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The 1st Chapter.
In the Nick of Time!

There was & Tare buzz and excitetnent
In the wvicinity of No. a6 Shed of the
Albert -Docks, Londoi.

Cabhs were coming and going.  Taxwahes
were malling up. crowded by excited boys
wlio cheered the dock policemen, cheered
the tailwuy-engines €hat wor: shhanting
abene the doekside; clicered thie men who
rere  working. thw: cranes whick | were
hosting in the lust of the stopes ot .the
famons =chool-ship Bombas Castic.

For:tie Bombay Castle, commanded by
Captoin James Hamlyman, EN.E.. was
off ‘ot anntber vovage round the world.
1t was whispered that Lier destination was
really’ the South Seas, and that sbe was
eoine to crufse from New Guinea’ ns far
.tr.l-;'-_‘ﬂ'i[,fd 7% tha Pi:l“i!}lint.‘i. to zive . the
voung  gentlémen who were traveling
aboard  her some  inzight into. the great
1‘f'r|3‘.Tl’!l."1'{t!':I1 LSO HTCE S (0} tle Pacilic
R TR

Aloneside the shtied towered huee
bulk of the Bombay Castle, her red-and-
black f[onnels Haring in the sprng san-
shine. - Feathers of white steam were
dtrendy showing abont her escape-valves,
and the Blue Peter. stightly dipped at ler
foremast-head, told that she was aimasi
ready to haul out into the sizeam of the
Thames and to start on her long Yoyase.

Hler decks were alréady crowded with
happy =roups of chatterinz, Ilaughing
boys, who wore the dark Dlue blazer and

e

HALFPENCE.

THREE

- Isla

 [Week Ending May 17th, 1919,

DBy Duncan Storm.

JUMPING THE SWING-BRIDGE! i =:

the striped: bloe riband of the  school,
These pew scholargs were gathered from
all ithe pobific schools in England. They

Nl o friends to see them olf o their
long voyage, for this was forbidden. They
hud already said their farewells and had
ot over tiw anmps.

Now these were strune atong the rails,
Jocoking down from the apper-desk ou 1o
e I'U:'Ll:l' Seende Ol t:l wharl b I'-_'."“rl.

“Nery high-spirited ot o young sop st le-

r
wen!” said the policeman at tue  dock
rate, us squazhv ordnge, burled from

a0 enormons distanee. bnrst like 2 bomb
ot the ecown of his helmet, = Wish 1 wias
soin” withh ‘em ™ he added.

“Tot o young . varmints!” growled a Jess
amiable  policeman  whoe stood beside
him. and who had been spiashed by the
orance. “1{ I knew which one' it was that
throwed that érange. 1°d go. zboard and
eharee him. He wouldn't sgil with e
gip, I toll tunu ¥ Look at! Here comys
another load ofg’en. and a vroper lot o
youne rips theyarel”

\ ¢ab drasaby 2 ancient horse, ‘with
its springs pearly doubling up under its
load, stacgered in at the dock sates.

A smili. brown-faced boy, seated beside
a terrified cabmoan; wus driving the cab.
This was Chip Prodgers, an oid Bombay
Castle boy, T-fEn
on the eelebrated ship.
eved boy who was seated o fthe roof ef
the cab, holding diopn & sack. from which
projected tho: bhegd #ng” boms"of an ex-
ceedingls dispeputable-looking goat,  was

had made & previous trip .
The {nir; blues

Slowiy the two halves of the bridge began
Lift her!"” velled Dick Dorrington desperately.
nd leaped in mid-air with the barrow!

Dick Doarrington, anotin® oldsbhand of the
Bombay Castle. Tie far Doy apd the boy
whoae legs Hung over the back of the
ciih #s he gave a spirited imitaton of a
sick mionkey on &  bdrrel oOrgan, were
Porkis and Pongo Walker, respectively.
From the interior of the cub there pegred
ot the (ace of an orsng-outang. The
orittig was irreproochabip drossed in Etons
and 2 straow hat. He aore yellow- kid
sloves, and was’ nihblipscguxiously at the
gilver lTwad ol o dinge G

e name offthe orarz was Uecil. A
former pet of the Dombsy Castle, hie bhad
sicned-on for apother yopagze, and he was
heeinning to look as if he wished that hie
had not come as the calv Jumbered across
the railway-lines, just under the buflers of
a2 shunting engine.

A fat Dbiack head inlia tarban was
thyrust out of the window of the cab, and
Mr. Lal Tata, the Hindustani and Oriental
languares muster of the Bombay Uastle.
vits beard velling alopd as tbhe frightensd
horze danced aud ousseited all over the
railwar-lines’ that faced the whart.

“Chips, my boy, be cargfnll™ yelled Mr.
Izl Tata. “Do nét play. feolsome-tricks.
Give: tlie halters o caliman s Pproper
authority. othérwise we: shall ge! into
great accidente!™ .

The horse had startéd: Kick
prassing engine: paffed % F~it
steam into its Tade. "

1t dapred aad curvedted] acioss the quay
4ifk thie cab rolled io the yery cdge of the

inz as the
g cload ef

| whart
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granite sill just astern of the
Custle,

There was a rush of boys along the
liner's decks, and o vell went up &3 the
wheel of the cab hit a great iron mooring-
hollard and collapsed. The eab lurched
gently over on its side. $ipping tbhe three
hors on itz roof. the goat apd the cab-
man, into the docs,

splash went the goant. Splash wentk
Dick Dorrington. Splash went Chip and
Pongo Walker and Porkis into the maddy

Bombay

water. The cabman saved himsclf by
hanesime to the reins, and .from the
window of the overturned cab wEere

thie heads of the fnghlene:
oranz and Mr. Lai Tata. -«
“Helps!" roared Mr. Lal Tata.
are suffering great catastrophesl”
Help was already fortheoming. He wa
drageed out of the window of the cab,
whilst Cecil. the orang, thorougily scared,
leaped after him, and, seizing one ‘of the
oriat mooring-hawsers of the steamer,
went runming up it, hand over haud, till,
leaping on the stern rail. e jumped oOR
devk . scattering $ae starfled boys right
and left. Then he disappearsd below, and
was seen po more for a long time.
Lifebelts and ropes were thrown to the
boys who were struggling in thie water, up-
holding the seck containing the goats
But these did pot seem at all alarmed
by their mishap. They waved their hands
to the cabman as he was hauled up to the
alopgside liis horse, which had,

thrust up

wi “"l..'l'ﬂ
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to lift, showing the green water beneath,

The boys made a last

luckily, stood still whken the cab had
overturned.
The cabman answered them by shaking

hi=z fist.,

“Get your knife out, Dick!™ spluttered
i2 =Md Horacees ean't do the Monte

Cristo sack-trick. {Ie’ll sink.. Slash the

we'll zet & pew oue for

anek 1o ribauds;
hin

Thus exhorted. Dick Dormington rolied
over in the muddy water and drew oul
his penknife. He ripped the sack which

ocunitfined the goat from end to end, so that
it huune roand the  animal’s neck in
stredmers. Thea all strinck out towards
2 dock police-boat, which was rapidly
approaching them.,

The police gathercd shem in, and pat
them aboard the Bombay Castle by way
of u bhurge which was just dzlivering the
ast few tons of coal to ber starboard
il'i_i,‘."?-.“:.

Tie cabinan was squared and ;t:iciﬂ~_-ri
witli & tip thaf wus sufficieat to buy him
a new cab. . and in ten minutes the poys
were on deek again, elethed intiresh clean
flannels, curicusly  surveving tOcir new
schooliellows.

“Look here. vou chaps,” said Dick
Dorrington. “the old packet does not sail
for another bhalf-hour! Weve just ZOb
time fo slip ashore and out of the dock
cates, to get a new sack for Horace and
a few molls-of film for my cameral™
Mr. Lal Tata came fussing up as the

1;':.1'.:']11‘.!.'111‘1':1_5 o N E‘I‘! I—I:“'EE'E-}
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$ide ip the river was on & level with the [

“ater of the docks, the outer gates began
ai once To open.
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rick, und the great ship swung in the
river, keading downstream.
It reminded them of z Bballoon deseent

They would bave lost the ship even | as they were lowered amongst the crowd

then, for ber companion-ladder was lashed
up ig the side, and the west wind had set
her across the lock, so that there was a
gap of ten feei between her side and the
¢dee of the basin, .

But Captain Handyman had seen thelr
piight. A great derrick swung out from
the ship, lowering 4 big basket at its end.

In 2 se¢ond the boys had unlashed the
spck - from. the .barrow. Between them
they lifted it bodily apd horled it inoto
the basket..

It fell upside down, and Captain Bones
was now swtanding op his head. Then,
with a rush, they leaped into the basket,
and were swung high up in tbe air, cire-
ling round like ¢bhe car of a balloon as
they clung to the wire ropes and were
swung inboard.

Filty feet or so below they =aw the
wonder-stricken loafers looking up at
ihem, foreshortened.

“What ababt the barrer, guvnor?®s
shouted one. *Ain't you goin’ to take
it with yver?”

“Keep- it!" shouted Dick magnificently,
as the Bombay Castle -began fo slide
majesticully out of the lock ‘on to the
broad bosom of the Thames. “We are
voing where the bananas and oranges
iﬂtr::r:'. We don't want the barrow. Keep

There was a rash of eager dockers and
a fight round the bharrow as the basket
was lowered down on deck from the der-

The 1st Chapter.

Yen Chin in Trouble.

. “3le velly miselable.”

Yen Chin, of Cedar Creek Scheol. made
that announcement in dolorous tones to
Frank Richards & Ga-_.g

F&

ting Tous Tor Mk Beso |
val between dinner and afterncon lessons
They had rested from their labours, and
were sitting on the logs, chatting, when
the little Chines came along.

“Yery . miserable. are you?”  remarked

Lawicss.  “That's beeause you've
been sltacking, Yen Chin. Take an axe
and help with these logs."”

Yen Chin shook his head,

“Me velly, vellv misclable,” he replied.
“No wantee hivee”

“What's the matter?” inquired Vere
Beauclere.

“Stonee blokee.”

“Hazrd lines!™ =aid Frank., langhing.
“But wove all heen there, Eid. You'll
et opver it.  Twenty-five cenis any
good ?”

“No goodee. Wantee many doellee.”

“Then you've come to the wrong
shop!” .grinned Bolb Lawless. “There's
not .many dollars to be given away at this
establishment. I've got 2 bad Mexican
peso you can have, il you like.”

“Pool 1il' Chinee wishee deadee!™ said
Yen Chin pathetically. “No wantee livee
any mole.”

nrathud :Il' - '

“Me speakee tlue. Poor [I" Chinee
velly miiselable, sittee downee and cly”
said the Celestial. “Ciy velly muchee,
allee samee HI" babee,”

And Yen Chin sobbed.

“Bat. what's the row, kid?" asked
Frapk Richards. “What do you want
money for so badly? If it's really serious
we conld squeeze ont a dollar or two.
But dop’t say you've been playing poker
again.  That's the way to get the end of
a trail-rope.” _

“No playee pokee. Plomize handsome
Flanky ne playee pokee. Chinee good
boy: keepee plomise allee samee Chlis-
tian.”

The chums of Cedar Creek regarded
Yen Chin very doubifuliy.

They liked the little heathen, in spite
of the fact that he was much given to
the “ways that uare dark and tricks
that are vain.” He had a truly Oriental
inability to distingmnish between the truth
and the reverse; but it was not easy for

ol 4 ek wert/split- {.eas

|

of laughing, shouting boys who had rusbed
to the after well-deck.

Mr. Lal Tata was there, with bis turban
over his eyve, in a great fluster.

= What does all these tomfooleries
mean?” demanded Mr, Lal Tata. “Do
you know that syou fellows have caused
me the great discomposures? I have been
hung on tenthooks! T have bheen suffer-
Ing most painful a%:i:gﬁuns, thinkieg that
yon were going to lose ship. How did yon
get acrozss that bridge which breaks in
halves¥™

S Goodness knows, sir!" replied Diek,
who was still perched. puffing and blowing,
on the edge of the baskei, with his feeg

firmly pressed on the sack as a warning to |

Captain Bounes to keep quiet. = Goodness
Emows, =sir! 1 dom'i! We got {0 the
miiddle just as she parted to let the ship
through, We shot the barrow over the
apening, and the next thing we knew abont
it was that the roadway lifted and shot
as down on the right side like a hundred-
weight of coals!™

“And what have you got in that
sack ?” demanded Mr. Lal Tzia {fussily.

“Junk, sir—just junk!™ said Dick
calmir,

But Chip Prodzers made Lal an imper-
ceptible sign. It was the sign of silence.
And Lal shut up like a sea anemone.

Umpty Ginsen, one of the crew, came
pushing through the erowd of boys.

“Now thep, young gents!™ zaid he.

- ‘—\.\

~ the

# Come out of that basket! We want to
stow the derrick. What are y& going to
do with that sack?? - % i

Umpty Ginsen wos an old friend of the
boys. They had sailed with him before.

Dvick Dorringtion gave bhim ‘2 wink—the
sort of wink that would. bave warned
Umpty, half a mile away, that there was
something on. .

And Umpty took the hint.

He did not [ift the sack containing Cap-
tain Bones from the basket, but feft it
there: and, calling his crew around him,
they shifted it away into some dark recess
of the stern of the Bombay Castle.

The boys were recovering their breath
when a quartermaster presented himself,

“The captain would like to see you
young gents up on the bridge. He's up
there with the pilot and the gent what's
£ort o first-mate on the schoof part o

the ship.™

ek groaned.

~Jdminy!™ he exclaiimed, HThat's
scorcher Wilkinson!” =aid  he. % He's

spotted uws. T was hoping be was down
in his eabin unpacking.” _

He led his companionz sorrowiollr up
on the harricane-deck, and they marched
along solemnly to the bridzesteps.

“It. strikes me that we are in for a

swishing !7 said Dick, as they climbed the

bridee-ladder.

Scorcher Wilkinson — the famous
Scorcher—was standing there, dressed in
@ greasy flannel suit and wearing a =oft
billyeock bat. He was a tremendously
powerful-looking man, with a huge square
chin, and a humorouns twinkle in his grey

. eves,
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' By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

“Fool ole poppee have baddee luck,”
he explained. “XNo money comee in, “and
P2 Sy, thats Dads

o1 say, s bad!” szid Frar e
sympathetic at omde. . . ank,. o
“No can_ callee Doe Jones, no cashee
ayer;” 8g _@'.le.sad}_\r._ “No have

;. wd B i 1{ H =
R e Ty, « e ey

: 1 . fa Ly .
And Yen Chin, suitinz the action to
the word, sat down on = log IEIﬂ wept

loadly.
exchanged

Prank Richards & €Co.
clances,

The little Chinee. plunged in griel. did
ot loek at them: be
his handz and sobbed.

