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. “Go 'it, Tubby!” Tubby Muffin roiled forward, his fat little nose high
in the air. ;sai:.d_”" 19";“_.136,_ _fl'l 3 am,w

“At the request of the school, sir,” he
_standing for election! Let the best man win!”

.
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What this sudden’ affability on the part

|
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" The 1st Chapter.
Carthew’s Little' QGamel

“Silver, my boy!” '

Carthew of  the Sixth looked into the
end study in the Fourth Form passage
~with. an agreeable’ smile .on his face--as
agreeable a smile. as his ‘hard  features
were capable of. ks

Jimmy Silver ‘& Co. were at home.

The four juniors bhad been deep in dis-
cussion on . the subject of :the captain's
c¢lection, which was fixed for thut after-
noon. The discussion ceased suddenly as
Mark Carthew appeared in the doorway.

The Co. fixed rather grim looks on him, .

and Jimmy Silver’s hand strayed towards

a' cricket-bat that lay on the table.
Carthew, as a prefeet of the!Sixth Form,
was a person to be treated with respect
by juniers; but Carthew.did not always
et the respect his. position entitled him:
to. He was.too much given to bullying

the fags to be popular among them.
So Carthew!s agreeable -smile found. no
reflection . in. the end study.

Your. . /i -

“I've looked in ta see you kids,” went ) i

on Catrthew pleasantly.
“Oh!” said Jimmy, puzzled. .
“Just a little chat, you kunow,” ex-
plained ' Carthew,

1t ejaculated  Arthur
Edward Lovel]. .

‘Raby and Newcome glm:p.l_'y stared,

of the table.

that's all.”
Carthew,
‘you' about that!”

No smiles
were  visible'on the faces of the Fistical:

.of their old enemy might portend they

could not' even guess. But. they concluded

that -.'t,he”.--."b'.ully-‘of ‘the Sixth 'meant mis-

chief, somehow. |

Carthew came in, and sat on a corner
¢ The Fistical Four eyed
him, and' Jimmy : Silver rested his hand
i a careless: sort of way on the cane
handlc of the bat.  In dealing-

cricket-bat might be needed or not.
arthew., did not notice it—or atfected
not  to notice it. "He grinned: agreeably

at thé surprised juniors, with a grin of

the utmost affability. | (7 AL
“You'chaps 'are not busy just now?” he
asked. o e Gk g
“Nunno!”
were  just - talking
coincidence!” * remarked
“V'vé come here to-speak to

“What = a

“Haye .you?”" murmmuréd Levell., .
“Just®so, . The fact is, 1 really want

to. consult . you,” explained the Sixth-
“Yormer.

S Kik-kik-consult us?” stuttered Lovell.
“That’s it.”
“Oh, crikey!”
The chums af the Fourth almost won-
dered "if* they were dreaming.. Even a

‘good-natured prefect like Bulkéley or

Neville -never. carried his affability: to the

extent of consulting Fourth Form fellows.

beaming smile,

f _ with
Carthew' there was no telling whether a

“Well?

stammered Jimmy. "  “We ] _
~about “the @ election, { said the Sixth-Former,

& 1 ) stand at present, Rookwood is in rather
“a .bad way.

Head, and has been removed from the

And for the bully of the Sixth to do
sO—— ‘1t was no wonder that the Fistical
Four were astounded. S '
They blinked at Carthew.
“The fact 1is,” said Carthew, with a
“1 think a lot of .your
judgment.” ¥
“Oh!” I
“You fellows are the leaders of the
Fourth Yormn, :and you have a lot of
influence in the Lower School generally.”
sald Carthew. “Naow, rightly used, that

Influence may be ‘a very good thing for

the school—and, of course, the good of

Rookwood is what:we all have at heart.”

“Well?” murmured Jimmmy Silver.
I--1 say, Carthew, ar¢ you pull-
ing our leg?”’ e

“Certainly not. ' 1) am ‘quite serious!”

“As matters
Bulkeley has otlended the

captaincy, and is no longer a prefect.
All the ‘other prefects have resigned, as
a protest. 1 iad some doubts about it,
but 1 stood in with the rest. But you
fellows, being rather sharp and sensible
kids, can see that this isn’t a good thing

for the school.”

“1t . certainly isn’t!” agreed Jimmy

Silver. “I: wish. the Head would come

round.
back!”

“He won't:do that,” said Carl‘;hew,,shak--
ing his head; “he’s too firm. Once he's

| made’ up AL
Bulkeley’s had his day, and it’s over.

.Carthew

and’ give Bulkeley his old place

his - mind, - the . thing’s . done.

But this sort ‘of thing-can't go- on—no
prefects in the school, . and' Rookwood
without a captain. You see that?”

“Well,. there's .a new. election for cap-
tain ‘to-day,” said Lavell, with a grin.
gave him ‘a-sharp look. He
did not.-quite understand what that grin
implied. = g

“Yes, that’s so,” he wentron.  “Now,
ag ;all ‘the  Sixth—~even -the, Moderns—are
standing© by . Bulkeley. .it's  rather

.question where the néw captain will come
from.

| Nobody ‘wants:a. Fifth-Former. as
captain.
wouldn't .do!”

“No fear!” said the Fistical Four, with:

one_ voice.. s
“1t - comes' to this; then,” continued
Carthew—* that: for’, the

QOGS0 i 1 T 0§ |
“You!” ejaculated Jimmy  Silver.
“Exactly.” : oy

his chums.

. Carthew's

plained now. - .

_.-The most, unpopular. senior of Rookwood
was.standing ‘as a‘candidate for the .cap-
taincy; ‘and it was a time to be affable.
Mark. |
Stﬂﬂd 'thﬁf

- Under ordinary circumstances,
Carthew  would not have
slightest chance” of c¢lection.

not  observing
- faces of the Co.
2ood- of - the

school some. member of -the Sixth, will.

have to come forward. I've decided to

“Oh!” said Jimmy; and he Jooked at

excessive ‘affability. was ex-
y ' ; : IR AR :

But with Bulkeley down and out, and
the Sixth Form  standing by him to. a
man, there was a cHance for him—at”
least, -hehoped: there 'was. 1t rinvolve

the . desertion: of 'Bulkeley’s cause: it
involved  turning = against the general
movement in his.own . Form, and  taking
advantage- of the peculiar state of affairs
for: his- own: benefit. " But Carthew was
;lpt;__ overburdened with . scruples at any
ime, Gr ! hle
Jimmy Silver, & Co. ‘gazed at Carthew,

a | hardly taking the trouble to conceal the:
_crmpqm{m they felt.  Carthew was fishing

_in . trouble |

It’s ‘qujte unheard of, and it |/to catch the Fistical ¥our. =

led waters, but he was not likely

Carthew rattled, on cheerily, apparenfly-'_
.the . expressions ‘on the

- “Pm.doing this' from a -sense of dutf,a
of course. Rookwood simply can’t:go on

_as at present. l've seen the Head, and
~he approves. I've,had my name put up
. as a candidate simply. because it wouldn’t
|, do for .a Fifth- Form chap to get in as
. Lcaptain, " The faet is, I expect the election
| to be merely a matter of form—a walk-
'} over—as there will be no rival candidate.
. Still,. Hansom: of the Fifth might think of
“trying his luck.

j Some cother chap in the
Sixth might come. forward -at. the . last

~minute. . Now, can I count on you chaps
‘for support?” . | SRR N o bl e

Jimmy Siiver __si:ni'ie’d:}sa,rgastigauy.; ..
““Chaps!” ha repeated. " . ' 00
. (Continded on:-next page.y
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*' xnung sweeps, ahd fags, and cheeky
; hltghters"”
»we're chaps!
looked on as promotion?”

C There was a chueckle in the end study ;
cand G
smile i’adﬂd AaWway.
&littered, but only for a
second.

aioke” he sald plt,&santly

roared Carﬁhew

he réemarked.
know.”

fé@ﬁll}

Carthew.
¢ ning down thé passage.

-'.ccrl:d.'

~ the Fourth

Side.
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“Yes;

you chaps.” Wy
“Have we hecn promoted?” asked
Jimniy,
“ Promoted 7" repeated Cartlmw ik

5 df)[l 1t eatch o

“Last tithe you spoke to us we were
little
expluined Jimmy. “Now
I suppose that may be

for @ moment Carthew’s affable
His
Thm he smiled again.

“My dear kid, I don't mind your little
“Naw, to ¢ome
to “business. 1 want your support.
Every vote cmmts in an election. Are
you standing by meg”

“Not quite.”

. “1f 1 become captain of Rookwood I
shall remember fellows who backed me
up,” remarked Carthew.
":'memher fellows who refuged to do so!”

“1 shall also re-

“My dear man, that's all right; you
won't become captain of Rookwood !”

answered Jlmg]y Silver. “There’'s one

captuin  of » RGokwood--one and only-

and that's old Bulkeley We're backing

him up!” :
“Buikeley Is not standing for election

thig—=s"

“He’s going to be elected, all
same!” gaid Jimmy.
dried, my dear man! The Head’s pushed
him out of the captaincy, but all Rook-
wood ‘i going to plump for him at the

the

election, and the Head can put that in |

his puim and smoke it! See?”

Carthew’s lips tigzhtened.
- His affability had gone again—~for-good.

-.-Tt was pretty clear ‘that the swcetest of
~smiles would extract nothing from Jimmy

Silver & Co.—excepting phln English,

. “VYou can't re-elect Bulkeley!” he said
savagely:

“The Head would take 1t as
disrespect——" |
o | ho e he'll take it as a tip.”
Garthew shd from the table.
“Then you're not backing me uu‘? :
“No fear!”

“You cheehy scoundrel!”

young
“Aren’t we chaps any longer?” asked
Silver. innocently. “Have we be-
‘young scoundrcls a]read}‘?
hal”

Jimmy
come eheék
“Ha, ha,
Carthew  ecleniched his haunds. Jimmy
Silver took a businesslike grip on the
bat. . It was needed after all.
“None of your litt'e, games, old nut
“We're ready for you, you

"l!l

“1f yow dare to tﬂ'{lbh a prefectm
Jimmy chuckled. ;
‘You're not a prefect now,” he said
“Phere aren't any prefects at
Rookwood now, you know. Thé prefects
are on strike!”
Carthew’s reply to that argument was a

rusti.. He had reblfr"led

The F‘iﬁtical Four did mt gee it, how-

eveér.

barttlaws rush was met by Jimmy
Silver's ericket-bat, which jammed onh his
chest- with what a novelist would describe
a sickening thud.
"0‘11*“ t'cmred Carthew, etaﬂgering back.
()IW! T-1'llJ=- You young demon,
l l '__4_”!"!

“You'il travell” grinned Jimmy Silver, |

lunging again with the bat. *“Kick him
out, you fellows—he's not a preféct now,
you Know !”

“Ha, ha, ha""

As one man the Fistical Four rushed on
The Sixth-Former went spin-

Crasgh !
Carthew
unsympathetic linoleum.
“Jump on him!” roared Lovell.
then, all tegether!”
- (arthew did not wait.
and ran for it, and from
‘orim passage a  roar of
langhter fﬁllewed kim, which was not a
good -avgury for Carthew’s prospects in
the C&Dtdlﬂ s election.

“Now,

He leaped up

‘The 2nd Ohaptar.
By Order of the Head!

‘Jllﬁm 5

Fubby Mulﬁn of the Classical Fourth,
came mllm-r up to the Fistical Four in
‘the fuadmnglc about an hour later,

-~ Tubby’s fat face was L\Cltﬂd Bvide ntly
Yhe had news.
The Fistical Four weré in discussion

with Tommy DPodd & Co., of the Modern
For once, Classicals and Moderns
at Rookwood were in coniplete agreemnent.

Nearly everybody was determined to
stand by “old BU“\LIE}’," not only in the
Sixth, but in the other Forms, senior and
Jjunier. -

Half a dozen of the Fourth, and as
many of the Shell, intended to vote for
Carthew-—fellows like Lattm{ & Co., and
Teggetts but it was probable than even

the hlaclu. sheep of Rookwood would not '

hventure to do so when it ‘came to the
pinch. - Public opinion was too strong
agamsb them.

“But in any case their votes would bhe
‘Gf 1no value to the ambitious bully of the

Sixth. They would be swamped by a
conple of huudred votes for . George
BH]LE[E)

True, Bulkeley was not officially stand-.

ing for r;!ectmn His chum, Neville, had

urged him te do so, but he had deﬁlined '
however ; fc:nrf
Neville had arranged to proposé hlm in |
Lonsdale was t0"second the-
proposal, and a show of hands was to be |
And it was absolutely certain
‘that there would he a forest of hands up

It made mno. difference,
his absence.
called for.

[or “old Bulkeley,”

- That would be, as Morn} of the chrth

Published
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: Leggétt
| conu, b&ak o

“1t’s all cut and

| in concert with
the rest of the august body of prefects;
bt .a:mm.rent]y he considered that he atill
‘retuined his authority.

measured his length on the

'table
had not appeared in the public eye so

(Cantumed fmm the prﬁku.s paqe)

remarked in his slang y way, “one il tht,'

cye " for the tead.
ine hign-and-mighty Slxth, of caurat,
wuld nov cohicss wuat they were planning
“one M the eye” ror thelr heaamasuer.
I'neir view was that Bulkeiey’'s re-eiecuion
wouid siow uvhe trend oi pubilc opinion
i vie school, and intiuence Dr. Clusholin
Ito reconsidering his decision. 1v was a
Inore sedave way of putuing it; bub 1v
u,dl_iy came to tne saiite thing.
vOote for Bulkeieyy” Loty Dodd was

saymg, as the fai ulassicut roied up. "4

should joliy weéll say so. Every janior on
our side 1is going o vote fox mﬂheley
Leggett doesn't seem keen—go he’s going
in wich me, and 1'm gom% to keep hoid of
nis arm. 1f he puvs up h

vhew, somethinyg 18 goiug to happen to

“1 say, Jimmy—="

s L : will make the Head thmh when '

Bulkeley is re-elected . by praﬁtmally the
whole school,” said Jimmy Silver. * Be-
sides, it will give him a graceful way of
climbing down. No need for him to keep
up tius game, aiter he’s had proof that

the whole 'sehool has confidence in
BthelLy &

“After all,
ll’ldl“l\l:‘(l ]!‘i.{lb}'

“Only he’s go jolly obstmate'” grunted
Lovul |

“Jimmy—-" roared Tubby Muflin.
“Oh, run away and play, fatty !” siid
the captmn of the Iﬂourth
“But there's a notice on the board——"
“Oh, we all know about that-—election

the Ilead means well,” re-

| at six!” said Jimmy Silver.
howled Tubby .

YA neW NOtiege
Muffin.

“Never mind——"

“In the Head’s fist!” shrieked Tubby.

“Oh! Something about the LlLLtIOIl o
asked Jimmy bllver, showing a little in-
terest at last. < “ Not postponed, is it?”

“Nunno! But ]}lxllieiey ‘can’t - be
elected !” gasped the fat Classical.

“Rats!”

“The Head’s forbidden it !”

“What!” shouted a.ll ‘the juniors to-
gether. -
“That's 1it!” Lsped Tubby Mutflin.

“Bulkeley’s forbidden to stand for re-

election, and everybody’s forbidden to vote

for him in his absence—by ordeér of the
Hf’ﬂ.[l'”

“Great Scotp!”
“Cheek !” roared Arthur Edward Lovell.

“Awlul cheek!” |
the reverend Head of

Dr. Chisholm,
Rookwood School, would probably have

| beeu petrified if he had heard his action

described as “cheek” by the Fourth-

Formers, Fortunately, he di(l not hear.
“Let's go and see it!" exelnimed New-
come. “That fat duffer may have got it

all wrong {”

“Come on!” exclaimed Tominy Dodd.

There was a rush of the juniors to the
School House.

They found a crowd already collected
round the netice-board.

Teddy Grace, the new boy in the Clas-
sical Fou’rth
he ¢ame breathle.?,s{ upﬁ

‘Smn this, Silver? 'The Head BAY G

“Let’s see it!”

Putty of the Fourth made room for
Jimmy. Jimmy read the notice, with
knitted brows ~and deep indignation.

It was official enough.

Evidently the mtentiou of Bulkeley's
supportcra had become known to the
Head. There it was, in the Head's own
¢lassic hand. Briefly, the notice an-
nounced that Bulkeley of the Sixth, for-
merly captain of the sch@al was fm*lmith,n
to olter himsgelf for re-ewﬁtmn and that
no member of any Form was permitted

| to propose, second, or vote for Bulkeley

in the c¢leetion.

“By gad! The Head's dished us, and
nLo miamhe 1” said Mornington., “What do
you think of that, Jimmy Silver?”

“Thutnping cheek!” sald Jimmy.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The Head’s no right to forbid us———-"

“Headmasters assume these l'lgh‘ba'“
grinned Mornington. “The game’s up,
old infant; we can’t re-elect Bulkeley.”

- “Let’s go ahead with it ;ust the samel”
suggested Pufty of the Fourth.

“Fathead!” was Morny's reply. “An
election held against the order of the
Head would be null and void.”

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“'I‘hat 8 $0,” he said. “ Bemdes We—Wwe
can't very well directly disobey an order
from the Head.”

“It's cheek, all the same!” said Love]]
hotly.

Jimmy compressed his lips.

“Carthew’s been to the Head,” lhe re-
marked. “He’s put the old boy up to
this, of course, to diSh us. And it jolly
well looks as if we're dished, anyway. |
sha'n't vote at all.”

"\}f‘e aha n't vote for Carthéw, any-
way !

“No fear“

“But if there’s no rival candnt}ate. Car-
thew will gét a walk-over,” said Teddy
Graece.

“Let him, the cad!”

_ “The Sixth ought to interfere,” said
Lovell hotly. “Carthew is going back on
his own Form, and trying to squeeze in as
captain by trickery. The Sllth mlf'ht to
stop him somehow !

‘Bulke[ey could chip in -and give him
a jolly good’ hiding,” quﬂgested Raby.

e ]"Id ]lr-l ha

“Dash it all, that’s not a bad idea!”
exclaimed Jimmy Silver. “Let’s go and
see Bulkeley——"
4“Come on!” - - by '
~+ An  excited crowd of juniors: headed

_fnr Bulkeley's study. Jimmy Silver
kllﬂt‘kt“l] on the door and opened it,
“Bulkeley was there at work at his
The fallen ecaptain of Roeokwood
usual sinee his  fall.

1 ‘much as He was

spending this half-holiday at Greek. "He

is paw for Cars

he will think it’s an ait-raid |

called to Jlmmy Silver, as {

THE BOYS FRIEND

_of bor::ks and papers and. an mkpafs de- :',

-loahed up with a surprlseﬂ frown, as

his doorway was bloeked with excited {

juniors. i -
*Bulkeley——"" bégan Jlmmy Silver.

“What do yow want?”

“Theré's a new notwc on the board,
Bulkeley !”

The erstwhile captam of
raised his hand. .

“Cut off !” he said.

“What?”

“Leave my study,

“But——-"

“Shut the door af‘bet‘ you."”

Bulkeley dropped his eyes to his work
again. The juniors leoked at onec
another rather sheepishly. Jimmy Silver,
with pink cheeks, drew. the dmr shut.
Bvidently the lﬂyalmand gomewhat noisy
«~support of the Lower S¢ihool was not,
somehow, gratifying to him. There was
{mthing to be eXpected from “ Uld Bulke-
t‘y

Rookwood

pleage, all of you!”

o

N NOt PGBHI&P.

Jimmy Silver & Co. could not help feel-
ing a littie crestfallen as they walked
away from Bulkeley’s study.

The calm and, guiet tvesefrveée of the
Sixth-Former dashed their spirits a little
and threw cold water upon their warm
entvhusiasm.

But their loyalty did not waver.

Whether Bulkeley wanted their sup-
port or not he was going to get it.

o ,-U‘ter all,” sald Jimmy Silver considers-
ately, “‘we've got to make allowances
for old Bulkule) He’s proud, you kunow.

| He couldn’t very well get mixed up with

a mob of juniors against the Head He
¢couldn't, you know! There's the dignity
of the Sixth to consider.”

“Oh, blow the di ulty of the Sixth!”
ambwered Lovell

“Bulkeley’s right,” said Mornington.
& HL 3 hound to keep clear of it. But
we T¢ backing him up all thb same.”

“Yes, rather!”

“And, anyway, we can boycott the elec-
tion,” suggested Erroll. *If Carthew gets

in on the votes of two or three cads like

himself it won’t bé a genuine. election,
and be won’'t have
captain of the school.” _

“That's so!” agreed Jimmy -Silver.
“But the Sixth ought to interfere.
if the Sixth won’t, we will. - We ought
to let Carthew know
thinks of him, anyway. He’s gone back
on the other prefects, and even hnowles
WOIHII!I t do that.”

“Here he comes!” murmured bonroy

Carthew of the Sixth came along the
cortidor towards his study.

There was o smile on'his face.

The bully of Rookwood was well aware
that the Head’s latest order would be
attributed to him, and that it would add
to his unpopularity. But he cared little
for that.

lis way had be¢en made clear to the
captaincy of the school, always an object
of his ambition, tllouah he had never

beéfore had the remotest chance of

realising that ambition. ' ;
Hiss ! . Y, v,
The bully of the Sixth started as a

 Jloud and prolonged hiss fell upon Lis

ears.
- Hiss-s-s-5-8!

Carthew’s cheeks coloured a little.

The corridor and the stairs were
¢rowded with juniors, and every oné of
them was hissing away as if for a wager.

Carthew cast a furious look round him.

Hiss-s-8-8-s!

For a moment tha blilly looked as if
be would run amok among the hissing
juniors, hitting out right and left. But
the results of that wc:uld certainly have
been more painful to the Sixth-Former
than to the fags. He controlled himself,

'a,ud walked on quickly to his study.

“He, he, he!” chuckled Tubby Muﬁln
'rubby burning to distinguish himself,
followed Carthew to the door of his

study, which the senior had slammed
after him.
The fat. Gla&ﬁiﬂal stooped, and hissed

loudly dlld emphatlc&ll} through the key-

holc.

1188-8-8-3-8-88 !

The door flew open suddenly.

