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The 1st Chanter.
Tubby Brings News!
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himself more—he tells us so himself, | —to give the old Head a good
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}'Dxl ENIOW, and that's verv consociing

“Ha, hal Yes, but what | - Jimmy Silver paused
“And now the old chap's zoing | thouchtfully.
away., and won't be back for a g &F y
month. Therefore e

‘What - delightfully fresh news'™ | tea had begun.

1 o

pad | casm. i the cheeriul :lili'1j1-,:;' O
| “Therefore,” pursued Jimmy Sil- { at Rookwood to be
| ver, ignoring Lovell’s remark, ““it’s | thoughtiul for long, tha

wd | up to the leaders of the Classical | three members of the Fistic
| I—that's little us inn ‘

=

Skull Island!

armsworth’s NEW ATLAS Now on Sale!
Headmaster's Attack | Lost i Lava Field! £

In this week’s

nodded | : |
| ful frown and silence was out, the
suspense was ended.
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The new Head stalked grimly on to the field of play, his hand raised aloft.
“Stop, I command you!” he thundered. “I forbid this game to continue!
Bulkeley, leave the field! Go to your room at once!”

- a

And then he had suddenly startled “He knows we know, and yet he's
them with the above remarks.
But now the secret of his thought- “And.” went on Jimmy, with a
Hunnish glare at Lovell, “ now . the
| doctor’s ordered him a rest, and the
Arthur  Edward Lovell picked UF Board of Governors has granted him

tt;-llin;.: us.” murmurea Lovell

1.2 R L s 1 <
f 1 a month's leave, and he goes

11s cup again,- Newcome cut himse

a slice. of cake, and Raby tackled | morrow. Now, as 1 say, 1¥’s up
his chunk of war bl‘E‘ﬂd ancw, 1S, as the flower of ].{;'T}C}].{W'OOC], 1)
“You see,” proeceeded Jimmy Sil- | to speak, to give nim a cood send-off.
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. ‘“as  vou . fellows - know, the | It'll buck him up no end.
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Head’s Deen seedy - for some fiume, “Jolly good idea!” said Arthur
, : - o :

and——" Edward Lovell heartily.
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‘““Hear, hear!”
“Then that's settled!”

exclaimed
Jimmy, with satisfaction, “Wea'll
get to know what time he'’s going, ana
we'll do it. As I say, he's a jolly
good sort.  Of course he has his
faults—that Bootle’s biz, for instance ;
but then he'd good cause to be waxy
over that, after all. That nasty fall
he had when Legget played that
rotten trick on him was enough to
upset anvone. In fact, 1it's my belief
that's what started his illness, for he’s
been secedy ever since.”

“Tubby Muffin says it's the grub
rationing that’'s pulling him down,”
chuckled Raby.

**That’'s rot, of course,” said
Jimmy Silver. “Only chaps who
used to overeat have lost weight

with the rationing. Take my case,
for instance,” argued Jimmy Silver.
“At first, T'll admit, I lost weight.
Then I began to pick up, and put
on an average two pounds Out-
side, porpoise!” ‘

Jimmy Silver roared out those last
two words in no uncertain tone as a
fat face poked round the door.

As a matter of fact, Tubby Muffin,
thoa owner of the face, usually was
met with that request whenever he
entered other fellows’ studies at
Rookwodd.

He was so used to 1t that he never
by any chance acceded to the request,
unless 1t was accompanied by the
additional persuasion of a boot.

And this oceasion was no exception

to the rule. Tubby rolled in and
blinked excitedly at the Fistical Four.
'F;;lM"J  mﬂﬂd!ﬁwq#ﬂﬂhh
1an re: t&lm Y. | LA
eré. was an unusual note ‘of
~ urgeney in Tubby’s voice,
Eu mmy Silver & Co. were not

impressed. | |

“Outside!" roared four voices in
unigon..

* But—but, T say, it's important,”
protested Tubby excitedly. “I've
yust heard—-"

“Buzz off ! Travel! . We're busy,’
growled Jimmy Silver, pouring him-
self out a cup of tea. **Roll away,

11

there’s a good chap!
Tubby Mufin glared.
The Fistical Four proceeded with
tea as if Tubby Muffin did not exist.
“As I was sayving when that fat

’

chump interrupted,” remarked Jimmy

Silver, renewing the  discussion,
“*most chaps went down., you know.
So did I at first. Then I put on an
average two pounds——"

ik ‘ih!ll
Jimmy Silver & Co. jumped.
The exclamation had come from

Tubby Muffin.

