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: 2 Tubby lifted a podgy farefinger and wagged it reprovingly at George Bulkeley's

: ' frowning face. "1 don’l want any cheek from you or any of the Sixth!"” he said

- A Warnlng for Bulkeley o Severely. "I sha'n't cang you, Bulkeley, unless you ask for it. But if there's any
cheek from you, I shallgive you the ashplaint. Bear that in mind!”

B a I

The ist Chapter.’ round the quadrangle was a mystery to | study door _ﬁ}_;rf}llf:*i_h and " Neville of jhe | to vote ior a bully like Carthew. A jew | He opened the window as the proeession
: : the former captain of Rookwood. Sixth came in. There was a very pecujar | did, I-think, but they didn’t count. Muffin { came along by the windows of the Sixth.

The New Captain of Rookwood - Tubby was distinguished for nothing | expression on Neville's face, as Bulidey | of the Fourth is captain of the school.” and called out to Jimmy Silver,

“Captain Tubby!™ but his circumierence—though that, cer- | noted, looking round at him. E ey “My hat!” _ _ “Siver!”

“Ha, ha, hal” tainly, was very distinguished indeed. “What’'s that row about, Nevill§?” § Bulkeley turned to the window again, “Halt!” sang out Jimmy.

“Hurrah!” FPubby's fat face was quite beatific in | asked Bulkeley, with a nod towards fe ’ and stared out at the uprearious pro-{ “Hurrah!”

There was a roar of mingled laughter | expression. He was enjoying himself, as | shouting procession in the r::_uuej. cession. The juniors were celebrating | The procession came to rather a dis-
and cheerine in the old quadrangle at | he was impressed with .a due sense of “The election’s over,” answekd } their victory, such as it was. They were | ordered stop. The clanging of the im-
Raookwood School. his own jmportance. Evervbody else | Neville. “All the senjorsistayed awyy { making a great deal of noise—rejoicing | provised cvinbals ceased,
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]
e
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Bulkeley of the Sixth looked -out of his | seemed to take the matter more or les
study window, with a puzzled expression { as a joke; but to Tubby Mufflin 1t wa

T

A peculiar scen® met his gaze. Teddy Grace was beating a tin can with

n

irom Hall, as we agpeed; but I've j%t | in unacecustomed
learned the result from Smythe of the { since Bulkeleyv's dismissal by the Head |
on his jace. extremely serious. Shnell.” _ had heen followed by a “strike ” of the
“Is Carthew elegted?” | prefects,
Nearly all the Lower School of Rook- | a . ericket-stump,. by way of  musical “No" | were no longer in dread of those great

ireedom,

protest, the

waobd seemed to be'in the quad, where the {| accompaniment, and Mornington added to “Well, I'm glad of that,” said Bulkeley | Panjandrums of the Sixth.
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dusk was falline. An extraordipary pro- | the musical ‘honours with a pair of sauce- Carthew isn't the Kind of igllow to makg It was as 1n th

i

s glection would be a2 walk
First came Jimmy Silver & Co.—the § “Hurrah!” il 4~
Tistical Four of ‘the Fourth Form. 'On “Ha, ‘ha, ha!” Pitb D o
fheir shoulders théy supported -a fat “Upon my word!” murmured Bulkeley, Neville/potated to :
fiecnre—that of Tubby  Mufin—and ‘it | staring from his window. “What on “Thats happened.” e answered. “The
needed all four of them to keep the fat | earth can it mean? They'd petter stop | juniors/put uj

¢éession was  passing  within - view  of | pan lids, which served as cymbals, a captain of Rpokwood. . But 1 1;:1{.55-?] e i

{1
i
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Bulkeley's study window, | * Crash, crash! Bang! - Jmgle! stood that §
I

-

position. Bulkeley was about to throw open his BIL!;'UE-‘IE'.‘_" stdl
RBound them. and following them. came | window and call to the processing juniors, “What ut f _excl
but he paused. He remembered. that he “Ngnsense Or n they did ' it=anc

= at the
>urth has| been elec

a swarm of the Fourth, the Third, an

L
$tie .- Shell,  Classicals mingled - with | was no longer captzin of Rookwood—and | Mvim of the Fourth ect
doderns. i no longer even a p?efr_-u‘it. He possessed no 4'_'3.:-1'.1‘:15‘ 3 ILi!i_Jk'ﬁ'r.'-‘-"'_‘ﬁ—_!-j.' an ‘?":1—'61'?.':"'—."%,-_’11- oid chap, I‘Eﬂ:-?:‘_
_ Bulkelevy locked “on at  the scene in | more authority now than any-other senior | ing majority, too,” said Ncyille, with a | duffer as captain
\ AMAazZement. l in the school. . [ grimace. & Fhie seniors ‘i‘:ﬁ‘*fﬁ-ﬁﬂd“__f_ € ?-1‘I_Eitt~l+f1j_‘::'fswn
' Why Tubby Mauaffin should- be cbaired So he stood looking out in silence. His | clection, and the juniors weren’t likely ! 1t's ridiculous
l

as no other senior would “This
has happened 77 Bulkeley,
to the window. election.
e e | ridicule!”
pa candidate—Tubby Mufiin. Neville
Tubby - successiully in his. elevated | that row!” oi th¢ Fourth!” “I:fancy that's
. A “IH f;l‘-'t I‘Iﬁ
er nonsense. | he exclaimeri. 1F;}urt-':1-—Ji:um}'
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* Hallo, Bulkeley!

“What does this mean?” exciaimed
Bulkeley. - “What are you playing the
1ool like this fory”

*On'”

Tubby Kuflin blinked at Bulkeley. On
the shoulders of the Fistical Four. he
'as neariy on a level with the Sixth-
"ormer  at - the . study window. Tubby
aised a podeoy forefinger, and wagged it
eprovingly at George Bulkeley's frown-
INg - 1ace.

“Shut un!” he said.

"\1'11-2'{*::-'{‘1:+."”

“Shut up!” commanded Tubby loftily.

[
r - W : ’ r_-_ ;. . o |
“You’re nnobogdy!

ﬂ

-

b b §
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“Pon't cheek Bulkeley, you iat duffer!'”
growled Jimmy Silver.

1;1_:1- -]__‘_LLTF_' inl nNot

He was ‘taking himself very seriously
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(Continued from the previous page.)

28 captain of the school—very sericusly
indeed—and bhe intended that his im-
portance should be recognised and
acknowledged, He brooked no rivals, and
be did not intend to have another
“Richmond in the field,” so to speak.

“You were captain of Rookwood,
Bulkeley,” he said, more loftily than ever,
“Now I'm captain! You've got to obey
my orders. We obeyed your orders, didn’t
we, when you were captain? I'm going
to have some discipline in this school, I
can tell vou!”

There was a roar of laughter from the
procession, Tubby in his new state of
dignity was entertaining.

“Go it, Tubby!” |

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I want no cheek from you, or any of
the Sixth,” went en Tubby, *“The Sixth
don't amount to mueh in this school now.
I'm going to be fair all round, though., I
sha'n't cane you, Bulkeley——"

“Wha-at!” :

“Unless you ask for it. But if there’s
any cheek from you, I shall give you the
ashplant. Bear that in mnd!”

“Ha; ha, ha?’” |

“Bravo, Tubby!”

“So put that in your pipe and smoke !

it, Bulkeley!” said Tubby Muffin,
“You're nobody! You're less than
nobody! And if you—— Yaroooooh!”

Tubby Muffin broke off, with a loud
vell, as the Fistical Four let him down
with a run. 7The new captain of Rook-
wood disappeared all of a sudden from
bis elevated position,

Bump!

i ‘i?mﬂmp!ll

“Ha, ha, hal”

_

The 2nd Chapter.
Tubby the Great!

Tubby Muffin sat on the cold, un-
sympathetic quadrangle and roared.

The  procession roared, toeo, with
laughter. = But Tubby Muffin was not
laughing.” He roared with anguish.

“Yarcoh! . You silly asses! Wharrer
you bumping me for? Don’t you know
how to treat a captain of the school?
Ow, ow, ow!”
mJimmr Silver & Co, glared down at

m,

“If you cheek Bulkeley,” said Jimmy
Silver, it measured tones, “we’ll bump

ou till you bHurst!”
Y “You fat chump!” said Arthur Edward

lovell. “If ypu cheek Bulkeley—"
"“We'll acafvp you!” said Raby.
“We'll hoil you in oil!” said XNew-

come 1 ssively.

Tubby ﬁuﬂin blinked up at the Fistical
Four in wrath and dismay. They had
been his firmest supporters at the
election. But this, certainly, was net
the support a captain of Rookweod had a
right to expect.

It began to dawn upon Regﬁﬂg
Muffin that his captainship was not bel
taken with proper seriousness.

“Look here,” he howled, in great
~ wrath, “you cheeky rotters, who's captain
- of Rookwood, I'd like to know?"

to be”
“You're a silly

“Bylkeley is—er he's going

answered Jimmy Silver.

Ezp#ap. till the Head comes ryound,
Tubhy scramhled to his feet. .
“You cheeky gss!” he roared, “I'll

show you whether I'm captain of Rook-

wood or not. Bulkeley!™

Bulkeley stared at him from the
window,

“Throw me ount Eﬁm ashplant!® com-
manded Tubby Muffin.

u}yhn?uh l t—v h !

“Youg ashplant—sharp!”™

“lYou little jidiot!" was Bulkeley's
reply,

“RBuek up—I'm going to cane Bilver!”

“Cane me!"” yelled Jimmy Silver,

“Yes, rather! Captain of the school
canes whom he c¢hooses, doesn't he?”
demanded Tubby.

There wag & vell of langhter. It was

retty certain that the new captain of
ﬁﬂktmod would not be allowed to
exercise his mnew authority to that
extept. Thers was much disillusicpment
in store for Reginald Muffin.

Jimmy Silver chuckled. _

“Never mind the ashplant,” he said.

“But I do mind!” howled Tubby
Muffin. “Bulkthi. hand out that ash-
plant at onee, or I shall cane you!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

Bulkeley closed his study windew,

“Mornington !”” thyndered Tubby.

“Hallo!” grinned Morny,

“Feteh -me a ecane!”

uHa. ha' hﬂ!"

“Isn’t he a corker?” chuckled Tommy
Dodd. “Qughtn’t he to be on the cinema?
Shut up, Tubby!”

“1 ghall cane you, too, Dodd!™

“Not just yet, I think,” chuckled the
Modern junior. “Come on, vou fellows;
we haven't talked to Carthew yet.”

“Up with Tubby!” ;

Up went Reginald Muffin again fo the
shonlders of the Fistical Four. He was
borne alopg to the window of Carthew's
study. Mark Carthew of the Sixth was
in his study, with a black brow and a
heart full of raucour. At the last
moment, unexpectedly, his ambition had
been foiled; the election he had counted
on as a walk-over had turned into an
overwhelming defeat for him, and to add
to the bittermess of his humiliation, he
had been defeated by so absurd a rival as
Muffin of the Fourth.

It was a well-deserved purishment. He
had deserted the cause of Balkeley, and
abandoned the rest of the prefeets iIn
their strike—for this! He had earned
the contempt due to a “blacklez,” in
order to see the fat and egregicus Tubby
elected captain of the sechool over his
head.