A hand appéared and grabbed Tubby
Muffin by the collar, and with a loud
howl Tubby dlaappedred bodily into the

study.
“Yaroooh! Help!”
Whack, whack, whack!

It was the sound of an ashplant smit-

} ing with terrific vim upon the fat peéerson

of Reginald Muffin of the Fourth.
Whack, whack!
“Yooop! Help!
Whack, whack!
“Rescue!” shouted
“Come on!” ¢
“Phew!” |
There was a moment’s hesitation. Car.
thew was no longer a. prefect, certainly,
but the idea of “rushing” a Sixth-

Rescue !”

Jimmy  Silver.

Former in his study was rather startling. |

But since there had been no prefects at

Rookwood discipline had been very much |
relaxed. The hesitation was only momen-

tary. Jimmy Silver led the way, and a
crowd of the Fourth followed him,
some of the Shell and the Third.

The ashplant was whacking away in 53

Carthew’s study as the rescuers arrived,
and Tubby Muffin's yélls were terrific.

Carthew was taking it out of the fat | || S
as it were, for the hissing the | | -

Classical,
juniors had - given him in the ecorridor.
The luckless Tubby was paying for all.

“Yarooh! . Rescue! Uelp! Yooooh!”
roared the unhappy Tubby. “I say——
| Ob! Leggo! Leave off! Yoooop!” |

“Rush him!” ytlled Lovell.
The juniors came¢ in with a swoop..

Carthew swung round, brandishing the
ashplant, and Arthur Kdward Lovell
yelled again as he caught it. But Car-

thew had no 11111]1‘3 for more.

He went spinning over under the rush

of o dozen fellows, and Lmbhed onn his
hearthrug., -

As he. sprawled there an rntu!;uamg- |

junior up- enried the table, and a shower

much of a show as.

And

winat Rookwood 4

candidate for the captaincy-—for
| that was wotth.

- back -

with

Price

scended upon Carthew. ~
"Then Tubby Muffin was seized and
rushed in triumph out of the study
-The juniors crowded out.
They stayed for a moment. in the door-

“way to give vent to a loud and pro-

longed and then departed, trium-

hlss

phant.

Carthew sat up dazedl

He felt as if an earthquake had hap-
pened in his study as he dabbed the ink
Imm his hair and face.

HOw-ow-ow!“ he stuttered. “Ow! |
-Yow! The young villains! I—I-—-TI'l
smash——" ‘

his ashplant. But he stopped. On

sccond thoughts he decided to remain in

hig study. The juniors weré in a danger-

- ous demper just then, and Carthew had
no support to. expect from the rest of

the Sixth.

He decided ﬁq take the invasion of his
down,” 8o to speak, to be |}

study “lying
repaid with interest at a later date—

“when he was captain of Rookwood

But there was no rest for Carthew yet
He had just finished washing off the ink

when - there came a tap at his study win-

dow as a stone clinked there.

He stepped to the window and looked
out.

Qutside - thirty or forty juniors had
assembled, and a roar went up as Car-
thew appeared.

“Blackleg !”

“Yah!

Hissss-5-8-5-85 !

Carthew gritted his teeth -

He steppﬂd back from the winhdow, but
the shouting outside continued. Not a
single member of the Sixth Formm a
peared on the scene. As the prefects
were on ‘“strike” it was not thelr busi-
ness to interfere.

But suddenly an awe-inspiring fig ure-r_
appearcd in the doorway of the School

House.

“Boys!”

It was the Head’s voice—a voice of
thunder.

~“0Oh, my hat! The Head!” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver.

“Cave!”

The demonstration suddenly faded

1 away. Dr. Chisholm had a brief view of

heels that vanished in all directions, and
quiet reigned once more in the quud

The Head turned back into the house
with a frowning brow.

He had had the advantage of 1631‘1‘]1]]“‘
what the Lower School thought of the
what
'But it made no differ-
ence to the. Htﬂda Opposition only con-
firmed him in his determination, = and
Jimmy Silver & Co.'s demonstration was
very far from shaking his decision.

A little later there was {fresh
for Rookwood.

had been reappointed: a

news

prefect-—so far,

| the only one that Rmkwrmd could boast.

Byvidently the cad of the Sixth had com-

pletely madu hig' peace with the Head—

by desertirig¢ the eéause he had at firgt
half-heartedly supported. And, in spite
of the angry derision of all Rookwood
it seemed-a certainty now that Carthew
was to become captain of the school.

The 4th Chapter.
Carthew NMeans Business!
Neville of the Sixth tamee,d at ' Cars
thew’s door, and opened

The prefeut looked at him sourly,
more sourly still at- the faces

and
that

appeared behind Neville, as he stood in

the doorway.

Six members of the Sixth Form had
arrived, and their serious looks showed
that they had serious business with the
new plefect They were Neville,
dale, and Jones major, of the Classical
side, . and Knowles, Frampton, and
Cdtasby. of the Modern bnth

“You needn’t come in!” was Carthew’s |
{ with the rest of the Sixth

polite grebtinﬂ
“We've got something to say te you,”

| answered Neville.

“Y don’t think I care to heal "

“You've ¢ot to hear Iit,
broke out Cecll Knowles anguiy

Carthew bhrugged his shounlders. The
six séniors e¢ame into the study, and
Neville closed the door. Carthew leaned
in his chair, and regarded them
with a mocking smile.

He could guess the purport of the

vigit, but it was not likely to influence
He was never likely |

to have another opportunity of realising
| his ambition.

him 'in ANy way.

to men.

e -l-ll-l.ll-- T .dnl.—'l-l-ﬁl"i-— L b lileg

T‘h ree H-.a_!fpa'nca

. The .juniors are getting out of
~already.

| rot. The

- stand by the other prefects, and support
- Bulkeley, or desert them?’

the bully

Carthew of the Sixth |

Lons- |
i wmd?"

Carthew !” |

“ My Most

Exciting
Race!

T ;q\ BERNARD CARSLAKE ‘

The Famous Jockey.

L UCK Y wc TORY HOR SESHOES o ffered
Full part:culars in No._

24/5/19

“We'll come straight to busmeﬁs, Cm'-
thew "’ gaid Wevﬂle “It seems you're
preie{,t again now.”

“Phat’s. s0.”

“You've ﬁone back on the Sl\th I” ex-

- elaimed Lﬂnsd ale.

“I felt it my duty—-"

“0On, give us & rest!” R

”My duty,” pursued Carthew calmly,
“to give the Head my support. Disci-
pline must be maintained in the school.

There must be prefects. = On
gsecond thoughts 1 think au strike was a

rotten 1dea-—-utterly rotten. Having come

- ~to that cenclusion, I was bound to go . I
He staggered to his feet and graspeéd }§

to the Head and withdraw my resigna-

- tion.” Wl
“You mean you backed up the Sixth tﬂl

we were fairly committed, and then sold
us out for your own ptuposas-,” said
Knowleg,
“That’s a rotten Wav of
Knowles. 1 felt it my duty——
“We didn’t come here to listen to that
quéstion is, are you going to

“You haven’t always been so keen on
supporting Bulkeley, Knowles,” sneered
of the Sixth. ;e R

“That’s neither here nor there. In
the present case, it’s a question of the
whole body of preiects defending their
rights, and we all ought to stand tﬂrff,th“r

~<if only for our own sakes.”
“That’s how it stands, Carthew,” said
Neville, more mildly. “You ean't say

it’s playm" the game to creep 1n like
this and make & bld for the captam(,y "
Carthew sneered.
“l dare say other fellows here had the

{ same idea in their heads,” he,answered.
- “1 dare say 1 was a few hours in ‘front
- of somebody

else.”
Knowies coloured.

“That’s rot,” said Neville. “Knowles

has second Cld.llll to the cdptam(,y,' but a0

hu hasn’t tried to take Bulkeley’'s place.”

“If 'I were rotter 4 enough,” =aid
Knowles, “I should know that all.'. the
Sixth would be down on me, and I

shouldn’t think it good enough. ”

“That’s why vou haven’t ch:pped in,
then ?” ‘grmned Carthew.,

“Knowles wouldn’t!” said Gateﬁ.h |

Another shrug from Carthew. He was
quite convinced that Knowles would
have played his game, if he ¢ould have,
?nl{zi that he had snmply been first in the
e

“To come down to plain talk i ﬂﬂ'td'
Jones major, “youw've got to chuek - it,
Carthew.  We want you to resign
again.” _

“Can’t be done.” | e )

“And withdraw your candidature for
the captaincy!” said Knowles samgﬁlf,
“Sorry!” said Carthew. “C.m't
done.”

“You're simply seélling us out by ta.kmﬂ'
this line.” -

“I don't see it.” _. |

“You don’t choose to, you mean!” ex-
claimed Neville. *“All the prefects are
on strike til Bulkeley s reinstated.
You’ ;a S,L"Emf the part t}f a blaekleg!”

1 1)

“011 cheese ib!” said Knejwlts ‘-‘Duty
from you is a bit tm} Tunny.” -

“If that's all yeu've gmt to . sa,y to
me, you may as well clear!” remal‘ke
Carthew.

"The

Neville glanced-at his cﬁﬂlpamcms

| Sixth- Formerg were looking very grim.

There was deep anger in their ‘hearts at
this hetrayal of their cause by 4 niem-
ber of their Form, for the purpose ot
fishing in troubled  waters. - HKven
Knowles, who was mnot a scrupulous
fellow, would have hesitated to take the
course Carthew had taken. -

“You intend keeping on  as yeu've
begun, thep--currying favour with  the
Head, and setting up as captain of Rﬁﬁk-
asked Neville.
t‘:l‘hab’s simply abuse. I sha’ ﬂ*t angwer
“In a word, then, will y"mi Ime up
and stand
by Bulkeley, as we agreed at ﬁrst"”

“Can’t be done.”

“Very well. Go to your electmn then.

It will be boyeotted hy the wah wrasid o\

Neville. “No member of the S’ixth will
be present, or will vote, or will recognise
you as captain of - kawood 1f you are
elected.”

“1 shall be captain, all the aame."

' 5nswe1ed Carthew cooily

“So long as you keep wup this ﬁama
you 'II have all the Sixth down ¢ you.”:
“T'll chance that.” SR
“You won’'t find it easy t0~fa{,e.”
“T’ll try,” smiled Carthew. e

‘”
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“Asg eaptain and ' as a. prefect you

Cowon’tt get any support from  the Sixth.

~them into a

You've seen already how the juniors look
on you.” ' | 3 ; |

1 dare say a few floggings will get
state of subordination,”
said Carthew coolly. “1 hope so, at all

: ’UVCM t»Sr.. ’.,’ -'#.

t__,_.;--;.‘:'.‘.YmL’ll-!bc sent 1o Coﬁentry- by- the
ORI} 5.5 11 § Mol | ;

S easke ib. s G
" You mean .that you're keeping on with

+ this cad’s game, and nothing we dan say

cwill, make any difference?” exclaimed

""Neville.

Carthew nodded coolly.

. “You've hit it!” he answered.

‘major, in  disgust.

*We may as well go,” said Jones
“I sha'n’t speak to

. the cad again, I know that.”

il

&
. L §

¥y

i Same  here.” |

“It’s,a dirty trick!” said Frampton.
- “8o. sorry you think go,” smiled Car-
thew. “Shut the door after you, will
your” . |

The angry prefects retired from the

. study. Knpowles shut the door—with a
- slam.

Carthew knitted his brows when they

“Wwere gone,

. He had kept up a smiling face while
‘they were present, but he was not so

confident  as he aftfected to be.

The game he was playing was. a

... treacherous one, and it was prefty cer-

"~ forgive such a trick.

tain  that the Sixth-Formers would not

into  the plan of going on *“strike,” and

he had deserted to the enemy, as it were,
.48 soon "as 'his iellow-prefects were too
~deeply committed for retreat to be pos- |
' which |
he. |

game of
proud,

sible. It was not a

even Carthew could be and

~knew how deeply it must exasperate the

~other prefects, especially Knowles, who

. was suspected of having an eye on the

captaincy himself.
But, he did not falter.
"With the Sixth Form in oposition, his

“tenure of the captaincy was not likely

to be a bed of roses; but, at all events, |

he would be captain of the school, with
the Head’s support, and the fellows
might come round in time. He could

‘hope for the best, anyway.

o Ip’s. worth it,”
“There’ll be trouble—there’s sure to be:

‘them  stick  to Bulkeley, if

muttered Carthew.

Captain of
Let
they like—

trouble—but it’s worth it.
Bookwood! It’s worth something!

hang Bulkeley!  Captain of Rookwood!

Fhat’s a prize worth bagging.”

And Carthew lighted a cigarette, and
smiled through the -curling smoke.
his mind’s eye he already saw himself

captain of Rookwood.

. But there is many a slip ’twixt cup

and lip, as Carthew was destined to dis-

cover. He had reckoned without his host

. atb-8IX, and it was to be

‘beaten Carthew at the poll;
other

—in the shape of Jimmy Silver &  Co.
oi the Fourth. | |

i ' 'Th_e 5th Chapter.
' Something Like a Stunt!

. Putty of the Fourth strolled into the

end study, where Jimmy Silver & Co.

had . sat - down to an early—and dis-
.consolate—tea.

. The Fistical Four were
not cheerful.

“I'he captain’s election was coming off
a walk-over
That seemed in-
Al rival candidate might have
but no
oixth-Former would set up as a
candidate for Bulkeley’s place.

tor Mark Carthew.
evitable.

Form. Hansom, the captain of the Fifth,

‘had thought it over, and decided that it
wouldn’t be

“cricket.” 'And his Form-

dellows agreed. And if any less particuiar

Fifth-Former had thought of it, he did ! |
not venture to make a bid for the honour. *

Hansom & Co. would certainly have put

the *'stopper” on any such ambitious can-
didate, from their Form, |
Jimmy. Silver & Co. would have wel- |

- comed even a Fifth-Former as a rival

to Carthew; they
cven Knowles of the Modern side. And
over tea Jimmy Silver & Co. debated
whether it was possible for a junior to

stand.  Certainly such a candidature was |

unheard of; but if it would lead to the
defeat of Mark Carthew it was worth
thinking of. '

- .But the difficulties in the way were

agreat.  Supposing even that a junior

could enter the field as a candidate, there |
be an immediate split between |

would b _
(lassicals and Moderns, Fourth and Shell,

‘and one candidate from the Lower School

might . be followed by a dozen. And it
was prétty certain that if a junior was
elected, the Head would not allow such an

election to stand. | phmee
. Putty smiled cheerfully at the glum
iour.

Teddy Grace’'s chubby face was
always cheerful. The Co. gave him grim
looks. Putty’s cheerfulness seemed to
them out of place at a time when, as

Lovell expressed it, Rookwood School was
going to the giddy bow-wows.

“You fellows look down!” remarked

LPutty.

“We're feeling down,” growled Arthur

}-‘ Fdward Lovell, “and we don’t feel any

better for being grinned at by a silly

a88!”

- “What I like about this study.” re-
marked Teddy Grace, “is that a fellow

- can .always depend on’a civil reception

here!’”

he observed. _
2 suggestion for dishing Carthew.”

A

“0Oh, go and eat coke!”

Teddy Grace smiled—and did not go.
“T'he election’s coming off pretty soon,”
“I came along here to make

Jimmy Silver looked up eagerly. .

“If you can think of a way of ‘doing :

that——" he began. i
“Y’ve.'thought of one!" AL
“Go ahead!” , _

““Anpther’ candidate is wanted——" .

, “Rot!” said Lovell. “No senior in the

'school. will put up for Bulkeley’'s place.
'"Even Knowles isn't cad' enough—or he’s
lafraid of public opinion!®

“We've thought of that,” said Jimmy.
“N.G. The Head wouldn't allow the

- Published
Every Monday

He had entered

In |

| . | And, i
that. they had the support of the Fifth

would have welcomed |

| response.

re-elected.”

election to stand, for one thing. ' And the
Moderns  would - want,. a - Modern——"
“CAnd | the
course !” said Raby. AR St
“And the Shell would want: a' Shell
chap--and, of course, the Fourth would
want o Fourth-Former!” said Newcome!
“It would simply mean:all the juniors
at loggerheads,  and the. veote split into
dozens of sections. And.  most likely. a
lot of seniors. would. vote for Carthew
then, to keep a junior out. He would get
In on a big vote instead of a little one!”
Putty nodded. PR O N 0
~“But all the Lower School might unite
if o  suitable.. ehap ,was found,” he
answered. “Thig is my idea: 'The Head
won't let us vote for Bulkeley. ‘We don't
want to wvote for anybody else.” '
“So we're not going to vote at all,”
sald ‘Raby. -~ =~ ol )
“That’s playing into Carthew's hands!”
“Can’t be iclped. Even if .another
sentor put up, we don’t want him as cap-
tain any more than Carthew.” Y iy
“Let” me  expound!” said’' Putty.
“Bulkeley’s down and out. We don't
want any other candidate, and it scems
that wc're. going to be landed with
Carthew. ' But suppose “we turned' the
whole bizney into' ridicule by electing a
candidate who made the election ridicu-
loug—--" PR MR T e, #aa
iiLOh!H ' | L.
“It would keep Carthew out-all right,
and it would be a lesson to the Head

not to dictate to the chaps whom they

were to vote jor.” |

“But: who—-—." st R
. “Tubby Mufiin!’ said Putty. = .

“Who?” velled the Fistical Four.

“Tubby !” said Teddy Grace calmly,

“XYow howling ass!”. ., : | i _

“You thumping chump!” = .

“Lend me your ears, my infants!” said
Putty appealingly. “Don’t you see what
a really corking idea it -is?” . .

“No, T don’t!” said Jimmy
gruffly. “One of your idiotic practical
Jokes, I suppose. . Go -and eat. coke!”

“But listen to' me———-7" -

“Rats!” f ks | SR
“Listen to. a chap, for goodness’ sake!”

-

A SURP

the collar.

shouted Putty. “Tubby Muflip, if he's

elected, turns the whole thing into ridi-
cule. Can’t you see what a facer that
would be for the Head? He won’t let
us have Bulkeley. We’ll hand him Tubby,
then, as a captain of the school!  That's
Rookwood’s reply—see?”

Lovell snorted; ' but  Jimmy Sj_lt'er"
rubbed his nose in a ‘rather thoughtfiul
way. (Y o eyl b

The possibilities - of Putty's extra-

ordinary suggcestion began to dawn upou
him. s - -
sertainly it would be a thunderclap for
the Head. The Rookwooders were free to
elect - their captain ;° ‘but the Head
dictated that - Bulkeley . should not -be
elected. 1t would certainly be a crushing
rejoinder if the fat and absurd Tubby
was elected captain of the school, in
The whole aftfair would become
farcical, and. it was not impossible that
the Head might take warning from  it.
“But.,” said Jimmy slowly,. “the Head

wouldn’t let it stand;  he would cancel

2

the election—-— -
“And

Lovell. BY R RO AR
“Exactly!” smiled Putbty.. “And we’d

elect Tubby . againl™™ . 0 fa e
“Oh!” e '

“And keep 011-453](5(:1;:1‘11; Tubbjr*e_,vgfj' .ﬁtin']e '_
till he lets us have ‘Bulkeley back!” said

“We could keep

Putty, with a chuckle. | ‘
It would be

it up as long as the Head.
a game. :
more ridiculous it would grow-—and it
micht dawn upon his Nibs at last that

it 'would be better'to allow Bulkeley to be

“By Jove!” said Jimmy.” i
“1t would be funny, anyway,” said New-

1 come,’ laughing.

“You see, ull_thé Lower School could
unite on this,” said Putty eagerly.. “If
Jimmy Silver put up, Tommy Dodd would

1 put up, too, for the Moderns; and Smythe

would put up for the Shell, and Wegg for

the Third, and very likely young ’Erbert

for the Second--a crowd, in fact., And

Classicals - a Classical, of

Raookwood.. -

Silver

RISE FOR TUBBY

manded Putty.

said -Tubby, *“don’t blame me.

another would ' be held,’ said

And the longer it lasted, the.

; YLt BOS" FRIEN‘ "

the  seniors would rally round Carthew,
most likely, to-keep a junior ‘out. They'd
beat us, with our vote split.

on the Head like this. sta
our terms to the Head. We offer him
Tubby Muftin till he offers us Bulkeley.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” '
- “1t’s a corker!” said Putty.
on it, the fags will rally round as one
man. The only chap

He may!” -

““HMa, ha, hal”

Jimmy  Silver' jumped up.
“It's a go!” he exclaimed.
a bright idea of yours,-Putty!”

, “Quite a brain-wave!” grinned Raby..

Jimmy “looked ' at his watch. @ 5
7 “Election in an hour!”:he said. ““No
time to lose. We've got to-do a lot of
electioneering—-—"

“For Tubby Muflin?” gasped’ Lovell.:
“Yes. Come on!” D

“Oh, all’ right!”
_+The Fistical Four left

F'i their tea un-
finished.

swyvord was quickly passed- for. a meet-
1 of the Lower Sc¢hool in the Common-

room, :and Putty’s amazing  stheme. was.

propountded by the captain of the Fourth
—to be

roars of laughter. 5 PR
“By gad.!” exclaimed Mornington. “It’s
corkin’—the best thing this term! And

it’s’ the only way ‘of dishin’ the Head!”
- “Dishing the Head” seemed a popular

idea just' then in the Lower School of

There * was great enthusiasm on the

- subject.” ‘With not more than a. dozen

exceptions, the juniors agreed to vote
“entbloc” for Tubby Muftin. Modern and
Classical . alike entering into the joke.
Tubby Muflin was in his gtudy finishing
his ‘tea: while the meeting was held. His
study-mates, Putty, and Higgs and Jones

minor, had gone down to- the: meeting,.

and - Tubby  had remained behind—%to0

' finish' their tea as well as his own. Tea

was 'plj_ : more importance’ in the plump
Classjcal’s - eyes than any meetings.
Tubby started as his study door was

.thmwn'iopen, and a crowd of the Fourth
appeared. ' '- P

He -jumped-_ up "-t_j,i.frtym .-th_ea. table in

‘alarm. -

“I haven’t!” he roared.
“Hallo! - You haven't what?” de-

“I"haven’t touched the cake.”

