uncle James” he felt called upon
to see Tubby through, if it could possibly
be done.

But the matter was not easy.

Five pounds was a large sum {o a
fellow in the Fourth Form, aund the com-
bined resources of the Fistical Four did
not come to that amount, or near it.

And cven if Jimmy Silver was willing
to “play up” to the extent of subserib-
ing all he had, it was pretty certain that
the Co. would look upon the matter with
a different eye. X

In fact, Lovell’s opiunion, stated with
much candour, was that Tubby AMuffin
could go and eat coke, an opinion that
Raby and Newcome cndorscd with great
beartinesa.

A “whip-round ” was likely to produce
as much as Jimmy could ralze himself,
and very little more.

The idea was not much use, and Jimmy
had to think of something else, henee
the thoughtful wrinkle in his brow that
afternoon.

After lessons, when the Fistical Four
went to the end study to tea, Jimmy was
still looking deeply reflective.

"}\ﬁfll?" said Lovell at last.

“Ehe”

“What's the result?”

“Result of what?" asked Jimmy.

Lovell chuckled.

“You've heen screwing up your chivvy
like a gargoyle, and you haven't jawed
nineteen to the dozen,” he answered.
“That mecans that you've been thinking.
What's the result—if any?”

“Well, ahout Tubby,” said Jimmy, as
he eracked his egg.

“Oh, I knew it was about Tubby! .
Bother Tubby!” .

“Blow Tubby!” added Newcome. “Pass
the war-bread!”

‘“After all, it’s rathier creditable for the
fat little bounder to take up footer,”
remarked Jimmy.

“Oh, lots! I haven’t noticed him stag-
gering humanity on the footer-ground,
though.”

“Well, it’s a sign of grace, anyhow,”
argned Jimmy, “and he’s rather a
thoughtlesa young ass. I'd like to sec
him clear.”

“Nothing doing!” said Levell. *You're
not clearing this study out of cash for
that_fat bounder, Jimmy! Cut it out!”
""No jolly fear!” said Raby emphatic-
f

“Nix1” remarked Newcome.
“I've got an idea,” said Jimmy mildly,
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THE BOYS’ FRIEND

~TuBY MurFiN's BEREFIT!
A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
JIMMY SILVER & CO0., the Chums of Rookwood.

By OWEN CONQUEST.

“Well, we'll hear your idea, but don't
ask us to help you carry a hat round in
the Fourth, because we jolly well won't
do it!" .

“That's not it.”

“@iood! Then you ean go ahead.”

“What about a benefit?” asked Jimmy,

“A which?”

“Benefit !

“What are you driving at?”

“I suppose you've heard of the Classt-
cal Players!” said Jimmy Silver., “What
about a henefit, performance, the proceeds
to go to clear Muflin of his debt?”

“What proceeds?”

“Charge for admission, fathead!”

Arthur Edward Lovell grinned,

“My dear man, go to bed and dream
again!” he said. "Fellows won't pay to
sce the Classical Players perform.  It’s
cnough trouble to make ‘em come in
without paying.”

" Look here,” said Jimmy Silver warmly,
“our dramatic socicty is the best thing
of the kind going at Rookwood. We
could give a jolly good performance—

“Passed unanimously! But charging
for admission is a geegee of quite another
colour! Who'll pay?”

“Well, if it's announced as a benefit
performanee the fellows would pay,” said
Jimmy.  “Besides, we'll give *em gome-
thing specially good. Instead of Shake-
we'll have something funny—
something the fellows would like to see.
We can depend on  getting a  good
comedy.”

“How #” .

“I'll write it,” explained Jimmy,

“Would that make it a good onc?”
asked Lovell in surprise.

“Lovell, old chap, don’t be funny!?
You're ncver really funny except when
you're playing *‘* Hamlet *!” answered
Jimmy Silver. = “That’s settled, We'll
have a benefit performance of the Classi-
cal Players, with a really good bill, that
will make the fellows come in and pay.
Proceeds to go to the Mufin Fund. We'll
bag the lecturc-hall for a half-holiday,
and make it a matinee performance, so
that eéverybody can come—outsiders as
well as Bookwooders, if they like.”

“1 can seé the whole county rushing in,

“Tha#, heing settled,” cpntinucd
captain of &he Fourth, unbteding, “wi
hold 2 juecting and rettle the details,
Buppose ‘we fix the performance for -next
Wednésday?” i

“Phew!  With a giddy comedy to write
and learn and rehearse!"

“We live in rapid timces, old chap. No
time for slaecking. It's got to be fairly
soon, and we can't spare the Saturday
next week, or the Wednesday after;
there's footer. Now or never, you know.
Finished tea yei'”

“No!” roared Lovell.

“Well, I'll ¢call the chaps in, anyway.”

“Look here—"

But Jimmy Silver was gone.

The captain of the Fourth helicved in
striking the iron while it was hot.

Within a quarter of an hour there was
a mecting in the end study of all the
rincinal - members  of  the Classical

layers,

Mornington and Erroll, Oswaid and
Conroy, and Pons and Van Ryn, Pecle
and Flyny, and two or three more, came
to the meceting, and they listened in
surprise to the suggestion of a benefit
periormance for Tubby Muffin,

“What utter rot!” was Pecle’s com-
ment.

“1 dou't scc it!” answered Jimmy Silver
tartly.

“If we're goin® to charge for admis-
sion, let’s bag the cash ourselves)” said
Cyril Peele. “I don’t see any sense in
handin’ it to Tubby Muffin.”

“Well, it’s to help him out of a fix}”?
said Conroy. “I back up the idea.”

“He shouldn’t get into a fix!”

“Oh, rats! Let’s scc him through, ff
we can!” said Oswald.  “After al, it
will be no more trouble than any other
performance. The question is, will the
fellows pay to come in?”

“There’s “another question, too,” re-
marked Mornington.

B ANnAAANAAAANANAAAANA B

My dear Readers,

1 regret that, owing to
pressure cn space, ! have
been compelled to omit my
Chat column. You may rest
assured, howevzr, that al-
though I am unable to give
you particulars of next
Monday’s stories, the
yarns will be up to the
usual high standard = of
excellence.

Your sincere friend,
YOUR EDITOR.

J owed the

“What’s that, Morny?”

“Is Tubby Muftin really in a fix, or is
he spoofin’ to raice the wind?” asked
Morny. “Very likely it’s only one more
of his dodges for raisin’ money. He’s
always up to somcthin'.”

“Oh!” ¢xclaimed Jimmy Silver rather
blankly. .

There was a chortle in the study.

Perbaps Mornington was a little sus-
picious, but undoubtedly it was possible
that Tubby Mnffin was merely *spoof-
ing,” for ’i‘ubby's “dodges ” for raising
the wind were many and varied, and
never came to an end.

Unele James, with all his sagacity, had
not thought of that possibility.

“My hat! I shouldn’t wonder!” said
Kit Erroll, with a laugh. “Tubby is an
awful spoofer, and he’s too fatheaded to
understand that it's a swindle. He's
done us often enough.”

“Well,” said Jimmy Silver, after a
pause, “we can find that out easily
enough. We can use Bootles’ telephone,
and ask them at Lamson’'s.”

“Better do that first, I should say!”
grinned Morny.

To. which§ there was general assent.

“Cut o to Bootles’  study now,
Jimmy,” said lovell. “He's gone down
to Coombe, and now's your chance.”

“Right-ho! Wait till I come back!”

Jimmy Silver hurried downstairs.

He did not like to suspect Tubby Muf-
fin of spoofing to such an extent, but cer-
tainly it was necessary to ascertain that
all was above-board before the benefit
performance was procecded with.

Mr. Bootles being out it was casy
cnough to use his tclephone, and Jimmy
Silver cnsconced himself in the Form-
master’s study and took up the receiver.

He rang up Lamson’s, the outfitter’s in
Coombe, who did a great deal of business
with the Rookwooders in the supply of
sports and gamcs necessaries. )

“Hallo! Is that Lamson's?” ' asked
Jimmy, when he got through.

“Yes; manager speaking.”

“I'm Jimmy Silver, Rookwood. Have
you had an order for a foater rig-out
irom Muffin of the Fourth lately?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Does the hill come to five pounds? 1
want to know, because we're sceing to
it for Muflin,”

“1 will ascertain in one moment, Master
Silver.”

Jimmy held on to the wire fr a couple
of minutes, and then the answer came
back from the manager at Lamson’s.

“Are you there? Yes? Five pounds
one shilling and threepence, sir.”

“Thank you!"

Jimmy Silver 1ang off, and quitted Mr.
Bootles’ study quite satisfied.

On his way back te the Fourth-Form
quarters he met Tubby Muffin, who was
waiting for him, with a rather peculiar
expression on_his fat face.

“I—~1 say, Jimmy!” he stammered. “I

_to know whether you really_
ney, Tubb¥ ! youw're m{ch an
awful spogfer,” aid Jilamy Silver,

“Oh, déar!” gasped Tubby.

“I asked the manager, and he told
me,” said Jimmy.

Tubby blinked at him.

“Wha-a-at did he tell you, Jimmy$” he
stuttered. : §

“He said the bill came to five pounds
one and three.”

“Oh!” e¢jaculated Tubby,

For some reason, there was
pression of relief on his fat face.

“We're going to see you through, if
we can,” gaid Jimmy. And he hurried on
to the end study, leaving Reginald Muflin
staring after him,

“Well?” asked Lovell, as Jimmy Silver
came in.

“It’s all serene!”

“Tubby really owes the money?” asked
Mornington.

“Yes; five pounds one and three.”

“ Well, that settles it,” agreed Morning-
ton. “It's like his cheek to run up a
bill he can't pay, but I'm willin’ to Lelp
see him through.”

“8ame here!”

“Well, 1 don’t agree!"” said Cyril Peele.
“If I'm actin’ in the play, I'm takin’ my
whack of anythin’ that’s goin’, and blow
Tubby Muftin.”

“Then you can step out!” was Jimmy
Silver’s answer. 3

Pecle sniffed.

“I jolly well will!” he answered.

And he did.

But the defeetion of Peele did not
worry the Classical Players mueh, and
there was quite a long meeting in the end
study, in which the benefit performance
wati duly discussed and the arrangements
made.

an  ex-

The 3rd Chapter.
For the Benefit of Reginald Muffin.

“Hallo! What's that Classical worm
up to?”

Tommy Dodd, of the Modern Fourth,
asked that question, in tones of
indignation.

‘ The three Tommies were chatting at
the foot of the staircage, in Mr. Manders’
House, when Jimmy Silver came in.

Jimnmy Silver proceeded to pin a paper
on the Modern notice-hoard, heedless of
the stares of the Modern juniors.

Having aMxed the notice to his satis-
faction, the captain of the Fourth walked
out of Mr, Manders’ House.

“Cheek!” said Tommy Cook.

“Bedad, let's go afther him and bump
him!” suggested Tommy Doyle, with a
watrlike look.

“Let’s look-at the notice,” was Tommy
Dodd’s suggestion,

And the three Tcmmies bore down on
th notice-hoard, and scanned the paper
pinned up there by Jimmy Silver,

It was a very- interesting announce-

| ] ANNANNANANNANNANNNANANAAR

—I heard yoy in Mr. Bootles’ study.. |
“You—yeuivesbeen —teiep‘iﬁnmg%'{o__ m-
son's,” |

“Yes,” answered Jimmy,

“I-T gay—
. “We

“NOTICE!

GRAND BENEFIT PERFORMANCE BY
THE CLASSICAL PLAYERS!
WEDNESDAY NEXT, 3 p.m., IN THE
FORM-ROOM.

ROLL UP!}

‘KATCHING THE KAISER{

A KLASSICAL KOMEDY!
ADMISEION 6d.

Rezerved Seats 1s.

ROLL TP!”

Tommy Dodd & Co. stared at that
announcement as if they could hardly
believe their eyes.

“The cheek!” gasped Tommy Dodd.
“ Asking us to pay a tanner a time to see
them play the goat! Usi"

“* A Klasgsical Komedy!'” said Cook.
“That's meant to be funny! That's the
Classical brand of humour.”

“The nerve!”

“The neck!"

was deep.

In their opinion the "Classical Players
were very small beer, anyway; the
Modern Players were it ’

The Classical Players, certainly, ree
garded them with high disdain, but that
feeling was fully regiprocated by the
Moderns.

“ A benefit performance!” said Doyle.
“Whose benefit, I wonder? It can’t be
for the benefit of the audience; they'll
be the sufferers.”

“They won’t get any audience at a
tanner a time,” remarked Tommy Dodd.
“Who'd pay to see them playing the
ox? I should want paying, 1 know that,
and more than a tanner.”

“8ticking the notice up here, just as
if we'd go!” said Cook. *Bless their
Klassical Komedy! This is pure cheek!™

Temmy Dodd jerked the paper down
from the board. .

A Classical notice posted up on the
Modern side was the last word in cheek,

and it could not be allowed for =«
menent.
Tommy Dodd reversed the sheet of

paper, and wrote out n new notice on
the back of it, amid chuckles from his
comrades. .

Then he put the paper In his pocket,
and strolled over to the School House.

He went into the House, and, finding
nobody there, pinned the paper on the
boeard, reversed, to show the new notice
bz had written on the back, .

He did not linger on the spot, but
hurried out of the School House at once,
aml came on the Fistical Four outside.

Tommy gave them a wary look, but the

smiles.

“Coming, old son?” asked Jitamy Silver
genially. " You've seem the notice, of
course ?”

“I've seen it!” said Tommy gruffly.

“Mcderns sre admitted—if they pay,
of course,” said Arthur Edward Lovell.
“It will be rather rough on the rest of
the audience, but Modern tanners are as
good as any others. You might v
your mnecks for once, considering that
youw’ll be_among respectable peopte.”

“Yes, 1 thiok you might do that!*”
agreed Raby.

Tommy Dodd breathed hard.

“Shurrup!” said Jimmy Silver, with a
warning look at his chums. *“No rags
now!  We'd really like you to come,
Tommy ; we're raising a fund to get that
fathead Muffin out of u scrape. It's
going to be a ripping comedy; it will
make you laugh no end!”

“Why not perform * Hamlet,” if that's
your object?” inquired the Modern junior,
with heavy sarcasm.,

“Look here——"

“I'm sure that Lovell as Lacrtes op
Horatius would make any audicnee feel
that they'd had their moncy's worth—
from a comic point of view."”

“You checky assl” roared Arthur
Edward.
“Shush!” said Jimmy Silver. “Now,

look here, Tommy Dodd, you'd better
come! It's to see a Rookwood fellow
through, you know.”

“I'd do anything I could!” said Tommy
Dodd gravely. “Ask me to fuce licns in
their dens, or Huns on the war-path, or
a great statesman making an epoch-
making speech, and I'm your man. Buf
to face the Classical Players on the stage
—my dear man, there's a limit to human
endurance! Can't be did!”

And Tommy Dodd scudded away when
he had made that remark—none 100 soon,
for the Fistical Four had quite lost their
geniality, and he was in danger of getting
bumped on thc unsympathetic earth.
“Cheeky ass!” growled Lovell. “Blow
their Modern tanners—we don't - want
'em! I don't believe in admitting
Moderns at sil.”

The Fistical Four went Into the Housa,

and were greeted by a shout from Van

]I)toyn.dwho was looking  at the notice
ard. :

“What_does this mean, Jimmy Silver?”

“Eh! What?”

“Did you stick this up?”

Jimmy Silver stared at the paper on the
board in astonishment. It was written
in pencil in bold eapitals.

“NOTICE?

ON WEDNESDAY NEXT THE
CLASSICAL CHUMPS
WILL PLAY
THE GIDDY OX!!!

IN THEIR USUAL STYLE!
KEEP AWAY!”

“That isn't the notice we agreed onm,
Jimmy Silver!” said Van Ryn.

“Asg!” said Jimmy politely. “That's
Tommy Dodd’s handiwork, the cheeky
ug;l"Tllat's what he was doing on this
side!"

ment. It ran;

And Jimmy jerked down the vaper fa
great wrath,

The indignation of the threc Tommics. -

chums of the Clessical Fourth were all )

2
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“The 4th Chapter.
Tommy Dodd Thinks It Out.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were very busy
during the next two or three days.

The “classical comedy” was going
stroug.

Jimmy himself had written most of
“Katching the Kaiser,” but the other
members of the cast put in a great deal,
to their own satisfaction.

Many hands made light work, Lovell
remarked when he was putting in im-
provements.

And he only sniffed when Jimmy re-
torted that too many cooks spoiled the
treth,

Still, there was no doubt that it was a
most excellont comedy—from the Fourth
Form point ol view, at least.

“Ihere was plenty of knock-ahout fun in
it, and tho Kaiser had a most terrific
time.

The scene was laid at Potsdam, and the
action was chiefly a series of mishaps
that happened to the great Wilhelm, the
wmperial part being played by Higgs of
the Fonrth, who was selected as the
ngliest fellow obtainable—though that
was not explained to him,

The lecture-rbom was ungbtainable, as
Mr. Manders was using it on Wednesday
{or.a lecture on gome dcientific subject to
Modern seniors; “utter rot,” in the opinion
of the juniors.