And the Rookwood electors evidentiy

meant te “rub it in.” They halted under

Carthew's window, and there was a
roar.

“Wake up, Carthew!”™

“Carthew! Carthew!”

“Yah!”
“Hurrah!”

The window did not open, but the pre-

fect’s face could be seen within, pale with

anger and chagrin.

“Make him come out!” ordered Tubby
Muffin. “Bust the window if he won't
open it!” |

“He's a prefect, you know,” murmured
Jones minor,

“Captain of the school has authority
over all prefects,” answered Tubby,
“Carthew is under my orders, isn't he?”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“My hat! I suppose he is,” said
Arthur Edward Lovell, “Captain of the
school i3 always head prefect. Tubby
is a prefect in virtye of his position as
captain. That's Rookwood law."

S'; Jolly good law, too!” ehuckled Jimmy
ilver.

“Carthew,” shouted Tubby Muffin
truculently, “open that window at once!
I order you!”

The window flew open, though probably
not in obedience to Tubby Muffin's order.
Mark C&rthew’s furious face looked out.

“You young scoundrels—" he began,

“Silence!” commanded Tubby, |

The prefect did not heed,

“Stop this at onee!” he exclaimed.
“Go indoors immediately, You will take
five hundred lines all round!”

“Yah!"

“Blackleg!”

“That's it!” execlaimed Tubby Mufiin,
“Give it him! You're a bnlli. Carthew!
You're a cad! I'm going te keep you in
order "

“Bravo, Tubby!”

Carthew's face was a picture,

“Muflin!” he gasped. “Come to my
study at once. I'll give you the licking
of your life!™ =

Tuhby Mufiin indulged in a “scornful
Sneer.

“I don't think!” he retorted. “It's
you that's going to have the licking,
Carthew. I'm down on bullies. Remem-
ber that I'm vour superior now—now 1'm
captain of the school.”

“You fat fool!" roared Carthew.

“You forget yourself,” said Tubby,
with dignity. “That isn't the way to
speak to the captain of Rookwood,
Carthew.” '

“Come to my study!” roared Carthew,
brandishing a cane at the fat Classieal,
who was fortunately beyend his reach

*Rats! You coms my study!”
answered Tubby. “In faet, 1 erdersyon
to. Come to my study in half ap hour,
Carthew. Don't faill” G i
“You—you—you—-" spluttered Cas- |
ORI e ) 1
B B, AT AT | - 5
“Come on,” said Raby. “Tubby's{ ™

rather a weight. Goed-bye, Carthew—
and don't ferget to come up to the
Fourth Form passage to be caned!”
And the procession marched on, leaving
Carthew gesticulating at his window, in
a state of fury that was quite Hunnish, -
The Emem “processed " to the
School House doerway, where it came to
a halt at last. The celebration was

over, and Tubby's weight was telling on |

the Fistical Four, sturdy as they were.

Mr. Bootles, the master of the Fourth,
loaked out as Tubby Muffin was set dewn
ony the steps. | -

“Boys,” he exclaimed. “this—thig dis-
turbance—you must really—"

“Only celebrating the election, sir,”
said Jimmy Silver. “There's always 2
blit of noise on election npights, you know,
sir.”

“Yes, ves: but—but—" Mr, Bootles
blinked at Tubby Muffin over his glagses.
“Quite so, but—but—"

“It’s all right, sir,” said Tubby Muffin
cheerfully., *I can keep the jupiors im

order, Mr. Bootles.”

“ What—what?”

“Go to your studies,” said Tubby, with
a wave of his fat hand. *Opder, pjﬂﬂ!!
Leave them to me, Mr, Rootles!"

“Bless my soul!” murmured Mr,

Bootles. ;

Captain Tubby Muffin was a little too
much for him. He beat a retreat, and
the crowd of juniors dispersed in a more
or less orderly manner,

——_—'

The 3rd Chapter.
Cancelled !

“Preposterous!”

Thus Dr. Chisholm.

The Head of Rookwood was frowning,
evidently very much annoyed. Mild
little Mr. Bootles blinked at him, anpd
said nothing.

“Preposterous!” repeated the Head.

He stared at Mr, Bootles almost
aggressively, as if daring him {g deny
that it was preposterous. But Mr,
Bootles didn't! He knew better than to
argue with the somewhat autocratic old
gentleman.

He had reported the vresult of the
captain’s election to the Head, and he
could not help wondering how Dr. Chis-
holm would take it.. It was pretty clear
thni: the Head was not taking it in good
part.

“Preposterous!” zaid the Head for the
third time, as the Fourth Form-master
did not speak., “Unheard of! A junior
captain of Rookwood—absurd! Such a
thing has never been heard of!”

“(Certainly not—before now,” assented
Mr. Bootles. “There is, however,
rule laid  down upon the subject, 1 be
lieve,”

“BSuch a rule was not necessary;
matter of common-sénse,” said the Head
tartly. “Omnly a Sixth Form prefect ¢sn
be captain of the school. This election
is an absurdity.”

Mr. Bootles nodded assent to that. He

your
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was auite of the Head’s opinion there, but
he did net quite see what was to be
done, he election was a “fait
accompli.® and it was rather too late
to make new rules on the subject.

“Y fully wunderstood that Carthew
would be elected,” continued the Head.
“He has my approval. He 1s the only one
of the prefects who had not set himself
in opposition to my authority. He has
a sense of duty.”

Mr. Bootles coughed. |

“He does not seem popular in
school, sir,” he murmured.

“ A gense of duty does not always make
a prefeet popular, Mr. Bootles. Carthew
at least knows what is due to his head-
master. This election i3 an absurdity,
and the result must be cancelled. I shall
take steps to that end immediately.
Pray request Carthew to come to my
', Mr. Bootles.”

y, air.”

the

withdrew, perhaps glad to
presepce of the angry old

Chisholm was pacing his study
nitted brow when Carthew of
Sixth tapped discreetly at the door,
and entered. _

Wd‘s brow cleared a little as he
clanced -at the prefect—the only prefect,
at present, that Rookwood School cotild

boast.
“This js an extraordinary occurrence,
thew,” said the Head.
wee with you, sir,” said Carthew,
peeck, ingratiating tone he always
| towards the Head. “I was very
8, 8ir, of carrying out your wishes.

1 did my be

“I am sure of that, Carthew. You
have my complete confidence. I shall
not forget that yeu returned to your

“onee, when the other prelfects
present inexcusable atti-
14 |
# you, sir,” said Carthew meekly.
'vaé-_ﬁweu aware that his conduct
as looked

w ed upon in a very differen$ light
m rest of Rookwood.

€ T¢ Most of the

okwood fellows knew exactly how much
“duty * had been Carthew’s motive in
deserting the prefects. But it was the
Head whom Carthew desired to pro-
pitiate.

“This election will be cancelled,”, said
Dr. Chisholm. “I shall not dream for
one moment of allowing such a result to
3tarid." :

“I suppose so, sir.” :

“A nei election will be ordered, and
you will stand again, ‘Carthew.”

“Certainly, sir.” o i

“The result will, no doubt, be different;
if not, I shall take still more drastic
steps,” said the Head. “I assure’you of
my confinued support as a reward for
;iiaﬁhfuln'ﬁﬁﬁ E‘r gut.g.""

¥You are very kind, sir,
ﬂ.gvfwﬁﬁm this notice,” added the

“Head. “Kindly post it on the beard for
| me, Carthew.” '

Féainiy.”
he ™ ':‘t leit the study with the
per o hand. He tread it in the
_ L I_ iﬂﬂ m@l&ﬂ. 3

A few minutes later it was

i

inned on

the neotice-board for all Reokwood to

r and comment upon.
pumerous crow:d gathered before the

board. In the crowd was the new cap-
tain of Rookwood, and he snorted with
grept indignatioe aver the Head's paper.
- “Rot!" said Tubby Muffin emphatically.

#Cheek! That's what it is—check!”

*Ha, ha, ha!”
“U've a jolly good mind,” continued
M él[ th{ul!!, “to go to the Head
HE 80 .

m

“ehuckled Smythe of the Shell.

g and carry you away after-

at's left of you™

thhy Muffin snorted again, hut _ he

pjded not to go to the Head. He was

of Rookwood, certainly; but the
jas rtather too terrible an old

man for Tubby Muffin to face at

rters. Bearding the lion in his

not in Reginald Muffin's line,

arg was mich comment on the Head’s

sy which had been rather expected

* juniors. It was pretty certain,

or

er

, that the Head would not have
the election to stand without
gnce. The notice stated briefly
dthe late election was cancelled, and
sat] 2 new election would be held on
nday te fill the vacant post of captain

.

4¥isn't a vacant post at all, you

nof,” said Tubby Muffin, in a greatly
gefeved tone. “The Head's right off

he pmark.”
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“Can the Head cancel an election?”
inguired Putty of the Fourth. “Isn’'t he
getting a bit over the limit?”

X .iilimmy Silver rubbed his nose thought-

uily. .

“Blessed if I know,” he answered. *I
suppose the headmaster has power to
cancel an election. But it comes to the
same thing. We have the power to elect
the same candidate over again, if we
choose.” .

“And we shall jolly well choose!” said
Conroy.

“Yes, rather!”

“Tubby’'s the man!” grinned Lovell
“Muffin for our money!”

“Hear, hear!”

Tubby Muffin beamed.

“That's right!” he exclaimed. “You
fellows stand by me, and I'll stand b¥
you. The Head can't cancel an election
a second time, We won’'t take any notice
of him if he does!"”

“Ha, ha!” :
“And I'l tell you what,” continued
Tubby. “After Monday’s election even

the Head can’'t make out that I'm not
the captain of the school. And the first
thing I'll do will be to cane Carthew
before all the chaps.”

“Bravo!”

“We'll back you up, Tubby!”

“0f course, 1 shall expect to be backed
up,” said Muffin, with dignity. “Loyal
support is what I want.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” _

There was no doubt that Reginald
Muffin would get plenty of loyal sup-
port. As Jimmy Silver put it, Rook-
wood would keep on giving the Head
Tuhby Muffin till the Head gave them

Buikeley. And Jimmy added that they
could keep up that game quite as long

as the Head could,

*IHII-I—#

The 4th Chapter.
Tubby Takes Command!

Monday was a day of some excite-

ment at Rookwoond School.

Rookwood was still without prefects—

with the exception of Mark Carthew,

who was carefnl not to over-exercise his
X Carthew's aim was
to conciliate the fellows as much as

splitary authority.

possible till the election was over., He
restrained his bullying propensities, and
he was remarkably ecivil even to
in the Second Form. Carthew hoped to
catch votes—and be hoped, toe, that the
Head's displeasure would prevent a
ridiculous ecandidate like Muffin from
being put forward again.
But it skilled not, as a novelist would
say. Carthew was too well known for
“soft ‘sawder " to have any effect
cn the fags; and, besides, the "lark”
of electing the egregious Tubby gpea]ed
to their sense of humour, And the fact
that they were, in a perfectly constiiu-
tional way, “dishing the Head " appealed
still more to the juniors. 3
The “strike " of the prefects still con-
tinued, and though the Head gave no
other masters were growing
restive. A great deal mpore work fell
em in consequence of the pwre-
fects’ strike. A prefect was not merely
an ornament, by any means. They had

their uses and their duties—and now
their duties fell on the masters. Mr,
Bootles had to see lights out for his

Form, and to attend to many" other
matters that had usuaily been taken off
his hands by a prefect. The supervision
of the games, too, was a rather serious
matter, and certainly little Mr. Bootles
was not the man to take the Fourth
Formm in charge at cricket practice.