“Poor little chap!” said Beanclerc.
“Dash it all, you fellows, if his father’s
ill, and there's no morey aboat—"
Beauclere's hand went into his pocket.

The remittance-man’s son was not
blessed with abundant cash, by any
means, but he was ready to stand his
share in relieving a case of distress.

Baob Lawless nodded.

“Looks like a ease this time,” he safd.
“I reckoned at first that the young jay
bad been playing poker again. Bat—"

“It’s jolly queer,” said Frank. *“John
Chin, the lzundryman, is supposed to be
pretiy well off. Yen Chin generally has
plenty of packet-money, excepting when
é’s been playing cards”

Saob from Yen Chin.

“Me wvelly bad, wicked 1il° Chinee,” he
murmured. “Xo ¢an =avee money. Now
pool ole poppee ill and sickee, mo have
cashee. Me velly wicked.™

“Ten dollars, did jou say?” asked
Frank,

“Ten doliee—oh, yes!”

There was another pause.

Ten dollars was pot a small sum for
three schoolboys to raise. Vere Beauolere
colovred a little. He had least cash of
the three.

“1 can stand two, you chaps.” he said.
“I'd stapd more willingly, but—but it's
all 1 have.”

“That leaves four each for us, Bobh.™
said Frank Richards. “But—but I've
only got three.”

Bob Lawless wrinkled his brows.

“It's a pretty big order, clearing our-
selves out of every cent,”™ he said. " But
I supposc it's up to us. I've got two.
But we can raise three more among the

ihe heathen to learn the white man's| fellows. J'H ask Lawrence—"

ways. And certainly Yen Chin had not

scemed to be such a little rascal simee |

Frank Richards & Co. had taXen him in
lrand. : -
was a question, but bhe certain
in Jdeep earnest. W F g

“Well.,” said Frank. afler & panses "if
you've ‘kent jour promiseé that's all to
the good. But if you haven't been play-
ing ¢ards with Gunten or =ome¢ other
qotter. what's the trouble?”

“Pool ole poppee.”

“What on earth———" :

“He means his poppa!"” crinned  Bob
]#w*m‘. s =

= 0h, your father!™ =aid Frank.  “Your
fnther isn't stouy broke, I suppose? He
wakes no end of money with his laopdry
af Thompson. doesn™t he?™ -
Eh.’_mﬂthtr shake of the hegd from Yep

i1l .

Whether he was telling the truth now § =

“1Hl ask Daws=on,” said Frank.
¥Frank Richards eclapped the little
sn the shoulder.

H “We'll

You shall have the ten

Yen Chin Yooked up.

“Flanky good ole boy!” he said., ™Al
velly good ole boys. Yeéen Chin velly
giateful.”

“That's all right!” said Bob.

The three chums left their task wm-
finished, and moved off towards the
iomber school, Yen Chin looking after
them with 2 curious expressiou upon his
little yellow face. :
~ Tom Lawrence and Dick Dawson will
ingly made the required loans. and the
whaole sum of tean dollars was handed to
Yen Cirin just as the bell was ringing
ior  lessons.

It disappeared at once inbo some reccss

buried his face in |

|

-of Yen Chin's locse attire, and‘be grinned

a grateful grin. ,

“Xou'd better ask Miss Hemi:qws to let
you off lessoms, and get off homse,” said
Eeaqcli-rﬂ. ; 3

“No wantee. Allee light."” '

“But il your father wants the doctor
or—"' s I 3 _?h,._-t .

schioal with the rest of £
Co. followinz hinr in, =
They could not help obsetving :
the iitile heathen had pocketed the ten
datlars his anxiety for Uis futher scemed
to have dismppeared all of p sudden.

But durinz class that alfernoon thes
cbserved that Yen Chin k his eve on
the clock, and seemed anxious for dis-
missal to come. And & quarter of an
hour before the wsnal time the littls
Chinee jumped up. By L

= Missy Meadee——" he heran.
higw Canadian schoolmistress looked at

“What is it, Yen Chin?"

“Lil' Chine¢ wantee go early. Pool
ole poppee sickee.” ,

“Indeed! I did not kmow that your
father was ill,” said Miss Meadows kindly.,
E;’jﬂﬂﬁ may certainly go at once, Yen

il.

“VYelly mochee tankee, missy.”

And Yen Chin went.

The Cedar Creek fellows hieard him ride
nway outside, and Frank Richards & Co.
supposed thet he was trotting awar to
the Chinese laundry in Thompscon. They
would have been sarprissd if ther had

known {hat Yen Chin furned off the

Thompson trail into the path to Hillerest

School, arriving there j as the Hill-

crest fellows came out affer lessons.
The 2nd ﬂhnlisr.

Sold !

Frank Richands & Co. came out of
Cedar Creek School when the hoar of dis-
missal struck at the Inmber schopl. The
three chums were thinking about Yen
Chin and his sick {ather at the laundry.

In the neighbourly Canadinn West it
was usunl enough for anvone down on his
luck to find willing belp in all quarters,
and even a Chinese hegthen was not out-
side the pele of Christian elharity.

The case of John Chin, the Iaupdry-
man, séeemed an unusaally hard ope, too,
for the Chinese laundry had always been
4 prosperous concern; indeed, 3lr. Chin
made more money by washing for the
miners than many of them made by
prospecting for gold. Such a calamity
overtaking the prosperous laundryman
naturally moved the sympathy of Yen
Chin's schogifellows.

“You galooks aren't in o hurry to gt
bpme, 1 gzuess,” remarked Bob Lawless,

as thev came out of the lumber school.

“I've been thinking we might ride round
by way of Thompeon, and lock in on the
poor old Chow. If he's in a bad way
he's got to have somedcare, aml ten
dollars wan's go very far. We'll see how

the maiter stands, and W get my father
to see about it." e, B
“That's a good idea™ agreed Frank.
“Let’s go,. by all méeks” said Beau-
clere. “We may beSibiE %o =ive somé
tweip abnut the placeldopiirs. (hin most

likely has plenty on Bgp lEE -
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r | ther rode up

|

E'Well, younz gentiemen,” said he, =1
understand that you have nearly loss the
zhip. By rights I should report you.te
the Head for unpunctuality., But as Cap-
lain Handyman tell: me that vou are old
shipmates of his, and as the Head is very
busy with his mieres examining the
nervous syatem of a barpacle, I am going
to band you over to the capfain for
reprimand.”

The boys marched forward to the other
cnd of the bridge, and came to a stand
hefore Captzin Handyman, who was lean-
ing on ' a highly-polished engine-room
telegraph.

Captain Handyman tugged at bhis
pointed beard apd grinned.

“Same old crowd!® execlaimed Captain

Handyman. <“Dick, Chip, Pongo, and
Porkis! Might trast youn lot to provide

some excitement for a send-ofi. Where
did you get to?=

“We went to buy a sack and some phioto-
film,” sald Ddek, in a low wvoice, so that
Mr. Wilkinson, standing at the other end
of ¢he bridge, should not hear.

“PBat ryon didn't buy & whole sack of
photo-filme 7 exclaimed the little captain.
“Whut have you got in that sack?”™

“A pirate!™ soid Dick, almost in a
whisper.

Cuptain Hapdyman jumped,

“Wha-a-at!v -

# A pirate, sir!" repeated Dick. ©His
name 1s Captain Bones, and he keéps the
junk-shop where we went to buy our sack
—at least, be kept it. He wanted to come
with us. So he got in the sack, and he's
got the charts of a Spanish treaszure

The three cﬁums mounted their horses
and started up the Thompson traili and
Chunby Todgrers, whese homeward way
lay i_i*n that]d'irrciinn, joined i_ﬂ;le.m.

“You galoots going to Thompson?”
asked Chunky. 5

“1 guess were going to see John
Chin,” answered Bobh. “Have you heard
about his illness, Chunky? You come

Ly Thompson every day,”

*Is he §llEF”

“Il' and on the rocks, Yen Chin told
Il.i."

“Never heard of it,” =zid Chunky Tod-
gers. “He looked well enough when I
saw him yesterday.”

“You saw him ryesterday—well®?" ex-
claimed Frank Richards.

_ “Xep. - He was in Gunten's siore, argu-
Ing with Old Man Gunien about a bill
for laundering.”

“My bat® Must be a joliy sudden ill-
ness, then”

Frank Richards & Co. felt very per-
plexed 23 they rode on to Thompson,
and perhaps they were feeling a Jitile
doubtful now. They could not help re-
membering the extremelv deceptive wars
of the heathen €Chinee of Cedar Creek.
Az they made into Thompson they came
all ' Picky Bird amd Blumpy, of Hillerest

' Hallp, Cedar CreeX jays!™ called oul
Dicky Bird cheerily.

“Hallp, Hillerest, [atheads!™ answered

Dicky smited and’

1 ﬂﬂlﬂ!;l as
He =eemed

{o have something to sar.

“1 guess T've heeh zoing to speak to
vou galoots.” he remarked. “There's one
of your chaps who's hooked jor trouble

if he doesn't let op. That pesky heathen

of yours——"

“Nen Chin?" exclaimed Frank.

“Yep. If yoa care whether he gets into
trouble or mnot, you'd better keep him
away Jfrom Hillerest," said Dicky Bird.
“It won't do him any good to' come
mescying along to see Kern Gunten.
Gunten is 2 bad egz; but you know that
well enongh, as he uwsed to be at Cedar
Creek. That's all. So-lopg!™

And Dicky Bird rode after Blumpry,
having delivered that good-natered warn-

ing.
“By gum!” said Bob Lawiess. “It
looks——  Well, let's get on to the

laundry, and see."

They trotted on to the Chinese laundry.

Their summons at the door of John
Chin's residence was answered by John
himself.

The fat., smiling Chinese laundryman
certainly did nob look “sickec.” He was,
to all appearance, as {at and prosperous
48 ever.

“Velly glad see nicey young gentle-
men,” said Johm Chin, in his oily voice.
“Likee somet’ing washy washy?”

“Well, my hat!" ssid Frank.

I “Aren’t yvou sick?” demanded Bob Law-
e==,

The Chinaman raised his erebrows,

“No sickee,” he answered, in mild sar-
prise. " Allee jight. Oh, yes.”

“We were told—" begzan Beauciers.

But he checked himself. It wzas plain
enough by this time that the chums had
been deceived by the beathen Chinee, but
they did not want to glve Yen Chin away
to his father. They made up their
minds, however, to deal . with bhim
drastically enouch themselves.

“All right, John,” said Bob Lawless
abruptly. *We heard you were sick. so
we looked in. (Glad to find you're well”

“Muochec tankee,” =aid the pozzled
Chinaman.

Frauk Richards & Co. rode away. They
did not speak till they had torned from
Main Street into the trail eoutside the
town. Then Bob Lawiess spoke in
emphatic tones.

“T zuess we've been done.” he said.
“That peskv little rascal has been play-
iry ecards with Guoten again and lost
his money, and he was raising the wind
from us to play again. By gum!”

“The bhorrid little rogue!™ exciaimed
Frank.

Boly compressed his lips.

“He never went home at all.” he said.
“That's why he left éarly. too: e wanted

to catch Gunten coming away from
schoal. They'rc playing poker some-

wherea in the timber npew—with ocur fenp
dollarz."
“All we hid,
with & zrmace.
=1 guess we're goinigz to ciip in Beayy "

ton!™ said  Beauclere,

Price
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which is in the Pacific. And there's half
2 skull ihere, and——=

Captain Handyvman started again,

*Captain Bones! Hall a skull!” he
whispered exultantly. “Why, it's the
Lima Treasore! It's Where have
you put him?>»

“Umpty's got him hiddem up in the
steerage, sir!™ replied Dick.

“ Keep bim there till we are outside the
three-mile limit,” replied the captain, in
low tones. “Now, look here,” he added.
“This is our secret. I don't want Mr.
Wilkinson to know about it—yet! 1've
to divert his mind. So I am going to
order you all to be swished.”

“ Yes, sir!” repled Pick dutifully.

I—}ér_ Wilkinson!® called the captain
aloud.

Mr, Wilkinson, who had been surverin
the colipgoy with curicns éyves, walk
along the bridge.

“ Yes, Captain Handyman!® said he,

“Give these voungsiers half a dozen of
the best apiece, Mr. Wilkipson!” said
Captain Hapndyman.

“On what grounds, sir?” said Mr, Wil
Kinson, who was always just,

Captain Handyman hesitated a moment.

“¥or looking for trouble and seeking
adventures!” he replied curtiy.

Scorcher Wilkinson's eves twinkled, and
he nodded. He had seen the barrow hop-
piog along behind the engine.

- s way, young gentlemen, please!™
said be,

lf.-ln_ﬂthfr mﬁgniﬁunt long iwstelment
of l:k:gr amazing wew zérial tn next Mon-
day's issue of the Boys' FRIEND.)
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exclaimed Bob. “This is rather too
stronz. Yen Chin is going to have a
lesson. But Gunten's worse: he knowa
hﬂ'tt{it:. and this pesky little heathen
doesn't. He's only a heathen, anyway.
and all these Chows would gamble the
shirts off their backs. We'll mosey along
and find them, if we can.”

“YXou bet!”

And the chums rode on fowards [1-
crest Schoaol. i
_Half-way from Thompson to Hillerest a
rider appeared in the trail. coming towass
them. It was Kern Gunten, and he was
alone. Boh» Lawless drew 1¢in  and
raised his riding-whip.

“Halt!” he rapped out.

——

The 3rd Chapfler.

Gunten is in a Hurry!

;Ha!t-:"

ern Gunten  looked quickly at the
three Cedar C reek ?fc!lnwg. Instead of
halting, be gzave his horse a touch of the
;rhi;:l% and came on at a gallop, to pass

The Swiss_ schoolboy evidenéiv did not
desite an interview with his former
schoolfellows of Cedar Creek. _

But Bob Lawless was not to be denied.
He drew his horse info Gunien's path,
and Mhis comrades followed his cxample,

e troil. Gumien had to halt
OF I'ERK a scrious collision, and for that
e had not the nerves He drew in his
steed, scowling. ' ; |
_“What do you want? he snarled.

I've no time to waste. I'm late for
home already.”

“You're late. 1 zuess.,” assented Bob.
“It’s taken you some time to get tan
dollars off Yen Chin at poker, I reckon!”

Gim [;:;p started.

T n't understand——" bhe heran.

Bob Lawless interrupted hjm.g;-m

gt | guess I'l make you savvy fast
enough,” .he answered, “You've been
leading Yen Chin into gambling again.™
. "1 guess be doesn't want moch lead-
g, smecred Gunten. “He'd rather
gamble than eaf, like all the Chows.”

1 dare say h¢ wounld: byt that's no
€xcuse for you, n white man. You
ought to refuse to play with him."

Gunten shruzged his shoulders.

“1 guess I can do as I like,” he an-
swered. “I see no harm in & game of
draw poker.”

