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EAP To THE RESGUE!

The 1st Chapter.
Putty is Wanted !

“Silver ! 4

Bulkeley of the %mth rapped out Jimmy
Silver’s, name sharply.

Jimmy was going out with his bat
under his arm, but he stopped at once
and  turned back. . ~Rookwood _ juniors
were always ready to oblige old Bulke-
| lby, -:111{]

cated that df.,lay might ‘be dangerous. So
Jlmmy Silver came alon;_., pmmptly

“¥as, Bulkeley?” " -

Bulkeley was™ frownmﬂ'. .

“Has Grace, of your Form, ﬂ'one out,
do you know, ‘Silver?” -

“The new kid? 1 don’t know.”
“Well, T want, him.”

The, wvoice of Arthur Edward Lﬁvell-

came through the open doorway in loud
and impatient. taneﬁ. |

“Are-you comlng Jlmmy‘? We're: wait-

ing,”’

"W"ut a bit, then, old scout ! cal]edf'

back Jimmy.

Lovell’s 1mp;a.tlt,,nt face looktd in . at

the doorway.. |
“You must qtt} to t"l]k t0 some sﬂl’r
ass  when - a thpa waiting for you!”
he said. “ Youm-——-()h, Bulkeley !
@ om bl
Lovéll pmmpt]y dlsappmwd again,

“Do you'want me to find Gmca, Bulke-

ley?” asked Jimmmy 31lver hastily.
“Yes., Not. if you're playmfr_ cricket,

though,” said Bulkeley. who was alwavs"
% Semebedy T

considerate, - even. to . fa,,,s.
else will do.” 2

“Oh that;’s all’ rzghb—only practlce,"_" |

moreover, Bulkeley’s tone indi-

and he w
I-—-—I 5
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answered  Jimmy &11ver cheerlly thad) 99§
look for him at once.”
~“Send him to my study,” sald Bulkelev
“Right-ho!”
B'll“'-.blﬁy went, back to his study, gtill
frowning. It was easy to guess that the

vials. of wrath were ready to be poured

out on the devoted head of Teddy
Grace, the new junior in-the Fourth
Form. ~ - i

Jimmy . Silver looked out on the steps,
where  Lovell and Raby and  Newcome
were walting for him.

“Seen Putty?” he asked.

“In  his study, I think,” said Raby

“Right! You ft,llows run along: -I'll
come .tfter you. Putty 1is
agam.’

“Bless him!” grunted Lovell.

. The three juniors started  for Little
. Side, _
Fourth, Form passage in search of Teddy

while Jimmy Silver went up to the

Grace.
and a half-holiday,

It was a sunny spring afternoon

2 Study. _

The' new junior seemed busy.

Peddy Grace dabhled in water-colours,
Wwis now .occupied In gwlnﬂ SOINE
touches to a sketeh.

- “You’re wanted, Putty,” "runtad Jimmy.
“Silver at the daor. |

““Can’t come.
“Bukkeley wants  you.”
“Bother Bulkeley!”
Grace, without mokmw up.
“Fathead! You're to go at once. Is
that a picturc?”  added Ju:nmy .Sllver
gl::«.nt::u'vrr a,t, Putty’s sketch.

.'III:""

-_-..- :!‘I"‘fﬂ'--"‘*r"'- -

like
in a row

Brook,”
and most - of the
Lfellows were naturally out of "doors; but
'_Putty of the Fourth - was discovered in
" No,

‘tricks, 1
o Well, he'llhave

ansﬁrered Teddy ‘ramarkt,d
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“It's going to be,”
fully.
hmmv Silver rgazed ~at it dttantwel}
Pytty's art was rather of the impres-
sionist order, and so-it- was not really

- easy to g,uvss what the plcturc was In-
te nulwi to represent.

“Battle scene?” asked Jlmmy -
“Asgs!” answered Putty impolitely.
“Well, I suppose that’s cannon smoke,

1sn’'t 1b?”

“Don’t you Lnow cleuds when you seL
them?” -

“Hem! Not when I see them ' looklnfr
that!” said Jlmmy with - a 'grin.

“Isn’'t that a big gun ni the mlddle of

- the picture?”
“Don’t you know a brldﬂ'e when you--
. Bee it?” knorttd ‘Putty. ~

“Oh, my hat!”

“It’'s the little brldge over the Cmf‘u

explained Putty. “Of course,

it’s not finished yet. - I'm ﬂ'omg thtre

again this afternoon.”

+“Better go and see Bulkeley ﬁrst.“
“Bother Bulkeley!

. 4 I{L W’dnts V()u"'—tlnd I fa.IlC.'!’

Silver.
suppose.”’ - |
| to IW&lt a"b1t~'.”.

Jimmy ‘Silver shook his head., . NG
“You're "a new kid. here,” Putty,” he
“but you must have learned
by this time that the captain of the
school can’t be Kept wa.itmff.

Tgalng, ationes.” i Gty | i
“I{,ﬁtﬂ"ﬁ g o K 1 a i

HALFPENCE.

said Putty cheer- |
“Don’t you recognise the scene?’”

‘as Jimmy |
He had, to dodge out of the. study, and
~Jimmy cheerily  drove him: along to the

ing on

his ‘bat ready for action.
of the school was not to 'be:kept wait-.
What . does - he by the LhECkILSf; Junmr av
want?” asked Teddy Grace 'ci‘os_sly._t * ' 2
o | § VR T A
case’ for the ashplant ” chuckled Jimmy
“Some more of your monkey

You're

Tubhy Mnfﬁn ran frantlcally along the bank.
water—drowning !"" he gasped.
cap and jacket and plunged ln, not stoppmg a second to think

“Otherwise I shall. hel p you alonﬂ'.
ITVL .gOt H ) btlt 1161"8*-*-—-”. ;
“Look here—-" |

“Like that!” contmued Jlmmy, bring-
" mf.: the bat into play,

< OW Y roared T Puttye L YOu silly
aA88~ -~ '
“And like thab—— 2nd that*—-—m

Putty of the Fourth dodged fI‘dI]thEll]
Silver lunged with the . lmt.

stairs, still lunging.

“You silly ¢chump!” mared Piitty, turn-
the @ staircase ' landing. “You
howlmrf idiot, 1 tell you—— Ydrooeh”"

ke Ham, some more 5
el G ) T8 i | PaseraR ey | |
“You'll trot 'along,”  'agreed - Silver.

“I'm wasting too much time on you

now. There’s another'"

“YGOOP'” . |
o Putty of the Fourth fled down the
stairs. . Jimmy, Silver followed  him, with

ing, even
Ronkv. ood.

' Teddy Grace turned on -the next Iand*;

ing, with a red and wrathful face.
“Look  here, Jlmmy bilver, yau sﬂly

chump!”

“T’'lIl keep lt up as 10'1" as }011 do,”

answered Jimmy, lungalng wﬂ;h the bat. _‘
“There's Gne——-and ‘there’s another—-—-andﬁ.

Lhere e
But the new ‘junior had lmd mough

the bat ‘was not to be argued with. He.'
jumped. - back -and’ fled . down the IOWEI‘-i'

stalrcase.

“Good heavens!”

ing-man,

The captain:

# 'Putty———-Bulkeley-'-;i'n | thé‘
Putty ' pitched off his

~ Tt . was ' unior tunate for mmy '\qufﬂn,"

the fattest junior on the Classical side
'of Rook wood, that he lmppmed to be

coming UI)StHII'b just then.

Putty came vound the curve of the
stalrmuu at full speed, and met Tubby
in full -carcer. The collision was terrific.

Tubby .Muilin sat. down, clutching at
the banisters, and roaring. Putty ree,[ul
back from U’lL shock .md sprawled. -

“Yarooh!” roared ™Tubby. “What—w
what: the thump———- Oh!  Ow!”
C_Oh Y ﬂ‘dﬂp#d Putty

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You-—you—you thumping ass!™ splut-
tered Tubby Muffin, “scrambling + up ' in.
agreat wrath. “You dangerous lunatic!
You're always playing tricks.. I'll" jolly
well “teach’ you to biff me’ over on: thﬂ

stairs!” . g

Tubby Mufiin. was not usually a- fight~
but he was mused to “rt*ab
wrath ' by the shock he had received.
He fairly hurled himself upon the sprawls
ing Putty,, punching right and left.

' “]:I.-.1 ha! ‘ha'™ roared Jimmy - Silvers
Ll 0700 A ’lubhv'” | | LR g T
e Owdowsow ! Gerroff !

Thump .thump, thump!

"‘Tlleru.., you = silly' ' ass--there, : *,*011

chump=biffing a fellow over on:the sta,lr-;

case! leu, that—and that'”
“Ha, ha' tHa¥s
Putt of the I‘ourth stmrrrrled wrldl

under thb weight of the fat Clasmcal
He was: at a disadvantage, - -sprawling ‘ on

+his  back on the htmrs “with * the fat
Tubby scmmblmmover ~h1m._ The: 331131

(C’ontamwd on next ;m,qc.,)



KKKKKKK

e¢xclaimed - the captain of
angrily. i | |
“Yow-ow-ow !’ gasped Putiy, sitting up
dazedly. “Oh. dear! W hi
“Biffed me over!” roared Tubby Muffin {
“He’s always playing tricks.

indignantly. 8 |
Bitted me over!

Just like a monkey!
Il biff him!”

sweep !

prefect at last.

haven’t béen
heard that some fellows went there the
other day, and there was some trouble;
but 1 wasn't one of them, really.”

over the ’phone,” he said.
thiat Sir Leicester hadn't asked them, as
they thought. It was somebody playing
5, triﬁk.” :

got my suspicions.
didn’t happen before you came to Rook-
wood.”

Bulkeley.
know.
bl‘ldge- i

nrged Putty.
good water-colour of the brook and the
plank bridge——-" "3

Bulkeley picked up his canc. ool

of bounds,” he said.
it now., You're not to use that footpath
again, and you're not to go anywhere
near the Croft Brook.

Townsend of the TFourth looked up

from ‘below. |

“You'd better chuck that!” he ealled

out. ‘“Bulkeley’s coming!”

Thump, thump! |
“Yoop! Help! Dragimoff!”
Jimmy Silver ran down and ecollared

Tubby Muffin, jerking him -away from
his: victim, as Bulkeley appeared on the
scene. ~

“What'’s this thundering row about?’™
Rookwood

Oh!”

“More of your pranks;, I suppose, you

young rascal!” growled Bulkeley, helping
Putty to his feet by the collar.

“Ow! It was an acecident——-"

“*Yes; I know your accidents, you young
- Come along!” |

And the hapless Putty was marched

off to Bulkeley’'s study, with the Rook-’
wood captain’s grasp upon his collar.

)

~ The 2nd Chapter.
'y The Straight Tip. .
Teddy Grace gasped for breath as he

put his collar straight- in George Bulke-
ley’s study.

Since: he had been at Rookwood the

new jupior had been in hot water more
times than he could count.
dilection for practical jokes of all sorts
and sizes had become too well known for
his ¢omfort.

His pre-

It was quite useless for him to plead

not guilty. Any other fellow could have
an: aceident, and it was an accident ; but
an accident in Putty’s case was put down
at oncé to his “monkey-tricks.” _
So he did not even attempt to explain
the disaster on the staircase.. He waited
meekly for Bulkeley to begin.

“Well, you young rascal?” said the
“Oh, Bulkeley!” murmured Putty.
“You've been trespassing!”

e < I G

“AS8 you're a new kid, you mayn’'t know

that Sir Leicester Stuckey objects to
fellows going over
Bulkeley. “You ought to know, however, |
that Stueckey Croft is out of bounds.”

his ground,” said

“Stuckey Croft!” repeated Putty. “I
there—really, Bulkeley. 1

Bulkeley gave him a sharp look.
“Some fellows were asked there to tea,
“It came out

“Was it, really?”
“It hasn’t come out who did it. I've
Things like that

“Oh, Bulkeley!”
“8ir Leicester Stuckey was very angry,

and be's made no end of complaints,”
continued the |
“Now he’s complaining again about Kook-
wood fellows going about his grounds
- without permission.
there-—along the Croft Brook.”

captain of Rookwood.

You've been seen

“Oh!” said Putty. “That’s all right,
Anybody can use the plank

“ 8o -,I-ﬂﬂ-g as :the_y don’t leave the foot-

path,” said Bulkeley. “But you do—or
you .did.
plained.”

‘And Sir Leicester has com-

“Well, 1 may have gone along the

stream to sketch——" '

“You had better go along some other

stream to sketch, then!” answered Bulke-
ley. |

“But, T've cot to finish my picture!”
“I'm painting a really

“I believe you knew the, place was ont
“Anyway, you know

The Head’s waxy
with old Stuckey ringing him up to com-

plain.”

“But my picturg-—-"

es ‘Vhat?” j

“My picture isn’t finighed—"

“Hold out your hand!” thuuderad
Bulkeley.

Swish !

iiow:.ﬂ' } | | . ‘

“That’s a tip!” said Bulkeley grimly.

“Now, whether you go to Croft Brook |
to sketch or to play monkey-tricks 1 don’t |

knew, But I know that if you go there

again, under any circumstances what-
ever, I shall take you to the Head for a
flogging !”

“Oh, dear!” :

“Keep that inm mind,” said Bulkeley }
starnly. “If you're cver found near the

place again, you'll be flogged. - That foot-
path is out ot | OO
fellows, owing to the treuble it’s caused.
Do you think you can remember that, ov

shall 1 give you another lick to impress {

it on your mind?” -

“I-~1 think I can remember, IBlﬂl‘iélEy P

gasped Putty. R S e
“Mind you do. You're giving' alto-
gether too much trouble for a new Kkid!™
growled Bulkeley. “I think you’ll have
sense enough to keep clear of the place
now, though. I hope =o, for your own
sake. You ecan cut!”’ "
. Putty of the Fourth was glad enough
1o “cut.” | £

He left bBulkeley’s study, rubbing h'is :-

]

murmured

| Muftin.
.1 I think—he’s

: . ge< |  Tubby
The captain of Rookwood
regarded him with g frowning brow.

| What do you say t

‘isn't any fun in

| Grracesww"

There’'s a footpath across, you

~ scalp you! _
| Instead of coming back, Tubby Muffin |
put on speed, his fat little legs going like

bounds for Rookwood |}

(ﬁanﬁﬂuaﬂ ffﬂm the previous page.)

of the unfor‘b-uﬁaté Zl?u.tt? woke the

1€ | | palm dolﬁmu-sly;',"‘;&s it happened, his
echoes of Rookwood.

- Leicester,
Stuckey’s property were quite harmless; |’
 but he was becoming a dog with a bad |

intentions im  visiting Sir

He returned to his study in a thought-

| ful mood. | J
- Putty was a determined youth, not to

say an optimistic one, and he was very

| keen on finishing his impressionist picture |

of the Croft Brook. He was conscious of
good intentions, though he was not given
the credit for them. |
selfish and inconsiderate of Sir Leicestér
Stuckey to wish to bar off a

labours.

“I'm jolly well going, all the same!” |
Putty, as he packed up his |
mg mi¢ “Bulkeley’s an ass
{ —and old Stuckey is a beast. I'm . going .
{ all the same~—-" I NG S

sketching materials.

‘“L.8ay, Putby-——-" Nt el .

The fat face of his study-mate, Tubby
Muﬁin, looked in at the door. His eyes
lingered on Putty’s satchel.

“Cut!” snapped Putty.

“Where are you going, all the same?”

grinned the fat Classical.
“Br-r-r-r-r!” '
“Bulkeley’'s just gone out,” said Tubby
“He’s gone over to Abbeywood,
got a soldier relation in

hospital there. I—I say—wharrer you

| going to do with that stump, Putty?”

“I'm going to give a fat bounder a
thumping good licking!” -

)y backed into the passage.

“1 say, Putty, old chap, don’t bear

_malice, you know!” he urged, from - out-
side the doorway.
and I thumped you, so it’s fair ang |

“You biffed me over,

square.
Know!”
‘:It was an accident, you fat duffer!”
“Oh, yes, I know! You're always
having accidents!” grinned Tubby. “But
I say, don't be waxy, you know! I—I

You ‘shouldn’t play tricks, you

was Jolly glad when you became ‘my
study-mate, Putty, old chap! I never

went for you as Higgs did, did 1?2~
“You couldn’t!”

“Well, T wouldn't, anywa'y. The faet |

18, L never liked a chap so much as I did
}‘TOH, PUttyI” | h 5L ;

“Bosh!” ' e RTIN

“And I'll tell you what,” contintiod
Tubby - confidentially, but keeping a wary
eye upon his study-mate. '
had a remittance, Putty—— L1y

“How do you know I've had 4  reémit.
tance ?” - . ”

“I happened to see you open the letter.
W 0 a real good spread
In the study?” asked Tubby eagerly. “I'l|
do the shopping for you. 'l do the
cool;:mg. In fact, I'H do everything. All
you've got to do is to stand the tin.” said
the fat Classical generously. “What do
you say, Putty?” |

“Rats!”

“What have you got in
Putty 7. |

“Sketcehing things, fathead!”

“1 think it's jolly selfish of a .fellow

that satchel,

to take his tuck away and feed by him- |

self I” said Tubby Muffin loftily.

i e “There
_ a” picnic r
Pty D a y yourself,

“I'm not going on a pienie,
cormorant !” growled Putty. -

Tubby Muffin’ winked, |

“I'll" comé with you, old chap!” he
said. it |

“Do—and T'll roll you in the brook!”
answered. Putty.

“1f you don’t want my company, Teddy

said Tubby in ‘a very

you fat

tone. ;. . ;
“Well, T don’t!”
“Ahem! He, he, he!

he,_l;lef Shall we start now, Putty?”
“I'm going to start,” answered Putty,

i,

—and if I see you around I’ll sealp you'!
At’s not a pienie,

and you c¢an go and
eat coke!”

Putty came out of the study, and
Tubby Muffin dodged away. "he
junior went downstairs, and Tubby fol-
lowed him—at a cautious distance—into

the quad. As Teddy Grace neared the |
~gates he looked back, and found the fat |

Classical on his track.

As Putty of the Fourth was going out |

of bounds, with a flogging hanging over
hig head in case of discovery, he naturally
had a stroeng objection to Tubby’s com-
pany. Auything that happened within
the knowledge of Tubby . was
certain to become known far and wide.

Putty turned back. and
towards the fat Classical with his satchel

swinging in the air.

Tubby Muffin gave him ¢ne alarmed
blink and fled. |

“Stop!” roared Putty. “I'm going to
Come back, Muffin !”

Elcitékwurk,.in the direction of the cricket-
leld. g AR
Putty of the ¥Fourth chuckled. and went

cheerily out of gates, satisfied that he

- was rid of the inquisitive Tubby for the

afternoon. But that was a little mistake
~on his part. ; |
" “fhe 3rd Chapter. ol

Tubby on the Track !

“1 say, Jimmyl? g ol -

The Fistical Four were on the ecricket-

grouiid, with most of the Rookwood

juniors, when Tubby Muffini arrived there
prodathéssly, o 0

Cricket was beginning

-

at . Rookwaod,

and Jimmy' Siiver & Co. Were giving their
~attention to practice. _, |
- watching Mornington at the wicket, with

Jimmy Silver was

Tommy Dodd howling, when . the fat
Classical jerked him by the sleeve. i 8
“Don’t bother, Tubby,” said' the. cap-
tain of the
round.
“But I say—-"

j Tubby earnestly.

And it really was:

-- A promising
young artist from the scene of his artistic |

-~ Classical,

“Now you've 9

- Higgs of ‘the Fourth.

lc}ft} | anybody in the Fourth., and he seemed
| - toregard that as a reason for being allowed § .

I can _'tﬂkﬁ il_jﬂke { to: shine at cricket. Jimmy Silver took |

| with anybody,” said Tubby Muffin. “He, |

- The new

pretty |

charged |

; H]‘

Fourth, without looking |

“'Busy!!‘ i | ,.
“¥es, but it's = important,
pleaded Tubby Muffin. . “It’s a matter
you ought to take up, as captain of the
Form.” .

“Oh, my hat! What is it?” asked
Jimmy Silver impatiently, bestowing his
abttention upon Tubby Muffin at last.
~ S Buppose a fellow—"

“Well ?" |

“Bay, a fellow's study-mate--—-"
“Buck up!” |
“Suppose he had a remittance,” said
in tuck——"

“What on

carth = are 'vou
about?” |

talking

“Suppos::e he wéi‘l-t;pﬁt to have a picnic
all by himself,” said Tubby, with the

solemnity of an owl. It was evidently a
very serious matter in the opinion of the
tat Classical.. “ Well, suppoge—-—>

“Cut oif!” growled Jimmy Silver..

“But I haven't finished yet.
he was going out of bounds, like a greedy

rotter, you know, to have a picnic all by

Rimgelfoewa? '
HDr;V ,up!ir A,

PR )

“U say, Jimmy<— YLook here, it's up |

to yow, you know,” said Tubby Muffin,

catching the captain of the Fourth by

the sleeve again. “What T want is—" -
“You want a thump, and you'll get it

pretty soon if you don’t leave off bother-
| Ing!” '
“1 want you to come with me, |

Jimmy--——-="
“Eh! Where?”

“After Putty!” &

“Blow Putty!” roared Jimmy Silver,
“Out off, and don’'t worry!”

“But he’s got a feed——"

Jimmy Silver turned on
took  him Dby his
shoulders, and sat him down in the grass
with a bump. Janid

“There! Now take a rest, and give me
one,” he said. - -

“Yarooh!”