Tt was, as all the Classical Players
agreed, rotten thxt they could not have
the lecture-rcom on account of such a
trifling thing as a science lecture by Mr.
Manders, but thete it was, and they had
to makc the best of it.

They decided on the Form-room.

As Wednesday was a half-hioliday, the
Form-room was at their disposal, and
Mr. Bootles graciously gave permission
for a dramatic performance to be enacted
ihere,

Thers were a good many preparations
to make, but the Players had most of the
things they needed, and they were skilled
in improvising a stage and curtains.

The stage was to be formed of boards
Iaid upon boxes and trestles, and the
amateur actors had “heen thero hefore,”
3o to speak, and they had the materials
to hapd.

That part of the preparations was, of
course, left till after lessons on Wednes-
day. Meanwhile, the cast were mugging
up the play.

Feltows could be discovered at all
hours, in all sorés of places, reciting their
lines, -and striking Attitudes, and trying
an bgards and whiskers,

The Modern juniors régarded it all with
a lofty eye of disdain,

It Tommy Dodd & Co.’s assistance had
hoen requested, probably they would have
joined in heartily, and helped to make the
benefit a success,

But it had never even occurred to the
Classical Players that Moderns would be
uny good, so far as acting was concerned.

Morcover, there was a big demand for
“parts ® on the Classical side, cvery
fellow preferring to be on the siage,
rather than taking a place in the hall at
the expense of sixpence.

There were & good many more
aspirants than parts. as a matter of fact,
without bothcring sbout assigning parts
to Moderns,

The Moderng could come into the
audience and have a chanco of seeing
what good acting was really like, so the
Classicals thought,

Naturally, Tommy Dodd & Co. were
not inclined to take up that position.

They snifled at the whole thing.

Moreover, they saw no particular reason
why funds should be raised for Tubby
Mutfin; he wasn't a Modern, anyway.

Tommy Dodd's opinion was that the
whole aftair would be a frost, and he con-
fided to his chums that it served Jimmy
Silver right, for not having securéd the
services of really good actors—plenty of
whom could have been found on the
Modern side.

But as the Jate of the performance
approached, Tommy Dodd had to modify
tiis opinion.

T, a Modern, it was amazing that any-
hody ehould be willing to pay sixpence
to see the Classical Players play the
goat, but Classicals did not look at it in
the same light.

‘They supported Jimmy Silver.

There was quite a run on tickets,
eapeeially after it was known that the
(‘0. weren't playing Shakespeare.

A3 Fiynn remarked, a fellow couldn’t
hs expected to stand that, but otherwise
L was willing to come apd see them.

Jimmy Silver was quite busy, for a
time, in scribbling out little squares of
paper, bhearing the legend:

“ ADMIT ONE!
J. SILVER.”

These were tho regerved seats, at a
shilling each, and quite a number of the
fellows put up a whole “bob” for the
¢ood of the cause,

There was a still Iarger number who
had promiszed to comc and
admission at the doors.

And the more the Moderns sniffed at
Tubby Mnuffin’s Berefit, thc more the
Classicals backed it up, from patriotic
mobives.

It became, in fact, a test of Iouse
patriotism, and fellows who hesitated to
promise-to vome were #sked scornfully if
they wer: pro-Moderns.

“They'll have an audience!” Tommy
Dodd told his chums, on Tuesday. “It
seems extraordinary, but they'll have an

audicrce. U believe every clhap on the
Classical side will go, excepting the
geniors. I actually saw Smythe of the

Shell ask Silver for a ticket!”

“Smythe always was a silly assl” com-
monted Cobk.

“He was—and is—but audiences gener-
ally are silly asses!” gaid Torimy Dodd.

~A silly ass’s tanner is as good as any-.

body else’s tanner. They’re going to get
a thumping big audience, and they'll
raise the money, and make a siccess of
the wholo biznty. They feel that it's up
ta them.”

pay for.

“'l"l'w,v won't got any Moderns, any-
way, ; :

“Well, you se¢,” observed Tommy Dodd
thoughtfully, “Ip ain’t very dignified for
us to ho sulking in our tents like merry
old Achilles, It's up to us to see that
the Classical Players don't score a big hit
with this silly rot. In fact, it ought to
be downed, in the name of Art.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

* Anyway, we're not going to fet the
Clhssicals score if we can help it,” said
Tommy Dodd.

“Hear, hear!” said Doyle
heartily.

They were mors interested in “dishing ”
they Classicals than in any question of
Art, that was clear.

“In fact, we ought to muck it up!”
continued Tommy.

“H'm! Rather rotten to spoil Tubby's
benefit, if he’s really in a scrape for
money,” romarked Cook.

“I don’t mean that! Let ’em pay the
monky and go in.  That makes it all
right for the Yund; we don't want to dls-
appoint Mufiin,  But after they've paid
and gone in——""

“Oh, I see!”

“Its up to ua!” said Tommy Dodd
firmly. “We ought to muck up the per-
formunce. 1t will be a lesson to them,
and they want one, 1f they'd asked us
to take the thing in hand for them, we'd
have run it through successfully. They
haven't,”

“Cheek !

“But biow are we going to muck it up,
bedad?” asked. Tommy Doyle.

“Listen,” said Tommy Dodd. “I've got
a wheeze!”

And, sinking his voice to a whisper,
Tommy Dodd communicated the
“wheeze,” and thore was a burst of
chuckling from his comrades.

That evening the Classical Players were
surprised by a big demand for tickets
from the Modern side.

and Cook

suppose I can do as I like with my own
money "

“Your own money!” stuttered Lovell.

“Yey;: it's mine, 1 suppose, ag it's my
benefit!"  said Tubb Muffin  warmly.
“Phe fact is, I'd rather have it in my
own hands. Of course, I don't distrust
you fellows—-"

“Distrust us!” said Jimmy Silver
dazedly. ;
“Still, 1'd rather have the monoy In

my own hands!” said Tubby firmly. “1t’s
the best way—the businesslike way, you
know. Then I shall be satisfled about
what's left over, too.”

“Yoir fat bounder!” gasped Jimmy.
“We're raising the money to pay your
bill at Lamson’s, not for you to blow on
tuck. Anything over won't be handed to
you, you—you stug! It will be handed
to the Cottage Hospital in Coombe.”

Tubby jumped,

“The Cottage Hospital!” he stuttered.
““Certainty !” -

“But it's mine!” yclled Tubby.

“Rats!”

“Look here, you'rc not going to give

my money to the Cottage Hospital!”
howled Muffin. “Give your own, if you
fike! I won't allow it! It’s a swindle!”

Jimmy Silver's
cushion.

“Where will yon have .it, Tubby?” he
inquired.

Tubby decided not to have it at all.
He scuttled from the study in a pgreat
hurry, and the subject was dropped.

But Tubby remained in a state of con-
siderable indignation.

Why the Classical Players should get
up a benefit performance to provide him
with extra tuck was a mystery to every-
one but Tubby, but it was evident that
the fat Classical considered that it was
up to them.

He was quite alone in the opinion.

1t was agreed on all hands that any
_surplus after Tubby’s debt was paid was
to go to the Cottage Hospital, and cer-

hand strayed to a

In a satisfied mood the Classicals womt
off to dimner, Tommy Dodd & €6, making
their way to Mr. Manders’ housc, where
they dined, on the Modern side.

‘But the moment Tommy Dodd & Go.
were at liberty to leave the dining-room
they studded back to the Classical side.

The three Tommies, and Towle, and
several other ‘Modern juniors hurried into
the Formi-room.

No Classicals were therp aa yet.

The performance was timed to begin
at three, and the cast were in their
studies making-up.

Green-rooms were rather at a discount,
as Lovell put it, and dressing-rooms
“quite off.”

After makhzc-u{:, the actors had to put
on coats or cloaks and scuttle down to
the Form-room, which they entered by
the door at the end behind the scenes.

So far the Form-room was deserted,
and likely to be for some time.

Everything that bad to be done had
been done under Jimmy Silver's personal
supervision before he retired to the end
study to get his war-paint on,

“Hcre we are!” grinned Tommy Dodd.
“Now, don't make a row; and, mind,
not a whisper till I give the word!”

The Modern juniors approached the
draped stage at tho end of the Form-
room, and Tommy lifted up the coverings
at the side.

One by one the merry Moderns crept
under the stage.

It was raiscd nearly two feet from the
floor, so there was plenty of room for
them to lic down there at ease.

As soon as all his party were under
the planking, Tommy Doda followed them,
and let the drapery fall.

Under the stage, the Moderns remained
very quiet.

When &
later,

Classical feilow strolled on,
to see whether evarything was
ightest sus-
Moderns wcro

quite ready he had not the
picion

that the there,

TUBBY MUFFIN PUTS HIS FOOT DOWN!

The Eth Chapter.
The Play'a the Thing!

“Going like hot cakes!” said Jimmy
Silver in tones of great satisfaction in
the.end study that evening.

“Quoer!” remarked Lovelll

“Well, I think it's rather decent for
the Moderns to rally round, after all, and
support the benefit,” said Jimmy.-

“And I think it's queer. Is thero somc
game ont” asked Lovell suspiciously.

“I*don't se» how. They can't kick up
a row at the performance. Bulkeley’s

promised to come.” Jimmy grinned. It

they’re paying their moncy for that
they'll be sold.”

“How many tickets so far?” asked
Raby.

“Fiftecn rescrved seats at a bob cach!”
said Jimmy Silver impressively. “And I
understand that a regular crowd of them
intend to pay at the doors.” .

“(tood!”

“The fact is, if the Moderns badn't
rallied round I don't think we should
have made up quite the five quid,” con-
fessed Jimmy Silver. “It's rather a lot of
money, you know. As the matter stands,
there will he somc over—ten shillings or
80, I think.”

“1 gay, Jimmy —-" Tubby Muffin came
in, with a very brisk expression on his
fat face. “I say——"

“All screne, Tubby, Tt's going to be a
success,” said Jimmy Silver rcassuringly.
“We ghnll raise the cash for your hill at
Lamgoh’s.” .

“You eaid eomcthing about ten shil-
lings over.”

“About that, of course.”

eWell, it it'a all the samc to you,
Jimmy, I'tl bave that in advance,” said
Tabby, Lolding out a fat hand.

The Fistical Four stared at him.

“You'll what?” ejaculated Newcome.

«f may as well have it in advance, out
of the takings,” explained Tubby: “I've
got a nsc for it, as a matter of Pact.”

“At the tuckshop?” roared Lovcell.

Tubby blinked at him.

“pon’t you ask questions, Lovell! I

tainly not into Tubby Muflin's greedy
DUWE.

And Tubby's complaints were eilenced
by the terrible threat that if he said
another word the whole sum should be
handed to the hospital, and Tubby lcft
to deal with Lamson's as best he mizht.

Wheréat Tubby gasped, and did not
say another word, though his indignation
remained as deep as ever. .

On Wednesday a great deal of thought
was given to the afternoon’s perform-
ancé, and Mr. Bootles was a little cross
in class as a consequence.

But lessons were over at last.

In the interval before dinner Jimmy
Silver & Co. set to work turning the
Form-room into an auditorium.

There were plenty of forms for the
audicnce, and chairs and stools were
added to them, until there was ample
accommodation for all comers.

The stago - was most  successfully
erected. .

Somewhat to the surprisc of the Claasi-
cals, Tommy Dodd & Co. came over in a
genial mood to lend a hand in the work.

There was plenty to be done, and the
Modern assistance was welcome.

Indeed, Jimmy Silver & Co. had to
admit that the Moderns were playing up
in a really sportsmanlike manner.

Lovell was a little suspicious, but even
Arthur Edward confessed that he could
not sec any sign of the cloven foot.

Tommy Dodd & Co., in fact, worked
like Trojang, and helped to ercct the
stage and rig up theé curtains in front.

All was finished at last in the most
satisfactory manner.

The stage was, perhaps, a little loose
for knockahout fun, and thc big boards
gave a little here and there when trodden
on hcavily: but tho erection was safe
cnough, and it answered the purposc, and
that was all that was wanted.

At the dinner-bell all wos ready, the
gtage was finished, and draped round
with coverings of various kinds, to bhide
its primitive construction from the cyes
of the audience, and the etteet was really

goout,

hidden from sight, bub quite ready for
action.

It was a long wait for tho hidden
juniors, but they were comforted by the
prospect of what was to happen when the
play began.

About hali-past two fcllows began to
drift in, and Flynn and Joncs minor, the
doorkeepers, began to take sixpences.

Thero was a gontinuous clinking of
small silver in the teapot which stood
on a chair near the door to recvive the
cash.

As three o'clock came nearer the
audience came in more thickly.

Moderns as well as Classicals arrlved
in force,

The three Tommies and some others
certainly  wero  conspicuous by their
absence, but the greater number of the
Modorn Fourth and Shell came along,

For rcasons best known to themeclves,
they had smiling faces,

Perhaps it was in anticlpation of a very
funny entertainment, though the fun
they expected was not quitc on the lines
laid down by the Classical Players.

Close on three Jimmy Silver & Co.,
made up and ready for business, arrived
in the Form-room by the upper doors,
and threw off their coats in the wings.

Jimmy looked through tho stage cur-
tain, and smiled with satisfaction as he
saw the Form-room filling fast.

The “reserved seats ” were heginning
to arrive now, and Tubby DMuffin, who
had been told off for that task, was show-
ing them to their scuts with great
cmpressement. )

Adolphus Smythe of tho Shell came in
with Howard and Tracy, with a lofty
smile of patronage., X

Adolphus had kindly patronised the
junior play, making it an_ occasion for
considerable swank; but Jiromy Silver
was a practical fellow, and he did not
mind how much Adolphus swanked so long
as he paid.

There was quite a crowd at last, and
the Form-room was almost filled.

Some of the heroes of the Third, who
had been let in at half-price, began to

stamp on the floor., 8 a hint that ib
was timo {for the curtain to go ups

The #ignal for the ralsing of tho curtain
was given, and the Ffourth-Formers en.
trusted with that task elevated iv, with
gome difficulty, their efforts being
cheered by the audience as if they were
part of the show.

The Moderns were stamping as well an
cheering, but that outbreak ccased as
Bulkelsy of the Sixth came in.

In tho presence of the captain of
Rookwood -order had to be kept.

Tubby Muffin showed Bulkeley to his
scat, bowing and grinning, and the Rook-
wood captain sat down with a smile.

ith ‘a final jerk the curtain went up;
it remained a little awry when [t was
up, but that was merely a detall.

The stage was disclosed, with Higgs sit.
ting on a throne as a most {crrific-
looking Kaiser.

Enter Jimmy Silver, representing a
British Tommy—though how a British
Tommy was supposed to have got to
Potsdam was lelt to the imagination of
the audience.

The Kaiser had opcned his lips to
speak, when——

Boom! Buzz! Crash!
Buzzzzzzzz

Jimmy Silver jumped.

The Kaiser fairly bounded off his
throne as that terrific commotion came
from under his very feet.

He caught his feet in his Royal robe,
rolled over, and sprawled on the stazp
with a loud yell, amid & howl! of laughter
from the audience.

Boom! Crash! Bang!

Boom!

Buzzz!

The 6th Chanter
Not According to Programme.

Jimmy Silver stared at the planking
under his feot as if mesmerised.

Mouth-organs and tin-cans and “saucé-
pan-lids were buzzing and banging and
rattling under thc stage, and the chiet
of the Classical Players was too astounded
to do anything but stare.

It was a most unexpected commence-
ment to thy Classical comedy.

Higgs sat up, roaring.

“Ow! Oht What's tho row? OL, my
napper! Ow!”
“Ha, ha, hat”

“Somebody’s under the stage!” howled
Jimmy Silver.
i

Ha, ha, ha!”

“It's those DModern cadsi!” roared
Lovell from behind the scenes. “1 knew
they were up to something! Didn't T

say 807"

“ Ha, lm1 ha!” came in an hystericat
vell from the audience.

Boom! Crash!

“Have ‘cem out!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“Ring down the curtain!” yelled Jimnry
Silver.

The assistants tried to obey, but in
their haste they were too hasty with the
curtain, which required tact.

it came down hall-way, and slantid,
and refused to move further, either uvp or
down.

The delighted nudicnce cheered.

“Have 'em out!” roared Lovell, rush-
ing on the stage in all the panopty of a
Hun general. “I'll smash ‘em¢”

The excited cast of the Classical
comedy werg all on the stage now,
though not for the purpose of perform-
ing-

Some of them were howling threats, and
some prising up a board to get at the
hidden Moderns underneath.

Other fellows were creeping under the
stage” from bhehind the scenes to  get
to closc quarters with Tommy Dodd &
Co.; but in the dark and the confined
space that was not an casy task,

They chiefly scemed to discover boots,

Bang! Buzz!

and retreated from the contact with
loud howls.
The audicnee  were  yelling  with

laughter, especially the Modern part, who
evidently knew what to expect.

Some of the Classicals, indeed, secmod
to think that it was all part of tha
entertainment, and Adolphus Smythe was
heard to express the opinion that if
Jimmy Silver thought that dashed row
was entertainin’, Jimmy Silver was makin®
a dashed mistake.