“The  cake!” repeated Jimmy BSilver.
“What cake?”

“1f Jonesg’ cake isn't in the cupboard,”
I don’t
know what’s become of it., Higgs may
have scoffed it.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” ¥ o

“You fat ' duffer!” exclaimed Jimmy

Silver. “Never mind the cake, We want

‘you.” - |
“Oh!” said Tubby Muffin. “Is it a

feed ?” . | 3 .
“Ha, ha! No! ' It’s an election—the

captain’s election.”
“Come on, Tubby.”

- “You're the candidate.”
(¢ E_h?”- £
“You’'re the
“Wha-a-at?” i | Ml el
“Don’t you understand?” said Jimmy

Silver. “We want you to stand as candi-

date 'for the captainey,” .. =~ @

Tubby, - his

junior. candidate.”

#*0Oh-h-h-h-h!” ' " stuttered

‘round ' eyes ' growing  quite saucer-like - in:

his astonishment. - |
“Cheers for Captain Muflin!” yelled
Mornington. ._ | K it G
“Hurrah!” |
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here, if 3'611 fellows are pulling
{ my leg——" said Tubby Muffin.

“Not a bit of’it, any tulip._ . You’re our

‘candidate, 'and we’ve got over a hundred

votes promised,” grinned Jimmy. Silver.
Tubby drew a deep breath. ’
That he was a person. of considerable

importance, and that he had never really
-enjoyed the-limelight he was entitled to,

Tubbg ‘was convince d—but he had ‘never

But all
the fellows would back up for a jape
1t’s like stating

“ Pepend

who'll’ take the
election seriously «will :bé¢ Tubby himself.

bl € i reaill_lly'

manner,

They hurried from the ‘end
-study with Putty to begin the good work.

> be met at first - with a howl of
astonishment and derision, and then with

5 study, the door flew open suddenly, and ‘a hand
With a loud howl the fat classical disappeared bodily into the study!

‘but Carthew did' not
‘the fat Classgical.

I'l,“-l.

expected his - importance, and his un-

common: qualities, to be publicly acknow-

ledged . in this way. A |
It was, at last, a just tribute 'to his
real merits—that was how the fat Tubby

‘looked at it. |

He began to swell immediately.

o “Gentlemen——" he began. B
i, &4 I{"}h !”‘ : |

T C“What ?”

dignity, I am obliged: to you for this |

mark.of yvour confidence and esteem—"
- “Oh, my hat!” ~
“And 1

shall. have great ﬁleﬁsure in

standing as the Lower School candidate
"at ‘the captain’s election—-""

“ Hear, hear!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

. “I¢shall do my best to -deserve your

confidénce, and to merit your sufirages,”

said . Tubby, in. quite a :Parliamentary
“Gentlemen, I am at your

service.” : P |

“Bravo, Tubby!”’

woHaha, hatl”,” i o) |

And in the.midst of an enthusiastic and

'ﬁéhuckl'ing- crowd ,of ~supporters, -Tubby

Muffin, - the iuniors’ was

marched away to Hall.

candidate,

Tha'_G'th 'Ghaptﬂr.".
o The Election! |
\Six o'clock found Big Hall crowded.

- Carthew was there early—with no sup- |
porters.

' . Not a single senior was to be
found 'in the school to, give him, support.
The few who would have done so were

deterred by the attitude of the majority.
Sixth

and Fifth sternly boycotted the
election. - |

Half a dozen juniors were all the sup-
porters . Carthew could gather—by the
promise of favours to come-—and they
trickled in, not very enthusiastically, and
found - their . candidate there, with Mr.
Bootles and Mr. Mooney, who were to

count the votes. .

The election was expected to be simply
a walk-over, and Carthew was to: be
nominated, seconded,” and elected as a
matter of form.

.__ﬂ-".l—_"'_.._--.-_F

1 As "I"u"b‘by Muffin was hissing away through'the:kéyﬁoia‘.ﬁf-’ Carthew’s

grabbed Tubby by

But * as gix o'clock approached, Hall
began to fill. |

It was a surprige to Carthew. He did
not see what that army of juniors wanted
there, | | |

-But they came-—in swarms. ~Tommy
Dodd led in mnearly: all the Modern
juniors, Third and Fourth and Shell.
Jimmy Silver marched in with most of
the Classical Fourth. The Classical Shell
was well represented. Even the Second
Form sent a contingent, led by ’Erbert
and Jones minimus. '

Carthew bit his lip as he watched them.

The rules of the Rookwood election
allowed -a candidate to be nominated
right to the time fixed for polling; and
Carthew wondered whether the Sixth had
decided, after all, to put up Knowles or
Neyville against him. It was possible
that they had abandoned ‘their lofty and

‘dignified courge of ignoring the election,

simply for the purpose of dishing him.

~Yet not a single senior was present. It
~could not, after all, be that. Yet what

was the meaning of this grinning swarm
of juniors? | |

He felt uneasy, and,showed it.

Tubby Muffin, pushed forward by his
enthusiastic supporters, was ., prominent,
| “understand the
cause of the lofty and swelling looks of
| Of “all the swarm of
juniors present, Tubby was the only
fellow who took his candidature seriously :
but. he was taking it . very seriously
indeed. TS B i .

Mr. Bootles blinked over his glasses at

the numerous assembly, and glanced at

the clock, and then at Mr. Mooney. It
was six o’clock. _ | | g

“H'm! Hem!” said Mr. Bootles. “We
shall now—ahem !—proceed—hum?! . Car-

‘thew, I believe—hem !—is the only candi-
- date—hum———-" |

 “Not. at -all, sir,” interposed Jimmy
Silver. | . ,_ R

. Mr. Bootles blinked at him.
“Indeed! I understand.

.. there'is no other_'-candidate.” _

AR R T R
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‘Silver firmly.

Silver, that

“Yes, sir, there is one more,” said
Jimmy. “Forward, Muffip!”

And there was a delighted roar irom
the juniors:

“Go it, Tubby!”

“Hurrah for Muffin!” iyt

“Muffins and crumpets! Hurrah!”

Tubby Muftin rolled forward, his fat
waistcoat swelled almost to bursting; his
fat little nose: high in the air. At that
momens. Reginald -Muffin of the Fourth
was sublime,.

“Bless my

e

_ soul!” said Mr. Bootles, In
perplexity. “What—what? Am I—hum!
—t0 understand, @ Silver--ahem !—that
Muffin is—bless my soul!-—a" candidate
for the captaincy of the school?”

”.YE'.S, Sir.” : | She sl :

_ “At the request of the school; sir,” said
Tubby Muffin loftily, “I am standing for
election! Let the best man win!”

“Hurrah!” .

“Ha, ha, ha!” * :

Carthew made a furious stride forward.
He understood the cause of ‘the grinning
swarm in Hall now. Ak G .

“I protest against this!” he exclaimed
angrily., “This is turning the: eleetion
into a farce! A junior cannot stand——"

" Booooh!” R f

“Shut up, Carthew!”

“Silence!” ‘exclaimed  Mr. Bootles.

| “Really, Mufiin—really, Silver—ahem——-"

“I know it’s unusual, sir,” said Jimmy
“But there is no law at
Rookwood against it. We claim the right
to put our candidate forward and vote
for him.” ol ik
Mr. Bootles looked helplessly: at. Mr.
Mooney, who smiled slightly. SRR
“There is certainly no rule against it,
that I am aware of,” said Mr. Mooney.
“It .has never happened before, but—but
there is no rule forbidding—" . @
“Bless my soul!” said Mr.  Bootles,

taking off his spectacles and polishing
them, and replacing them - on his
nose. “I—I really—-" | '-

“l protest against anything of the

kind!” shouted Carthew furiously.

“*Your protest is not in order, Carthew.

‘There seems no reason against the candi-

dature of Muffin of the Fourth, though
the result oif the election, of course, must
be confirmed by the Head.” 418

“The Head would never confirm——"

“That is for Dr. Chisholm to -decide,
Carthew, when the result comes before
him.  The election  will proceed,” said
Mr. Bootles.” = - | :

And, in spite of Carthew’s almost
speechless ‘wrath, the election- duly’ pro-
ceeded. o '

Smythe of the Shell had pleasure in pro-
posing  Carthew, and Lattrey of the
Fourth had pleasure in seconding him—
while Jimmy Silver and Putty had the
same - pleasure for their candidate.
When the names were put to the meeting
for a“show of hands, there were six
hands for Carthew and - more than a
hundred for Tubby Muffin. i

Mr. Bootles blinked at Mr. Mooney, and
Mr. Mooney smiled at Mr. Bootles, Mark
Carthew bit his lip till the blood came.

This was the outcome of his trickery :
instead of romping home, as it were, as
captain of Rookwood, he was beaten at
the poll with every circumstance of
ridicule—his successful rival being the fat
and' fatuous Tubby Muffin of the Fourth,
celebrated as a raider of study-cupboards,

-and- for - possessing -the most gargantuan

alppetite at Rookwood-—and for nothing
else! . '

It was a bitter pill for Carthew to
swallow. |

His face, as he watched the show of
hands, was worth, as Arthur Edward
Lovell ‘remarked, a guinea a box.

Mr. Bootles blinked at him.,
- “Ahem! Muffin’'s supporters—ahem !
seem to be in the—ahem!-—majority.”
murmured Mr. Bootles. “You may-—
ahem?!—claim a count if ycu so desire,
Carthew.” _ _, |

Carthew did not claim a count. It was
not much use counting six hands against a.
hundred. Without  even replying to Mr.
Bootles, -the disappointed and {furious
%hﬁmer' turned and strode from the

57 3 B | -

Amid laughter and cheers, Mr. Bootles
proceeded to pronounce Reginald Muflin,
of -the Fourth Form, duly elected captain
of the school. And the proceedings ter-
minated, so far as the masters were
concerned.

But the juniors were not finished yet.

“Speech! Spéech!” howled Mornington.

“Ha, ha! Go it, Tubby!”
Tubby Muffin struck a Napoleonic
attitude. He was still taking the pro-

ceedings with owl-like seriousness.

“Gentlemen——"  wheezed ' the
Classical. '

“Hear, hear!”

“Gentlemen, you have done - me the
honour to elect me captain of the school.”
sald Tubby, quite eloquently. “You can
rely upon me to fill this lofty position
with ability——" | |

‘“‘Hear, hear!” b T

“And In a really distinguished way.
I'm not saying anything against Bulkeley,
whom we all:esteem——-"

“Bravo!” | S

“But I think it will be admitted that
Rookwood hasg got the right man -in the
right place at last—-—" A L

“Oh, crumbs!” .

5 %iga;l’ merit has received recognition,™

“And now that Rookwood has got the
captain it really wanted all the time, the
school will fairly go ahead! Rely on me
for that! Gentlemen, you have  placed
me in a very important position. All I
can say is, I deserve it.” FR!

“*Ha, ha, ha!” |

Tubby’s modest speech was: the climax.
The egregious Tubby was borne shoulder-
kigh from Hall, and Rookwood School
rang with cheers for its new captain.

But how long the new captiin was to
hold office: was another matter! |

THE END.

fat

. (Next week's grand stafy. of Jimmy

Silver & Co. is entitled “Captain Tubby
Muffin!” by Owen Conquest, Ordey Yyour
BOYS® FRIEND in advance.) : |
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gailed the S()llth

_the deep-sea research,

- Handyman

N"EW READEH@ GDMMENOE

- HERE !
4 5 l}e famous school-ghip, the Bombay
Castle, is on the way to the South

Seas on an  educational voyage, with
a mixed crowd of scHoolboys drawn from
many of -the most famous schools in
England. Our old friends, Dick Dorring-
ton, Chip, Porkis, an+l Ponwo Walker, with
their famous pet ammals, are of the
number. - Car tain Hdndwm(m is in com-
mand of the liner,
Head of’ the ﬂoatinﬂ school, ' and
“Seorcher ¥ Wilkinson is rﬁ,sponbinle for
thé -boys’ discipline.

At ‘the last moment Dick, Chip, Perkis,
and Pongo manage to smuggle on board
a quaint old riverside Ghanmter calling
himself Captain Bompes. Captain Bones
is a little blind man of ﬂ‘r‘ﬁat age who
Seas in the bad old
days, and is more than suspected of
being & rebired pirate himself.

derful buccaneer’s treasure. The

boys

are sentenced to be swished by Captain |

Handyma,ﬂ tor getting on board late.
S T (Now rmd on)

A ‘raste ef the Seemhﬁr’s Quality.

“This way, young gentlemen!”
deereher Wilkinson pleasantly, as he led

the way down the hndqe-ladder on to
the hurncane deck. “As you are to be
swished' 1 shall have to report the Guis

matter to the Head.

chemistry-room.”
Chip,

procession.

Crabhuntel is the

_ He tells
- the ‘boys he has the seeret of a won-

said

Pﬁhli&hed
Evary Mbﬂday

{ 100,

Hefa is in. the

Porkis, Peﬁﬂ'o Wdlker and Blck
followed him along the deck in solemn €

They knew where the chemistry- room

wag.

been the firstelass smoke-room.

In the old days, when the Bombay )

L

Castle had been a idmous liner, this had §

R ¢

But 4

now the bar was cleared of bottles and

glasses, - and on  its  shelves

afid apparatus,

were g
arragged all sorts of bottles of chemicals ¥
whichh were to be used %

in the instruction of the boys, and in §

particular study of Dr.
Head.

Dr. Cmbhun*er
seated there already,
array of nolebooks.

He
master.
with
about
otenn currents than he knew about boys.

deep

lﬂlld blue eyes, who

which was the &
Crabhunter, the @ O

in cap and gown, was 3
in~.a vasy?

did not look a bit like a head-

He was a dear old gentleman, J
knew miore )
infusiora and coral insects and §

“He¢. looked up through his spectacles g
as. the four boys stepped through the |

door on to the rubber matting of the 3

¢hemistry-rooin.

They could see

Skeleton’s  nose flat- €

tened on the porthole of the room as he ¢
peered in to see the fate that was to g

¢Jvr,,rtahc-, kis chums -
“Dear, dear!” said Dr.
lmkm s up from his notebooks.

Crabhunter,

_lt Mr Wilkinson?”

“Four boys to receive punishment on

Wilkinson. | : _
“Dear, dear, dear!” muttered the
doctor, with a worried expression Cross-
ing his good-natured face. “What have
they been doing?”
S Breaking leave,

sir!” reported

Seorcher Wilkinson, with a twinkle in his
before she

eyes. “They went off the ship
moved, represemnting  that they were
going. to buy some photograph film, and

goat.” |
e very legitimate reason for leaving
the Elllp said Dr. Crabhunter, taking
the boys’® part.

*‘Bu‘b they returned after the ship was
on the move, sir,” continued Mr. Wilkin-

son, *and they were dragging a barrow |

containing a sack, which nearly caused

'tham to leac the slup altogether!”

sife on board!”
“They did not

“But here they are,
urged  Dr. Clabllunter.
deluy the ship.”

- . m

-l

-

the portht)le expressive of his delight at
his {friends’ predicament.

“Exactly!” replied the doctor, accept-
ing the carrectmn. “Exactly, Tod ers !
Have you anything to say fm' VOurSLli?”

“Prodgers, 'sir!” urged Chip.

“Well, Dodgers. lf you can say 'any-
thing in mitigation of the captain’s sen-

:tmce I shall be most happy to make
representations to him!” urged the good

old doctor, who was evidently most
averse from swishing. “If Codgers, you
could only give some reasonable excusc!

You know, Bodgers, we all make mistakes

sc:metlmes And it is very painful to me
to have to sanction: punmhment SO very
early in our voyage.”

“We don’t mind it, sir!” re iied Chip
hardily. “We deserved it!”

Dr. Crabhunter sighed as he signed the

punishment-book.

Then he turned to Scorcher Wilkinson.

“l hope, Mr. Wilkinson,” he said
mildly, *“you will=ahem l-<temper
tice with mercy. T will sow withdraw.
These punishments are. exceedingly pain-
ful to me.”

And he hastily left the ﬂhetmstn-
having to force his way through
the crowd who were gathered
portholes to see what was going on.

Scorcher selected a fine and  pliable

~cane frotn the rack in' the Lllcmistry-
' rooni.

By DUNCAN STORM.

]U@- | ﬂ-ddﬁdi

at the
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the South Seas.

“It will soon be over, boys!” he said
genially. “It is my painful dufy.”

”Not half 80 I)amful to your as it is to
us, sir!” replied Dick Dorrington. cheer-
fully. *“But lay on, Macduff 1

Scorcher laid on, sn ai the -very best
to ecach delinguent.

“There, it might have been  worse,
might it not?” he asked as he put the
cane away. - “Now, young geéntlemen,
that you have purged your offence and
wd are all square dgain, I shall Dbe
glad if you will come to tea in my cabin
this afterncon. I want to hear some of
your adventures. ' A schoolinaster’s life
18§ a dull one at best, and he never gets
any adventures.”

“Rather, sir!” replied the boys in
¢chorug. “And may we bring the other
fellqwa, too?”

“Certainly!” answered Mr. _
“The more the merrier! Now, boys,” he
much, but what did you bring on board
in that sack?” |

The boys looked at one another. The
contents of the sack were a secret. But
they had all realised that Mr. Wilkinson

wag all right. Chip nodded to Diek, a8

much as to say, “Tell him.”

“Well, sir,” said Dick, Tﬁlﬁh same
hbﬂitatiun, “it’s really a sceret, " But you
have, bf.u.n so decent that we- have no

N 2 ol Rl f_ ....'-' :’i""' £

ABOUT

A Specxal Arucle for Young Crzcketers. o e e B

I have frequently heard men 8y, ‘_“A,:
There #ay
#-0T may not be snmethmg in thege words,
but I am quité sure in my own mind that

gifted
rachice
before he is worth his salt m good-class
There are thousands
good deitveries,
- ﬂccux“acy in pitch, and are evén able to

bowler is born, not mad‘é;”

be a youth ever such a naturaily
bfawl@r he will require years of |

Lrtckét of to-day.
bowlers Wh{) hmve

impart a certain amount of break to the
ball, who will nevef m&ke
tmndlers.

They have never troub"ed to cultivate

to a fine art the natural aptitude they

already possess, and are
to go on, day by
ball,
practiee, those mdinary balls cmﬂd be
turned into something better.

Yot ean teach a boy how to make a

perfectly satisfied
day, bewling a decent

good stroke in batting, but to attempt tﬂ

teach him how to deliver a ball is heyond
anybody. So it is wise to
persevere in his own way, and go on for

® o time until he has got his swing and )
y run, and then if there are any little faults |
“What is

Lhey must be corrected very carefully,
lest in doing 80 you upset the whole of

¢ the machinery.
captain’s report, sir!” reported. Scarcher

L then if

% bowl,
warn them not to bowl too long at a

f’tti"’ﬂF‘d
a sack for the confinement of their pet $

I would always encourage the young
player to cultivate a good lenigth, aund
e has developed any gpecial
qualifications in the shape of swing or

' bréak- they can be gradually added after-*

Theré is & gl“ﬁdt tel‘ldehcy 1o over-
amongst youngsters, and I would

wards.

stretch.
Youths will seldom admit being

and so 1t is necessary to keep

a strict watch over this very simple point,

tm overdoing themselves is far-reaching

g in its evil elfects, and is likely to de a
P subtle damage which few people can

S mrmlnrr in second und third-rate cticket |}
- geem o |
strength alone is the one thing needed to |

Y common thilg

- “But the captain has ordercd them six ¢

cuts apiece, sir!” said Mr. Wilkinson—
“so that they will learn not to cut things

so fine in future!” he added in further §

estimate.

A large number of youths one sees per-

idea

have an that physical

11 is

make a successful bowler. quite a

with a sling which savours a throw, and
sending down balls which pitch balf-way

» down the wicket, and elther go bigh over
8 the batamen’s heads or are stopped by

éxplanation - s
4 Whaty are their names‘?” asked Dr.
Crahhunter &
“Richard Dorrington, Cliristopher
Prodgers, 'otherwise known as * Chip,’
Hmrv Geeme ‘Walker, otherwise known
as ‘Pongo,” and Howard Porkis, other-

wise kKnown as °‘Porky,” sir!”
Me. Wilkinson,,
thoroughly enjoying himself,

“Dear. dear!
ablé boys who have aacamnamed Captain

in his recent ad%eutures'”

reported

These are the remark- .f;
¥ Cross
# coing to the boundary,

urged the doctor, as. though this were '

some reason why our friends should not §

be swished.

Then he turned to Chip. ,

“Fodgers,” he began, “have you any-
thing to say for yourself?”

“I’mds;erm sir!” corrected C*lup, 8COW!-
ing

at Skeleton,! who was pulling faces at'¢€

¥ hatsman’s body.
y knees.

some personal part of the gentlemen who
are supposed to wield the willow.

If & few runs are scored against men
of this tear-away type, if ig more by luck

. than good judgment; and one can only
serious |

wonder why there are not more

€ accidents.

This reminds me of a4 certain mateh in

 which I was playing seme time ago. A
who appeared’ to be

fast bowler was on at one end, aml two

~men were in who had hoth 'L::m (:"tig the

century. At Hast the fast bowler® got

wiien e  €aw his begt deliveries
and, in & stage-
uhm er, said, “Now he's got to go, if 1
hme to kill him !

He then deliberately lmwled at the
catching him ingide the
l’ﬂmmn,: up to the vietim, /he
apologised most protusely, and the poor
chiap, after limping about for two or three

minutes, went on with his innings. * Wéll,

firgt-clasg

when, with a ‘little enterprise and

let him

to gc¢ our publw -parks | §
. young men tearing along to the wickets | |

of aH the cheek!” muttered thie black-
guard - bowlée as he .passed me, “He
won't go after that. I must g,we him
one oh hig skull.” -

Now, this is an instance cf unc;mrt‘;-
manlzke behaviour which some would say
is merely all in the game. 1t isn’t in the
oRME, and I do hepe my young bowling
friends will never be guilty of endeavour-
mp: to gain advant.-.we by such methods.

‘Of course, I am fully aware that a- very
tast bowler 18 apt to make a mistake and

drop a ball somewhat ghort occasionally.

whether Ia,:,t

SMITH

no imatter

‘. ®“RAZOR®

Tlle bowler,

Cricketer, who

the famous
has written this Article s &cmll

Surrey

for the BOYS' FRIEN!