Jimmy turned away. The idea of
leaving cricket. to pursue Putty in search

ol a supposed feed, was amusing: but it

was also exasperating when the junior
cricket captain was busy. .
Tubby Muffin scrambled up, but he did

not venvure to tackle Jimmy Silver on

that important subjéect again. He looked
round, and finding Tommy Cook, of the
Modern Fourth, at hand, approacheéd him
confidentially. | 3
b say, Cook, old chap,” began. Tubby.
~l want you:to back me up-—"
“Youl'want. me to back you aup?”’ re-
peated Cook. ' 6, B e

“Yes, that’s it. Suppose a fellow—-""

“I haven’t time to listen to your chin- |

wag, old chap, but I'll back you up with
pleasure,”
goeg!”

Here, T say! Wharrer you at?” roared
Tubby Muflin, as Tommy Cook grasped:

him,

“Backing you
Modern junior cheerily,

And  he  backed Tubby Muffin up--
against the pavilion, with a crash. |

“Ow! Yooop!™ roared Tubby.
Modern beast! Yaroooh!”

“Want any more backing up?” asked
the humorous Modern. '

“Yoop! No! Yah!”

Tommy Cook walked away. chuckling.
leaving the unfortunate Tubby leaning on
the -pavilion, gasping for breath. .

“Ow! Wow, wow!” mumbied Tubby.

il IY(H[

“I suppose 1'd better try Higgs. Oniy

he's such a bheast: a chap never knows
how to take him!” G . 5
The fat Classical looked round for

burly
with a darkened brow. Higgs was a big
and ‘burly fellow, and could lick almost

quite a different view, and Higgs was not
likely to become a member of the junior
eleven unless he could play good cricket.
Fortunately, Jimmy Silver was one of the

~ fellows Higes could not lick.

“1 say, Higgs, old chap——" murmured

i Tubby Muffin, approaching the bully of

the Fourth with some trepidation. Alfred

Higgs had a very uncertain temper and

a heavy hand!

Higgs scowled at him. i

“Nice for me, isn't it?” he said.

“Eh!” -
“You know how I play ericket!” said
Higgs warmly. *‘Silver thinks T can’t!
What does he know about ericket ?”

“Nbthing at all,” said Tubby promptly.
| “1 never saw such a thoroughly rotten

cricketer as Jimmy Silver.”
The soit answer did not turn away
wrath, however, -
“Oh, don'tt be a
Higgs. - ,
“C-c-c-certainly not,” stammered Tubby.

silly ass!” snapped

best cricketer at Rookwood--—-——> .

"t ;‘_He’s nothing of the sort, and you know

1t!”

- Y Of—of course he isn’t.

ass!” gagped Tubby.

you, Higgs.” . . . | _.
Tubby would certainly have been willing

“1 quite agree. with

to agree with Higgs if he had only known |

what to agree to.
“You're a silly-idiot, Muffin!”
“I—I know. I mean——-:" '
“WSilver’'s a “falr - cricketer.
doesn’t bat as I do.” TR
“That he doesn’t, Higgs, old chap.: T
heard Mornington say that . hé’d never

But hie

| seen a chap bat as you do.” :

Higgs snorted.

“If you're going to repeat Morny's silly

c¢heek tO me, Mufhin——"
“Nunno! 1 méapn—" .. ¢ |
“1've got a late cut that's something
rathier special,” said Higgs, *“Silver can’t
BREGUTL. ™ b Mg vl TR W T e e g I
“Oh,. he’s an ass!” gaid Tubhy. . . “He
can’t see anything. He wouldn’t give me
a chance in the footer, yvou know.” .
“Thumping ass . if he did.”
“Abhem! 1T quite agree.” mum
Tubby. *“You know all about it. Higgs.

U've often been surprised ¢f the amount
" you Know. - Now, speaking of Putty—--—7

H

S Jimmy,” |

. “Suppose he spent it |

Suppose

.the brook from the

thé . gk | there had been so many

podgy

said ~Tommy Cook. “Here

upl!”. answered - tho,

it Do He found that
youth looking on at the cricket,

- the shoulder.

I mean, he's a jolly good cricketer—

He's a silly

- Yarooooh!”

mumbled

-i{ r--........l aln"!!_ it
“Welt,y doniy! "k o T x
“suppose Putty was going on a pienie,

“Who's spea-l{i’z_a g of Putty ?”

Higgs, old chap=suppose he had a lot of
 tuck in a satchel—--"

“That reminds me,”
glare.  ““Who's heen at my cake?”
- U Your—your cake!” stammered Tubby.
“Yes, my cake!

Now Ul jolly well—-
Toared Higgs. i |
5 But Tubby Muffin wag fleeing for bis
e, ;
The fat Classical gave up the idea of

Come back!”

cetting recruits on the cricket-tield. And .
he was smitten with a dread that Putty

might already be enciuged

H# rolled out of the school cates by him-

- Junior unaided. _ |

TAtver all, the beast’'s eut of bounds.”
murmured Tubby.  “1 know where he’s |
~gone—L kunow jolly well! And if he ocuts |
-} up rusty, I might consider it my duty to }

~mention to Bulkeley that the beast’s been
trespassing

_ on old Stuckey’s
again. He, he, het” g

And, much encouraged by that thought,
the fat Classical hurried along after
Teddy Grace, who had long been out of
sight.

| He became very wary as he crossed a

stile leading into the fields that lay along

“ the Croft Brook. : | wh
There was a public footpath across the |
1 fields leading to the plank bridge over

the bhrook. Anyone who wandered along

path was trespassing
on Sir Leicester Stuckey’s property: and
| complaints on
the subject that Dr. Chisholin had placed
the footpath itself out' of bounds for
Rookwood juniors.

Tubby had need to be wary—for there
was the possibility of meeting Sir
Leicester or one of his keepers or a
Rookwood prefect. 1t was likely enough
that Bulkeley himself '"would come back
froid "‘Abbeywcod hy way of the footpatlh

1 across the brook-—and the ftat Classical

knew what to capect if Bulkeley found

him “there. Ay
But the thought of Putty’s suppased

feed drew Tubby Muffin-on like & magnet.

Tubby was quite assured in his tat mind |
| that Putty had retired to that secluded

spot to .enjoy a plentifult picnie all' by
himseif; and Tubby was indignait at the

- { bare id¢a.” Wherever. there. was- 4 gpread
|- Fubb

e

y felt that he had a right to be

included.

ST The-'ﬁth"ﬁh&mer- o
' In Deadly Peril!

Putty of the¢ Fourth was at work.

For once, he was busy without beiny
engaged upon practical jokes of “monkey-
tricks " of any kind.

About a hundred yards from the plaok
bridwe he was ensconced under the trees,
busily daubing. - |

The greatest ol impressionist pictures
ever exhibited wag not quite so thoroughly
impressionist &8 Putty’'s work. KEven the
artist himsell wag a little .puzzled at
times to distinguish between his trees,
his bridges, and his clouds, But he was
enjoying the pursuiv of his art, and, after
all, that was the chief concern.

Putty had torgotten all about Sir

} Leicester Stuckey and Bulkeley and every-

said Higgs, with a

ki b ’ 15 upon the {
prente, and that he might be too late.

ground |

The seniors were sup-

- posed 'to know how to behave with more
- circumspection than the smaller fry.

Price:

END =~ e filoenes

““Yes, m I told you what I'd |
give you i you touched my tuck again,

- self, and took up the pursuit of the new j '

Cinmate !

bhack.

ing along to Rookwood agaim. ¥I'm not
U 'l jolly well go: and
meet Bulkeley-——<"" h T TR
“Better not go over the plank bridge.”
grinned Putty., = “Jt'8 not  safe.
jooked ot it - 0HE .
“I'm going—-" 7.0 ,_
T you do we sihall loge the fattest
1diot at Rookwood, and' some home for
idiots will

“You cheeky ass!” roared Tubby.
He scrambled to his feet and started
along the brook. There was evidently no

prospect of joining  in the teed-—if reed

there were. |
Putty called after him, really anxions:

19/4/10

| trick on old Stuckey, and bring him howl-

U've

o Al

~be deprived of ‘a future -

“Don't go on the I?l_‘%_—i’lli; Tubby! I tell' -

you it’s not safe!” b el
“You can't spooi me!” !
S1've 'looked at it, you fTat
howled Putty. “I wag going to the other

‘gide myself, oniy it wouldn't !-I_'](’}; The -

wood’s rotted.”
“Rats!”

On the other side of the brook, coming
through the trees, a stalwart figure ap-
peared in sight.
sixth,

Teddy Grace, farther along the stream,
was not i view, but Tubby Ml}ﬂm s fabt. /
~figure was fairly under Bulkeléy's eyes as

the captain of Rookwood came towards
the brook. |

Bulkeley knitted his brows as he sgaw
him, and hurried his steps towards the

‘plank“bridge. *~ |

“Muffin!” he exclaimed.
“Oh, crumbs!” gasped Tubby.

“-[ 1

T'm not here, Bulkeley—— . 1—1 mean,

going.

I’'ve only just come—I mean, 1 was jEst
.1 say. that bridge, isn’t safe!l
Bulkeley came striding across the plank.

The plank ~bridge, which was seldom

used, had longe been out of repair, hut it

might have heen crogsed successfully with

cantion. Buot the rapid and heavy strides

~of the big Sixth-Former were too much

for the rotted plank.

- crack as Bulkeley reached the middle.

Tubby Muffin stared at hinmi blankly, in
horror. Lt e
Ag the plank gave way Bulkéley stag-
gered back, the water swishing over his

bhoots, Then he fell headiong. FAm 6
The  brook was not .deeép; -but as

Bulkeley ecrashed backwards his head
sbruck thie broken plank, and he. rolled

| helplessly into the water and plunged

under. R _ S T
Tubby Muffin stood rooted in the grass

“of the bhank. frozen with horror.

| closed. He was URCONSCIOUS. TR
“Grace!” ghrieked Tubby. “Teddy -
Grace! Puttyl” sl

Bulkeley's head csine up. _
Hig face was white and his eyes were:

“Oh, -shut up!” * .. 4y

Putty of the Yourth was at sowe.
distance, and he was busy. He had seen
and beard nothing of Bulkeley so far..

Tubby Mufiin ran frantically back along

t the bank. |

body: elge, like a true artist, in the midst .

of creative etfort. i
hear Tubhby Mufiin approaching.

He gave a jump, and dabbed a daub

that was inore impressionist than ever as
the fat Classical suddenly tapped him on
“Oh! You ass!” gasped Putty.
“He, he, he!l”
*You—you-fat chump!
doing here?” Wi
Tubby Muffin grinned. '
“You're out of bounds, Patty!” he said,
wagging an admonitory fat forefinger at
Teddy Grace.
‘Mo are you!” growied Putiy.
“That doesn’t matter s6 much—I'm not

& tricky monkey, always getting into hot

He did not see ;or |

“Putity _
drowning!” he gasped.

“What ?” o b o B A S

“He'll be drowned!” shrieked Tubby.

Putty jumped up, forgetful even of his

He ran out from under the trees

nevure. tre
'I A white face glim-

to the water's edge.

mered on the water as the unconscious
captain of Rookwood was swept hy into

the deeper water below the bridge.
“Good heavens!” panted Teddy. -
He pitched off hig cap and jacket and

unged in, without stopping a seeond to

think. , e e et
1t was fortunate that, Putty of the
Fourth was a good swimmer, With power-
ful strokes he reached the unconscious, .
| Sivth-Former and grasped him, bringing -

| Bulkeley’s heéad well above the water.

water!” grinned Tubby. *“You're going to |

have a flogging il you're caught here. 1
neard Bulkeley say so.” -

“0Oh, buzz oft !”

“Where’s tihe grub?”

“Eh! What grub?©

“The picnic.” '

“There isn’t any nicnic, vou fat duffer!”
showted  Putty, in great exasperation.
“l've come herz to paint.”

Tuhby Muffin knitted his brows sternly.

“Now look here, Putty,” he said. “I’'m
willing to be friendly. 1'm willing to join
you in the picnic. TI'm willing to go
halves with you. 1 can’t say fairer than
that, can 1?7

“Fathead!”

i wet!

“It’s no good trying to pull my leg,” |

continued Tubby. " “I'm pretty sharp.

- You have to get up very early in the

moruing - to" pull the wool over my eyes,
I can tell you! 1It’s no good telling me
that you've come here to daub that
silly rot—-—"
“TPhat what?”
“Silly rot!” said the chieerful Tubby.
“You've eome here to have the feed all
to yourself, and 1 think it's greedyv-—-
selfish; in faect. 1 lLate selfishness. You
wouldn’t go out of bounds simply to play
the goat with that silly daubing——

The exasperated artist lost patience.
Tubby Muffin suddenly ‘found- himself
sitting - in the grass, without any clear
idea as to how he had got there. =

“Wow - wow - wow!” gasped Tubby.

- “Why, you rotter, I've a jolly good mind

to tell Bulkeley. 1 believe he’s coming
homé this way, and I'll go and meet him,
jand—=-" :

L

r8hat up ! g A |

Tubby .sat in the grass and blinked at
Teddy Grace in great wrath., Heé had
come there for a feed—not a bumping,
Ot ¥Yow-ow ! You rotter! I yon haven't
got a deed lere, you're playving some

*

g

‘_'u..n-u.-.-n-l..- = e me ‘-“" N e g, ¢ T e g

1 "TTubby Muffin watched him {irom the' Ui
L pank in gasping terror. |
‘What are you

Bulkeley was quite 1111(3{211:1&5{_31()113-.', But
for Putty’'s prompt aid he wounld have
drifted into the deep water and. dis-

| appeared. But a strong grasp was on-him

now. and Putty, swimming stoutly, made

¥ )

for the hank, keeping the unconscious. pre-

fect’s head well up. -

It was a hard struggle for the 11111[01'
cood swimmer as he was, for lie was m

deep water mnow, and the cnrrent . was

strong. He was white from his exertions
! as He struggled to the rushes.

“« Help me, Muffin, you fool!” he panted.

Tubby Muffin woke from a trance, as it

were, and plunged into the shallow by
thie bank up to his knees, and. lent his
ald . . B
Bulkeley was dragged ashore into the
acrass., Tubby Muffin was splashed from

head- to foot with water and mud., and

he sank down gasping in the grass begide
1lKeley. e
Bt‘l‘igii.‘ﬂw. ow!” he spluttered. “l-—I'm
Wow! Pm muddy!l Owl” ..
Putty dragged himself from the stream.
He was gasping for breatb, snd almost
at the end of his tether. And for some
moments he rtemained in o the :
breathing  spasmodically, - while  his
strength returned. .

The 5th Chapter. _
Keeping it Dark ! ;

“Oh. dear!” gzasped Tubby Muftin. *I—
I'm wet!” | o R
“Putty rose with an effort. He was
streaming with water, and was ‘a good
deal wetter than Tubby Muffin. Bulkeley

lay in the grass, his 1aee white and set;

but there was a trace of eolour ¢reeping
into his cheeks, and he wag stirring
slightly. | A
The Rookwood captaim was eoming to
himself. " 4
“0Oh, my hat!
Teddy Grace. _ |
“T'm wet, Putty—wet all overs—="
“Bother you!” ud i
“Why, you unfeeling rotter!” howled
Tubby indignantly.  “Suppose 1 cateh
cold~and influenza—and pneumonia——"
“Bulkeley eeems all right,” reimnarked

Putty,  utterly- regardless of those ters
rible risiks that fat Classical was rutimingl

yon fat  idiot!”

Tubby Muffin kept on without looking -'
But he stopped all of a sudden. .

It was Bulkeley of the

There was a loud

-~ Bulkeley — in the water —

Trass,

What a g-t}ii” '=-"ga':’=='p_edl



AHT, L

have
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“He’s coming to. He'll be all right in

a minute. Oh, craumbs—and that means

-a_ flogging for e !” ejaculated Putty, as

the precise situation dawned upon him.
fServe.  you right!” retorted Tubby
Mufiin.  “1I'm as wet as anything, and
you don't care if 1 catch—-"

“*Oh, dry up a minute! What the
dwhens am I going to do? I’m jolly well
not going to he tlogged, and Bulkeley's
bound to report me—he always keeps his
Word-——-—-”

*Ow, ow! I'm soaked—---"

Putt. made up his :nind swiftly.

Bulkeley was fast coming to himself;
and as soon as his eyes opened they Would
rest on Putty—with direful results to
that disobedient youth. Bulkeley,
regard to Putty,

the Head’s instructions—and even the

fact that Putty had dragged him out of

the water would not excuse him for leav-
ing his 'duty undone. It was possible that
the prefect’s gratitude might save Putty
fromi the promised ﬂO‘Tglll”-—-but it wag
not by any means certain—and the junior
was. naturally not disposed to take the

risk.

Bulkéle did not neced his care; and

though Put y would not have left hun

alone Tubby Muffin was there, and he
could remain.

Putty decided at once. He clapped the

“grumbling - Tubby on the shoulder.

“1'm fromff to cut off,” he said hur-

riedly. Yoa stay with Bulk{,ley, Muﬂ‘m
-——you’re not booked for a flogging—-
S1'm wet!”
“Don’t mention my name,” went on
Putty “Bulkeley saw you, ‘didn’t he?”
“Yes—— I say, I'm awfully wet——"

“Well, then, vou can stay; and if you
don’t -mention that I’ve been here, Tubby,
I'll stand you a feed in the study this
evening.” |

Tubby Muffin looked more attentive.
He even forgot for a ' moment that he

was wet.
“What sort 'of a {feed?” he asked

- cautiously.

“Anytlmw you like!” said Putty des-
perately, as the prefect stirred again.
430 & 5 Bulkeley knows I've been here, 1'm
done for. It’s a flogging irom the Hedd i

“I know that. Will there be a cake?”

f* Yes, yes!l”

Putty grabbed up his sketchmff things
in hot haste.

“And taris?” called out Tubby.

“Yes, yes, yes!”

“All right, then. 1 say, what about
one of the bugeantb pieg-——"

But Putty of the Fourth was gﬁne He
disappeared through the trees, with his
belongings under his arms  and in his
hdnds, :111(1 did not stop to pack them
till he had spginted across a field, and
~gscaped 1nto a  lane. After tha.t} he
took the road to Rookwood.

He was not teeling very cheeriul now.
He was soaked to the skin, and his 1m-
pressionist plcture was indefinitely post-
poned. He left a track of water behind
him in the ciubh, as he trotted along, for
some distance.

Near Rookwood he stopped to make
himself as presentable as he could before
¢ntering the school; he did not want hlS
state tu attract attention.

Fortunately, most of the fellows were
still on the cricket-ground, and Putty was
able to dodge into the House unnoticed.

He ])lt(,hed his satchel into his study,

~and hurried up to the Fourth Form dor-

mitory tﬂ change hls clothes and dry him-
self. -

~ His damp Llothcs were tucl-.ed away
safely out of sight; and in a very short
time Putty of the Fourth descended from
the dormitory, looking as bright andg
clean as a new pin.

He sauntered cheerfully out of the
School House, feeling none the worse for
his adventure, but conscious that 1t be-
hoved him to keep that dventme very

«carefully secret.

“Hallo! Where have you been this
alternoon?” asked Higgs, meeting him
in the quadrangle.

“Sketching, dear boy!”

“What rot!” said Higgs.

Putty smiled and walked on to the

cricket-ground. ~ Jimmy Silver greeted

him with a frown.

“Hallo, s lablxer! Not much more light
for practice!” |
“Better late than never!” answered

Putty’ cheerfully.

“Well, get your bat, and let us sce
what you can do,” said the captain of the
Fourth.

Teddy Grace compllul He was very
willing to be occupled at cricket when
Bulkelw arrived, in case there should be
any lingering suspicion in the prefect’s
mind that he had been on Sir Leicester

Stuckey’s land that afternoon.
Jimmy Silver took the ball, and Putty
stood up cheerfu]ly to the bowlmg of the
Fourth Form’s champion bowler, and it
-was’ some time before his btlchs went
down. Jimmy Silver condescended to give
the new junior an approving look.

“Not -bad!” he said.

“Not at all,” agreed Putty.
be wanting me for the junior elwe

Jimmy sniffed.

“1’'m at your service
know,” said Putty. _

““The eleven' ‘isn’t at your service,
though,” answered Jimmy. *You’ve got
too much nerve for a new kid, Putty. I
suppose you've been up to some of your
tricks this afternoon.”
~“TPTriecks!” repeated Putt:y.

“1f. 1 find pepper in my teapot, or mus-
tard in my cake, 1 shall come along to
vour study and bring a' stump!” f'-rrow]ed
Jimmy Silver. “Hallo, Algy, what’s the
row 2.

Jimmy's [30-11.5111, Algy of the Third, bad

“ Will you

H!

it vou do, you

just arrived, at-full speed, breathless with

excitement.

“Gruess!” he gasped.

“No time—get it off your chest!”

“Tubby Muflin-—---" spluttered Algy
Silver. |

*What ,.ll)out him?” asked Teddy Grace
guickly.: " Has tlu,, mlly ass been chatter-
mu:-ml mean-—-——

“Oh, it’s true!” said Algy.

believed 1t, but
Come ' of-—theyre

‘ “I wouldn't
Bulkeley. said so

I lHlL{‘li just going

in
had been acting under

=3
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in! I came to tell you;, Jimmy! Fancy
-—Tubby \luﬂm———that fat chump’ Come

on'!”
And Algy cut offl again. .
“But what’s happened?” roared Jimmy
Silver, in surprise. .
But the fag was gone-—ewdentlv burst-
ing with the surprising news, whatever it
was. And Jimmy Silver, in. great wonder,
followed him—and so did Teddy Grace.