And the masters could not be every-
where at onece. 8Sliding down the bhanis-
ters, shrill whistling in the passages,
“Tows ™ in the studies and the Common-
lt'onm, became frequent and painful and
ree,

Probably all the staff would have been
very glad if the Head had decided to
close the matter by reinstating Bulke-
lgy, and thus conciliating his supporters.
But the Head did not waver. The fact
that the whole school was against his
decision only rendered him the more de-
termined ; and he was, to do him justice,
far from suspecting that his firmness par-
took ef the nature of obstinacy.

He would have been surprised, as well
as shocked, if he had known that the
Rookwooders regarded him not so mueh
as a firm man as a mulish one.

After lessons on Mmda{ the new elec-
tion took place in Big Hall.

Rookwood came to it In a swarm,

The seniors stood out of the proceed-
ings, as before. The Sixth were solid
behind Bulkeley, and the Fiith followed
the Sixth. In fact, the seniors regarded
the proceedings not only with disdain,
but with a certain grim satisfaction.
Their captain was rejected by the Head
—and the Head could make the best
of Tubby Mufiin—and they charitably
hoped that he wounld like it!

Carthew’s hopes of a majority had been
faint, and they were soon dissipated. The
election was a still more overwhelming
triumph for Reginald Muflin of the
Fourth. His majority was well over ten
to one, and could have bheen larger if
more votes had been wanted.

Loud laughter and cheers greeted the
announcement of the resulf. \

Tubby Muffin beamed on his majority,

He had received the loyal support he
desired, and he was onee more captain of

the first election.

Tubby seemed two or three inches taller
as he rolled out of Hall, in the midst of
cheering, '

He grinned at Carthew, who was
striding away with a savage brow.

“Beaten you again, old top!” he re-
marked cheerily.

Carthew gave him a furious look.

“Don't scowl at me,” continned Tubhy,
“None of your cheek, Carthew. For
two pins, I'd—— Yeoon!”

Tubby Muffin went spinuing, as the
enraced prefect smote him, and he roiled
along the floer with a loud yell.

Carthew strode away.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow !” rcared Tubhy Muffin,
sitting vup dazedly. “Yow-ow! 1'll thrash
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yvou! TI'll cane you! Yooop! Gimnic a
hand up, somebody! Wharrer you all
cackling at? Ow!”

“Ha, ba, ha!”

Putty of the Fourth helped Tubby
Muffin to his feet, and the fat Classical
clung to him, gasping.

“Where's that rotter?” he panted.

“Mizzled!” answered Jimmy Silver,
laughing,

Tubby raised a fat hand commandingly.

“Silver!”

“Ha, ha! Yes, my lord.”

“Go and tell Carthew to come to my
study at once,” ordered Tubby Muffin,
“I'm going to put the stopper of his
cheek!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And bring me a cane!” added Tubby.
“You can get Bootles’ cane from the
Form-room. I authorise you to do s0.”

“You authorise—— Oh, myv hat!”

“Do as I tell you, Silver! Tell Car-
thew I expeet him in my study in five
minutes. We'll gee who's captain of this
school, I can tell you.” |

And Tubby Mufiin gasped away to his
study, leaving the juniors yelling.

“All the same, Tubby's within his
rights,” said Mornington. “We won't
let him cheek Bulkeley; but Carthew’s a
bully, and he's fair game.”

“Yes, rather!”

“I'll give him our giddy captain’s
message, anyway,” chuckied Jimmy
Silver.

“Go it!” ?

Captain Tubby Muffin's authority

depended on what support he might zet;
and the jumniors were quite prepared to

‘support him against the unpopular buliy

fags

l

of the Sixth. Calling Carthew of the
Sixth up for judgment seemed an
excellent idea to the Fourth.

Jimmy Silver followed Carthew at once
to his study. He found the Sixth-Former
with & bhlack brow. Carthew fixed a
gavage look on him,

“Does the Head——" he hegan. Car-
thew was expecting a summons- fo the
Head. |

“1 haven't come from the Head, old
bean,” answered Jimmg Silver., “I've an
order for you from the captain of the
schonl.” {3

“What?” roared Carthew.

“Tubby Muffin——"

“Oh, don't be a fool!*

“Not at all,” answered Jimmy  Silver
hlandly, “I leave that to you, Carthew;
it’s your stunt. - Tubby Muffiin. requires
you in his study at once.” :

“You—you——"

“You're to go immediately.”

Carthew cluteched up a cane, |

“Come here, Silver!” he rapped out.

“No jolly fear!” answered the eaptain
of the Fourth, backing out of the study.

“I order you—as a prefect——" |

“My dear man, I'm acting under orders
of the captain of Rookweod,” answered
Jimmy ecoolly. “I suppose you knew the
captain of the school has authority over
prefects?” S

Carthew's reply was a rush, with the

cape | brandishing in the air., Jimmy
Silver scudded down the passage. ’
“Come hack!” roared Carthew, from
‘his doorway., Yl
“Bow-wow!"” , -
And Jimmy Silver went cheerily up the
staircase, to report to the captain of
Rookwood. He found Tubbw ffin in

his study, with a good many other fellows
—all grinning, with the exception of
Tubby. The fat Classical had Mr.
Bootles’ cane in his hand, Lovell having
obligingly fetched it from the Form-
room, |
*“Is he ecoming?’ demanded Muffin, as
Jimmy S8ilver looked in,
Jimmy shook his head. |
“He's refused, Tubby.” -
“Refused!" thundered Muffin, “Refused
to obhey the c%ptnin of the school!™

“Ha, ha! Yes,” :
“Don’t cackle, Jimmy Silver! It’s dis-
:emctfu[i'l e W *

“Oh!”

“So he's refused to come, has he?” ex-
claimed Tubby, evidently greatly ineensed,
“He won't obey the captain of the
school! I'l show him! Carthew is
going tc be caned—very severely ganed.”

“How are you going to do it?" asked
Erroll, with a amile, |

“Go and fetch him, Tubby,” suggested
Mornington, “As the mountain won't
comé to Mahomet, you know, Mahomet
will have to go to the mountain,” . |

Tubby Muffin shook his head,

Seriously as he was taking his new
powers and authority as captain of the
school, he had no desire to tackle
Carthew of the Sixth in his study—hw
himseli, Carthew was rather too hefty
for that. Besides, as commander-in-chief,
Tubby felt that there was no neeessity
for him to go into action, as it were. It
was the duty of his loyal foliowers—
privates, so to speak—to go into action,

while he directed operations from head-,
quarters.

“Silver,
out

“Adsum!” grinned the juniors.
“Newcome, Mornington, - Errol]l—-"
“Here!”

“Conrov, Pons, Van Ryn HEE

“Here we are, mighty chief!™ grinned
the Colonial Co. in the doorway.

Tubby raised a fat hand commandingly.

‘"dFetch Carthew of the Sixth here,” he
gaid, L

T Olllll :

“I authorise you to use force! said
Tubby grandly. “As ecaptain of the
school, I authorise you, and will see you
through., If Carthew won't come, earry
him,” # |

“Oh, my hat!”

“Get 3 move on!” rapped out Tubby.

“But——" began Erroll.

" “Silence !”

“Wha-a-ag?” 8

“Obey orders, and no back-chat,
please,” sald Tubby, frowning. “Who's
captain of the school, I'd like to know?
ge.teh Carthew here! I command you!

o

And Jimmy Silver & Co.—after a grin-
ninge glance at one another—went,

Lovell, Raby—" he ' rapped
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T he 5th Chapter.
Captain’s Orders.

Tubby Muffin sat down again with
lofty ,content.

His followers
which—to Tubby's fat mind
as it should be. True, they were obey-
ing with their tongues in their cheeks. but
that did not matter—Tubby wasn’t aware
of that.

Jimmy Silver & Co. intended to suit
themselves exactly how far they obeved
the orders of the new captain of Rook-
wood. But when it suited them to do
so their obedience was prompt. It suited
them in this case, Handling the bully of
the Sixth was no trouble—it was a
pleasure—and the thought of the prefect
being caned by Tubby of the Fourth made
them chuckle with glee. And, as captain
oi the school, Tubby was acting within
his rights: and certainly Jimmy Silver &
Co. 'were acting within their rights in
obeying him—if they chosed

The junjors realised -that =a Fourth
Form captain had his uses: 1t enabled
them to deal with the Sixth m a hitherto
undreamt-of manner,

True, if the other seniors interfered.
there was no doubt that Tubby’s followers
would. be driven in rout from the Sixth
Form passage. But they were not likely
to interfere on behalf of the *“blacklez ”
who had sold them. 1If they did not,
Carthew hadn’'t much chance against nine
sturdy juniors.

orders,
was exactly

were U:'"JE}'jHE

The . cheery nine arrived in the Sixth
Form passage, and Jimmy Silver hurled

Carthew’s door open. There was a whiff
of tobacco-smoke in the study. Mark
Carthew was consoling himself with a
cigarette.

He threw it hastily into the grate as

his door flew open, and started to his
1eet, catching up an ashplant.

“Carthew, you're wanted!” shouted
Lovell.

“Clear out of my study!” exclaimed the
prefect angrily.

“"You're wanted!”

“Captain’s orders!”

“This way, Carthew!”

Carthew came that way—with a rush.
Lovell velled as he caught the ashplant
with his shoulder, and Conroy roared
as he captured the next “lick.” But the
bully of the Sixth bad no time for more.

Jimmy Silver was gripping bim, and
Raby and Newcome got hold, and Pons
“and Van Ryn piled in, and Carthew was
borne backwards. He went down on his
carpet with a cmsh the juniors sprawling
over him.

“Hands off !” shrieked Carthew.,

“Pile in!” yelled Jimmy Silver.’

“Down him!” roared Lovell.

“Hurralr! Down him!”

- Like a wave the invaders flowed over
tiie unfiappy bully of the Sixth. Carthew
struggled desperately, but he could not
throw them off. The odds were much too
great even for the big Sixth-Former.

His .arms and legs were captured, and
Morny took a good grip on his back hair,
while Pons and Van Byn captured an ear
each,

Carthew. still wriggling, was a prisoner:
he could not do much more than wriggle
uith s0 many hands on him.

“Bring him along!” shouted Raby.
“Are you going to walk, Carthew ?”
“Yaroooh !”

“Yaroooh ¥yes, or varoooh mo?” asked
Mornington.

“Ha.~ ha, -hal”

“You young mt.ters! I'll have you
flogzed! Lemme go! Oh, crumbs!™

panted Carthew, wrlgglmu irantically in
the grasp of the Fourth-Formers.

“If he won't walk, carry him!”
Jimmy Silver. “March!”

The jumiors crowded out of the study
with Carthew in their grasp. He roarea
jor help as they came out with a rush.
Neville and Lonsdale and Jones major
appeared on the scene.