"Your game seems to end with you
pocketing- the heathen’s money every
time.” answered Bob. "I guess you
don’t even give bim a square deal. But
3quare deal or nof, you're mot going
1o play cards with him, Gunten.”

“Have you been appointed I ctor of
morals for the Thompson Valley?" in-

1 quired Guuten, with a sneer.

“I guess I've appointed myself, s fapr
as Yen Chin is concerned,” answered Bob.
“That young rogue has diddied us out
;:uf tr.;n ﬁnltaﬁ_tcﬂdnﬂ. Wictih & yarn about
s father mg ill and wanting ¢
doctor.” > e

“The younz razcal!™ grinned Gunten.
*I wondered how he'd managed to raise
the wind. Ha, ha, ha! You must be
pretty soft."

__“Boft or not, we're not going to allow
:Il'-. :flml ve met him since lessons to-
ay?

" Perhaps.”

“ Well, we know you have: and T reckon
youve won ten dollars from him.” =azid
Bob Lawless savagely.

“*That’s my business!”

“Ours, too, as it's our money!” ex-
claimed Frank Richards angrily.

“1 guess Yen Chin's money is his
own,” answered Gunten coolly. “H yon
lend him money., I suppose you do it of
your own aeccord, and sou take the risk.
If you're asking me for momey, you're
wasting your breath. What's mine I'm
keaping.”

“Bdt 6 Ba't yoors" said Vere Beau-
clere quietix. 1 Srmly believe that you
ciieat the Chinece. He's a clever little
rascal with the eards, and il you gave
him a sguare deal I dom't think wyou'd
always win his dollars”™ ;

“That's your opinion,” snesred Gunten,

“The long and the sbort of it is, that
vou've got to stop it,” zaid Bob Lawless,
setting his teeth. “Yom've got to hand
back to Yen Chin the money you've had
from him to-day, Gunten, and we'll jolly
wedl sce that be hands it back to its
OWHErS. Savvy il
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“Oh, go and chop chipsl” retnrudl
unten.

You don's agree?”

“ Nope.”

“Then you'll be made!™ anfiouticed Bob.
“And to begin with I'm going to give
you & hiding, as a leson, you gambling
polecat! Get down into the trail, and
put up ¥our hands!”™

“Three {0 one!™ sneered Gunten.

“Mah t man Yoa rofter! Thess
galoots will see fulr play!” exclaimed the
rancher’s son hotiy,

“Oh, I'm ready, i you like!”

Gunten backed his hotse, and Bob Luw-
less jumped down into the trail, his
chums following his example.

Gunten wae apparcotly preparing to
siiﬁﬁ?tmt- bat he did not leave his
saddle.

The moment the chumms of Cedar Creek
were onl the ground, the Swiss was up-
right in the saddle again, and he lashed
kis horse eruelly.

The animal bounded forward.

There was & sharp cry from Bob Law-

lese as Gunten's horse grnEﬂ lim,
shouldering him viclently away,
Bob went reeling into the trail, and

fell heavily; and at the same moment
Gunten went on at o Za townrds
Thompeon. His derisive laugh floated
bhack to the enraged Ceodar Creek fellows.
Frank sapd Beunclhen: ran {0 - Bob at
once.. - Gusiten, unpheeded, gatloped  on,
and vanished round a benid of the tradl.

“Bob, old chap!” panted Frank,
“Oh1" gasped Bob Lawless. “Oh,
Eulﬂ!ﬂ

His c¢hums rajsed him up, Bob panting
for bréath. He lad been bruised and
shaken by the fall, but forfanately Do
worse damage was done.

“The peaiir polecat!” ejaculated Boh.
“Jevver hear of such & rotten trick! 1
thought he was going to dismount.”™

“1t was a trick to get away,”
Frank. " You're not hurt—"

“Onir 2 brujse or two,” panted Boh,
“Get into the saddie; we may run him
down yet.”

The three chums: mounted and galioped
on Gunten's track.

But the Swiss had too good a start.
They caught a glimpse of him in the
digtanee riding into Main Street, and theu
Be vanisied.

Bob Lowless slackened rein.

“I guess we won't follow him right
home,” he said. “We don't womt a row
at Gunten’s store. We'll see him to-
morrow ; and 1 reckon 1°11 see Dicky Bird,
tO0 Gunt{-n has got to be stopped.”

The chuins kept their eves open for
Yern Chin, as they rode gway; but the
little Chinee was nof ssfen, :

They had no doubt that the ten dollars,
ratséd with =o much difficulty at Cedar
Creek, had passed to the cuanning Swiss
over thé cards; and if that proved to
be the cdse. they did not intend to sliow
the nioney to remain in Gunten's
possessicn. . They discussed the matter as
they rode homeward; and it was agreed
that they should ses ‘Dicky Bird, of Hill-

gaid

crest, on the morrow, dand consult w:i.h;

ﬂ}erahndheﬂn

nim “tows "

many.
Dicxy Bird & Co. of Hillefest Schooid -
hiut m & matter of this kind they werc
likely to be in full agreement.

Frank Richards & Co. were anxious for
1lhe morrow to dawn: and possibly Kern
Gruntea, at Thompson, was anticipating
the morrow with zome anxiety. More
tlian onte the rascal of Hillerest bad
found that the way of the ¢t r
was hard, and once more ‘he was destined
to find it so.

The 4th Chapter.
The Ways of the MHeathen.

“Flanky!™

Yen Chin came sidling up to TFrank
Richards & Co., when the chums came
ot of the school-room the next day after
morning lesons.

The Co. gave him very grim iooks. They
had oot had an ovporiunity of speaking |
to the heathen before lessons, hut pow
they intended to make up for lost time.

- “Well," said Bob Lawless, “how's your
father, Yen Chin?™

Yen Chin assumed a sorrowiul
pression. He trotted on bheside the chums
into the playground, eyeing them with
sidelong Jooks. They walked on out of
view of the schoolbhouse. There was
businéss to be transacted at that inter-
view which was better transacted out of
sight of Miss Meadows,

“Pool ole poppee velly bad!™ mur-
mured Yen Chin.

Evidently John Chin had not mentioned
the Co.'s 1L-;it. to his bopeful son, and
Yen Chin was not yet aware that they
knew the facts.

“Btill sick?” lated Frank nriml}‘

“ Awiul sickee,” said Yen Chin., “Kickee
buckee if not gettee mele medicine.
Nicey ofe Flanky helpee pool lil' Chines
once mole, oh. yes! Me wantee ten
dolles fol medicine.”

“Well, my hat!™ sald Beauclerc.

The chums of Cedar Creek had not ex-
pected this. even from the umscrupulous
little heathen. Apparently Yen Chin
was bopeful of making another “raise”
from the trusting trio, to play poker
againm with Kern Gunien.

“80o vour father's still sick, and you've
spent the money, aud you want some
maore?" asked Beb Lawless, with a deep
bhreath.

“All_collect,” assented Yen Chin.
s solly for pool ole poppee. me cly.”

And Yen Chin sobbed soitly.

“Doesn't be take the ::ak-e*:'" sdid Frank
Richards. in wapder. “Blessed if 1
should have belicved any chap. even &
beathen, ecanld roll out lies like that!™

Yen Chin's slmond eves blinked at him
juickly.

‘No tellee lie” he sald. “No can. XMe
te€ilee fogen thith. Lil° Chipee good boy,
allee zamee Chiistian.”

Bob Lawless halted on the adge of the
timber, and dropped his band oo Yen

hn: s shoulder.

“Loek here, heathen!” he =2id. “We

ex-

“Xe
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| said Bob,

called on your father after =chool yeéstir-
day. and found that he wasn't f1l”

“Oh!”

“And he's nm bard up, cither, to judge

the look of him.”

“lJ-l:!"

“And you gnt e money ont of“us to
play cards with Gunten, at Hillerest, and
you've lost it to Lim.”

“XNicey ole Bobh mistakec,
play pokee.”

“*We've seen Gunten, t00.”

Yen Chin cast o longing glance towards
the schiool wutés. But. Bob=s grip on lis
shoulder was like thiat of a'v 1-:“

“Youre not going just vet,” snid Bob,

“You've lied to us, ¥YemChin—"

“N¢ ¢can.”

“And vou've hroken your promizs, and
gambled with Gunten again.”

“Bob dleasmee,” said Yen Chin. *“Me,
Yeén Chin, good boy, Xo playee pokee.
Tinkee playee pokes velly wicked, You
lendee me ten dollee?”

“'What?"

“Pool ol uncle velly sickee! Me makes
mizstake—pool ole unele velly sickee, Yen
Chin wantee boyee medicine for pool ole
upclel!l”

“My word!” murmured Frank Richards,
“You yousng idiot, do you think we are
going to swallow that ™

NOo can

“Yen Chifd tellee tiuth, No tellez lie.
NO ¢an.”

*Cut &4 switeh Jor me, Franky,” said
Boh Lawless.

* What-ho!"
Yen Chin wriggled
schoolboy’s graap.

in the Canadian

“No whacker pool 11" Chinee!” he
wailed., “Pool H1" Chinee velly solly! Me
clyt™

“You cun cofy as mueh ns you liEe,”

“You're going to have & jolly
gordd lambasting !

“Ugly ole Bobh——"

“Give me that stick, Frank!™

Boh Lawless gripped the back of Yen
Chin's neck with his el band. With
his right he grazped the thick switch
Frank had cut in the wood,

The ¢hums of Cedar Creek felt that Yen

Aaking lis atrim.

J.th‘] Bﬂr'r Lawless w:!iu'ﬁ!d his wr'tt,lla

atitlithey weni foptheir horses.  And the
mlt‘ttwr .'|: AP &i Bird, at Mr, Perk-

OUET RS e unu-u.lil*r* [Tiendiy on
bBotl 4.]65‘ md the 1i ﬁimmoﬂ found
themselyy n Sepmplety ment for
once—whi nit'mlb il‘uﬂ for Kem

E‘Ilﬂ;fﬂ- '-"q.

Thlr Bth ma‘.ptln
‘Rough Justice !

Mr. I"eche.n,_r;he headmaster of Hill.
crest Selool, dismissed his class, and. the
Hillerest crowd eame out. Kern Gunten
wag heading for the gates with Keller, lis
chitm, when Dieky Bird hurried after liim,
At with llick; Bird enme Blumpy,
F'ahn.r and Walson,

- Hold of & mitlute; Ganten, old scout!™
said’ Dicky Bicd

The Swiss gawe him a four look, He
was nob on ol terms Wwith the cheers
leader of the Hillerest School.

“I'vé no timg to stop!" he noswered
shortly.

Dicky Bird smiled.
“Lan't you iod time " he asied.
“Nope !

“1 gaess fou'll mapags i6”
“You're voming for a
Iiit]i.* paisey with me, my pppin!”

“I'm not!” lhowied Guntey
eruuu:Hng to drag his army away.
*1 guess yoL are. - You can cut off,
Rellers you're not wapted.”
h“iiﬂ!‘ h.rnLuhd
*Help bim off,)” zaid Dicky Bird.

Fisher nde & movement towards
Keller, and 4he Bwiss diocided to go. hern
Gunten valled te him, but Keller turned a
denf ear anu desappesrsd.

i Uhun't-:n mive Dicky Bird & Co. a bitter

00

“Whiere do you want me to goi” he
'1-h|:~=l betwern his teeth.

“Only a litste pusey into the wood!™
:ms?ﬁ:rﬂit Bird hlrﬂ!ldl}‘.

“1 won't come.”

“Help hilm with your boob, Diumpy!”

“You het!"

angrily,

zaid Dicky,”
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Gsoafen made o answers bnt his f=e3-
ings wene not pleszant as he walked on
into the woosd with the Hillérest fellows.

He understoosd now that they musi bave
made an sppointment wit{;hﬂ Richards
& Cos, 2pd that he was Déin= taken to it
After the indident of tlie previous even-
ing, be wag, very anxious to avoid the
ehtims of Cedar Cresk; bot thers was po
help for Iiim now.

On the bank of the creek. a quarter of
a mile or se from Hillerest Sehool, tiie
party haited.

“¥irst in tha fieid!” remarked Dioky
EiﬂL looking round.

“Hep: they come!™ said Fisher,
. Four sehoolbeys appeared undesr the
tree, hemi}nﬂ' for -the spot. .. They were
E:}EJL :jelards and his chunis—and Yen
- The little Chinee was evidently an un-
willing eomer. He cxpe perforce, as Hob
Jawless was hwoiding his pigtail, and lead-
ing bim. Yea Chin could not flee without
leaving that adornment in Bol’s hands.

“Here we are again!” said Bob cheerily,
a8 th#} joined the Hillcreﬂ crowd on the
bank of the creek. “1 zee you've brought
your foreign trash !

“And yoa've brought
heathen!"” said Dicky Bird.

“Yen Cliin velly good boy ™

your thieviag
wailed the

Chinee. “Me wantes goey home. Poot ole
poppee veliy sickee! :
“Dry ip, you Iying beathen™ growled

Bab. "1 supposs . you. know wh) we'ne

_ ,I.}L‘I'Ei Gunten?

The Swisz ecowled without repliying.

“You've heen playiog poker with Xen
Chiu,” continued Bobh. “You've
money—or, rathier, ontr money.  Yeén Chin
squeczed it ot of us with = =tof thamp-
ingz hes!™

“No can teliee Tie——"

“bhut upl™ roared Bobh.

Yen Chin shiag vp, but bhis little yelaw
face assumed a micst woehegone  and
pathetic expression. But it wus unavail-
ine: the (Co. were a- little 'too

seghainted with his wiles now.
“Now, thes, to biusiness!” ssid Mr
Bird, in a businesslike manner.
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raised his riding-whip.

Chin needed a lesson wurds were wasted
on him, and r.tm lesson he was geing to
have was one that he could understand,
Bob Lawless did not spare the rod.

Whack, whaek, whack!

Yen o Chin mared and bhowled and
wrigeled. But the switeh lashed on with
fFreL b vigour,

THe Kttle Chinee burst into tears. At
the sizhs of that Boh's heart failed him,
and hu censed to whack.

“1—1 sUppOe he's had enough,” he
mutterad. “He uuuht to have a jolly
"ﬁ'hi hiding, but

"That witl do,” said Fram. |

Bob released the little heathep, who
wis weeping bitterly. Yen Chin limped
AWSY, jc.-'.-.ﬂnj: the three cliums looking,
and feeling, very uncomfortable. But at
a degzen paces’ (distance the Celestial
ceased to Hmp and ceased to weep; he
turned round and grinned at the three.

“Yah! ‘*111'- ole Bob!” he called out
cheerfully. ~Silly ole ugly Bob! No
hartee Yen Chin! Me Jlaughee! 0Oh,
yes!”

“What?" gasped Bob.