The climax came suddenly.

Under the stago Conroy had succccded
in reaching Tommy Dodd, and they closed
in mortal combat.

There was a heaving of the planks,
and two or three of them were shifted,
and through the opening there rose into
vicw Tommy Dodd and Conroy, fighting
furiously.

Then came crash on crash, as the
planks were shoved upward from helow,
with disastrous results to tho actors
standing on them.

From below Moderns rose into view,
rather dusty and red, but in great
spirits, and from above Classical actors
rolled over as the floor heaved nnder
t}n-m, and some of them disappeared from
sight.

1t was not quite a comedy, but un-
doubtedly it was comic—at least; from
the Modern point of view.

Amid the ruing of the staze Tommy
Dodd & Co. were engaged in deadly con-
flict with the Classical Players, with disas-
trous results to make-up and costumcs,
to say nothing of noses.

Amid rolling planks and tumbling
the rivals of Rookwood punched and
pommelled one anothcr In great excite-
ment, even the actors forgetting tho play
which was not coming off.

Tommy Dodd & Co. were outnumbercd,
and they ghouted for rescue, a call which
the Moderns in the audience were nob
likely to leave unanswered.

Heedless of Bulkeley, who was shout-
ing for order, the Moderns invaded the
stage, perhaps thinking that they might
as well have their full moncy’s worth, as
they had paid for admission. . 2

Naturally, the Classical audience piled
in, too. =

Bulkeley shouted and raved, bul st . was
not till three or four other prefects had
come to bis assistance that the riot was
quelled.
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Tt was quelled by the simple process
of driving the whole of the Juniors out
of the Form-room, actors and audience,
Moderns and juniors alike.

They were ‘driven out pell-mell, with
the prefects’ ashplants to help them go,
and they dispersed with loud yells.

But Tommy Dodd & Co. marched back
to the Modern side in great glee.

Classical comcdy had ecnded as
soon as it had begun, and Tommy Dodd
bad triumphed.

Jimmy Bilver & Co., with their beards
round the backs of their necks, and their
make-np on¢ big smudge, and their cos-
iumes in sad disarray, gathered in a
breathless state in the end study.

“Ob, crambs!” gasped Raby, ~ “That
finishes the comedy!”

“I knew thosc Modern rotters were u
to something!” hooted Lovell. “Didn’t
I say so? Ow! My nose!”

“Wowi My cye!”

“Keep smiling!” gasped Jimmy Silver.
“It’s been a muck-up, and no mistake—
but they'd sll paid!”

And that was the only eonsolation of
the Classical Players. Flynn had brought
the teapot of takings to the end study,
and the cash was there.

And, after all, that was tlic chicf thing
to be considered.

Frem a financial point of view, at least,
th: benefit performance had been a
suceess.

Tubby Muffin blinked into the study.

“I've been looking for you, Jimmy! I
Bay. wasn't it a frost! But you've got
the tin, haven’t you?”

“Ow! Yes!”

“All right, then!

“It's going to
Buzz offt”

“Well, I'll go and use Bootles’ ‘phone,
and—and tell Lamson’s I'm coming down

Hand it over.”
bhe eounted, fathead!

(Cantinued from the previous page.)

this afternoon,” gald Tubby. “Have it
ready when I come back, Jimmy.”

And Tubby Muflin hurried off to use
Mr, Bootles' telephone.

The Classical Players were mostly attend-
ing 1o their injuries, and they gave little
heed to Tubby.

‘The 7th Chapter.
Spoof !

“Ready, Jimmy §”

“Ow! My nose!”

“Never mind your nose, old son,” said
Tubby Muffin, coming into the study.
“I'm ready for the money. Where is it ?”

Jimmy Silver left off dabbing his nose,
and took up the teapot containing the
takings,

He poured out a stream of silver on the
table, and Tubby’s eyes glistened greedily.

He stretched ont 'a podgy paw, which
Lovell promptly rapped with a ruler, and
Tubby withdrew it with a yell.

“Count, it, Jimmy,” said Lovell.

“Look here, there's no need to count
it,” said Tubby. “I'm taking charge of
it, I suppose! "It’s mine,”

Unheeding Tubby, Jimmy Silver pro-
ceeded to count np the takings.

“Two pound ten taken at the doors,”
he said.

“Oh, good!” said Tubby. “Hand it
over!”

“Three quid for reserved seats in
advance. Total, five pound ten.”

“Hurrah! Hand it over!”

“That’s five pounds one and thiree to
pay Tubby's bill at Lamson’s, and the
halance, eight-and-ninepence, for the col-
lecting-box at the Cottage Iospital,” gaid
Mornington.

“That’s right.”

Tubby Mufiin grunted.

“Well, I-1'll let the balance 2o to the
Cottage Hospital,” he said. “I—1 don’t
mind! I'm a generous chap! Hand over
the five pound one and three.”

Jimmy SNilver separated the two sums,

that was viewed with alarm by Reginald
Muffin.

“Wha-a-at are you pocketing my money
for, Jimmy Silver?” he gasped.

“Do you think we're asses emough to
trust it in your hapds, you fathead?” said
Jimmy. “I'm coming with you to see the
bill paid, of course. Youw’d blow the
money in the tuckshop otherwise.”

Tubby Muffin's jaw fell.

He blinked at Jimmy Silver in uttér
horror.

Never had a human face expressed sueh
dismay and consternation as Tybby
Muffin’s did at that moment.

“You—you—you're c-c-coming with me
to pip-pip-pay the bill}” he stuttered.

“Certainly !

“Look here, T suppose T can be trusted
with my own money!” howled Tubhy.

“Not with ours, though.”

“It’s mine! Look here—"

“You fellows coming for a walk?” asked
Jimmy Silver. “May as well see it paid
over, and see that all’s square.”

“Right-ho! We'll come!”

“I won't have it!” yelled Tubby breath-
lessly, “I deecline to allow you to inter-
fere in my private husiness like this,
Jimmy Silver! Gimme the cash!”

“Oh, dry up!”

“1 tell you—— Yarooooh!”

Lovell cut short Tubby’s argument with
a cushion,

The fat junior's frantic eagerness to
get the cash into his hands was an
additional reason for not placing it there.

Certainly, Tubby would not have dig-
playcd such eagerness merely for the pur-
pose of carrying the money to Lamson’s
and paying a bill with it.

But, in any case, Jimmy would not
hav=: trusted it to him: it was only too
certain that the bill would remain wm-
paid, and the cash would travel the
shortest route to the tuckshop.

Heedless of the excited Tubby, the
juniors put on their coats for the walk
to Coombe, Erroll and Mornington and
Conroy accompanying the Fistical Four.

Tubby Muffin followed them to the
gates and down the road, gasping out
dismayed expostulations,

He was not heeded; the juniors walked
on to Coombe, Tubby’s consternation
seeming to increase at every step..

an4d placed one lot in one pocket, and the In sight of the village he caught
other in another pocket—a proceeding | Jimmy Silver by the arm.

“I—I say, Jimmy, I—I'l! take half—"
he gasped.

“What?”

" ;'Halves!" stuttered Tubby. “That's
afr.”

“You potty porpoise!” shouted Lovell.
“And what about paying your bill?”

“I—I—[—never mind that—I—I'll let it
slide! 1—

“You fathead!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver, laughing. “Do you think we’ve
taken all this trouble for nothing? Come
on to Lamson’s!”

“I—1 won't—I don't want to! I—

Lovell took Tubby’s arm and walked
him on. His reluctance to enter Lamson’s
shop was inexplicable, though evidently
very real. But the junmiors naturally did
not intend to put the matter offt. Tubby
was marched into the outfitter’s, gasping,
and Mr. Lamson greeted the juniors with
a smile, probably anticipating a consider-
abl2 order from so many.

“Muffin’s called to pay his bill, Mr,
Lamson,” explained Jimmy  Silver.

“Oh, dearl” gasped Tubby.

Mr. Lamson looked surprised,

“Master Muffin does not owe us any
account that I am aware of,” he replied.

“Wha-a-at?”

“I understand that the order was
countcrmanded by telephone 'this after-
noon; in fact, not more than an hour
ago.”

The Rookwood juniors simply blinked.

Tubby Muflin made a wild eftort to
escape, but Lovell's grasp closed on his
fas arm like a vice.

“Order — countermanded!”
Jimmy Silver. *Did—didn't you—I mean
—my hat! I understood that Muftin
owed you five pounds one and three for
some Iooter things—a whole rig-out. 1

stuttered

telephoned you the other day to ask
about it.”
“Quite 80!” said the puzzled outfitter.

“Master Muffin gave us the order, and the
account was made out, but it was under-
stood that the goods were not to be
supplied till he called for them with the
money. Instead of that he telephoned
thig afternoon cancelling the order.”

The juniors looked at Tubby,

They comprehended now.

The young rascal certainly “owed " the
money at Lamson’s, if he took delivery of
the zoods, which the juniors had supposed
to be delivered already.

Instead of which he had telephoned and
cancelled the order as soon as the money
wag raised to pay the bill, with the
evident intention of bagging the cash for
his own benefit.

The order at Lamson's, in fact, was only
“camouflage,” a dodge to enuble the
astute Tubby to raise the wind.

So far from having been supplied with
goods he could not pay for, he had in-
tended to cancel the order all along if
his innocent schoolfellows had raised the
money for hiow.

“ My hat!" gasped Tubby, at last.

They did not explain to the perplexed
Mr. Lamson.

They left him very puzzled when they
marched Tubby Muffin out of the shop.
On the pavement they surrounded him,
with grim looks.

* Spoofer!”

“Swindler!"

“Hun!”

“Toad!”

“Oh, I—I say, you know!” mumbled
Tubby feebly, “The—the moncy’s mine,
you know. It—it was my benefit, wasn't
ity 1—I—I'm willing to go halves? I
can’t say fairer than that, can 1?
Yarcooop!”

Bump, bump, bump, bump!?

Tukby Muflin’s fat person smote the
pavement four times in succession, and
h> was left sitting there, struggling
frantically to get nis second wind, while
Jimmy Silver & Co. walked down to the
Cottage Hospital, where the whole sum
was handed over for the benefit of the
wounded soldiers.

That, it was agreed, was the hest way
of disposing of the fund, which did not
belong to anybody in particular, and
least of all to Tubby Muffip.

Tubby Muffin had a face of woe for days
afterwards, evidently looking upon hiwm-
self as a much-wronged individual. But
the Cottage Hospital had scored, at
least; so_some good had come of Tubby
Muffin’s Benefit.

THE END.

NEXT MONDAY.
TUBBY MUFFIN — MUSICIAN !

By OWEN CONQUEST.
DON'T MISS IT!?
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DUNCAN STORM’

S AMAZING NEW SERIAL!

FOR NEW READERS.

THE KAISER is determined to obtain
possession of the Mahdi’s huge treasurc
which is hidden in the heart of the con-
tinent of Africa, and, to do 80, he
employs three desperate Germans named

BARON VON SLYDEN, CAPTAIN
STOOM, and VON SNEEK.

The papers, however, contafning the
sceret of the whereabouts of the treasure
are in the possession of

CAPTAIN HANDYMAN  and
RPRAGUE, who decide to g0 in quest
of the treasure, and to take with them
the boys of the Bombay Castle, chief
among whom ar¢c DICK DORRINGTON,
CHIP, "ARTY DOVE, SKELETON,
YORKIS, and PONGO WALKER.

LAL TATA, a cheery Hindu, TOORUM
EL KOO8, a pative wrestler, FLINT
PASHA, a member of the Sudan Police,
are also amongst the party, as well as

Cy

the boys’ pets, CECIL, the orang-outang,
HORACE, the goat, and GUS, the
erocodile.

So far Baron von Slyden and his con-
federates have made several endeavours
to sccure the papers containing the seeret
of the Mahdi’s treasure, and on each
oceagsion have met with defeat. ~

Last week’s .instalment described how,
after Arti Dove had fought and heaten
a native king named Obob el Mook, the
latter's palace caught fire, and there
was a dash for safety. Dick Dorring-
ton and Chip Prodgers remained behind,
and, concerned for their safety, Captain
Handyman returned to the burning build-
ing, and found the two rescuing Obob el
Mook. The king weighed at least twenty
stone, and even with Captain Handy-
man’s help he proved a terrible weight
to Ilift.

(Read on from here.)

The Rescue of Obob El Mook.

Captain Handyman took Obob by the
neck, and thrust his head down into a
wide, open-necked jar of water.

Obob  bubbled 4nd struggled as the
little captain held his head under the
water.

Ile evidently thought that Captain
Handyman had rescued him from & flery
doom only to drown him in one of his own
cisterns.

“1 want to clear Obob’s head for him,”
explained Captain Handyman calmly,
“because it is only Obob can show us
the wav vt of this maze, If we_ start,
renning  “und here, we’ll be chasing our
own tails, and get caught in the flare and
roasted ke chestnuts.”

And the water seemed to have a
wornderfully reviving cflect on Obob when

the captain at last released him and he
ceased to bubble,

He lifted his dripping head, from which
most of the wool had been singed, and
he looked at the red flare that was run-
ning round from the yawning, fiery pit of
his late palace.

Then he shook his head sorrowfully.

“Plenty too much bhonflagrations!” he
wheezed.

Captain  Handyman shook a warning
finger before King Obob’s flat nose.

“Buck up, Obob!” he said. “Gather
your senses about you! These two young
gentlemen have saved you from being

grilled Jike 2 chump chop. Now, buck up
and show us the way out of this Sloper's
Alley of yours, and be quick about it, or
w2 are all done in! TUnderstand?”

Ohob looked round him, and his eyes
rolled wildly.

“Me understand,” he gaid.
constumble.  Bu
King's Leap!”

Captain Handyman knew what this
meant,. He had heard a little of the
legcends of Booloo.

Other palaces had heen burned hefore
this on the Rock of Booloo, and one king
of Booloo, caught by his cpemies in a
trap, had been driven from his burning
palace to jump from the King’s Leap at
his_back door.

The Palace of Booloo was perched at
the edge of this precipice.

Here a pinnacle of rock jutted out over
a deep paol, a sheer fall of three
hundred feet.

And it was reported that the deep pool
was full of Sarge erocodiles,

This was quite true.

As a matter of fact, the crocodiles
gathered in this sullen pool beneath the
King’s Leap, since all the rubbish and
thz garbage of the Palace of Booloo was
dumped over the edge of this fearful

“Me under-
no way outl! Only

height.
“ We've got to gb over the King’s Leap.
That's all about {t!” said Captain

Handyman cheerfully. “That's our short
way home, Obob, my buck!”

Obob had turned an ashy, greenish grey
at the prospect.

His huge knees were trembling beneath
him,

“Tao many plenty clockodile!” Lie mut-
tered, his black eyes rolling and his great
teeth chattering.

1t was characteristic of Captain Handy-
man that, in this critical moment, he
pulled a handful of smouldering recds out
of the side of a cook-house that was a
raging furnace within.

He blew these to a flame and calmly lit
a cigar, threw down the reeds, and care-

fully trod them qut underfoot.
“King’s Leap it’s got to be, Obob,” he
said, “We can't go through the palace.

That is just a voleano now. You'd better
pull yoursell together!”

Obob was cronchi‘pg in a heagh against
wall,

the smouldering abject with fear.
“You old scoundrel !” said Captain
Handyman, eyeing the nigger king

critically. “1'lj bet you've pushed a few
of your pals over there at some time or

other! It's your comscience that's talk-
inz back at you. Comel Get a move
un!’

A lick of flame bit through the wall,
amd Oboh leaped away at its touch.

Captain Handyman braced him up at
the same moment with a hearty kick.

And,  with his fat legs trembling
beneath him, the black king led the way
through twisty little alleys and dark
stairways, which passed in and over and
under buildings of whitened clay-smeared
reed, through which the fire was licking
and running.

Sparks showered abouf them, and thick
fumes of smoke drove in their faces,
almost Jdriving them back as they
stumbled through the jumble of reed
buildings.

“Never saw such a crazy way to build
a place in my Jife,” mumbled the littie
captoin, as he kicked the trembling king
before him. “Just asking for a fire all
the time!”

The king came to an abrupt stop at the
end of a narrow alley which was uot yet
aflame.

The rock pathway of the alley came to
an abrupt stop, whieh explained why
Obob suddenly crouched and rolled over,
refusing to go further.

Beyond was a black void between the
walls of reed sheds.

This wus the famous King's Leap.

Oaptain  Pandyman dropped on his
h‘:igds and knees, and looked over the
eage.

‘'ben he whistled.

“Gee-whiz!” he muttered. “I don't won-
der that old Jumbo’s Tails doesn’t want
to do the high dive. This is some jump?”

The crag of Booloo here projected in a
great ledge.

Threc hundred feet below, the seour of
the great current of the river made a
sort of slowly moving whirlpool.

The water was deep and clear, and Nt
rose red by the glare of the burning
palace buildings.

And in the depths of this blood-red
pool Captain Handyman, peering over the
edge of the beetling crag, could see the
dim shape of lazily floating croeodiles.

Oboh lay with his jace on the rocky
path.