“What are you fags up to?” demanded

said

Neville. _ _
“Taking Carthew to the captain’s
study,” answered Jimmy Silver. *“Orders

irom the captain of Rookwood, Neville.”
But Bulkeley hegan Neville,
“Captain Muffin!” explained Jimmy.
“Oh!” Neville grinned and went back
into his study.
“Help me, you fools!

Jones, Lonsdale,

lend me a hand!” howled Carthew
desperately.

Lonsdale gave him a contemptuous
look.

“You're a prefect,” he said; “I'm not—
now. I've no right to interiere, not being
a prefect. Yon've authority. Use it.”

“You silly idiot!”

Lonsdale gave a
away.

“Jones! Do you hear, Jones—"

j | hLar you, my boy,” answered Jones
major. “But I'm not a prefect now,
voun know. You've gone back on us, and
vou can help vourself. The fags can do
‘as they like, for all I care.”

Jones major stepped out of the way,
and Carthew was rushed on towards the
staircase, his arms and legs flying wildly.
He yelled for help again, and Mr. Mooney,
the Master of the Shell, rushed up.

“Boys!” exelaimed Mr. Mooney. “ What
—what does this mean?”

shrug and turned

“Captain’s orders, sir,” said Jimmy
Silver meekly.

“1 do not understand you, Silver!
What—"

“The captain of the school has ordered
Carthew to come to his study, sir, and
he wan't come. He's ordered us to bring

him.”

“We're bound to ohey the eaptain of
thie sehool, sir!” said Mornington.

“Do you—do you mean Muffin?” ejacu-
lated Mr. Mooney.

“Yes, ar.”

“Bless my soul! Really—"

“Make them let me go, sir!” howled
Carthew.

Mr. Mooney stood nonplussed.

“I—1 think vou had better let Carthew
0,” he said dubionsly. *“Muffin cannot
—ahem !—be regarded very seriously
ahem !—as eaptain of Rookwood.”

“It's captain’s orders,

Publicshed
Every NMonday

il

sir!” said Jimmy .

rush at Tubby Muffin.

of

treat the captain of the school.
very painful,
testified.

Silver firmly. “We're bound to obey ounr
capvain—asking your parden, sir.”

And, leaving the perplexed Mr. Mooney
rubbing his chin, the junijors rushed Car-
thew up the staircaze. He opened his
mouth to vyell acain, but Conroy pushed
a folded handkerchief into it, Iforcibly.
The juniors did not want their own Form-
master to be brought on the scene.

Carthew, gurgling and wriggling spas-
modically, was brought up to the Fourth
Form passage, and to the duﬂrwaj oi
No. 2, where the new captain of  Rook-
wood sat in state.

Jimmy Silver & Co. whirled him into
the study and set him upon his feet, dis-
hevelled and breathless.

“Here h{ 1s, Muffin!”

“We've brought the bounder!”
Carthew stood pant'n" for breath, with
a crimson face, and In a state of fury

that was beyvond words.
Tubby Muffin rose to his feet. with a
lofty look. and picked up the cane
“*Carthew!” he rapped out.
“Grooooh.”

“You laid. bhands on me, the cap-
tain of Rookwood! I'm going to cane
}+0u:.‘!

“Groogggh!”

“I'm going to maintain diseipline in
this school, or know the reason why!”
said Muflin. *“Hold out your hand, Car-
thew!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

(]

“How dare

" Oh,

Silence!” rtoared Tubby.
you fags lﬂUﬁh 4%

"Fags'!” ejaculated Jimmy Silver.
my hat!”

“Draw 1t mild, fatty!”

“Do you want to be caned, too, Jones
minor? You'd better be careful. Now,
Carthew, hold out your hand! Sharp's

the word!” .
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A LICKING FOR CARTHEW:

The cane rang upon Carthew like a

The cane was handed to the fat junior,
and he gripped i, with a vengeful glmm
in his eyes. was Tubby’'s turn now,
and Carthew was evidently going to get
it hot and strong.  Certainly he ‘had asked
ior it by the way he had treated the
ﬁnt.-.un of the school.

“Hold him!” exclaimed Tuhb*r “Face
down—that's it! Pin him, you know!'
Mind you don't let the beast gerrup!
Timt' important!”

. ha, hal"t

rm then! Count five hundred Jimmy
"-111 ["""

“Five hundred? Oh, crikey!”

“No: a thousand'!” said the vengelul
Tubby. “I'm going fo give him a thou-
sand! Keep clear!”

Whaek! ' F

Part of Carthew was left clear for the
licking. the juniors standmg P sitting on
the rest of him to keepihim pinned to the
carpet.
htrunﬂth of Tubby’s

The cane mmé down with all the
gy arm It rang

him !’ he exclaimed.

the Sixth-Former.

THE BOYS FRIEND

| that. He was rather tco dangerous to be I truculently.

i |

Tubby gripped the cane with a vengeful gleam in his eyes.
““Mind you don’'t let the beast gerrup—that’s
pistol-shot, and it was answered by a fearful yell from

ton.

with

“I'm goingz to ha‘iL disci-
| let loose. pline In this school, I can tell j |
Carthew disappeared under seven or “Ha, ha, ha!”
eight juniors” on the floor,” who " pinnecd “Oh, gad!” said Adolphus. “That fat
him down by sheer weight. His nose was | idiot is too ‘funny to live! Look here,
| arinding into the carpet, as Putty of the | you kids, the Head'’s sent me for Carthew.
- Fourth =at on the back of his head. A | He's in Carthew’s 5111:'1}' now, waltin® for
wild and inarticulate gurgling came irom | him. He looks waxv.”
the unhappy senior. [ “Phews
% Yﬂt -ow-ow-ow !” roared Tubbv Mui- “ Better let him clear!” said Morning-
fin. “I'm hurt! You rotters, why didn’t | ton.
you drageimoti? Yow-ow-ow-ow ! Ya- |  “pot! exclaimed - Tubby. “I've only
roool ! _l*ll cane the IEP of you! Obh, | .iven him about twenty! You're not
L"'H“”-':‘; Ow-ow-ow-wow . P counting, Jimmy Silver! = You'd better
" All serene now, Tubby— be careful, if you don’t want some of
" Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow !” : ..} the same. I'm going to give him a
Arcnt you going wo cane Carthew?” ! +1ousand!'”
chuckled Lovell. _ |  “But the Head——" said Lovell.
“Ow! Oh, yes, rather! Gimme the “Lét the Head svait '™
cane.”

“Good old Tubby!” gzrinned Morning-
“Isn’'t he swelling? Mind you don't
burst, like the giddy irog In the fable,
fatty!”

“Shuat up!”

Whack,- whack, whack!

“Yow-ow-yoocp! Help!” -came In
frantic tones from Carthew. “You young
villains! Help! Yoooop! Help!”

“The Head will hear this!”
a scared look.
Tubby Muffin snorted.
“Let him hear!” he answered.
Head's no right to interiere with the cap-
tain of the school exeeuting his duty
Flynn put an excited face into the stud
tiﬂ{'ll‘ way.

sald Smythe,

“The

“Cave! The Head's coming!” he
gasped.

“Oh, crumbs!”

“Hold him!” shouted Tubby }quﬁn. as
the ijuniors crowded off Carthew. “Keep
him pinned! I haven't ﬁnlshr:d yet. He

got to have a thousand
“You fat idiot!

The Head——"

e -
L TR S —
i A S -

Illllll

! 1%
B
i

:

{
e B L
|

"

T

t ’l“ I
e[

“Hold

“Hold out your hand, Carthew!” roared
the juniors in great merriment.

Carthew did not bold_ out his hand.
Having recovered his breath, he made a
The new captain
bully of the

Rookwood roared a8 the

Sixth =eized him.

“Yarooh! Help! Back up!”
The cane was snatehed from Tuhbby's
fat hand, and Carthew, grasping the fat

Classieal by the collar, laid:it on Tubby.
Whack, whack, whack!
It was a most disrespectful way to
It was
too, as Tubby's fiendish yvells
Carthew laid the cane on as it

he thought he was beating carpet.

Whack, whaeck, whack!
“Yoop! Help! Rescue!  Yaroooh!™
“Ha, ha, ha!”
Whack, whack!'
The 6th Chapter.
The High Road.
Jimmy Ddilver & Co., for a moment or
two, were laughing too much to go to

the aid of the hapless captain of Rook-
wood. In those few moments Carthew
put in a godd many. lashes with the cane.
and  Tubby’s irantic yells rang t!t!‘uu:lt
the study and to the end of the passagc
In those awiul moments the captain nI

v00kwood probably repented of having
sent for Carthew.

But Jimmy Silver came to the rescue,
and the other [ellows followed his lead.
Carthew was seized and dragged off, some
of the joniors getting lashes of the cane
in the process.

But the bully of the Sixth was downed
again, in spite of his furious resistance.
And the juniors did not let him go aiter

wag - answered
Sixth-Former,

like a pistol-shot, and it
by a fearful yell from the

Whack, whack, whaek'! |

Wild vyells from Carthew answered
every whack. Tubby was laying it on,
not wisely but too well. The prefect
strugeled furiously, but quite 'in vain:
he was too well heid. Whaek, whack,
whack !

“How - many’s that, JimmyZ2"
Tubby, pausing for breath.

“About a dozen,” gasped Jimmy.
think that will do, Tubby.”

“Shut up!”

“Wha-a-at”

“Dont argue with me!”

“Oh!” stuttered Jimmy.

“I'm captain of Rookwood! I'm going
to give him a thousand, and you're to
count. Shut up!”

Whaek, whack, whack!

Tubby Muffin was laying it om again
He was smarting from the canebhimself,
and so long as he smarted he was not
likely to think that Carthew of the Sixth
had had enough. It was fortunate for
the hapless prefect that Tubby Muffin
was not an athlete.

There was a step in the passage, and
Smythe of the Shell came through the
!uuahiu crowd of juniors.
“You've got (nrt’hcw hare?

“Oh, my enly aunt!”

Adolphus *-m*.t je started aft the scene
iii amazement, as Tubby Muffin laid on
tih_ cane again.

“You—vou—vyoure
he "’ﬂain_d.

“Captain ol
hody he likes,

gasped

laI

he asked.

LR G

W Eld.Ch.i"t" a preiect!

the schoonl can whack anv-
can’t he?” retorted Tubby
Muffin independently. “If I have any
cheek from yeu, Smythe, I'll whack you.”
“Will you, by zad!” said Adolphus.
“Yes, 1 will!”  roared JTubby

Tubby Muffin.
captain?

Tubby Muffin’'s
effect.
WAS
Carthew
rustie
passage

pain,
way—majestic.

to avoid meeting the

egregious
self,”
to
cane in hand, and confronted the Head,
the juniors spellbound at his audacity.
But
being )
proper dignity as captain of the school,
that was all’

vaice at :
ruffianism mean?”

“Bother the
“Look here
“Hold Carthew, I tell you!”
“Do you hear?

I order you!

His new dignity had evidently

Hg—u:‘l Sy

TOATEed [
Aren't 1

cot nto
head with an intoxicating
But, eaptain as he was, his order
not obeved. The juniors released
a3 Dr. Chishoim's ztep and the
of his gown were %weard in the
outside.

prefect sat up dazedly, howling with
as the Head appeared in the dor-

The

Dr. Chisholm gazed at the scene speech-

lessly.