The 6th Chapter.

Borrowed Qlory.

George Bulkeley opened his eyes, with
a gasping breath. .

He gazed round him dazedly, and
started as he saw Tubby Muflin squeezing
the water out of his clothes.

“What-—-what's happened?”
Bulkeley faintly.

“I'm wet!”

muttered

“What ?” .

“Wet, all over!” growled Tubby.

Bulkeley sat up in the. grass, still
dazed, and put his hand to his head.

There was 2 bump, where he had struck

the pldnh, and he was feeling sick. and
dlzay |

“1—I rtﬁ-member now!” he muttered.
“T-—I must have been stunned, I think.
Oh, my head! But—but: I fell in the
water. My. hat! Did you pull me .out,
Muffin ?” b4 2

Bulkeley was locking round him; there

was no one in sight but the fat blassml
Tubby, who was squeezing the water out

of his jacket, blinked at him.

“T yanked you out by the colla.r ¥ he

answered. .
“Well,
Tubby

correct ;

my hat!”
Muffin’s 3tatement was' qu1te
he had dragged Bulkeley out by

the c'c:ll.a.r after Teddy Grace had:brought
him into the rushes. ,

THE MODEST HERO !

But | dan’t mmd.

But as there was no one else on the
spot, George Bulkeley naturally supposed
that Tubby had. done more than that.
He knew he must have floated down-
btrmm after falling into the water.

“Where did you. g«et me out Tubby 2”
hb asked.

‘Just here.”

“The water's deep here ? said Bulkeley,
with a look of bldnk wonder at the fat
Cl.unlt al.

“And jolly wet, too!” ﬂruntcd Tubby.

“l never knew you were such a swim-
mer, Muthn.”

“Sueh a—a—a what?” exclaimed ']"ubl)y,
staring at the captain of Rookwood in
his turn. “Oh!‘ I—I1 see! Just so=-
quite so. Oh, I'm simply a splendid
swimimer, Bulkele,y First-rate, in fact!”

‘fubby was under strict injunctions not
to mention that TdeY Grace had been
there, and the feed in the study devnended
on it..so Tubby had to be very careful
to keep his compact. But it dawned upon
him that Bulkeley must be aware. that
someone had gone Into
him, at, a very. ;.{rf,at risk. A glimmer
came into Tubby’s round eyes. For the
first time it came into his mind that here

was glory to be reaped--cheap. -

Glory did not often come' Tubby’s w.rw
He was distinguished for his gargantuan
appetite, for his marvellous scent for “a
feed, and for his uncommon poOweErs as
a borrower of cash., But these distinc-
tions could not exactly be called glorious.
And here was glory—going cheap as 1b
were—to be had for the asking!

Almost unconsciously 'l‘ubb)r began to
swell,

His fat conscience was satisﬁed with
the plea  that he was bound to Kkeep
Putty’s secret, after promising to do so.
His promiser suddenly assumed an unac-
customed sacredness in Tubby’s eyes.
He simply couldn’t go back on Putty,
who trusted him! And if the alternative
was to let Bulkeley

“ P'm awfully
importantiy. “Soakod tothe skin, sir!
I’ve saved Bulkalw s life—haven't 1, Bulkeley ? "

the stream for.

believe that, he—
Reginald Muflin—had performed an action
t ffrmt valour, what was Tubby, to do.

THE BOYS® FRIEND

i

After all he would have done it if
Putty hadn t—or, at least, he would have
if he could have—so it came to the same
thing, really-—or, at least, Tubby tried
to believe that it did.

George Bulkeley was silent for some
minutes. getting his breath "and rubbing
his head. He was not much hurt, and
he was recovering fast. More than any-
thing else, he felt utter amazement that
it was Tubby Muffin who was his rescuer.

For he knew that only a hefty swim-
mer, and a plucky one to boot, could
have '‘got him, out of the wfltt,r-' and
Tubby  certainly was not famous for
either quality. __ |

Tubby,  growing “more important in his
looks. every moment, finished squeezing his
jacket, and. put it on. He was already
reﬂectmg how much Bulkeley’s gratitude
would be worth to him.

When this got out it would -make some
fellows feel small, Tubby reflected—iel-
lows whio called him a fat grampus, and
a fatfrog.. and things like that, and
never bheliecved that he could do anything
but demolish. great quantities. of tuck.

Bulkeley’s voice interrupted these plea-
sant reflections. The prefeet had  risen
to 1113 feet, and was regarding the fat
junior thouﬂhtfully

“I'm very much obliged to you, Muf-
il s '
“Not at all,  Bulkeley !

said the fat Cl.-,t-ﬁu.tl in quite an airy

way.  “Jolly glad’ 1 lmppemd to be on
- the spot, that’s all. Right chap in the
' right ‘place—what 2"

“You must hfwc had some trouble with
me in the water,” said Bulkeley. “I was
qulte unconscious, till I came to just
Nnow. |

“Well, it was a bit of trouble,” con-
fessed Tubby Muflin. “You're rather

“heavy, you know.”

“1t beats

' me!” sald .the captain of
Rookwood.

“I—I mean, 1I'm very deeply

wet, sir!? said Tubby

obliged ' to' you. I should never have

thmwht-—-—ahem' You ran a great deal ol

rlsk coming into deep water for me.’
*Never .stopped  to t.hlnk of 1t!” said

the cheerful Tubby. *“Just tackled the

job, you know, and put it through. Effi-

ciency, you'.know. That s me all over.”
Bulkeley smiled.

“It was plueky!” he said.

“Well, as you make a point of it, Bulke-
ley, I admit itr was: plucky,” said Tubby
Muffin modestly. “I'm mnot the chap to
brag, I hope.’ Still, it was plucky.
Muffins are a pluchy family. All through
the war, you know, thereshave been Muf-
fins right at:the front. As for me, per-
sonally, I don’'t mind mentioning to you,
Bulkeley,-that 1'm as brave as a-lion.”

And Tubby Muffin swelled, till he really
seemed in danger of sharm"‘ the fate of
thL frog in. the. fable,
~ “Better get'in’ and get these wet things

oft,” said BUILLILY “We may at(,h
culd Better run. iy, -
_. {u;ht you are, Bulkeley! I say,

you're not going to report me for being
out, of bounds, are you?” asked the f.;tt
Classical anxmual}

“Under the ecircumstances,
can undertake to let you, oit for that,”
said Bulkeley, with a smile. *“But you
mustn’t do it dgain

/ “'Tisn't as if 1 was a‘“bounder always

playing tricks, like Putty, for lnstdnce

18 It"” said Tubby, with a grin.

“No,” said ‘Bulkeley, w1t11 a nod. “Quite
different. But what did you come here
for, Muftin?”

“I-—I" thought  there was
there wasn’t,” said' Tubby. _
Bulkeley laughed. Tubby’s presence by
the Croit Brook was fullv explained. The

captain of Rookwood 'was crossing the
field with long, rapid strides, and Tubby

a! pienie, and

‘Muflin kept at a trot to keep pace with
“him! He‘

was soon aspmff for breath,
but. Bulkeley would not let him sldchen
down. It was necessary to keep warm

till* the ‘wet clothes could be changed.

/

Don't mench!” |

The

I- think I

They arrlved at Rookwood In qmte a
warm glow.

Mr. Bootles met them as they came in
at the gates, and he stopped and looked
at Bulkeley quickly.

“What has happencd‘?” he exclaimed.
”You look——-"

““An accident, sir,” said Bulkeley. “The
plank on the Croft Brook went, and I
tumbled in.”

“Bless my soul!” said Mr.

“But -Muffin—-" ‘ .

“I'm awfully wet, sir!” put in Tubby
importantly.  “Soaked to the skin, sir!
But I don’t mind. I've saved Bulkeley’s
life—haven’t I, Bulkeley?”

“It’s true, sir,” said the Rookwood cap-
tain, as Mr. Bootles blinked at the fab
Classical over - his glasses in great

Bootles.

Price
Threa Halfpence

astonishment, and several fellows gathered

round curiously. “I knocked my head on
the plank, I think, and lost my senses.
Muffin must have gone into deep water
for me, and how he got me out goodness
only knows. He’s mm,lt heftier than any-
body ever thought.”

“Bless my soul!” said the amazed Mr.
Beotl-es. “Muffin, I am very pleased with
you.+ ‘-f should never have dreamed—
ahem !——?

“It was my plm,h said Tubby
cheerfully.

“What?”

“Pluek, sir! I've got no end of pluck.
Ask -Bulkeley. He knows.”

“Ahem! You had better
change your clothes at once.”

Bulkeley strode on, and Tubby Miiflin
trotted after him, leaving the Fourth
Form-master blinking., If it had been
Jimmy Silver, or Lovell, ar Tommy Dodd,
Mr. BRootles would nét have been surs-
prised; but the idea of Tubby Muffin as
a hero needed getting used to.

There was'a buzz of surprise among the
Rookwood fellcws who had heard what
was sald. The news spread on all sides.
Bulkeley and Tubby Muflin had dis-
appeared into the House when Jimmy
Silver & Co. arrived from the cricket-
field.

But they soon learned the news.
the brief and emphatic
Jimmy Silver was:

“Rats!”

sir,”

¢0 in and

And
comment of

The 7th Chapter,
Official !

“Tubby Muffin!”

“He’s saved Bulkeley’s llﬁ:*"
TRats .

“Bulkeley says so!”

“Then he’s dreaming!”
- “1f Bulkeley thinks so, it's time he woke
up!” said Arthur Edward Lovell em-
phatically.; “ What do you think, Putty?”

Putty of the Fourth had quite a dazed
look. The news that there had been an
heroic rescue, and that Tubby Muffin, of
the Classical Fourth, was the heroic
rescuer,  simply flabbergasted Teddy
Grace. - As for the credit that might have
been reaped from his exploit, the scamp
of Rookwood had not given that a
thought ; but still less had he surmised
thdt Tubb Muffim would lay claim to
that same credit

“I think it's rot!” gasped Putty. “I'm
jolly sure Tubby never went into the

water for Bulkeley.”

“T’l believe it if I hear Bulkeley say
so,” said Jimmy Silver.

Mornington came down the stairs.

“Tubby says——" he began.

“Where is the {fat spoofer?” asked
Jimmy Silver.

“He’s in the dorm, changing. He’s wet
right enough,” said Mornington. “Wet

and muddy. So was Bulkeley. The fat
bounder says he rescued Bulkeley at the
risk of his life—owing to his tremendous
pluck——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“He’s modest about it!” grinned Lovell.

“Well, that’'s what he says,” said
Mornington, laughing. “Gammon, of
course.’
“Spoof!” agreed Jimmy Silver.  “Let’s
ask Bulkeley.”

“Yes, rather!”
" Quite a crowd of tellows went along to
Bulkeley’s room. 'The door was locked.
Bulkeley ‘was towelling' himself dry.
Jimmy Silver knocked.

“You at home, Bulkeley?”

“Yes. What do you want?”

“You've been in the water?”
dvad i *

Tubby Muffin

“There's a yarn that

| fetched you oub,” said Jimmy, through the

door. N(}thlﬂ" in lt of course?”

“TIt’s true, Silver.”

" 1 Ii":h ?H

“Quite true.”

“Wha-a-at?” _

“Muflin fetched me out of deep water,
risking his life to do it,” said Bulkeley,
from within. “Never mind his swank—
he did it! Now cut off !”

Jimmy Silver almost tottered away
from Bnlkeley’s door. The news. was
nearly too much for him. -

“It—it—it’s ‘true!” Dbabbled Jimmy.
“Tubby—Tubby Mauffin did it! He did
it!: Oh, my only hat!”

“Great Scott!”

“The fat . bounder—he didn’t!” ex-

clalmed Putty indignantly.

“Bosh! 1If Bulkeley says so, it is SO,’
said Jimmy Siiver; “and that settles 1t
You fellows, we “haven't done Tubby
justice. There’s more in Tubby than
meets the eye.”

“And there’s plenty of him that meets
the eye, too!” remarked Mornington.

‘H.;L, ha, ‘ha!”

“Tubby Muffin!” said Jimmy. “Tubby-—
a giddy'hem! ‘Who’d have thought it?
Let's go and see him, and hear all

about it. Tubby-Muffin*—my hat!”

And nearly all 'the  Fourth FYorm
marched up to the dormitory to interview
Tubb:;r Muffin—Rookwood’s Hero! |

THE END.
(11mth€r splendid tmﬂpleff: tale  of

Jimmy Silver & Co. next Monday, entitled
“Tubby’s Triumph?? by Owen Conqucbt

- Don’t_nuiss itl)
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THE SCAPEGRACE ¢
OF REDCLYFFE.

(Continued from page 8-)

l [~
He searched the study thoroughly, and
when he took his departure he was hold-
ing a small box, containing several cigars.
He arrived at Study No. 5 just as Dicky
came along, with his hands tucked under
his armpits.
He glared fiercely at Jack as he sank
down in the easy-chair. | ‘
“All  through you, you he
growled. “If you hadn’t—"

“All through you, you mean!” said
Jack firmly. ‘*You should have taken my
word !” .‘:

Dicky’s lips curved in a sneer.

“Your word!” he muttered, between his
teeth. *“And what's that worth? You're
an untruthful young rascal! You—-"
Dicky paused as he caught sight of the
box of cigars in Jack’s hand. *What the
dickens have vou got there?” he added
quickly.

In a nonchalant manner Jack opened
the box, thus revealing a row of cigars,
bearing red bands.

”1‘:011 cad!” burst out Dicky.
“Now, don’t get your rag out!”
Jack coolly.

these clgars’”
“What—-"
“Look at them,
“You, too,
mlnht tell

{23

cad!

“What

said
“I want you to Inspect

fathead!” sald Jack.
Travers and: Jackson. You
me whether that cigar 1}
pulled out of my pocket was like these?”

The three juniors sta.red bard at the
box of cigars.

“By Jove !” emldimed Bob Traverss
“The bands are exactly the same, and-—
and-—— Yes, the words are the same,
too !” . - e ;
Jack Turner grinned with satisfaction. .«
“Perhaps you’ll bhelieve me, then, if
I tell you I found this box in Study No.
1,” he said calmly. *“You might also feef
mclmcd to bhelieve that the_cigar I picked

up in the passage was dropped by Drake -
& Co. In fact——"

“My hat!” exclaimed: Bob
“1 remember now.

Travers.
Jack did stop for
something when we were going up to the
dormitory. I called after him to hurry
up, and——--~ | e
“So you did,” said Jackson reflectively.
Dicky Turner gasped. He was begin-
ning to see that he had misjudged lus
Liwuilel.

“It’s jolly funny——" he begaun.

‘Verv funny!” said Jack, with a bitter
smile. “In faet, there’s something = ex-
tremely humorous about being sccused of
being a cad. Of course, if you still think
that cigar helonged to me, and that 1
intended to .s.moke 1t——-"

“I don’'t!” said Dicky, jumping to his
feet. The earnest expression on his
brother’s face ha,d convinced him at last.

“I can see you're tellm" the truth this
time. But——"

Dicky paused, and, darting forward, he
dragged the door open. The figure of

junior sprawled into the room.
“Wilson, by gum!”

“You cad!” exc]aimed Dicky Turner,
dragging the junior to his H-vt. A Vou
were listening at the keyhole!

“1 wasn’t!” shrieked Wilson, strugg Img
'to " break free. “I w OW'
Yow-ow-ow-ow!”

The cad of the Fourth uttered a. pierc-
Ing  shriek as Dieky Turner planted his .

boot in the middle of his back, propelling
him into the passage.

Dicky closed the door with a slam and
returned to the easy-chair.

During the rest of that day complete
harmony reigned in Study No 5. -

Jack turned up at footer-practice, and
Dicky felt that his brother was deter-
mined to run straight at last. But Dicky
little dreamed of the developments thaﬁ
were to take place in the near future.

(Another wmagnificent long instalment
of this splendid serial in next Monday’s
issue of the BOYS’ FRIEND. Don’t miss next.

week’s Special Easter Holiday Number!)
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. Tramp,

expecting visitors,
of the trampling ‘under the windows.

'voice from outside.
tu:uare 1%

opened, and Black Sally put in a shining,

The 1st Chapter.

Extraordinary !
tramp !

Cla,tter'
- Lessons were proceeding at Cedar Creek

School when that sudden tramping and
- clattering of hoofs was heard in the play-
ground without.

“Whoa!” came a deep

S Visitors !»

with a grin.

And Chunky Todgers murmured :
“Good! I can do with a rest !”
But Miss Meadows appatently was not

and she took no heed

s Anybody at home?” came the deep
“Hi! Show up! Hi,

Then Miss Meadows frowned,
A minute later the school-room door

qubiishod
Ewry Mdﬁday

voice from out- |
- side, audible to everybody in the  big

.lumber school-room. -
murmured DBob - Lawless, §

ebony face with a surprised expression
on it.

Miss Meadowa glanced at her im-

timtlently

“Gen’leman to see Mass’
said Black Sally.

“« What?» exclamed Miss Meadows.

Frank Richards looked up
ment. He was cerfainly not expecting a

call during lessons from a gentleman with

a 5tr1ng ot émglmg horses.

Miss Meadows glanced at him.

% Richards ! What does this mean? You
cannot see anyone during lessons, as you
know very well !”

«1 don’t know what it means, ma’am,”
“l wasn’t expectmﬂ

answered Frank.
anyone, of course.”

“TPell the gentleman that Richards can-

not see anyone till twelve o’clock, when
the class is dismissed.”
“Yes, missy.”
Black Sally
wlosed.

withdrew and the door

“ What the dickens does that mean,

Frank ?? whispered Vere Beauclerc.
Frank shm}h his head.
He hadu’t the faintest idea what it

meant.

Miss Meadows resurned the lesson; but |

it was interrupted again in a L{}llpl& of
minutes.

The school-room door flew open, and a

',powerful logking individual in huge boots
and a Stetson hat tramped in.
He stared round the astonished school-

room, and touched his big bhat to Mls.s;

Meadows.
«’Skuse me, marm-——> he began.

«But I do not excuse you, sirl!? said
“You are inter-

Miss Meadows sharply.
rupting the work here!”

« Sorry, marm, but I've come all the way
Thompson with three horses for

"Mister Richards to see.”

from

- Bill dmk]

Richards!”

in astonish-

Raid the big . man.

knt)w
Frank

";ﬂealer

“What?” ._
“ Purty ‘critters, every one of them!”
“ Where’s Mister

Richards? P'raps you'll let him step
out a minute, marm, to look at the
«critters?”

Frank Richards could only stare.

All eyes in the class were turned upon
him. |
The horse-dealer was scanning the class,
apparently trying to pick out “ Mister
sRlchdrds" from among the rest.

« Richards!” exclaimed Miss Meadows.
Frank stood up.

- “This man says he has brought horses
for you to see!” said Miss Meadows. * You
Richards, that you

perfectly well,
should nob make such arrangements for
lesson-time ! ”

“But 1 llaven’t ma’am!” exclaimed

here for me to see!”
« Oh, come off!” exclaimed the horse-

« Are you Mister Richards??”
“Yes; but-——?

“Step out and look at the critters, then!

There's three af them, and they're all

first- class.”

“© Butrres”
“1 guess, Mister Richards, 1'm the ma,n

1o come to for horse-flesh--Bocus Bill,
that’s me! And, being in Thompson this

morning with horses to gell, I've moseyed

along to qhuw you the critters.”
“But

“ Sorry 1;0 interrupt lessons, marm, but

T -didn’ t know the young feller would be
at lessons, of course, 1 came right hyer,
as stated.
and look at them.”

«But T don't want to buy a horse!» ¢x.

claimed Frank.

“«What! You don’t want to buy a |
¥ Dorﬁe £33 4 : e ]
ity o A Certamh not1” |
Bocus Bill stared blankly ah Franl,,,

Richards, evidently surprised.
For some reason or other, which was# a

mystery ‘to Irank, the 110rsy gentleman

had believed that he wanted to.buy a |

horse, that was clear.
« Will you kindly leave the school-poom
,;LL once 7 said Miss Meadows,
QJocua Bill grunted, -

Richards, in bewilderment. “I
haven't asked anybody 10 bring horses }

Mister Rwhards, you step out 1]

“1 guess I've humped it hyer from

Thompson to sell that young feller
hoss ! he answered. i 3

“« You hear what he say g

“I hear, marm, not being deaf!” an-
swered the horsé-dealer warmly. “But
wot about the time it’s took me to hustle
here from Thompsonx’ If the boy has
fﬁi‘é“fﬁd his mind that’'s his business, not

“I haven't changed my mind !” shouted
Frank.

“Then you want to buy a horse?” |

“No, 1 don’'t! 1I've mever intended to
buy a horse 1

“You ain't mnever intended to buy a
hoc?sl.q‘g;!};ouf,d Bocus Bill, in great wraLh

The big man glared at him, and the
whip under his arm slid down into his
hand. He looked as if he meant to use it.