Yen Chin put his extended fOngers to
his nose and chuckied. The chums of
Cedar Cresk gazed at him blankly.

“Yah! Ugly ole Bob gieat fool!” called
out Yem Chin., “Me o hurt! Me

iuu thee !
“By gum! I—I—" stuttered Bob.
"*Hl'r ol Bob! Sillyv ole Flasky ! ™ Sills
ole Chelub!” chortied Yen Chin. *“Me
latrhee! No burt! Oh, yesl You gleat
tool 1™ y

Bob Lawlesz made a [urious rush at him,
and the little Chinee, still choriling,
skipped away and fled. He dodged in at
the sehond-gates and disappeared.

“The—the aswinl young rascal!™
tered Frank.

Boh halted, drawing a deep bresth.

“T—I—1'li—" he gasped.

He stopped. Words were quite inade-
guate to express his feclings at that
momsnt.

“We've oot to ride over to Hillcrest and
see Dicky Dird.” =aid Beauelerc, with a
srpat. (" Comne on i

stut-

=l

‘““ Halt!*' he rapped out.

“Do you wint e to shout for Mr. Peck- y Gunien, you've got ten dollars from the

overy" tEﬂInLUHEd Gunten Lercely.

= Betier nof,’ aqid Dicky Bird. “1 know
vou're Peckover's [myourite, dear old
sCout, Iscauge It OowWes  your " poppa

money ; but even Pechoy er would have to
draw 2 line a8 what you've been doing.
Il you want him to hear ail about your
poker sames with the heathen Chinee, you
Can {:au him.%. .1

Gunten bit bis lip hard ; and he did not
speak again, as Dicky Bird & Co. walked
I out of tis Eates.

He certain dd pot want the head-
master of Hiler#st to learn the particu-
lars of bhis Baming transactions.  Mr,
Poeckover was ot an agreeable genticman ;
bhut he had some sense of doty, and
Gunten could not venture to let bim bear
the facta.

The chums of Hillerest turned from the
trail cutzide the gates, and led their cap-
tive throuzh the timber towards the
croek.,

“Where sre we going?” asked Gunten;
at last, betwoen his set teath,

“Into the wood.”

*“What forl™

“To mect some friends of yours!”
grizmﬂ'ﬂ' Blumpy.

mmt-m started.

“If you mezn those Cedar Cresk cads
——" he exclammed savagely.
B Tﬂu‘r»s: a4 thought-reader !™ smiled Dicky

Bird. “They're the very identical galoots
u:ru e f..m:rr” to see.”
“I won't’ !mmled Gunten.

He hualted, in spite of Dicks's rm grip
upon his sme. Bat Blampy's boot csme
into ptay bebind, and Guuten yelled, and
started again.

“What zame are yon playing: you
beasts?” he mubterad flucskiy. “I'm not
goigg to fieht Beb Lawless, if that's what
you wani ™ >

“You can pigase yourself asboul that™
said Dicky, geing bis shoulders. * RBut

VIl Te Dt S 2 %0 diszrace Hillerest, and

tha$ coneerns Youre going to stop
gambling witly:Yen Chin, and you're going
to hand back your Joot—or ;rﬂu‘ﬂ be

thrashed #ill you'de, Sayvy?”

|

L

ilt athen !”

“Lwon it from him, at a sqoare game,™
answered the Swiss sallenly. “ You're not
g0ing to rob me!”

“Not a bit of il. - Nobody here iz going
to touch the money, whether you won it
fairly or npot.” answered Dicky Bird.
“You'll do exsctiy as you please about it.”

The Swiss stared at him.

“Then I don't see——" he began.

“You'll see soon. You can do exactly as
you please; bus 1 bope you will please . to
hand the monev back to Yen Chin.”

“1 wan't do anything of the sort.”

“3ure?”

“Yes, you fool "

“Right-ho! 1t's ecxsetly as won like.”
said Dicky Bird. “Please yourself. I'm
going 1o please mys=elf, so why shonlda't
you? Give me that riding-whip, Fisher!™

“Here you are ™

“l'i‘at:w bend iim down.”

*You betl”

Kern Gunten strugzled in the grasp of
Fisher and Blumpy. But he struggled in
vain. He woas bent down, and beld in
that position. panting.

“Ready ™ grinned Bmm*w

Dicky Bird raised the riding-whip. It
came down with a terrific whack on Kern
tiunten, and the Swiss uitered a yell that
'nui-.r évery eche of the wood.

“Yaroooooh !”

“One ™ eomated Dicky Eird.
to eoant & hundred. huut{'d.
will meet the casc.”

Whask!?

“Two!"

“Ha, h.i. h'.': !

“Stop .ai]tu.lnel Gunien, struggling
furiousiy. “You rotter! Stop it! Oh—oh
—OW—Fow 1"

Whaek !

“Three

EKern Guoten yelied framtically. The
three lashes had been very zevere, and
Guaten would pnot have taken the full
handred {or ten dollars, or teo times tea

cgollars!
“Stop shrieked, *“I-I-1-1I

“I'm going
1 think that

|.l.

it e
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Yen Chin,”

won his.

I

e

} keeppee.
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“Surc vou've made up Moar mjndi’
asked Dicky Bird - blawdle, “Yow're fres
to do exactly sz you please, you know—
same as 1 am. Canadu is a free cotntcy,

guéss 1'll hand over the dust!
‘t'n*u.- i

- and I wodldn't overrale you for anything.

Nothing of the kind. I'm simply going
to keep om licking you till you do tite

right thing. But' youre . yeur own
master,” '

“Ha. ha, bal” :

“Stop it! =171 do itl’
B*g" your own . aceerd?” uakeﬂ Dicky
ie

“Ow! ‘Hp t}w. Oh, :.-e""

“Good

Dicky Bird l-mr_-.red: the riding-whip, and
Gunien was aH 1o stapd €rect omea
more—still with a ont his collar, haw-
ever. His schoolfcllowg did not trust
him, cvin as far &= they could see hinw.

“Ten dollars, I think, is what yYou owe
said Dicky Bird, with a sweet
smile. “Count i owf, if you've teally
made up your mind.”

Guuten muttered an oath under s
brasth.

‘He dragged the mofey oot of lils
pocket. and counted ten dollars into the
yellow hand of the Chinee,
£ Yen Chin was gfioning as ho received

“That right?" asked Dicky Bird.

“Allee light—ten dollee.”

“Gootd! Do you feel better for having
acted honestly for once, Gunten?” '

“Hang rou!" was Guaten's replr.

“T ouwess we've. finished Dbere,™,
marked Dicky Bird: “You Ueﬂu-.?@

loots can setiie your businéss with the

wathen. Gunten, you can vamoose the
ntm'-h We're :nln;; {o give you ten
secands’ start, and then we sliall be ajter
you. 11 we cateh yon up thig side of
Thompson we give you I:lunt-lfuuther all
fhe way home. Start!” ,

Guanten sturted at & cugl *

Dicky  Bird fook ont *h[! big silver

watch nnd timed Lim. He gave the ran-
fiing Swiss exactly ten fatonds.

“After him!" he shouted,

“3a; ha-bnt™

The Hillcresters started In pirsuit, with
a whoop, Frank Wichards & Cb. shouted
with lasghter, and Guaoten disappeared
amofg the tiees, fabning dexperately,
with Dieky Pird & Co. on his track.

Loud yells from the distance Linted
that the Swias had not on the race. and
that he was getiing “boot-Rather™ on
his war home.

Frank Hichards & Co. cliofticd as the
yuils of the hapless Swiss died away in
st glistnnes.

Yen Chin waited, Bob Luwless still
holding his pigtails, The chmﬂﬁ of Cesiar
Creek turced to hifn.

“}ﬂn owe us temn dollars, iy beathes
pippin!” said Bob Lawless grimly. The
money had disappeared inte Yea Clin's
pm:kﬂs.

‘Good Hil' Clidee wantss deliec, huree
medmﬂe fol pool ole sleies shiwdie,” mur-
mured Yen Chin. ~Payves cfe Beb nnut]iti,
Hﬁgﬁmeq. What you tinkes=? i‘m yestt g

I:‘h:m—- £
= %?m Clhin's intim-
'l!nn Eﬂ g2ick to the ten duitars which
Gupten had been foreed bto refund, if be
could. But the opinion of Frunk kichards
& Co. was that be counlds™t.

Bob Lawiess took a tighter grip on
tiie Celestial’s pigiail and led him to-
wirds the creek.

Yen Chin looked alarmed.

“Whattee you do?" he exelaimed.

“You'll ses it a4 minat=!"

“No  takee dollee flom
Chinee ™

*Cerlainly pnot!™

“Allge light,” =aid Yen Chin. “Me
Ols, yes!™

“Kerp the focks as long as you like.”
answered Bob. “1'm only guicg to dip
your hzad into tho ereek-

“Witattee?™

“And Eeep it there—"

“Yow-ow ™

“Till you pony up.
time.”

Yen Chin velled dismally as his head
was bent down to the flowing waters of
thF creck.

'h'n -ow-0w! Nicey ole Bob jokee—

yesl™ he gasped.

{’-11“u,t 1 Only
inatl”

."ip[ns-lt!

“XYurrrgsh ™

Yen Chin's head came up in a momont,
11.t-ammg witllt water.

ros

-

pool. 1f°

Take youtr own

a little joke—like

‘Golmg to ponmy upi” asked Bob
cheerily.

“Yow-ow! You stoppee!" yelled Yen

Chin. "Me velly good Doy ; me pony up!

Oh, yes!l™
And the little raseal promwptly ponied
up, =nd the ten dollars returned to thesr
OWners, Yen Chin'zs glance followed
them mournfully. He had jost them otice
at poker already, but evidently he had
been hoping to have another chanee of
l-:mn-* them at that entertaining game.

“Now you camn cut off, you young
rasral.” stld Bob Lawless, “and I reckon
we'll take a tip from Dicky Bird. Yon
¢an have ten seconds’ start. and then
it's & cuse of boot-leather if we ecuatch
you!™

Yen Chin did net stay {o repiy: he
started. But his ik was better than
Giunten's, and he liad vounsshed in the
wod when the ehums of Coedar Crovic
staried in pursuit.

But when the chums
where - they hind  Ieft
mounted, Yen Chin's
once moré from tie

“Yah! Tgly olc Bob!
Ugly Chelab ™

'l‘fél, ha, ha?!”

“Ugiy ole Boh! Flanky velly ugiy

Frapk Richarids & Co. chuckicd as tiau
rade bomewarnd, aad the wrathind hnul
af the Cedar Creel hrathen died away in
the distapca

rcached the trail
their horaecs. amd
_volee was hearnd
timber.

Ugly Flanky!

TEE EXD.

(daother splendid compiete stary of
Frmrial?i Richords £ Co. atl f.”.n.rr Creek next
week.

Crests  qased-at
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The 1st Chapter.

Tubby Wantis to Know.
“Neville!™
Jimmy Silver of the Fourth tapped as
Neville's door-in the Sixth Form passage

at Rookwood and loocked in.
Jimmy's ustually ‘supny Iace was
clonded.

From his expression it might have been
supposcd  that the junior had come to
Nevitle's study for a ficking: but Jimmy
wig not, as it happened, worried about
fimself. He was thinking, like many of
the Rookwood juniors, of the trouble
that lind fallen upon “old Bulkeley,” the
popitar captain of the school—captain
o - longer.

All Raoksood School was in 2 Dbuzz
of excited discussion ppen that topic jusi
then.

“Neville, the Head's sent me to tell
vou——" began Jimmy Silver, us he put
his head fnto the stndy.

Then he stopped, as he dizvovered that
the stidy wius untenznted. Neville of
tlie Sixtlr wog not in his quarters

Jimmy BSilver stepped back into the
pussaze, looking more clouded than ever.
He guessed that Neville was in Nalke-
tov's study, so e had to go there with
his mezsage from the Head, and he found
his “tnsk repugnant.

Only an hour before he had pulled
Tubby Muflin’s fat ear for proposag to
aive Balkeley a look in and see how
e wans taking it Jimmy did not want
ta see how Bulkeley was taking it; he
ouiuld gness, ouly too easily, that Bulke-
ley was feeling roiten enough, and did
sint want to be bothéered by
Es,

But there was no help for it; Jimmy
hait t+o deliver Dr. Chisholm's messigze.
%o be  went stowly along to Bulkeley s
deor and tﬂ_P]]L‘-d.

There - was oo cheery ~“Come inl” from
within. Jimmy heard a chilr move, and
shen the door was opeaed, and XNevilléd
of tlhe Sixth glanced out to see who had
tapped.

Neville™s handsome, good-natured face
wis very grim now. He frowned at the
junior.

“What do ¥you wanti” he snapped.
“Hualkeley can't seée you NOw..

Jimmy's glance passed Neville, and
rested for a moement upon the athietic
hgare of George Bulkeley, standing by
the mantelpiece. Bulkeley was staring
a4t the hearthrog, and did pot turn his
head.

- haven't come to see Bulkeley,” said
Jimmy Siiver bastily. “1 thought you
were here. Neville. 1've beei to. Your
study."”

“Well, what do you wanti™

“It's o message from the Head.™

“Oh! Get it out, thenl”

“ The Hlead wapts you in his study af
QLCE:, H*'."hi“l_'.q

Neville gave s gruni.

< All right. Yon caa ciear o

Jimmy Silver cleared off, glad 10 go.
The door closed again with o snap, and
ihere was & mormur of vweices i the
study.

Jimmy went quickiy down the passage,
and found a group of juniors waiting
for him at the end.

-“You've told Neville?”

=X¢s."

“1 say. did you see Bulkeleyl” asked
Tubby Muffin eagerly, :

“Yes," growled Jimmy SHver.

“Did he look awfully downt”

“Brer-r-r!"

“1 suppose he does,” said Tubby. *“It's
an awinl come-down for Bulkeley, yon
kpow. to be sacked from the captaincy.
1 saw Coarthew of the Sixth grinning
aver the Head's notice on the board; Lie
wad joliy pleased.”

“he potter!” growled Lovell

: fimy

asked Lovell

“There'll be a new captain,” pursued
Tubby Muflin. “ expect it will be

xéviile. as he's going to be made head
srefeet in  Bulkeley's place. That will
he all right for us.”

“ A1l wronz, yod mean, you fat dulfer?”™

said Raby.