The juniofs outside the study had fled.

but there were nine or ten inside the
room, and they were cornered. They
showed a remarkably unanimous desire

Head's eyes.

Muffin. That
“beyvond him-
had mounted
wine. He stood.

All Tubby
youth was quite
so to speak; “swank ”

his head like new

excepting

Tubby was not aware that he
audacious. He was actine

Was

with

= The Head found his
“What does this scene of

“What—what
last.

| Prica
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“Insubordination, sir,” explained Tubby,
as the Head blinked at him, speechless
again. “Carthew was wanting in proper

respect to the captain of the school.
He actually laid hands on me—me, Sir,
the captain of Rookwood. I've had to

ry

give him a rather severe warning.
“Yow-ow-ow !” came from Carthew, in
tones of deep anguish.
“Muffin !” thundcrfsd the Head.

“Yes, sir?

‘inu-—wu have dared to assault a
IJTLIUt

‘Not at all, sir! I've caned him.”

“Caned him-—caned a prefect—you, a

junior in the Fourth Form!”

“Captain of Rnnk'ﬁ ood, sir,” said Tubkb:

Muffin respectfully but firmly. “The
captain of the mhc}ﬁl has autuﬂrlt}' over
+rn_ pr:.fut SIT.

“Boy .

“Yow-ow-ow-ow!”

“Muffin, I—I1 think you must be out
your senses. Give me that cane!”

“Are you going to cane Carthew, sir?”

“No!” thundered the Head. “1 “am
going tqQ cane you, Muffin.”

Tubby" jumped.

“C-¢c-c-cane me!” he stuttered.

“Yes, decidedly. Hold cut your hand!

Tubby Muffin blinked at him.

“B-b-but, sir,” he stammered, *the—
vhe captain of the school can’t be canad.
sir ! It's—it’s against all the rules!
"‘iobﬂd} ever heard of the captam of

unhuood being caned! Oh, no, sir!

“You utterly absurd boy- ?

“Excuse me, sir, that isn’t the way to
speak to the captain of the school.”

“*What?”

“1t's liable to cause insubordipation
among the fags, sir,” said Tubby Mufhn.
“Captain of the =chool expects to be
supported by the Head, sir. It's always
begn the rule.”

;"1-]_:1, ha, ha!”
“Silence!” thundered the Head. “How
dare you luu;-'h at the absurdities of this

ridiculous boy! Muffin, give me that caue
av once, and hold out }nur hand!™

“But, 1-1 say, sir

Tubby Muffin broke .off in dismay. as
the Head Jerked the cane from his hand
and took him by the cellar. The cane
rang upon Tubby's plump person, and
Tubby’'s yells resounded far and wide.

Carthew staggered to his feet, and
looked on, gasping Tubby. Mutiin
wriggled in anguish under the infliction.

HL had woke up. as it were, and
descended with a rush from bis exalted
position as capfain of the school, and
he was once more a fag of the Fl}llrth
ullfn" under an unu-uall} severe lick-
Iﬂ(r.

1t was a painful awakening for the new
ca;:tam of Rookwood!

*Yow-ow-ow! Yow-wow-wow!”
the hapless captain of the school.
Ah! Ow! Steppit! Yoop! Yah!
Oh, erikey!”

Jimmy Silver & Co.
silence. They had rescued Tubby irom
Carthew’s grasp, bat they could not
rescue him irom the Head. The captain
of Rookwood had to take care of him-
self when he came into conflict with the
headmaster, :md he did not seem quile
equal to the task.

howled
*0h,
Phew !

iooked on in stony

“Fhere!” exclaimed the Head. “Now.
Muffin, I trust that will be a warning
to you, you utte rl:, absurd boy!

“Yow-OwW-ow-ow !

“Carthew, kindly mm:& with me.”

“Yes, sir,” gasped Carthew.

He was wriggling p.nnmlh as he iol-
lowed the Head from the study. He had

been well licked befare the Head arrived.
and that was some solace to the juniors.
Tubby Muffin was beyond solace., however.

for the present. He was TULniH}.._{ with
woe and anguish. ‘
“Wow-wow-wow !” he moaned. “Ql,
dear! Ow-yvow! Is tnat the way to
treat the captain of the—yow-ow!'—
school? Oh, dear! The Head never

caned Bulkeley—yow-ow-ow! You fellows
ought to have stopped him——*ﬁuﬁﬂﬂ P—
1 say, what's a captain of the school to
do, you fellows, if the Head goes on
whopping him just as if he's a—yow-ow-
ow !—fag?”

But there was no answer possible to

that question. Jimmy Silver & Co. really
didn’t know what it was proper for a
captain of the school tg de under such

circumstances, and Tubby Muffin was left
to work out the problem for himself.
3ut the general opinion of the juniors
was that Tubby's days as captain of
Rookwood were numbered.

- ] - . »
were!
€vening a new notice appeared
on the board in the Head’'s hand, and
it was read with Kkeen - curiosity by
crowds of Rookwood fellows.”"The notice
was brief, but to the “poiat.- It stated
that Mark Carthew of thL Sixth Form
had been appointed captaii’ of thé schoo!
by authority of the headmaster,-and it
was signed by Dr. Chisholm.

“ Appointed L:!],'ILJ.H'I of the school, with-
out an election!” said Jimmy "‘*11~.FI‘ with
a deep breath. “That’s rather thick.”

“Uneconstitutional !” said Lovell.

And they
That

“Cheek !” said Mornington.

“The Head can’t do 1t!” exclaimed
a dozen voices.

“But he's done if, by gad!” remarked

Smythe of the 8hell.
Jimmy Silver knitted his brows.

“Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows!” he
said. “The Head's overridden all our
rights of ei¢gtion, and appointed a cap-

tain of the school! We refuze to

nise any such captain !

[ECOR-

“Hear, hear!”

“We refuse to acknowledge Carthew as
captain of Rookwood, and any fellow
who does acsnowledge him will be sent
to Coventry

“Bravo!”

There was a roar of assent. Carthew of

“Comle in, -sir.” sai ubby Mufl ' '
o} -‘{- : . d' Tubb, luflin the Sixth had reached the goal of his
cheerily. ren . ey ae, o s

“What 2" umnih-mn. but it did not lock as if he

: g ke he cantainey Lo . sog !

i 1"‘”_1"1_{: T-?EI"“EJ'H]E tn “'itﬁﬂf’-ﬁ ('ﬂrthﬁ"ﬁl{*:’: '“rﬂu.d ﬂlld t.{l- Ldl]ttllilx_‘ 1.1 %:Ld GI r":ht._
punishment, sir,” said Muffin, with dig- (Another grand taie of Rookwood
nity. “I have been compelled to "ive School, entitled “ School versus Captain,”
Carthew of the Sixth a rather severe lick- | by Owen Conquest, in wnext Monday's
Ing, sir. 50 : 2 Boys® FRrRIEND. Order your copy in

“Ob, my bat!” murmured Jimmy Silver. | edvance.)



The 18t Chapter.
The Cut Direct.

“Molly !

Frank Richards stood rooted to the
ground.

He was leaning on the gate of Cedar
Creck School when Molly Lawrence came
along. Frank was waiting for his chums
—Vere Beauclere and Bob Lawless—to
come up from the creek, but he detached
himself from the gate with a bright smile
as Molly appeared.

To his amazement the girl walked on
with a set, averted face, not even glanc-
ing at him,

*Molly'!” repeated Frank blankly.

Molly Lawrence went on into the play-
ground, seemingly deaf.

Frank Richards looked after the Cana-
dian girl's graceful form, the colour rising
in his cheeks.

He had always been good friends with
Molly Lawrence and bher brother Tom
ever since he had come to the school in
the backwoods; and now Molly,
reasons utterly unknown to Frank, had
cut him dead at the school gates.

Frank could do nothing but blink after

her in ‘blank amazement, and he was still
rooted to the spot when Bob and Beau-

clere came up from the ereek and found

him.

Bob Lawless clapped his English cousin
on the shoulder with a powerful clap,
and Frank jumped.

“Hallo! Gone to sleep standing wup,
like a horse?” inquired Bob.

“N-n-no!” stammered Frank Richards.
- Beauclerc looked at him euriously.

“Anvthing wrong?” he asked.

“Ye-e-5. I—I think so, at least.”

“What's wrong?”

“Mally—-" began Frank.

There was an explosive chuekle from

Bob Lawless.
“Molly!" he repeated. “Oh, . Franky!

Thinking about Moelly—ch? What's the

Tow? Has Molly been giving another
galoot the glad eye? Has she turned on
vyou the stony shoulder? Poor old

Franky!”

“Fathead!” was Frank's reply.

“Has: Chunky Todgers pushed you out
af favour?” grinned Bob. “Or is it Yen
Chin?"

“Look here, Bob, don't be an ass!”
sald Frank,  rather gruffly. *“Molly’s
offended about something, I think—at
least, she's just passed me without speak-
ing, and she wouldn't look at me.”

“Then she deesn't know a geood thing
when she sees it,” said Bob Lawless
gravely,

“Be serious, Bob.
the matter—-="

“Why not ask her?”

“Well, she wouldn't stop——"

“Let’s follow on, then, and if she won’'t
stop T4l get a trail-rope, and we'll lasso
lier ! sdiid Bob, still humorous.

* Asgi?

“Well, T only want to be obliging. But
if vou can think of something else instead
of Molly, what about having a ride down
to Hillerest? 1 want to punch Gunten’s
BOse.” '

- “Bothér Gunten! I—I wish 1 Enew
what was the matter—"

“With Guntep?”

“No!” roared Frank. “Hang Gunten!”

“All in good time,” answered Bob. *“At
present, punching his rose will do. If
vou're eoming for a ride——-"

“1'm not!” growled Frank Richards.

“Don’t play the goat, Bob,” said Vere
Beauclere, who could see that Frank was
eeally distressed. “Let’'s go and see
Molly, I dare say there’s nothing much
the matter.”

“Oh. all right!" said Bob. *“There she
is, ti’-llkihg to Katie Dawson, We cer-
tainly ean't have her giving Franky the
marblereye, and making him ratty with
his old pals. Come on!”

The chums of Cedar Creek crossed the

I don’t Know wh_at';

‘playground to where Molly Lawrence was

standing by the schoolhouse.

“The girl made a movement as if to go
into the house as she saw them, but Bob
Lawless called to her.

“Hold on, Molly!”

Molly Yawrence hesitated. DBut the
three schoolboys had joined her in
another moment,

Moliy’'s face was a little flushed, and
she carefully avoided looking at Frank

Richards.

“Molly!” said Frank in a low voice,

The girl did. not answer.

Bob and Beauclerc exchanged an odd
look. It was pretty evident that Molly
was sérionsly offended, though why they
could mnot guess, Frank Richards cer-
tainly was not the fellow to give any girl
eause for offence. And Molly, on the
other hand, was a straightiorward and
sensible cirl, not at all liable to take
offence for a frivolous cause.

It was rather a mystery. and a painful
one to Frank Richards. The flush in his
cheeks deepened.

Molly?” he

“Won't you speak to me,
asked. '
Then the girl looked at him.
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“No!” she answered.

“Why not?”