“Little joke of yourn, I 8’pose—hey?”
he demanded. ® d

“I don’t know what you mean !»
“1 calculate you know what I mean well
enough, young feller-ime-lad!” said Bocus

“ Hyer, I'’ve moseyed all the
way from Thompaon, and there’s my

hosses” cavortin’ ~outside ready to be
looked at. Now you say you don’t want

to buy a horse! Well, that gets my goat,
and no mistake!» -

“There seems to beé some mistake,? said
Miss Meadows quietly. © But yﬁu hear
what Richards says-<>

“T hear wot he says!® roared Bocus Bill.

“ And now let him hear what I gsays!

Hyer’s me, and there’s my hosses, ready
for a trade.

Good critters, every one of
them, and the price reasonable.” If the
young gent chooses to come and look at

them and do business, well and good. 1f
NOot——e? _

“Kindly—"

“If not,” roared Bocus Blll “saving
your presence, marm, I'm gmng to lay
this hyer whip round himm as a warning
not to waste a busy man’s time with hls
little jokes.”

e 011 my hat !» gasped Frank.

striding towards the class.
to buy horse, Mister Richards??
i No”’ howled Frank. |
“Then here’s for your hide!»

Frank Richards stared at the nian
blankly.

Beauelerc and Bob Lawless jumped up I

to stand by their chum. He needed it if

| the big horseudealer got at him with his

whip.
But Miss Meadows ran between.
Bocus Bill stopped.
He was a rough fellow, and was very
angry, but he evidently

mistress.

“Look hyer,
angrily.

“Stand back!”

“I'm going to lay my whip
young
way from Thompson for nothing !” roared
the hotrse-dealer.

“There is some mlstalxe-—--”

“ Nary mistake!

mMarmn——?

Mr. Slimmey and Mr.
drawn near, ready to mtrerfere if Bi[l%
Meadows reqmred protection.

But Bocus Bill plaml;? did not intend

\\%

WNever chant a ¢

1 and very

| but very stern.

1 Meadows,
not understand how such a'mistake could -

did not wish to

use rough medsurea wmh the. school- natural in the circumstances.

Silence was restored in the class; and |

be began the lesson was resutned, though Frank | my horses?” roared Mr. Barker.

| Richards received more attention than

I suppose the kid knew
whether he wanted to buy a horse or not! |

| And hyér’s me, and there § my critters!”
Shepherd had

L
|--|. Ll

A Splendid Long Complete Story,

dealing with

FRANK RICHARDS & Co., the
Chums of the School in the

the Adventures -of

Backwoods

By MARTIN CLIFFORD

| 1o hurt the “school-marm.” It wa& Frauh

Richards he wanted to get at, and that

he could not do with the Cdnadmn girl in ing
_ “You will not be -allowed to touch
Richards!” exclaimed Miss Meadows in-
“Leave the schoolsroom at

the way.

dignantly.
once !”

Bocus Bill gave ¥Frank a glare over .

Miss Meadows' shoulders.

“You young raskil{” he exclmmed w5
guesg 1'd have lnded ou if it wasn’t for |
nght missus, I'm

your %h(}ol -marm !
goin’,

tramped out of the school-room.

He paused at the door to shake his
whip mmacmgly at Frapnk Richards, and
then disappeared,

The trampling of the horses was heard
again in the playground.

Bocus Bill was departing from Cedar
Creck with his string of unsold “critters.” .

The 2nd Chapter.
Rough on Richards!

There was a murtnur in the school-room.

Every eye was fixed on Frank Richards,
Ivho stood with a red and bewildered
ace.

Why Bocus Bill should have sup{msed
he wanted to buy a borse, and should
have taken the trouble to hrmg a_ string
of “critters” to Cedar Creek for him to
choose from, was a matter of deep ' per-
plexity to Frank. "

His first suspicion Was thab the mzm'

was the worse for drink; but that was
clearly not the case. Bm‘ma Bill was
sober enough, and he waa very earnest
indignant. ¢ *
"Rlchards’“ |
- Miss Meadows’

“Yes, ma'am?” at&mmered Frank.
“What does this mtean?”.

“I—1 don’t know.”

“You did not ask the man tcl call hete

« Now then!? shouted the horse- dealer, WL P S

“ Do you want ! that I remember.”

“No. I've never seen the man before,

“It is wery singular,” said Miss
eyeing him Bharply “I ¢an-

arise.’

“l cannot elther, ma’am,” said Frank.
“But I never wanted to buy g horse, My |
uncle gave me % pony whehh I came to
; Canada, and I don’t want two.”

“er well; you may sit down,

1(harda”

Frank sat down, in great bewilderment.
Miss Meadows accepted his word; but

she looked a Yittle suspicious, as was

| the schoolmistress for some timne.

round that
jay for bringing me hyer all the

Tramp, tramp, tramp!

Thete was 4 sudden sound of hoofbeats

in- the playground about an hour after

1 Bocus Bill's departure.
|  Frank Richards started, and Miss Mea-

dows compressed her llps

“Oh, Jerusalem!” murmured Bob Law-
less. “Here he comes back again, 1
guess!” _

“Bother him!” muttered Frank.

The tramping hoofs stopped outside the
School House door,

TH“ . 'EST "OF THE BUNCH!
HEN you’re feeling dull and * down,”’
When the whole world seems to frown,

When you seek your cares to drown—

Read the * FRIEND |

When misfortunes on you swoop,
When you feel vou’re ** in the soup,”
Never let your spirits droop—

Read the Yo FRIEND "1

When you're floored by fickle Fate,
When she gives you overwei ht,

vman of Hate
Read the * FRIEND gt

When your camera goes on strike,
When you smash your only bike,
When you miss the stunts you like—

Read the  FRIEND 1

When you’re absalutelv sick
Of the deeds of Deadwood Dick,
Turn to Silver—he’s a brick ]

Read thg o FRIEND ik

-

And with an angry snort Bocus Blll-

ARADCAEY. B | to imply
~voice was- ve,-ry* q-‘uietyl

1 and sce. the horses.

Boys of Britain, keen and cleves;
Rally round with strong endeavour |
Buy the best~—and buy it ever ! '

There was a breathleqs pause in the. '

school-room. -

Black Sally’s surprlsed fa.ce appeafed’

in the doorway.
“Well, what is it?” rapp ed out Miss

Meadnws in whose cheeks there showed a

spot of red, indicative of tising terper.
tew’leman to see Mass’ Richardge—e”

There was a buzz in thie class. :

“ls it the same man?* asked Miss
Mmdows _

“No, missy. This Mass’ Barker of
Cedar Camp,”. answered Black Sally.

“Here he comes!” murmured Chunky
Todgers.

A tall, angular man, with a “lantern ”
jaw and goatee beard, appeared be-
hind the negress in the doorway

He raised his hat to Miss Meadows.

“I caleulate I've looked in at the

‘wrong moment, ma’am,” he said politely.

“You cbrtamly have, Mr. Barl{er'” re-
plied Miss Meadows tartly.

“There wasn’t any
see. Perhaps you’ll let Richards Btep out
a minute to look at the horses, seeing

that 1've brought them from Cedar
Cﬁ-mp N . :

“Richards!” Lexclmmed Miss - Meadaws {

angrily. “This passes all patience!”
Frank wondered whether he was dreama

The visit of Bocus Bill from Thompson
was inexplicable, and here was another

| m?in from Cedar Camp with horses to |
| se |

“¥ranky, you jay!” murmured Chunky
Todgers. “You shouldn’t play tricks like
this in lesson-time! You’'ll get scalped!”

“I-~I haven’t!” stammered Frank |

“What’s the galoot come for, then?”

“(Goodness knows!”

Chiunky Todgers closed one eye seeptic-
1 ally. It was clﬁu' that the fat youth

believed that this invasion of horse:
dealers was some stunt planned by Frank
to interrupt lessoms.
It was pretty clear,
Meadows shared that opinton now.

Her eyes, usually kind, glittered now

as they were fixed on the unfortunate
- gchoolboy.

“Well, Richards,” she said, “will you

tell ime now that you did notr ask Mr.
Barker to call?”

i FARLY certainly did not!” gasped Frank.

ing a horse!”

At that Statément the agreeable ex- |
pression faded at once from the angular |

face of Mr. Barker of Cedar Camip.
“What’s that?” he exclaimed.

“1 d:m’t want t0 buy a hmse s shouted
grank. .

yEt fu .
“ mmn what I say!"

vy
-'-lll-‘-ﬂl-n.n

“I guess  you can’t teli Whether you'
want the critter or nob titl you've seen |

it,” said My Bdrker, “unless

yout mean
do bllblIlE‘SS with.”
“1 don’t mean that. 1 immﬂ-ﬁ-ﬁ--u- -
“Your school-marm will let you step out

to say so. I'in a reasonable man. But
if you mean that my horses am’t any
good, No how-—wa-’

“I-<I don't!” gasped Frank.
tléatlf’;m not thinking of buying any horse
d d "

“Thatt won't do!” said Mr. Barker
with a disagréeable look. “I'm

here from Cedar Camnp accm‘dmg It
they don’t suit you, tell me what you

| want, and we may be able to do busi- |

ness.”
“I don’t want any horse at all!” velled
Frank, beginning to lose his tempt,r

“What the thump have you brought
I don’t want to see

them here for?
them, and 1 won’t!”
“You won’'t even step out and look at

“No, I won’t!”

“Well, T swow!” _

“Mr. Barker-——" began the worried
sciwnlmistress. - |

“Marm,” interrupted Mr. Barker, “I
ZUEES I've been made a fool of. In your
presence, marm, 1 won’t treat that
cheeky young rip as he deserves:
leave it to you, marm, to see that he’s
punished for wasting a man’s morning.
I've brought four horses here for him to

pick from, and now he tells me he never }

meant to buy a horse at all. Is that | Frank ‘angrily.

straight goods, marm?”

f L] i i : .. = ' - A

When you’ve muffed an open goal,
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When you’re fed-u <

, heart and soul—

ead the “ FRIEND **1

“When you travel bv the train
Stick to A'NSWERS might and main,”
Yes! But when yvou’re home again-—

Read the * FRIEND ot

Martin Clifford, Duncan Storm,
Shower adventures in a swarm !
Owen Conquest is in form !

Read the “ FRIEND ”!

Let your Easter holidays
| Be sublime and jolly dava ¢
Dciwn with melancholv days!

Read the “ FRIEN'D i !

Rea.d the N FRIEND ")

l'

. Pprice |

hour speclﬂed you |

too, that Miss

- Riehards,

. Why, }ou haven’t seen tht, crltters |

that I ain’t the galoot you can .' for once she did not spare the rod.

If you've got any-
thing agin ‘my horses; yow’ll only have

“I mean |

ofen t(}_'
do a trade, and I've brought the c¢ritters

but I |}

' soothingly.

Meadows for ‘believing him.
~to.think he was teiling the truth., But be
“wasn't, all the same. It’s some sort of a

| trmkmsomehody must have been using n Y
“name witbout wy knowledge.”

| Bob thoughtfully.
“Bird eould play that game.

% | tell hes, and I dont see how he could
& | have used your name without deing that.» .

€1 geb madwas a hornet.”
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“Did Richards actually- say ‘that Ile

wished to buy a horse?” exclaimed Miss
Meadows, KA
he did!”

“Uertainly '

“l didn’t!” roared Frank Rlchards.

“Mr:. Barker's statement is prliut
Richards. I ¢an only conclude that: you
have been playing a foolish and incon-
giderate drick!” said Miss Meadows

sternly. | |
‘But I haven't! I-—" stuttered
Barkef

Frank |
“You may rest assured, Mr.

that Richards will be pubished for hawnﬂ

wasted your time in this manner.”

“Yery well, marm, 1 leave it in y‘our
hands,” said Mr. Barker. * Sorry to hzwe'
interrupted, marm.” .

And Mr. Barker, with an angry and
disdainful glare. at Frank Richards,
tramped out of the school-room.

He was jingling away with his horses
in a few minttes.

d Itilr{iss Meadows took a cane fmm her
es .
“Richards! Come here!” '
Frank Richards went alowly out before

the class. -

Hig cheeks were burmng

It was impossible for Miss Meadows to

| doubt the plain statement made by Mr.
{ Barker, and it followed that sghe bﬂuld
ot credit Frank's

dental.
Her eyes were fixed sternly on Frank’ ]

crimson, troubled face.

- “Richards, it is clear to me that yml

- have played a foolish trick,” she said, “I
- presume that your object was to inter-
{ rupt lessons here.

_ _ You have wasted the
time of two men who have come a cons

- siderable distance, in the belief that you
wished to purchase their horses. |

I have
no alternative, Richards, but to pumsh'

- you severely.”

“I—I1 haven't—-—"
“You do not deny Mr. Barker’s sta’oe-'

‘ment?” exclaimed the schoolmistress
angrily;_ .
*Yes, I do,” answered . Frank. “I

never asked him, or anybody e¢lse, to sell
nme'a horge.”

“You can hardly expect me to believe,
that Mr. Bark&r has broug ht. |

" his horses here from Cedar Camp and made
i a false statement for no reason what-
, . evern®

“1 haven’t the remotest intention of buy-

Frank Richards was silent. '

There was simply nothing to say to
that; .and Frank. almost wondered
whethcr in a moment of mental aberra-
tion, “he might - have: asked the horse-

~dealers to bring their “ critters » to Cedar

Creek,

“H{}ld out your hand, ]{.if,lmrdsl”

- But—but, Miss Meadowg——

“That will do! 1101{1 out your hand at
once ! 3

Swish, swish, swigh, swish! 4 |

It was but seldom that Miss Mﬁadows
administered severe punishinent; but she
felt that this was an occaston for it, and

Frank Richards was squeezing his hands

b dismally as he went back to his place.

During the remainder of morning
lessons he was chiefly occupied in rubbing
his hands and wondering whether any
mote horse-dealers would arrive at the
school with a string of “ecritters ? to sely,

Fortunately there were none, and morn-
ing  lessons . finished without further
interruption, |

The 3rd Chapter. ._
A Little Hasty. Pk %
“ Frank, you asg—-—? |
“Franky, you jay!» *
Vere Beauelere and Bob LdWlE‘bb bp(}kﬁ
simultaneously as the Cedar Creek fellows

came out of the lumber school after
morning lessons.

“ Of all the duffers!” said Chunky
Todgers. “ What did you expect, lilch,.;rd:s,

| aﬁer playing a trick like that ?»

“ Peskiest silly stunt I ever heard c}i”’
I‘eumt‘kﬂd Khen Hacke.

“ Velee funneé!” murmured ‘ken Chin.
“Vellee funnee jokee, and vellee funnee-
Flanky getee stickee! O, ym?”

Frank looked rtound at "~ his grinning

- schoolfellows.

He was not in a pleasant mood. -
“You silly asses!” he said hotly. T

don’t know what it Imeans, any more than

you do!”

“Oh, draw .it m:ld, you know”’ mhr-
mured Tom Lawrence.

“If you can't take my word—->. began

murmured. Bob Lawlegs
“1f you say you don't kunow
what it means—seriously———>

“Well, 1 do!” snapped Frank.

“Then why did Bocus Bill bripg bLis
horges here 27 '-

“Blessed if I know !?

“And why did Mr.
frem Cedar Camp??

“I don’t know, I tell you!”

“« You never asked either of them about

“Go easy!?

Barker come here

‘buying a borse?” inquired Vere Beauclere.

“ Never!”
“Mr. Barker said you dld ” remarked

- Dawson,

~“He's making some idiotic mistake,”
answered IFrank. <1 don’t blame Miss
He seemerl

(4 Phew L b

“ Anyhow, I don’t know anything about
it!”? growled Frank. “It’'s a trlckﬁ—per-

P | haps a stunt of some of the Hillerest
& fellows.

I don’t know.”

I suppose that's possible,” said
“But 1 don’t see how
He wouldn’i

“ Well,

«More likely Kern Gunten than Dicky

# | Bird,” remarkéd Beauclere. “He wounldn't
- mmd a lie or tw@

And he's J:att about
that spoof gﬂld .mine: bizney, too. ol
St ell if you're telling the frozen truth.

& | Richards, it’s hard nuts on you,” gaid
# § Eben Hacke.
, § more horse-dealers come along here with

“T'm sorry for you if any
a string of critters. Miss Mﬁadﬁws will

Frank Richards and bis chums sti aﬂa&
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swered Bird.

would really

~erumbs !
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in the playground discussing the remark-
able happenings of the morning. They
were interrupted by a yell from Chunky
Todgers: ¥
“Ha, ha! You'ré wanted, Richards!”
¥rank looked round.
¢ “ Dieky Bird!” he exelaimed.
“Now we'll see whether it’s a Hillerest

Atunt!” murmured Bob Lawless. |
Dicky Bird, of Hillcrest School, was
gates, mounted on his |

trotting in at the
pony and leading a spare pony.
It was s0 remarkable for Dicky to pay a

wisib. to Cedar Creek, leading a spare

steed, that the Cedar Creek fellows jumped

40 the conclusion at once that he had a

horse to sell, and there was a general
shout for Frank Richards.

Dicky Bird nodded cheerily to Frank
Richards & (0., seewmingly surprised by
the laughter round him.

“I reckoned I'd trot over, Richards,”
he remarked.

“Ha, ha!” roared Bob. “¥Yes, there's
been two before you, Picky! But it’'s all
right ; I'ranky hasn’t bought a horse yet |

“Ha, ha, ba!?»

“Good !” said Dicky Bird. “My poppa

has this pony to sell, Richards, and as

you want one, I've trotted him over for
you to see.”

Frank Richards looked at him grimly.
- He bad no doubt now that the whole
aftair was a Hillerest stunt, of which he

~‘had been the victim.
L “8So you've come to sell me a horse?”
he asked.

“Yep; if you want to buy one,” an-
how, and make an offer for me to tell
poppa. It's a good pony.” |

. “You're rather funny merchants at Hill-
crest,” remarked Frank. “1I dare say this
is a funny stunt, Bird; but you should

have been funuy: from a distance, It
have been better for  you,

old seout!” ,

“] don’t quite see——? |

“I'll make you see!” answered Frank.

He made a rush at Dicky Bird, grasped
himm by the leg, and had him out.of the
saddle in a twinkling. - |

Picky Bird roated as he came down :

“ Yoooop !” _

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Bob. “Roll him
in the snow !”

“Collar him!»
“Yarooh! Help!
Groogh !” spluttered Dicky Bird.

Half a
Hillerest fellow, and he was rushed along,
struggling unavailingly.

Inside the school fenee there was a thick |

bank of snow, left from the late fall,
which had not yet melted.

Dicky Bird, struggling and spluttering, :

was pitched bhodily into it.

-He aliost disappeared in the snow, amid |
~yells  of laughter from the Cedar Creek | |

fellows. |

As he struggled in the snow the laugh-
ing schoolboys heaped it on him, and
Dicky Bird plunged blindly amid a whirl
of flakes.

“Let up!” he howled. Oh,
What’s the row? Let
up ! JI'ny
Yoooop !”

-+ “Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bless my soul! What is the matter
here?? exclaimed Mr. Slimmey, the junior
master, hurrying to the spot. :

“Only a Hillecrest jay, sir!” said Bob
Lawless cheerily. “ He came here to be
funny, so we're giving him some fun!”

“Ha, ha, natl? . . kG

“ Yurrrrgghhh !” came from Dicky Bird,
as he sat up in 1he sgnow, gasping and
“ Let llp:
Oh, deag!® .

“Yaroooh !
Let up!

3[-1111tt§31'ing.
you silly idiots? :

“Stop rthis at oncel” exclaimed
wlimmey. "
. The grinning schoolboys were willing to
stop; even Frank Richards thought that

the Hillerester had had enough.

Mr. Slimmey gave Bird a band to help
him out of the snow-hank, and the unfor-

- tunate yonth wriggled out, spluttering.

“Now, Bird-—" began Mr. Slimmey.

ks “I gUEhb thi?}-"l‘e ;l” g()“tﬁ Inad !‘.I‘l gme{l
“1 came here to sell ¥rank |

Dicky Bird.
Richards a horse—

“What ?” shouted Mr. Slimmey.

S And - googh ! «~uand they <= yow-ow-
Dw____i.'l

4 You shouldn't be so funny, Dicky!”

jay!” roared Dicky Bird
wrathfullv., “ What is there funny about
selling a horse? If Richards don’t want
to buy a horse he can gay 8o, | suppose?”

“ Bless my soul!” said Mr, Slimmey,
“«This iy very odd! Did Richards say he
wished to purchase a horse, Bird?”

« Of course he did!” gasped Dicky Bird,
“1 guess I shouldn’t trot the critter here
for nothing, should 177 _

« T npever said anything of the kind!”
shouted Frank Richards,

“« You did !” yelled Dicky Bird.

“ T didn’t !1»

“7 tell you you did!” _

Frank Richards stared at him.

It dawned upon him that this was not
a “stunt,” se far as the unfortunate
Dicky Bird was concerned: he had comeo
in all seriousness to sell ¥rank Richards
2. horse, as Bocus Bill and Mr. Barker
had come. _ ¢ - ' :
“The Cedar Creek fellows had been, in
%cii a little hasty in dealing with poor

icky. |
| Mr}: Slimmey looked sternly at Frank.
“You must €Xx-

usa-id Bobh Lawless, chuckling.

“You silly

,-“Richards!” he said.
plain this.” :

“I don’t understand it at all, sir!”
stammered Frank.

1 was sleep-walking when I did i6.”
“Bird, Richards told your——"
“Not me personally, of ecourse,” said

Dicky Bird. “L saw 'the notice he

up in Gunten’s Store at Thompson.”