“Well.  Neville's jolly easy-going—in
fact, soft,” said Tubby sagely, “Ho
won't jaw us like old Balkeley. Bulke-

lev's o 2ood sort. in his way: but he did
saw @ chap. Frinstance, if a chap was
2o tired to turn up at crnicket practice,
inlkeley never would take nny nosice,
N took me down to Little Side by the

sar the other day. Fancy thatl” 5
“Qerye vou rpicut, vou fat slacker!

erupted NewCOme.

s Well. Neville wonldn't: Neville's jolly
cond-paiured,” =aid Tubby Muilin. “And

Towasend savs a fellow won't he alraid
abhout putiing on a4 sw@oke in the study
pow—Neville won't be on kis girack "™
“Towngend's 2 smoky worm:”
Well®my opintof s " bezan Tubby
loitily.
“0Ohb; bother vyour' opimicn, and- Fou,
tog!” growled Jimmy Sikver. . “Dryr op,

for gondncss’

e 1
= .
i S

{

f

intrusive |

“Hallo, hoce "comes  Neville!™ mur-
:nir-:.'; I{.f;!;;.'.
The Pistical Four made a point of

looking the other way as Neville came
along, evidontly on lis way to the Head's
study. But Tubby Maufin didn't. In-
quigitiveness was Tubby's besetling =in.

Tubby was intenscly curious to Enow
how Bulkeley was taking it, ns he ex-
pressed it - and only Jimmy Silver's dire
threats  had kept him from inventing
some . pretext to visit thefallen captam
of Rookwood in his study.

As . Neville came glong, Tubby
tured to tap Lim om the sleeve,
preic

“1—1 s=ay, XNeville
Classical.

“What do you want, Muffin2"

“1—I say, how is Buoikeley taking it7
easped Tubby, almost scired at his own
temerity, but consumed by a. desire o
Know.

Neville gave him a fixed look, for a
moment too surprised by Tuobby's cheek
to answer .him.. Thea he took the f{as
Classical by the dollar and snook him
vigorously.

Shake, shaké, shake! :

“Ow . roafted Tubby Muflin. “XYoop!
Legeo! - T—1 sy, Neville, you Enow, 1
ooly said—— Yatoooool!”

Shake, shake!

Neville ' released fat Classical and
ettodd;on withont a word, leaving Tubby
AMallin in a4 dazed state.

“Ow-ow-on " mumbled Tubbr. “I-I

Yen-
The
ot glanced down at him impatiently.
* ‘bhegan the fat

L5
=

-
44 [

say, Jimmy, what was Neville waxy
abont? Wha-2-a¢ did he shale me fer?
Ow!™

Instead of answering, Jimmy Silver
' 1
il |li

- -
=

i |

A LOYAL ADDRESS

The deputation was syed g
Silver cleared his. throat. °
wood

|

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

Prics

A Splendid New, Complete School Story of
JIMMY SILVER & CO. at Rookwood.

By OWEN CONQUEST.

“Peay come in, Neville)” = he  paid.
“Doubtless you are aware Why I lave
senit for you. You bhave seea my notice
on the board?”

“Yes, sir.” unswered Neville quietdy.

“As vou know, Nevilic, 1 have décided
to remove  Bulkeley from the position of
head prefect and captain. of thie zchool.
I have reflected upon the matter, und
decided that there is no otheér course
open to me. 1 have no longer e noeces
sary confidence in him.”

“ But, sir : _

Dr. Chisholm held np his haud to stop
the (nterruption.

“As I bhave deei
Bulkeley's place, Neville—

R !

“Pray allow me to conciude,” said the
Head sharply. 1 have deglded %o
appoint you head predect in Bulkeley's
place, as you ure next in rank. Yol
will also act as captain of the school
pro. tem.—that Is, until a new clection
tukes place.”

“But, sit—"

“ Really, Xeville, you should be aware

d¢d to appoint you in

)
e

that you ought not to interrups your
hendmaster in this manner. Bulkeley

has, perhaps, acquainted you with the
aff=ir >

“Yes, sir. apd—"

“ Allow me, please. I found Bulkeley
inflictine & very severe punishinent ajpon
Raby, of the Fourth Form—u punishment
ar in excess of what be Had, ns.a prefect,

any right to infliet. It transpired fhat
the fanlt for which he was pupishing
Raby S0 excessively ras -sharéd by
snother bov, Grace, of the Fourth.  An

unusually , severe punisliment, adminis- !

23

erasped the fuf junior by the collar, and
proceeded to continue the shaking.
“You fat chump!"* Shake: “Don't he

an mquisitive little " heastl™ Shake !
“PDon’t ask guestions!l” Shake! “Go
and eat coke!"” Shake!

*Yaroopoh "

Tubby Mutflin stazcered against the
wall, zasping, as Jimmy released o

and the Fistical Four walked away and
leit him there.

“ Yow-on-ow-ow-ow!" howled
“You awiul rotter! Wow-wow."

“Hallo* What's the matier with you"
aaked Conroy of the Fourth, CoOmIn:
along a few minutes later, and finding
Tubby Muflin still splutterine.

“Ow-ow ! I just asked Neyille
Bulkeley was taking it, and that beast

Tubhy,

[,
flered

SHyer shook me—— Why, sbarrer you
at? Yarogooh!™

Shake, shake!

“Oh: my hat' Yoep! Leéggol”

Cantov walked on. leaving the fat
Classical struggling for breath. The in-

quisitive Tubby had never béen o shaken

in all his fat career before. and It was
quite & long t{ime before be ceascd
anjutiar.
The 2nd Chaptler.
Neville Says *"No'l "
De. Chisholm’™s face was very grave 43

Neville of the Sixth entercd his study.

l

to I

pimly by the prefects as it marched in.
‘ We, members of the Lower School of Rook-
‘“You thundering young idiots ! " ejaculated Bulkeley.

Aund Neville, on Lhis side, was mnob
gpecinlly firm—he was good-natured and
ensy-going, and hated to say “no” to
anvhody. Buf he was (George Bulkeley's
loval chum, und that consideration nerved
him even to the ¢xtent of opposing the
Head.

The gathering frown on Dr. Chizholm s
brow was not encouraging; but Neville
took his coufage in both hands, S0 0
gpeak, and made the plunge.

“f—=1 shouid like fo poiut out, sir o

“Well ™™

“Bulkeley was to blame, sir—"

“Most seriously to blame,” s&sid the
Head.

“He has adinitted it to me, sir, and he
iz sorry for having lost his temper with
HKaby of the Fourtit—"

“No doubt.”

“And—and that being =0, sit i
“1  cannot place sufficient reliance,
Neville, npon a prefect who loses his

temper and is sorry for it afferwards.”
said the Head. = Weakness of that kind
i? out of piace in Bulkéley's former posi-
tion.”

“Ye-es, zir, 1—I kpow—but—"

“Have. you anything more 10 =ay,
Neville?® assed the Head, as the unfor-
tunaté  Sixth-Former stammered. His
manner was iey, pot to say Arctic. Op-
position of any kind aiways had that
¢flect upon the Head.. His decisions were
prominlgated, as it were; from the heights
of Olympus, and it was not for common

smortals  to  criticize  them, much less
ahposeé {he. i _
“Yes., =zir, I have,” sald Neviile, with

some spirit. = Bulkeley was at fauli, but
it wasp't O Very serions——"

Jimmy

&

tered without adequate inguiry info the
facts——"

= But-

“This is the first time that such dere-
liction of duty, on Bulkeley's part, has
come to my knowledge. I fear, however,
that there may be other instances, in
which it has not come to my knowledge.”

“Oh, no, sird ]Tuan wasyure you——"

“1 Dave therelore temoved Bulseley
from *he high position he held in the
sehool.” said Dr. Chishofer. ' As pext
runk of the prefects, Meville, 1 sm oap-
tointing you in his plaee. You will take
up the dutics of head prefeet st onee.”

*But, sit———" .

“The date of a new election of captain
of the school will bt Axed yory seOi.
Until the result is knowa you will act as
captain of Rookwood.™

“But, s " stammered Neville.

“That iz my  deecision, Nevilie. |
trust.™ said the Head, in quite a grim
mapner—- 1 tnist, Neviile, that you have
ne objection to ofer?™

Neville ‘drew & deep hreath. I8
reqguiréed o 200 dexl of nErve Lo OpRoSC
the Head. who wis always a very awe-
inspiring personsige. Opposition, too, WS
aot likely to be of muely use 2 Dr. Chis-
bobn was a2 mon of Yé Sirm, eliurapist
—perbaps u littic too"WFm.  There lad
béen -whispers at  Hopkwood. that Rheé
Head's firmncss parteds of the nuture
of ob=tinacy.

L

“T consider it serious, Neville.”

“ Ye-es, pir; but—but—{or instance, the
fapior in question, Raby of the Fourth,
makes no complaint. Raby, I am cer-
tain, will be as sorry us anybody to think
that Bulkeley is degraded on his acoount.
I have seen Bm, and be is looking quite
miserable about It He wonld rather
have had twice the Heking, than have
caoused Bulkeley trouble like this”

“That iz simply another condemnpation
of Bulkeley.,” said the Head coldly. It
sppears that he punished, with undue
geverity, 4 junior who is his loyal ad-
irer.”

“Well. yeecx, but—

“1 think there is nothing more fo De
said. Neville.”

Dr. Chizholm took
desk. asz a hint that
arr ond.

Buat it-was nos

“What & ménn,
meneed.

it 'i"'..,;l
}:E"‘I i”"."
clear.

*i—1 mean,

“Nevillel™

“lewl. mesn,” pursnsdethe Sizih-Formar
undasatedly, “ihat 1houzl Bulikeley dgid
iose his temper. the fellows dom't think
any- the worse of him—and they ail look
on it as u -disaster for hita {o0 he turned

out of the captainer. Evean th=s junior

paper from his

i R
MLCEVITW WIS Ab

'T.
il

nan end.
Neviile rerom-

qaite
=i

at

hzyve maide
und I trust [ have maide
Nothing remasins to he said.”
sir Y

mine

YOuUr megninge ciear, |
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he punished thinks ile same as the
othere. The whole school has confidence
in Bualieley.”

“J have said, Nevilie, that 1 no longer
have confidence in him. That is the end
of the matter. You may leave my stucy,
FL'THIE’-”

“Then, sir, I'm bound to say that 1
can't =y

“What!”

That sudden eijaculation from the Head
was aimost terrifying. So might .Jove,
on cloudy Olympns, have cigculated, atb
the first breath of opposition to his loity
will and plessaro.

Neville {falfercd, but he wenti om:

*1 can't, Sifr—="

“You canaot—whatz”

~1 can’t consent to taking Bulkeley's
pHace

“Neville!”

The Head, more Olvmpian than ever,
roce to his feet. His glance was simply
scathing.

s it possible, Neville, that you are
thinking of declining the position 1 have
decided to place vou in?” '

“Yes; sir,” said XNevillic desperately.
“I'm not going {0 sapplant Bulkeley—I
cun't take his place.”

There was a moment of silence—awial
silenice. Thea the Head spoke, quietly—
but with a rumble of distant thunder, as
it were. behind his quiet tonc.

Very well. 1 did pot e¢xpect this,
Neville. I fear I have been mistaken in
YOu.

...'I__I am

“You necd say no more, Neville. You
understand. of course, that you are Do
longer a preféect. Leave my study!”

“1—I hope, sir " faltered Neville.

“You may gol"

And Neville went.

The Srd Chaptler.
Something Up !
lookwood School was tn something like

# futter on the foliowing day. Tbe
gehool was, at present, without a cap-

wain; and tne avgust body of prefects was
without a head.

It was known far and wide that Law-
rence Neville bad refused to take Buike-
ley's place; aund fellows discussed his
refusal with bated breath.

How be bad found the nesve to do it
was a mystery. But he had doge iS;
there was o doubt about that.

¢ {2r po fresh appoititement was maac,

Jinmoy Silver remarked thzt it was a
“facer” for the Head. Smythe, of the
Shell, in hiz slangy way, dectared thab

thie downy old bird was no end boitled.
Whether the Hesd was ~bottled ™ or nof,
e had made no gove 80 far.

There was quite an unusual atmosphere
in the Form-rooms that day. A sort of
unrest was perceptible all over Rook-
wood.

Everybody felt 4 sense of trouble to
OO,

That Bulkeley had been in fault in the
affgir with Raby of the Fourth was not
io be depied. But Bulkeley was too good
a fellow for his popularity to be shaken
by one Tault. Raby, who lad. béen
severely licked, was as loval a sappurtes
as ever of the old captain of Rookwood.
Jimmy Stiver & Co., in Taes, were his
ma=t entimsiastic backers,

The Head, whose only ihifention was to
be just, wae crring a little o5 the side
of excessive firtnness.  If all Rookwood
could forgive Bualkeler, there was no
regson why the Head sbhould net —10
reason, cxeepting that when he had once
decided, his decrees were as immutable
s the laws of the Medes and Persians.

That was all yverv well, in its waye but
Smythe of the Shell remarked that i
wasn't & headmaster's bizney to sét up
ag & giddy Tsar or kaiser, and Jimmy
Silver & Co.,  Tor ouee, agreed with
Atoiphus Smythe.

After moruing fessops, which weore a
little thundery in the Sixth Form-room,
there wus a meeting of some of the
Classicd]l Sixth in Neville's stady., The
junionrs noted it with RKeen interest, and
wondered what would come ol it. For
there was no doulit that the Sixth were
suppotting Bulkeley, though the fallen
captain of Rookwood wus not asking for
EUpOrs.

Bulkcley did not attend the meeting.
He came out into the gquadrangle, and
many eyes were fixed opon him there.
Hiz [ace was a little c¢louded, but he did
not appear oonscious ol the general

attention.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were chatting near
the doorway, and Raby coloured a little
ns Bulkeley cume up to the quarteiie.
Poor Raby was {eeling very downbeurted.

It was through Lim that this disaster
had faliem on George Bulkeley, thoucgh
he really was not to blame. He won-

dered for & moment, a5 Bulkeley came
up. whether it meant more trouble.

“I've wanted fto speak 1o you, Rabs.”
said Bulkeley quietly, without any =ign
Ol Anger.

“Yes, Bulkeley.,” murmured the junior.

“I'm airaid 1 lost my temper with you
vesterday, Kid., I gave you rather' more
of a licking than you deserved.”

“(h 1"

“I'm sorry!” said Dulkeley.

Kabhy casped.

The great man of the Sixth waas
actually apologising to him, a fag of the
Fonrth!

If Bulkeley’=s popularity hiad waned in
the Lower School., nothing more than
that would have been required to restore

it to its zenith.

“Oh, Bulkeley,” stuttered Raby, "I—I
don't mind: it doesn't matter a bit!
Besides, tt was my faunlt "

“ All serene; kid,” said Bulkoley.

And with a kisd nod the eaptain of
Boagkwood walksd on towards the ericket-

2round.

The  Fistica! Four looked st ane
anoilier.

“Izp’t e o brick!” said Jimmy Silver,
with =3 deep breatd.

“SBplendid old chap!™ said  Arthor
Edward Lovell., “Tancy {be Head sack-



ing 2 -chap like that! The Head's a
conkey "

“It's a shame!™ said Raby. “It’sarot-
ten shame! I'd have been flogged a dozen
times bBefore I'd bave had this happen to
Bulkeley! Suppose he did lose his tem-
per!  Well, he got the booby-trap that
I"d fixed up for Carthew. It was enough
to meke any fellow waxy.”