“You know well enough!”

“But 1 don’t!” said Frank in distress.
“1 really don't Molly!”

“Don't call me Molly!
girl sharply.

*But—but why not?”

“Because 1 don't like it—irom vou!”

Kate Dawson looked on in amazement.

i ]

exclaimed the

“1 say, what .on earth’s the row,
Molly?” asked Bob Lawless in bewilder-
Hrlent, “What has poor old Franky
one?”

“He knows!” said Molly, with a dis-
dainful eurl of the lip.

*1 don't!” said Frank,

“He would not like you to know as you
would despise him, 1 suppese,” said Molly
bitterly. *“That is why he is telling false-
hoods now.”

‘rank Richards almost staggered.

“Falsehoods!” he repeated.

“Molly!” exclaimed Bob.

AMolly Lawrence turned and walked into
the schoolhouse, Kate Dawson, after a
curious look at Frank Richards, followed
her. Frank and his chums looked at one
another. \

“For goodness’ sake, Frank, what have
you done?” exclaimed Bob.

* Nothing.”

“But—but Molly——"

“I can’t understand it!” Frank said. His
eves gleamed. “Bob! Don’'t you believe
me? Why, 11 Al

“*Shush!” said Bob soothingly. “Of
course 1 do! DPon’t I know you're the
real white article? So does the Cherub—
don’t you, Cherub?”

“Yes, certainly!” answered  Beauclere.
“Alolly has some queer bee in her bonnet.
Or perhaps somebady’s been making mis-
chiéf., Perhaps her brother may know
what’s the matter.”

“Good! Tom may be able to explain,”
said Bob Lawless. “Let's look for Tom.
This 1s getting interesting.”
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By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

regard it as a matter of mueh import-
ance. | E

Frank Richards took a different view—
perhaps because he -was not® Molly's
brother, And his handsome gace was
sombre as he went into class with his
chums.

The 2nd Chapter.
A Warning to Gunten!

Miss Meadows found Frank less
attentive than usual to lessons that
aiternocn,

A dozen times, at least, Frank Richards
stole a glance towards the spot where
Molly sat. : :

Miss Lawrence certainly was aware of
it; but she did not turn her head in
his direction, and appeared unconscious
of his existence. e

1t was all the more discomiorting for
Frank, because the other bhoys and rﬂrls
in the class noted it, and were surprised,
Frank and Molly had heen good c¢hums,
and this open and palpable rift in the
lute could not fail to excite remark.

Tom Lawrence, now that his attention
had been ecalled to the matter, seemed
surprised, too, and he glanced several
times at his sister and at Frank Richards.
He was plainly as puzzied as the rest.

After school, when the <Cedar Creek
boys and girls eame out, Molly went to
the gate to wait for her brother to lead
out the horses. Chunky Todgers, whe
was all curiosity, bestowed his valuable
company upon her; but Moelly appeared
deaf to the inquisitive Chunky’'s remarks
Little Yen Chin, the Chinee, met the Co.
as they came from the corral, and shook
a yellow finger admonishingly at Frank
Richards. :

“Flanky velly bad bey!" said the little
Chinee.

“What do you mean, you gilly
heathen?” exclaimed Frank crossly. He
was in a rather restive mood. Molly's un-

" e I . TR ————.
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flew at the same moment.

Molly quietly.

crimson. “Never thought of such a
thing. Why, I'll scalp that beastly little
heathen——-7

“Easy does it, old fellow!”

Frank, with an angry brow, led on his
horse. Tom Lawrence arrived at the
gates at the same time with his horse
and his sister's. Frank looked at Molly,
who teok no notice of him.

Frank stepped towards lLer.
angry now, as well as mortified.

“Look here, Molly!” he exclaimed.
“Will you tell me what's The matter?”

“I won’t speak to you,” answered
“Let us go, Tom."

“But, I saw, old girl.” said Tom Law-
rence, puzzied and perplexed, “what’s the
matter with Franky? ' If "he’s done any-
thing, can’t-you give it a name?”

“Let us go.” |
. “I've dome nothing that I khow of,”
gaid Frank.

Molly gave him a scornful lock, but did
not speak. -

“1f he  has, you can  tell me, Molly.”
said Lawrence, and he was looking a little
grim now. “If any galoot here hag
;::ﬁ'egded you, I'm the fellow to punch his
yead.”

Without answering, the girl mounted
her horse and rode up the trail. Tom
looked at Frank Richards rather darkly.

He was

“What have you been up to?” he
demanded.

“Nothing."

“Oh, rot!" saijd Lawrence gruffly.

“Molly wouldn't get her rag out like this
for nothing.”

“If yvou don’t believe me——" began
Frank hotly.

“1 guess I don’t! 1 stand by Moelly.”

Frank’'s eyves flashed.

“Then you can put your hands up!” he
exclaimed. “I can’t row with Molly, but
I'm not taking any nonsense from you,
Lawrence.”

“1'm your man!™
once. “Hold my
Chunky ?”

But Bob Lawless pushed between.

“Hold on, both of you!” he said.
“You're not going to scrap. XNothing to
serap about. Keep your temper, Franky;
and you'd better light out, Lawrence.”

Beauclere ecaught TFrank’s arm and
pulled hrm back. Lawrence gave him
rather a surly look;:; but he mounted his
horse and rode on up the trail after his
sister,

They disappeared through the timber.

“*Now for Hillcrest,” said Bob, and the
Co. rode away, Frank with a gloomy and
thoughtful brow.

He was worried and troubled hy Molly's
conduct, and by his quarrel with her
brother also. He had always been
chummy with Tom Lawrence, but it was
pretty clear that the present state cf
affairs would end in a “row.”

“It's all serene, Franky,” said Beau-
clerc, as they rode under the trees. “Tom
will ask Molly what the trouble iz, and
it wili all be cleared up to-morrow. I'm

answered Tom at
horse, will Yyou,

into the trail, with a yell.

Kern Gunten was backing away, but Bob Lawless had a coiled rope in his hand, and it
Gunten, caught in the noose of the lasgo, came spinning back

The Co. looked for Tom Lawrence. But
he had gone on the creek in a canoe, and
did not reappear till nearly time for after-
noon classes. Frank Richards & Co.
caught him huarrying to the schoolhiouse.

“What's the matter with Molly, Tom?”
asked Frank.

“Nothing that 1 Enow eof,” answered
Lawrence.

“She won't spzak to me!”

“Won't she? Well, that deesn’'t hurt

you, does it?” asked Tom cheerilv. “She
talks to me too muechh fometimes.”

“1 seem to have coffended ‘her some-
how.”

“So have I. lots of times.” answered
Molly's brother. “You should have seen
her the day my dog got her new hat!!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob.

“She was wrothy, 1 can tell vou!”
grinned Lawrence. “I remember now
she was grampy this morning about some-
thing. 1t wasn't my deg, though. Hallo,
wée shall be late!”

The bell had ceased to ring, and Tom
Lawrence hurried into the lumber school.
Frank Richards & Co. fellowed.
brother had been unable te shed any light
on the mystery, and evidently he did pot

}[t"‘.l“}"h .

[

accountable condnct, and the curiosity it
caused in the lamber school, worried him.

“Miss Molly velly much mad,” said
Yen Chin. *“Givee ole Flanky marble eye,
Flanky velly bad boy. Oh, yes!”

“1've done nothing, you pigtailed ass!”

Yen Chin shook his head.

“Me tinkee knowee,” he said. “Flanky
kKissy pool lil" Molly, and pool LI’ girly
velly closs.”

Frank clenched his hand.

“You silly heathen! 1f you talk such
rot, I'll jolly well—"

Yen Chin jumped back.

“No punchee pool lil" Chinee!” he ex-
claimed. “Me no teliee that Flanky
Kissy lil” Molly 2

Frank Richards made an angry stride
towards him, but Beauclerc caught his
arm, and Yen Chin scuttled away.

l"Hn!d on, old chap!” murmured Beaun-
clerc.

Frank locked at hizs chums, hiz face
flushed and his eyes glittering.

“1f you fellows think——" he begzan.

“Don’'t be a jay, old chap!” said Bob
cheerfully. “I guess vou wouldn't kiss
Molly unless she wzanted yon to.”

“1've pever dene anvthing of the
kind!” exelaimed Frank, his cheeks

afraid somebody has been making
mischief.”

~ Frank Richards nodded without reply-
ing.

* The three chums, with Bob Lawless
leading, rode by a short cut through the
timber, towards Hillecrest School. They
came out into the trail between Hillcrest
and Thompson town, in time to meet the
Hillcrestt fellows on their homeward
wWay.

Dicky Bird and Fisher and Blumpy
came along together, and they stopped at
the sigcht of the Cedar Creek fellows.

“Hallo! Looking for trouble?” called
out Dicky Bird.

“Not this time,” anawered Bob Law-
less, laughing., "“We're looking for Kern
Gunten.”

“He's coming alongz the trail.,” answered

Dicky. “What has Gunten been up to
this time?”
“Same old game,” answered Baob.

“We've promised him a hidipg every time
he plays poker with a Cedar Creek chap.
We shall cure him in the long run.”
Dicky Bird frowned.
“That rotter is a disgrace to the
school,” he said. “I wish vou had him
back at Cedar Creek. Here he comes.”

Prica
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Kern Gunten, the Swiss, came tramping
along the trail, with his chum Keller. He
stopped, with a scowl, as he saw Frank
Richards & Co. Dicky Bird and  his
iriends went on. They were always ready
for a row with Cedar Creek, but they had
no intention of championing Kern Gunten.
The blackguard of Hillcrest was nothing
to them.

“Well, what do you want?” asked
Gunten, between his teeth, as Frank
Richards jumped down into the trail.

“1 think you e¢an guess,” answered
Frank. “You've heen playing cards again
with Yen Chin, the Chinee. You've got
to let the heathen alone.”

“Is it your business,
snarled the Swiss,

"1 guess it is,” answered Bob Lawless.
“We're looking after the heathen. I've
given him the trail-rope this morning, and
now there’s the same for you.”

_“You can put up your hands if yom
like,” said Frank Richards scornfully.

Bhe Swiss gave him a bitter leok.

“You'll be sorry you've made an enemy
of me,” he said, in a low  voice. “More
sorry than you guess at present.”

TATre you going to lambaste us all?”
asked Bob humorously.

hern Gunten was backing away towards
the trees that bordered the trail. He
made a sudden spring to escape into the
timher; but Bob Lawless had a coiled
rople in his hand, and it flew at the same
moment.

Gunten, caught in the noose of the
lasso, came spinning back into the trail,
with a yell,

He crashed down into the grass.

“Just where you're wanted, old scout!™
grinned Bob Lawless.

Heo jumped from his horse and caught
up the lasso, and laid the loose end of it
upon Gunten with a strong arm. The
Swiss schoolboy yelled and gquirmed in
the trail. ”

“Now will you give Yen Chin '‘a widé
bezth?” asked Bab politely. *“We're look-
ing after the heathen, as I think I men-
tioned.

hang you?l”

: I'll keep this up till you
promise.”
“"Ow! Yow! Let up!” roared Gunten.

“Will you promise?” |

“I—I—ow! Yes!” howled Gunten.

“Good man! DBetter keep your promise
this time, or you'll really get a licking.”