He did not dare to look over the
giddy abyss, as Captain Hamdyman was
doing. i

But he knew what was wafting below.

Four times a day for years those
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crocodiles had been fed with the squan-
dered remuants of the meals of the King
of Beoloo.

None knew better than he how these
brutes rushed at the first splash of any-
thing thrown from the giddy height
above,

And the crocodiles were all mongters of
their kind.

Captain  Handyman, whose spirits
seemed to rise in the face of danger,
seated himse on the edge of the dizzy
leap, and dangled his legs in space.

He was pufling at his cigar and think-
ing hard.

“What have you got fn this building,
Obob?"” he asked, patting an enormous
wall of reeds which supported a roof
thicker - than most of the heavy reed
thatchings of the palace. “Tt don’t seem
to have caught fire yet like the rest.
What's in it, Obob, oid sport?”

“Powders!” he mumbled.

“Powders?” snapped the captain,
aghast. “What sort of powders?”

“Gunpowders!” sobbed Ohoh. “Ho!
Toe much plenty powders! Boo-hoo!”

“How much?” snarled Captain Handy-
man.

“Two ton, half ton, four barrel, fifty
box—all powders!” moaned Ohob.

Captain Handyman carefully flicked the
ash off the end of his cigar into the
crocodile-infested pool helow.

“Well,” he exclaimed, “if that doesn't
ahout put the lid on the stew-pot!
There’s enough powder there to blow us
from here to Jericho, and it’s due to go
off in about four minutes thirty seconds,
by the way the old barns are lighting up
behind us! We've no time to shift it. I
suppose you've left the key of your
magazine in the palacc.”

Ohob groaned assent, and rubbed his
singed head into the ground,

“You've ahout donc it in for us this
time, Obob!” said Captain Handyman
pensively. “But we've got four and a
half minutes, and a lot can happen in
four and a half minutes. At any rate,”
he added cheerfully, “a lot is going to
happen at the end of four and a half
minutes! And what’s in this old barng”

As  he spoke Captain Handyman
slapped the reed barn that was perched
erazily on the cliff edge at the other
side of this blind alley.

“Canoe sail!” mumbled Obob.

Captain Handyman hastily withdrew
hig heels from the edge of the precipice
and Ieaped to his feet.

“A sail loft!” he exclaimed. “Now
you're talking!”

To this building there was a crazy reed
door.

It was by no means so solid a structure
as the strong hut in which King Obob
kept his jealously-guarded stores of
powder.

Captain Handyman lifted his foot and
kicRed in the door.

He groped in the shed, and dra“ﬁid out
just what he was looking for—cor age in
coils, and the huge square and triangular
sails of King Obob’s fleet.

They were of light and flimsy sall-cloth,
and King Obab had taken the precaution
to remove them from all his war-canoes,
suspecting disaffection in his navy.

There were sails looted from trading-
vessels pillaged on their journey down
the Nile.

These Captaln  Handyman rapidly
threw out into the red glare of the alley.

“Quick, boys!” he said. “Knot 'em
up! Parachutes!”

Chip and Dick saw the move.

Swiftly they took the coils of cordage,
and assisted the captain in rigging up
four large balloon sails to the form of
parachutes.
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ere’s a good big sail for Fatty,”
said Captain Handyman.
“What about the crocodiles, sir?"
asked Dick.

“You leave the crocodiles to me,” re-
plied  Captain - Handyman checrfully.
“I've got some crocodile mixture in my
pocket that will clear that pool hclow
of crocs in two minutes, and we've got
two minutes and a half left. Get ready
with your parachutes at the edee. But
don’t jump till I've dono my jobh. Not
much time to waste.”

The captain slipped his hand in his
pocket and drew furth three red paper-
covered sticks.

“That's the stufl for crocodiles, hoys!”
he said, peering over into the greav swirl
of the Dlood-red pool below.

“One, two, three, five, cleven, and four
makes fifteen. There's fifteen of them
waiting down there for their supper!”
he added. “You see me givo them three
sticks of dynamite by way of an appe-
tiser!”

Deftly he slipped a detonator and fuse
on the end of each stick of explosive,
judging the length of fuse with the
nicety of an old fisherman who dynawites
pools for his fish.

“That's the stuff to give 'emi!” he mut-
tered; and, lighting the first fuse at his
cigar-end, he threw the stick well out
into the dark abyss of thai blood-red
pool below.

The boys saw the spark of the Tuse
wriggling away down, down, down.

Another was in the air following it,
before the first stick reached the water,
and a third.

Bang!

An_ear-splitting report rent the air as
a red flash slit the face of the pool.

Bang, bang!

Two fountains of water were thrown
up far below.

One huge crocodile, who had received a
charge full on his snout, rolled over, with
his ugly feet upwards, killed by the force
of the explosion.

The rest of the crocodiles were ganc.

“Now, jump for it, boys!” suid Captain
Handyman.

There was a roar and a rush o! fire
behind them as a puft of wind sent the
flames rolling and roaring on to the roof
of King Obob's magazine.

Dick and Chip, seizing the cords of
their parachutes, leaped out into the air,

hey fell dizzily.

Then the cords. -tightened, and they
floated away down towards the water,
with the roar of the explosions still ring-
ing in their ears and echoing irowm the
crags of Booloo behind them.

Captain Handyman had a little trcuble
with King Obob.

Obob took his parachute, but was
afraid to take the King’s Leap.
“Me ‘frald!” moaned Obob. “Me too

much ‘fraid!”

“Are you going to jump, Ohob, or shall
I shove you over?” roared the captain.
“Look! ~ Your old magazine is flaring
from end to end! Half a minute iaore,
and bang goes the powder!”

But the captain had no need to shove
the king over the edge of that dizzy
height. .

Suddenly an evil shape, covercd in
sparks like a burning doormat, burst out
of the flames.

It was Horace, good and faithful old
Horace, whose instinct had led him
through the flaming palace to his young
masters.

King’s Leap like an express train, bead
down and tail up.
The end of Horace's tail was amoking

The goat came down the alley to the.
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Nke 2 candle which had just been pinehed
out.

All that Horace saw was a fat nigger,
treinbling in the ruddy flare at the edge
of the abyss, and with g desperate charge
Horace let drive at him, for he stood
between Horace and the water.

Horace did not care that the water was
thrce hundred feet below.

He drove into space, and the howling
king, grabbing his parachute, was driven
bufore his irresistible charge.

At the same moment Captain Handy-
man jumped for it, and the captain, the
king, and the goat eame sailing down
through the air together as Chip and
Diek, ridding themselves of the para-
elutes, popped “up to the surface, and,
treading water, looked around at the
wild scene.

They saw Horace flying through the
air like a shell, turning the most amaz-
g somersaults, and leaving a trail of
sparks behind him as he came plunging
down from the dizzy height of the King’s
Leap.

They saw Captain Handyman and Obob
sailing down, hanging on grimly to para-
ehutes that distended like great balloons
as they took the air.

Then of a sudden the magazine-shed,
flaring on the edge of the King's Leap
like a beacon-tire, gave a great leap from
the rock.

A stunning roar thundered from the
elifi-top, and the magazine, blown into
millions of sparks, opened out into a
huge fan of fire, filling the whole sky
with a golden rain.

The Crystal Palace in its palmiest days
of tirework displays never put up such
a fare as Obob’s magazine of hoarded
powder. The golden shower lighted the
country for miles around, and out of the
sparks Horace came hurtling and hitting
the water in a trail of sparks and a
splash that sent up a fountuin of watcr
twenty feet high.

The boys dived, for in addition to
Horace other projectiles were arriving
from the shattered cliff-top.

Huge slabs of rock, torn from the crest
of the cliff by the explosion, whistled
through the air, knocking up the water
in spouts all round them.

Chip and Dick dived deep, and stayed
down as long as they could.

They did not fear the crocodiles.

As Dick afterwards remarked, no croco-
dile, unless he were off his chump, would
have stayed within a eouple of miles of
sueh a racket.

When the boys popped up again, gasp-
g for breath, Captain Handyman was
swimming. beside them, whilst a convul-
sive struggle beneath King Obob’s para-
chute showed that the king was there
all right.

Somewhere in the gloom was an angry,
enorting, and a paddling sound, like the
pufling of a tughoat, which showed that
Horace was still golng strong after his
historic dive,

Then came a welcome shout,

tound the base of the beetling cliff
emerged the motor-launch, with the four
whalers In tow, and a great shout which
went up from these told the swimmers
that their chums had seen them, and
were coming to their rescue.

In less than a minute the launch had
got them alongside, Captain Handyman
was dragged from the water, and Obob
was hauled up in his parachnte, looking
Jike some huge sprawling black fish.

The boys were rescued by their own
craft, No. 4 whaler, and when they were
eafe aboard loud cheers greeted Horace,
who came puffing and splashing into the
cirele of light, his green eyes shining like
emeralds.

“Here's  old  Horace!”
“@ood old Horace!”

“Mind how you handle him !’ said Dick
a8 a dozen eager hands were outstretche
to the swimming goat. “Horace has had
4 very trying time, and he will be In a
rotten temper!”

“Be very careful with annoyed goats,”
urged Mr. Lal Tata. “Tie his feets before
you lift him In boat, or he will make
tremendous mutinies!”

But there was no more ginger left in
Horace as they lifted him into the hoat.

Horace was beat to the world, winded
and ringed.

He crouched down in the bottom of the
whaler, quict as a lamb, keeping a watch-
ful cye,-however, on the battered cricket-
bay in which Gus, the crocodile, was
confined.

Gus seemed to know that his old pal
Horace had come on board.

Probably he scented Horace, who
emetled like a burned hearthrug, for he
shoved his nosc out at a slit in the end
of the ericket-bag, showing his ugly
teeth. i

In the launch crouched King Obob, who
wias as depressed as Horace by his
reeent, adventures. 3

Ir a few hours King Obob had lost
everything that he had schemed and
tricked for during many years.

cried Porkis.

Hc had been licked in opcn fight, and
the secret of his dreaded boxing-glove
had been revealed.

The six hundred choice scoundrels who
had gathered round him would now
plunder the city of Booloo, in which they
would probably be assisted by the Ger-
mans.

All Obob’s carefully gathered storc of
powder had gone up in that onc tre-
mendons explosion, which, in a manner
of speaking, had knocked the bottom out
of his box.

An African king who sets up to he an
autocrat is no good without gunpowder.

Gunpowder i8 the cliief stock-in-trade.

And all Obob’s gunpowder had gonc
aloft in that one show of sparks.

Moreover, Obob was in deadly fear of
the motor-engine of the launch.

He was perfectly certain that Captain
Handyman had an evil spirit lockcd up
in the box, who would sooner or later
come out and eat him up.

Captain Handyman steercd the launch,
with her string of boats, cauticusly round
the strange, rocky island of Booloo.

Luckily for the town of Booloo, the fire
had been fanned away from its huddle
of reed hovels by the wind, and thus
was confined to the palace.

The fierce burning of the reed walls
and roofs had soon consumcd the place
to white ash, and now, on the top of
the cliff, there was only a red glare like
the smouldering of a volcano.

Obob looked up at this, and began to
cry.

“What's the trouble, old Treacle Face?”
agked Captain Handyman.

“Boo-hoo!” wept Oboh. “Mc husted!”

“Well, you aren’t the first king that's
been busted,” replied Captain Handyman
comfortingly, as he spun the wheel of
the launch in bis bands. “And you won't,
be the last. I know one, a worse nigger
than you, who'll get his ticket punched
before long.”

“Who dat king?" asked Obob, who
naturally took an Interest in all  his
brether kings in the world.

“Why, he's called the Kaiscr of Ger-
many,” replied Captain Handyman. “He's
the boss of these three hoolizcans who
entered your city hefore we did- That's
where you made your mistake, King
Obob. You started playing with thosc
Germans, and they put you up to playing
hanky-panky with us. 8o all you have
got for your pains is that you've lost
your palace and your situation. And
I should think that you had a pretty
good berth, too,” added the captain.
“But no good ever came of hanking with
Germans. You aren't the first king that'’s
lost his situation through mixing with
that ernsh!” -

Captain Handyman’s words were a shot
in the dark. But they went home.

Ohob, sitting on the floor of the
launch, keeping as far as he could from
the dreaded engine, told how the Ger-
mans had come to him across his sceret
fords, and had tempted him to stop the
e.\'peciitiun.

He confessed how lic had given them
permission to bring their men into his
fortress to assist in exterminating the
expedition, and how he had been deluded
into thinking that Captain Handyman

and his friends were going to attack
him.
And, finally, Obob begged that he

might be allowed to get out of the launch
and into the whaler with the boys, that
he might be further from the engine.

The whaler was brought alongside, and
the king was hoisted over her gunwale
amidst cheers from the boye.

“Come on, Obob!” said Skeleton, who
never owed a grudge. “Come on! You
must be hungry. You've come just in
time. We're going to have a bit of
supper. There's a splendid ham here,
and Pieface has made some fruit turn-
overs that take a bit of knocking.”

The frightened king scttled down by
Skeleton, keeping a watchful eye on
Horace.

But Horace was fed up.

He just lifted his head, looked at the
king, and said “Maw!” Then h¢ went to
sleep again.

Skeleton had laid out a good sprcad
in the whaler.

The festive board was lit by a hurri-
cane-lamp, and in its centre, laid out
on a white tablecloth with a pink paper
frill round the knuckle, was such a ham
as Obob had never seen in his life
before.

And as the launch slowly coasted round
the Rock of Booloo, keeping cautiously
just beyond gunshot, Skeleton enter-
tained the fallen king in truly Royal style.

“Dick,” said Skeleton, “cut his Majesty
a slice of ham—a good, thick slice with
a bit of knuckle—and hand him the
mustard.”

Obob looked more cheerful when a huge
plate of ham was placed hefore him,
with thick slices of hread-and-butter.

Obob had never tasted ham befare.

He was a follower of Mohammed, and

the Mohammedan is not allowed to cat

am.

The mustard was mixed in a cup, anid
before the boys counld stop him, Obob
had scooped up half the mustard with a
spoon and had holted it.

Now, although Obob was a ruffian and
a hooligan of the blackest dye, there
'\s{as, after all, somecthing Royal about
1im.

When ‘the mustard bit him, and the
tears hegan to run down his checks,
he did not try to spit out the stinging
mixture, but swallowed it manfully,

“'0t_drink!” he remarked tcarfully te
Arty Dove. “You Ingliz too mneh ‘ot
stuft!” he added, gulping the mustard
down.

Arty grinned.

He was still wearing the king's diamond
belt over his shoulder.

“We aren’t half so hot as you are,
Ohob,” he said, “But if it hadn’t been
for Dick and Chip, you'd have heen the
hottest thing in Booloo to-night. Here,
let us make you a gandwich!”

And Arty made his old enemy a tre-
mendous ham sandwich.

It may seem strange, but Obob had
never geen a sandwich in his life,

No man had ever invented a sandwich
in Obob’s country.

$9 the idea of putting one piece of meat
between two pieces of bread seemed magie
to the ex-king.

Obob laughed like anything.

Then he slapped his stomach and his
eyes bulged with delight as he tasted
his first sandwich.

“Good meat!” be said. “Plenty good
meat! What you call um?”

“Sandwich!” replied Arty. “That’s one
of our sixpenny busters you’ve got therc.
Have some mustard, king?”

But Obob shook his head.

“Me likee slangwidge too much,” be
gaid. “Me no likee hluster! Blustard
him too 'ot stuff. Burn stomach!”

Obob put the cup of mustard down
cloge by Horace, who was dozing.

Horace languidly opened an eye. He
saw the mustard-pot.

Then he reached out his long tongue,
and nearly ¢leaned up the cup at_one liek,

Horace squinted when the first sting of
the mustard took him in the neck.

Then he made a sort of gobhling naise.

Th> cup of mustard had rolled over
till it fetched up against the cricket-bag,
out of which protruded the head of Gus,
the erocodile. .

0BOB EL MOGK-

There was still some mustard left in the

cup, and Gus took a good mouthful.

Then he coughed and began to jump
up and down in the cricket-bag, so that
it flopped about as though it were alive,

“Crumbs!” exclaimed Porkis. “ What's
up with the cricket-bag? It's walking
about!”

This was true.

Gus's sharp claws had scraped away
the stitching of the cricket-bag so that
his legs projected from it.

And Porky, who was watching, could
hardly believe his eyes as he saw the
cricket-bag  walk forward and snap
viciously at Horace’s tail.

Whether it was the bite of the mustard
in his throat, or the bite of Gus on his
firc-scarred tail that caused Horace to
leap suddenly to life, it is difficult to
84Y.

But, with a sudden stagger, Horace was
on lis teet.

King Obob, with his mouth full of sand-
wich, was suddeuly boosted from the box
0.1 which he was sitting over the table,

At the same moment the hurricane-lamp
on the table flew into splinters of glass
as a bullet rrom the darkness slapped into

The crack of half & dozen riflcs was
plainly heard.

It was a sound gnite different from the
“fut ” of the gas-pipe guns of the niggers
of Booloo.

And, with a dull thued, three well-
directed bullets slapped into Skelcton’s
ham as it lay on the table, just in front
of hing Obob’s nose.