“Of cotrse it waz!" said Newcome.

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“It’z rotten!” he said. “The Head
megns well; be thinks be's seeing stern
Justice done. As o matter of fact. he's
going too far. Bot he's joliy obstinate.”

“Obsticate us a mule!” said Lovell

“It was hiz dashed obstinacy caused the

trouble with the masters ¢ few weeks
ago. Now there's gzoing to be frouble
with the prefects for the mame reuson.
Nearly all . the Sixth aure backing wup
Bulkeley—all the Classical side, except-
ing Carthew, perhaps™

“They won't get & man to take Balke-
lex¥’s place in a hurry, unless they go to
the I!Jlmium side for him,” said Newcome
a1y,

“Kilver!™

Neville of the Sixth looked out from
the doorway. Jimmy Silver burried to
bim at apce. : -

“Yes, Neville?™

“Take this note over f{o Knowles, in
Mr. Maunders” bouse, will von?~

“Yes, rather!”

Jimmy Silver took the note and trotted
off to. the Modern side with it. In Mr.
Mauders” honse he found Tommy Dodd &
E.-n of the Modern Fourth in deep discus-
sion. upen the topic that waos agitating ail
Rookwood just then. He went on to
Knowles” sludy to deliver the note. and
found the head- Maodern prefect there.
vith Frampton and Catesby. '

The three Modern prefects were, like
the juuiors in the passage, deep in dis-
cussion. Knowles gave: Jimmy a sharp,
frovwning look.

“"For you, Knowles!"™ zaid Jimmy: and
he tossed the note on the table and
retired.

He rejoined his chums on the School
Honse steps. and in 2 f=v minntes Knowles
& Co, cume across. The note had evi-
dently been to summen them to the meet-

ing in Neville’s study. Knowles, Cateshy, |

Frampton, and Tresham passed into the
House, and the juniorsexchunged glances.

“Somethme’s up!” remarked Arthur
Edward Lovell oracularly.

Thie jusiors could not help feeling
keenly curious, Some siep was contem-
peates by LB SIXTl " which was to be
taken all togother, it was eclear. Trbby
Muffis come ont of the Sebool Hense a
little later. with his round, fat facc full
of excitement.

“Jimmy ™ he “1—-I
$hey're going it!”

“Who's gving it, fatey?”

“The Bixth!™ zusped Tuobby, “All the
prefects—in  Neville's study. They're
going to remenstrate with the Head—"

=What?”

; “And request him to reipstate Bulke-
gy

“Oh !

“And they've agreed that no prefect
will take Bulkelev's place, and if the
Head asks them theyre going to refose '™
gasped Tubby. “Even Knowles—that
Modern ecad, you know—is backing up!
I don’t believe he wants to back up
Bulkeley, you Emow, but he daren’t get
the Sixth down on Lim—that’s my belief
—or he'd . be jolly rlad to jomp into

casped. £ay,

Bulkeley's place. Even Carihew las
agreed. All the Sixth are in it. Fanpcy

that!”

“And how the thump do vou know all
this!" demanded Arthur Edward Lovell
grafliy,

“1—I happened to be mear Neville's
door—""

*And yoar ear happened to be at the
keyhole, you listeaing beast!™ exclaimed
Lovell i disgust. “You've mno business
to Enow anything ahant jt!”

“Well, 1 like that!” said Tubby indie-
nantly. “You let me tell you, anyway!”

“Oh, bump bim!™ said Lovell,

Tubby Muffin flad.

In a wvery short time Tubby Muffin's
exciting pews was widely known. In
Neville's stady the important debate
amongs the great men of the Sixth went
on, the prefects of Rookwood littls
dreaming that it was the subject of
another exciting debate . among the small
g_:vn ;utﬂde the sacred precinets of the

ixth.

The 4th Chapter,

Jimmy Silver Takes a Hand.

*We're going to back him up!™

Jimmy Silver made that amnooncement
in the end study at fea-time.

The captain of the Fourth had been
thinking. This, appareatly, was the
Tesalt.

=~ Pulkeley, do you mean?” asked Lovell,
as bhe cracked his second cgg.

“Naturally.”

“We'll back him up sl right,” said
Arthur Newcome cheerfully. “But how
are we golnge to do i, Jimmy®

“I've got an idea.”

Lovell grunted. \

“There’s nothing doing., Jimmy. We
ean't argue with the Head, and it de-
pepds on- the Head. And he’s as ebsti-
nate as 2 mule”™ -

*I'm not thimkicg of arguing with the

Head. Bat look here."” Jimmy Silver
raised his hand holding the egz-speoon,

and proceeded to Iny down the law with

o

i
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tbhe egg-spoan. as it were. “The Hmﬁ'z«l

pushed Baolkeley oot of the captainey.
wishing to be just. We kpow he means
well—these headmasters always de mean
well, But he doesn't understand.”

“He doesn't, for a {act”

“He thinks he’s defending the rizhts of
juniors, and all that — standing between
chaps like ws and an overbearing. fellow
in the Sixth 3

“What rot!™

“Vrell, that's how the Head is looking
at it. If it was Carthew or Enowldés he
would be right: but it's Bulkeley, and
Bulkeley is the best chap at Rookwood.”

“Hear, bear!™

“He pitebed into Raby., Well, Raby
can stand that and come up smiling—
can't you, Raby?"

“Of course I can'!” grunted Raby, “1I'm
not made of putty. I supposeil”

“*Bulkeley ozt his temper, but we can
excuze that. Why, dash it all, I've lost
my temper myself at times!” said Jimmy
Silyver. “These things happen, you Enow.
It's a pity, but there you are! The
Heand i1s0’t making enough allowance for
buman nature.”

“Old s=ecout, yom talk like a pictare-
book!" sdid Lovell admiringly. “What
@ pity you can't pitch it like that to
the Head!”

“He wouldn't lisien.” said Jimmy re-
eretinily. “That's the worst of these
headmasteérs—you can’t make ‘em listen
to sepse, and they can always stop an
argumeny, when they're getting the worst
of it, with the cane. But come to the
point 21

“Oh, you're coming fo tle peint?”
asked Lovell in 2 tone of mild surprise.

“Yex you a83!" roared Jimmy Silver.

“Well, come to it—pass the margarine
first.”

“Bother the margarine! Dry up! The
Head hasnt confidence in Bulkeley anv
more becanse e walloped a funior a hit
too—well., a bit too drastically. He
really did pitch into Raby, vou know.”

“He did,” said Raby reminiscently.

“But the point is this

E.:ti.l_ﬁ: confidence in Bulkeler—plenty of
|
“Lots!” agreed Lovell.

T am alwuys pleased to give whatever
advice I can to rouths whe are trying to
improve thiir cricket: hut our great

UL A junior was |
the injured pariy. and the juniors stiﬂl

i

|

1

i

sgmmer game is of sncl magnitude that

1 can only hope to write something worth
knowing of one particnlar stroke. 1f [
were to offer general advice i one smull
article I am absolutely certain the voung
reader would noi derive the slightest
benelit by reading it.

I remember listening cne dav to an
old critic who sat- in front of the pavilion,
and he gave it as hizs opinion that the
young player should first learn to hib

, properly beiore attempting to cultivate

& sound defence.

If a vouth is a hormn Jessop, with a
wonderful eve and phenomesnual strength,
he may be asbhle to score runs fairly con-
sisteutly without much of & defence ; hut.
onn the other hand, i the ordinary
individoal who holds the bat cannct looX
after his own wicket, he'll very soon find
that the bowier will.

I have often seen batsmen in county
cricket take the most astonishing liberties
with the besi of howling: but it must he
remembered that the man who ecan do
this has been probably playving the game
every day in the summer for a pumber of
vears, and has become almost as familizar
witl: the Sight and pace of the ball us
the jugeler is, after years of practice,
with the - various objects ¢that he
manipalates in the air,

can only do éxtraordinary—aund
sometimes only ordinary—thines on the
cricket-field as the resuit of careful
practice, and unless one commences with

the defence of the wicket—well, it §sp't -

- r

cricket at all. Many years ago 2
voungster asked me bow 1 knew which
bhall to hit, which to play forward to, and
which to play back to.

My answer wasn't elahorate, but it was
ng true as it was brief apd simple, as the
following will show: *1f vou can get to
the pitch of the ball fairly ecasily, hit it;
if you can get near the pitch of it only
with difficntty, play forward: and if it is
well-nigh impossible to get to the piteh,
then play back. Of eourse, always pre-
suming that the oncoming ball is
strajight."”

It must be understcod that the above
advice was given to a yoaug fellow who
wanted to learn how to bat and had not
the advantage which the average present-
dny schoolboy possesses, viz.. a capable
coach. As I said before, for a start the
suggestion I made is good. but—and a

big hat—the chief thing is to know how’

to hit, how ¢o play forward, and bow to
play back.

The [ast-pamed stroke is, until one is
thoroughly experienced, only one of pure
defence. while playinz forward in the
accepiled sense i3 in a good many cases
also a defensive shot: and it is my inten-
tion to devote the space I have .at my
command {his week to the manper in
which one should play back,
hecause it 'is the only stroke fo a
straight ball wherein it  is possible to
wiatch the ball tight on to the blade of
the bat. =

To those young batsmen who hiave aot
a4 very sound defence, I would urge zome

simply

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

“The whaole I::ma:r School hEJ:BZEE-. hi;s' up
as one M::Epﬁug & few cads, per-
haps, like Lattrey, and Gower and Pecle,

and Lecoett, and perhaps Towny and
Toppy, and ﬁerhapﬁ gefewﬁgthers. Those
who th_f_id&’_‘b ‘back wup Bulkeley “dom’t
coant " Teey

~ Nobody ¢oumts who doesn’t agree with

“Don’t Be a funny ass. Loyell! Prac-
tically the wbole Lower School backs up
Bulkeley,” said Jimmy Silver warmls.
“Well, ‘i “he wasn't' all richt for head
prefect and captain, would ther do
it ; '

“0f course not.” T

“Now, then, suppose the Head is made
aware that the whole Lower School stup-
ports Bulkelev, won't that very likely
make him chopge his mind?” :

‘“Altem ! : |

“Hiz only reason ior shifting Bulkeley
i5. that he ean’t trust him to.be just to
the Lower School. Well, the opinton of
the Lower School on that point is bound
to infinence him, as a rezsonable man.”

“Ye-es, if he is . a reasonablc man.™

“Well, eyen 2 headmaster is bound to
be more or less reaseonable.”

. H-mru {

“So my fdea,” pursued Jimmy, “is
this—"

nH“mIIl

“T'l tell you my idea, if Lowvell isn't
going to start diffculties at the wery
beginning—"'

“0h, pile in!™ szaid Lovell.
1 “My idea is, a loyal address to Bulke-
gy ——"

“EBbh—a which?”

“Loyal address, si
of the Lower School!™ said Jimmy Silver
impressively. . “We can get sheets and
sheets  of imiut.- paper filled up with
signatures. ivery chiap in the Third,
the Fotirth, and: thé Shell will sign it
on both sides of Rﬂ-ﬂk'l‘ﬁpl&d* The Second,
too, for that matter.

“Oh!™

“Every chap signe freely, of his own
accord, in hearty support of Bulkelpy
of the Sixth. See?l”

“And supposc a chap won't?”

“Then we'll jolly wetl punch his head
til! he does!" said Jimmy Stver warmiy.

“Oh, my hat! “Punch his bead till he
signs of his own aceord!™

“For goodness’ sake, Lovell, don't keep
on arguing! I never Enow such a chap
for starting difficultics!” exclaimed the
captain of the Fourth, in great exas
peration. “My idea is iree and unani-
mons support of Bulkeley by the whole
Lower School. We draw up the loyal
address in a few well-chosen weords—"
“Who's geing. to choose "em ¥

u

-

serigus net practice over this stroke, It
is well the trouhble, for, having once
']'i' red 16 so that its exgcution iz abso-
y¥ periect,-fgaite a E:i-tw'hﬂﬂﬁ
that bawve beelr taking wWickets, and so
spoiling the chabes of scoring a few
badly mneeded runs, will appear quite
gimple. * | )
Let me say at once, without carceiully
watching the ball from the time it Ieaves
the howier's hand until it strikes the hag,
the back stroke is absolutely faulty.
There iz a time when it is possible to play
forward with apparent ease, and when
such a stroke is decidedly risky, and that
time is when a piteh is drying after recent
rain—the time which gladdens the hearts

WILFRED RHODES,

At

m{“l.‘ e
the famous All-England and York-
shire Player, who has written this
 Article specially for the BOYS'

| FRIEND. '

of the bowlers, for it i3 then that they
are ahle to get more work upon the ball.

It therefore stands to reason that the
batsman must Xeep s eve well skinned,
and not lose sight of the ball for the
millionth purt of a seconsi. 16 is pot only
a casze.of the ball breakine, for on this
gtvie of wicket it Irequently zets up in
sach a manner that unless you play back
you stand nhm-'guad chance of mis-
HJudging  tle break, and perhaps gEtt-m%
caught or’ howled, or of striking the bal

ehaste, ALy

It goes without Siving that evers bats-
mun thorougnly watehes the bhowler's
hand when he is delivering the Gall. It
telis its own tale o the majority of cases,

ed by the whole |

Bl of impossibility.

“entirely lost sight

hizh'up on the Bat and giving an easy

o E —

5 I- :é.m¢ In; few weﬂ-—:h‘n‘sé:r: ';'{.;I"d!'r-p =I-l:l'l

get all the fellows to sign it. We pre
gent it to Bulkeley In a reprezentative
depatation—" '
“Oh!™ |
“With a speech from the chairman of
the deputatiop—"
“Who's chairman?™
“1 am.”
“And what's the speech going to bel?”
“Oh, a few wellchosen words, you
Enow.”
' “4nd you're going to chooss "em?”
“Look here, Lovell—™
“It joily well looks to me as if this

giddy loval address will represent Jimmy

Silvér more than anybody or anrything
eglse. Why not drop in on the Head, and
give him your adviece straight away?™
#sked Arthur Edward Lovell, with a
heavy touch of sarcasm.

“Look here—"

“Peace!™ maurmured Neweome. "T say,
Jimmy, if we present the cheery address
t? ﬁu!ke!u}', the Head mayn’t even hear
n r‘."I

“He's hound to0,” said Jimmy. “After
handing it to Bnikeley, we ars going to
gtick it on the notice-board.”

“Oh. my hat!” :

“Bulkeley will read %, you see, and
thank us—"

“In a few well-chosen words?™ gasked
Lavell.

*And thank us!" roared Jimmy Silver.
“Apd then we shall put it on the
board, for all Rookwood to read. As a
reasonable man, the Head is bound to be
influenced by it.”

“He might!™ said Newcome.