~medium, or stew, ‘would he a marvel if he

¢ver withowt making a
mistake: but 1 am quite sure that the
ball “with “which the fast *bowler gets
wickets is not the short one,

It may be overpitched—if one can over-
piteh a ball—hut in the majority of cases

could ;‘.’.."l} G!'l for

- batsmen fall to the delivery whmh has

become known 4s the one of good length.
t is generally said that fast bowlers
depend upon their pace to beat the' bats-

men, and, po matter -where the ball
pitches, the bowler with a strong arm

will find plenty of victims.

Now, whilst
fully recognising the force

ol such te-

bl.)jm‘f{m'to telling you. Iba a
**A what!” ﬂ‘dspt,d Mr. Wilkinson.
- " A pirate, sir!” reiterated Dick.
114111@ is  Captain Bones, and
dying to get to the Seuth Seas. He Kept
a  lttle sack and junk-shop—a sort of
marine  store~m an alley c¢lose by the
docks where we started from, .and he
begeed us to stow him away. S{-J we put
him in the sack, and wheeled him off
f}n a barrow, and that’s what made us
ate.”
Scorcher ©~ Wilkinson looked at his
pupils with admlramon. not *unmmed with

“His

Price
‘I’hrﬁe Hali‘penna

pirate!”

he was

"2475/1 '

“And what are you going to* do withy

your pirate?” asked Mr. - Wilkinson.
“Why, sir,” said Dick.
that, 11 hLS no usc aboard the ship, we
niight ‘have him in the school. We can
afford to pay his fees between us, apd
though- hé is over ninety years of age
he 18 sure to be in need of some educa-
tion. He has been knocking about the
South Seas all his life, and 1 guess he
won’t know anything biit f"'cog‘mwhy %
Scorchier nearly choked «t this.
- “Po you expect me- to swish a pirate

“we  thoug Thtf

Wilkinson. .

“I don’t know if I am: asking foo

TS oy .:'-"l-_ ik i = { —_— . .
b v Y "1_‘" et 1 Tl > e o ] .
ol ; ¢ ¥ f
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| vided.

awe..
“You yvoung Ttascals!”
“But what

“Well, sit,” explained Dick, “he is not
on board till we are outside the
pilot
has been put ashore it will be too late
going to
in tlie South Seas
It is the K
Lima treasure, that was carried away by
gsome Spanish galleons that revolted and

officially
three- HillB limit. Then when the
to send him back. And he is
show us an island
where there 1§ a great treasure,

turned pirate. a
“How old is he?” asked Mr. Wilkinson.
“About a hundred, sir,” answered Dick.

leg, but he is as lively as a cricket.
1f you will like to make
treasure-seeking party, sir,
you in!”

Scorcher Wilkinson's

He had set out to swish four boys.
away,
a pirate or treasure-secking band.

“You won't give us away, will you,
sir?” pleaded Dick.

“Not I1!” Tréplied Scorcher Wilkinson.

~ahem !—pirate band, and to
seeking for the treasure. But I don’t
want any share of what is justly yours.
But I am a great collector of coinsg, and
if you happen to find any rare Spanish
pieces 1 shall be most happy to have the
chance of buying them.”

He spoke half laughingly, and it was
pnlain that as yet he could hardly believe

‘ thc hoys’ story.

“hat’s . all m,:ht.. sir!” answéred Dick
easily. “When we come to tea with you

of the treasure.
it with him in the sack.”
“And where is® the sam&?"

asked Mr.
| Wilkinsen incredulousty,

" i g, o0 A e
[ . . e e, ” #
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marks when applied ‘to cricket of that
order which is played upen rough and
uncared-for wickets, I cannot r -one
moiment agree that pace and pitch alone

on present-day plumb chkt?t«s

However, good length alene will now ‘

pring . success on the perfect wickets to
which we are getting accustomed. to- -day,
The young bowler must use his brain,

weakuess, and, if - ‘possible, read
thoughts. But a good length is essential,
Ior without it you can do nothing.

It is. really the keynote of  all
bowling: at the same time, .,Lljshouﬂh by
a nermct lenpth you may keep down the
ratée of coring and. have the credit of
bowling ‘1 number of maidens, it will be
more hy the tl&VlIl’ﬂth that you attach

as it comes off the pitch that you will
command success.

I have . frequently noticed in
L,ucLeL, how nervous a young slow bowler
of getting hit. He sometimes bowls in
tlif" most niechanieal manner, and gets on
ail inch or two of break wrth one great
hope of hitting the sticks each time. He
Is (uite averse from the taking of risks—
without which, by the way, he would
cricket—and immediately he€ i hit his
heatrt goes to the bottoin of his boots.
When a batsman has made one or two
houndary
well pitebed up,
starts to bowl short stuff,
kunocked off altogether.
you; let him have another go.
It is a thousand to one against his

and 18 soon

amount of power over again, and, sooner

later, you will get his wicket—pro-
of eourse, that you uge brain and
o rot lose hea b,

As T have written such a lot about the
dangers of fast bowling on bad wickets, T

wmay be forgiven for winding - up my
article with a short anecdote which
illustrates what 1T mean. A certain

amateur wag batting on a very rough and

uneven piteh uc{anht a bowler who was ® stowed the

A Bones.
The poor batsmar's ribs, shing. chest. and &

and at
last one came ‘l](}llﬂ‘ wliieh (“umr‘fht him °

making the ball “fly 7 all over the place.

shoulders were bruised by the ball,
full on -the mouth.

said the
vietim.

bowler as he

“Fact is, it's a sporting wicket.”
epecch ; then, spitting out a
hlood and teeth, gurgled: “ Very yréing.
But }'m chucking this: and

vou i jolly good hiding!”

Such hf}w[eu ought nut to he al owed 1o 4

[]d\r cricket.

he exclalmed.
are you' going to do with

of Thrilling Adventure in "z

“He 1is blind, and he h.:ls got a wooden
And
one -of the
we will leb

face was a study.

Now, though he had barely put his cane
he was tacitly accepted as one of

“0Of course, I shall be glad to join this
assigt in

bhis afternoon we will bring you a sample
Captain Bornes has got

- “We gave «it to Umpty Ginsett, one of
| the hands, sir,” replied Dick,

v &nd h(} % |
stowed it away up in the stem'ag X ;
| il w 4 Ohinee.

W P he gave me some little open-work t.::.rts

» do you want ’em for?”

. where he had already

:"_-. D-:lSt!"V
always endeayouring to find a batsman’s ¢

hig &
g securing his thermos flask,

ﬂoml
¢ rum, don’'t they?”

Dick doubtiully
% have vo go on the watér- -waggon. -This

to your ball in the way of break and pace g 1
¢y him

.; teetotal.

minor Diek

® want to be seen aiong the decks.’

hits off balls which have been }
thiis. Eiﬂy young bowler ﬁllﬁ‘}" pagged
If & man hits :f Sixth Form

making the identical shot with the same $§ of cads and bullies that has ever

P together at any school,

““ to sea.

9 there
“I'm awiully sorry,” §

ran up to his

en my queer old tricorne hat on his white head.

mouth has recovered 1 am n'nln,; to give @

€ Captain Bones,” said
Skeleton -

# & Ysland!
@ Ho,

who 1§ pearly a hundred years old?”: ht, d

asked
Dick laughed.
“He may not want swishing, sir,” he
answered. “For all you know, he might

turn out the white- hﬂci(]bd boy——-—tht, best

boy in the school!”

“Run along, you young rascals ! said

Mr. Wilkinson helplessly. “And if we
are outside the three-mile limit at tea-
time this afternoon, you can bring your
pirate to tea as well. 1 have never had
“the privilegs of mwting a  real, live
pirate to tes before.” - '

Mr. Wilkinson sank down

off cheerfully.

“I have mct some e*ctme?dmary bo 'S
in my time,” lie laughed to himeelf, "‘but
this crowd is about the limit!

lot of trouble.
the ceryptic warnings of my wllea#ut,, Mr
Lal Tata!”

And Mr. Wilkinson tubbed his hands.
After five-and-twenty vears of the . duyll
routine of school life he was as eager for
adventure as any schoolboy.

A Surpmae for Buily Gaadgor'

The Bombay Castle was stcamlnr oub
of the mouth of the Thames as the boys
turned out on deck.

Skeleton came up to them at once. -

“You’ve been a {gly long time in
there,” said he. hat sort of chap
is Scorcher Wllkinson‘?” |

“He's all right!”. exclaimed the fmlr
with czlfhusiasm -

“What havé you got in that sack?”
asked Skeleton, who was full of curiosity.

“It’s a sackful of adventure, my boy ! &
replied Dick, elapping their chum on the
slmulde.,r “ Look here, Skeleton, can you

Jay hands on any ﬂrub?' I lmow that i

anyone on the ship can t?et grub. . out
of hours, you can!” -

“Rather?” replied Sleleton. . “I. have
made triends with (mt1s of the cooks in
the galley. His name is' Lung, and he’s
I talked to him a wh:le and

e was making, and some doughnuts.”
“Do you think you cun get some ham

sandwiches and a fill of wﬁu., for my
& thermos

flask?” asked Dick.

“HKasy,” replled Skeleton..

”Bﬁt
“1t’s for the chap in the S*lck !'W

what

& Mmust not let him starve !” answered Dick.

¥ And calling Tom Morton and . Skeleton
y dside,

he confided to them the seerct

Y of kllll 1sl
will work havoe amongst *rreat bfttsmen S sland.

Skeleton - dived below to the galley.

made hosts of

friends. It was not long before he re-

§ appeared with a large packet of sand-

wiches;, cake, meat-pies, buns, and

whilst  his pockets bulfred with
oranges and apples.
He had also been to Dick's cabin, and,

had ﬁlled 1*
with strong, hot . coffee.

“If he’s a real pirate,” he %vuisperul
“he will want rum. Pirates a,lways drmh
“They do in story-books,” replied
“But this chap will

is o dry ship, and if we are going to geb
mtt} the school, he'tl haw, to. he

“ Now, come along, you chaps,” dddbd
“We'll drop down below, and g0
aft through the passages. We dou’t

“That we don’t!” answered Sx.eletan

B “There is a very unpleasant fellow look-
9 ing for you round the decks.
% (KO.&{]”BI

never dismiss a real batsman in {irst-class phetlL e Sohool that swell private college
. 7 ab bandboume
® of 'em on board from

» bractically the whole Bmt.h Form——and

His name is
and ‘he comes {rom . St. Chil-

There’s a

whole galig.
St. Chilpherie’s-——

they mean to run the ship.”

“I've heard of them!” said Dick, as
througl the ah}rlnth of
passages between the cabins helow. “The

at St. Chilpberie’s is cele-
being the most seleet gang
Ot
and I shouldn't
wonder if their headmaster wasn't jolly

gind to get rid of them and send them .
But we’ll fix them all right.”
They had reached the extreme stern

h!‘dttd d8

) of the ship now, where a small stairway

led up to the compartment that con-

b tained the great steel rudderhead and '
& the mat,hmﬁry connected with the steam
' gteering-gear which controlled it.

It was here that Umpty Ginsen had
sack  containing Captain

Dit,i unlaced the top of the ﬂadx
“Hallo, captain !” h: asked. " Are you

re still? We've brou,ght You some
grub !”

“That’s the talk, my hearties!” said

$ the old te,
The batsman struggled to get back his @ 8 pirate, popping his head up out

mﬂ“'ﬁhf‘-ﬂ of 1t°8 given lm, an appetite !

of the sack. “1 can smell the sea, and

He sat up in the: sack and clapped his

‘These are a couple of lems of ours,
Dick, lndmatnw
Tom' Morton,

The old frecbooter turned that ueu

“and

blind eye of his inquiringly on 811&181301]

for all the world as though hc could

& see him.

“That’s Skeleton!” said Dick. .
“Ha, ba!” chuckled the old man.

“That’s the chap. to come and find Skull

Sketeton, Bones & Company!
ho! -Pleues- m‘- cwht’- ]?-ieues of
;ﬂht,”

Skeleton held out /lis packets of mud

m 4. chair
at the research table as the boys bOltLd-_

1 can see
that they are going to lead me into a
I can quite understand :




244519

wiches and the rest of the dainties. he
had coaxed out of Lung, the¢ -¢hinesge
I have brought you some grog, sir.
It was oll 1 could get. And there's some
cofice. 1 couldn't get any rum!”

“Captain Bones took the packets and
the: thermos flusk eagérly. ¢ -
““Thankee, - . Skeleton!?” . said he.
“Thankee kindly for rememberin’ a poor
stowaway. And as for rum, I don't
drink it.. I've seen more trotible come
out o’ one bottle o ram than would
sink a dozenw ships. It’s rdam that sets
the lads a-fightin’. It’s rum that draws

' the knives from their sheaths, and it’s

rum that sends many a jolly adventurefr
to Davy Jones’ locker. No rum for me,
Skeleton, me hearty!”

‘He | the sandwiches

was devouring )
ecagerly in a fashion that made the
boys suspect that he had tasted no break-
fast that morning, or, for the Mmatter
of that, supper the night before!
Skeleton looked at the old reprobate

. quite anxiously. |

I iighting, up at all this talk of good

“said he, “I can bring you along a c¢hunk '
“of Dbride-cake from my ¢abin,

“If you think there isn’t enough, sir,”
It’s top-

. ping stuff, with almond ic¢ing as thick
. as_ your fist!” ,

But . the old pirate shook his head and

; chuckled.

~ “Ho, ho! Pirates don’t eat bride-cake,

my  hearty!” said he. “Wait a bit till

~we get amongst the islands, and I'll show

you the right food for _ *
turers—turtle fit for an alderman, birds'-

jolly = adven-

“nest soup that the Chinese wilt pay golden

pieces to taste, and pol. )
tasted poi, boys, the same as the niggers
make 1it?7”

Have you ever

“No, %ir,” replied Skeleton, his eyes

Ceating. | ‘

" Then Captain Bones looked round
stealthily. ' ¥ xd
#Qay, lads,” said he uneasily, “d’'ye

called ( Kin’
i hound with a face like a’ boiled turnip?

board,” replied Skeleton.

happen to know a swab on this ship

Goadger, a hangdog, sKulkin’

is a chap of that name on

“There
““But how do

‘you' know that he's got o face like a

boiled turnip 2

'Men he blushed slightly.

C T peg yourpardon, C:l[}‘tﬂi[l Bones. 1
©didn’t mean to huort your feelings—about |
your  blindness, you know,” he added | &
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a 'gal, 1o have feelin’s. 1 ¢ h
but I've got the gixth sense which serves
me for eyuvs.
and I'll tell

Dick. i 5 s
“Hle's been hanging round to see what - §

'C::.L[l}tain Bones grinned and turned his

sightleds, opalescent cye on Skeleton.

U Blegs you, boy!” said he. “I ain't

Let me hear & malt’s '?cﬁce
you what his face i3 like.
% But what

ou’'ve got in your saek,” said the old
f‘nan, 2 Snd he’g tried the -d‘mr’ of this
compartment. ©~ Ye see, the bo'sun has
bolted it to prevent the young gents
from' getting their - fingers in the
machinery. - But this here ieller (}Oadgef,
he knows that the sack is here, and he’s
smellin’ after it like a terrier atver a
rat:  Tried the door three times he has,
shoutin' somethin’ terrible!™
“Pace Hke 2 boiled turnip is right!
said  Skeleton. *That’'s Bully Goadger,
the terrot of St. Chilpheric’s!” <
S H'm ! said.the pirate, taking a bite
of his s:lmdwich. “ Hal” he added, tak-
ing another bite. |
n%i‘hen*bl‘re:ru came a thundering kick at

“the door of the compartment. 1t was

a door of steel plate, and the Kick
sounded like the boom of a cabnob.
“Hi, voit'cheeky kids, there. Open the
door!” shouted o snarling voice out;aide.
“Qpen the door! 1 c¢an hear youl”
“Who are you?” called Dick. i
Sl osoon let you kuow who I am!
voared the voice angrily. “Open  the
door before 1 Kick it down! I'm Goadger
—Bully Goadger of 8t. Chiipherig’s—and
we chaps from 8t. Chilp's are not accus-
tomed to put up with any swank from
cheeky kids!” . | _ LAt
Wyél-’i; you go on kieking till you kick
your boots out!” replied Dick. =
" He e¢ave a hasty nudge to Captain
Bones to et out of his bag, and to clear
out his telescope and his sextant and the

steel box containing s charts of Skull -

].Sland. 3 ok o 4.
C Then he winked at gis compaliions.
(et (us up—quick!” he whispered.

“He's stowed away in the cricket-bag on
the flat bulow. And take old Bones
away and nide bhim i the _Junls: 1(}1:‘1{{.‘:1“._
And bring up some old canvas cuttings
and - rove-ends  and - oakum-—any old
stut 1" ot
- Now. considering that _ _
abi:ele_bmtcd pirate, or claimed to be a
celebrated pirate, he did not make a very
good show as (toadger  thundered on the
door of the compartment. |

He got quite shaky and nervous, and
tumbled over as he struggled out of the
sack, his wooden. leg waving helplessly in
thﬁﬁétlrthe boys, laughing, picked him up
and helped him down the ladder through
the trap which opened in the floor of the
compartment. ’ ¢

They knew every cranmny and corner of
the Bombay Castle, and they knew that
the little junk-locker, right in the stern,
where the boatswain kept all his canvas
cuttings and oakum and spare odds and
snds of rope, would be a good hiding-
place for him.

And down lay Gus,

in the flat below

«the *pet crocodile, smuggled on board in

a steut ericket-bag of great dimensions.

. Gus had grown so big, that it took more
thant an ordinary crieket-hag to hold him § .
pow, and the bag weighed quite a lot
as they dragged it up the ladder into the §
steering-gear fatb. | | '

Goadger, who had ga . ang
round him., was hammering loudly on the
door.

yelled. X 37
ing the worse youill get 3bf”

Published
P ,;--E_w_i_fsy. Monday

" door.

kids !
travelled on this ship before, you think,
that you are goihg to play up any old
- game you like.

the group.

’m blind ¢nough ; |

about Goadger?” asked

- hidden
“about: it.

Captain Bones was |

gathered his gang Goadge:
| who had opened the néek of the sack
and was pulling out handful after ha?dful
‘hear him moving round in the sack!”

He thrust his arm down through the

He thought that he had got his |
vietimg safe, for he had no idea that there
iwwas any commanieation between the com-
“partment; and the deck below, |
o Open the ‘door, you young cubs!” he:
“The longer you keep us wait-!
Ctwinmnliantly.

“Adl right !” called Digk, in well-assumed
tones of fear. Sy |

He winkéd to his chums. They lifted
up the ericket-bag and opened it into the
mouth of the sack which had c¢ontained
Captain. Bones. ; |

Out slithered " Gus, the c¢rocodile; in a
very bad temiper. Gus was about fed-up
with being banged about in the cricket-
bag. Besides, he had had nothing to eat
for two days but a few salt bloaters. And
Gus hated bloat@rs. N

He was tipped into the sack with a
thump, and the boys grinned

the bag.

Gus hissed as he eurled round in the bag,
and snapped and tried to elimb out: but
they rammed him down mto the bottom of
the sack with two good armsful of oakuni
and canvas strips.

Then they tied up
sack securely and knotted it firmly. -

Goadger had. ceaged to hammer on the
. He was expecting it to open. ‘
“*You have done it now, you swanky
gaid he. “Beécause you have

14 But we've marked you!”
Dick slipped back the bolts, doing his

~bestt to ' looked frightened, and Goadger

stalked in, followed by his select gang of

twelve bullies.

They were a formidable-looking crowd,
for they all stood close on six feet. Some
of them sported the beginhings of little
toothbrush moustaches. - | |

Goadger looked round the little group of
boys a8 they stood round the sack. :

He had his cap tipped at the back of
hig head, and his handd were in his
pockets.  From the corner of his mouth
hung a half-burned cigarette, whieh he
had been smoking furtively in the
steerage. A TENEEY, -

“Right-ho!” snarled Goadger, surveying
“I seem to know all you youhg

cads. Your name is Dorrington,” he con-

- tinued, nodding in Diek’s ditection, “and

vours is. Porkis. Oh, I know the lot of
vou, and we’ll soon put you through it!

But what have you got in this sack that
- you aré so private about i

Goadger lifted his foot and gave the

sack a heavy kick.
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l HIDE THE GOLD, BOYS!

|

This must bave landed in Gus' ribs, for
he gave an angry squirol.

“Now look here,” said Goadger, in
threatening topes, “there be a story about
the deeks tvhat you have got a stowaway
wp here. And 1'm going to see
What's in this sack?”

He shouted the words in an angry roar.

“It's ot a stowaway,” said Diek—it’s

our pet crocodile

Goadger laughed disbelievingly.

~Dot’t you give me any of your gam-
mon - abeut ecrocodiles!” he  snarled.
“Who ever heard of a pet crocodile? We

think you've stowed away some gubter-

siipe pal of yours in this sack, and we
are going to have him out of it and
him a

to you!”

He seized the mouth of the great canvas

bag roughly and gave it another kick.
“That’s one for vour chum ingide the

sack !” he grinned.

gang. ‘“Com¢ On,

THly !” he growled.

“Never mind. those lilywhite hands of

Lend us 4 hand .to unlash it!”
Tilly, . an

yours'!
Victor

youth who was apparently the bully’s par- §
ticular hanger-on, looked with distaste at

the rough tarry rope with which the sack
was secured. | |

“Aw, I say, Goadgy!” he protested. “1
don’'t want to mess up my hands with that
heastly tar stufl.
time !’

Goadeer kicked the sack again as 'he
wrestled with the tough knots in the
dressed rope.  “That'll stir him up!” he
sparled. i Lot |

“Aw, I say., upon my, word, Goady, yoeu
are pwicelesely funny!” giggled Tilly. ' “1I
shall fairly seweam when we see that
chap’s face!l” .. ,

“Well, here he comes!” said Goadger,

of tow. . “That stuflf is camouflage.

rubhish.