But it was the tone in which it
was uttered that made the Fistical
Four jump.

“Hallo-—— Why, what’s the mat-
ter with the potty ass?” execlaimed
Jimmy Silver.

Tubby Muffin Eninted an accusing
finger at Jimmy Silver.

“So I've bowled you out at last!”
he said impressively,

. Eh?ﬂ

“1've suspected this for a long
while,” said Tubby Muffin.

** Sus-suspected this——"

“I suppose you thought I'd gone
when you said that?”

“What the dickens—"

“Not thst it would have made
much difference,” went on Tubby,
with a self-satisfied smirk. “I'm a
brainy chap. 1 see things, as you
fellows know. 1 tumbled to your
lHttle game some time ago.”

“Tum-tumbled to my little gzame?”
stuttered Jimmy Silver.

Tubby nodded.

“That's 1t, old sport. I must say,
though--I really must—-I'm surprised

at vou, Jimmy Silver. You're a
dark horse, you know, and no mis-
take.”

“A dark horse? What—-"

“Own up, now, Jimmy,” urged
Tubbyo::d "p.'%]iven’t I limwled you out?
No ing wool over my eves,
mimw. I'm fiy, I am.”
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“Wha-what on earth———" began

Lovell. :

“ But don’t get the wind up,” went
on Tubby, with a fat wink. *Trust
me. I'm a bit of a sporty bhoy my-
self, you know. I like a quid en the
jolly old gee-gees myself, now and
again.” ,

“M-myv hat!” .exclaimed. Raby.

“A quid on a gee-gee!” murmured
Newcome faintly. :

Jimmy Silver & Co. fairly blinked
at the “sporty bhoy.”

Tubby felt he had made a ftre-
mendous IMpression.

“That's me!” ke said. “I'm hot
stuff at spotting form, f'rinstance. 1t
wants a chap with bramms for spotting
form. That’'s me, you know. All
the same,” went on Tubby loftily,
“I'm not above taking a wrinkle
from anyone. Look here, Jimmy,
old nut, can you put me on a good
thing? What's your fancy i

“Wha-what?”

“Be-a sport!” urged Tubby. A
good thing, you know—something
safe. What's your fancy for——
Here! Wha Yarroogh !”

Rising as one man, the Fistical Four
had dropped Tubby with a heavy
lﬂ)ump on the hard, unsympathétic

0Or. |

Though the mystified juniors hadn’t

?

the faintest idea what the egregious:

Falstaff of Rookwood was driving at,
they had, nevertheless, agreed with-
out  discussion to oblige Tubby.

“Wow! Oh deat! What did you
do that for, you beasts?”’ wailed
Tubby.

“Why, you asked us!” remarked
Jimmy Silver, in surprise. “You

“Tn Jolly
o IB{lw-.-wpw_!"", sal ?]immy' Sél'l;e.r. i

§¢ CXpose , Jimmy Silver!
I'll tell everybdg'? Backing horses,
eh? Fancy thet! It's disgraceful!
But I've bowléd yvou out.”

; “\E‘;hy, you burbling jabberwock,

“It’s no use, Jimmy Silver!” said
Tubby sternly. *“The innocent dodge
won't work with me, Now, own up.
Tell the truth., Didn't I hear vou
say when I came in that you'd put
two pounds on a gee-gee called Ann-
average. or some other blessed horse ?
Didn’t I, nowt”

Jimmy Silver & Co. roared. It was
obvious that the fat youth had made
a little mistake.

“That’s settled it, then!” said
Tubby darklv. *“I've done my best
to save you, Jimmy Silver, I've given
vou every chance, but I'm blessed if
I'll hide your guiity secret after this.
Fancy Jimmy Silver, captain of the
Fourth, betting, €¢h? When Bootles
hears 4

Tubby frowned darkly, and rolled
grimly to the door,

“Come back, you silly idiot!
Y-you burbling chump!” yelled
Jimmy Siver, in alarm. ‘ Bootles'll

scalp you if you take that silly yarn |

to him. Don't be a duffer !”

“T'm jolly well going!” said
Tubby,atubbornl}'. “1 heard you
54 Y

Jimmy Silver breathed hard.