“And he mightn't!" remarked Lowveil.

“Well, it wouldn’t"do any harm, aony-
way.” siid Raby pacifically. “Let's draw
up the blessed address after tea, and
then get the fellows to sign. Even if
it docsn’t make any difference with the

' Head it will please old Bulkeler.”

“Yes, something in that!l”
Lovell.

“I'm glad you can see something in
it at last,” observed Jimmy Silver sar-
donically. .

“RKeep vour wool of, old chap. Let's
get on with the giddy address, and we'll
all help chooze those f{ew well-chosen
words, Fouar heads arec better than
one.”

“Thicker. at any rate™

“Look lhere, Jimmy——"

“Agreed!” said Jimmy Silver. “*We'i
all pat our heads together over it, and
then $ake it round for the {ellows to
sign. And my beliefl is that it will make
a lot of difference with the Head, and
the trouble will blow over—all through

agreed

i the end studs.”

A FEW HINTS ON BATTING.

A Special ‘Ai-ti_cle for Young Cricketers. - - - By _

WILFRED RHODES,

and you arc able to tell which way the

ball will; break before it es, hesides
getting 4 pretty gocd kiea of th and
altera in paer. '

We will take it, however, that the bhall

i5 coming al medium pace and sligh
under %ﬁ we call good length: nr,!?:
other words, is.very diffcult to reach with
the bat immediately it pitches. Then the
batsman shonld move his right foot back
in the direction of his wicket—not to-
ward the sguare-lezg umpire—so that it
15 barely clear of the legstump, and as
the hat meets the ball, withoot pre-
liminary flourish, he should be almost
facing the bowler.

_In this manner it is pearly impossible
to play with a crcoked bat, because, in
order to get the bat to meet the ball a2t
all, the rigcht arm must be close to the
side of the body, with the elbow bent
back, and the leit forearm across the

body. so that the left hand is exactly over
the right.

It must be remembered that I have
said the batsman is almost facing the
bowler when playing this stroke, Almost,
but not quite; for the left shounlder is
hound to be a little forward. If it were
not, a straight bat would be a matter

I don't mind confessing that I have
made batting an almost lifelong stady.
Anyviww, since I -was in my early teens
I have given the art of batting a great
amount of thought, doing my utmost in
hath theory and practice to account for
tlie making of certain shots, and to prove
that the wvast majority of people are

. wrong when they imagine that the good-

length ball cannot be scored off unless
iorward strokes are used. -

I remember when 1 first looked on a
good-cluss ericket it was quite the general
thing to see practically every ball that
was bowled on & pinmb wicket played
forward to. The back stroke was used
only as 2 means of defending the wicket
when the pitch was sticky or of the
treacherous variety. -

For some reason or other those people
who onily see the advantages of forward
play forzet there is 2 moment when by
following. their uwnf doctrine the ball is
Ok,

Back play means the ability to watch
thie ball from the moment it leaves the
bowler's hand, and as the eye is intent
upon i1, no matfer whether it - comes

-straight. through.or breaks inches, -the

bat is instincfively moved to mest it.

1% is clearly the hataman's first object
—Yor his own pleasure. to-say nothing of
the duty he owes to his side—to prevent
the bowler from- getting him out, and at
the same time to make 2s many runs as
jossible.  But as there are certain balls
which. from their “length "—fhe distance

at which they pitch from the batsman—
are diffieult to hit away, and as a defence

iz paramount, they should be dealt with
from this point of view first. Runs will

come. g
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The idea of the end study causing the
trouble 1o blow over was rather fatter-
ing 1o the Co. And the tea-things were
shifted, pens apd ink and paper pro-
duced, and the Fistical Four starfed io
work upon the lorval address which, at
the very least was to assurc Bulkeley
of the Sixth that he still possessed the
full econfidence of the Lower School ab
Rockwood.

il

The 5th Clapter.
The Loya! Address:

“How do_we begin it?” )
“* Dear Bulkelev.” 1 should think,” sald
Lovell thoughtinlly.

Jimmy Silver shook. his bead.

“"Too ~easy and familiar,” he  said.
“Something 2 bit more—well, more
stately and-—-and official, voo know.”

“Which person is it to be?” asked
Raby.

“Bulkeley, . of
Lovell.

“Fathead! I mesn which person——"

“Well, Bulkeley's ihe Tperson, isn't
he¥=*

“1 mean second or third person'™
bowled 'Rﬂ.b}'. :

“Oh, 1 see. You never make yourself
¢lear, Raby. Third person sounds rather
impressive,” remarked Lovell " Some-
thing iike this—* Bulkeley of the Sixth
i assured by members of the Lower
School—""

“That sounds a bit as

course,"” answered

if he weore

taking out a life assurance,” remarked
Newcome. '
“Rot! * Assured by members: of the

Lower School that they have compleie
confidence in him, and are down on his
being sucked.' ™ '

“Better not rub in too muoech about
the sack. That point ouzht to be passed
aver diplomatically,” remarked Jimmy
Silver. s
: ';Hﬂ is sacked from the captainey, isun'fs
g3 -

“Well, yes: hat—"

“Well, 1 believe in calling a spade
2 spade. " Yon can call it a dathed
agricultaral implement if you like.”

“Let’s hear Jimmy's views!"” murmurcd
Raby. |

Jimmy Siwer smiled. He -was waitine
patiently for the Co. t0 come round
to his views.

“Well, Jimmy zsases such a jot.” said
Lovell. “Still. let him go ahead. 1
don’t bhelieve he can Improve upon
‘assured by members of the Lower
School.” |

“Something like this,”  sid Jimmy
Silver: ““We, the undersicned members
of the Lower BSchool at Rookwood,
hereby——'" ' |

“Well, * hereby " sounds all right.” ad-
mitted Lovell. “What about * hereto-
fore,” too? Thatl's got quite ‘a lezal

“On S fouse ol sepin to put |
“0h, if voure only ‘going i
= 4 %)ﬂ I.m-dlp

:l'lhﬁt*g Etmaﬁnﬁ.——' s el "titié

e air a fellow ‘his hands of

i S e oo
“Go it, Jimmy!” -

Jimmy Silver went it, and his rough
skeich of the loyal address was more or
less approved by the other membiers of
the end  study. Lavell made some
amendments, which were discussed, and
some of them admitted—perhaps not
with enthusiasm. Raby apnd Newcome
also put in an improvement bere and
there—no doubt by way of drawing atten-
tion to the fact that the end study
was a free republic and not an auto-
cratic monarchy.

Many hands are said to make light
work; but, as a matter of fact, -four
beads did not prove much better than
one iIn this case. And by the time the
foyal address was completed a consider-
able time had elapsed, and the "paper
it was writien on was inkv and blotty
and smudgy, and so were the fingers of
the four juniors.

But they were satisfled. up the
whole, with their ioint prodoction. It
really was rather an eloguent document,
and they agreed that Bulkeley owas sure
to be pleased, even if the Head did not
come down ofl his perch.

The document, as completed, Tan as
follows :

“WE, the under-signed members of the
Lower School of Rookwood, comprising all
the Lower School of Rookwood exepting
a2 few cuds, hereby announce, declare, an
affirm our compleat and continude cons
fidence in George Bulkeley of $he Sixsh
Form, apd in the name of the Lower School

‘Rookwood we hereby defland that the
said George  Bulkeley be reinstated as
captain of the school without a stame on
his character.

“We allzo declare that we _ghe Lower
School of Rookwosd, won't bavé any other
captain, at any price, dnd if ordered so
to do we shall regard it as our duty to
look upon it with Contempt. Foni

“0ur motio is back. up Bulkeley, who is
a gocd Sort, though some Fatheads may
think otherwise, for he's a jolly good
fellow and =0 say all of us.

“(Signed) f i}.‘aﬁ‘:’
. et LOVELG
“ G Risg. " 5

< X, NEWcowms.®

“That only requires some more signa-
tores, and it's all right,” sajd Jimmy
Silver. i

“That bit about the {atheads s goqd!”
said Lovell, with a grin. “Of edurse.i it
;I;g"bg glancing at the Heuad, and it may

“It's rather deep,” agreed Rabr.

=1 believe there ought to be un '§* in
*stain,” = murmured Jimmy Siver, “In
fact, 1 know there cught.»

Lovell shook his head,

“Its a word of five letters, Jimmyr—I
kpow it,” he answefed. < Leave it to me,
old chap. I'm pretty strong ‘on spell-
ing.” oF | i

= Leave out the “e',” suggested Jimmy,

- EWhat rot'»
< Loveli—>

1L‘

sl & B




- - =
- -

oy .—'.-h;-r-r‘_l—‘- =

i
o
{

< W ¥

—

— [ ||'+
- _1"’_'f°)' 19
= We don’t want to make a bad impres
£jon on Bulkeley Dy showing bim .a 1ot of
Bad spelling,” said Lovell, = A word mis-
spoit might spoil the whole effect. Leave
IC as 3t §s ™ :

“ Bt 1 tell you—=

~It’s = jolly curious
that Jimmy thinks
that's to-bhe EKnown in this studv!” re-
marked Lovell. =“What is it puts the
idea into his Dhead?®
_"Oh, Teave it as it is, then! said Jimmy
Silver resignedls,

“1 should jolly. well think so—especially
as vou've left ont my bit ahout wssuring
him. Besides, I think * heretofore * would
have heen impressive; hut I've agreed to
leave it out.”

“Let’s go apd gather uwp signatures.”
sitdd Ruby, “ We'lf pin the sheets of iimpos
iper logether.”

~(rood pgg it

And the Fisticnl Four zallied forth,
dncument in band, with an ample suppty
of impot puper for the signatures.

They looked in first an tiie Colonial Co.
Conmoy, Van Ryn, and Pons gritmed when
they read the document, but they signed
cheerfullv. Oswald and Jones minor, and
Fiyon and -Teddy Urace followed their
cxuample, and Tubby Muifin appended a
stgmittare thut looked like soluething in
Turkish.

Marnington and Erroll were the next,
and Morpington grinsed and Erroll stured
a8 she loval address was presented to
Lhem for inspection.

“What Is it—u map?” asked Morny.

“Map!™ repeated Lovell. “What the
hiump do you mean?®

“~Bliessed if I can tell whether it's o
geographical map or a geologica] chart!”
sulid Morny. = Whkich is it?=

“1t's on address to DBulkeley '™ roared
Lovell. “There may be a2 bhlot or two.”

“I—I say. will Bulkeley like that 7" besi-
tated Erroll. © Especially that hit about
the fatheads. I suppose that means the
Head.»

“That's where we're jolly deep,” said
Lovell complacently. <1tz a sort of bint
of what we think, you know, without sav-
ing ‘unything right owt. Of course, we
vouldn’t  very well call the Head a fat-
bead actually.”

“Bad form !* sqid Raby, with a shake of
the head. =IE's pretty weil wrapped up
there, That's all right.”

1 suppose you're going to sign, Erroll2®

“0Oh, certainiy !®

And Erroll sigied, and Morny followed
his. example; and the Fistical Four
marched on in search of fresh signatures.

Up and down Rookwood they went with
the loyal address, sheets of impot paper.
and u foantain-pen, and signatures flowed
i like the waves of the 2ea. Nearly
every jupnior at Rookwood, Classical or
Modern, was prepared to testify his readi-
uess to back up Bulkeley.

There were a few objectors—JLatirey &
Co., for instance, who were rather hlack
sheep, did not like Bulkeley, and ssid so.
Jimmy Silver & Co. left them in their
study after a short argument without
taking ihelr “signaiures—but they Teft

thinrg, you chaps,

, rdeplorable.  After the Fistical
Four mé Lattrey extracted his head
painfelly from the coulscuttile, and Peele
 sawed ashes oul of his hair, amd Gower
gouged furioirsiy at the ink on his face,
Ang the olsarvations they made sounded
ahsolutely Haneizh.

smythe of the Shell also declined—hut
after bis refasal Smythe of the Shell was
sturcely recognisable by his uearest and
dea®™@st pal.

Fossibly owing to such considerstions
s this, Tellows who were not very keen
Cofatlte loyal address decided to append
thoje signaszures lest a. worse fute should
befall them, _

By the  time the Fistical L Four blad
fimished their round they had sheets of
hupot paper covered with signatures more
aor jess décipherable, represemting at least
ninety per cent. of the Lower School of
R ookwooxl.,

The sheets. were pinneg tozether care-

fully in the end study. It certainly was an |
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“them - in & stale of wreck and ruin that |

‘mpozing document now, and the Fistical
Four justly considered that a few blots

ahd smodges did pot detract from = im-

pOsilg neture.
“¥t’: Dound to impress Bulkeley,” =zaid
Lovell. = And the Head, too. T realiv

: : | think that the Hend can semreely fail 1o
be Enows evervibing |

t{ll{-!f? notice of this. 1t will show him what
we jolly well-think, anyhow .

The Co. agreed that it would: and the

loyal aseddress -being completed 2t last,
and duly pinned tezether, Jimmy Silver &
Co. fared - forth in searchr of George Bul-
keiey, with the firm conviction that, upon
presentation of  that loyal address. the
ene-time eaplain of Rookwood wouid be
“no end bucked.”

The 6th Chapter.
Not Quite a Success !

Bulkeley of the Sixth was pucing taanag
fro in-his study after tea with o ueep line
i fis brow.

He was in a troubled mood.

fhat a meeting of the Sixth had besn
beld, and that the devision lisd been to
support him, be kuew; and though the
foyul friendship of the Rixth wis agree-
ahle encugn, it troubled . He foresaw
trouble withh the Head, which wonld cer-
Lainty not be good for the school or good
lor the Sixth, and he would giadly bave
dropped quietly into the background ind
subnniticd without question to bis severe
sentence.

But that his friends would by no means
allow. Even Knowles of the Niodern side,
iz old rival, was ‘acting “with the rest.
Ihe seniors ugreed that the dignity of
the Sixth Form was compromisea by the
Head's decision, ‘and that it was dp to
them to back up the captain’s cause.

Bulkeley's friends—who were most of
the Sixth—were enthusiastic ; and Knowles
& Co. gave tbeir =upport somewhat less
warmiy; and even Cartheéw, the builly of
the Sixth, for-the present gave in his
adbesion.

Feciing. was so strong in the Sixth, in
fact, that Bulkeley’s few enemies conld
not venture to make their voiceés heird,
even if they wisbed to.

But Bulkeley was sorely troubled by

the. thought of having his rights cham- |

pioued .against the Head; and be khew
by expertence that Dr. Chisholm was cer-
tain not 10 yield the point, and tbhat
nothing but a struggle could ensue of
which the results could not he foreseen.

He was thinking over the mailer as oe
paced to and fro, when the door opencd
aind Neville looked in. Bulkeley gave him
& sombre glance.