“Now I've got you, my lad!” he yelled
“Qut you come for the

tout ag they
heard his 1nose whack on the bottom of

the mouth of thé |

Goadger.

~about his wrist. "

. :liﬂ 1 4
T I e R r

give
jolly good hiding before he's put
“ashore with the pilot. - Then we’ll attend

Then he turged to his

exquisitely-dressed

It's just on lunch:

. buttah?”

el
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life! I'll teach you to stow away!
give you ‘poor little stowaway ’!” -

To Goadger, excited by the cruelty of
the born bully, it  seemed ‘exactly a5
though a small boy were dodging about in
the bottoin of the great sack trying to
e¢vade the fingers that were grabbing for
his collar. T DEL S y

But his  yell  of trintiph  suddenly
changed to a yell of .anguish.

“Yow-ow-0ow-ow-ow-ow !”

The gang of bullies who bad crowded
round the sack. eager to tdake a4 hand in
the sport of kid-baiting, leaped back  as
the yelling Goadger tried to withdraw his
hand from the sack. -

sSomething was kicking and struggling
mightily in the rubbish, and they had a
elimpse of a stubby, short leg with ugly
claws. Then  followed an ugly flat head
like the head of a pike, the jaws of which

'

-were closed tightly on the bully’s wrist.

“Take him off! Take him off|” yelled

“He’s chewing my hand off !”
But not one of the bullies seemed in-

clined to assist their chum, as Gus flopped

- out of the bag, lashing his ugly tail and

hissing like a barrow-ldad of snakes as
he -hung to Goadger’s arm,

“J told you there was a crocodile in the
bag!” said Dick mildly. “It wasn’t for
lack of warhing!”

“Take him off!” whimpered Goadger,

wineing as Gus nipped his wrist.

It was lueky for Goadger that he wore
a wrist-watch in a heavy leathern strap

“Come on, boys!” said Dick. “Catch
liold of Gus’ tail!” -
The boys had learned how t{o handlé

Gus. As they grabbed his
ahd gave it a twist, Gus knew at once
that matters had been carried far enough.

He opened his jaws and ) released

Goadger’s wrist, droppitig to the steel floor

with a thump like a coal-sack.
And hére he lay, looking up at Goadger

with a cold, evil glitter in his gréen eye, as

much as to say, “Don’t you try to bully
me again!” i |
Goadger had lost his goat, ({us had

chewed his wrist-watch to splinters, and

his nerves had reeeived a severe shock.
There was no talk of lickings as he

L W ey
e - e
. o -

man with ths yellow face !’

turned away, surrounded by his sympathis-

ing pals. | ; L
T'he bugle for lunch rang out along the
decks. The crickei-bag was brought
forth, and Gus was hastily pitched into
it and secured. _,
“Now,” said Skeleton, rubbing his bony
hands—"now we will hurry and bag our
seats fof lunech. 1 feel absoluteély peckish.
1t mugt be the sight' of Gus chewing

| Goadger that's given me such a ‘twist!”

Captain Bones takes a Hand!

Off ' the 'boys trooped to lunch, and
Skeléton distinguizhed himself in his usual

style. = Pigeon-pie, tongue, ham, Bsalad,
cheese, and pastry melted away like a

dream as they were placed hefore him.
The bullies had got a table to them-

selver. Goadger was gitting there nursing

¢ bandaged wrist, and looking as hlack

28 thunder, and now and then he directed:

meaning glances at the table which Skele-
ton had secured as the mess of the Glory
Hole Gang. . o

The boys had taken aup their old
quarters in the lurge cabin known as the
(Gtlory Hole, and already it was being whis-
pered about in the great salooun that these
were none other than the famous “Glory
Hole Gang” of the previous voyage of
the Bombay Castle. ... . i |

At a neighbouring table sat a dozey bhoys
who did not mix with any other hoys in
the ship. They were the swells of St.
Winifred's, the most exclugive scholastic
e¢stablishiment in England. '

They logked round the saloon with in-
quiring glances, and three of their number

surreptitiously produced «ingle eyeglasses

to asgist them to read the meénu. Wheén
they asddressed one anothier it was with

| consummate politeness, and Chip lifted his

eyebrows when one remarked audibly:
“What an awful gwubby, sewubby lot of

fellahs! Aubwey, deah boy, will you be

s0 awfully good as to—aw—pawss the

But the swells of dt. Winifred's were
apparently quite harwmless. © They were
beagutifully clothed, and they prided them-
selveg on their “forme 7 above all things.

- bigrest licking you havé ever had in your

powerful tail

Panama, so we can produce our

ok H’idé tha-ﬂﬁld 1.7% gried Captain Bones. ‘‘Look! At the Porthole! The
AN eyes turned to the open
he pointed & quivering finger—but no face showed at the scuttle !

are off. :
we reachh the Panama Canal.”. y I

- Spanish Main !

St. Wimnifred's was a school which made a
speciality of “form.” -

Goadger scowled at
- Sooneér or later, he meant to take it
out of the swells of St. Winifred's.  He
had already tried to ¢hum up with Lerey
Poppleton, the senior St. Winifredian.
But Percy Poppleton had slowly lifted his
single eyeglass; and had looked Goadger
up and dow.

“Iorgive e,  sity
you!” he had remarked.

“My name’s Goadger,” the bully had
remarked, with a greasy and ingratiating
smeile.  “I'm Bully ‘Goadger -of St. Chil-
pheric’s, at Sandbourne.”

“Aw! Pwivate school!” Percy Popple-
ton had remarked. “Aw! We St. Wini-
fredians—aw !-—don’'t know feliahs from

this table as well. |

pwivate sthools. Good-morning, Mr.
Goadger!” |

And, turning on his beel, lie had left
Goadger standing there desiring to twist
the neck of every swell of St. Winifred’'s
within reach. |

But the swells were not kids. They
were all Sixth Form boys, and quite big
enough to hold their own against the
bully and his clique. « _

The swells of St. Winifred’s had looked
with more approval on the “Glory Hole
(rang.” They had agreed between them-
selves that Dick Dorrington and his set
were “a stwange lot of ‘birds,” but they
reserved their friendship for future use.

Thers was no school  this afternoon.
When lunch was over, the boys rigged the
nets for deck-cricket, or strolled up and
down, making acquaintance with the ship.

Presently a blast on the foghorn of the
Bombay Castle called the pilot-cutter
down on them. The Channel pilot
descended from the bridue, and, shaking
hands with Captain Haindyman, dropped

down the jacob’s ladder into the boat

that was waiting for him. -
Then the Bombay Castie was set on the
mid-Channel course, and soon the coast
of England faded from sight. _
“Now,” said Dick, as they watched the

high land about Hastings fade away in

the haze, “we are beyond the three-mile
limit. . We don’t stop this side

_ pirate!”
It was close on hali-past four, which

‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘
o iy

port to which

was tea-time, and the boys were not un-
mindful of +their invitation to tea in
Scorcher Wilkinson’s cabin.

They

locker.

There, streteched comfortably on a pile
of ecanvas scraps and cuttings, lay
Captain Bones, fast asleep. He had

taken ofl his wooden leg, and his grey

head, with its long, white elf locks, was
resting tranquilly on the hard corner of
the steel box in which he kept his charts
and plaus of the Skull 1sland treasure.

“Wake up, Captain Bones!” cried Dick
Dorrington. .

Captain Bones sat up with a start and
stared around him wildly.

He grabbed. at his wooden leg, and
brandished it as a weapon. |

And as he sat there, with the black
patch over his eyve, he reminded tlie bovs
strangely of the great little Admiral
Nelson, to whom he bore a strong
resemblance. |

“1t’s all right, captain,” said Dick re-
assurihgly
“It’s only us. We've comie to take you
along to tea with Scorcher Wilkinson.
He's the second master.”

“Ay,” said Captain Bones drowsily.
“It's you, boys, is it? I was dreaming I
was back in the old South Seas, and that
some o' yon head-hunting niggers from
Malaita was after me. I’'m an old, old
man, lads, and my head is
dreams!”

He started to strap on his wooden leg.

“You-  Gan
teinmphantly. 0
land, and the captain won't have to send
you- ashore. The. _
We don’t touch anywhere till

- Captain Bones seemed to ¢ome to life.
“Panama!” “he  exclaimed.

1oily - buccaneers

. Price
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but I don't ku'ml_v |

 telescope inder

of ¥ came a dismal wailing.

©oh my bed!”

{ twist.

hands released the squirming kid, and

- of toothache

ran along to the steerage; and
Dick _swung open the door of the junk- |

- glittered brightly.

to the hali-sleeping pirate. flourishin

full ©’

show up now!” sgaid Dick
“We are out of sight of

pilot has gone, and we

“The
That was* the place,"
boys, in the old days o’ Morgan and Kidd.':
That was the place in the days when the!
| singed  the King o’:
Spain’s beard twice a week, and took the
tall ships, and dressed in silks and satins,’
bl gold s_ha_i{ils and jewels in their ears. 'l

L
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But .ye shall be richer than they, my
boys. Ye have given old Captain Bones
a new ledse o’ life. Ye shyl all be rich
as,princes, gnd---—-~" . . Bt alur A 1 S
Here he broke off short.
“Wliere's yon lily-livered feller with the
face like a boiled turnip that was knock-
ing at the door a while gince?” he agked
suspiciously. . A . )
“Oh, Goadger! He's all rieht. He's
somewhere along the decks,” said Dick
easily. " “He won't want to interfere with

you. He’s about fed up with looking for
stowaways!” S

And_ he told Captain. Bones what had
nappened with the erocodilt and the sack.

Captain Bones cliuckled. -~

“That's the jolly Ilark, boys!” he
grumbled approvingly., *“That feller has
4 bad voice. ° He's c¢ruel.  Cruel as
Captain Death, the worst I ever sailed
with.: But he won’t interfere with old
Bones! Not him! Leét him try!”

He clapped his old three-cornered hat
on his head and picked up his stick, It

- Wwas a queer stick of ebony, with a carved

skull for a, handlé.
“No need to guide me, boys,” said he,

| as they started along the passages. “0Qld
“Bones can find his way about any ship

although he’s blind., Though this is a
great tall ship, and difterent from any
that I've sailed on before.”
He stumped utl) on deck with his great
: 1is arm, whilst the boys
carried his precious steel bhox.
~ He was a gqueer little figure of a man in
his strange, old-fashioned clothing and

| the one great sea-boot that clothed his
{ souind leg. He looked like a little boy,
for he was scarcely four feet high.

He led the way with certainty. Thete
was no one in the after well-deck to see
tiie strange little figure as  he stumped
along humming his old pirate song under
his breath. _ ' |

“Isn’t he a lad!” whispered Dick to
Pongo. “I bet he’ll make Scorcher sit up
and take notice of the guest we've brought
to tea!l” |

But Captain Bones came suddenly to a
standstill. |

From a cross alleyway on the deck there

“Oh, Mr. Goadger, don’t twist my arm!
It hurts!” cried the voice of a small boy.
“That’s what it’s meant to do, my

| son!” respondéd the voice of Goadger.

“1 told you to unpack, and put my shirts
in the top drawer. 1 didn’t tell you to
bunk off to see the pilot go and sling ’em

It was Bully Goadger putting his fag
through a bit of torture in the secluded
corner of the deck. -

Captain Bones came to a stop.

“Drop that boy, you white-livered

{ swab!” he cried, in a voice of thunder.

Goadger, taken aback by this sudden

,I apparition, stared at the tiny figure in

its three-cornered hat, which seemed to
have walked out of the page of a picture-
book.

“What's it to do with you?” he
growled, after a long stare at this quaint

apparition. “I suppose you are the stow-

i away who’s been hiding up in the
§ steerage,” he added.

And he gave the fag’s arm sanother

“Hark ye, Goadger!” said Captain
Bones, holding up his stick., “This is an
Obi stick. " ’"Twas given me by a Man-
dingo king. Are you geing to drop that
boy ?” |

Goadger glared.

“No!” he replied shortly, and he gave

§ the fag’s arm another twist.

Good!” snapped Captain
his blind eye seemed to shine like a red-
hot opal. ‘“Mark that big back tooth o’
thine—the one with the hole in it. It will

His

Bones, and

commence to ache!”

Goadger suddenly turned pale.

were clapped to %ﬁst ]aﬁf as a sharp twinge
1o shot'  through the

Captain Bones had indicategd. S
“Mow-wow!” he groaned,

Then he writhed as Captain Bones

shook. the Obi stick in his face, and

ino&her spasm of anguish racked the
00l 1. - |

The Power of the Obi Stick.

The boys stood aghast.

Goadger, with one leg wrapped round
the other, stood on one foot, in an atti-
tude which indicated excéruciating agony,
He tiilad %ralbbed his 'thea.d in both hands,
as though he were trying to hold it .
hig shoulders. ¥ . .

And before him the tiny figure of Cap-

tain Bones, whose head reached to about

the middle waistcoat button of the big

bully, stood shaking the Mandingo Obi
stick. _

There was nothing much in the stiek.
It was certainly a fine walking-stick,

carved, of heavy ebony, the handle of

which was a grinning

_ _ skull, whose eyes
were set with two

green stones that

no doubt t-ﬁat the
g of the stick before the iose
Goadger had brought on the

But there was

of Bully
toothache. ,

The kid, dropped by the bully at this
unexpected intervention, sat on the deck
in the alleyway, with the teirs of pain
still wet on his pink cheek, gazing up
with rounded eyes at this strange-looking
apparition which had intervened on his
behalf. '

“How do ye like that, me bully boy?”
growled Captain Bones, giving the Obi
stick a little shake before Goadger’s nose.

Goadger howled in response.

Every time that grim head on the
handle of the stick shook, Goadger's tooth
jumped in response.’ It félt to him as
though someone were ramming g ved-hot
skéwer into the hollow. :

Another figure appeared on the scene,
and gazed on the queer figure of Captain
Bones with astonishment.

This was Mr. Lal Tata, who, invited to
the tea-party in  Scorcher Wilkinson’s
cabin, had come to hurry up the boys.

- &Sontinged overleal.)
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racking,

feet will drop off!

though by magic,

‘Bones kindly.
“Please, sir, Arty Bolden!” hspbd the

rough usages of :
. thow art no younger than was our in-
- ¢owmparabie Vice-Admiral lLord Horatio

oolng to tea.

~wiped from his mouth
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“Ay. ay, my rooster!” grumbled (/ap-
tain Bones, his blind eye glowing. " This
is' the real Obi stick,
by a Mandingo kmg 'Twas sixty years
ago when I sailed the West Coast, and
twenty years before that I had saved
that same king from being treated as ye
were treating yon little curly boy. I'll
teach ye to torture mothers’ babes!
Jump, ye liver-faced swab!”

The stick was jerked in the air, and
with a howl Goadger, as though impelled
by some magic power, leaped into the
air like a purformmg dog.

And every time he jumped the tooth

jumped, too.

The tears were running down the bully’s
face. But he had to leap into the air
at every lift of that beckoning Obi stick.

Then Captain Bones took off his bat-
tered old three-cornered hat, which, with
his patched eye, gave him 8o stmnge a
likeness to Admiral Horatio Nelson. His
exertions seemed to have made him hot,
for he pulled out a silk bandana hand-

ke'rch{et‘ from the great pockets of his |

skirted coat.
He wiped the inside of his hat and
clapped it on 'hig white elflocks jauntily.
Then he slipped the Obi stick under his

left arm, like a sergeant-major addressing

an unruly recruitv,’shaking a threatening
finger before the dstomshed (Joa.dgus
nose.

“Hark ye, Jack Goadger, my bully
boy!” growled Captain Bones. *“No more
twisting' of children’s arms! No more

no more knuckling of heads, or
by the piper that played before Moses

and the power of the great Obi stick, I'll

make thee dance to such a tune that thy
) . Has the tooth
stopped aching?”

The tooth had stopped aching as
just as Goadger
sto pt,d dancing immediately the dredd
Obi stick had bheen clapped  under Cap-

tain Bones’ arm.

“Yes, it’s stopped,” he growled sul-
lenlyl. - j

“Stopped, sir!” corrected Captain
Bones, still keeping that strange . blind.

eye fixed on the bully as though he could

see. him.

- “8ir!”. faltered the bully, as the cap-'
tain’s withered hand strayed again to-.

wards the handle of the Obi stick.
“That’ better!” said the
grinning. “Now, off with thee,

remember thy warning !”
The

switched off. He turned and simply

bolted, whilst the astonished fag, al-

most scared out of his life by the strange
scene he had witnessed, gathered himself
up from the deck and prepared to run.

But the captain called® him,
flourish of the compelling Obi stick, and
the kid was perforce obliged to return.

“Come hlthe,r, little one! '” said Captain
“Thy name?”

fag.

“Bolden by name, thou shalt be bold
‘un. by nature!” responded the captain
genially..

the sea. But, zooks!

Nelson whien he took to the sea, nor more
delicate than yon frail little body which
held so great a heart. Thou shalt be
oreat- hmrtud Arty !”

AL Y es, sir!” said the astonished fag,

" who, after the wonders he had seen, was

quite prepared to agree 'to anything

'\alm,h (Ja.pt;am Bones might be pleased to |

SdYy.
“And thb next th.,:t secketh to injure
thee, prop him’on the nose!” said the

captain, rubbmg his hands and grinning

ﬂ'leeiully
“Yes, sir!” replied Arty, with' a new

‘boldness.

As that blind eye rested on Lim little
Arty Bolden felt' a sudden tingling all
over him. He felt good and strong, as
though he could ha,ve. lifted a hundred-
Wught on one finger. lHe wanted to slap
his chest and sing.

The tea-bugle
deﬁka

“There ”'OB': the mess-bugle!
little.one!” said the captain.

Arty bolted off, but he had not gone
four . yards before the strange influence
of Captain Bones was pub to the test.

The door of a deck-cabin opened, and
out of it was thrust the head of bmarler

rang out along the

Run,

~one of the bully gang from St. Cl’lll-

pheric’s.  Smarler was unpackln and
trying to settle down.

“Hi, you kid!” he yelled.
I want you!”

Little Art3 stopped in his run and
turned whilst Captain Bones, Lal Tata,
and the. boys watched pmceedmgs

Smarler had not noticed them, and the
strange little figure of Captain Bones

“Come here!

. was hidden behind -them.

“Plcase, sir,” said Arty politely, “I am
If I don’t go now I sha'n’t
ﬂet any,” 'he added.

“You don’t want any tea!” . retorted
Smarier savaﬁely “I’ve never seen such
a lot of kids as there are on this ship !

Come and clear up my cabin, or I'll give

you such a cobbing that you.won’t be
able to sit down this side of the Panama

,(,dnal"’ _
“But I'm not your fag, sir!” said Arty

politely. “I’'m Mr. Goadger’s fag!”
For a moment Smarler glared at the
child in speechless astomshment That a
nursery - kid = with the jam hardly
should dare to

stick up to him, Smarler of St. Chil-

pheric’s, was almost beyond belief.
He recached out a long arm and ﬁrabbed
Arty by the ear with a savage twist.
“You come in here!”
him  towards the cabin door.

“I'll give

Published
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given to old Bones.

able" old man !

captamf
aud |

glow 'in that blind eyec died out,
and = Goadger, all - of a sudden, {felt as
though a magnetic current had been

with a

‘he

“Thou art yet young for the.

| fifty
said he, dra#gmg .

you a little touch-up with a hairbrush.
Halr-dnll we - called * it at St. Chil-
pheric’s.” After that we’ll see whose fag
you -are!”

But. behind hls fnends Captaln Bones
had lifted the Obi - stick.

In response to its wave through the
air Arty Bolden, almost involuntarily,
lifted ' his fist and punched the bully on
the nose,

It was no timid blow. 1t 'was a real,
good, old-fashioned punch, with a bit of
mea,nmg behind it. 1t flattened the
bully’s nose like a lump of soft rubber.

He dropped Arty Ilke a red-hot coal and
clapped his hand to his proboscis, which
began to flow with red blnod Art had

tdpped the claret of a fellow three tlmes
his own weight !

And Arty dam:,ed on the deck deflantly,
hardly conscious of what he was saying.

What he did say was:

“You monkey-faced hoodoo! Touch me
again, and I'll knock the sawdust out of
you! I'm Arty Bolden, 1 am, alias
Jimmy Wilde, the featherweight of the
Bombay Castle!” And Arty leaped into
the air, Lllckmg hig heels.

“Come out of  that cabin, cowardy
custard!” he squeaked. “Come out, and
I'll wipe the deck with yon! I'm the

man-eating boy! 1'm the terror of the
Lower First!”

But the stricken and astonished Smarler
had dropped the curtain over the door
of his cabin, and made no response to
the wild kid's challenges.

Arty would have gone into the cabin
and dragged him out, but as he moved
to the door to do so Captain Bones
ggvﬁ another little shake of the Obi
stic

Then Arty stopped and looked round
him, as though he had just wakened from
a dream, passing the cuff of his sleeve
across his eyes.

Then off he ran, chasmg up the other
fags who were streaming out of the_
deck-cabins, slapping them, punching
them, and chucking caps into open cabin
doors, thoroughly well pleased with him-
self, and quite unconscious that he had
left one of the '‘heaviest bullies in the
ship bleedmg into his washbasin from
that well-directed punch on the nose.

Mr. Lal Tata had watched these re-
markable scenes without saym% a word.
But as the  little group marched along
the! deck he fell in behmd with Dick. -

“Dick,” said he, “this is most remark-
He has great powers of
hypnotism. That Obi stick. is .all bunk-
someness, all, tosh,
But he is great hypn(}tlst though blind.
See. how he maké the bull Grmdgtr to
suffer /pains in the. tooth! See how he
gave courage to little Artee to give great
kick-punch = to Smarlér’s mnose!
behold the great fears of Smarler! He
is - most astonished, and his liver has
turned to water. I do not' like this St.
Chilpheric’s crowd on board. They - are
bad lots!” added Lal.

“I think so, too,” agreed Dick.

“Where did ' you find ' this
Bones?” pursued. Lal.

Dick told the story of the captam and

Captain

his treasure, and Lal shook his head.

“He 18 "-most remarkable mans!” said

Dick now bewan to understand why the
old pirate had been in. such: a funk lest
Goadger should catch him tied up in the
sack. He could not then have  brought
that strange, hypnotic €eye to bear upon
the bully.