“Put those lights out!” shouted Cap-
tain Handyman. “They are plugging at
us frcm the rock!”

The launch, with her tow of bheats, had
circled the island, which stood up ahove
the surrounding marshes like a miniature
Gilbraltar.

They were beyond gunshot, and there
was no need for an explanation of the
rifle-bullets which were whistling round
the little flotilla.

Baron von Slyden, working on Obob's
fears. had induced that unhappy menarch
to allow him to bring his Askaris from

the distant bank of the Nile, beyond the }

swamps, tnto the fortress.

These had been ferried across in the
wide, flat-bottomed boats, which the
niggers used for their rush-cutting, and,
guided by the flare of the burning palace,

Price
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had not heen long in  reaching the
island.
The lights in the hoats were quickly

extinguished as  Captain  Hundyman,
taking advantage of the cover of every
patch of reeds that stuck up from the
swamp, edged up towards the fortress to
sce what was doing. -

Dewn wind came the hoarse, prating
blarz of the German trumpet-calls, and
as the night-hreeze parted the pall of
smoke which hung over Booloo like =&
cloud, Captain Handyman gave an  ex-
clamation of anger.

The roof of a small hut had fallen in,
sending up a momentary fiash of flame.

Is only lasted a sccond.

But it lasted long encugh to show the
pirate flag of the German Empire flutter-
ing blood-red in the glow from the flag-
staff above the landing-place.

The Germans had taken possession of
Boolon!

A Desperate Scheme.

The sizht of the flag on the crest of
pock at Booloo was to Captain Handy-
man like a red rag to a bull,

All aver the rock the niggers could be
hcard shouting mournfully.

“What arc they saying, Obob?” asked
Captain Handyman of the ex-King of
Booloo, as the launch came to a dead
stop behind a large buneh of reeds, where
she was out of sight of the town, allowing
the whalers to range up alongside.

“Dey say ‘ king dead! ™ replied Ohob
mournfully. “Dey tink me burn all up?”

“Cheer up, king!” said Dick Dorring-
ton. “Have another ham sandwich?”

And in the darkness he handed the
unbappy Kiug of Booloo a magnificent
sandwich, made of ham and raspberry
jam.

Obob wept and ate his sandwich, whilst
Captain Handyman, standing up in the
launch, lp»:ercd through the reeds behind
which they were hidden, and strove to
take in the situation.

There was no doubt that Baron von
Slyden and his confederates had managed
to smuggle their forces of armed Askaris
on to this swamp-guarded stronghold.

These had seen the lights that were
burning in the launch, and bad pottcd at
them with their rifles.

Now they were firing desultory shots at
intervals.

But they had lost the track of the
launch and her tow of whalers in the
darkness, and their bullets flew wide.

The hoisting of the German flag in this
fashion was practically an act of war,
for Booloo was situatc in British terri-
tory.

But Captain Handyman meant to have
that flag down before dawn.

“If 1 don’t get that dirty disheloth
down by sunrise,” he mutfered, "my
name is mud!”

Then he turned to Ohob, who was
squatting weeping in the whaler amongst
the hoys; chewing at his sandwich of
hanv’and raspbe

“Came out of that boat, Obob!" eaid
the captain. “I ghall want you in the
launch. I can hear those nuts ashore
casting loose the chains of the war-
canoes of your navy. We are going to
have some naval mancuvres.”

“Mc wan' more slupper!” said King
Oboh.

“@ive him another sandwich, boys!”
said the captain, laughing.

A huge sandwich, packed with ham
and smeared with raspberry-jam, was
soon madc by the boys.

It was shoved into the huge black fist,
and he was hoisted from the whaler
into the launch.

“Now, boys,” said the captaln, “up
with your guard-plates. The navy of
Booloa is eoming out to attack us!”

The boys did not take long in shipping
the thin plates of Harveyised stecl,
which were provided for the protection
of the whalers in savage warfare.

These were two feet high, and slipped
into grooves in the guuncl.

They provided a shelter that would
turn a Dbullet, and the slots which
scparated the plates at the rowlocks
gerved as loopholes for rifle-fire.

It was Flint Pasha who had whis-
pered a scheme to Captain Handyman,

which that commander had becn swift
to adopt.
To put it into execution the King's

help was necessary.

There was no doubt that the navy
of Booloo was about to attack them.

This consisted of thirty or forty large
war-canoes, driven by thirty paddles a
side.

These canoes were fitted with large
platforms astern and in the bows for
the fighting men.

Taking them all round, they were ugly
craft to encounter.

The clinking of the mooring-chains
could be heard as thesc were loosed from
thefr mooring-poles at the landing-place
under the clitf.

It was also possible to hear the hum

jam as he wept. (

of men, panctuated now aend then by
sharp orders from Von 8lyden, who was
placing guards of Askaris in cach canoe
to drive the nigger crews.

Captain Handyman chuckled under his
breath. g

“German Navy's coming out to fight!”
he muttered. “ British Navy is going to
start ruvuing from ‘em!"

And, sctting his engine full spced
abead, he spun  the steering-wheel
of the launch, which shot out from be-
hind the clump of reeds, and stcered
through onc of the long waterways lead-
ing from the citadel.

A yell from the shore and a scatter of
gun-fir¢ showed that Von Slyden and his
mob could hear the chugging of the
eugine in the darkness.

The redoubling of the yells showed
that the first canoes were getting off in
¢hase of them.

The launch was travelling fast, for she
was heading down the great strcam of
the Nile.

Twelve miles away, through the
swamps, there was a epot known to
Flint Pasha, who had discovered it by
accident.

This was the Hongo Whirlpool, a huge
swirl in the river, ruused by the same
freak of Nature which had forced the
Rock of Booloo up through the bed of
the great swamps.

The Whirlpool was caused by a twelve-
mile long ridge of rock, which passed
through the swamps like a backbone,
sometimes submerged, somctimes crop-
ping above the surface of the river, but
always hidden by the huse banks of
papyrus reed which covercd the wide
current of the Nile.

This ridge of rock, when the river was
bigh, acted »s a barruge against the
huge flood which camc¢ pouring down
from the great lakes of Central Africa,
and, foreing the main current of the
river over to the bank ‘that bound the
swamps, had created this whirlpoaol.

Very few niggers knew of its where~
abouts, for it was hidden in the most
secret labyrinths of the Great Swamp,
and the Hongo Whiripool was a name of
dread amongst them.

But Captain Handyman was not afraid
of the Hongo Whirlpool.

He figured that the launch had juss
cnough power to fight her way into the
great whirlpool, and to fight her way
out again with her tow-hboats.

But with the great clumsy war-canoes,
with their inadequate paddics, it was
another matter.

It Captain Handyman could only en-
tice them into the Homgo, they could
not fight their way out till the current
slackened.

The current was running strong now.

The river was swelling, and  would
probably continue to swell for a couple
of days. )

A hig canoe, getting into the grip of the
Hongo, would ;i',o whirling round in a
monotonous circle of a mile and a half,
unabte te fight her way back to the
entrapee ‘throngh the ‘walls of reed.

This was Captain Handyman's plan of
campaign, and he grinned to hLimself as
he heard the threatening yells astern of
them, and the thump of the war-drums
that heat time for the paddlers.

He turned to Obob, who wus sitting
in the hottom of the launch.

“Obobh,” said  Captain Handyman
cheerfully, “when you have finished that
sandwich T want you to get up in tho
cyes of the boat and show us the way.”

Obob stopped chewing his sandwich
and rolled his black eyes.

“Where you go?” he asked.

“I'm going into the Hongo,” replied
Captain  Handyman, as cheerfally as
though he were remarking that he was
going for a stroll up the High Strect.

Ohob’s jaw dropped.

“Yow, yow!” wailed the
no wantee go 'Ongo! Him
place!”

Then Obob suddenly started back.

With a  swift movement Captain
Handyman's flst had gone to his poeket.

Now the muzzle of a revolver, large
as a small ecannon, pressed ¢old on
Obob’s flat nose.

“It's the Hongo this trip, Old Jumbo’s
Tailst” said Captain Handyman, in a
voice that left no inclination for contra-
diction, “Yen eat your eandwich, and
get up in the front of the boat, and
shaow the way through this tangle. If
you play any hank I'll pump you full of
lead as a bad dollar! Savvy?”

1&ing. “Me
too bad

“Me savvy!" whined the king; and he
crawled forward into the cyes of the
launch, signalling as Captain Handyman
directed, with his arms to right or left,
as the dark, bewildering torking of the
waterways led towards the ¢read Hongo
‘Whirtpool !

(4dnother magnificent long instalment
of this amazing new sertal in nert Mon-
day’s {ssue of the BoY8' FRIEND. I should
be glad if readers would write and let me
know what they thinl: of this new story.)

T0 LEAP FOR HIS LIFE!




382

Every Monday

Publishea

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

Prics
Three Halfpence

30/11/18

PHARKER ., THE $OUNDER!

A Splendid New Serial, introducing Bob Travers & Co., the Chums of Redclyffe.
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THE CHIEF CHARACTERS (N
THIS STORY ARE:

BOB TRAVERS, DICKY TURNER,
“JACK JACKSON, and BUNNY, the
chiims of Study No. 5.

MAS0ON and HARRIS, the bullies of
t-?}e| Fourth, who share Study No. 2
with

BARKER, the bounder.

MR. CHAMBERS, the
Fourth Form.

JIMMY WREN & CO.,
the New House.

R _

master of the

the chums of

In recent instalments it was told how
Barker, the bounder, having been de-
feated in a fight with Jack JYackson, re-
solved to mako the latter's life a misery.
and disgrace him in the eyes of his
schoolfellows.  Barker discovered that
Jackson's father was employed by his
own father, and threatened to secure
Sack's father’s discharge if he did not
vbey his—Barker’s—orders.

Last week Jackson was chosen to play
in the House match. Barker got to hear
of it, and told Jackson that he would
have to cut the footer match, and accom-
pany him to the Plough aud Harrow.

(Read on from here.)

Uander the Bounder’s Thumb.

“Don't be a cad, Barker! Be reason-
able, for Heaven’s sake! Let me——-"

The -bounder cut Jackson short with a
wave of the hand.

“My dear chap,” he drawled, “I'm
being as reasonable as  possible, It's
most, unfortunate that the House match
should be coming off to-day. But you'll
bave to cut jt, you will, really! I’m most
anxious to Dbave your company, you
know.”

“You rotter!” Jack Jackson clenched
hia fists tight in his anger. “You're
doing this purposely! You know I'm
keen on playing this afternoon, and—-"
w0 hon!” sald Barker, with a sardonic
grin. “I shouldn't have thought so.
But what's it matter?  You'll have
another chance later on, no doubt.”

“T sham’t—=I sha'n't(” muttered Jack
Jackson helplessty.  “Travers won't for-
give me if I let him down to-day! Oh,
vou cad! You utter brute! Let me play
this once—"

“Can’t be done, my dear chap!” said
the bounder. “f simply couldn't do
without your company this afternoon!
’m absolutely yearning for it, doncher-
know! We'll leave the school at about
half-past two. You can come to my
study for me.” 3

“I won't—I won'ti”
Jackson miserably,

“Really?” said Barker, with an air of
mock surprise. “That means that I shall

ha”ve’t’c' write to my guv’nor, and—-"

murmured Jack

Jack Jackson muttered a low groan.

tle was under the bounder’s thumb.
The latter could do just what he liked
with him. Hls will had to be obeyed.

Jack Jackeon’s father was employed
by the bounder’s father, and Jack knew
that ‘if he defied Barker the latter would
do his utmost to get his father dircharged
from the firm of Fowke, Barker, &
Rnsman. e

The bounder had threatened to do so
onge before, and Jack Jackson knew that
i would not take much for Barker to
earry out his threat.

Jack hated the thought of being the
means of getting bhis father discharged,
but he hated still more the idea of being
compelled to mix with the bounder, the
worst fellow in the Fourth.

If he defied Barker the latter wonld
carry out his threat, but if he gave way
to him he would lose his chance of
securing a place in the Eleven, and would
also incur the anger of his chums for
mixing with the fellow who was despised
by the majority of the Fourth-Formers.

The latter alternative was bad enough,
but the former—

Jack JYackson gave the bounder a

By HEHEREBERT BERITTON.

bitter look, a lvok that made no impres-
sion whatever on the latter.

“You needn't look so upset, my dear
chap,” he drawled. “I sha'n’t ask you
to drink or to play cards. I just want
you to accompany mc to the Plough and
Harrow for cr—er—well, for company.
You see, I've taken a great fancy to
you.”

“You—you-—"

“Now, don't get exeited,
chap,” drawled the bounder, patting
Jack Jackson on.the shoulder. “I think
1'd better be getting along mnow. 1
believe I can hear yonr chums coming
down the stairs. Don’t forget. I shall
cxpect you at half-past two.”

Next .instant Barker disappeared, and
Jack Jackson remaineéd on the stairs,
gazing vacantly before him.

Bob Travers and several other, fellows
came running down the stairs, but they
pulled up short at sight- of Jackson. g

“My hat?!” exclaimed Bob Tra(érs.
“What's the matter, old son? Don't you

feel well?” 3 3
faltered Jack Jack-

my dear

“0b, y-y-y-yes!”
son, looking up.

“You ought to be jolly plcased with
yourself I gaid Bob Travers. “You've
got a place in the House Eleven, and if
you play up well you might squecze into
the junior team!”

Jack Jackson did not reply. His ambi-
““"is had been shattered like a house of
caras,

o knew how happy he would have
been had he been able to play that after-
noon, and how hé¢ would have tried his
utmost to have deserved another trial.

But now there was no hope for him.

He dreaded acquainting Bob Travers
with the fact that he could not play that
alternoon, dreaded answering the ques-
}ipns that Bob would be bound to put to
TN

But it had to be done, and, realising
thig, he drew Rob aside and spoke in a
whisper.

! ran I speak to you for a moment,
Bob?” he asked softly.

“With pleasure, old son!" replied Boh
cheerinlly, *“Speak up, and—"

“Come  downstairs,” muttered Jack
Jackson; and he led the way,

The other juniors watched Jackson in
amazement a3 he disappeared round a
bend in the stairs. They were consider-
ably puzzled by the latter’s manner.

Jack Jackson (id not stop until he
reached the Hall. Then he drew Bob
aside, well away from two or three fags
who were standing before the notice-
board.

“I'm awfully =orry to let you down,
Bob,” he said quietly. “But—but I must
ask you to excus¢ me this afternoon.”

“KExcuse you!” gaid Bob Travers in
surprise.

“Yes; I sha'n't be able to play,” said
Jack Jackson. “I'm sorry, hut—-—"

“My hat!” exclaimed Bob Travers.
“What cver’s the matter? Fecl groggy,
or——" i

“N-n-no,” faltered Jack Jackson. “I'd
like to play, but—but I can't. I wouldn't
have let you down for worlds, but I can’t
In-lp" it! I've pot to go out, and—and

“0Oh, well, it can’t be helped!” said Boh,
“It must be gomething jolly important
to keep you from the game. I know
that, as you've been so keen just lately.”

Jack Juckson sighed. He had been
keen—very keen—but it seemed that all
his keenness had been for nothing.

He looked at Bob, wondering whether
tho latter's suspicions were aroused,

But, there was no sign of suspicion on
Bob Travers' face.

Clang! Clang!

The bell for dinner rang out at that
moment, and it came as a relief to Jack
Jackson.

He smiled faintly and walked off with
Lis chum, but the expression soon
vanished from his face, to give place to
one of deep misery,

That meal proved to be the most un-

. '
appetising of which Jack Jackson had
ever partaken, and he was thoroughly
glad when it was over.

He left the dining-hall, and strode out
into the quadrangle alone.

Jack felt that he could not face his
chums. Dicky Turner particularly he
wished to avoid. i

Dicky was outspoken, and would prob-
ably Rgve demanded an explanation of
his strange hehaviour.

But Jack Jackson was not troubled by
having to answer questions.

Most of the fellows were too keen on
tha match to worry about him.

Jack saw them all troop towards the
foothall-field, and his heart ached with
disappointment.

How he longed to be with them, and to
play his hardest for the sake of his side.

But that altesppbn was oot to be an
enjoyablé one-to fwm,

Sharpsat half-past twe - Jack entered
Barker's study. ' The latter gave him a
cynieal “prin as “H& rose lazily from the
casy-chair, "

“By gad!” he exclaimed. “It's half-
past two, then! I had no idea it was so
Iate. Been reading, you know. Suppose
you wouldn't like a tip for the raccs on
Saturday—what?”

“You—you-——"*

“Ha, ha, ha!” chuckled the hounder.
“1I quite forgot that sort of thing wasn’t
in your line. My dear chap, you don't
know what's good for you.”

“And I don't want to know!" declared
Jack Jackson firmly.

“Uo hon!” said Barker sarcastically.
“You may some day, 1 suppose you're
looking forward to our little outing—
what?"

“I'm not, and you know it. you cad!”
cried Jack Jackson hotly. “Won't you
let me watch the footer-mateh?  You
know how I dread going to that rotten
pub, and-—-"

“My dear chap,” broke in the hounder,
“it's absolutely imposs. I'm that keen
on your company that I couldn’t dream
of giving way to you. Now, buck up!
It's time we got a move on."”