“Why, you—you crass ass,”” he

stuttered, I never mentioned horse- |

racing! You heard me say I'd put
on an average of two pounds since the

blessed grub-rationing = started. 1
didn’t mention raciag, YyYou—you
potty——"

O™

The Fistical Four roared at the look
of blank astonishment on the fat

youth's face.
Muffin quickly re.

But Tubby
covered.
“He, he, he!” he cackled feebly.
“Did vou chaps really think I was
gerious ?”’ | |

“Wha-what 7"

“1 was only pulling your legs, of
course !’ explammed Tubby.

“My—my hat!”

“That’'s 1t. You chaps are slow—
really you are, you know. But, I gay,

\ Roo Kwoon l ¥ | mght, after all.
\ ' J 1

|

‘Hop it

' Dr.

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

Jimmy, old pal. what about tea? I
don’t mind if I do stay now. You

80—
“Why, ryou—you—— Well,
hat!” exclaimed Jimmy
S Here, vou fat fraud, clear out!
I'm fed up with you!”
“Well, T hke that!” said Tubby
warmly. ‘‘ After missing my tea to
tell you the news, too! Mean, I call
it. I eame -rushing here to tell you
that the Head's decided to go to-
But I'm blessed if 1

0 now-—no, not if you go on your
bended——"

my

 “Eh? What's that? The Head
iIs—"" gasped Jimmy eagerly. *‘ 8o
the Head’s going to-night, is he?

13

h

W it t}me, youhthunllgmg—-— 3
“I—1 gay, who told you?” gas

Tubby Muffin. £
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Some silly, jabbering idiot’s told

you!" said Tubby, in - disgust,
“*Never mind; you'll miss secing the

| Head off, and serve you jolly well

right. Wouldn't you just squirm if
you knew that Tommy Dodd and his
crowd of Modern rotters were stand-
ng waiting for the Head's car when
I came away? But I'm hanged if
I— Here—what—wow !” -

Tubby Muffin smote the floor witl
a terrific thump, as, only stooping
to snhateh their caps, the Fistical Four
sweptadike an avalanche over his
podgy 1
the doorway.

Tubby Muffin’s “important ” news

had fatrned out important, after all.
In faet, there wasn’'t much doubt
that fo Jimmy Silver & Co. the news

was most important.

The 2nd Chapter.
The New Head.

“Buck up!” urged Jimmy Silver,
dashing down the passage. ‘““My hat !
Faney those Modern warms thinking
of the wheeze, too! I'll"bust Tubby
for this!™

At top spced the Fistical Four
dashed out into the quad and across
to the gates. . 2

Then Jimmy Silver gave a shout. -
Grouped around the entrance-gates

;
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““Same to ‘you, eold nut!” said
Jimmy Silver ‘cheerfully. |

Then, as the Modern juniors
crowded round the Classical Four,
looking war-like, Jimmy held up his
hand. |

‘Peace, my infants! This is no
time for strifc!” he said. “ Tommy
Dodd, I'm surprised at you!”

“Why, you Classical dummy——"

< Why, you——”

: out!” yelled Tommy Cook
warningly, *“ Here's the car?”
A_mitf a loud tooting of the horn,

Chisholm's car drove slowl
down the drive and turned thmugfn
the gates.

“Hip, pip, hurrah!” shouted
Jimmy Silver & Co.
“Hip, pip, hurrah!” shouted

Tommy Dodd & Co.

As the car passed the juniors, Dr.
Chisholm's face, pale and thin,
appeared at the window.

The Head of Rookwood certainly
did not look well.

Silver.

person, and vanished through

| holm’

Price

Then the car vanished down the
road.

Tommy Dodd turned to Jimmy
Silver when the car had gone.

“You—you ass!” he exclaimed
breathlessly. “ What the dickens did
you want to yell like that for? The
Head’ll think you cheered because
he was going !”

Jimmy Silver snorted.

As a matter of fact, Jimmy Silver
was feeling extremely cxasperated.

His great wheeze had not turned
out suech a tremendous score as he had
anticipated. Certainly they had
given the old Head a good send-off,
but the fact that the Modern juniors
had also thought of the wheeze, and
had got there first, quite took the gilt
off the gingerbread.