‘But now tﬁw had reaehed the door of

Scorcher. Wilkinson's “eabin.

Jhip tapped at it loudly.

“Come in!” called Scorcher.

He was sitting there in his cap and
gown, and Captain Handyman, smoking

a long clgar, was peruhed on the top ot
‘a chest of drawers.

“Come in, boys!” mllerl 'thf..r captain.

- “Have : you brought- your little friend

with you?”
Captain Bones, rather timidly, stepped
into .the . cabin, tapping the brass-bound

sill of . the doorway . with™ his stick and

stepping neatly over it.

.Seorcher rwuvcd him most politely.

“Take a seat, Captain Bones”’ ‘said
he, indicating a basket-chair. “1 under-
stand that you are a retired. pirate, who
has been stowed away on this ship. by
the '‘boys?”

Captain -Bones grinned. He evidently
Ilked Scorcher’s voice. |

“Ay, ay, sir! 1 was a sort of pirate
once,” he replied, “but I've mended my
ways. Not that I ever sailed under the
Jolly Roger. But I was alozw o’ Bully
Hayes an’ Ross ‘Leewin, - an’
NICI{ Death, the King o’ the Black-
birders, and thats near enough to
plratm’ ”

“How ‘old are you, Captain. Bones?”
asked Scorcher, regarding the prim llttle
Nelsonic figure in the chair,

“1 was born in Wamnng near as I
know, sir, in 1818, so I'm nedr a hundred
years oid or - thereabouts,” replied Cap-
tain Bones. “But I wasn 't a-goin’ to die
till 1’d sniffed the  South Seas again.
An’  when these young gents .came
into my little shop and told me they
was off to the Sou‘oh Seas in twenty
minutes’ time, says I to myself, says I,
‘ Bones, my boy, now’s your chance or
never, and who takes old Bones to the
South Sea, he shall share the gold of
Skull Island’ 14

"And:' Captain B_ones pointed with his
Obi stlck-to the steel box which the boys
had placed upon the cabin table.

“Welt ? gaid Scorcher - Wilkinson, smil-
ing, “first of all, Captain Bones, we will
have a cup of tea. Perhaps, being a
pirate, « you would like a little rum in
your tea?” he. added.. “You must for-
give me if I have omitted it. But I have
never had a pirate to tea before.”

Captain Bones grmned and - shook his
head

“Thankee * kmdly, su'." sald he, "but
rum and' I parted company' years -ago.
If it hadn’t been for the rum I would
have been rolling m my carnage these
years!’

He paused suddenl?
Cho-Foo, Mr. Wllhlnsons Chincge boy,

all unckseydoodleums!

And:

y were _all drowned but one,
tectotaller, being a Mnhammedan

.strong .

Captain
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soft-footéd - and almond eyed entered the
cabin with the tea-tray.

Cho-Foo silently set out the tea eqm-
page and retired.

“1 don’t want to talk about the trea-
sure before them Chinks!” explained Cap-
tain Bones, helping himself to a sugared
cake. . “C 1nks is Chinks all the world
over, ~when you are dealing with
treasure you can’'t -be too careful. 1
take it that we are the treasure-party. in
here?”

“T want no share in the treasure,” re-
plied Scorcher, pouring out the tea, “but
I amm greatly linterested in bnamﬁh coins
and . old gold pieces of any sort, and if you
find this wonderful island I would like to
have the’ privilege of buying the rarest
of -the coins and objects of value for the
British - Museum.” = :

Captain Bones LhULkled

“1 like -the yellow boys myself,” said
he. “But 1 take interest in good British
sovereigns. = ‘There’s mo coin like 'em.
He thrust his hand in: his pocket, and,
producmg a .canvas bag, bh(lt: its con-
tents in a yellow flood on the table.

“There's all the stuff I brougzht aWwaYy
from Skull Island,” said he, “and there's
tons of it still on the island !"
“Scorcher’s face was a picture as he
surveyed the mass of gold coins, large
and small, - which the old pirate had
poured out on the table.

The first' ¢coin he picked up was a gold
piece of the mint of Edward III. of Eng-
land, a rose noble of the value of six
slnllmgs and elghtp@nce which. is still
the standard of a. lawyer's fee. 01
English gold coins he.picked out the first
sovereigns and half-sovereigns of Henry
VIII. .and Elizabeth., There were  gold
moidores, pieces of -eight, doubloons, and

ducats. - There were gold mohurs and
lumps ' of  stamped . gold shaped like
squares of’ chocolate coined ' by the

Aztecs of Mexico, and stamped with the
twisted serpent of the Montezumas.

It was a perfect museum of coins of all
nations. and many reigns which had
poured out of Captain Bones' bag. But
none of them were of a later date than
the reign of Ehzabcth which gave sup-
port to the old man’s Etory of the mutmy
of the tall Lima galleons.

It. was a real sample from a plrate
hoard, ~and Scorcher gazed in wonder-
ment at this strange stowaway |

“The’ coms are ; most mterestmg, Cap?

tain Bones. : I don’t want to ask any
secrets, if you don’t want ‘to tell them.
But where is Skull: Island, and how d1d
you.- happen to find 1t?” )

- Captain Bones turned. his:
pathetically “on Scorcher.
. “1 don’t know where the island is, sir,’
he replied, "“not, within “three . thousand
miles, for this was the. way of my finding
of it. 1 was salhng as foremast hand to
Captain 'Nick Death on 'a recruiting
voyage.
round ‘the Kingsmill Islands, which ‘they
call - the Gilherts Maybc the captain of
this' ship,” who - is . sitting 6 here on the
chest, will call to mind the name o’ Cap-
tain Nlulmlas Death.”

Captain Handyman started - "He had
not said a2 word  since the old pirate had

entered . the  cabin,

bhnd eye

ceedings with interested eyes.
1 remember the name of Captain N ick

.Death  said he, * the biggest ruffian who

ever - sailed ‘the South :Seas! He got
drowned on the Chago Reef in the wreck
of the & schooner Magellan. Cloud. All

hands were on a’ drinking bout, and. they

And ‘they

couldn’t see’ the reef for rum.
who wa,s a

Captain Bones nodded. |
“That’s the smrv" said he .LLpprov-
ingly.” “I knew ye'd know 'it, cappen

#*“But how "did you know that I was

smtmg on : this - chest, Captain Bones?”
asked .+ Captain. Handwnan nuriou:;lv
“You say you are blind. And I've
neither- spoken  nor moved since you

} entered this cabin!’

‘Captain Bones' chuckled.

“I’ve the sixth sensc instead o’ mine
eyes, captaln"’ gaid he. It tells me how
many people ‘there are in a room, and I
can count‘the presences.” As for knowing
it was you, I .know that it is only you
amongst the shl ymen who smoKes the

tried to smoke .it. We've heard o’ your
cheroots ‘round the docks, captain, and
T've often .smelled. your smoke as you
passed out at the dock gates. D’ye mind

| when you gave one to the doek policeman,
and he said that he’d save it up and smoke

it on Christmas Day? He knew a bit—

that policeman!”

Captain . Handvln,ﬁn laughed at the way

the 'cunning old: chap had put two and
two together, but he felt a strange un-
easiness as.the blind eye, that shone like
an opal in the shadows of the c,abm,
turned -in his direction.

~“Ay!” said the old pirate, helpmg hn‘n- |

self _tcr another sweet-cake. “1 was
aboard the Magellan/Cloud in the. 'sixties
with Nick Death We was pinching
niggers, and callin’ it recruitin’ labour.
And it was from the Magellan Cloud that
I was put on Skull Island.”

“How did that happen‘-"._’ asked Captain

Handyman.

“It started with a hurrluane captain,”
replied Captain Bones, “and we ran before
it for eight 'days, br.,uddm;: under bare
poles. There was a sure judgment on the
Magellan Cloud. She was a hoodoo ship,
and the strong arm o’ the Lord was even
then reachmrr out for her. Then, when
the hurricane died away, small-pox broke
out amongst. the niggers who were shut
down in the hold—for.the: ship, ye'll un-
derst.'md was no bhetter than a slaver.”

Ca ﬂ:am Handyman nodded and grunted.

He knew the history of the blackbirding
trade in the South' Seas, which has now
hapm!y heen nearly stamped out, and he
knew that these small schooners, engaged
in the nefarious trafﬁc, would often load
up. a hundred natives in the small holds

that 'would have -found proper. accom-.

modation for thirty. souls.
“The small- pox broke out!” said Gap-

-_round my .poor head:

We . was, recruiting native labour

but : had’ sat. there’
“smoking his® cigar, quietly watghmg pro—

Burma eheroots-—the same sort.
"that l&ld out’ the " Lustomq ()ltlcer who

tain Bones, with a’grin,

three others went down to ook -after the {° -_ i . ;
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niggers in the: hold, for Captain Nick
Death was quaking in his cowardly shoes.
He was a man that' feared: neither God
nor man, but he feared small-pox.”

And Laptam Bones helped himself to
another ' sugar-cake. to ' fortify' himself
aﬁamst the recollectlon of the stricken
ship

“The niggers died like ﬂles ” said he,
“and a great calm fell after the hurri-
cane. The' sharks followed us by scores
as we pitched the bodies over. And, when
all the niggers had died, I and my three
mates, all Englishmen, took the fever.”

Then he turned his glowing blind eye
on Captain Handyman.

“Then what d’ye think that dirty skunk
Nick Death did to us poor souls?” he de-
manded fiercely.

“Well,” replied Captain Handy man, “ if
all reports concerning Nick Death were
true, he’d have chucked you " after the
niggers.”

‘““And that’s what he mould have done,
responded Captain Bones fiercely, “but an
island hove up, and he had us rowed
ashore and dumped there with a bag: of
biscuits and a keg o’ water to die or
get well!”

And Captain
thought.

“My mates all died,” said he, “but I
got over it. I'm tomzh I am, and it’ll
take more than a small-pox fever to kill
off old Cappen Bones! But I lost my
right eye with the small-pox, and bit by
hit, a8 the years went on, the light faded
out o’ t'other.”

He paused for a while,
Then he chuckled grimly.

“Nick Death didn’t know that, when
he dumped us ashore under the palm-
trees on yon desert island, he dumped
us down on. top o' one of the treasure-
chambers ‘of the world!” grinned Captain
Bones. “But when I went to bury  my
poor mates, Ned Jones o' (Qoole, Charlie
Pilcher o’ Plymouth, and Macintyre, who
was a Scottie from Glasgow Broomielaw,
the first thing I dug up was this half
scull, and three feet under the ground
Iay'the treasure. I'd only a broken scull
to dig their graves with, »nd 1 buried
them close hv Then I went crazy for a
while. 1 couldn’t stand the igland which
was shaped. like, a skull. . I cotildn't stand
the sun. 1 used to dig up the treasure
and "bury it aa:ain,':and play with the
gnlden coins like .a child, laughin’ and
cryin” to think that I had so much money

Bones scowled  at the

and was silent.

%o spend and no shops to spend it on!

“Then the gulls

got to screaming and
slmutmfr about me.

They’d come swoopin’
- ‘ Bones!” they used
to-say. ‘Jack’ Bones, you are going to
die! Hi, hi, hi! Jaeck Bones, you are
our meat!. We are the drowned sailormen
who live oh dead sailormen !, Hi, hi, hi!"”

Captain Bones stared in front of him as

thou;{h he only saw the dreadful island
of his dreams.

“Then I think a canoe muat have come
drifting to the island-—a native canoe
broke away from some other island,” he
muttered. “It ‘must  hs drifted ‘a
thousand miles a.Cross’ the seas, for it was
covered with weed. ' But'it was tight. So
I got. in it with my broken scull, and

paddled away from:the island to get away

from: the gulls what was: chlppm me. I’d
got this gold in a:bag, an’ they followed
me miles out to sea till' sunset came, and
they flew back to roost' on Skull Island
Then I must have gone off my. nut, for the

‘next, I know was-that I was in hm ital
at ‘Sydney.

An honest captain had found
me driftin’ and crazy, and he brought me
to Australia, and, what’s more, he didn’t
pinch my bag of gold. They gave it me
when I left th’ hospital, and, though my
hair was black as ink when I went. on
Skull Island, it  was white as SnOwW when
I came away!”

The old fellow sat silent., and shakmg
nervously when he had finished his story,
and-all-eyes.were turned on-him curiously.

There: was no doubt that he was tellmg
the:truth,

For: a moment he sat there as though in
a dream.  Then, of a sudden, he jumped

from his chair and grabbed at the gold
on the table.
“Hide the gold, boys!

Hlde the gold!”
he cried. “LOOL.’

At the: mrthole--the

All eyes were  turned ’m the port to
which he pointed a quivering-finger.

It was one of three scuttleq in the
cabin, and the brass screw fastemnﬂ' was
unscrewed, and the port was open.

"But no face. showed at the scuttle.

The boys ran outside the cabin, and
looked round as, with shaking hands, Cap-
tain Bones gathered up the gold pieces
gnd shovelled them back in thc canvas
af.

But there was no one about in the
neighbourhood of the cabin. |

The man with the yellow face had been
seen only by the man who was blind.

(Another magnificent long instalment of
this thrilling new serial in next week’'s
BOYS’ FRIEND. Don’t fail to order your
copy early.) |
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Now RUNNING
THE BOYS’ REALM

 “The Caravan
Champmns"’_ '

[ " A Great New Senes
~of Sportmg Stories.

By HERBERT BRI TTON _
' DON’T MIBS IT:

C

. Orice L
Thres Haiipenca

“and’ me w1th :" -

after being turned away.
shot, along in the direction of  the tree,

where you can!” L
although almost at hIS last ga&p, st
rwtu'l}ed i
action to a nicety, hb clutcl‘iLd dt- the ot
gunwale of the
swiftly through the water. b

At last the boat grounded on the sandy = '«

grab .at the

vight, whilst Bob took
charge .of Wllsons helplt,ss ﬁgure --

bank.

pdmter and leaped ashore.

table of Study No.
arrived.

would ask
along,”
with  him in
shouldn’t care to be in. his shoes. ~ He
hasn’t a friend in the ¥Fourth, and-—-—--—--p” '

and Wilson’s confession.

. A second or . 80 later Bob and D1(.ky

drifted up.

They had to mampulatb their bdat

carefully, to Dprevent it irom ’buuff‘

drawn towards the weir.
But they succeeded, and as their. boat,

Dicky shout{,d at. the top of ‘his voice:
“Grab hold of the boat*

l] a.C l‘k

and watchcd and, timing his

boat, and ‘was drawn

Dicky made a frantic
He held on

Jack staggered up' the bank. “His face'

was as white as a sheet, and he was
fairly panting for breath. &

His eyes closed, and he fell backwards:

Dicky was only just in time to prevent Wi vel)
his brother from crashing to.the ground.: . =
He grabped at him, and held him tlghtly G
in his arms.

Bob 'fravers came up, carryinﬂ‘ the un-- it
conscious Wilson over his shoulder. i

He gave Dicky a serious look.

“Better get them back to hedclyﬁe ' he
said quibtly s

amined by a doctor the better.” AR
A moment later Bob and Dicky 3et v RO
for Redclyffe at a quick pace, |
their shoulders the forms of the uncﬁn-
scious ,]umors |

“The sooner they re. ex--“'

bearing on

L L] & ] b Ir

“WllSDIl and Turner come out of sa.nny

to-day.!”

It was -a week af‘ner Jack Turner &

gallant rescue of the cad of the Fourth. =
Both the rescued junior and his rescuer =
had been, bad after their terrifying ex- | |
periences, and the doctor had v131ted them
each day in the sanatorium..

But now they were on the mend and the '

news that they were about to leave. the
sanatorium spread throughout the Fourth.

There was a magnificent spread on the
5 when. tea tlme )

Bob Travers was busily e.ngaged on cuj:-- i

ting bread-and-butter, whilst Dicky. Turner
was grumbling because the kettle would
not boil quick enough for him.

Suddenly the door of. the study opened 5

and Jack 'I‘umer, still loolulng somewhat
pale and drawn, walked in.

The three chums gave him cheery srmles
Bob. Travers shook the cushion in the
easy-chair, and pointed towards it..

“Come  along, old son,” he said, "énd

sit down!”

“Oh, all right!” said Jack, smﬂlng, and Yy

he sat down.

Dicky placed the teapot on the table

~ “Now I think. we're ready,” he. sald |
“Draw up, Jack, old son!” ' Gy

Jack did, nob move, he was looklng

deadly serious.
- “I—I wonder whether you, fellmx g would'
care to do me a favour?” he asked slowly.

“Lk favour!” exclaimed chky “What

e ———— e

“I should be awfully glad if you fdluw
that chap Wilson to come
‘he said. *“I had a good old. ]‘aw
sanny, and, ecandidly, I

Jack paused as there came a tap on. tha |

door.

Next instant the door opemd a,nd-

Wilson, a careworil, anxious expression on i
his muntemnue, stepped in.

“I'm sorry to interrupt,” he said. “T

want to apologise for being a low-down

cad.” He turned to Dieky Turner. *“You .

remember when vou kicked me for listeh-
lﬂg at the kf’}’hOl(, of your dOOI‘{"’” -

“You needn’t rake that up,” Smd chhy

at once.

“1 was jolly wild with you, :,md S

thought I'd cause trouble between you
and your brother,” went on Wilson. “I[
placed
brother’s trunk, and—and-—" -

that box of cigarettes m your

Wilson paust,d his face was red fmm

shanie. ¥

Bob Travers & Co. were sta,rmg at’ lum (i

in amazement.

“Well, T won't say anythlng more,” siid 1y
Wilson, turning towards the door. AL
had to tell you, because I didn’t want you =
to think badly of Jack
1 11[10'\‘-"

o g

1 was a rotter
but—but

“Now stop butting, and come and sit

dmnin,” said Bob Travers with a cheery
smi

“Oh, rather!” chorused the others.

And Wilson, too dumbfounded to offer?
allowed hlmSelf to rbe i i

any resistance,
forced into a chair.
Tea commenced, a,nd a very plea,sdnt'-
meal it proved to be. |
By the time the meal was over, Wllson
had brightened up wonderfully, and, judg-

ing by his conversation, he seemed to be:

determined to run btral""ht in future.

As for Jack Turner, Dxc]\ had no longer
any. reason to doubt his bmther ‘Iore
especially after his brother’s heroic rescue
JacK had learned

lesson from his past misdeeds, and during:
the rest of that termv he was quite one
of the most popular fellows in the Fourth.

He obtained a place in the junior cricket
eleven, and when, in the ‘match with Ba#-
shot, . he carried his ‘bat out for a meri-

torious 75, he was quite _the hero of the
hour.

He was carrled shoulder-hlgh to the'
pavilion by the excited Fourth-Formers—
an honour that he had certainly never -
expected to receive on his arrival at the

school, when there had seemed every Pros- -' ',

pect of his remaining the bcapegmce -0f
Baedclyﬂe'

from the wedt,, |

Gmb .my
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o to the wniber,  through which
“ran to Cédar Ureek Hchiool,

I-i peated Frank Richards, with some interest.
e Phey ._ ]

T “Waal, they call themselves traders,”
 ‘gnswered Billy Cook.. “ Hoss-thieves and

Louis Leronge,

S
"The 1st Chapter.
e - Black Louis !

Frank Richards camme trovting down thc

‘traii on fheir way to school, in the sunny

Ev__a 'y .Mﬁﬂday

“Just in time, old scout !”™ sald Bob.
guess this 18 one of the hatf<breed gang

with a blaze ia higs black
T'he

rancher’'s son _
eyes, quivering with rage and pain.

HI

. &

A Splendid Nc:wh, Cbmpl’eteﬁStory
of FRANK RICHARDS & Co.,

“Veliy bad man!” chimed in little Yen
Chin, the Chinee. ‘“Play¢e pokee abv Red

suspicious l1ook. .

“How do you know. they plﬁy ‘poker in

l'

F i‘-ank. . & FERD

himself in the creek.

classes in a few minutes.”

- “Me go dlownee in cleek.”
“What?” 'yelled ‘Frank:
Yen

“Diownee in ¢leek,” he said.. “Poel l1il’

Chinee soon be¢ deadee.. Me say. good-bye §

to “handsome ole Flanky befole dlownee
in cleek.” | | \ pron,

And Yen Chin turned on the path that
led from the school gates towards the
creek and started.

pigtail. Whatever might he the trouble
on .Yen Chin's mind, Frauk Richards cer-

tainly did not intend to let him drown

__ - Prica
TasEe sapmence

he - bell 'will' be. going for |

| Chin  nodded s_{)i‘rowfﬁlly:g He
looked as if his find was fully made up. |

“exelaimed ‘Bob Lawless.

ous a8 the little Chinee made that start-
ling confession. - :
*You've

stolen somebody’s dollars?”

“exelaimed- Vere Beauclere aghast.

*Me. velly bad boy.” . i)

“*You awful young rascal!” said Frank.

“Me velly solly; go dlownee in cleek.”

“You won’'t drown yourself in  the
creek, but you’ll get a jolly good hiding!”
tAnd you’ll
take the dollars back at once! Do you
hear?y” | -

“No: ean.”

1t was no wonder that the little Chinee
was in a lugubrious and repentant mood

Frank Richards stared blankly for a .:; Ang why not.?”_' X : i
Of the bChOOl 11] the BaCkWOOdS- after the little heathen and grabbed his Hiihod e KELS _

‘i, he had stolen dollars and lost. thenl at

ST P gy . | - | cards. The Ocriental passion for gam-
“ St};gﬁ' young i shouted - Frank. bling seemed a part of Yen Chin’s fiature,
e tte - gl Planky. \ and although Frank Richards & Co. had
dlmﬁ?éé-g P ole Flanky. Me g0 | done their best to cure him of it-—even

“You s:ill.y* ytmhg ass!” said Frank
;.vrathful-l-y.- “Are -you trying to pull my
g™ - | :

“No- puliee Flanky leg.. You pullee my
plgtail!” wailed Yen Chin. “Hurtee pool

¢lere towards the gates.