Jack Jackson held his head low as he
left the study with the hounder.

He knew that the latter delighted in
causing him pain, and he would have
given anything to have thrashed the
arrogant cad there and then.

But his hands were tied, so to speak—
he coutd do nothing.

During the walk to the Plough and
Harrow, that disreputable inn in the
village, Barker tried again and again to
engage his victim in conversation,

But Jack refused to say anything. Ile
couldn’t—his mind was too full of anxious
thoughts for him to speak to the
hotinder,

“Here we are,” said Barker, at last, as

they reached the public-house. “This
way, old man!”
Jack Jackson followed the hounder

meekly. .

The latter made his way to a side
door and pushed it opsn.

Then he entered a dingy bar-parlour,
which reeked strongly of spirits and bad
cigarette smoke,

Jack Jackson halted in the doorway,
ani was eorely tempted to turn tail and
run.

But the bounder observed his intention.

“Come inside, old man,” he said. *“Let
me introduce to you my friends Mr.
Dosher and Mr. Barlow—two of the best.”

The persons mentioned had been sitting
at a table, but they rose and lye{(l out
their coarse hands to the Redclyffe junior.

But Jack Jackson pretended not to see
them, He looked in another direction.

The men, however, were quite uncon-
cerned by the fact that they had been
snubbed.

“What's the game, Mister Barker?”
agked Dosher, turning to the bounder,
“Brought your friend to have a game at
cards, ¢h?”

The bounder laughed,

“No, Dosher, old sport,” he said cheer-

g no attemnpt to call him back,

fully. “We won't make him play this
time. He's not keen, you know; one of
those good little chaps, and—"

Mr. Dosher winked knowingly.
“I've got you,” he snid coarsely.
supposs he’s got no objection to

having a bit of sport.

“Ha, ha, ha!” chuckled Barker. “It'a
all the same if he has. Take a seat, Jack-
son, old chap, and keep your eyes on us.
You may be able to pick up some points,
you know.”

Barker sat down at the table with the
two men, and commenced to shuffle the
cards,

Jack Jackson took a seat in the far
corner of the rcom, gazing moodily out
of the window.

His thoughts turned at once to his chums
on the footer-ficld, and he wondered what
they thought of him for missing the
match. ’

But a little later, when the game of
cards had been in progress for fully ten
minutes, Jack was brought back to his
surroundings by a shout from the
bounder.

~Jackson,” he exclaimed, puffing out a
cloud of cigarette-smoke, “pass me that
glass of whisky from the counter!”

Jack hesitated, and gave the bounder
a meaning look.
“Pass that
claimed Barker,
Jack Jackson passed the glass, and

went back to his chair again. -

The game ¢f cards continued, and Jack
Jackeon was not troubled for a while.

He strolled to the door, and looked out
across the open country, but Barker made

“p
us

olags, d'you hear?” ex-

Nevertheless, the bounder was keeping
a wary eye on him.

Then, when Jack Jackson's back was
turned to the bar counter, Barker made &
gign to the man behind the bar, and
handed him a small paper packet.

The man nodded, and, after pouring a
bottle of lemonade into a glass, ho
emptied the contents of the paper
packet into it—a white powder,

Barker waited until this had dissolved,
and then he called to Jack Jackson.

“Jackson,” he shouteid, “there's u glass
of lemonade for you on the counter!”

“Thanks, but I don’'t want it!"” sald
Jack Jackson shortly.

“By gad!” drawled the bounder. “Don’t
12 so stand-offish. Drink it up at once.
I shall be coming along in a minute.”

- “I'd rather not, thanks all the same.”

“Drink it up, I tell yon!" exclaimed

Barker harshly. “If you don’t, I shall
have—"
The bounder paused, and wagged a

finger at Jack Jackson.

Jack Jackson understood that Barker
was threatening him once again, and very
much against his will he swallowed the
liquid.

Five minutes or =0 later Barker rose ta
ll:is feet, and bid his companions good-
yC.

“Come on, Jackson, old chap!” he said,
as he moved out of the dingy room. “It
hasn’t been o bad, after all, has it?”

Jack  Jackson grunted, but hi said
nothing. :

“I consider I'vc lct you down pretty
lightly, considering,” went on Barker. “1
might have insisted upon your playing
cards, and then——- Here, take hoid of
my arm!”

Jack Jackzon had suddenly swayed in
the road.

The bounder caught him at once, and
held on to him tightly.

There was a very curious espression on
Jack Jackson's face, and as he noticed it
the bounder smiled.

“It's working, by gum!” he muttered.
“Jolly good job he didn’t gee what I put
into that glass!”

“ W-w-w-whav did you say?
Jack Jackson, sturing
bounder.

" Oh, nothing!” replied Barker casually.
“Here, hold "em up!” he ndded, as Juck
Jackson stapgered weross  the road.
“Won't the Redelyffe fellows have a fit
when they see you! But I'm not done
yet, my pippin!”’

The bounder drew a small hottle- of
whisky from his pocket, and, withdrawing
the cork, he poured a small ynantity over
Jack Jackson's coat.

“Now then,” he said, taking a firm bold
on Jack Jackson's arm. *“The next job
is to get you to Redclyffe, and then—
Ha, ha, ha!”

Barker broke Into a chuckle as he
thought of the surprise he was going to
give the Redclyfie juniors.

Jack Jackson was quite oblivious to his
surroundings.

The drug which Barker had had dropped
in the lemonade was fast taking effect,
and Jack Jackson exhibited every evidence
of being in an intoxicated state.

The bounder had a difficult task to pre-
vent his victim from collapsing, but at
last they reached the gates of Redelyfie,
at the very moment that the junior foot-
ballers were returning to the school, ex-
cited and cheerful.

They pulled up short at sizht of the
bounder and the helpless junior.

“Jackson!" gasped Dicky Tarner.
“What the dickens is tha matter?”

Mason, the bully of the Fourth, ap-
proached, and as he smelt the whisky
which Barker had ponred on Jack Jack-
son’s coat, he started with amazement.

“Squiffy, by gum!” he exclaimed.

5 l?.ot'!‘" sald Bob Travers. “He can't he!

o——

"

muttered
vacantly at the

“8mell him, then!” eaid Mason. “He
fairly reeks of it. The chap’s drunk—
absolutely gone to tho wide!”

“What utter nonsense!” cried Bob
Travers, snitfing the air. “He must he
ill. Where did you find him, Rarker?”

“Where do you think?" said the bounder
artfally. “I was walking past the Plough
and Harrow when I gaw him lying on the
aground helpless, T couldn't leave him
therc to disgrace the school, so-—""

“Pon’t talk pitle!” exclaimed Bob
Travers wrathfully, “Jackson wouldn’t
do such a thing!”

The bounder sniffed disdainfully.

“Apparently you aro not acqualated

with Jackson’s habits,” he said. “I1 eay
1 found him outside the Plough aud
Harrow, and if you want proof there are
several people there who'll give it.”

Bob Travers gasped.

“My bkat!" he muttered.
giddy limit! I can't believe
Jackson's dead straight!”

“Just shows how he's deceived you,”
said the boundsr. *“'What did he miss the.
match for this afternoon? Why did he
go out on his own—eh? My dear
Travers, you've heen taken in. Your pal
Jackson’s let you dowa with a bump this
time. Hadn't you better get him up to
the dormitory? I don’'t know whether you
want Chambers to see bhim in this frightful
state!”

Bob Travers glanced at the other
juniors. .

“Lend a hand, you fellows!” he said.
“We must get him up to the dormitory
without being spotted. It would mean
the boot for Jackson if the masters
spotted him like this.”

“Perhaps it would serve the dear fellow
right,” said Barker.

“8hut. up, you rotter!” cried Bob indig
nantly. *“Come on, you fellowa! Let's
hurry up! The sooner we get Jackeon
into the dorm the better!”

“Hear, hear!” chuckled the bound:v.

By sheer luck Bob Travers & Co.
managed to get their helpless chum up tn
the dormitory without being observed
'tll‘.here they Iaid him out on a bed and left

im.

The rest of the eveuing they spent iu
speculating the cause of Jack Jacksuir's
mysterious behaviour.

They could hardly bring themselves to
think that he was the worse for drink,
and yet how else conld they account for
hig strange condition?

Before bhed-time that night the faith of
many juniors in Jack Jackson had received
& big shaking.

“This is the
it’'s truot

Trouble in the Dormitory.

“Phew! What a niff!”

Mason, the bully of the Fourth, maile
the remark when the Fourth ¥Form juniors
entered their dormitory that night.

There was a strong smell of whisky in
the air, and Mason was not the only
junior there who noticed it.

There wag a regular chorus of zniffs
and seyveral exclamations fromm the surc-
prised Fourth-Formers.

“This I3 a bit too thick!” went on
Mason “The place reeks like a tap-
room!

“Ten times worse!” chimed in Harria.
“That rotter Jackson muzt have scuhed
himself with whisky ! .

*Look at tha rottert” said Mason, point~
ing to Jack Jackson's recumbent, form on
one of the beds. *“Ho hasn’t got over it
vet! He's absolutely—— By gad! 71he
rotter's moving !

“8So he isl”

Jack Jackson stirred slowly, and raised
himself oa his hand.

His other hand rose to his head, and h=
gazed around him in perplexity.
"\\v’hertz;»wheru am I?" he murmursd.

“p

"

Bob Travers was at his ehum’s side in
an instant.

*Lie back, old son!” he said in kindly
tou;{n.t “You'll be all right presently !

R

“Have the rotter- out!” exclaimed
Mason. “Let's make him ran  the
gauntlet! - That'll soon work off  ths

effeets of the whisky!”
Jack Jackson, his mind in a bewilderod
state, started at the mention of whisky.
“What's the matter?” he asked in
feeble voice. “1 don't remember coming

here. T——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Mason. “Ha
doesn’'t  remember coming  here, ou
fellows! Ha, ha!”

“Shuat up, Mason, you cad ™ exclaimed
Bob Travers angrily.

“Sha’n’t shut up!” snapped Mazon. “I
shall gay jnst what I like! The rolier's
the worse for drink, and I'm for givivg
him a jolly good ragging!™

“So am 1" cried several supporters of
Mason.

Jack Jackson stared at the acctising
faces around him in amazement.

His mind was in a very dazed state, andd
he did not comprehend all the juniors’
remarka.

He understood that they were accusing
him of having done something, the nature
of which he could not fathom.

He turned guestioningly to Bob Travers.

“Bob,” he muttered, “why am [ Lere?
I remember going to the—the—-"

Jack Jackson paused.

“To the Plonch and Harrow,” broke in
Mason, with a hilarious laugh. “We kpow’

where you went this afternoon, yon
rotter!  Don’t 31eun remembrr Barker
findimg you helpless in the road?”
*Helnfess—in—the—road 2" repeated
Jack Jackson slowly.
“Ia, ha, hat!” chortled Mason. T sup-

pose his briin is gtill too fuddled for hin
to remember exactly what happenel.
Don’t von remember getting drunk, you
rotter?”

“Drank ! muttered Jack Jackson: awl

then he turned to Bob Travers once
again. “For poodness’ gake tell me what
is the matter, Bob!” he urged. T ve.

member going out this afternoon, but I
can’t remember coming back, My froadd
achna frichténllv, and—and 2

Jack Jackson broke off short a3 ores
aeain Mason & Co. burst into a hiturious
chuncekle.

“Fancy the rotter having a headache!”
he remarked to his eropies. “I'd like to
meet a kid who could drink a bottie of
whisky without feeling the effects!”

“If you don’t shut up, you cad
began Bob Travers, and then he paus
as he heard footctens in the passac
“For goodness’ sake buck up and get
your things off, you fellows!” he added.
“Here's Harcourt coming to sec lights
out, and if he sees us like this—"

“Why shouldn't he?" uasked Mason.
“It's only right that he should be lold
about Jackson, and——  Ow! Yow!
Yoooop
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BARKER, THE BOUNDER!

(Continuved from the previous pagé.)

Bob Travers drove his fist full in
Mason's face and sent him to the floor.

Next moment Haredurt, the captain of
Redeclyffe, entcred the dormitory.

“Q@reat Scott!” he cxclaimed in sur-
prise. “What—what the dickens are you
kid% up. tal”

“Only a little disagreement, Harcourt!”
explained Bob Travers quickly. “Mason
said something I didn’t quite approve of,
g0 I knocked him down.”

Harcourt gave Bob a grim look

“H'm!” he said. “As you've seen fit
to spend the time yon should have
devoted to undressing in settling your
disagreements, you'll have to undress in
the dark.”

With that Harcourt turned out the
light and departed from the dormit.or%.

It was really very fortunate that Bob
had knocked Mason down, otherwise the
eaptain of the school might have held an
inquiry as to why the juniors were
grouped round Jack Jackson's hed.

As it was, his whole attention was
given to the disigreement between Bob %

and the bully, and he
glance at Jack Jackson.
YVery soon after the door of {he dormi-
tory closed Maxon lighted a candle and
placed it on onme of the washstands.

did not c¢ven

“Now, then,” he said, “who's for
making Jack Jackson run thc gaunt-

let?” =

“You'll leave Jackson alone!" said Boh
Travers firmly. “If you dare to lay
your bands on him I'll give you a thun-
dering good hiding!”

“You—you—""spluttcred Mason, as
he observed Dicky Turner and Appleby
and Hawking, and one or two other
juniors moving to Bob Travers’ side.
“Why should you shield the cad?” he
demanded. .

“For the simplc rcason that I'm mnot
going to have him handled by you rotters
until his guilt s proved!” said Bob
Travers.

“Well, let him prove he’s innecent!”
said Mason. “If hc can do. that we
won't toueh him.” .

Jack Jaekson sat up in begd, still hold-

img his acking lLead, and looked plead-
ingly at Bob Travers.

“For goodness’ sake tell me what's the
matter, Bob!™ he urged. “What are
these lellows aeenzing me of? What the
dickens have I donet”

“1'1 jolly soon tell you, yon rotier!”
exclaimed  Masou. “I'm going to ask
you a nwmher of questions, aod if you
don’t anSwer them satisfactorily we’re
going to make you run the gauntlet:”

“(fo alhead, Mason!™

“Where did you go this afternoon?”
demanded Mazon.

went out,” replied Jack Jacksen,
and hig eyes searched for the bounder,
who was standing at the back of the
group of juniors.

“Y know you
Mason irritably.

“y 0

wend  out!”  smapped

“Where did you go?”

—I—1——" faltcred Jack Jackson
belplessly.

“Did you go to the Plough and Har-
rowis” .

No reply.

“Y¥or thc eccond and last time,” went
on Mason relentlessly, “did you. go in-
side the Plough and Harrow in the vil-
lage?” .

Stitk Jack Jackson did not amswer. He
stared at the coverlet of thé bed, almost
afraid to face the aceusing juniors.

“Very well,” continued Mason. A«
you reluse to answer the question, we
presume you did go in the place. Now
answer the next question. Did you have
anything to drink while vou were out?”

Jack Jackson looked up enec again.

“l—I had a glass of lemonade,” he
answered slowly

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Mason. “DPretty
strong sort of lemonade, I should say!
How many bucketsful did you have?”

“What—what are you driving at, you
cad?” said Jack Jackson, raising his voice
for the first time.

“I'm just trying to prove that you
were brought back to the school this
atternoon suffering from the cffects of
whisky,” explained Mason, “We found
you in the road—or, at least, Barker did
—and carried you home. Luckily, we
managed to get you up to the dormitory
without being scen, but—-"

“You cad!” ericd Jack Jackson hotly.
“How dare yon make such an aceusa-
tion! I've never tasted whisky in my
life, and—-"

“Well, how do you account for the
state youn were in this afternoon?”

“JetrJ——"  Jack Jackson ialiercd.
He simply eould net account for what
had happened, for the simple reason that
he did not remember anything after leav.

ing the
bounder.

“I think we ecan consider that Jacke
son’s guilt has been proved,” said Mason,
addressing the circle of juniors. “Ha
admits having drunk some  whisky—I
mean  Icmonade—it’s the ramc | thing,
really, so far as he's concerncd—and he
admits going to the Plough and Harrow—
or, rather, he declines to admit not goi
there. Is he gnilty, or not guilty?”

There came u roar from Mason's
cronies ;

“Gmilty
; {h he to be made to ron the gaunt<
et

“Rather!”

“Well, iave him oui!”

Next instant more than half the felo
Jows in  the Yourth Form dormitory
made a rush for Jack Jackson, hurling
Bob Travers and his c¢chnms unceremoni-
ously aside.

Plough and ilarrow with the

(Anather w:agnificent long instalmient
of this aplendid wew aerial in wext Mon-
day's issue of the Boys' FRIEND. [ should
be glad if readers would write and let me
knrow what they think of this new story.)

DESPERATE|
VENTURE!

A Splendid Long Complete
Story,
Dealing with the Barring-

Cut at the School in the
Backwoods.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD
P

The tst Chapter.
Nothing Doing.

Knock?