#What?” howled Frank. _
“Perhaps you were sleep-walking when

you (id that!” booted Dicky Bird, goug-

ing snow out of bis hair and bis ears.
“Fl—I never did!”

- *“Gammon

Published
~EBvery Monday

| | “ Anybody else got in first ? |
L couldn't miss lessons, of course.”

“You can look at it, anys .

- he said. ‘
- paper stays there, Franky, you’ll have

Wharrer marrer? {

ozen+ hands were laid on the §

smuin - smum - smothered!

What have 1 done,
Mr. |

~“1 certainly never
told Bird I wanted to buy a horse, unless |

put

- Meadows!” growled Irank.

gasped Frank,
“If there’s a wotice up in thé store, I |
.,ne‘:f;r;tknew it—and I bad nothing to do
with it.”

“It’'s  true,. you silly ass!” howled | Bob.

Frank.
iv's. a
rotter!

“I understand now.: 1 suppose
joke of
What are you cackling .at, Bob,

you chump?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob.
And even  the grave DMr.

bitnted Slimmey
rinned.

The 4th Chapter.
Called to Account.
Frank Richards did not join in the
general chortle.
He wias exadporated.
All was clear now as to the mysterious

visits of the horse-dealers.

It was not surprising that Beocus Bill
and Mr. Barker had supposed that Framk
Richards wanted to buy a horse, if there

- wag suchh a notice up in the store at

Thompson. :
It was common enough for a notice to

be put up in the store by any man who j

had something to sell of wanted to buy
some article. If a ¢itizen of Thompson
wanted a fiddie, or wanteéed to sell a
sleigh, he would notify the fact to bhis
fellow-townsnien by meéans of a notice
stuek up by the stove at Gunten’s Store.

If Frank Richards had, indeed, wished
to buy a horse, it was quite probable
that he would have called at the store

- with suc¢h a notice; to be pinned up near

the big stove and read by all Thompson.

Such a notice was undeubtedly there,
though Frank Richards knew nothing of
his name being appended to it.

“It’s Gunten, of c¢ourse!” he muttered
to the chuckling Bob. *“Dicky Bird took
it for genuine, so it’s not his stunt.”

Bob Lawless nodded.

“1 guess it’s quite bright for Gunten,”
“What a stunt! Why, if that

all the horse-dealers in the valley calling
on you one after another.”
“And leading strings of horses for you

{ to select from!” chuckled Vere Beaueclere.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It is evidently a foolish
Mr. Slimmey, smiling. “You had better
call at the store as soon as possible,
Richards, and have
down, as it is not genuine.”

4

ROUGH ON DICKY BIRD!

“T will, sir,” said Frank, |

Mr. Slimmey walked away, still smiling.
Dicky Rird was grinning now, ifi spite
of the snow.

“1 suppose it’'s a Jjoke on you,
Richards,” he said. “But you can't
blame a galoot for thinking you wanted
a horse, when it’s there in black and
white. I guess you might have let me
explain before you bundled me into the
snow, though.” --

“You can reckon that we take that
back,” said Bob, laughing.

Dicky Bird grunted.

“Give a chap time 1o speak, next
tirne,” he said. “I’'ve brought that
blegsed pony over here for nothing, any-
how. Sure vou don’'t want to buy a
pony, Richards?” L

“Quite, thanks!” said ¥Frank. “What 1
specially want  just now 18 to see Kern
Gunten.” s b : _

He hurried away to the corral for his
horse.

His chums led out their steeds at the
same time, for a ride to Thompson.

It was necessary to get the notice
taken down as quickly as possible, if
Frank was not to receive visitors that

“afternoon, with strings of horses for sale.
Dicky Bird was still cleaning off snow |
when the three chums rode out at the
~8chool gates.

“Pon’tt «quite  slaughter

swiftly along 1he trail to Thompson,

“It’s rather a good joke, in a way.”
| irom Miss |

T It*s gﬂt moe <o lick Lng

“Never mind: Slimmmey will tell her,

-and she will know that you didn’t de- |

serve it,”
“That doesn’t make my hands feel any

* better, fathead!” .
L' “Nope; I suppose it docsn't;” adnitied

Gunten’s—the cheeky

- thunderous
joke!” said |

the notice taken

sunten,

Franky,” said Bob Lawless, as théy rode handwriting; but that, of ¢ourse, méail

‘no diffcrence, as his “fst” was not knowu

“But think how much worse it
would have been if Bocus Bill had got at

you with that big whip!”

“Brerer-r-r!” was Frank’s reply.

But bhe recovered his good-humour
during ‘the ride, and was no longer
in a slaughterous mood wlien  the
chums ftrotted into Main Street at
Thompson.

OQutside Gunten’'s Store a string of
horses were tied to a post, .and Bob
uttered an exclamation as he saw them.

“Here’s one of the dealers, by gum!”
he exclaimed. *“Franky, had you better
go in? 1If it's Bocus Bill—-"

“I'm going in,” answered Frank.

“We ought to have brought a gun!l”
chuckled Bob. | |

The chums dismounted 4and tethered
their horses, and walked into the store.

Kern Gunteén was there, sitting on the
counter, being home for dinnér from
Hillerest Sechool.

He was talking to a powerfully<built

man, whom the chums recognised at once §

as Bocus Bill. |

The horse-dealer had a big whip tucked
under his arm, and the tone of his voice
as he gpoke showed that heé was in a
wrathful miood. ‘

“Moseying around all morning!” he was
saying. *“Wasting time! Turning up his
nose at my eritters, by Jerusalem, with-
out even looking at them! If it hadn’t
been for the schoolmarm, I'd have lar-
ruped him. You believe me!”

“Like his cheek, I guess!” said Gunten.
“He doesn’t seem to know his own
mind.”

“By gum, I'll arn him to know his
own mind, whén I come across him!” said
Bocus Bill emphatically. “Moseying
around with a string of hosses all the
morning-——" -

Gunten started as he caught sight of
the Cedar Creek chums coming in.

Bocus Bill followed his g¢lance: and a

$ expression came wupon his
bronzed face at the sight of Frank

Richards..
He strode towards the three schoolboys,
letting the big whip slide down into his
hand.
“By thunder!” he exclaimed.

“S0 here
you are!”

:}él_lﬁ up that notice, you see, Mr. Bocus
1 i

“Oh, come off!” answered the horse-
dealer. “Own wup that you did it for a
fool joke, to waste people’s time!”

“But I did not!”

“I guess it's your name, ain’'t it?”

“It’s my name, but not my writing!”

“I1 guess I don't know nothing about
that; but I know I'm going to take it out
of your hide, or else sell you a horse!”
declared Bocus Bill.

“You'’re going to do neither,” answered
Frank Richards quietly. “Keep that

whip away, pleage. I've come here to see |

the fellow who put up that notice in my
name—you, Kern Gunten!”

Gunten shrugged his shoulders.

“What a yarn!” he said.

“Do you deny it?” exclaimed Frank
hotly. ,

The Swiss cast a rather uneasy glance

- at Bocus Bill.

He did not care about admitting the
facts in the pregénce of that truculent
gentleman; the big whip looked too
dangerous. ' -

“1 guess 1 don’t know anything about |

it,” he answered.

“Did you gee me put up the notice,
then?” asked Frank disdainfully. -

“I found it there, and supposed you
had put it up,” said Gunten.  “1 often
find notices put up, without seeing it
done.”

“Look here, that chicken won't fight,”
sald Bocus Bill, “You e¢an’t get out of
a hiding so easy as that, young feller-me-
lad! Moseying around all morning, by
gum! You're going te get it, hot!”

And he strode at Frank, grasping the

- wWhip.

The next moment he stumbled over Bob
Lawless' foot, and as he staggered he was
grasped by two pairs of hands, and went
down ou the floor with a terrific crash.

“Yarooh! Let up!” he roared.

“Sit on him!” gasped Bob.

Bocus Bill stryggled furiously.

But he was downed, and Frank Richards
rant to the aid of his chums.  Burly as
the horse-dealer was, the three sturdy
schoolboyg were too much for him, and
he was pinned to the floor.
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Frank Riochards made a rush at Dicky Bird, grasped him by the leg,

and had him out of the saddle in a twinkling.

he came down: ¢ Yooop !

Gunten grinned.
for a moment, and had made a step
towards the parlour door; but now he
stayed. It looked as ii Frank Richards
had walked into trouble, and . Gunten was
prepared to enjoy it.

“You young varmint!”
Bill, shaking his whip at Frank.
don’t want to buy a horse—eh?”

“No!” said Frank.

“You want a lambasting-—eh?”

“T'hanks, no!” |

“Look ot that!” roared the angry
horse-dealer, pointing with his whip at
a puper pinned up near the stove, “You
put that up, and then jou say you don’t
want to buy a horse, arter a man mosey-
ing around all morning!” 144

Frank Richards looked at the paper,
It ran, in large, scrawling letters:

“WANTED TO BUY!
A GOOD HORSE.
Price no obiect, for o good animal.

Call on ¥rank - Richards, Cedar Creek
School, any time.”

roared Bocus,
“You

That was the anuouncemett that had
brought' Bocus Bill to Cedar Creek, and
after him Mr, Barker and Dicky Rird.. .

The paper was 1ot in Frank Rickards

in Thompson,
“You see that therc!”™ hooted Bocus
Bill. ;
YT see it,” answered ¥Tranplk,
- “What does it mean, if you don’'t want
to buy a horse?’ demanded the dealer,
taking a firm grasp on his big whip.
“That's what I've come here to find

He had looked alarmed?

~out,” answered ¥rank Richards. -1 never

Dicky Bird roared as

Gunten looked on, breathless.. The
affalr was taking a turn he did not like,

“Let up!” bellowed Bocus Bill. “My
e¢ye! Oh, gum! T1’ll hide you all round!
Let up, I keep on telling yer!”

“You're ‘safer there, old scout!”
answered Bob Lawless.., “Don’t wriggle
0 much, or I shall sit oh your head!”

“By thunder, 1'll—I'll-—"

“Pin him!” »

“Yoop! By thunder! I
scalp you!” roared Bocus Bill.

A crowd was gathering in the doorway
0f the store, much entertained by the
scene within.

From the back room,” Old Man Gunten
came striding into the store, his fat face

guess I'll

- red with wrath.

mtended.

“What does this mean?” he shouted.
“How dare-you kick up a shindy in my
stme;f You young rascals! Stop this at
once!”

“Gan’'t be did, Mr. Guuten,” apswered
Bob Lawless,
path, and we’ve got to hold bhim!”

“Let up!” yelled Bocus Bill. “Yaroop!
Gerrofi my head! T’ll limb yer!”

“Stop this shindy at ounce!” shouted the
storekeeper angrily. “Kern, fefch me my
:stic--'l;r to' lay round these young rascals!”

.t - t‘:p,!j

Gunten rushed into the back room, and
returned with & big stick, which he
llanded o his father, A burly ranchs
man detaehed himsell {rom the grinning
crowd “in the doorway and strolled into
the storg. 1t wias Billy Cook, the {oremun
of the Lawléss Ranch, :

“Go easy, boss!” said the, T'allﬁhman;',

pushing the fat storekeeper back. . .
“Let ‘me pasge—~"" -

- “Go easy, I tell you!” answered Billy

Cook. And bhe gave Old Man Gunten

another shove, perhaps harder than he

_ and the fat Swiss sat down

with & -beavy bump and a howl,

v Price
Three Ha;l-t‘pom:a

| Gunten.” .

- ranchnian.

“The galoot’s on the war- |

T he S5th Chapter.
f Right at Last!
“YOWI y : .~' !_ | e )
~ ‘“Easy does it,” said Billy Cook sooth-
ingly. “Let’s hear what’s the row; Mr.

“You—you-—you-—"  gpluttered the
storekeeper. S '

“Yes, yeés; that's all right,” said the
“Never mind letting off steam
now. What's the row, Bob Lawless?”

“Look at that notice by the stove.,”
answered Bob. “This galoot wants to
pitch into Franky, for fooling him about
buying a horse.” '
B_'l‘ll’fm going to skin him!” roared Bocus

il1.

- The ranchman glanced at the paper.

“Waal, what did Frank put that up
for, if he don’t want to buy a horse?” he
inquired. |

“1 didn't!” gasped Frapk. *“Somebody
put it up in my name, to start silly
idiots bringing me horses to sell!”

“Gammon!” bellowed Bocus Bill.
goin’-—-" . ‘

“Tain’t Frank’'s handwriting,” com-
mented Billy Cook, inspecting the paper
closely. “You know anything about this,
Mr. Gunten?” FA

Mr. Gunten snortedw

“Eh? Yes. My son put that there,”
ne answered. ‘“He was asked to do so
by Richards, I suppose.”

Kern Gunten’s jaw dropped.

He made a retrograde movement
towards the back room, but Billy Cook

ki I ‘I,ll

~strode forward and caught him by the

collar.

“Not so fast,” remarked the big cattle-
man. “We’ll hear what you've got to
say first about this hyer.”

“Let me go!” panted Gunten.

“Put it up; did he?” howled Bocus Bill.
“Young Gunten put that paper up, did
he, boss?” | '

“Yes!” snapped Mr. Gunten, quite uns
aware of the fact that he was giving away
the falsehoods Gunten had uttered a few
minutes before. “I suppose Richards
asked him to0.” |

“1 never asked him,” shouted Frank:
“and he’s just denied that he even saw
it put up! He said he found it therc,
and supposed I'd put it up.” | _

Mr. Gunten glanced at his son, puzzled,
as the Swiss schoolboy wriggled in Billy
Cook’s strong grasp.

“What does this mean, Kern?” he.

asked. |

“l=-J=J—" gtammered Gunten. |

“What does it matter, anyway?” weny
on the storekeeper.

There was a roar from Boeus Bill.

The chums of Cedar Creek released the
horse-dealer now ; his wrath was no longer
directed against Frank Richards.

“Matter!” he roared. “It matters this
hyer, Uld Man Gunten—that 1've been
moseying around all morning with hosses °
to sell, wasting time, and nearly hiding
young Richards for wnothing! That's
what it matters!” |

“What nonsense! Why did you put up
the paper, Kern. if Richards did not ask
you?” exclaimed the storekeeper angrily.

"t—it was only a joke on Richards!”
gasped Gunten. realising that = further
fillfa‘t;hOUdS were useless, “Only a  joke

“You young fool!” snapped the store-
keeper. “What do you play such jokes
for? However, there is no harm done.”

sSnort from Bocus Bill!

“No harm done! Hyer's a man mosey-
ing around all the morning with a string
of critters to sell, wasting time, aml
nearly hiding the wrong galoot for play-
ing him tricks! No harm done! 1 reckon
there’s going to be some harm done, boss,
and I'm going to do it!”

And he grabbed up his whip and
started towards Kerix Gunten.

. Billy Cook released the Swisse school-
oy.

“Vamoose!” hie said briefly.

Gunten did not need
“vamoose.’

He jumped away as Billy Cook released
him, and dashed for the parlour door:
but the horse-dealer headed him oftf, and
his whip curled round Gunten’s legs.

Lash, lash, lash!

“Yarooooh ! |

There was a fearful howl from the
SWIsS.

“Stop!” shouted Mr. Gunten.

“1I guess not!” answered Bocus Bill, and
he lashed away, Gunten @&odging wildly
round the store to escape.

Lash, lash! . i
Kern Gunten hopped, and dodged, and
yelled, and leaped, and ran. He seemed
tO be performing weird gymnastics in his
frantic efforts to escape the lashes of
the long whip.

The thrashing had come home to the
right party at last; and it was being well
laid on.

“1I guess you won't fool a galoot again
n a hurry!” grunted Bocus Bill, “Take
that! T guess you'll think twice next
time! Take that!”

“Yaroooh! Help!”

“And that—and that!”

hern Gunten made a wild break for the
doorway. The yelling crowd opened for
him to pass, and he sped into the street.
Bocus Bill dashed on his track, the leng
whip still lashing; and Gunten's wild
yells and the horse«lealer’s heavy foot-
steps died away up Main Street, Bob
Lawless wiped his eyes.

“Oh, gum! Gunten’s little joke is
fupnier than he ever supposed it would
be!” he gasped. He jerked down the
notice trom the wall. “Time we got off.
Ha, ha, ha!”

And Frank Richards & Co. chortled as

telling ta

- they rode away irom Cedar Creek, to the

accompaniment ¢f - wild yells from the
distance, where kern Gunten was still

. dedging the horse-dealer’s whip.
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, IR R m——— RN I G B RO . weCave,  Arty! o He's' gobiha knife sy
| screanied -Dick., | B NS '*
| The man who had burst out of the-~
flames ran like a. Malay running amok, He:
was mad with terror and rage, . /s 0
Up went his knife as he raced at Arty. = "
Lal clasped his hands and cut-a double- .
shuffle in an agony of apprehension.’ e
“Ho, jiminy!” he. gasped. “This bad
man has intents to inflict grievous bodily
hurts! Sock him, Artee!? gl '
ducked as the maddened bandit’s

B

. smash or

“Lal has sure slid through to Australia!”

A SPLENDID NEW
 ADVENTURE SERIAL
' - - BY - - .
AN STORNM.
' FOR NEW READERS.
‘The astounding news that the KAISER
has escaped in a super-U-boat reaches

CY SPRAGUE, the famous American
detective, and | '

CAPTAIN HANBYMAN, . who resolves
to go in search of the arch-villain and
bring him to justice. |

THE KAISER! |

They leave the London docks  in a |

vessel called the South Star, taking with
them 'a merry band of boys, chief
amongst whom are DICK DORRING-
LYON, CHIP PRODGERS, ARTY DOVE,

SKELETON, PORKIS, and PONGO
WALKER. = - |
LAL TATA, a cheery Hinda, and

TOOKUM EL KOOS, a native wrestler,
are ‘also amongst the party, as well as

‘the boys’ pets, CECIL, the orang-outang,

(Iili?RAGE,, the goat, and GUS, the croco-
le. ' | -

1t has already been described how
Captam_' Handyman diseovered a large
submarine base belonging to the Kaiser,
and blew it up. The Kaiser, however,
had got away on a super-U-boat.

Later the ‘boys captured Baron
von Slyden, one of the Kaiser's agents.
Captain Handyman told the boys to take
Slyden 'in hand, and they dressed. him in
Etons and forced him to do ordinary
school work with them. An expedition
15 organised to the Peak of Tenerifte,
where sundry adventures befall the party.
Skeleton ' brings them down the snow-
covered - slopes of

somersault at the bottom. The whole
party is- flung- out into the deep snow,
from which they painfully extricate them-
selves—except . Lal Tata. - The cheery
Hindu ‘has completely disappeared!

. . (Read on trom here,)

w'Fhe Last of the Bandits,

I'bere 'was no doubt ‘about it. ‘Mr. Lal
Tata had disappeared into that  vast
moraine of soggy, half-melted snow as
though he had fallen through ‘into the
bowels of the earth. ' Al |
In vain the boys shouted.  They re-
celved no answer, save from echoes of the
Peak. | |

‘The Kroo boys canié running up. .
. "Bress ma soul!” said Maintop, laugh-
Ing, as* niggers always will laugh, at a
| r a. street accident or a dog-
fight. © “We did t’ink dat you young
gen‘lemens go to glory dat time!”
“One of ‘us has gone!” replied - Pongo
ruefully. “We can’t find Mr. Lal Tata
anywhere, . He  went up all right with
the sledge, and we saw him flying through
the "air, like a' black angel without any
planes. But he hit the ice-cream; he
just vanished, like a puff of smoke.”
“’Specs he 'am tumble down one ob
dese holes!” ‘said Maintop, pointing to
the numerous potholes in the snow-bank,
that twisted down through the snow like
so many huge rabbit-runs.

“Look!” Teplied -Maintop suddenly.

~ “Mister Goat him smell Mr. Lal Tata !”

And, sure enough, old Horace was be-
ginning to cast backwards and forewards
like a fox-terrier after a rat, snuffiing and
switching his tail to and fro as he ‘edged

~ irom pothole to pothole that bored down
‘into the blue ice

which' underlay the
snow. | ' v M |

At last Horace stopped at. a pothole
which drove down like a 'deep mine-shaft
into the heart of the hill. -

He lifted his head and bleated.

“Maw !”. bleated Horace, as much as to
say, “I’'ve found him!” | i

And Horace was. beginning to paw,
about to descend into the hole, when
Maintop seized him and roped one of théir
climbing-ropes about his chest, making it
fast . with many cunning sailor-knots.

“No, mistah goat!” said he.
not-'go down into dat' hole until we tie
string to you to pull you out again, or
you -get los’, like Moses. in de bul-
rushers !” o

There was ‘no doubt that Horace had
scented the missing Lal. ‘Away he went,
crawling down, the deeply-sloping tunnel
into the snow and ice, keeping his feet
in a most astonishing manner, and giving
a bleat at intervals, as though he were

calling to Lal. ‘_

The boys standing round the hole paid
the rope out. It was a fine climbing-rope
of -good pliable manila, with: a core of
steel wire, good enough to hold a couple
of tons. id |

Bit by bit it disappeared in the hole.

Down - below Horace was working like a

ferret in a rabbit-run, for out of the shaft,
by - which he had descended branched all

~sorts of byways, caused by the erratic

aelting of the snow.
It was a regular labyrinth of passages:

~But Horace never took the wrong turn-

ing.« A

Up above; the boys paid out the rope,
till a hundred feet had gone down the
shaft. Then Maintop spliced on a hun-
gred feet more.  This, too, started t6

pay out into. the hole, till it seemed . to
/ t}}w boys watching that it would . never
rl 8 Gp, 7 | AETARY

“Crikey!” groaned Porkis. “Poor old

~But presently the rope stopped.