*“You—you—well, my hat! You
cheeky ass, Tommy Dodd !’ he ejacu-
lated at last. ** Why, vou jyelled
harder than anyone yourself, As if
the Head wanted to be yalled at by
%{;h inkyi crowd of MOJ:!m worms.

yo—"’

** That's 1t, Jimmy! Cheek, T eall
it !”” exclaimed Lovell warmly. “ You
Modern rotters don't know your
place! Blessed if s

= \g ¥, you. Classical wornis——"

“Why, you Modern chump—"’

““ Sure. an mop em up entoirely!”
came  Lommy Doyle's . .excited wvoice,

“ That’s 1t, whop the cads!” yelled
Tommy Cook. *“‘Sock into ‘em!”

There was a rush of Modern juniors.

~ Buck up!” yelled Jimmy Silver.

There followed- the trampling of
many feet on the gravelled drive, and
the sound of sundry grunts and the
roar of voices,

In less than 2 minute, Jimmy Silver
& Co. and Tommy Dodd & Co.,
locked in deadly embrace, were waltz-
ing about, pounding each other vigor-
ously” Lovell lay stretched on a
flower-bed inside the gates, with
Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle sit-
ting on his head. Raby and New-
come were completely invisible,
though a writhing mass of Moderns
in the gateway indicated their possible
whereabouts.

The Fistical Four were over-
matched by long odds, but they put
up- a terrific resistance, nevertheless.

The scrimmage was at its height
when an interruption occurred.
‘Amid a loud toof, toot! Dr. Ch

-
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ipgly, sfollowed by the jarring o
o A R AT IR R S
startling “suddenness, and jumped to
one side to allow the—as they
m - o s " ear t-ﬂ 3 f

and a frown-

ing face,
hat, a d. at the window.
“A face with a hooked' nose and

small, glittering cyes it was—a face
one would have looked at twice, and
liked less at the second look than at
the first.

‘o MF
Silver.

There was a sudden hush as the
hooked-nose gentleman descended
from the car with a thunderous brow.

“Boys !

The voice was authoritative, it was
also grating and decidedly unpleasant
to hear—more like the croak of a
corncrake, as Raby said afterwards.

** Boys!’ exclaimed the gentleman,
glaring around at the dishevelled
junyors. ‘“*What does this disgraceful
riot mean—this disgusting brawl?”’

Silence !

“You, boyv, answer me at once!”
demanded the stranger harshly,
singling out Jimmy Silver. “ What
16 your. name, and to what form do

hat!’ ejaculated Jimmy

He gave the juniors a kind smile, | you belong?”
nevertheless. Jimmy Silver grinned.
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The hook-nosed gentleman’s auto-
cratic manner and thundereus frown
did not {nghten the cheerful"Jimmy
in the least. | ,

He hadn’t the faintest idea who the
unpleasant stranger was, but he cer-
tainly had no intention of answering
his overbearing Questions—not in the
way the stranger desired, at any rate.

* Anewer me!” demanded the:
beaky gentleman, his thin lips- clos-
g with a snap. ** At once!”

* Certainly, sir!”’ chuckled Jimmy
Silver. ‘“ My name is Norval—on the
Grampian Hills—""

Smack !

The beaky gentleman’s fat palm
met Jimmy Silver’s face with a crack
ltke a pistol shot, sending the
astonished junior spinning across the
drive. R ;

Apparently, the hook-nosed gentle-
man had a somewhat hasty temper.

Jimmy S8Silver picked hmself up
from the gravel, his face white and
his eves gleaming.

h Possigly, now you are acquainted
with my methods of discipline, you
will answer my questions, boy, with-
Ouf’i furt!ler msolence. Your name
and—— 4

The harsh, grating tones ceased as
the rustle of a gown was heard, and
Mr. Greely came whisking down the
drive. $.4 '

He frowned portentously at the
juniors, and turned. with a bow, to
the hook-nosed gentleman. F s

** Dr. Snazlem, I presume!” he ex-
claimed in his booming tones.

The rusty-looking stranger ignored
the question, and eyed Mr. Greely up
and down in a manner that made the
F:ifih Form-master’s complexton turn
pink. A%

“* You're Greedy, I - suppose?’ he

- snapped. _
*“* Ahem! My name is Greely,”
said Mr. Greely stiffly. “I° have

SO S B N

4 s el ik ; : - |

L INaster. 11co
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| eall it, Mr. Greely.