The butt of a riding-whip crashed on
the door of the schoolhousc at Cedar
Creek.

Three heads were put out of a windesy
at once—those of Frank Richards, Bob
Lawless, and Vere Beauclere.

It was 0ld Man Gunten who was rap-
ping at thc door.

The fet Swiss storekeeper of Thompson
Town looked round, glaring at the thice
smiling faces.

Frank Richards nodded genially.

“@Good-morning, Mr. Gunten!” h¢ said
afiably.

A snort was Old Man Gunten's reply.
He was not in an affable mood.

“You've come along to tell us that
you're giving in?” asked Bob Lawtless.

“You young rascal!”

“Eh?”

“You young villain!”

“Dear me!” eaid Bob, unmoved. “Is
that the kind of manners you learn on the
School Board, Mr. Gunten? You ought
really to chuck it up, and come to schoot
instead. We'd teach you manners here.”

“I've come to talk sense to you young
ecallywags!” shouted Mr. Gunten.

“Why don’t you begin, then?”

“This foolishness has been going on
Tong cnough!” exclaimed the storekeeper.
“It’s got to come to an end!”’

“We're ready when you are,” said
Frank Richards. *You know the terms.
Let our schoolmistress, Miss Meadows,

come bhack, and it’s all over. Uutil tlen
we hold Cedar Creck School awzainst all
comers !”

“ Hear, hear!” came a shout from
within the lumber schoolhouse.

“You're wasting your time, Mr. Gun-
ten,” said Vere Beauclere. “You ought
to know by this time that we’re not
giving in.”

“1 guess I know how you stand,” said
Mr. Gunten, with a scowl. “You've got
no food there.”

“You can send us some, if you like.
We'll pay spot cash!” suggested Bob
Lawless.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Old Man Gunten did not look as if he
would be likely to scnd provisions to the
rebels of Cedar Creek, even for spot
eash. .

“What’s going to happen to you if yon
stay there without food?” he siorted.

“Probably we shall get hungry,” re-
plied Bob. “It seems probable, to me.
What do you think yourseli?”

“Now, look hcre!” said Old Man n-
ten, unheeding Bob’s remark and the
ehuckle that followed. “I'm willing to
be reasonable. Miss Meadows can’t come
back. She has been discharged by the
board of trustees.”

“By you!” gaid Frank.

“Your new headmaster, Mr. Pcckover,
bas been duly appointed by the board.”

“Whicih means you!”

“But I've spoken to him, and he agrees
to let you off unpunished if you rcturn
to your duty at once,” said Mr. Gunten.
“Nothing more will be said abheout this
affair, on condition that you stop this
nonsense at once.”

“Rats!”

“What!” roared the wnhappy trustec.

“Bosh!”

“Yoeu young rasecals!”

“Go home!” said Bob cheerfully.

“Go |

r

FRANK RICHARDS & €0.S METHOD OF DEALING WITH THE RUSTLER!

bome and think it out again, Mr. Gun-
ten, Second thoughts arc best, you
know.”

“Mind, you won't get any food till you
give in!” said Mr. Gunten savagely.
“I've got a dozen men watching the
school, and any kid who comes out will
be roped in at once, thrashed, and scnt
home !

“How kind of you!”

“1f you stick there
roared Mr. Gunten.

“What a weight on your conscience If
we do!” said Bob. “Still, your conscicnen
is pretty tough, isn't it, Mr. Gunten?”

Mr. Gunten seemed on the verge of an
attack of apoplexy.

He had given the rebels of Cedar (reck
time enough, as he thought, to come to
thelr senses.

But there wag certainly no sign of sur-
render on the part of Frank Richards &«
Co.

They were “on strike” until  Miss
Meadows was reinstated at (‘edar Creek,
and they intended to make it a fight to
a finish.

As a malter of faet. they were cn-
couraged by Mr. Gunten's visit and by
his offcr, which was a great concession-—
from his point of view.

It looked as if the chairman of the
board of trustees was getting alarmed
at the length to which the school strike
had gonc.

you'll starve!”

It was an unpreccdented state of
affairs, and it certainly reflected no
credit upon the school management.
Intervention was certain, sooner or

later, from the powers that were, and
Mr. Gunten could not expeet to cmerge
from an official inguiry with flying
colours.

But it was only too clear that there
was “nothing doing.”

*Any more remarks to make?” asked
Bobh Lawless, as the storckeeper stood
silent, nonplussed. “If not, good-byel”

“For the last time!” said Mr. Gunten.
“Look here, youll all be lct oft. lIsn't
tml]tq good enough for you?”

“ ix !n

“Then you can stick there and starve!”
roared Old Man Gunten: and, shaking
his fat fist at the smiling faces at the
window, he strode back to his horse.

As he led the animal out of the gate-
way in the school fence a rough-looking
man joined him there.

1t was Four Kings, the leader of the
“Red Dog crowd ” 6f Thompson.

Mr. Glunten spoke a few words to the
rufftan, and then mounted and rode away
down the trail.

Four Kings remained lounging in the
gateway, smoking his pipe.

Cedar Creck School was evidently heing

carcfully watehed, and undoubtedly it
:1\’:1'1'\ costing Mr, Gunten a good many
ollars.

And the end of the affaie seemed more

and more doubtful to the Swiss store-
(}j«:@per as it was prolonged day after
ay.

Old Man Gunten was not in a happy
mood as he trotted home to Thompson.

The 2nd Chapter.
A Desperate Venture.

Frank Richards closed and barred the
window-shutter as the storekceper de-
parted.

The garrison of Cedar Creck were
always on the alert, watching for a pos-
sible attempt to rush their stronghold,

The Red Dog men, however, seemed to
he  conteuted to remain watching the
school, to “bag” any 1cllow who ven-
tured outside.

They had attacked once, and had been
defeated, with the help of the cattlemen
from the Lawless Ranch; and Billy Cook,
the foreman of the ranch, had warned
Four Kings & Co. that ii they attacked
again they would have him to deal with.

That warning was quite cnough Jfor
the Red Dog crowd, who had been
severely handled by the cowhoys on the
previous occasion, :

But matters were growing scrious for
the rebels besieged in the lumber school.

The last of their provisions had almost
gone, and how to obtain fresh supplics
was a serioug problem.

The “garrison had bcen reduced day
after day, as fellows were called away
by their parents. The latter, while dis-
approving of Mr. Gunten’s proceedings,
could not quite approve of a schoolhoy
strike.

There were now ouly scven fellows in
the garrison—¥Frank Richards, Bob, Beau-
clere, Eben Hacke, Yen Chin, and two
others,

But seven were enough to hold the
fort, unless Four Kings tricd his device
again of “smoking out " the defenders;
but that he did not dare to do.

Starving them out, however,
tlower, waus a sure method.

“1 guess it looks a bit scrious,” Bob
Lawless romarked, as Frank barred the
shutter. “Of course, we're not giving
in.» .

“No fear!” said Frank cmphatically.

“If we don’t, Old Man QGunten must!”
remarked Vere Beauclere. “ You ean see
that he's gefting anxious. 1 shouldn’t
wonder if the authoritics have taken

though

. some step already, and he knows of it.

If they send a man here to investigate,
Mr. Gunten would likc the trouble over
hefore he comes.”

“It won't he over,” said Eben Haeke.
“But what the thunder are we going to
do for grub?”

“No glubbee to catee,”
Chin dolorously.

“Oh, we can
comes to that.”

*“Grooh !”

“We've got to make a

remarked Yen

mmaw our hbelts, §f it

break,” said

¥rank, “We've tried jt after dark, and
we  were stopped,  and jolly  nearly
nabhed. We shall have to make another
attempt to-day.”

Boh Low nodded.

“Tt's r " he said.

“But, what else j= there to do?™

“Nothing,” agreed Bob., “We've got to
chianee it. But, mind, if two of us go
out, and get roped in, the rest are to
hold cut, all the same.”

“That's settled.”

Boh Lawless reflected.

It was not an casy task to get through
the watehers ontside the school, though
he did not belicve that they numbered a
dozen.
wch a number would have meant a

onsiderabte expenditure of dollars, more
than Air. Guoten would be likely to dis-
burse 1f he could help it.

Four Kings probably had five or six
eompanions seattered among the timber
round the_school.

In fistical combat the schoolboys were
no imateh for the bhurly rustlers, and if
they were caught their return to the
school would he impossible.

It was a knotty position, bot it was
pretty clear that the attempt had to be
made.

Boh Lawless made up his mind, and
he gave his instructions to his followers.

Bob and Frank eclimbed out of an
upper window to the roof of the school-
bouse, where it was passible to drop to
the ground behind the buildings.

At the same time Beauelere and Hacke
slid from a window into the playground
in front.

There they were in full view of Four
Kings, smoking in the gateway.

The ruffian sighted them at once as
they eame towards the gateway, as if
intending to make a sudden rush through.

He gave a shrill whistle, and three or
four men came running up to join him.

Beauclere and Hacke paunsed halfway
to the gates, and Four Kings waved his
pipc at them.

“Kim on!” he called ont mockingly.

The two schoolboys ecame oun, but
pauscd again, and there was a chortle
tfrom the group of ruflians in the gateway-

All their attention was given to the
two, as Bob had guessed would he the
case,

Meanwhile, Bob and Frank had dropped

from the schoolhounse roof at the back,
and, hidden Ly the buildings from the
sight of Four Kings & Co., ihey wero
studding fur the fence on the other side
of the playgronnd,

They reached it and clambered over.

Outside there was no sign of a watch.

“I guess we'll do.it,” muttered Bob.
“Drop ‘and chance it, Franky, and rmn
as if yon had a bull buffalo behind you.”

“Right-ho!" .
_They dn.?ped from the fepce, and ran
for the timber,

In a couple of minuies they were among
the trees.

From ihe rool of the schoolhouse Yen
Chin wus watching, and as tie twg com-
rades disappearcd into the timber the
little Chince elimbed back into the house.

A minute later his plgtailed head was
pnt out of the lower window, and he
signed to Beauclere and Hacke.

They retreated to -the schoolhouse at
onee, followed by a rear of laughter from
Four Kings, wha concluded that they had
given up the idea of making s rush
through the gateway.

“All serency® asked Beauclere, 88 he
reached the window,

Yen Chin nodded and grinned.

“Allee light! Flanky and Bob gemec.”

*(ood 't

Beaucelere and Hacke clmbed in, and
the. shutter was clogsed and barred agajn.

Frank Richards and Bob Lawiess werc on
their way to Cedar Camp, through the
forest, and their comrades at the scho:f
could only wait and hope for the best.

The 3rd Chapter,
Qetting a Liit.

“Here we are!”

Bob Lawless spoke in tcrms of great
satisfaction 28 he and his chum eame
in sight of Cedar Camp. -

They had had a long tramp through
the forest, but they were strong and fit,
and the miles had ficeted fast  under
their fect.

They had geen nothing «f Four Kings
and his eomrades, who were still under
the impression that they were within
the besieged schoolhouse.

They were ylad cnough io see Cedap
Camyp.

“Good tek!” gaid Frank Richards.
“We've done the frst half of the job,

anyway, Bob.”
do tho rest,” sald Boh
cheerily

“And welll

They entered the Hotet Continental—ihe
log hotel at which Frank Richards had
stopped when he first arrived in the
Thempson Valley, to join his unele in
Canada.

Their first proceeding was to order a
square meal, having arrived at dinner-
time, when the habitues of the Con-
tinental were sitting down to their mid-
day repast.

After that itmportant prcliminary they
proceeded to the camp store, where they
made their purchases.

There had  been a “whip-round”  at
Cedar Creek for cash, and they were well
supplicd  with  dollars, which they laid
out to the best advantage.

Provisions of all kinds were stacked
into their haversacks, which were de-
cidedly heavy by the time they had
finished.

“I reekon it will be a hefty job, get«
ting this lot back,” remarkcd Bob Laws
less, as they left the store.  “We've gob
to do it, though. We may get a lif§
on the trail as far as the timber.”

They started out of the camp, KReeping
their cyes open for any passing vehicle,

There were two miles of trail ahead o
them before they reachied the forest, and
a Jift would have been very welcome.

A quarter of an hour later there was
a rumble of wheels behind them.

Bob locked round quickly.

“By gum! It's the post-waggon!” hg
exclaimed.

“Kern Gunten!” shouted Frank.

Thay stopped in the trail.

The post-waggon was driven by Kern
Gunten, the son of the Swiss store-
kecper, who was postmaster of Thomp-
sol.

Gunten gave a start a3 he saw his
two former  schoolfellows standing by
the trall, waiting for him to come up. -

He whipped up the horses, evidently hot,
being dusivons of stopping to speak to |
thein. .

Bob Lawless jumped into the middle of
the trail

“Halt!” he called out.

“Stand aside!” shoutcd back Gunten.

“Halt, T tell you!”

Kern Qunten did not heed.

He drove right on, and it looked for &
moment as if the rancher’s son would
he dashed aside by the horses.
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. But Bob Lawless stepped to one side
in time, and caught one of the hordes,
Frank Richards catching at the other.

The two animals were dragged to a
balt. -

Kern Gunten gripped his whip hard,
a8 if thinking of using it on the chums
‘of Cedar Creek, but he refraived. .

Now that the waggon was sto ped that
proceeding was a little too risky.

It would certainly have heen followed
by painful results for the Swiss. .

He glared down at the schoclboys in
the trail.

“What do you want?” he snapped.

“We want a lift as far as the timber,”
anawered Bob.

“You won't get it.”

“Your mistake,” answered Bob Lawless
cheerily.  “Jump in, Franky!”

“What-ho!” sald Frank.

Again Gunten gripped the whip hard,
but again he decided not to use it.

Frank Richards and his Canadian cousin
clambered into the waggon. -

Kern Gunten watched them with an
asngry scowl. )

“You've no right to shove yourselves
into this waggon!” he snarled. “I guess
yo1 know that, you pesky rotters!”

“Better language,” sald Bob. “We
mi%-ht chuck you out, ind leave you to
walk, you know.”

(funten snarled,

“80 you're out of schicol,” he said. “My
popper thinks you are still in the school-
house.”

Bob pointed to the two stacked haver-
sacks in the wapgon.

“Lit out for grub,” he answered.

“You'll get bagged as yon go back,
Four Kings is on the watch for you, and
four or five other galoots.” .

“We'f¢ chancing that.”

“1 guess they'l be feeding on the grub
you've -heen buying,” grinued Gunten,
reatored to good-humour by the thought,
*ag he drove on the waggon. ©

Thé heavy post-waggon rattied on down
the trail,

“Where do you want a
grunted Gunten,

*As far as Old Man Beauclerc’s shack.”

“I'm not going half the way. I turn
‘ot on the southern -trzil, ‘alosg - Cedar
treek, You kaow, that™ 2

“You can go out uf your way a bit for
us,” said Bob cooly. “These haversacks
are rather hefty, and we want all the-lift
wa-can get.”

“{ can't turn out of the way for you!”
roared Ganfen.

“You can try,” grinned Bob. “We'll
se:: phat you succeed.”

“Léok here—-" -

“If you'd been a bit more civil, we
wouldn’t have -made -you—now we will!”
szid Bob. “That’ll be a lesson to you in
manners. You veed it.”

Gunten gritted his tecth, and drove

on,
“You'll get it in the neck at Cedar

Creek,” he said, - after driving on- in
silence for eome time  “The super-
intendent’s coming,”

“Oht” sald Frank Richards. “Who's

t-hu!’.?‘{"

“Phe school superintendent from Kam-
Ioops,” said Gunten. *He's coming up the
valléy to investigate into the affair at the
school. Miss Meadowe has seen him about
it. You’'ll get turned out of Cedar Creck,
for a cert, you two; you're the ring-
leaders. And 1 shall come back when
Mr. Peckover gets in as headmaster,” he
added, with a sneer,

“Mr. Peckover {sn't said
Frank.

“The superintendent will bring you to
your senses, I reckon,” said Gunten.

“He may bring your popper to his!”
suggested Bob Lawless. “Anyhow, we're
ant giving in, if they bring along the
whole Board of Education of Brltish
(‘olumbia. You've been turned out of the
school, Gunten, for jolly good reasons,
and that’s why your popper got Miss
Meadows sacked, and a new IHead ap-
pointed. But he won't work the riffle.
You furn off here, kid,” added Bob, as
the lwaggou rumbled on to the fork in the
trail,

“1  don't
doggedly.

~1 ¢calculate you do!”

Bobh Lawless gripped the wrist of the
Swiss, and Gunten surrendered, with a
tierce scowl,

The post-waggon turned off on the trail
towards the timber,

Gynten reluctantly drove on till the
Reauclere sliack carhe in sight—deserted
now, as Vere Beauclere was at Cedar
Creek, and his father, the remittance-
man, wag absent from home.

Near tho shack the waggon stopped,
anl Frapk jumped ont, Bob tossing the
kaversacks to him, and then following.

“Thanks for the lift, Gunten!” called
ont Frank, with a smile.

“Flang you!” was Gunten's repiy.

He pulled the horses round, and drove
off to get back to the Cedar Creck trail,
feaving the chums to tramp into the
timber.