_ - the Peak at terrific
speed on a toboggan, which turns a flying

“You do

4 to that " slope! ~

venture, rubbed hi |
.examined the 'seat of his baggy trousers,

A HAMMER-BLOW !

They put their ears to the mouth of

the tunnel, and, floating up, faint as the

sound of a distant - phonograph, they
heard ' Horace's distant = bleat, - accom-
panied by a 'shout from:Eal. -, = &+ .

Then the rope slackened and  jerked
three -times, a . sure sign that Lal was
now, at' the other end*of it.-« w47 %A

‘I'he boys gave a cheer, and started t
haul the repe home.. Bit: by bit they
pulled it'up, not tightening it too much,
and foot by foot the ‘rope came home,
till at’ last there were only fifty feet of
It in the tunnel. TEN £

“Are- you: there, sir?” shouteds Chip.

And Lal’s voice rose out of the tunnel.

“Keep little pull on the rope, . boys!”
sald- he. “This splendid goat has found
me lost in’ tombs of ice. He is some ' St.
Bernard ‘goat! We -ascend. Excelsior!”:

“Maw !” echoed Horace. 4 A

The boys cheered again’ and hauled on
the!tope: it § -

Presently  Horace's head came . into
sight. Lal was. hanging round his neck
like 2 half-drowned sailor. And thére he
clung till .both were hauled out into the
open, and. Horace, getting fed-up with
Lal’s embrace. shook him off and gave
him a {riendly butt, as much as to say,
“There you -are,’my lad, .you are safe
ROW:IP i L AR - e

“Are you hurt, sir?” asked the boys in
chorus. | st ey AP (

Lal, who seemed bewildered by his ad-

his - head, and .then

L

which was torn to ribands. .
“No, ‘boys!” 'said he. I don’t think
I have ‘sustained mortal injuries. But 1
have severely ‘worn out pants . sliding
down those vast tunnels.
hole, and :before .1
Robinsons’ 1 had

could utter .‘ Jack
descended with im-

mense speed.’into interior of ice caverns. '

When 1 recovered senses I attempted to
find my way out. But that place below
18 like underground Tubes at” Piccadilly
Circuses,  and: most bewildering. I was
lost :like . “ Infants .in: the Forest.’. What
you call him—* Kids'in the Timber ’?"
. . Babes in the Wood,’ you mean, sir!”

said Chip. . :
“Oh, ah, yess! 1 was lost like .‘ Babies

in Woods,” and I was beginning to bewail

my great loss, and “never. expecting 'to
see. sunshine again, when this magnificent,
goat-fellow came crawling through ice-
passage, and attracted my attention by
eating my turban.” Then I clung to his
necks, an’ together we ascended to ‘upper
worlds’ once more.” | ,

“You said that™ Horace ought to be
spifflicated - half 'an *hour ago, sir!”  said
Pongo, rather reproachfully. =~ |

“1 take 1t back!” said Lal promptly.
“Horace is some splendid fellow.  He

~shall have medal of Royal Humane  Socie-

vies. . The - sped arrow and the spoken
word can never be recalled, says the wise
Sultan Saadi. But when. we get off this
terriblesome. mountain' I' shall give great

treats to Horace. I will buy him huge §

bananas and all the latest' six-bob’'novels
to eat!” 't L - * -

Horace seemed to understand that Lal
had made friends ‘with him at last, for

as they made their way across the great

sea of pumice and lava that lay at the
foot of  the cone of the' Peak, Horace

trotted behind Lal _like Mary’s little

lamb.

They {found the mules: and donkeys
waiting for them, browsing patiently on
the tips of the broom, and it was not
long before the party which had de-
scended the Peak on foot came hurrying
across the pumice, full of anxiety to
miijm the result of that terrific toboggan
slide. |

“All “safe?” shouted Captain Handy-

man, as soon as they were within ear-
shot. | ,

“All 'safe, sir!” yelled Pongo.

The captain.came hurrying up.

“'Pon.-my word,” said he,  “fools . go
sliding " where. angels fear to tread. 1|
thought that it was kinhgdom come for
vour crew when you got side-tracked ‘on
You ‘could do that a

I fell’into this.

hungry for robbery. and: revenge.

dozen times and.break your necks every
time.
Get to your donkeys, lads; we must get

. bit farther downthe mountain before

the .sun sets!” " ,. o
But- before the expedition - could start
Mr. Lal Tata had to be'fixed up with a
Kilt,” which was constructed very: simply
by ' cutting ' the bottom out of a gunny
sack and tying it round his waist. = .
- It was  a glorious® afternoon as .the

mules:and donkeys carefully- picked ‘their

way * down . the .‘mountain, ~and they
reached -a camping-ground for the night,

‘which Jooked far :more -promising than
that which they had pitched the previous

night on the very: threshold of the Terror

of Teneriffe.

night, for he- was safely in. gaol at Oro-
tava. R T e Al D TN
They ‘were still,” however, close up. by
the snowline, and amongst the stones and
broom, of  which they cut 'a large stack
for their fires. | . g £ T N B |
It 'was not till after ‘supper, when they
were sitting round their camp-fires, 1ook-
Ing:at the stars, that Skeleton made the
grand ‘discovery that they could get a
grand display of bonfires or fireworks by
lighting. up the  clumps of resinous

"broom on this lonely hillside.

In this. dry - and rarefied :-.1tmos-z[§here
the ‘bushes were: like tinder.  He touched
one.small bush off 'with a match, and it

-went “fine, fiaring ' like a firework, and
going up in a puff of flame.

“Lal watched ,this proceeding with - in-
terest. He was sitting cross-legged by

‘the fire smoking his hubble-bubble pipe,

but he scrambled to bhis feet. ]
“Ha, boys!” he exclaimed. “These are

splendid conflagrations. See me! [ will

light up this great bush, and you will

“see some bonfireg!”

He snatched an ember of the burning
brushwood -from the camp-fire and ap-
proached a huge clump of broom-a couple
of -hundred yards from the tent.

[
&

. Little did " Lal dream  that hidden'in

the heart of. that.great clump of broom

lay the two escaped members of the ‘band
‘of "Juan Cabrera, the Terror-of Teneriffe!:

These two desperadoes, who had . de-

Terror, knew very well that they would
be starved out if they were-left on the
mountain alone. . -+ AL s A

They -had - watched the little party from
afar as it had descended the mountain.
Now, hidden invthe depths of ‘the dense
thicket, they  were  biding their time,

The smell of the cooking from the camp.
had .drifted -down :to.,them on the fresh
wind that wasblowing to-night; and the
lay -there and cursed these English who
had driven them out of their snug strong-
hold. | - kg Flalens ey

‘Each ruffian had his knife in his sash
and his bell-mouthed blunderbuss by his
side. PP R O A g  f 8

Not ‘that’ they intended to use their

blunderbusses. When the camp.was sound
asleep they intended to rush it. A slash
through a tent-wall, a.stab or two in the
dark, and a stampeding of the provigsion-
mules was theiriprogramme. If they couid
get hold of any money, so much the better.
- There was nothing to give them away as

-they lay in that 'great thicket of' broom.

At -that elevation the only birds 'weére ia
few-tiny canaries—not, of .the yellow sort
that we know in England, but little green
birds as tame as-a -robin. ey & Y

Nor did ‘Mr. Lal Tata dream as he
marched towards the clump of broom that
Horace, who had slid out of camp like a
shadow, "had picked up the trail of the
two malefactors, . and  silently, like u
sleutbhound, was worming his way
through the thick growth. =

Lal was followed by the boys.:

“Now, you .behold me, boys! I will
make you some. jolly flare-ups?” said Lal.
“] am‘the show-how mans!»". =
- But Lal’s torch of broom flickered and
went out before he could'reach the border
of the clump and show how it was done.
~ He blew andblew till' his’ black: face

pended = for . their® : sustenance " on the:

But all’s well that ends well.

. They had no f'theugl'lt'- .,of the Tierror'-"tlof

'l"'ﬁa ﬁian who had 'bunst out of '_.i‘.he ﬁames ran’ like
| He was mad-with terror and rage. i
a left-hander, with the force of a pile-driver behind it, caught the br

u
5
o ]
&

a Malay running amok.

Arty duokod‘ and there was a crack as

gand on the jaw.

turned ,plum colour and "his eyes starved
from his head, but the sulky broom would
not burst into flanie. 5 sl i

“My torch 1s wash-out, boys!” said he.
“And matches—they will not burn in this
wind !” | 5 |

“That's all right, sir,” said. Dick Dor-
rington. .. “1 have got the real thing here.
Here 'you are, Arty! Stand up and open
your coat and make a wind-screen.”

And l)iUk
ship’s portfire or flare, ‘fitting a fusee in
the touch-paper. : | Ly '

“That’s the stulf to give 'em!” said
Pongo approvingly: <« When the people
down town see this fiare they will think
thut the old volcano has started ‘in busi-
ness again.!». . "° - |

Dick’s match seratched on-thé-bf}x as

Arty, opening his jacket, protected him
from the wind. - RIRTE s (0
The match sputtered and caught, and
the fusee began to flutter and fizz. Then
the touch-paper.caught, and soon the bril-
liant’ white magnesium flare lit thé moun-
tain-side: with its blinding light. |
“*Now you see your old, bush go!” cried
Dick ; and he hurled the dazzling flare high
in the air. | 53,0
TI'he boys, with blinking eyes, saw it
describe 4 great are, falling into the centre
of the great clump of broom, where it
caught and glowed, dropping red fire from
its brilliant white star. N
.The Kroo boys clapped their hands, yell-

ing with delight, and started to dance

round the great clump of bushes as a

small flame showed around the white star.
Then from the middle of the clump of |
bushes there rose a crashing and a thump- '

Ing, punctuated by wild yells.
At ‘the same moment the
of bushes caught with

sparks for two hundred feet.

“Crikey !” exclaimed Porkis, as the yells:
_ bleating
could ‘be heard in‘the midst of the clump.
“There are men in there, and Horace is at

increased “and ' Horace's angry

it again!”

“We've done it this time!® groaned.
Dick, taking off his muffler. and winding ‘it
“1 wonder what you:
get for roasting a Spaniard alive? And

about his mouth.

poor old ‘Horace. too!» = *
“It was some silly,

who had suggested making “great  con-
flagrations.” | RRELGAAR i
The Kroo boys were yelling madly now.
as they 'danced round- the clump. - Hal
“ Mistah Dick! Mistah Dick!” <yelled
Maintop. ‘“Dere am mens in de burhin’.
bush! Dey will be roast like pork:chop?;
“I know they will!” replied' Dick irri-
tably. “T'd go in and getl ‘em out if we
could- find ’em. But there’s a hundred
ards of the stuft alight!” . ..

There was little smoke rolling from: the
fierce furnace, but the airabove. him was
allve  with. millions of flying, fragments,
which covered him with-a rain "of*-sparksi*
and.white ash.. - : i

"

- Arty Dove had followed him round. k
- .Behind them Lal-was dancing like a
Calcutta Highlander in his kilt of sacking,
wringing his hands’ and slapping. him&éelf’
all over as the sparks showered ‘'on him.

“Oh, crikeys!” he groaned. “We have
done' it! We have put'lids on! “We shall
he brought up for manslaughters. We
shall be put into quods for many years!
And 1 do not wish to stay on these rotten
islands!”» |

Arty had pulled off his coat and had
muffled his mouth. It ‘seemed: to him
that the yells and crashes in the burning
bushes were growing nearer. |
"~ But there- was no need for him or Diclk:
to rush into the fire. |

“Look out!” yelled Dick.
~ Arty saw in front of him a huge, gaunt
figure leaping through the flames with
blackened face and glaring eyes.

The figure burst through the brush and

made straight at him, -

produced from his pockét a

Skeleton

huge' clump
: a rush and a roar
of red flame, which shot up thirty feet in"
the - air. in .one blinding, roaring 'sheet :
which coiled and twisted and licked in the .
strong night wind, sending up clouds of :

| . foolsome 'thing to-
do!”» said ‘Mr. Lal Tata, who had appa-
rently quite forgotten  that it was ‘he,

p
y
4

He had run round to the lee of the fite,’ |

roadstead

the

Arty
knife swung high. i (e

There was a crack and a smash as
Arty's left-hander, with the force of a

- pile-driver behind it, caught the ruffian

011 the jaw.

of a boy who knows how to use‘his fists.

The singed and smouldering follower 01‘
the Terror of Teneriffe just turned head.
over heels in the air, and fell’ with a crash

to the ground, whilst his kniyfe;’f.ell tinky:

ling amongst the rocks. Ly
A moment later and there was another
burst in the flames.

sparks. |
He, too, had .a knife in his hand and

murder.in his eye. . But he never got @
chance, for on his beels came flying

Horace, black .and horrible against the

ifames, his coat singed and s_mqm]defing’j‘ ]
and his eyes gleaming like emeralds.

Bift !

Horace caught the bandit fair astern,’

A

He. shot up

from his hand, narrowly missing Lal.
- Bift! |

Horace he
descended, and sent him flying up against’
the stars, shedding sparks like a burst
squib. -

And when he came down there was no. ..
more run in him. i A il
He rushed forward to Dick’s feet, and, ' «©

throwing himself on the ground, em-

hraced the boy about the ankles, begging: i |

in profuse Spanish to be delivered froni
this wild beast. fal

“ (et away, Horace!” shouted Dick; and -
Horace backed oft, lowering his head, paw- -
ing the ground, and smelling like a burned ..

blanket. | | !
The boys threw themselves upon him:

and slapped out the sparks that were
burning in his coat. Then the two bandits, ..,
were hoisted to their feet, dazed and. .. |

stunned. ,
4 Why,” exclaimed Dick, when he recog-
nised them, “it's the rest of the Terror's
gang !

them -In!1%: . [ - L5
Neither of the bandits was much
burned. Their: clothes and beards were '

singed, but they were more frightened -

than hurt. They made no resistance as

the boys bound them and led them into
camp, and they ate like starving men

when the Kroo boys served. them with a |
good supper. KA

They had not dared to go mnear their
cave since the previous night for fear
that it was watehed by the police, so they
were simply starving. |

They were apparently quite astonished
when the boys: did not set to work to.

torture them.. And when Captain Handy-

man gave them & handful of Canary
Island cigars they were quite overs
whelmed.

As well as lodking after their 1':rism|t'=r3.

tne boys looked after Horace, whose coat,
and beard were singed till he smelled likg,,

a burned bolster. They started by rub-

bing him over with tinned butter. Then

bottle of hair-restorer. . : ...

But they would nov allow Horace to
share their tent with them to-night. They
had had quite enough of Horace and his
nightmares. So he was tied up amongst

‘the mules and the donkeys, where he slept.
tranquilly, snorting now and then as he '«
dreamed that he was being roasted alive
‘in a furnace ‘of ‘red ‘flames. ~ F b e laan
Everybody was dead-beat, and the boys .
slept like the dead that night as they lay

L4

huddled up in their tent. | |

But they were up again with the dawn,
fresh as larks, and directly after_break#'
fast they

The second male-
factor, singed out of his lurking-place,. .
burst through the bushes in a shower of

into the air as though he were.
doing a high jump, and the' knife flew

contributed ‘from his' stock: a

A man with a knife was never the equal

" L 4 k
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cﬂught : him again' as ' he AT
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Make them fast, boys, and rum .

Al
e

unted their donkeys and

mules, surrounded their two prisoners, and

trekked down, down, down, till théy foung |
themselves once more amongst the hok

valleys and. the orange-orchards” of the
lower: levels. J ’
They rode into Orotava at noon, and

handed over the two captured bandits to e

the astonished gaoler of the prison.
Women screamed and caught up their

children and ran into their houses. Fat

Spaniards dropped their cigarettes and

stared and then cheered as the boys rode-
along-the dusty streets of the:little tawn
escorting the two dreaded ruffians,-whote” *

feet were tied under their saddle-girths
so that they should not escape. |
And when they had delivered their cap-

tives at the gaol they received quite an

ovation.

Horace was made much of by the in-

habitants, who wreathed his horns with
flowers and hung garlands of stephanotis
round his neck, which he promptly ate up.
For the story '
had lost nothing in the telling. |
And when the waggeonettes = were
brought out for the return journey across
the island the grateful inhabitants sur-

rounded them, bearing huge baskets of
oranges,
bananas, and lemons and limes, till thHe .
delighted Skeleton looked as' though' he .
sitting in the middle of a fruiterer’s

fresh” and dried figs. 'raisins,

were

shop.

'Then off they went, Skeleton and Ceeil
tucking into the luscious blue figs and the
oranges and dates as though ‘they were

both entered for a competition. |

It was dusk when they arrived at 'Santa "
Cruz, and the lights of the ships in the "’
when  they

were  twinkling
rowed aboard the South Star.

And no sooner were they aboard than
anchor |
started their thythmiec beat, and they were
off; shaping. a- course southwards for the
Cape de Verde Islands, eight hundred and
twenty miles away. - : - iy

1
i

was weighed, the engines

of Horace’s share in cap- 3
turing tie last of the ‘bandits of the Peak |

EED
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eyes to-night when we made him sing
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til look al the glags of salt water, which { this wonderful sight. The watch on deck

A Song from the Baron!

o 'The. boys watched the lights of Santa

Cruz-die away astern,

. The supper-bell was ringing and they
were now safe away from the land. So
. their first thought was to look up Baron
. Gito von Slyden, the Kaiser's pet, who,
a1l the timie they had been careering over
the Island of Temeriffe, had been locked
“in his prisoen cabin, industriously writing
ey ..atttﬁl_e tremendous impot which Lal had

set him.

“Huallo, Von Slyden ! called Dick. ¢ You
- can come out of quod now! We have left
~port, and are going to have supper!” '

%L don’t vant no soppers!” mumbled
(o tine sulky German. <] don't vant to eat
my soppers mit you Lnglish pig-dogs!”
#0h, Fritzy, you musn't say those
things !” laughed Dick. “ And you mustn’t
sulk over your food, either., We don't
sbarve our prisoners, you Know, Von
Slyden !

Baron von $lyden looked down in des-

peration at the Eton suit he was wearing,
and out, of which he was bursting at every
kLutton,

“Take me out of dese fool clothes!” he
“1 do not vant to look like one

growled,
Jool English schoolboy !”

~ “What's the matter with your Etons?®
. “They are all right. Lots
oi better chaps than you have worn

asked Ponge.

i tons 'Y

oo bBut I am a man! I am not a boy!”
rgrowled the desperate spy of the Kaiser,

peinting to the huge white collar, over
~Which his fat neck bulged like a huge

sausige, |

. " But yon aren’t a man. You're a Hun,
oand the captain has put you into our
. school to be educated, So come along
~ and have your supper, and don't put on
anys of your German frills!” answered

- Pongo.

2 Von Slyden scowled.
. But he was hungry, and a German. can't
stand being hungry.

©of odours of turpentine and oils.
1 come!” said he gruffly,
Soppers ! .

“Trust you for that !» replied Pongo, as

Ith‘ﬁ}'-ﬂﬁ@ﬂl’b@d their prisoner along the dark '} 9, comic song

deck.

. The South Star was steaming without
lights now, every port and every escape
ol light were carefully shuttered, for Cap-
tuin Handyman had his suspicions that

the Kaiser and - his erew of' miscreants:

wert still hanging round on the line of the

tracde routes which close in on the Canary

Islandy from the south, the north, and
the west.

LANd Von Slyden, too, seemed to have a

notion that his master might be in the
neighbhourhood, for his eyes turned on the
dark sea; which rolled calm and oily under
the'shadow of huge masses of cloud that
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A GRAND NEW SCHOOL
B SERIAL.

HERBERT BRITTON.

1 SYNOPSIS.

The story opens with a stormy inter- |

~view between Jack Turner and his father,
in which the latter informs Jack that he
13 removing him from Beechieroft School
at the request of the headmaster, who
- stigmatises Jack as  ‘“‘undesirable.”
- Realising that his son i8 a hardened
young scapegrace, Mr. Turner decides to
send him to Rédelyffe, in the hope that
he may be steadied by the good influence
of his twin brother, Dicky—-a boy of the
right sort. Dicky Turner does not much
appreciate thig arrangement, as he does
not get on well with Jack, but promises

hig' father to do his best.

Jack begins badly at Redelyfie by

using his feet, contrary to all the laws
of fair-play, in a fight with a boy named
Drake. His Form-master allots Jack to
Study No. 5, which i8 shared by his-
brother Dick, Bob K Travers,;
Jackson. This leads to trouble at first,
but Bob Travers smooths thitgs over, and
by ‘bedtime Jack is beginning to feel a
goad deal happier. . | '
- (Read on from here.)

o /'The Dormitory Fred.