Frank Richards kept a  tight grip on

to the extent of a friendly application of
the traii-rope—Yen Chin was always sure
to break out again sooner or later.
“Whose monrey was it?” asked Frank
at last. SR
“Missy Meadee.” |

- Billy Cook warned wus about, Franky. | Dog, kickee up shindy, jou bet, Playee ; plgtail ‘ - g s ok ,
e SEBORy L4 o iy 4G b Keep your distance, you scoundrel, or | pokee in camp in timbee—— . Gh, velly | i’ Chinee. You lettee go. Oh, yes!” ‘ You—you e s-‘nfolerl money irom the
- Biilly Cook, the foreman of the Lawless | you'll get hurt!” bad man, oh yées!” . = | “Hallo, what's the row?” asked Bob fﬁfl-OUIlm-lstyﬁ‘fﬁ-. gasped Frank, in almost
*Ranchk, catled /out, as._ bob Lawiess and The half-breed was* staring at the Bob Lawiess gave the little Chinee a ‘Lawless, coming along with Vepe Beau- | Beipleas disiay. 2 '

“Me velly bad boy.”
“How much?” asked Bob.

; A : \ : : ek : _ B | ary o N ? e § 6 M yxr o L
spring morning. | three schoolboys drew closer together. | their own camp, you young rascal?” he | Yen Chin's pigtail. LB e i“gﬂt% ,dO“lffe-t (i on
Yhe rapeh loréeman met them- hali-way | The rufilan was armed and he looked | asked. “ Have you been vhere?” Alleo light,” answered Yen Chin, “Me And you ve lost 1t

the - tratl

- 'Fhé two schoolboys drew rein.

furious ¢nough to attempt to use his
wWeapor. |

“Corbleu!” he muttered, between his

& great hurry.

Yen Chin shook his head.
“No goey—no goey!” he exclaimed, in
“Me, Yen Chin, good boy!

. BO

70 dlownee in eleek. . Me say good-bye
to handsome Bob.” - ¢ :

“Let e cateh -you drowning  yourself

“Losee allee lot.”
“UGreat gophers!” said Bob ‘Lawless,
“Blessed if 1 don’t think we’d better take

“Hailo!” called back Bob Lawless. | teeth. | Guntee tellee me!” Py in the creek!” answered Bob wrathfully, | him straight to Miss Meadows!”
“Anything up, Buly:?” : “Do you want any more?’ asked Bob “0Oh, so Gunten goes there, does hée?” “Ill give you a jolly good kmbasting Yen Chin gave a howl.

T Bidy Cook's bronzed,.rugged face wore
. @ Very serious expression.
_reply ‘to Bob's question.

He nodded in

to the yrail, and not go cavorving around
it ‘the-timber,” said the ranch foréman.
“There’'s a gang
from thé North-West

camped in 'the

“timber, and the less you sce of them, the

won't- hurt' us, 1 suppose.”

bulldozers would be a hetter description,

‘1 reckon. Thete's six or seven of them,
~and every one of the crowd looks ag if
~he'd be better inside a calabooze than
outside. If yvou: don’t want to lose your
“hosses, you steer clear of that ecrowd.

They're camped between the trail and

“Thompson, right in the timber, and if you
s8¢ them, you take my tip, and vamoose
phe ranch.” | ' Ak

. And, having given them that welghty
warning, Billy Cook rode on, leaving the
“chums  of Cedar Creek to pursue their
way. | |

3 ’Byéib ‘Lawless - glanced at his English
cousin -and smiled as they cantered on
towards the timber. The sturdy Canadian

schoolboy was neot alarmed.
“1’d rather like to see that crowd, Bob,”

“Frauk- Richards remarked.

of them were mixed up in a row at the

Red Dog in Thompson yesterday. They're

“more bulldozers than honest traders, I

reckon-judging by what I've heard of
| " their leader. 1 guess we'll
keep clear of them, Franky!”

of half-breed traders }

- The schoolboys rode inte  the timber,
towards the fork of the trail where they
were accustomed to meet their chum,

disdainfuily. * You can’t frighten us with
your biack looks, Mister Leronge. And
I warn you that it you play any tricks in

not speak. .
- Beauclerc: shook his head.
“1. don’t: know—unless he’s
fancy to my horse,” he answered.
had only just stopped me when you came

“He

trail, wmuttering to himseif. Frank
Richards & Co. set their horses in motion

taken a

o
:_ P o I
.......

“Guntee velly bad boy!” said Yen Chin.

“Me no likee Guntee. No speakee to him.
- Me good bhoy.” 1

heathen tricks!”
“Me solly !” murmured Yen Chin.
velly good boy now!’? .
“Oh, rats!” said Frank Richards.
“Very good boy till the next time, I sup-

corral, Yen Chin blinking after theém with

8 glimmer in his almond eyes. For a few
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with a trail-rope! What.-Have you got
in your silly heathen ticddle niow?” |
“Chinee velly bad boy,” said Yen Chin

when findee out.

cleek. Oh yes!”
“Keep hold of his pigtail, ¥rank!”
“You bet!” answered Frank Richards.
“Not. that 1 _believe he’s in earnest,

S0 me go dlownee 1in

pose he’s been up to his tricks again, and
is afraid of a larruping.” _

_______
e L -

FFFFFF

F
_______

said Beauclerc.

“No takee to MiSsy DMecadee. Aliee

light if me go dlownee in cleek.”

“Shut up, you little idiot!” said Frank

. “Xep!” he said. | _ | this section, you'll hear from the sheriff “Blessed little humbug!” growled Bob, | tearfully. . unp&tl;a}’ltly " Wh.ert; e a0

v “Kootenays on the war-path?” grinned | at Thompson.” | . | “I1f T catch you hangitg round their camp, “We know that already.” o m-gl;\iy Meadee desk.” |
il | . “What did he want with you, Bean?" | I'il give you the trail-rope, Yen Chin. f “Too badee to live,” said the Celestial | ~.pusey pooagee Co8¢ . .
~ “Nope! 'But I reckon you'd better keep | asked Frank, as the sullen half-breed did [ You've given us trouble enough with your | “Missy ‘Meadee velly mad with Yen Chin T Rt e TR R

~locked,” said Beauclere.

“Me findee key.” 8 |
The chums of Cedar Creek looked ab
one anovher blankly. ,

More than once—many times, in fact—

pruL e . s R . ¥ ' - fp e W P AT i B e " wyiare | they had helped Yen Chin out of st¢rapes
better it will be for your health, I guess.” | up. . 5 - | pose. Don’t forget the trail-rope! cither,” growled Bob Lawless. He's | | U e g | ! At
. whpraders from  the  North-West?(” re- The half-breed stepped back from the ! The chums led in their horses to the | always at somie stunt or other. I sup- | 10F» little rascal that he was, they made

allowances for hissheathen training, and

for his apparent inability to distinguish

between right and wrong. And he had
sometimes shown good_-_ gualities in his
character. Frank Richards had not

] despaired of making him  honest, with

plenty of etfort, in the long run, though
it was an upnill task.

Such a confession from any other fel-
low at Cedar Creek would have disgusted
the chums too much for them to be ¢on-
cerned about him, but about the hapiess.
little Chinee they could not help feeling
concerned, as well as angry. They felt
a  compassionate interest in the little
beathen who was planted out, as it were,
in the midst of a civilisation he did not
understand. |

But this confession was really the
lmit; actual theit of money was a thing
that could not be ¢ondoned, even in a
heathen who “sat in darkness.”

“Better take him to Miss Meadows!”
said Bob Lawless at last. “I—I suppose
hhe will be turned out oi-the schiool. Poor

“Well, Billy’s right,” answered Bob little wreteh!”
473153333?5'1;11.;Ifzirgggg ?gﬂ-& tgg?g 1{%{313}}%&5 i NO..I goey“to Missy '_Meﬁdeel’." walled
hetter. I've heard of them already—some{ @« /7 | NADNGKON |// /70 7~ o A7 WSibetw /722 ((HE e NS ((SSEW//I0s %I‘?“_ Chin.  “Diownee in cleek if go to
,_ A A7 lissy. Meadee in face; me velly wicked,

bad boy.”
“Well, the pocr little beast is sorry,”

“After all, it’s not as

if he was & white man. But—but what

on earth’s to be done?” |

“Me dlownee in cleek "

Clang, clang, clang!

“There’s the' belle——"

fGood-bye, Flanky-—-—"

Vere %ﬁ%ﬂ@lm- on the way to Uedar “Come with we, you little idiot!” an-
’br&ek. ___ch-haul.';‘ i o e T ek = swered Frank Richards., “We'll see what
Beauclere was geuerally early, as | can be done.”

‘meéeting-place was only a short distance

 from  his father’s shack on the creek;
‘but on this especial morning he was not
‘in sight when Frank and'Bob came trot-
ting up to the fork. ;

“The Cherub’s late for once,” reéemarked
Bob. “1 dare say we shall sight him from
the corner, though.” _ ;-

The thick timiber bid the branch trail
from their sight as they rode up; but
as ‘they neared the fork, the sound of a
sharp voiee caine through the treess
Y Let my réinmgo at once!l” :

- “Hallo, that's the Cherub’s voice!” ex-
elaimed Bob. “He’s landed into trouble
with somebody.” L
i Come on!” answered Frank, touching
his horse lightly with the whip. = =
-The two riders came round the bend in
“the trail at a gallop, more than ready to
.go to their' chum’s help if he needed it.

. Vere .Beauclere, mounted upon his big
.black horse, was halted in the middle of
the branch trail. A dusky hand was on
“the reipn. A tall, slim, dark-faced half-
breed was holding it, his eyes glittering

“You no tellee Misdy Meadee!” pleaded
Yen Chiu. f

Frank "looked at lis chums,

“No,” he said at last. “We—we'll sece
what ¢an be done, you awful little rascal.
Come itn pow.” _ AT

“Flanky velly geood handsome ole boy—
oh, vyes,” sgaid Yen Chin contentedly.
R G AT et et And he trotted in quite cheerfully with
- R 1 - TR . thre Co. to aiternoen lessons.

Black Louis mads a savage stride towards Bob | '
_ Lawless, and Billy Cook thrust his ¢ifle forward.
““1 gueas you'll find trouble if you don’t, my Injun iriend ! ** 'z

R il

TROUBLE IN THE HALF-BREEDS’ CAMP! .
‘“ Qo slow !’! said the ranchman laconically. The 3rd Chapter.
| ' ke A The Way Qut,

Frank Richards & Co. bhad plenty of
f(}{){l* for thought that afternoon—not all
furnished by the invaluable instruction
they were receiving from Miss Meadows.

Yen Chin and his crime weighed heavily
on their minds.
- Somehow they felt a sense of responsi-
bility for the wretched little - heathen.
 They had chipped in vigorously te break
~off his connection with Kers Gunten,
the Swiss schoolboy of Hillcrést, for his

““What's the matter, kid?” asked Beau-
clere. ¢ b
Yen Chin sighed deeply. 1t was evi-
dent that something weighed very heavily
on" his conscience, which was not a new |
experience for Yen Chin of Cedar Creek.
The heathen’s ways weére not as the
white man’s ways, and Yen Chin, though
he had his good points, was a pretty
thorough young rascal in a good many

days, since his gambling escapade with
Kern Gunten, of Hillerest School, Yen
Chin had been on his best behaviour—at |
all events, so far as Yrank Richards & Co.
had been able to obsgerve. But it was
. very probable that 'the little heathen’s:
Eepenta;nc-& was not much more than skin-:
eep. ; | - L% ik
Frank Richards & Co. found that the }
- traders were the subject of a. good deal

-again, the trader watching them, as they f
went, with glittering eyes. Whatever
had been his intentions, he apparently
did not consider 1t worth while to try con-
clugions with the three. ;

The trio rode on up the trail towards
Cedar Creek, and the timber hid them
from the eyes of the muttering ruffian.

“1 guess you came jolly near to losing
your horse, Cherub,” remarked Bob Law-

~at the schoolboy from under his beetling y less.  “1f ever a galoot looked like & } of talk at the lumber school that day. } respects. own good. Not that Gunte illerest
black brows. . x [ borse-thief, that galoot does. He won'd § Black Louis and his crowd had camped | “Get it off your chest!” said TFrank | felt anythins ?ikff i*‘é.?e-nd‘é’ﬁ?ﬁ"'f&f tﬁéﬂfﬁ?g

“Let go!” = Beauclere was not at ail | find it hqgl-thy in this section, if that’s | in the t}mber on tdlel-rﬂyay back to the | Richards encouragingly. - “Have you } Celestial, wﬁdm he despised as a “Chow.”
.alarmed, but he was angry. “How dare | his game! - North-West, after a trading round of the [ peen gambling again, you young rascal?” | Yen Chin’s passion for gambling made

- setttements, and they were not the -kind |
neighbours the
Thompson ' Valley
Cedar (Creck

I suppose that was his game,”’ assented
" Beauclere.  “They will get into trouble if | of
they stay in this section, 1 fancy. We

may as well give the fellows at school

you stop me?”

him an easy victim of the unscrupulous
t Swiss, and the chums more than sus-
- pected that Gunten did not even give

“Playee piecee card,” confessed Yen |
Chin. _ | -
“You young scallywag!” growled Bob.

good {folk of the:
desired. = And -all:
agreed- that the gsooner |

The half-breed laughed softly'.
. *“There are few things that Louis
“Leronge does not dare, if he chooses, mon

fthe trail!™

petit!” he answered, “Get down into

~ “TI shall do mnothing. of the sort!”
answered Beauclere angrily. “And if you
do not release my rein at once, I shall use
my whip, I warn you.” i

The hali-breed’s eyes gleamed.
- He dropped one hand to his belt, where

the haft of a Jong hunting-knife was

‘visible. Whether he intended to draw the

“weapon or not, he had _no time. Frank

Richards and Bob Lawless came dashing
up, and Bob reached out with his whip,

lashing at the half-b-reed’s arms with the |

heavy butt.
Crack! 5 s
Louis Leronge uttered a howl of pain, as

he reeceived that sudden and unexpected

¢rack on the elbow. His arm dropped 1o
‘his side, and he relgased Beauclerc’s rein,

- §

~and spun round. Bob and Frank drew in

a tip to keep out of the timber on this
side.” ol -
ui &-"ﬂu bet!!! ,I |
Chunky Todgers was adorning the gates
of Cedar Creek with his fat person, when
the three chums rode up. He secmed to
be waiting there for Frank Richards &

Co. to arrive.

“All O K, you galoots?” he asked, as
they dismounted.. -

“Why shouldn’t we be?” answered Frank

| Richards.

- “Then you. ‘haven™t seen anything of
the half-breeds?” et

- “0Oh, you know about thent, do you?”
“You bet!” answered Chunky Todgers.

! “There’s ‘a‘r l(}‘b of 't;{;l,ll{ ﬂ,bOUt them in

- Thompson. - Blaek * Louis~=man named
J.eronge—is the king-pin- of the gang.

They’te down from the North-West ranges,
and they're a tough crowd. There's talk
of hosses mussing already.” .-

BN ¢ L IRl S

Black Louis & Co. took the trail for the |
- North-West the -better it would be for

everybody concerned.

'

The 2nd Chapter.
_ Yen Chin’s Confession!
“ Flanky !" oo s '
“Hallo, kig > 7~

“Good-bye, Flanky!”

Frank Richards Tovked curiously at Yen -
Chin, the little: Chinee of Cedar COreek

"

School.

Yen -Ghin’_s_ " I-i-ttle.‘ yellow- face wore -rﬁ]e
most . fugabrious of expressions, - and his .

almond eyes were sad and sorrowfnl.

He geemed to be in the lowest depths
of  doleful dumps.: - | i ol o
M Good-hyey - Flanky !”

~repeated . Yen
Chin. e

“Didn’t I promijse you the trail-rope if

| Chin.

“ Where . are you '."g'-@i-ng,.-th.w?:” ‘asked _

“You promised not to, Yen Chin,” said

Frank.

“Chinece keepee plomise,” .said  Yen
n. “No playee pokee. Playee euchre.”

« Well, that comes to the same thing.
Does - Miss ' Meadows . know ¢”

*Ro kndwee yet.®., . " . -, *
- Well, she needn’t Lkpow.” said Frank.
“We’ll keep it dark;
have told us. And don’t do it again!”

“Never no mole!” -

boy.™ Playee -euchre,
money. - Stonee bloke!”? -
“Serve you right ! o

- “Me knowee,” said the. little (Celestial.

“Chince velly bad. - Me {ief!” N

W HatY? s
_“Stealee piecee  dollee.” -
¥rauk Richards & Co. became:

not that you need
“New said - Yen Chin.
“Mownee in cleek, - Chince wvelly bad
and  losee ~all

VEPY 8eri-

his vietim a “square deal” with the
cards.

¥en Chin’s "confession seemed to  indi-
cate that he hLad been gambling again

- with the Swiss, and that thought made
| the Co, bitterly angry. Yen Chin was a

benighted heathen, but Gunten knew

i better, and his own schoolfellows were

as much down on him ag Frank Richards
& Co. Only a few days before Yen Chin
had extracted money {rom the Co. by
an claborate series of falsehoods, and
they had discovered that it was for the
purpose of playing poker with the Swiss.

Now the young rascal had apparently
gone a step. farther, That source of
wealth hoving dried up, he had helped

| himself—at least, that was his own state-
- ment.

And if ‘he had lost the money it
coutd wot be replaced: and even if it
could have been  replaced, the. chums.
doubted whether they had a right to

keep the matber secret and shield a thief.
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. little villain!

. clere. qmetly.
18y what’s to be denef”

. dollee,: and me puttee :in-

light. 3

-and .at one another.

money,
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It was no wonder that Miss’ Meadows

found them somewhsit absent-minded. in’

class, and” was rather sharp with them
that afternoon. ' They«
thinking of what would happen if the
schoolmistress 'Went to - her desh and

missed 'the:' money.:

‘Glad enough were fhe three when the -

class ‘was dismissed at last.
They joined 'Yen Chin in the
greund The little Chinee was looking
VETY lugubrious, but his eyes
their faces with curious intention.. He
seemed ‘ to have forgotten his intention
of " “dlowning ” hlmself in the .creek.
““You tinkee what do, nicey ole Bob?”

_ he asked.

“Blessed if I know what te do,”
swered Bob Lawless n'ruﬁly “1 suppose

it was G'unten yeu vc been gambling
with?” - - M
““Me velly bad bey,” said Yen Chin,
humblv f

“Was it Gunten‘f"” demanded Bob. -
“Guntee velly bad boy.” |
- “Will you answer my questlen,
heathen? Tell me whether it was Gunten
won.the money from' you?”
““@h, yes,” said Yen Chin,
a direct reply at last.
““The . 'awful rotter!” said Frank
Richards, setting his teeth. * Last week
we made him hand back what he’d ot
out of this little idiot, and now——"
“We’ll do.the same agaln ” said Beau-
clere.
~Yen Chin looked alarmed.

driven f{fo

“No speakee to Guntee!” he exclalmed .

“Why not?” endpped Bob.
“Me no wantee.”

“It doesn’t matter a rap what you
want. If Gunten’s got. the money, he’s

got. to.refund it.?
““But—but———-" stammered Yen Chin.
-“Well, but what?” '

The. Chinee blinked helplessly ‘at the

Evidently he was nonplussed,

chums

and, dismayed, tee, at the idea of Gunten
being asked for.the money. '

A Suppeeee—-—suppesee ----—”, he  stam-
mered.
UWell; suppese what 2" runted Bob.
“Supposee Missy . Meadee goee desk,

ﬁnde money- genee?” mumbled Yen Chln

“Velly angly.” - 45 "

- Bob knitted his brows.

“1--L :suppose she Imght miss the money
any time,” he muttered. < “ “Oh, you awful
There may be no time to

get it back from Gunteu before——" He
Epaused L4
““Me  go dlownee in deek——-——-

‘ “Oh,,shut up!” said Bob irritably.
¥ E’nouﬂ'h ef that Yen Chin,” said Bean-
“Talk sense. The questlon

“Me knowee.”

“ewell?? | 5
“Nicey ole Bob givee me,. twentee
desk, “allee
samee,” sug gested Yen Chin

“We ve not got twenty dollars,” said
Frank Richards. |
“Bollow him,” suggested Yen Chin.
The three chums looked at the Chinee
Yen Chin seemed
to be satisfied that theirs were the rie'ht

- shoulders to bear the burden.

“Borrow the money!”  repeated Bob.

i“I-——I suppose we could do that. But—

but—— Look here, Yen Chin, if we raise

~the money, and trust to gettmg it back

from Gunten, will you go stralght to Miss
Meadows and confess what you've done,

and hand her the dollars?”

“Missy Meadee velly angly with . pool
liI’* Chinee.”

“You’ve done . wrong—awiul wrong,

"Yen Chin,” said Frank Rleherds quietly.
“You don’t seem to understand it, but'

what you’ve done is a crime. ; It’s up to
you to confess to Miss Meadows, and
hand the money back. If we find the
will you do it?”

The little heathen’s © eyes
for a moment. |

“Flanky tinkee all lightee 11?- do?” he
asked.. F |

{1 Yes, yes * _ |

“Me do as nicey ole Flankv say,”

“Well, 1 suppose that’s good enough,”
sald Bob Lawless. “Give MISS Meadows
the money, and tell her you’re sorry, and
hope for the best. It’s the only thing
now. . And we’ll see you go into her room,
too, .you young rascal.”

“Me goey.”

“Wait here for us,” said Frank

The Cedar Creek fellows were starting
for home, and there was no time to lose.
In their own possession the chums had
half -the amount required, and ‘1t was
necessary to borrow ten dollars.

Fortunately, their credit was good at
the lumber school. Tom Lawrence, Dick

gllmmcred

"Dawson, and Hopkins had the honour of

making contributions—to ~be paid back
the following week; And the chums re-
joined Yen Chin, with the whole sum of
twenty dollars in their possession.

The Celestial's almond eyes glittered
at. the sight of the money. Bob Law-
less took lum by the pigtail.

- “Now you’ll come to Miss Meadows,”
he said. “We'll see you as far as her
doer 2

“Nicey ole Bob'” murmured Yen Chin.

“Oh, dry up with your soft sawder!”
grunted Bob.