| dear, he nearly knocked my

been deputed by Dr. Chisholm to
meet you and imtroduce you to Rook-
wood, sir. Unfortunately, Dr. Chis-
holm has had an urgent call, and has
been obliged to depart much
earher—"" . - oAt R0

“1 am quite aware of that,” inter-
rupted Dr. Snazlem rudely. *“1I had
a few moments’ conversation ~with

, LIE trl:gu:-‘?ﬁ __1 h?&dq
ate and injudicious

Lovell excitedly. e Ty

Apparently the whisper reached
Mr. Greely, for he turned with a
start, as if he had forgotten the pre-

of the juniors. Aige

" One moment, sir—— Beoys!” he
exclaimed ‘angrily. “ Go ™ indoors
at once! How dare you stand there
ini that impertinent manner | Go!”

(R Stﬂp El! .

Dr. Snazlem’s tone was vicious, and
his eyes glittered. ““ 1 arrived here,’
said the stranger, ‘‘ to find these boys
in the midst of a disgraceful orgy of
rufianly brawling—they were fighting
ltke savages, sir. Indeed, 1 wondered
if I had been appointed to take charge
of a den of hooligans, instead of A
public school. ~ It appears to"me that
discipline at Rookwood 1s

slack, Mr. Greely.”

“Indeed, sir! Then I must beg to
differ in opinion,” exclaimed My.
Greely, with some epirit. * This—
this brawling, as vou call it, is merely
the result of good-humoured rivalry
between the Classical and Modern
houses at Rookwood. It is harmless,
and whilst I deplore gfator™

“Do vou actually suggest—do 1
understand, Mr. Greely—that this
hooliganism i1s a regular occurrence
at Rookwood?’ demanded Dr. Snaz--
lem, in shocked surprise. .-

Mr. Greeglv coughed. i

“Then, if that is the case,. I shall
certainly make it my business to put
an end to this—h'm—rivaley; as you
You will kindly
make it yvour duty to cause: any case
of—h’'m—rivalry to be brought to my
notice immediately. That is.my. com-
mand, Mr. Greely ! g0

And, turning his back: on the
master of the Fifth Form; the new
headmaster stamped angrily along
the drive towards the Head s house.

Looking somewhat agitated, Mr.

Greely followed him, apparently for- .
getting the juniors.
“ My—my hat!” exclaimed Tommy
Dodd excitedly. “A new Head, by
gum! And a fire-eater at that! What
price Greely 7" s

*Well, I'm blessed!”

“What a sell!” 1

Jimmy Silver rubbed his head woe-
fully, his usually cheery face red and
angrv. |

“He's a cad—a rotten, ruffianly
brute!” he exclaimed warmly. . * Oh,
blessed
head off ! i

There was a buzz of excited voices

extremely

L as the juniors proceeded indpors.




In fact, there was a buzz of excited
voices all over Rookwood that even-
1ng.

The appointment of a stranger as
temporary Head during Dr. Chis.
holm’s absence came as a tremendous
surprise to the schoel as a whole.

They had naturally expected Mr.
Greely, who was the senior master at
Rookwood, to take over the reins of
government,

And now the question was settled,
and the new headmaster had arrived,
there was much discussion and specu-
lation as to the possible result of his
administration.

But to the juniors, Classicals and
Moderns alike, who had already made
the Head’s acquaintance, there was
nothing but gloomy foreboding of
trouble ahead, especially if his deter-
mination to put an end to the rivalry
between Classicals and Moderns was
adhered to.

For it was as impossible to stop the
incessant rows between the juniors of
the two sides of Rookwood as to stop
the sun from shining, or the rain from
falling,

Not Cricket,
Crash'!
“My hat! You ass, Jimmy
Silver !
“Now you’'ve done 1, Tommy
Dodd !”

“The Head’s window, too! Oh,

dear !’

At the bottom of the steps on the
Modern side of Rookwood, clad in
spotless flannels, stood Tommy Dodd,
zazing aghast at tho awful thing he
had done

At the bottom of the steps on the
Classical side of Rookwood, also clad
in spotless flannels, stood Jimmy Sil-
ver, gazing equally aghast at the
awfunl thine he had helped to do.

It had all happened quite suddenly
and guite unexpectedly.