“It's being setiied now,” said Neville.
~UCome along to the prefects’ roocin, will
you, Bulkeley?+

= Neville, old chap—=

“Come along, soyhow, and yom can
tell us what you think.,® said Neville.

“Oh, all right !~

Bulkeley {oliowed hiz chum stowly to
the prefects’ room—an apartment sacred

1o those meinhers of the Sixth who had

heen appointed prefecis. Oihsr zeniors
sometimes came in by permission; but o

juntors” snd sach small {ry the pregipers | B X el |
resumed, amid blank <tarey from the pee-:

"ifg;str&:t.{yfmm I A——— fEa
nir . preiecis  were - [iTesens- =
K_‘hﬂi”iﬁ&‘ p‘tm' .' oz ' * -aq

Lam, of the Modern side; Neville. Loms-
dale, “Jones major, Carthew, Sva't, and
Bulkeiey himself, of the (lassical, side.

It was a very grave and soriois nesémbly
—ontly on Carthew's face was there a
suspicion of a lurking grin. But the hully
of the Sixth did not dure 1o allow s
secrel satlislaction at Bualkeley's fuil to
he géen. For the prosent, at least, Car-
thew was acting in co-operation with the
rest.

There was a murome in the room as
Bulkeley came in with Neville. The latier
was about 1o close the door when Jimmy
Silver preseited himsell. Behind Jimmiy
Silver came his chums, and behind
them a-little erowd of the Pourth and
samne of the Shell.

“Hold on 4 minute. Neville,”  sajd
Jimmy., “We want Bulkeley—"

“You ean’t see him now—cut of 1™

“ It important.™ '

| supposed.

Nockwood, _
address for presentation———"

THE BOQYS' FRIEND

“Cut off!” said Neville gharply.

He did not eee the importance of it—
ot even  havitig  poticed that Jimoy
Silver bad s bundle of inky shests of
impot, paper in bis band, and bésides being
amite whaware that those inky sheets
Were, o point of fact, a-loyel address
fmom the. Lower Sciwol  of  Rookwood,
affirtming their andiminizhed conBuence in
Bulkeley of the Sixth:

“Lopk hers, Neville,” chimed in Lavell
warmly. *“This is jolly important; aml we
want 1o =8¢ Duolkéley at once. Bulkeley,
we want—"

“What on earth's the row?” called out
Bulkeles. 2 3 :

“Bomg blessed [ags——" began Neville,

“Cnt off 1"

“It's important, Bulkeley: it may mean’

the end cf all this trouble,” said Jimmy

Silver, " Let us come In!”
“What on eurth do you mean?” ox-
claimid = Balkeley. - YLet  tlw - dounig

donkeys vome in for @ minute, Neviile.™

The juntors looked at one anether rather
uncertafhly, not  over-pleased by the
“young donkevs,” Still, Bulkeley did not
know about the loval address vet. Doubt-
less: he wouldd change his opinion wlhen
be did know. _

“Come on!™ said Jimmy BSilver deter-
minedly.

And the deputation of the Lower School
marched in, abotit: nine or ten. of them:
eved very grimly by the prefects m the
T

“Well ¥ said Bulkelas. _

“Ahem!”  Jimmy Silver ¢legred  his
throat. *The—the fact is, Bulkeler -

“ Sharp!”

“All right! We, memhers of the Lower
School of Rovkwood——"

“WhatT™ :

“We, members of the—"

* 15 thiz a -joke, Silver(”

“Nunno!™ .

“What the thump are you driving at,
then "

“We, members of the Lower Schobdl!™
gnaped Jimmy Bllver, a little confusedl.
He found his task harder thayt he had

assure—1 mean—— Ahem!"” _
“Turn them oul!” sajd Knowles iw-
patiently.

“Only some fag cheek.” sald Carthew.

| “For goodoess’ sake kick them out. und

let's oot Lo -business!™

“You ring -off, Carthev'!” gaid Jimmy
silver, with spirit.  *“This address isn’t
for you, anywar, The Lower Hchonol
haven't any confidence ' you, I can tell
you.”

“What " :

“If you have sayihing to sdy,. Silver,
gaY iU apd coit!™ exdlaimed’ Balkeley.

| “Youn should pot have come here, any-

iy

“We, members of the Lower Sétoot—"
begzn Lovell, as Jimmy besitated.

There came a murmur -irem the
deputation : :

“Shut ap, Lovell!™

“Go it Jimmv!” _

Tound - his - voiee, und

ets ot tho S, .
“We, members of the ¥
have b

er School of
a ]1:1;'-:_1:1

“Ye sods ! murmuied 'mﬁ'il'f-‘_'.

“To Bulkeley, und we Ly Lave the
pleasare,™ suig Jimmy, wit dignity, “of
handing it to you, Bulkéley.”

Bulkeloy, with a look of Ereat astonish-
:I:E'nt-, took the inky shests held out to
L. 2 # L

~ “What on eatih's thh!" he asked,

“AD address. Bulkeley.™

“A loyal address.™

“ Backing yon up, reom kbow.”

“Hear, heap!” it

Same of the Sixth-Fompers laughed:
which caused  the jumiers  to  repeat
“Hear, bear!" in louder sud somewlut
deflant tones.

Bualkeley stared gt
Jimmy Silver & Co, wa d him, to see
tiie pleased smile dawn upon his face.

—

"We have come—that ‘i3 to |
say, we—we are hereby—1 mean here, to |

the ﬁfﬂl address.

i the subject,” =ajd Lonsdale.

Bat it did not dawn. To their surprise

and constéermation, . Bulkeley frowned
Hestend.

“You thupdering - young idiots!” lLe
eiacaiated.

“Wha-a.at ¥

“ Wias does . thizs otter rot mean?” ex-
clnimed Balkeley. “You cheeky little
SWESPg——

~Enis

“Take this rubbish awey at once,” said
Buikeley sterndy. I 1 were a prefect
now [ should cane you for alluding fo the
Head disrespectfully., By Jove, I've a
good mind to cane you, anyway.”

“Oh!"

“1ve gobt my ashplant lere,” remarked
Carthiew.

" et out, you ridiculows young duffers,”
gaid Bulkeley, “and don’t play the zoat
again! Put that robbjsh into the fire!
LHE with youl”

Antt Neville bundled the astounded and
amu2zed deputation of the Lower School
af Rookwood out of the room, and closed
the door on them,

In the passage, Jimmy Silver blinked

at the loyval address which Bulkeley had

thrust back into his hands, and then
blinked at his comrades. Hjs complexion
Wwas very rich at that moment.

“Ob, my. hat!"” murmured Lovell.

“B-b-b-Irbulkeley didn't seem péasad,
after all,” murmured Neweom.

“He, he, he!" came from Tubby Muffin,
“Oh, crikey! He, bhe, he! Yarcooooh!”

- Tubby Mufiins cachinnation changed
into a bowl of anguish as Jimmy Silver's
boot came in contact with Iis podgy
PETSON.

The juniors locked at Jimmy Silver as
lie stood. with a crimson face and the
hapless toyal address in his hands, wish-
ing that the floor wonld open and swaliow
tim up. They walked away grinning, only
the faithfal Co. remiining  with their
leader.

“eems a bit of & frost!” murmured
Raby comfaortingly.

“Hotten idea, if you ask me.” said
Lovell. *It was the way the address was
dravm up, of conrse. If we'd put in that
bit uliout assuring Bulkeley >

“Fatheng!™

“And werded it 4 bit more impressively
—such words as heéretofore,” said Lovell
warmnly. “Ino that case. [ think—"

Ol you ean't thiok!™ grunted Jimmy
Silver.

“Look -Bere, vou ass——"

Jimmy Silver drew = decn breath.

“1'll piat this rot in the study fire.” lie
sqid, It will be useful to boil the kettle,
unf'hc-u: And if you fellows ever get up
4 loyal address apoain, don't ask me to
have a hand in . I simply won'{!”

Angd Jimmy Siiver walked away. leaving
his chums staring after him hlankly.
ij:r- did not speak: they oouldn’t.
Jimey bad taken {heis breath away.

The 7th Chapter.
Resignations Accepted!
Buizeley of the: Sisth remained alone
in the preicess’ voom: - The Rookwoond
prefects bad lieard what he had io sav,
but Buik=ley's counsels of pgace hed not
been headed. - And fhe prefecis had gone
in a body to the Head: study to remon-

sirate.
- Bulkeley could -goess thke kind of
reception they would gei, and he was

yery. upeasy. He kopew that the Head
wonld 1ot ¢hange his determination: and
a struggle, ouce  entersd -upon, would
havs to be procecded with.

Tiere were steps gutside gt last. and
Neville eame into the room, followed by
the rest of the nrefedcts.

All of them looked red and gpory, ex-
cepling Carthew, whose face wore a
lurking smile.

“Well?" said Dulkzley.

Neville knitted his brows.

“He won't listen to & word!” Le ex-
claimed. “The moment we mentioned
you he told us to be silent.”

“He won't hear of reinstating von, old
chap, or even of listeping t0 2 word on
“He said

Price
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his wind was made up, and {oid ws @
a0,

Bulkeley nodded.

“1 expected it,” he said quietiv. “Xow,
you igllows, 1 want you to let the matier
drop, I was to bizme. though not so
much s the Head seems to think; and )
don’t wan: trooble en my account.”

“1t's nobt wholly ¢u your acoount,” sakd
knowles. TIt's the peosition ‘of the Sixth
i the school! We've got to keep up that
position.™

“Yes, but—-=

“We've been
cheeky fags!™
won't do!"

“We're not standing it!”

“The Head can't cut up prefecis snd
push them sver like skittles at bis own
will and pleasure. withont a reason.” said
Jones maor, “MThe case of gue 18 (0o
case of all. When the Head bad . a dis-
pute with the mesters the stall went on

2 geag of
“It

ireated Iik*: X
burst out Nevile.

strize and bropght nim to resson.  I'd
like to Xnow how he'd run the sohiool
withont prefects.”

Wi uut "
- “"Enough said. Dulkeley! We're stand-
ing by what we've told the Head, and if

e doesn’t come round we  shall all
resign.” .
A quarser of an bhour later Jimmy

Silver of the Fonrth was called to the
prefects’ room. He came with a rather
red face; but be socn saw that the leyai
addreses had bFeen quite forgoiten hv
those august semiors. He was simpiy
waxnted as o micssenoer.

“Take this nole to the Head. Silver!™
&xid Neville.

“Yes, Neviile.”

Jimmy Siver conveved the noie o lir.
Cuhisholm™s study. He found the Head
with n very sterp brow. The visit of the
prefects, iz a body, to remonstrate had
rouszd the firm old gentieman's jre.

“ What is it, Silver?”

“This nete, sir, for yon.”

Jimmy laid it on the desk, and waited
in case there should be an answer. Dr.
Chisholm opened it. and his brow was
thunderous as he read:

“We, the prefects of the Sixth Form,
beg o tender vur resignations.”™

The signatures of the whole body of
prelects followed.s

Dr. Chisholm sat silent for & minute
or two, the note in bhis hapd. Jimmy
Silver hardly dared to look 4t him. He
did not kpoew what was in the note, it
e felt the atmosphere of thnuder.

The Head tooi nup a pen 2f last., wrosip
a2 few words on the paper. and replaced it
in the envelope.

“Take that back, Silver.”

“Xes, mir.™

Jimmy Silver returned to the prefects’
reom. He found the prefeets ail there. 'n
& very subdoed and serious mood. Their
loiiks were anxions, as Jimmy bhanded tis
note 10 Neville.

“It's oor ¢own Boie
25 e orwned it -

“"Hasunt e sajd anything 7™

“Yes: there's something written on it.

back,” said Neville,

O} - Loak!™ :
The Head's repy was shorg, if not
sweet

“Your resighations are accepted. New
preiects will be appoirted.”

That was all.

The Sixth-Formers
leoas.

“New preiecis will be appoinfed, will
they?” muttered Yonsdale. “Not from
tle Sixth—ihe Sixth are solid with uys.”

Jimmy Siiver guietly left the prefects’
rooms, leaving the sepiors in hot.  dis-
cgssion. The frouble at Rookwood was
cotning ¢0 a head at last.

2 < 2 ! - s

The next day all Roo¥wood kpew that
the prefects were on strike. The baitle
had heen joined tetween the Sixth Form
and the Head, and all Bookwood looked
¢t breathiessly, wondering what the
result might be.

exchanged grim

THE END.

He was sbout to rtefreat into the
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HERBERT BRITTON.
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‘ BRIEF SYNOPSIS.
Juus  TFornce=the scgpegrace. of  the
familv--ls semt to Redelyite School, where

ltis- brotiser Dick and  his. ehuals, Bob
Travers and Jack Juckson, hinve thie hard
task of «geiormi him. After manyg
vicistitudes, Juck begios 1o sce the error
of his ways.

(Réad om from here)

| S

in Bound for thé [sighd!

“Comle f8. Jack!” |

Juck Turner put bis hetd round the
dedr of Stady No. 3. to ki Boly Traevers
w Lo, enZaged upon the fask of paokiag
pionic-hashits, |
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b 3 Sam :
e faok into the boat, but at the same moment Wilson
hard pull, and Drake fell backwards.
his back in the watsr !

Splash !

E._:a;;-:uga when Bob Travers called out to
im.

“You're just the chap we wand to ses!”
said Boh cheerily.

“Ditky want to apologise for believing
me to be a thiel?™ gaked Jack, with a
glance 3t Lis brother.

“0h, rats!" grouted Dicky, squeezing
2 tin of pineapple into an already over-
erowded Lushet,

“Let's drop that Llessad sabieet,” sgid
Hob Travers. “Come and lend ue 8 hand.
We're poing for a picnic ou the islend in
the river.”

" Well, if thai's tie case, T won't stay
and bothier vou." said Juck. “I'll go amd
wateh the senjor trial game.™

“You jolly well vwon't!™ declared Bob
parly.

“ But——

“You're coming with us, fathend!” ssid
1-1-;-31{_ “Aren’t you kéen on u pienict"

V-VER,

“Well, what do you mean hy talking
about watching the seniog triglv”

Jack dug his hapds deep into his
pockets.,

“The othér day.” he =2id slawly and
with emphasis. “I was accused of being a
’Is'gaief, _I'}i::kf belleved I was suilty, and

m

“Dry up!™ said Dicky, with a Erunt.
“That's Zot nothiig to do with the
piemac,

“That's just where you're mistazen.”
sald Jack. “It's got everything to do
witll the picnic.”

* But——-" begszn Bob Travér:.

“Xou really wizh me to come 20 tha

f

g

Ot tonrse.”
. "Then Dicky wiil have fo apdiogize for
selevine me 10 bo 2 thisf aud a Mar®
said Jack Srmly,

“d—=f—I—— Uh, rot!"™ growled Dicky.

“All mghit.” said Jack, turming towards
the daor. 1M g0 and wateh the senior
maien”