“T guess that lift has saved us some
trouble” remarked Bob Lawless, as they
plunged into the shadow of the forest.
“Only two miles to the school from here
it we cub through the timber; and I guess
1 know all the trails.”

in yet,”

turn  cff,” said Gunten

A DESPERATE VENTURE!

litt to?"

) ’/ (Continued from the previous page.)

The two schoolboys shouldered the
hayersacks, and started on their tramp.

They tramped on cheerily, despite the
weight of their burdens and the dificult
nature of the ground. .

As they entered on the last half mile
Bob ‘Lawless suddculy halted in  the
midst of the thick timber. ¢

“Hallo! ‘What's that, Franky?” he ex-
claimed, holding up his hand.

From the depths of the timber, in the
direction of the school, there came a
sudden cry. ;

1t was a ery that told of surprise and
pain mingled, and it was followed by
silence. , .
. The: chums looked at one another. .

“Somebody hurt!” said Frank Richards,
in a low voice. - .

Bob Lawless wrinkled his brows.

“I guess it's some galoot in trouble,” he
said. “Those Red Dog toughs are around,
and they may have—-" He paused.
“Franky, we ought to be moseying back
gg (;'mé“ Creek as fast as we can hump
it; but—"

“But if that's somebody In trouble—"

“I guess we've got to give him a look
in,” said Bob.
thicket here: they'll be safe till we come
for them. Come on, Frank!”

The haversacks were hastily thrust out
of sight in the green thicket, and the
chums of Cedar Creek hurried on through
the timber as fast as the underwoods
zllowed, in the direction of the cry they
had heard.

The 4th Chapter.
A Pilgrim and a Stranger!

A loud, rough voice reached the ears
of the schoolboys as they hurried on.

It came from ahead of them, where a
trail ran through the wood, which they
could already see through the openings of
the trees.

“Take it easy, old gent! I guess you're
going to get hwurt if you cut up a
rumpus! You hear me yaup!”

“You scoundrelt”

“Tako it easy, pard! I ain't golng to
hurt yer, but I calculate you are going
to pony up your dust.”

“@ive him a sockdologer on the cabeza,
as a warning, Dick!” came another rough
voicé—the voice of Four Kings, the leader
of the Red Dog crowd. .

Frank Richards and Bob camo to a sud-
den halt where the thickets etill screened
them from the trail.

As they looked out from the trees, a
startling sight met their gaze.

A man in “store-clothes,” well dressed,
and evidently stranger in YLhe section,
-wag lying on fis. back in ti trail, and
Euchre Dick had a brawny %nee planted
on his chest, pinning him down.

Pfour Kings stood - heside them, holding
a lasso, the loop of which was round the
fallen man's body:

Bvidently the stranger had been
“roped in" by the two ruffians, and in
falling ho had uttered the cry which
reached tlie cars of the schoolboys in the
timber.

Your Kings knelt beside the fallen man,

and bhegan to turu out his pockets. ¢

Frank and Bob Lawless exchanged a
troubled look.

“We can't let them rob that galoot,
Franky!” muttered Bob. *“Look here,
we've got to chip in.  Get hold of a club,
and we'll wade in, and I reckon we shall
take them by surprise, and we'll have a
chance of downing them.”

Frank Richards nodded,

He was prepared to take the risk.

It was easy enough to obtain blud-
geons by breaking off stout branches and
whittling them with their pocket-knives.

At length Frank Richards drew a quick,
deep breath.

“Ready!” he whispered.

“Come on!" muttered Boh.

He led the way with a rush, Frank
Richards following him like a shot.

The sudden dash took them out of the
timber and into’ the middle of the trail
before the rustlers could take the alarm.

Euchre Dick gave a sudden shout as
he spotted them, hut it was too late.

He reeled back from the man he was
kneeling on_as Bob's bludgeon smote hign
across the head.

Four Kings, still on his knecs, spun
round, catching at the kunife in his belt
as he did so, and at the same moment
Frank Richards struck him full and
square.

The heavy bludgeon crashed on the
rufian’s head, and Four Kings dropped
in the trail like a log.

He did not move again.

Euchre Dick had fallen, but he leaped
up, backing away and clutching at a
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weapon, but both the schoolboys were
upon him, lashing out fiercely, well aware
of what would happen if the rascal
succeeded in drawin% his pistol.

Bob's blow caught him on the shoulder,
and a serond later Frank Richards struck
him on the bead, and Euchre Dick fell
into the grass.

He' lay there and howled, with his
hands up to guard his head. ~

“Let up! I pass!” ho yelled.
pardners! Let up!” <
B.“ tfiet the rope—quick, Franky!” panted

ob, . ;

Four Kings lay unconscious, but he was
already showing signs of retorning to
himseld, and there was not a moment to
waste. 3

Frank Richards caught up the loose
end of the lasso and bound Euchre Dick’s
wrists together. . -

Then he turned to Four Kings and
dragged his hands together, while Bob
Lawless bound them securely.

“Our game!” gasped Bob. -

The stranger was eitting up in the
grass, blinking.at the schoolboys through
his glasses dazedly. .

“Pass,

Bob Lawless relieved him of the loop:

of the lasso, and Frank helped him to

his feet. *

Bﬁ'b picked up his hat and handed it
im.

0

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated the
stranger, taking the hat. “Bless me!
I—I—I guess I'm under an obligation to
you, my lads. You camc along very
luckily for me.” \

“We had some luck, too, sir,” said
Frank Richards, smiling. “If we hadn't
taken those rotters by surprise’ they
would have handled us pretty severely.”

“You took a great risk, too, my boy!"

“All's well that ends well,” sald Frank.
“Here's some of your things, sir. I
think that's the lot.” .

He gathered up the stranger’s belong-
ings, which Four Kings had laid in the
grass as he absfracted them.

Four Kings had come to his =senses
now, with a terrific headache and a furi-
ous temper, and he was struggling with
the rope on his wrlsts.

But, he could not get loosc, and he sat
in the grass and poured out a stream of
savage oaths.

Bob Lawless picked up his cudge! and
gave the ruffian a light tap on the head
with it.

“Stow the chinwag!” ho sald.

And Four Kings, who did not want
another tap, promptly “stowed " it.

The stranger restored his purse, watch,
and other belongings to his pockets, and
dusted his hat and replaced it,

He was rather a good-looking gentle-
man, with a plump, kind face, and the
schoolboys liked his looks. .

He had recovered his breath now and
his equanimity, though he was atill feei-
Lngﬂthe effeccts of the bump oa the hard
redf. . : .

“I am vory ngeh obliged to you, my
Loys,” he’said,  “You have saved me
fromx 'u_eu? robbes, drd porhaps tropf ill-
usage. olild like to

names.
“Frank Richards, sir.”
“Bob Lpsvless.” " -
“You belong to~ this part of the
country?” » :
“Yes; the Lawless Ranch, down the

valley,” suld Bob.

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed the
stranger. “Then you belong to Cedar
Creek School, I ® .

\:;:p(sse?"
Bob Lawless nodded, with a smile,

‘i'dYe's. we'te Cedar Crcek chaps,” he
said. .

The stranger looked at them very
attentively. . .

He was manifestly interested in the
circumstance that they belonged to the
scll'lool, though the chums could not guess
why.

“Alre you going to let a galogt go?”
growled Euchre Dick.

“You. can go As soon as youn like,”
answered Bob. “I dare say sour pards
will. untie you when you find them.
Vamoose i"” :
th“l guess I can't mosey along like

is."” :

“J gucss you'll have to,” said Bob,
“and if you don’'t mosey along at once
I'll help you with my boot!” .

The two ruffians, cursing, disappeared
into the i{imber, with their hands still
bound. - -

“We've pgot to hustle, sir,” said Bob.
“You're all right now?”

“Yes, certainly. But where is the
haste?” asked the stranger, looking at
him sharply.

“We've got to get

“Yor your l¢ssons?

“Ahem! Not exactly.”

Bob hesitated a moment, and then went

.l_')ack to the school.”

on:

“There'®s a bit of a shindy in our
sehool now, sir, and those rustlers who
tried to rob you are up against us.”

“It's a barring-out,” explained Frank
Richards, with a grin. “Old Man Gunten,
the chairmun of the trustees, has sacked

ARE YOU GRATEFUL
THAT YOQUR HoME HAs NoT

know your”

‘Lieard of Dr.

BEEN DESTROYED?

SHOW YOUR GRATITUDE

Full Particulars from Your Nearest Post Office.

IaVaVaVe VAN

our schoolmistress, and we're not having
it. So we've gone on strike, ard we're
holding out.”

“Yet you are here—"

. “We had to get oubt to get in some
provisions. Old Man Gunten is trying to
starve us out.”

“But what have those ruffians to do
with it?”

“Mr. Gunten is employing them to

down us,” explained Bob. “We've got
to get in before they get back to .the
rest of -the gang ‘and warn them that
we're out of school. We've got our bags
neat here. Good-bye, sir!”
. “Onc moment. Is Mr. Gunten, a
school - trustee, actually employing ruf-
flans of that typé against the school-
boyst” . ’ :

“Yes, rather!” said Frank. “We've
had more than one tussle with them
already. But we must get off, sir.”

“I will come with you a little way,”
said the stranger. “I am very much
intercsted in this.” - .

“Just as you like, sir.”

The two schoolboys hurried into the
timber, the stranger accompanying them,

-and . the two havcersacks were taken up

again.. X

Then they started for Cedar Creek at
a-good pace, the man in “store-clothes ”
still keeping them company.

His interest in the affair at Cedar Creek
rather puzzled the two schoolboys, bnt
t{xey had no objection to telling him the
story.

On the way to the school.he learned
the whole history of the expulsion of
Kern Gunten, and of the exciting events
that had followed.

He put a good many questions to the
two -chums, all of which thiey answered
frankly enough. h

But no time was lost on the way, in
spite of the “chin-wag,” and they came
in sight of the echool at last.

“Must leave you here, sir,” said Bob
Lawless. “We've got to get in over the
fence. Better keep clear of the trail,
or you'll fall in with those rustlers again.
They’re watching the school.”

“Thank you, my boy!”

“Jf you're heading for Thompson, yon

can cut through the timber and strike

the trail further along,” added Rob.

“I came from Thompson,” said the
stranger, with a smile. “I was going to
Cedar Creek when I was stopped by those
rascals.”

“To the
Richards.

“Yes; but on congideration, I shall re-
turn to Thompson now. My name is Mac-
farlane,” added the gentleman, smiling
again~—“Dr, Macfarlane. You will prob-
ably hear my name again.” .

And with that he ‘left the surprised
chums. .

“ Blest
out, Franky,” said Bob Lawless.
Macfariane?”

“gever. thabjl,ll'mow otf." tod 1

“He spems jolly, intgrested: in  our
schopl. JWhat on eurufn‘cmdd he “have
beefi coming there for?™

“Friend of Miss Meadows, perhapg; and
Iie mayn't have known what was on ab

school?” exclaimed Frank

“Ever

_the school,” remarked Frank.

1T he's stayirg in Thompson, I gucss
he's heard; it's the talk of tbe valley.
But never mind him—come on!”

Very cautiously the two chums quitted
the timber, and approached the fence at
the back of the school enclosure. "~ -~

Nothing was to be seen there of the
Red Dog crowd,” and they reached the
fence safely, and the ‘haversacks were
dragged over it, and the two schoolboys®
followed. g ¥

They cut across the playground to the
schoolhouse. - 4

A window at the back was open ready,
and Vere Beauclerc was there, waiting
for them.

. “Here we are again!” grinned Bob Law-
less. “Take in the loot, (therub.”

“@ood tuck!” exclaimed Beauclerc.

The haversacks were handed in, and
Bob and Frank followed, and the window
was closed and barred.

* And- within five minutes the hungry
garrison of  Cedar Creek were enjoying
a hearty dinner.

The 5th Chapter.
In the Neck !

Crash! )

Bob Lawless jumped up. .

It -was a terrific concussion on one of
the barred windows. and it made the
hars creak and groanm.

“Hallo! They're coming!”

Diuner was not yet flunished, but the
schoolboys jumped up from the meal in
hot haste. X .

Outside tho voice of Four Kings was
heard in savage tones. :

“Hang them! I tell you I don't keer
ten cents for the cowboys—hang them!

m going to smash up that young hound
Lawless, [ tell you!”

Crash!

Crash, crash!

Bob Lawless

L N

coolly unbarred the
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it T quite make that galoot

shutter, and it flew open under the next
blow of the Red Dog rustler.

A furfous bearded face glared in at the
opening.

Four Kings scowled fiercely at tha
seven gchoolboys, gathered there with
cudgels in their hands to meet him. -

“Oh, there you are, young Lawless!”
be snarled. "You got back, hay?”

“Looks like it!” smiled Bob. “Have
you dropped in to see me, old man?
Ste&right in. Don‘t stand on ceremony.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

Four Kings hesitated a moment, remem-
bering his former experiences at that
windpow: but he was too enraged to
hesitate long.

He mgld_e'a sudden plunge at the win-
dow, and his head and brawny shoulders
came through.

. l;oh Lawless had a rope ready in his
and.

As tho ruffian’s head came in, he made
a rapid cast, and the noose descended
on_to Four Kings' shoulders.

_ It was drawn tight in a sccond, sand
the loop tightened round the 'rustier's:
thﬁoat. and Four Kings gave a' gasping.
yell, - o )

“Hang on!” yelled Bob. . :

The schoolboys pulled enthe rope, and
Four Kings gasped and spluttered, his
face as crimson as a beet. 2

He clutched at the window-frame with
his hands, and held on, gasping.

“Let up!” he apluttered.

Bob shook his head.

. “Can’t let up!” said Bob. “Hanging's
too good for you, Four Kings, but this
is a chance too good to be lost. Are
you ready?” .

“Grooogh!"

“You're bound to come to it svoncr
or later, you know,” said Bob.

“Gurrrgh!” came from the unfortunate
rustler. “Let up! Groogh! Let up, and
I guess I'll mosey along. Grooogh!”

He clutched at the rope round his
neck, but it was tight, and ho could
not loosen it.

“Let up!” he pleaded, all his ferocity
gone now. “Let a galoot mosey along!
I cave in! Let up, gents!”

“Well, vou ought to be hanged, you
know,” said Bob Lawless, with an air of
fotns!deration. “May as well be sooncr as
ater.”

“Pullee lopee,” grinned Yen Chin. “Me
gullec, hangee nicee-nicee! Velly funnce
angee ole lascal!”

And the Chinee caught hold of the
rope and pulled in good earnest. Frank
Richards grasped him anod yanked him
back in-time.

“You young ass!" he gasped.
want to kill the man?”

“Me waatee killee,” answered Yen Chin
cheerfully. *Velly funnee killee ugly ols
lascal, oh; yes!” : )

To judge by the terrific expression on
Four Kings' face he did not think ib
funny.

“Let up!” he groaned. “I'll mosey!®
Let up!” £ 5y

“You tan vomopose,” said Bob.
at potty Chince back, Fronkyi”

“Bettee Killee-—"

“Shut up! You can mosey along, Four
Kings, but if you put your.ugly cabeza
in here again, wec’ll rope you in, and
keep you tied up for keeps! Mind thai!
Now absquatylate, and you ean cut the
rope when you're at a distance.”

Four "Kings, ‘glad of the pcrmission,
backed away from the window to the full
length of the lasso, watched by the grine
ning garrison. 2 .

His own comrades were grinning, too.

Four' Kings fumbled for his knife and -
opened. it, and cut through the rope, saw-
ing through it as fast as he could.

Bob Lawlcss gave him a jerk or two aa
2 reminder to hurry up, and At last the
rope parted, -leaving the rufflan with the-
Ioop still about his neck. -

He was grabbing at it savagely when
Bob closed the shutter and barred i%
again. .

The schoolboys returncd to thelr inter- &
rupted dinner, without being furthce
troubled by Four Kings.

Over the meal Bob Lawless and Frank

“Do you

“RKeep

_related their adventures in the timber

and the meeting with the galoot in
“gtore-ctothes.”

Eben Hacke interrupted them at the
name of tho stranger.

“What did you say he called himself?”
he exclaimcd,

“Pr. Macfarlane,” answered Frank.

“Did he come from Kootenay?”

“Blessed if I know; but he was a
stranger in this section,” said Frank.
“He came along to-day from Thompson.”

“] guess I can tell you who he is,”
said Hacke, with a chuckle. “Didn't
you' gay Gunten told you the school
superintendent was coming up to-day?”

“Yes.” _

“That'd™the galoot! I guess I know
the name--my popper knows him,” eaid
Eben Hacke. “That pilgrim you chipped
in to help is thc schosl superintendent
who's coming' up to investigate our affaic
here.”

Frank whistled,

“That accounts for his heing so keen
to hcar- all about it,” he said. “My
hat! Well, be's heard our side of the
story now, at all events. I fancy Old
Man Gunten will have been pitching him
a rather diffcrent yarn, and he was

yming here to inquire for himself. I
wonder how it will turn out?”

All the garrison of Cedar Creek were
wondering that, and they hoped for tho
best. But however it turned out, ona
thing was certain—there was no surrenders
for Frank Richards & Co.

THE END,
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