Jimmy Silver had, in the exuber-
ance of high spirnits, flung the chal-
longe—in the form of a cricket-ball—
across the quad.

And Tommy Dodd had accepted the
challenge by making a mighty swipe
at the whizzing sphere with the bat
he carried. Then, crack! came the
sound of good bat meeting ball.

And  crash! came the sound of
breaking zlass as the ball disappeared
through the sacred window of the
headmaster’s study.

Hengce the horrified remarks of
Moderns and Classicals as they waited
for the storm to break.

There was a sudden hush as the
window opened with a vicious slam,
and the face of Dr. Snazlem appeared.

*Boys, come here at once!”

There was a wealth of concentrated
fury in the command.

(Classicals and Moderns moved
sloomily across the quad. and stopped
beneath the Head’s window.

At that moment Mr. Manders came
rustling up with a thunderous frown.

“Mr. Manders, will you see to it
that not one boy moves until I
come?”

The window closed with a slam, and
Dr. Snazlem’s face vanished.

Mr. Manders’ eves gleamed ; he was
not in the least likely to allow a boy
to move.

A minute of silence, and the new
Head appeared down the Classical
steps, a cane mn hand, and a fierce
clitter in his eyes.

“ Hold out your hand, boy !”
The command was addressed
Lovell, who happened to be nearest.

Liovell hesitated, then his hand went
out slowly.

Swish, swish!

“Now the other hand !”

Swish, swish!

““ Now the next boy!”

There were-groans of pain and mur-
murs of anger as each of the juniors
preserit. went through the sams
punishment n turn.

The cuts were cruel and vicious,
and the juniors, touzh as they were,
had turned white with pam.

Not once did the new Head mention
the broken window, nor did ke de-
mand the name of the culprits. And
& low murmur of anger went up af

to
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tae rank injustice of it all when at
last the Head stopped, breathless.

- }Ir‘ Manders!”
e SIrT

“You will be zood enough to take

charge of this dangerous sporting
paraphernalia.”
“Hm! Certainly, sir!”

Sullenly the juniors handed over
bats, stumps, bails, and balls to Mnr.
Manders, who fumbled with the un-
familiar objects gingerly—as if he ex-
pected them to go off.

“Boy,” said Dr. Snazlem, turning
to Jimmy Silver, * as you were armed
with those dangerous weapons, 1 pre-
sume your inteniion was to play that
brutal game of football this after-
noon?”

Jimmy Silver’s look was sulphurous
as he faced the new headmaster.
Even the cheerful Jimmy was far

too angry to see any humour in Dr. .

Snazlem’s little mistake.

“We were going to play cricket,
?)

sir,” he muttered . through clenched
teeth.
“Ah! An equally foolish and dan-

rerous game, as that broken window
will testify,”” observed Dr. Snazlen.
“This barbarous passion for sports

1
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Jimmy Silver sas the first-to re- |
| Dr. Snazlem’s harsh, grating tones.

cover his voice,

“Well, my word!” he stuttered,
taking a deep breath. What a—
what a Prussian!”

And that was all Jimmy Silver had
time to say then, for taere: was a
sudden rush of curious juniors from
every corner. of the quad.

Dozens of juniors on their way nut
to the playing-fields had watched—
from a safe distance—the little drama,
and now were curious fo know what
it all meant; and the heroes—or,
rather, victims—were soon the centre
of a buzz of excited voices.

But the excited buzz soon changed
to howls of wrath and groans of dis-
may.

And egreat was the consternation,
and great was the wrath,- of the
Lower School at the news,

Slowly the excited throng broke up
into ‘little groups, gloomily discussing
the extraordinary decision of the new
headmaster.

Jimmy Silver was looking quite
unlike his usual cheery self as he wan-
dered with his chums diseconsolately
towards Big Side.

The recent brutal and unjust caning
was bad enough, but the prospect of
a future without cricket was fo tne
junior captain of cricket almost too
appalling to contemplate,

A big match was in progress be-
tween the Rookwood and St. Jim's
sentor elevens, and Big Sidé was un-
usually crowded, for, Little Side being
deserted, most of the Lower School
were there, their gloomy faces sadly
out of keeping with the bright sun-
shine that April afternoon.

“*Hallo! Rocokwood's bagged first

and games 1s, in my opinion, the | innings!” grunted Jimmy Silver,

THE NEW HEAD PUTS HIS FOOT DOWN!

gaid Dr. Snazlem.