Boh Lawless coiled up the ftrail-rope
and jumped upon his horse. Gunten sat
up in the grass, and shook a furious fist
after the chums of Cedar Creek as they
rode away.

T he 3rd Chapter.
Blow for Blow!

Frank Richards & Co. arrived at Cedar
Creek only just in time for lessons the
following morning, and Frank did not see
Molly until he joined the class in the
lumber school-room.

He glanced at her, hut her face was
averted.

His glance next sought her brother: and
Tom Lawrence surprised him with a grim
and threatening look.

There was evidently trouble brewing in
that quarter.

It was not a happy morning for Frank
Richards.

He was feeling sore an@' angrv: but he
did not want to fight Tom Lawrence, with
whom he had no quarrel—and that, it was
clear, was what he was booked for when
morning lessons were over.

The whole affair was intensely puzzling
and irritating.

Miss Meadows was quite sharp with
Frank two or three times that morning
ag he made random answers.

He was glad enough when the class was
dismizsed. As he left the lumber sehool
with his friends, Eben Hacke tapped him
on the arm.

“Lawrence is going fo wait for you in
the timber,” he said.

“Oh, rot!” growled Frank.

Hacke sneered.

“1 suppose you're coming?” he said.

“What does he want me for, then?”

“I guess you know—he's going” to
lambaste you for insulting his sister!”

answered Hacke.
“That's a lie!” said Frank savagely.

“1 reckon you can tell Lawrence that!”

“I'll tell him so fast enough! Are you
chaps coming?" asked Frank, furning to
his chums.

“1 guess s0!” answered Bob.
Cherub!”

The Co. went out of gates, followed by
a good part of Cedar Creek. The news
of the coming fight had spread.

None of the girls joined the proecession,
however. The aifair had not been men-
tioned fo them.

Lawrence was waiting in a glade near
the creek, with Dawson and Hopkins. He
gave Frank Richards a grim and, angry
look.

“Are you ready?” he exclaimed.

“Quite!” answered Frank. “I'd rather
know what we are to fight about,
though.”

“You know well enough, you rotter!
Molly’'s told me.”

“1 can’t even guess what she's told
you, then.”

“Listen to him!” exclaimed Lawrence
savagely. “If you two fellows know what
he's done, you're as rotten as he is, for
kKeeping friends with him!”

“Rot, my son!” answered Bob Lawless.
“Franky’'s done nothing he's ashamed to
tell his friends—and he's told us nothing.
You're talking out of vour back teeth!”

“Well, I reckoned he wonldn't tell
vou,” said Lawrence. "“Yomn wounldn't
speak to him again if I tald you!”

“You're welcome to fell them, if
vou've anything to tell,” answered Frank
Richards, with a shrug of the shoulders.

“He's wriften to Molly,” said

“Come on,

- Lawrence, in 4 voice trembling with rage.

“She wouldn't tell me at first, because
she was afraid it would lead to a fight;
bunt I made her tell me. He’s written fo
her—a letter onlv a sneaking cad and
coward would write!”

1* “Y haven't!” shouted Frank. "“It's &
el
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“Molly said so!”

"Euhe——sht: couldn’'t have said so.
you

Frank broke off as Lawrence struck full
a2t his face.

“Now come on!”
teeth.

The invitation was not needed; Frank
was coming on. He was utterly be-
wildered by the acecusation; but his anger
was at boiling-peint now, and the blow
was the finishing touch.

He came on with a fierce rush, and 1n
a second more the two were fighting
hammer-and-tongs.

A Dbreathless cirele of feliows
rounded them, looking on.

Boh Law!rss and the Cherub were look-
ing dismayved, as they felt. Their faith in
Frank Richards was not shaken; they
knew thiat he was loyval and honourable to

1 tell

said Tom, between his

sur-

fhe coré. But the accusation was a
staggering one. Moliy could not be mis-
taken in such a matter: and her word

was above doubt. They simply could not

‘guess what it all meant.

" Frank’s fierce mush drove Lawrence

back, but he disputed every inch of the
way, fichting furiously.

There was. a breathless silence in the
crowd as the fight proceeded.

The adversaries were pretty well
matched. Frank had a more scientific
knowledee of boxing, but Lawrence was
rather the bigger of the two: and it was,
as Chunky Todgers remarked, anybody's
ficht. It was prettv plain that the sym-
pathy of nearly all the onlookers was with
Tom Lawrence. Bob and Beauclerc were
probably the only fellows present who
retained their belief in Frank Richards.

Crash'

Frank Richards went down on his back,
the first to touch grass. Lawrence stood
pﬂl‘ltlﬂ}!, waiting for him to rise.

“Bravo!', sang out Eben Hacke.

Frank stageered to his feet.

* His head was singing, and he was

dazed: but he was full of pluck and
resolution. He came on again fiercely.
“Go’it, Lawrencel”

“Pile in, Tom!"

. The eries were all for Molly's brother.

But in spite of Frank's heavy fall, he
was gaining the upper hand now, and
Lawrence was driven round the ring. He
went down at last, and he was not &0
quick to rise as Frank had been.

Hopkins helped him to his feet.

Frank Richards stepped back. Lawrence
had one eye closed, a2nd his nose was
gtreaming red. The sgight of his former
friend’'s face recalled Frank to bhimself
“and calmed him.

“Lawrence———" he began.

“Come on!” gasped Lawrence.

Frank backed a pace or two.

“Lawrence, I tell you, on my honour, 1
never wrote—"

“Liart™

“Go it, Lawrence!”

Frank I"-churdq had to defend himself
as ‘Lawrence came fiercely on. His teeth
were set now, and his eyes gleaming.
There were moecking murmurs from the

crowd, where Frank's attempt at peace-

mahm“ was taken for a sign of failing
pluck.

He did not think any more of peace;
but put all his skill and strength into the
gcombat.

He was gaining now. and his success
seemed assured, though he was paying
dearly for it.

Lawrence was staggering, and it was
clear enouch that he was beaten; but
he would not give in.

With failire strength, but: dogged
determination, he feught on to the finish.

Crash!

There was a murmur in the crowd as
Lawrence went down again, and sank
back helplessly into the grass after a
feeble attempt to rise.

Frank Richards stood a little uncertainly
on his feet, looking down at his fallen
ENemy,

Lawrence made another attempt to rise.
But he had over-tasked his qtrenﬂth and
he eould not cet upon his feet. He sank
back again with a groan.

“All over, 1 Zuess, " said Bob Lawless,
in a Iﬂ‘w voice. “Here's your jacket,
¥Franky.”

“I'm not done wt' " aasped Lawrence.

“You are done.” said Frank Richards
quietlv. “And I'm sorrv we came ,to
this, Lawrence! I'm willing to give you
my wurd that I don’t ewn understand
what you've accused me of.’

» Lmr’ :

Frank set his lips.

“And there's plenty of us here to back
up Lawrence!” exclaimed Eben Hacke,
pushing forward.

Frank gave the bully of the lumber
school a contemptuous look.

“I'm readv for ven, if you choose!” he
answered. *“I've licked you once, Hacke,
and I dare say I can do it again!”

“1 guess Fll give you the chance

“T guess voua won t!7 gmnled Bob Law-
less, pl:’lshinf.: him back. “Franky’'s not
fit now for another ficht. That may do
for Dakota. Hacke. but it won't do for
Canada! “Shut up!”

“Leave him to me!” muttered Tom
Lawrence. “He's a liar and a coward,
and another time o

“I'm neither.,” said Frank:
conld stand up, I'd make you sorry
giving me these names!”

Lawrence made an ceffort to rise, but
he could not. As he sank into the grass
geain there was a sudden ery, and Molly
eame running through the trees.

“and if yon
for

T he 4th Chapter.
Miss Meadows’ Inquiries.

“0Oh, Jerusalem!” muttered Bob Law-
less in dismay.

Molly ran to her brother's side, the
schoolhoys making way for her. She
dmpp:.d on her snees in the grass.

“Tom!”

Lawrence's bruised face became crim-

2011.
“I—I've done my best, Molly,” he mut-
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{ In a case of

tered. “I—I've  got the  worst of it.
Another time
He staggered to his feet with Molly's
help. The girl’s flashing eyes turned
upon Frank Richards. .
‘You coward!”  she bre&*l ed.
i “ﬂ”.}‘ j 2
*You brute!”
“PDash it all, it was a fair ﬁ chi, Molly,”

exclaimed. Bob Lawless, ~and }nur.
brother started it!” “
But Molly did not heed.
“Coward.!” she repeated. “Brute!”
“Molly,” muttered Frank wretchedly,

“1 never wanted to touch him! He wﬂl
t{.ll you himself that he jorced me
‘h,s because yon insulted me!” ex-
claimed Molly Lawrence. * That was
“lw' You deserved it! It is shameful!”
“But I never did, Molly!”
“Don't speak to me!
Tom!”

“Look here, don't you mterfere Molly !
said Tom Lawrence sturdily. “1t was a
fair fight, and Richards got the best of
it. Next time I'm going to get the best
uf it. I'm going to thrash him for writ-

g that letter, if I get a licking every
d;n for a whole ternr!”

“I've written no letter!” said Frank.
“1 don't even know what you mean!”

“I dare say you're ashamed of 1t now,”
said Lawrence.

“I tell vou——" shouted Frank.
“Go ahead!” said Lawrence bitterly.
“Youn can bully now'I can’t lift a finger.
.Go ahead!”
“That's unfair, and you know it!” said

Frank, calmmg himself. “1 tell you
both

“That’s enough!”
Lawrence turned away to bathe his face
in the creek, his sister going with him.
Frank Richards put on his jacket, and
looked round at the lowering faces of the
Cedar Creek fellows. He saw in almost
every face that he was condemned.
~ “I'd like you fellows to know that it's
all a mistake, somehow,” he said. “I've
never written a letter to Molly Lawrence
in my life! Why should I write to her
when I see her every day but Sundays?”
“Molly’s word is good enough for us!”
said Dawson curtly.
“Quite good enough!” chimed in Chunky
Todgers. “I'm shocked at you, Richards!
I am really, you Enow! What was it you
wrote?” .
“Nothing. you fat fool!” shouted Frank.
Chunkv shook his head sclf:mnh
1'%I«::nll’:. s got the letter,” he answered.
“1 saw her take it out of her pocket and

Come away,

read it. She wouldn't show it to me.
But she's got it.”
“Come on, Frank!” said Beauclere.

“Yon must do mmet-hing to your face
before you go in.
Frank Richards nodded and  left the
glade with his chums.
It was little enough that could be done
to his face. After all that :could be
dome it showed very plainly the marks of
the éommbat, thourrh it was not so bad as
Lawrence's.

It was pretty certain that Miss Mea-
dows’ eyves would be upon both of them
when they retumed to the lumber school.
slight damage Miss Meadows
knew how to be judiciously blind, being
aware that boys would be boys, and that
a little “scrap " generally meant no harm.
But the present case was rather more
serious.

Frank Richards and Lawrence were both
among the number of the Cedar Creek
iellows who stayed at the lumber schoel
for dinner, and when they went into the
! dining-room, Miss Meadows, who was at
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By Owen Conquest.

Tubby Muffin’'s short reign as the
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the head of the table, glanced at them
very severely.