He: led the Chinee into the lumber
school: Yen Chin was not exactly to be
trusted. Bob Lawless tapped at the
door ‘of Miss Meadows' sitting-room.
“Come in!” came the voice of the
schoolmistress.

- “@o .in!” ;whispered Bob.

- Yen Chin nodded, and entered the

 sitting-room, closing the door after him.

Bob reJemed his chums outside the build-
ing.

“All rlﬂht new,” he said. “I’'ve landed
him wlth Miss Meadows. We'll wait till
he comes .out.” g b

And - Frank Richards & Co. waited,
someéwhat troubled in mind. by tie heavy
financial liability they
feeling that thev had
thing p0551ble under the c;rcumsmnues
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Every Monday

wuld not help

play--

watched |

'en-'

you

‘Meadee velly good to pool 1il’ Chinee.

I Then allee

had incurred, but
done  the best '

They weuld not ‘have: felt eo satlsﬁed
on that point, however, if" they- could
have thnesst.d the 1nterv1ew between
Yen Chin- and the schoolmistress of Cedar
Creek. Well' as they knew the decep-
tivenéss of the little heathen, they werée
far from fathoming Yen Chin’s duplicity
on this ocecasion.

“What is it.. Yen Chin?” asked the Gunten at tea, with his chum Keller.

Gunten was not present, for which they; | :
‘camp !” grinned Gunien.

‘money about him, that - where he 5 bound

Canadian schoolmistress kindly, as the

little .Chinece presented himself.

“Yen Chin velly solly—-"
“What have you done?”

“Me loeee nicey ole 'book Missy Meedee
w1‘mee me,” said Yen Chin tearfully.
'Lowe mcey ole book in cleek. Me velly
bad bey ;

Miss Meadows smiled.

- “That "1s not very serious, my boy,
she “answered.

“Me velly -bad boy.. . You gwee-me

stickee.”

‘“Not at all. I shall give yeu anobher
booky” said - Miss: Meadewe kindly. *“You

will bake more care of thie one, Yen
Chin?” .
“Me takee velly gleet care. - Missy

5

“Which book was it,: Yen Chin?”

“Jolaphy.”

““Oh, geography.”

“ Nicey. ole ]elephy bookee

Miss Meadows rose, and selected a
new schoolbook from a shelf and handed

- lt to the Chinee.

“Me tanky Missy Meadee velly muchee !™
murmured Yen Chln gratefully.

And he tucked the book away inside his
loose garments, and left the sehool-

mistress’ sitting-room. OQutside the door

he grinned and gave a silent chuckle. But
bis yellow face was very. serious. as he
joined the chums,’ ‘waiting for him in the
porch. Arrived there, he rubbed his-hands
together hard, and sobbed' a :little.

“Well?” said Frank Richards.

‘“Allee light!” moaned ‘'Yén Chin.  “Me
givee. money, and Missy Meadee velly mad

with pool 1il’ thnee (xivee me muchee

stlckee'"

“Well, “if that’s all you’ve get, you’'ve
got off cheap,” ‘said Frank Richards, with
a deep breath of relief. *“You'd better

keep straight after this, Yen Chm ¥

“Me keepee velly stlaight.”
- “And now we’ll get oﬁ to Thompqon
and see Gunten,” said Bob Lawless grimly.
“He owes us twenty dollars. What are
you grinning aft, Yeu Chin, you Chinése
nnage"” *'

1 M€
light 1"

“Better keep it all right, then,

feelee- velly ,fhappy now - allee

now it

is all right. Come on, you c¢haps! You're

ge:{ng home our way, Yen Chin. ~ Come
on!” | \
“Me. comee WIth nicey ole Bob!”

The four schoolboys rode away together,

last, out of the gates ere Black Sam closed

They rode up the
DHut Yen Chin - soon
Frank Richards looked

them for the night.
Thompson® trail ;
dropped behind.
back at him. .

“(yet, & move on, Kid!™ he called out.

“Pool ole hoss tired,” answered Yen
Chin.' “Allee llght-—mnm follow!"

“Right-ho !”

‘Frank Richards & Co. rode on at a
gallop, and- the little Chinee was soon
out of sight behind. When the Co. had
disappeared, Yen Chin turned from the
trail. His horse seemed lively enough
now, and there was a grin on the little
vellow. face, as he followed a rough track

through the mmber, in the’ dlrection of the

half-breeds’ camp.

The 4th Ohapter.
Light at Last !

“Here we are!” |

Frank Richards & Co. rode up with a
clatter to 4the door of Gunten’s store in
Main Street at Thompson.

1t was too:late to catch Kern Gunten as
he left Hillerest School; ‘but the business
the chums had with him did not brock
delay. They . had determined to visit hlm
at his home.

They left their horses tethered to a post
outside, and strode into the store. 'There
was the usual crowd in the store, and
Oild Man Gunten was at a counter. His
son was not to be seen.

rTCIEAV T (4
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FOR NEXT MONDAY!

A really leCll{Ild and

amusing story - of

title of it will be

- disgrace. The story s called

“ CAPTAIN TUBBY MUFFINI"
- - By Owen Conquest.

The next magnificent inst 1lment of our

rousing adventure story will again be of
in deference to “the enor-

mous interest that has been aroused by
Captain

Bones, and by the schoolboy trtasure-

extra length,

+hat wonderful old character,

Lhiunters.

None ot my readers should mlss nexet

weeL s instalment of

S SKULL ISLAND!”
- 'By Duncan Stor-m

The chums of the School in the Back-
woods have won a place for themselves
in the. Boys' FRIEND, and next Friday’s

long,. complete story will reveal  Frank
“Richards staggering under a cruel and
unexpected hlow which requires -all

“his pluck and fortitude to w1thetand

Amelgamated Press,
Subseri

‘Write to me whenmer you are in doubt or difficulty.
BOYS FRIEND. All readers who write to me, and enclose a stamped envelope or postcaru, 'may
prompt and kindly.reply by post. All letters should be addressed:
House, Farringdon Street, London. E.O. 4.”

particularly
Rookwood School 18
on the programme for next week. The
sufficient indication to
keen readers of the state of affairs which
has been reached at the old school since
Bulkeley, the popular captain, fell into

Limited, The Fleetway

THE BOYS’ FRIF‘ND

gL 5 not thdt'” ‘he aaid!

“Is your son about, Mr. Gunten 2 hsked
Bob Lawless. *““We've called to see him.”
“1  guess you'll “find ' hind inside,”
anewered the stofekeeper, without turn-
ing 'his head. . -
“Thanke'” '
Frank Richards & Co.

paesed into the
back .parlour,. where thev found

Kern

were thankful,

Gunten jumped up 'in surprise at the
sicht of his visitors. Franl-.. closed. the
door into the shop. .

“What the thunder do you galeots want
here?” demanded Gunten. '

Y- guess -we've called for twenty
dollars!” answered Bob Lawless.

Gunten stared at him blankly.

“Twenty dollars!” he repeated.

libu:re r!i
"“1 reckon vou 've come to the wreng
shop, “then,” said  Gunten, ‘with' a Iaugh
“You won’t get any dollars out of me

“I'll "put “it ‘plainly,” said -Bob. “Last
week we made you gwe back ‘the money
you'd won from Yen Chin at Lards We're
here now *on the same stunt.”

“Do you want it twice over?”’ sneered
Gunten ‘

“Nope! We want tweuty dollars this
time, that ‘you've swindled out of him.
And we’re not going without it. You
can call in your fether if you like, if you
want him to know.”

T’ call in. my father fast enouqh if
You try to bulldoze me!” answered Gunten
disdainfully. “l1've mot played with Yen
Chin since that time, and not even seen
him, except once-at the half-breeds’ camp
in the timber. You won’t. bully twenty
dollars out of me, I reckon!”

Bob Lawless started.

“You've .seen Yen Chin
yreeds’ camp'”‘ he- exclaimed. |

“Yep. Some galeete go there to play
poker with the *traders—they’re pretty
well heeled!” grinned Gunten. “I saw
Yen Chin there yesterday ; he’'d been play-
ing euchre with Black Louis, and lost
EVETY .
tin terror with

found that out!”
“My hat!” murmured Frank Richards.

e Hae he been raising money from you
again?” asked Gunten, greatly amused.
“Ha, ha, ha!—and losing it at the half-
breeds’ camp. You've been finding money
for Black Louis to spend in fire-water.
Ha. ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” echioed Keller.

Bob Lawless stood dumb. i

He had not doubted for a moment Yen

‘hin’s statement, that he had lost, the
money to Gunten: the previous affair had
made ‘him take that mnf-h for granted.
But he remembered now: the hesitation
the Chinee had shown in naming Gunten.
And the manner of the Swiss was not that
of n guilty party. He evidently did not
care whether his father was called in or
not—and if he had been the guilty party,
he would certainly have shrunk from that.

In fact, a glimmering of 'the truth was
dawning on Bob's mind now. Once more
the cunning little heathen had fooled. the
cood-natured chumsg of Cedar Creek.

“We can’t take Guuten's word,”
Frfmk Richards, breaking the sllence.

Gunten gave a sneering laugh.

“You can’ suit yourselves about that,”
he answered. “Xeller here knows that 1
haven’t played with the Chinee.
ask Dicky Bird, if you like, whether Yen
Chin ‘has been. anywhere near our school.

the pastebeards—ﬂl ve

said

If Yen Chin Says I've won his money, he

lies. - By gum, he hasn’t had any money
for me to win that T know of-—he only
had a dollar about him. when he played
with Blac]x Louis, and he lost that on: the

game.’
“Only a- dollar!” rcpeeted Beauclerec.
‘f Sure”!

“He had twenty del[ars——-—-—“ began

Frank Richards.

Gunten laughed again.

“He's been stuffing you,” bhe answered.
“You 'made me. give him back his ten
dollars last week, so he’s spun you a yarn
about twenty dollars, thinking you could
serew it out of me. You jolly well won't,

though.”
Bob Lawless shook his head

My feadere will find a special interest in '

{CONDEVMINED BY THE
SCHOOL'!'"?
By Martin Ollﬁ'ord

Lastly, I will mention that my cricket-
ing chums c¢an look
more really helpful hints about their
1eveunte came  in next week’s

QRAND CRICKETING ARTICLE
By Qeorge Qunn.

Every follower of cricket knows the
which 1s a name to con-
Nettmfrlmmslnre cricket

}urm is a player with
happy  those
amateur players who can say that—like
a certain famous make of bicycle—they

name of Gunn,
jure with, in
circles especially.

a style about him-—and

'BE.

are “made like a (.unn

A LE'I'TER FROIVI PERSIA

P AT E TN | WO )

It was a pleasure to get a letter frem
a Persian girl reader the other day. She
told ' me she had . read the Companion

Papers for several yecars. By the way,

'she did not live in Persia.

within the sound of Bow Bells.
do not hear much
days it 1s our loss.

Mrs.

at the hali-

cent he had.' Louis Leronge is a |

You can

Tell me about yourself; let me know what yon think of 'the -
“The Editqor, the BOYS’ FRIDND. The Fleotway

forward to some

Hong-Kong
was her. temporary home, and she could
speak Bnglish as well as anybody born
If we
about- Persia thesc
T_ol many people the

House, Farringdon Stresot, London, E.C.4. Ad\ernmemem offices: The F
tion rates: Inland and abroad (except® South Africa and Australasia),” 8s. 10d.

want 'to give us your name.
now--—-——-"-
“Where is he?” asked Gunten.

him come here and 'say to my face' that

“He was coming- with us, but- he

.drepped behind -on- the . trail—-" . +
“Most likely to go to the’ half- breede'
“1f he’s got any

for, you -bet !”
Frank Ricbhards jumped.
“Bob——" he ejaculated.

“Oh, he has some money then, has he?”
“Have you been

asked Gunten, grinning.
lendmg him any? Ha, ha, ha! Did you
give him the twenty dollars. you bhourrht
you were.going to squeeze out. of mef”

And Gunten roared.’

Frank Richards & Co. looked at one
another with sickly looks. The duplicity
of the rascally heathen was dawning ‘upon
them at last. Gunten and Keller ehuckled
expleswely |

*Look here, Gunten,”

¥2

desk so we handed him—-— |
Yeu handed hllll the money?” howled
Gunten.

“Yes, and saw.him go to Miss Meadows
to give it back, and then we——"
. ““Ha. ha, ha! He was stuffing  you!”
roared Gunten. “I remember when I was
at Cedar Creek, Miss Meadows was always
careful with the key of her desk. I’ll bet
you the imp never hagged any money
there. And he never handed
either. Were you present——" -

“We waited in the porch——"

“Ha, ha, ha!
alone, and spun Miss Meadows some yarn
to account for the visit—and left with

your twentg' dollars still in his pocket!”
en. :

roared Gun
‘“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Keller.

“And no wonder he dropped behind on
- gone.
yeur twenty:

the trail!” chortled Gunten. “He’s
to see Black Louis—with

dollars. Ha, ha, ha!”

“Let’s get out of this!” mutbered Frenki

Richards.

The three chums left the store, followed
by the mocking laughter of Gunten and
Keller. The two young rascals were evi-
dently highly amused, but the chums of
Cedar Creek were sick at heart.
understood now, to the full, the treachery
of ‘the wretched little heathen. His con-
fession, and the -sunposed robbery of Miss
Meadows’ desk, were false from beginning
to end—there hed been no theft of twenty
dollars at all;
a cunning devlce to extract money from

the Co.—to play noker at-the camp of the:

half-breed traders!

In the street, the three chums lueked
at one another with elckly lueks in. the
falling dusk.

“We've been donel” mid Frank “It’s
too late now—-""0

Bob Lawless’ eyes gleamed.

“1 know my way to the half-breeds’
camp,” he said. “Are you fellows game
to come with me?”

“Phew! Dut—-"

“We may catch Yen Chin there before
he’s gambled away our money.”

“But the half- breedg——"

“1'1 ‘horrow #a gun, -and then T guess
they won’t chip in!” said” Bob deter-
minedly. . “I’m not letting that money
go without a tussle. Hallo! Billy Cook-'
Billy Cook!”

The stalwart ll;zure of the' ranch fore

man loomed up in the. hght of the stere-

front.
Bob! '

“Hallo, What are you

young

young scallywags doing in Thompsen‘?”.

asked the ranchman, eveing them.

Bob Lawless explained hastlly.
Cook chuckled.

“You're a set of veung jays!” he re-
marked. * “I guess 1’1l come with you.
I've got my rifie on my saddle, and T
rather reckon Louis Leronge won't argufy
w1th that‘ (Jet. en your hossées, dnd 1

Billy

&nd in a minute more the three school-

boys and the ranch foreman were riding
away into the timber, heading for the

camp of Black Louis. .

P — - -

be sure:of receiving a

country is simply' the land where the
“Arabian Nights ” was inspired. But
the Persia of 1;0 day 18 a most progressive
country. I wonder if any of. my friends
‘have read the amusing story by James
Morier about Hajii Baba and his adven-
tures in - the world? My Persian friend
isstypical, 1 fancy, of many representa-
tives of the famous empire of the East—
up to date, and with as wide an acquaint-
:{{;C&t’ with the world as most folks in the
CS

UP A TREE.

A eorrespondent tells me that hls first
meeting with one of the Companion
Papers was when he climbed a tree. He
was a Scout, and there was the paper
fixed and fluttering in- one of the top-
most  branches. He picked it, so to
speak—the paper, not. ‘the branch—-and
since then he has been a constant reader.
This happened in Australia, the great

_ll‘—lllh

dsland continent Wthh some folks speak

of as “Down Under.”

But what about that tree' Of couree.
it -is an -exceptional :thing. t0 ‘have to
climb a tree to get the paper you. want,
but after ‘all this method is a lot more
exciting than tramping round to the

wrner new..,aﬂent

per annum, 4s. 5d. for six months,

G Threo Halipence

hic He dldn’t_.f
1—I' think

“Let

‘he’s rplayed with ‘'me * since tha.t row: last”’ ;gbe . camy

week.” pitched in: a little grassy glade.

| dozen .rudely-built ‘shacks stood close by
trlcklmg spring, and close ‘by them a0
Y amp -fire blaz,e d .,md roared, ' A
As many horses R&a ol
were i
tethered close at hand. 1t was a wild,
picturesque scene that burst upon the.': oy

view of ‘Frank Richards & Co. as they_ g

'swhb of the Chinee.

sald Bob at last:.
“Yen Chin eentessed to . us that he’ d*'
taken twenty doliars from Miss Meadewe-

it beck,'

And Yen Chin wént in

. mu swindling
They |

the whole story was simply

if I was you,” he remarked.

leetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
Sole agenty for bouth Africa: The Gentral Nows

Led.2 and for Canada, The Imperze* News Co.. Lt,d Baturdey, May 24th, 1919. | A

'l'he 5th Chapter. SR

Oaught in Time!
A flare of ‘red flame
dark foliage.

danced on

ruddy glare 01 the ﬁre

and two or, three pack- mu,les

came in sight of the half-breeds’ camp. .

A pony they knew well 'was gr@ppmg

the grass. in the glade, and it was evi-

dence enough that Yen Chin was there. = =
they came towards the ecamp- 00
walking their horses, they caught .
He was seated:on =
3 log.. near the fire, and a black- hrowed '
half-breed was seated on the other: ena e

And as
fire, w

of it, shuffling .a pack. of greasy cards.

The game. dld seem to have commenced
Yen Chin had apparently found higr il
half-breed traders at their evening meal.
Some of them were still eating as Frank

yvet.

Richards & “Co. came up.

Bla¢k Louis looked up, and ecewled Iz{xs.'
b

he saw the Cedar Creek fellnws
evidently remembered. his preweue meet-'

ing «with them.
~His' hand
seemed instinctive, tewards the huntmg-
knife in his belt. |
Billy . Cook dtsmeunted
lifted t,he rifle  from hlS saddle.

trouble arose.

“That’s your 1 guese‘?“ he'-

antelope,

remarked, jerking. his head tewards Yeni"'i,

“Fianky*” he muttered.

“You heathen!”: shouted: Beb Lawless,
graeplng him by the :shoulder. .“Get_up‘
You're coming away. with us!™ =

Yen Chin wriggled. = 4
- “No can coimne!” he gasped.

“And you'll give us the. twentv dellare
little rascal!l” exclmmed

Frank Richards.

Bob Lawless dragged the Celestial & AR

his feet, and there was a plaintive wall
from Yen Chin: |

“You.lettee ’lone! You ge away,
ole :Bobh! We wantee playee pokee!”

“1'll give you playing poker!”. growled
Bob, shaking him.
raseel-————-—~”

“Yarooh!” |
~Black  Louis sprang to hlB feet
eyes glittering under his beetling brqwe

“Let un!” he rapped out sevagely.
“Let the Chow alone! What busmess is
it of yours?”

“This much--that he’s feoled us into
handing him the money you want to
win from him!"” retorted Bob hotly. “ And
he’s not going to lose a cent of it here!
So you can put that in your,pipe and
smoke it !”

“Hands off, I tell you'“ qrowled the

Thalf-breed.

“You'll see!” -answered Bob and he

swung the yelling Yen Chin. towards his

pony. “Get on that hoss, you rascall”
“No getteel Me no goey 'way!” howled
Yen Chin.

. Black Louis made .9, eavage stride to,a- |
wards Bob, the huntmg knife half drawn,

Billy Cook thrust his

from his belt.
His finger was on the

rifie forward.

the bharrel with .a deadly gleam.’ _
“Go slow!” said the Canadlan ranch-
man laconically. " “I .guess you'll find

_ tl‘Ouble lf you dﬁn,t; my In]un frlendp: i
Black Louis halted, ‘and the other half-

breeds, with lewelmg looks, gathered
round him.

“Nope, I reckon 1 wouldn’t tr a. rush
“’Cauee

why?. Black Louis gets the first ball, and
I recken T’ve another for some of yeu’
And the sheriff of Thompson has a ropeé

- for ‘the whole crowd if there’s bloodshed

in this section. I reckon I'd go slow!”.

Billy Cook’s advice was too good not
to be ta,kt.n The half-breeds went slow-—
very slow indeed. Black Louis ]ammed
the knife back into his belt and turned
away with a muttered oath.’

The hapless Chince was thrown upon
his. pony, with a woebegone face.
Bob  Lawless held out his hand |

“Twenty. dolars,” he said briefly—“and

‘sharp, before I start on you w1th my
WhiD!" - ;
“ Nicey ole Bob—"

and eereleeely'
The
ranch foreman. was ready for trouble, it

“You awful llttle_'

lne'

Billy Cook eyed them coolly. .

Then -

gl
In the midst of the timber, =~
ef the half-breed traders was =
Hﬂ-]f ﬂ-,._ (e /

trigger, and his eteady eye gleamed ﬂJGUE‘-_:

Whack ! o
“Yow-ow-ow!” yelled Yen Chin. “Allee
light! Me wantee payee nicey ole Bob!”

“Sharp, then!”
With a dolorous face,
handed out

the heath,en'

to the prompt’ pursult

“Now. you goey ’'way!” he said dls-'_, |

censolately
“We're going,

coming, too!”
“M2 stayee—-"
Whack! | _
“Lettee upn!” velled Yen Chin.

comee! Me wantee wmee'"
“Come,. then!”
And Yen Cl‘lm ca,me'

The next da.y, :1‘0 the lumber school, Yen
and - pathetic
But his pathetic looks were wasted
and when he

Chin was all 1epentance
l00Kks. .

on Frank Richards & Co.,

the twenty dollars—for-
tunately, still safe in his pocket, owmg |
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“agreed Bob, “and you’re

made - a meveméht whlch g

Chin.
The -little Chmee spun reund on: the A

log. LA

- His . yellow face  was the plcture ef.-, b

_-dtema.y at the sight of I‘rank Rlchards & i
0. b . |

i ".'r.: .F: :.."-

Ugl}" ‘ i
{ / : bl
.‘ i

sidled up to them, Bob Lawless’ heavy-

hoot cut short his remarks, and he fled. gk
The heathen Chinee had passed the limit
more for-

this time. and there was no

g,weness for him.
" THE END:

(Another splendid complete tale. of Frank
Richards & Co., entitled “ Condemned by
in next

the School,” bu Martin Clifford,
weeh s Boys’ FRIEND. Order early)

B.C. 4