CSiklime you kids were in bed!” 5

It was Harcourt, the captain of Red-
clytic, who gpoke. - -

And he was sick of M b BN e i AR e T S
i bein_g penned up in that little eabin right Cl?i ali Foo sang thirty-four verses.
up in the eyes of the ship and next to
the ' paint-shop, which distilled all sorts
“1 vill eat
- would have
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(Continred from the prem*iuius“-pay‘ef}.

were “hanking: up and blotting out the

St’&llﬁl

It . was o ‘merty party that gatheped |
round the supper-table:in the saloon thatb.

ight—merry exeept for Baron von Slyden,
whe' sat silent and’ gicomy at the end of
the table, FIne ' ire

But whutever his feelings were, théy did

not interfere  with  his appetites  He
tucked away solidly @b evervthing that
Nah Poo, the
brought to table,

Birds'-nest  soup, = firh,

Towl, eurry,

schooner on the rocke, or haked shoulder
ol mutton on peotatoes, all disappeared.
like winking, and even Skeleton was foreéd
to look with eyes of respect at the German.

as he dropped his head on his plate and
stowed away his supper in huge mouth-
fuls, shovelling 'in his food, German
fashion, with his knife.
tJiminy 1? . exelaimed
thought
But Von Slyden has got me bheat by four
helpings of pudding and half a bunch of
pananas | | | -
And when supper was cleared away they
had & sing-¢ong.
. Everybody had to sing a somng or drink
a glass of salt water.

Skeleton., ‘€]

Dick Dorrington occuipied the éhair,.

whilst, Pongo, who was a good pianist, was
seated at the piano rattling the ivories.
_Nah Poo, the Chinese steward, opened
the concert with o Chinese love<song.  He
did not want the piano, for Chinese music
Is quite different from Western music.

Nah Poo accompanied himself with 3
small fiddle made out of a corned-beef tin
—=a._one-string fiddle which wailed. like »
dying cat every time the bow was pulled
across its single string. £

And Nab Poo’s singing was simply awful.
A Chinegy love-song is very much like the
tune that the old cow died of, save thal
it has two hundred and fifty verses, and
when you have finished them you can po
on singing them the other wayv round till
you reach the start’ of the song again.
Then
p rolled under the table. He said that

he had the stomach-ache. So.Dick had to

“tell Nah Poo that they all liked him very

much, and that they liked his song very
muech, but that if he did not stop they
. | to chuck him overboard,

Then Skeleton sang what he thought was
But 1t was a song that
made everybody feel a little bit tired. So

at the fifth verse they stopped. Skeleton

and told him that if he didn’t.dry up
they'd hand him out the same penalty as
that with which the grinning Nah Poo
‘was threatened. |

Everybody sang a song. Lal had sung
“The Death of Nelson,” followed by “ The
Admiral’s: Broom:” Some of the songs
were good, others as bad as they could he.

Then Dick’s eyes turned on Von Slyden,
who had heen seated through the enter-
tainment, gcowling.

“1 eall upon our old friend Baron von
Slyden for a song!™ said he, with 4 doubt-

| lone,
Cpranoc and seated himeslt ot the keys.

Tal,

¥5:010

grinning Chinese steward,:

was a bit of a little stowaway.

- Germans, we hate!

_«contributing to the programme,

But, greatly to the surprice of every-
Vou Slyden tarched over to the

As seon as his great, vowerful bhands
touched these the boys reglised that there
wogs one tning that the Kaiser's spy could

~do. Ue copld play the piano.

The chords crashed out under the power-

¢kiled touch, Baron voen Slyden had
played and sung many a time to the late
Kaiser on his Royal -yacht, the Hohens

zollern.

He had played and sung his way into

the Royal favour, snd, by his playing and
singing, had kept hig end wp against the

Ballins .and the Von VWulenbergs and the

rest of the vrowd of fawning courtiers

who were leading the Kaiser to his down-

Thé
crashed out Lissauer’'s terrible “ Hymn of
Hate” 1o the stroins of which Germany

had flung herself at the throat of England..

They listened to every “verse intently.

They could not, uhderstand all the German:
‘Wwords, but’ they heard-at the end of €ach

versg the curse of hate called down on
Enhgland. - N
« It was a magnificent perforniance, and
when the last chords crashed and died
away Von Slyden twisted round 6n the
music-stool and eyeéd them, gnarling like
& dog. |

“Ach!” he exclaimed.,  “PDob vos der
stuff to sing you Lnglish pig boys! We
We hate you still!
We shall always hate! And one day we
will have our revenge!” - ;

Arty had risen from his seat.

“Thank you very much, baron!” said
he politely, “Your ' Hymn of Hate’® is

~a very fine gong, and it is a pity you

wasted it on us. You should have sung it
to yourself instead. You have sung it so
nicely that we want to hear you sine
‘ Rule, Britannial® You know how it
zoes,” ndded Arty, closing a fist the size of
a small leg of mutton—* Rule, Britannia!
Britannia rules the waves. Britons never,
never, never will be slaves!” ».

Baron von Slyden snarled. He knew the
song well enough. He had sung it amidst
areat applause on the Kaiser's vacht the
lagt time beéfore the war that the Britich
I'leet  had visited Kiel Harbour. The
Kaiser had been there in his uniform of a
British, admiral, and had applanded. as
loudly as anyone, whilst all the time he
had been plotting for the sinking of the
British Fleet and itg mercantile marine.

“ T will not sing * Rule, Britannia!” ” he
snarled,

“If you don't, you will drink that g¢lass
of water, and you'll take a punch on the
nose as  well!"™ repliecd Arty politely,
“We’ve listened to your song slanging
England, and you sang it so nicely that
we want to heatr you Bing a song that
praises England.” _ '

The German glared at Arty as though
he would murder him.

But Arty. took the glass of water from
the table, and brought{ his great fist up
cloge to the baron’s nose.

For a moment it was a conflict of wills.

- But the baron had felt the weight of

Arty’s fist mere than once already, and
had no .inclination for another taste of
that redoubtable weapon. |

He suddenly swung

ing of “Rule, Britannia!”

Nah Poo had called the cerew to see
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He had entered the Fourth-Form dormi-

tory to see Hghts out, and had: found
very few ol the janwors in bed. ™

- Bvt the grim |
the Fourth-Formers to hasten. their move-
JTHENTE, - g

“Sha’n't he a rinute !” sang out Dicky

look onl his face ¢eaused

Turner cheerily. **We— ¥ say, Har-
cowtt, you might leave that light alone.”

*1 can’t, stay herg while you kids fool

ahout,” szii-_*i Harcourt. “You've had
plenty of time to get into bed. You'll

have  to 1‘1111511. undressing
LHght.” . -

i The dandies of the Fourth placed pil-!ﬁ.wé'--ﬁh. the fleor, and

A FEED ON THEIR OWN

“Tosay, Hareourtseo"

. But the, genial eaptain: had . 1o, desire
i’;n hear what Dicky: Tarner had to say.
e
dormitory.

tneped out the Jight and ieft  the

“My Bbat!”  cxeluimed Dieky Turner.

“Harcoutt’s not o obliging as he used

“Nowhere noar,” agteed Bob Tiavers.

hoys listetied " inn silence as  he 1
thesir

you can’'t even

. bringing with |
- African deésert, which hangs  in the air
- hke a London fog for five or gix hundred
 miies seaward from the coast of Africa.

- prickly-heat

- caid Dick.
- notion of Von Slyden being loose on the
- ship at all! We are a bit too trustful

| himself Tound on |
the music-stool and banged out the open-

without. a

don’t know who 'it, is, speaking.

what wag going on, torned 6ut of their

bBunksin the fo'c's'le-head -and came run:

ning aift to heatr the show.

And the chorus nearly lifl-‘bed the s;ﬂohﬁ
velled it -in his

ekylight.” Even Nabh Poo
sueaky Chinese tenor:

¢ Blittons nebber, nebber,
be slave.” Hip, hip, hoolay !

uverybody c¢heered Von Slyden -ﬁ?hén
be had finished and had risen from the
piano. |

But his fat German fzce was white: as

: a sheet with impotent rage, and the hate
‘that wag iu

: his eyes as they
rouiid the circle of laughing facés was
far more mtense than anything that had
ever been written into the famous * Hymi

of Hate.”

“Now ['go te bed!” he growled,
Nobody stopped him. ST
They, all felt that they had played up
aneouth  Geérman.  ¢choolfellow
cnough for that -night. ™ -

The concert proceeded for another half-
hour, - Then the hoyvs went dut on. deck.

It was an ominous-sort of. night, 48
black -as piteh. The - decks were abso-

lutely dark, for not a light was allowed

to show there, B p
All that they could sec was a faint
gleam of phosplioregcence as”the bow-
wave oif the South Star- turned over ‘in
the oily sea. 1L a
The air was elose and hot, and every-
thing pointed to a sharp thunderstorm
during the night. '

“Phew ! exclaimed Porkis, who always
- felt, the

heat. “It’s as black 48 the
ingide of a cupboard and as hot as the
mside of a gas-oven. [ was thinking of
getting up a pillow-fight to-night. But
I don*t think weo will. 1t is too pie-
hot/!": - - i Y

Dick nodded as he gazed out into the
darkness. , |

“1 vote we turn in,"” said he. “There's
nothing deoing on the deck. ~ With the
deck-ligtits out we shall bréeak our necks
1f we try any games! Look up, you chaps,

funnef !”
It was as Dick said. Everything was
blotted out by the intense darKness. It
was a typical night in this part of the
sea. when the wind blows from the east,
It the fine dust o6f the

The boys went to the bath-rooms. and
allowed the sprays ol the¢ needle-baths
to swish over their sking before they pus
on their pyjamas for the night.

But the sea-water was sticky and warin
as milk, and brought them no refresh-

- ment.

Chip dried himsélf down.

“Wow !” he  said. “I'll be all over
to-morrow ! I wonder
whether Von Slyden had a tub béfore he

turned in? 1 don't helieve those big Ger-

man swells are too fond of washing. He
has fha,l"dly had a bath since we captured
him !” _ '
“Perhaps he hasn’t turmed in at all!”
“Somehow, 1 don’t like the

with these flatheads!” :
“What can he do?” agked Chip.

‘e £

Goodness knows!” replied Diek. “He

-might try to wreck the engines, or tamper
- with the steering-gear or the cotnpasses!
| 1 sha’n’t forget the look in the brute’s
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= iled into
* the good things. ' They did not err on the side of hospitality. None
of the other juniors had been invited ! iy g3 |

= ] L

“1 say, put on the light, -somébody!”
came in Drake’s languid voice. '“How.
the mewwy' dickens can /I see to finish
undwessing, in the dark?” &

" Better get into bed as you are, unless:|

yeu care to sleep on the floor,” said

- Dicky unsympathetically.

"By gad! drawled. Drake loftiiv. i
. but. 1'd.
twouble him not to speak to me in that
diswespecttul mannah.” 3

1

“Go hon!” said Dicky, dropping lis

-

:ﬂebt;er'-' will'

back. ’

ranged-

see the foremast or the

juniors.

stood ready in thé fiddles’ of- tho saloon’| came crowding to the door of the sdloon. | ‘ Rule, Britannin P He vlooked fairly -
table Tor anyene who did not feel up to | The watch below, catching the Dbuzz of: .dangerous!” SHUR 00 WS 8 :

“Tf T'd had my: way'1'd have made him.

:sing ‘Tipperary ’ and . ‘God Save the
| King * into the bargain!” said Chip. “Bub
{ whilst you are drying yourself off; Dieck,

Ull take a peep into his cabin, and maker
certain that he has hit the hay!”
He slipped off "along the alleyways to

‘the spot where Von: Slyden’s cabin wass

situated, and in a few seconds he wasi

“He's been in; his cabin,” said he, “and

~he has laid down outside his bed. But

he’s gone out again. [ expect he’s

“knocking about  somewhere: on deek . in.

the dark.”

“Then I think we'll go and have &
‘look round the deck to find out what

“he is up to!” replied Dick, -sli_nping on his

pyjama jacket. it
Barefoot; both the boys slipped silently-

up the companion to the deek.

They skirmished silently along the
promenade-deck, and ran softly up the

‘steps to the- boat-deck. *
» They searched this from e¢nd to end.
But there were no: . signs of the missing
Grerman. | ~ | |

“I1 wonder if the beggar has dropped .
overboard!” whigpered - Chip, as they
dodged amongst the raffle of planks and
spare¢ spars and tanks that filled up. the

boat-deck.

“Not him!" replied Dick, with e¢on- -
tempt. “He hasn't got the pluek!
Hallo !” S
With the extlamation he grabbed Chip’s
arm. ok

They were close to the stern-end 6f the;
boat-deck now, | |

On the polished paint-work on the other
side of the after well-deck Dick’s sharp
cye had caught just the tiniest refiection
of a glimmer of light. G .
He leaned over the end of the beat-
deck and looked down into the darkpess
of the deserted well-deck. -~

Dick’s eyes in the dark were good, and
he could distinguish a c¢rouching figure:
wrapped in a cloak, right in the corner
of the well-deck. L 9l .

Then there was just the tiniest glim-
meyr of a flashing light in the darkpess
below them. B

Dick realised in a flash that it wags

- Von Slyden. In the corner where he was

crouching, a fairlead, or small hole for
a hawser, was punched through the steél
wall of the bulwark. Fu¥e fan: |

Crouching against this, with a4 small

~electric-torch hidden under his cloak, the

Kaigser’s spy was flashing call-signals

through the fairlead. |

He could only be using a small eléetric-
torch, but on such a pitch-blaek night, at
that elevation above. the sgea, its flash
must bhe visible for several miles.

Without a word Dick turned. Close by
the spot where the “boys weére standing,
looking down, was a ship’s buecket of
black grease and soft-soap, used for oiling

theé blocks of the boat-falls.

Dick snatched it up and waitéd {for
the next glimmer of light under that
treacherous cloak. |

Then, swash! Down went the bucket,
landing with a soft plop on the head of
their treacherous passénger! AL

(Another wmagnificent long instalment
of this amazing adventure serial in nexd
Monday’s issue of the BoYS” FRIEND. Don't
miss the Special Easter Holiday issue; ¢ut
on Saturday, April 19th. Usual price.)

boots to the floor with a bang. “I didn’t

Know you were so particular, Adolphus.”
“My name isn’t Adolphus, It -

“Well, Claudius, then! It's just as

silly.”

“You echeeky boundah!” exclaimed
Drake indignantly. “I've ‘a jolly geod
mind to punch your nose¢ for-—"

“Ob. go to sleep!” growled Dicky, jumj-
ing into hed. |

“I'm going to-

“Qo and eat coke!” , i

“Look here, you—— Ow! Yow!
roooooogh !” - |

A felt glipper, aimed through the dark-
ness by Dicky Turner, caught the dandy
on the side of the head.

He was standing. on one foot at thic

moment, consequently his balance was

3 ]

b g "

upset, and he fell to the floor.

The result of Dicky Turner’s chanco-
shot was apparent to ‘the rést of the
}?‘ourtt;lrl*‘ormers, and they broke into 4
augh. '

Drake rose to his feet, breathing wrath
and fury. | - '

“By gad!” he exclaimed. “Who thriw
that slippaly -at me?” gl g St

“Get into bed, Drake, you fathead!”
said Drury. “You don’t want to bring a
master or prefect here.” .

“1'm going to punch that fellah’s nose!

I-h*-.ﬁ” (T
“Be quet, you silly ehump ! said
Drury. “Yowll upset everything if you

kick up a row!  Don’t forget what we
arranged >

“By gad!” said DPrake. “AH rialit,
deah boy! I'd almost forgotten. But

I'll tackle that insulting boundah in tho

morning.” | .
~ “Oh, rats!” growled Dicky Turner: and
he fell back on his pillow.
For several inoments there waz eoms

plete silence in the dormitory.

Bob Travers’ bed was next to Dicky's,
and at length he reached aeross and
gripped his ¢hum’s arm. o7

“Don’'t go to sleep, Dicky!” he said.

“Eh? Whate—ss” ik '

“There’s a hamper Knocking around
somewhere !” said Bob, & )

- “Hamper?” gasped Dieky. “1 didn't
BRI Wasasess™ ) 0 |
- “We saw it being brought up to the
dormitoty,” éxplaibed Bob. “Now then,
you fellows, where’s that hamper?” -

“Hamper!” exclaimed several other

niol “Who's got a bhamper?”

“Somebody has,” said Bob Travers.
“Unless he’s going to make a hog of him-
self, he'd: better trot it -out, so that we

can all join ‘in thé feed.”
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Wlth the exceptlen ef fem fellews the'@ 3

juniors were’ all sitting up in bed, ea,gerly
anticipating a‘splendid’ feed.
“Have ‘you got the hamper, Appleby‘?"

"'If-'sang out Dleky Turner.

“No,” replled rAppleb) 1 ey thought
Cyou——-" .
- “Well, 1 have ’t got t” sald Dicky

Turner, stepping out of . bed. “All the
same, 1'm not gemg to be left out of the

 feed.”

Du:ky llghted 2 candle and placed it on
a washstand.
Then he turned round, to find no fewer

- than sixteen. juniors. gezmg at him in-

credulously.

Four juniors—Drake & Co.—were lying
down ! epparently they were not in-
terested in the matter of the hamper.

But, all the same, there was no sign of
the hamper being brought to lighty ; «y

. “Look ‘here, Bob,” -said Dicky ’I‘umer
“you must have made a mistake!”

»“T- tell “you I saw' a hamper “being
brought, up here!”
“Jackson saw it, too:l”

“Oh, rather!” said Jackson.

X Well :‘where the dickens—-—" _ | BT |

Dicky broke off.
He was staring with widé-open e} es ‘in

'bhe direction of Drake's bed.
“What's the matter?”

“My . hat!”  excelaimed Dieky ‘Turner,
startmﬂ' forward. “Here s the -giddy
hamper'" ‘

He raised the coverlet of Drake = bed
and was just about to grab the hamper,

which was hldden,undernea-th when the
dandy sat up.
“Leave that lmmpah -alone!”  ex-

claimed Drake.
“Yes; that’s nothing to do with :yeu"’
chimed in Drury, s:ttmg up qmckly
Dicky Turner started back.
- “Well,” T’'m "blowed!”  he exclaimed.
“Isn’t 113 going to be a dermxtory feed ?”

- “It. certainly isn’t!” said Drury de-
ridedly.

- “What have you brought the hamper
| up here for?” demanded Dicky.

~“For a feed.”
“Well, ‘that’s all right!” said Dicky.
¥ We’ll llelp you lay the things out, and

*_

| “.Yeu won’t !”
é But '3
ey beeught that lldmp'ih to entahtain

. my special fwiends,” said Drake. “1f
you'll he good eneuell to buzz oftf-—-"
- “Look here, you conceited puppy!”

said chky belllef,rently “Do. you . mean

to.gay 'you're not going to ask the rest

of the fellows to join in the feed?”

- “Why should 1?”

- “Because .it’s the general Luetom i
])ralse sniffed disdainfully. -

“Then I weckon we shall have to de-
he said,

art from the usual custom &
‘fm I'm hanged if 'm goin’ to ask. a
lot - of 1nkv farrs to my feed! What de
you say, Dmuwy deah boy?” .
“I’'m with you there, eld bey'"

“I strongly dlsapprme of having
a crowd to the feast.”

“Look here, you lmunders—-——-”
Dicky | Wrathfull

“Come into bed chky*” sang out Bob
Travers

“I'm hanﬂed

began

i I will!” said Dicky.
dormitory feed to be shared by the Form.
Why should these chaps—-"

“Oh, let them get on Wlth
Bob. “I'm going to sleep.”

“So am I,” said Jackson, dropping his
head on to the pillow of his bed. ' “I'm
not  going to take part in a feed unin-

1t !’ said

vited.”

T Hear
juniors.

Dicky ;:xme the dandies a savage leek
“ *All s right, you bounders!” he said,
zhaking hlS fist at Drake & Co. “You’ ll
be made to toe the line for this. We
don't stand that sort of nonsense here!”

“What uttah wot!” snecred Drake.

hear!” - ehorused several other

“Well, you wait and se-'-'” sald Dle}' o

Turner
And with” that the angry Dicky made

tracks for. his bed, and dived between §

the sheets.
Five

perings from the beds occupied by the

dandies, together with the sound of move- §

ments,

Most of the other juniors had fallen ¢

asleep, and were quite undware of Drake
& (Co.’s actions.

The ' dandies placed pxllews on the %
floor of the dormitory.

Then Drake brought the hamper to
light, and handed out the good tlnnﬂ'e

There was a large plum cake, cream-
buns, jam-tarts, meringues, sausage-rolls
by the dozen, and a host of other
articles.

Had the whole Form been invited there
would certainly have been enough food to
go round.

But the dandies had not erred on the
side of hospitality, and, in
they had more than sufficient food to
supply their wants.

“By gad, these are topping nlermrfues'"

remarked E:poonu*

“The plum-cake is ripping, old boy!"”

said Slade. “T guess 1711 have bit
niore.”

“Do, deah bay,”. said Drake. “Have
as much as you want. Here are the

chewoots when you're weady for a smoke.”

“Cheroots!” said. Slade. with a elance y

towards the beds of the sleeping juniors.
“Oh, nevah mind about those 1cllehs,”

said Dmke carelessly.  “They can’t hurt
uS b

“Pon’t ferget there are only four of,
us,” said Slade.

“1f they were to pile

on Ng—~——" :
. “Don’t 'be such a ‘silly "~ass!”  said
‘Drake. - “1. expect the boundahs are

asleep Be sport;, deah bey, and light
up 1 A .

Slade ewdently decided to be “sporty,”

for he took a cheroot and lighted it. .

. The others very soon followed suit, and
it was not long before the air was full
of smeke.

Bagisterél
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l‘dﬂﬂ'

| 'ﬁre‘”'

said  Bob Travers_ ‘Bob, wrathfully,

‘not :going to stand this sort: of thmﬂ'!
Collar -the cads!”