She made no remark for the present,
however, . but her expression showed that
the matter was to be inquired into later.

After dinner Frank Richards went out
with his friends, feeling very limp and
restless. ; The fight had told severely upon
lum th ugh he lmd finished the victor.

“Teeld bad?” asked Bob Lawrence
Efmpnthﬁtically.
‘Rotten!” answered Frank.

“I'm afraid there’ s going te be trouble
with Miss Meadows,” said Beauclerc un-
easily. ' “She can't pass this over. Frank,
have you really no idea what it's all
about?” °

Frank Richards shook his head.
“Not the least!” he answered.
“You haven’'t written any letter to
Molly?” asked Bob. |
“I’ve said I haven’t!” exclaimed Frank
angrily. “Are you beginning to thiok
thu same as the rest?”
*“ Easy does it, old seout. Don’t quarrel
mth your pals,” answered Bob soothingly.
“It beats me hollow. If Molly says she's
had a letter, she’s had a létter right
enough.”™

“Not from me!”

“She thinks it's from you, then. And
she vs your fist well enough—she sees
it every day in class, It beats me to a
frazzle!l”

And Botr Lawless shook his head hnpe*
lessly. His faith in his cousin and chum |
Wwas beln put to a very severe test.

As fﬁr the rest of the lumber school,
there was no doubt as to their opinion.
When Frank came in to afternoon classes
grim imks were given him on all sides—

from girls as well as boys. He was con-
de by all excepting his chums. Even
the junior classes of Mr. Slimmey and

Mr. Shepherd looked over towards Frank
with dlmppmvlng looks. Frank's -hand-
some face—not so handsome now—wore
a rather dogged expression. But for the
faith ‘of hiz two loyal chums he would
have felt very bitter indeed.

Miss Meadows came into the school-
room, looking unusually stern. Lessons
did not begin at once. Frank Richards
and Tom Lawrence were called out before
the class.

“You two boys have been fighting?”
asked Miss Meadows sharply.

“Yes, ma'am.” .

“I understood that you were friends,”
said the schoolmistress. “Yet, to judge
by your looks, you have been ﬂghtm" in
a savage manner. I require to know “the
cause of this.”

The two schoolboys were silent.

“I will ask you first, Richards." said
Miss Meadows very qmed} “For what
reason have you quarrelled so bitterly
w1th Lawrence?”

“I haven’t quarrelled with bim, Miss
Meadnws ” answered Frank.

“Then it is your fault, Lawrence?”

“J. don't mean that, Miss Meadows,”
exclaimed Frank hastily. “We—we bhad a
row. Lawrence thinks—"

uweiliiﬂ -

“Y don’'t mind telling you, ma'am.” said
Frank, his cheeks flushing. “In fav:t I'a
like you to, know, so that you ecan find
out what’s happcned if  you care fto.
Everybody’'s down on me for what I'm
supposed to have done, and 1 don’t even
know what it _is!”

Lawrence's lip curled. but he did not
speak.  Miss Meadows glanced sharpiy
from oné to the other.
=1 shall certainly inquire very closely
into thls " she exelaimed. “Lawrence,
what is it you accuse Richards of 2"

q
- - !

out ” on the part of the
batsman, and his article is full of
‘valuable tips, which will, be appreciated
especially by all" those amateurs who
believe, like Mr. G. L. Jessop, in the
“lively ” style of batting.
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‘ For many years our Companion Paper,’

the “Penny Popular,” has earned the

grateful thanks and hearty support of a |,
very numerous iollowing of keen readers

by its efforts to meet the continuous
demand of the vast crowd of admirers of
Messrs. Owen Conquest, Frank Richards.
md Martin Clifford, for “more.’

"The past work of this famous trio of
authors has been remodelled, to a certain
extent, brought up to date, and pub-
lished in a convenient form in the “ Penny
Popular.” But the good old “Penny
Pop ” is now going one better than that.

The stories it now publishes are
original, fresh, hot-from-the-press stories,
by the same famous trio of favourite
writers!

This is by far the most important step
in the history of the paper. It was only
by taking full and immediate advantage
of an unexpected opportunity that your
Editor was able to secure this splendid
“scoop.” The popularity of the “Penny
Popular ” is enns-equentlv—and naturally
—increasing by Jeaps dnd hounds, and if
any of my readfrs have overiooked its
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“He can tell you, if he chooses,” an-
swered Lawrence. |
“Very well;: tell me, Richards. If yo
have committed® no fault you need no
object to telling me.”
“I don’t object &t all, Miss Meadows.
Lawi:ence thinks I've written to his sister
“I know you haved” interjected Law-
rence.
"That*s not true!”
“1've seen the letter!”
“That's nnt true, either, as I've never
wrltten
“Be silent. both of vou!” exclaimed
Miss Meadows. “If Richards has written
to your sister, Lawrence, what does it
matter, as they are friends?”
> “He knows what rot he wrote!” growled
om.
“1 did not write!” shouted Frank.
“0h,“you deny it now, of course!” =aid
Tom Lawrence. with a sneer. *“It's vyour
own fanlt, "though., if "Miss Megdows
knows. 1 wasn’t going to say a word.”
“1 shall certainly know. the whaole
matter,” said Miss Meadows.

offence in a 'letter written by Frank
l{iclmrda to your sister?”
“He knows,” answered Tom doggediy.
“Is the letter in existence now?"
wihs { o o
“It can’t be!” said Frnnh
that I've never wrltttn
“Your sister has the letter Lawrence?”
asked Miss Meadows, motioning Frank
Rmhdrda to be EI[LHt
“Yes, ma'am.
Miss Meadows
breathless class.
“Molly, you have a letter written to
you by Fl‘dﬂl\ Richards, which is the
cause of this quarrel?”
“Yes, Miss Meadows,”

“1 repeat

glanced towards the

answered Molly

quuth
‘Bring it to me at once.”
“Very well.”

There was a breathless hush as Molly
Lawrence went out before the cluss,
taking a letter from her pocket as she

did so. rank Richards stared at her
blankly. As he saw her hand the letter
to Miss Meadows he began to wonder

whether he was dreamln"

The 5th Chapter.
Condemned !

Miss Meadows took thc letter
Molly’'s hand. -

All eves were fixed upon her face as she
quietly unfolded it and glanced over it.

The sn;ho{rlmlatrm ' brows Knitted as

she read.

Hwhards”
“Yes, maam?” fdltered Franh.

“How dared vou write this?

irom

Frank Richards felt as if his - head
“EFL turning round.
~Write that!” he repeated “I—I1

dldn't.' I’ve never seen it before.”
~Silence ! I will read this letter out

to the class, as the matter has become

so public.” said Miss Meadows. “1 desire

that all Cedar Creek sfounld know what
to think of a boy who eowld write such

a letter to a good and self-respecting
girl such as I kpnow Moaliy to be.”

There was deep silence in the school-
room a3 Miss Meadows read. Frank
Rwhuda listened like a fellow in a dream
The - eorner
of the hlﬂ' schnnl room, as Miss Meadows

read in her clear volce:

“t Molly Laernm,uIm fed up—fed
right ulr—mt.h your running after me as
you do. I haven’t cared to say so, but

J“— 7
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FRIEND, The Fleetway

K'_..r

YOUR EDITOR.

Price
Three Haifpence

{ it's getting too tiresome.
some of his time to himself, and doesn't

‘atter him.

i I:.ﬂ yuu ..
mean to say, Lawrence, that there is some .

I the door.

past, I recommend them {
to take immediate steps to ensure their

getting it regnlarly every week in future.

1/5/19

& {ellca wantd

want to be always having girls hanging
1 don't want to be brutal,
but that’'s how it stands.  Give some
other fellow the glad eye, and: gnre me

a rest,  °
T F R ’ “

It seemed to Frank Richards that he
was dreaming, a - hideous dream, as he
listened to that string of offensive
brutalities. That was the letter—the
letter he was believed to have written!

He stood dumb, his face quite pale—
while Molly’s was c¢rimson, and Tom
Lawrence was gritting his teeth.

Bob Lawless jumped to his feet, and ran

out before the class, his sunburnt face

furious.

“It's not .true!” he shouted. *“Not a
word of it! Frank never wrote that—he
couldn’t! Only a beastly cad and worm
could have ‘written such. a lctter, and
idn't-—he couldn’t!”

“He couldn’t!” exclaimed Beauclerce
i \1133 Meadows, it's impossible!”

“You are eudeutlv unar,quamted with
this boy's .true character,” said Miss
Meadows. “1I am sure You were no
parties to his conduct.”

“Frank couldn’'t do it!” shouted Bob.
“He’s always respected Molly, as we all
do. He would rather have beem hanged
than write such a letter. Molly, how
could you think——" |

“It's in his fist!” growled Tom Law-
rence. “It's full of lies—you all know
it's all lies—and Frank Rlctlards wrote
every lie there!”

Frank panted for breath.

“*In 111- fist!” repeated © Bob, taken
aback. “It’s gzot hls. initials at the end
you mean. That’'s all.”

“It’s written in his hand,”
“T couldn't have believed it otherwise.”

Frank Richards found his voice.

“1t’s not true,”  he said huskily.
“Molly, how could you believe 1'd be such
a cad—such a coward, as to write that!
I never did. 1'd never heard a word of
1t before.”

The girl gave him a sad glance.

“I wish I could believe you,” she an-

swered. “But it's in your hang.”
“It isn't! 1t can't be! You're mis-
taken!”

“That is enough,
Miss Meadows sterniv. “You need not
add miserable falsehoods to yvour offence.”

“Miss Meadows, let me see the
letter!”
The =schoolmistress handed him the

letter with a cold, |
Frank stared at it. and Bob and VYeére
Beauclerc looked at it, and then they
steppeéd back withont a word. For the
letter ‘was in Frank Richards’ handwriting
—the clean., neat, handsome handwnt.mg
that was well known at Cedar Cré¢k, and
had often been remarked upon.. Every
turn and 'trieck of his writing was there,
and it was im ible to believe that i1t

was not Frank Richards’ pen that had
traced the words. - A

Frank stood dumbfounded. :

For a moment his brain swam, and he
wondered whether. in some moment of
aferration be counld

of anger and scorn.

- Frank  locked round with Ja hagwd'

face, and he almaost staggered as he saw

that his chums' looks were-averted. His

eves sougzht Miss. Meadows’ face, to read
only stern condemnation there.

“Ruharﬂs——-— t*u: schﬂolmlatress was
beginning.

, Frank panted.

e 05 Believe me, I—"

“You neéd say no more, Richards. How
to deal with you I scarceiy know. This
is ‘i very painful shock to me.”

“For the present, Richards, 3-:;11 mar
leave the school-room. I must eonsider
how to deal with you. You may go home
now."” |

4 T | " muttered Frank.

“Go, please!”
Miss Meadows’ hand .pointed towards
Frank Rwharda cast a last
look 'raund, but lis chums did not meet
his glance; and then, with slew *and
faltering steps, the unhappy boy tottered
from the school-room.

.

THE END,
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" said Mnll)_. .

Richards!” broke in -

contemptuons . look. .

have writfen
that cruel, insulting letter. ~There was' 'a
deep murmur from the claas-—a muﬂmm.__
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