- shrieks

- with ‘two’ or mere fellews sitting on their

Drake. °

- not going to allow you to disgrace your:

if they——"

md.. “with a sniff.

cadarr
“1It's alw(lyg been a l‘e,f.{lll.:lr thlm.‘.{ for a

3 Dicky
Hawkins.”

Travers.

mmutes later there came whis- 3

) will be publlshed on Saturday,

consequence, ¢

®» ¢rand,
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: Threa

"‘Splendld smekes, ‘t-heee——-éwhat;?”

‘marked Speener

X aagy LA thmwht yeud like them 7
said Drake alrlly “1 like a smoke now

“and again, you knew ands——?

‘The dandy broke el’f abruptly as there
came, the sound of a mevement from one
of the beds.

"Next mement
(91 1 Py

WIy hat!” he exclaimed.
ﬁ're somewhere !

Several fellows
sniffed the air.

A ‘motment later there was

chhy Tumers 'VOICC

Wake up, you fellows!”
sat up in. ~bed and

r'egtllaz‘

chorus: of sniffs.

The light was stlll burning on-the wash-
stend,, and -as Bob Travers turned  his
gaze " in . that direction he uttered an

,exclama.tmn

 “QGreat Scett”’ he cncd.

1“VVhat“"
- “Those heunders are smekmﬂ"’

“Look at. em s
“By Joveqn ~

“Come. on, you fellows!” ezmg out ‘Bob.

Travers, - jumping -out of bed. ' “We're

Next moment ' the mdlgnent Feurbh-
Formers stepped out of their beds and
rushed in a body towards the feasters.

Even Jack Turner turned out. .

mdkt‘* & Co. were taken completely by
surprise.

“Don’t . you dare to teueh-—-—-u- Ow!
Yow! - Gwoooooogh?” spluttered Drake,
as he was grasped by Bob Travers.

“Ow! Leggo! Yaroooooogh!” mumbled
Drurv, falling flat on the floor under
the  weight, of. two ‘determined Fourth-
Formers.

Spooner . and Sl'lde alse nttered franme
a8 they were collared and sat
upon-by;angry: juniors.

The dandies were.in a. he eless pemtmn 2

struggle .as they” Weuld they could not
break free.
They were all reelmmﬂ ‘on their backs,

chests.

“You Gads!” etclalmed “Bob - Travers.

“Now I. know why you dldn’t ask us to
the feed.” -

“Ow! We' didn’t want you!
ow-ow !” spluttered Drake. |
C“No’; you knew we 'd-object’ te mahmg
cads of ourselves,” said Bob’ Travers
fiercely..  “ Apparently yeu V& RO ebgee
tion 'to acting like rotters.”

“That s ne buemeee cf yeurs’”

Yew-ew-

enapped

“You’ re mtsteken, old nut ” gaid Beb
Travers. -« “It" is' our business. .. We’re

selves: neither are we going: to let you
disgrace the ‘Form. “What do ' you think
the fellows ‘in “the other Forms will “say

“Pon’'t talk uttah Wot"" smd Drake

© “1t isn’t rot,” said Bob Travers. “I'm
afraid: you don t reﬂard thle as a’ senous
matter.” 9

“1 - wegard 1’5 as awful eheek oh yeur
part to: mterfere like this.”

Y01 aren't serry for behavmf' hke

“Certamly not. I—----—” B
2 “You’ll do the same thmﬂ' aﬂam lf you
get the chance?” _

“0Oh, wathah!” -

“Let’'s bump the out
Turner.

“Hold on!"” said Bob Travers, a grim
expression coming over his face. “Bump-

ing isn’t bad enough for these rotters.

rotters!” sang

Get some soot from the chimney, Dicky.

You can leave Drury to -Appleby and
“Right-ho " said T)leky, Jumptng to his

feet. © . ,

- “Mix the soot with water,” said

*You can

Beb
mix a little soap

with it if you like, and some of the jam
Lift your: head up,

from these/tarts.

- e I R R b e e e e g T T
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BOYS’ FRIEND,
prompt and kindly reply by
House, Farringdon Street,

post.
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 OUR EASTER HOLIDAY

NUMBER.

'I‘he next 1ssue of the BOYS’ FRIEND
April 19th
—that is to 'say, in good tmw for the
Easter holiday proper—so that all my
readers will be sure ‘of having the good
old “Green 'Un” to charm their leisure

) hours.

It will be an extra good number, t00.

" 1 have secured a .

SPECIAL CRICKET ARTICLE
By H.T. W. HARDINGQE,

the famous All-England
player some very valuable tips. Abpd 1
need hardly empliasise the fact that tips
from Hardinge are really worth having,this
popular player being beyond all question

one of the most famous of living hatsmen 1
‘He has been playing fors Kent—the home

of sporting ericket—since he was 16 years

eld and in 1913 he made five centuries in

six innings in. County . cricket.

' TEx.

™ T.here s %

"It lsn’t q

gaid:

Lenden

and Kent'
9 cricketer, who gives the young amateur

;Eri;ake you re squashing all the tarts to

]. S - 8 )
HOW'

boundah !” |
“On second theuellte 1 thmk I Wlll

- Leave my head alone,

said Bob, with a chuckle. “It’s

little too jammy for my liking.”

Wnte to me whenever you ere in deubt or difficulty.

All letters should be adtlreseed

In addition to the above special feature."
next week’s number will contain the usual .

long, complete school.. stories  of
Rookwood and the School in the Back-
woods, ‘entitled respectwely |

GTUBBY’S TRIUMPH ! '
By Owen Conquest,

¢ WANTED—A POET !
By Martin Clifford.

and

Printed =ud pubhehed ever:r Menday by the Proprietors, The Amelgamated Prees, Limited, The Fleetway Heuee. Farringdon Srreet,
for fransmission by €Canadian’ Magazine Post. Subscription ratess Inland and abroad (except South Africa and Auntrelas:a)
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cad?”
Turner ‘stood over the. da.nd . with the

bed!

manner

‘will be responsible for one.

“By gad, I'll make you sulfah for this!”
groaned Drake., “I'll give you a thun-
dewin’ good hidin'. .1'1l-—="

“Tut, tut!”
ingly.  “The dear boy is in rather ‘a baa
temper. I'm afraid we shall have to
cool his head a bit. Buck up with ‘bh&t
mixture, Dicky!”

g Cemmgl” sang out Dicky, and he
ete'oped forward with a bowl of liquid,
the sight of which
dilate.

‘If you dare to pour thdt muck ovah
-’ began the dandy,

“Well, arc you sorry for behavmg hke a,
dsked Bob Travers, -whilst Dicky

bowl of mixture held in a thredtemng
position. |

“*Certainly - not!” G‘i(‘l&ll’ﬂ&d

.defiantly.

i lY\'Ol'l won't say you're serry, then?”
(4 O 33

"‘Dmkv, old son, you might cool this
young man’s head,” said- Bob Travers,
with a wink at his chum.
het, and—-—-"

“Certainly,” said l)ls;ky ebllgmrrly
“You wnttahe' Don’t ‘you Ow!
Yow-ow-ow-ow! Yooooooop!”

A stream ol black liquid dropped into
Drake’s mouth, causing him to splutter
frantically.

“Now the others,” said Beb Travers.
“You cads!” roared Drury, as the bowl

‘of sooty mixture was held over his up-

fﬂi‘ned' face.  “I'll ‘smash you fer this!
““Say you're sorry!” | '
~“I ~won’t!”  said | Drury.
Yereeeeegh L Owewew-w "

The Fourth-Formers roared with laughter
at the discomfiture of Drake and Drury
But they roared still more when Spooner

and Stade were also ‘treated in a like

L A

faces of Drake & Co. were black -and
loud -chortles from the [tnurtll-Formere

“Let’ this be a lesson to you,  you
cads!” said Bob Travers remonstratively.
“You’ll get it in the neck every time you
behave like shady bounders. 'If yeu wish
to avoid trouble with the maetere, you’ll
clear up this muck before you get, into

dirty faces, too!”
“Ha, ha, ha"’
Bormers

ehuekled the

then feet and strode slewly tewarde the
washstands. .
For some
air was filled with groans ' and moans
frem the unfortunate nuts.

But the rest of the Form did not mind.
They were quite satisfied with the
| _ in . which they
Drake & Co., and spoiled: the feed to
'l’lhlch they hed net been muted

An 'Unfortunato Mistake.

“You backed us up jolly well last
night!” said Dicky Turner, clapping his
bmther on the shoulder.

The twins, together with Bob Travers
and, Jackson, were standing at the foot of
the ' School House steps, wmtlng for the
bell to ring for morning lessons.

Jack ~Turner grinned cheerfully.

He appeared to be in quite a happy
mood that morning : the sulky, rebellions
expression that had been so prominent on

Tell me about yourself;

E.C. 4.7

Also .long instalments -of our splendid
adventure and school serials. I can con-
fidently recommend next week’s number
of the BOYL” FRIEND as a pleasant and
cheerful—in fact, almost indispensable—

companion for the Easter holidays,

e i g - —

NEW STORIES COMING !

All friends of the good old “Green "Un ”
will, T know, be intérested to hear that
I have two splendid new serials “on the

stocks 7 at the present time. Mr. Duncan
Storm, whose adventure stories have
already . proved themselves 8o pepular,

. The other 1s
the work of a brilliant young soldier-
author who is at present serving as an
officer in our Army of" Oveupatlen This
story is:remarkable for its freshness and
its ‘‘true-to-life 7 touch, which I am

confident will gain for its young author
a  host of

new friends.” 1. will reserve
further particulars of these two splendid
new stories for a later anllouneement |

=

AN AMA'I"EUFI MAGAZINE.

_—-—-—-—h-“-—-——-—-——

One of my friends wants tu know
whether he should ‘print his amateur
magazine. I am disposéd to say no. A
written-out, pass-round magazine pro-
vides any amount of interest -and amuse-
ment. Printinﬂ-is.mere 'éxpensive then

you

just a

said Bob Travers reprev-'

faltered Dicky.
-But, I say, Jack,
.down to footer practice this afternoon,
| aren't youn?”

L Well,

aueed Dmke S eyes to_

‘Drake |

“It’s far too

manner. Al .
‘“Let them ert up,” said Bob Travers
at length: e
"The Fourth-Formergs rose from the
chests of the dandies, leaving the latter
in_sprawling publtlmlﬁ on the floer.  The

mleemely, and their appearance brought.

‘It might be advisable te Bcrub your:
1*0urth-‘

‘And’ the’ dlsma.l danfhes clambered to |

lllitle time  afterwards the

‘had = punished

let me knew what you think of the
All readers who write to me, and enclose a stamped envelope or postcard, may be sure of receiving a

“The Edlt.er, tl:le BOYS’ FRIEND, The Fleet“ ay

‘his taee tlle preweue atternoon was een-
‘spicuous by its absence. =

“T. was glad to have a go at theee
cads for the ‘way they handled me!” he
said. ‘“They're a lot of bounders——" "

“But you see what we do with ehepe who
smoke and play cardge—-—"

Dicky paused as he saw' the mleur rise
te his brother’'s checks.

‘He saw at once that his remark had
‘been a tactless one.

ice
alfpenc-e

“No doubt abont that,” agreed. chky.""

“lf you mean that as a hint .to me'"v

- said Ja,ek hotly.
% e | Oh, no, of course not!”
“Nothing of the kind.

old son, you're coming

| I had tlmuglltl of doing s0,”
- 8aid Jaek sta,rm,z hard at his brother,

“But if you're going to hint that 1 smoke,

Jand——""
“Fathead!”

L o

“T promised the

“1 didn't
all

snapped Dicky.

pllltf'l‘ I'd chuck

that sort of thing,” broke in Jack, *“and
I intend to keep my promise! I've not
smoked since I've been here—-"
“Good !”

“And I've not played cards.”

“That’s splendid!” said Dicky, quite

amazed at the change in his brother. .

There was no doubht that Jack Turner
had benefited from the ¢hat he had had
with Bob Tri \vers and Jackeell - the
prevleue evening.

‘Jack was a wmk willed, es:ly -led type
of fellow, and Bob Travers’ tactiul man-
ner had made a deep lmpressmn on the
new boy.

In fact, Jack had taken quite a liking
to Bob vaere and would have preiferred
his company to anybedy’s “at  that
moment.

He was not yet feeling a,mlable towards
his brother:; he had not forgotten the
strong manner in which Dicky had spoken
to hlm when he had returned from his
adventure in the dundies’ study.

“Well, I'm glad you re satisfied for once
in a~-way!” he eeld semewhat SATCASs-
tlmlly

“Now  look’ here, you silly duffer——-
began Dicky, but he broke off abruptly.

Jack Turner had drawn his bandker-
chief from his: treueers pocket, and at
the same moment ' a cigar fell to the
greund

Jack started; he hed eempletelv for-
gotten having plaeed the cigar In his
pocket.

Dicky glared eamgelv ﬁreb at the cigar

Ll

- on the ground and then at his brother,

5 Yeu—u—-yeum—-—” he ‘blurted out.

“Now, ‘don’t lose your temper!” said
Jack wrth a pleesent grin. “L can soon

de Oh 3011 cad!”’ exclelmed Dioky wmth-
fullv ““You've just told me  you've
chllehed smoking, and+———~ |

“S0.1 have, but——"

“You - untruthful roared

hounder !”"

Dicky. “You’ve been telling me a lot
of lies!” Wi |

“1 tell you—-" began Jack hotly. ' The
grin had vamshed frem his face now, and.
he was looking  deadly serious. “Look
here,” he added . quickly., -as Dicky
advanced ' towards: hlm_ “If _you dare
to touch me—— Ow!” -

Dicky gripped his brether by the

shoulder and shook him fiercely.

“T've a jolly good mind to give you a
thmelung'” he said, between his teeth

i I'”"""'I I ”.
~ “You're as big

a bounder as ever you

were!” roared Dicky, glaring at his
brother. “You’ve not given up smoking.
You——-"

“T'tell you 1 have!”

“What was that cigar doing in your
pocket ?” demanded Dicky. " Answer me
tlmt' Oh, hang!” Dicky opushed his
brother away from him. “You can't
angwer, except by telling a lot of lies!

HOLIDAY THOUGHTS.

ht,elth giving holiday, too.

Lendon
85, 10d.

ever newaddys Better keep the money,
and produce a nreatly-written book which
everybody will be delighted to see.

TUBBY MUFFIN.

Someone has a - grudge
worthy. One of' my
cffect: “Can’t you give Tubby more
swishings?” Well, my lmpref-.smn 18 that
Mr. Owen Conquest’s fat hero (7) receives.
about as much punishment as any junior
at Rookwood. Where the swishings are
few the bumpings are many.. And then
what Master Muffin escapes in the class-
room he receives in another form at the
hands of Jimmy Silver and his
minded chums.

| against this
letters was to this

fair-

Many of my  corespondents write to
me about their holidays. This is just: the
right  thing. ' Anticipation,  planning
where one ' is going, and all that sort of
thing,
ment of a holiday. It is much as Robert
Louis Stevenson said when - he ‘pointed
out that travelling was hetter than arriv-
ing.' T supplied a complicated route chart
the other day to one of my readers who

‘was working in the North, and intended

hicyeling to his old Hampshlre home. 1
do not think there is any better kind
of helulay than one awheel. Every wind-
ineg lane is '‘a_ joy. And it is a cheap and

YOUR EDITOR

per annum, 4s. bd, for six months.

form a large part of the enjoy-

. “It doesn’t seem as though—" .
- “Would you helieve me lf 1 told you

19/4/19

Whe'n dld“

beastly tllmg?" \ |
There¢ was a sullen..rebellleue expfe&

sion . on  Jaek’s’ face, and it looked !

“I'd quite forgotten it was in my peclﬂ §
“More lieg ! said. Dleky, with a’ sneer.
Jack started forward.

“Look here,” he" ‘said,. with em 1haele,

“don't’ you think l'm cepable of telling

the. truth?”

f .

~.'I picked this cigar up from l;he Feuvtll

—— Hallo,

 sauntering downstairs.

Form passage last night?"”

R

“1’ found this cigar on' the floor \x{hen ‘
T leit: the study to go up to the do }jjqjt-

tory,” said Jack. 1 put it in my pocket,

with the intention of burning it to- dclj . |

Dicky sniffed disdainfully.
“A jelly good rarn!” he said.
“You don't belleve me?”

"l ellnultl he 'a fool if I did!” said
Dicky, "I know you a jolly mght better

than that. You're a cad, and—-"
“Praw it mild, Dicky!” said Bob

Travers, who wis not, at all pleaeed 1o eee

the brothers on bad terms again.
480 he is o cadl” declared l)lck%! “ He
here comes Chamberg!” o
Dicky had suddenly caught sight, of the
Feurth Form-master in the doorway.
He ‘bent down and-picked up the cigar
which had dropped from Jack’s pocket.
Dicky firmly believed that hlS ‘brother
intended ' to smeke the ecigar. . All the

same, he did not wish Mr.. Chembers te_

have his ‘suspicions aroused.

He grabted at the cigar in the hope of

being able to hide it belere Mr. Chambere
approached.

But he was ]lllit: a fraction of a eecend
too late.

'The Fourth Kori- master's beady Pyes
fixed themselves on him.

“CTurnor ! "T"l“'d out, Mr. Ulldl“hﬂrﬂ

Dicky |001\(‘{l round  whilst " in t,he-
action of slipping the  cigar into  his
packet.

“Y.ynyayes, bll"" he ldltered

“What  have you 'in your pocket 3" L

rapped. out Mr. Chlunbers .

“In-—-in my ‘pocket; sir?” |
“Yes, you have just placed eemethmg
in your: peeket » gajd the Fourth Form-
master, coming quickly down the School
House. steps “] demand to know wlmt 1p
IE '!l' ' :

Dlﬂ]‘s "Tumer did ‘not move. He gdazed
somewhat. sheepishly at the angry master.
'“'l‘urner"" | Mr Chambers’ "voice rose
to  a ‘roar. (’lhey! me  this instantl
Tum out your pocket !

‘" Very. sle?wly Dicky withdrew his hand-
l-..erclnef from his poelaet and held it ﬂut
befere him. |

. Mr. Chambers made a geeture

“1 'was not. referring
artlele 1 he said.  *You'picked something
up from the g’reund and L order ycm

to produce it!”

- 48-s-s-something fmm the ,gmund-—l_”
etuttered Dicky awlnvardly " I _
“Yes,” said the Form- master. t

leohed to me Very.! much like '@ e:gai'.'

If___;_'_u_
Mr. Chambers
quickly forward. :
He had emght sig aht
cigar pretrudmg frem Dickye

step} ed

and . P

paused

pocket.

“"Then, to the amazement of the Junlens,' |

he made a clutch at Dicky’s pocket, and
when he withdrew his -hand; he was helltl«-
“ing the tell-tale ‘cigar.

‘Dlsgr.leef ull’
first at the cigar and then at chky :*I
presume you intended to smoke this!’

“T did not.” . l 1T

“Does it belong to vuuf
“No, sir!”  Dicky's voice rang loud
and clear.

“Then to whom does this cigar belonﬂ'""’ _

oxclaimed. Mr, Chambers, glaring at the
othér juniors. *

Neither of the three replied.

Bob 'Travers and Jackson remajined
quiet : they did not wish to give Jack
away, and certainly they did not: want te
act the part of informers.

Jack tmll{l have cleared Dicky from all -

' cig , '
he was in, and during morning lessons he
Jack merely elevated his nose and gof
on with his work. Apparently he had

suspicion had he chose, but apparently
he did not choose, for he remained silent.

Mr. Chambere questioned each of the
juniors ‘in turn as to the ownership of the
cigar, and as neither of thun clauned
it, he turned to Dicky.

“ As you were so eager to hide this
article,” he gaid,
belengs to you'”

Clang!

The bell for morning lessomns. rang eut
at. that moment.

“You will come to my study directly
after morning lessons,” said Mr. Cham-
bers sternly. “I intend to punish you
most severely l’er your disgraeeful  be-
haviour!”

With that the Form-master turned on
his heel and strode into the House.

Without speaking, the juniors fellewed
in very disconsolate moods.

Dicky glanced sayagely at his bmther
on more than one occasion, He felt that
Jack was entirely to blame for the trouble

managed to whisper to him.that it was
“all your fault.”

very little sympathy for his brother. |
When lessons were over, Dicky followed

Mr. Chambers to hig study, and Bob'
Travers and Jackson wended thelr wh?
tO &tud NO 5 ¥
Jack Turner went dﬂwns’oalrs and
strode about the Hall.'. = iy
He waited until Drake & Co. came

Then he went up

to the Fourth Form passage and entered
- Study No. 1, whlch was ' shared by the

E.C. 4, Advermsement offices: The Fleetway House, Farrlngdon Btreet

Sele agents for South Mnee
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dandies.

It was not exactly an honourable thlng |
to search a study belonging to other
fellows,
that.

but Jack d:d not, thmk a.beut

(Contirmed on page 3, col. 5.) -

London, E. 0.6
Thencen t,ral____Nem

you __mtend to smeke that'

ef one end of ”l &

he muttered, glenemf,,

“1  conclude that it

thongh he were preperlne to. threw Iim"‘ - i
self on his brether. %
“T. wasn't going te emeke 16,7 ‘he ea,ld

to thatI—EI'—-- )
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