And with a threatening glare at the dismayed juniors,
Manders followed, with bats and stumps sticking from him like pins in a pin-cushion.

canker spot in public school life, and
1S as debasing as 1t 1s time-wasting.
What is vour opinion, Mr.' Manders?”

“Ahem! 1 quite azree with you,
sir!” exclaimed Mr. Manders, with a
spiteful glare at tbe astonished
juniors. *“‘1 have held that opinion
for some years. '’

“Ah! I’'m glad to hear 1it, Mr.
Manders, for, as 1t 1s my firm convic-
tion that this unhealthy craving for
sport 1s at the root of the deplorable
slackness m discipline at Rookwood,
I not only intend to discourage sport
in any shape or form during my stay
at “Rookwood, but ”’—Dr. Snazlem
glared around—* 1 miost emphatically
forbid the Lower School, at least, to
participato in games of this deserip-
tion in any form whatsoever from this
moiment,

“That 13 my command, Mr, Man-
ders. And now would you be good
enouch to bring those—h'm !—articles
to. my study? And I will take 1mme-
diate steps to make this order known
to all concerned.”

And Dr. Snazlem, after another
threatening glare around, whisked
indoqQrs.

Mr. Manders followed more slowly,
with bats and stumps sticking from
him like pins in a pincushion.

They left behind them the silence
of ntter stiupeiaciion.

Jimmy Silver & Co., Tommy Dodd
& Co., Classicals and Moderns alike,
stared specchlessly after the departing

tyrant of Roockwoad.

gazing moodily across the smooth
green turf dotted with flannelled
figures. “Old Bulkeley’s batting,
too——- Oh, well hit, sirl!”

Nothing seemed to be worrying the
skipper of Roockwood, for he was on
the top of his form, and did
practically what he liked with the St.
Jim’s bowling.

And as they watched, the spirits of
Jimmy Silver & Co., keen cricketers
all, gradually revived.

“My hat! Look!” exclaimed
Raby suddenly. “ The Head and old
Manders! Talk  about birds of: a
feather ! Surely the rotters haven’t
come to see the match !

“More likely come to stop i1t!”
remarked Lovell moodily. * Leooks
to me, though, as if it’s only. old

Manders showing the old beast
rouand,’ -

Jimmy . Silver frowned ~thought-
fully.

“My hat! Look at his chivvy!

red look-
® Blessml
Fancy a

Ever seen such a bad-tempe
ing rotter !” he exclaimed.
if 1 can understand 1it! 3
brute with a temper like his, placed
in charge .of a . publicschool like
Rockwood! ‘Where on earth have
the Governing Board dug the beast
up, I wonder? I'm hanged—= look
out, “here the rotters are!”

There was a sudden hush.

Dr, Snazlem., engared 1n earnest
conversation with Mr. Manders,

approached and stopped a few yards
away.

Price

“Scandalous! Disgraceful!” came

Mr.

‘“It passes my comprehension,

Manders, how the authorities of any |

school can permit this reckless waste
of time and energy in such barbarous

pursuits.”’

“Jt 1s indeed scandalous, Dr.
Snazlem.” agreed Mr. Manders.
“This unhealthy excitement cannot
fail, 1n my opinion, to exercise a
demoralising influence upon the——"

Mr. Manders paused, and frowned
blackly as a loud roar went round
the field.

“Well hit, sir!

Good old Bulke-

lev! Good man!”

“Kavages ! ejaculated Dr, Snaz-
lem. *‘“‘ Hoolizans!”

“ Positively dangerous|” exclaimed

Mr. Manders. *“That boy—surely
that ball will hit him !”

At mid-off Darrel was slowly back-
ing away, his hands outstretched, his
eve on the ball dropping towards him.

“Well caught—— Ah—ah!”

The delighted roar from the St.
Jim's supporters changed to a groan
as Darrel fumbled the catch, and the
ball dropped.

‘““ Fortunately, the boy stopped it
with his hands!” exclaimed Dr.
Snazlem. “What an exceedingly
brutal game! That boy might bhave
been severely hurt.”

Dr, Snazlem's remarks, funny  as
they were, passed unheeded. All
eyes were on Bulkeley, who faced
the bowling again.

Bulkeley was playing the game of
his life, and the Rookwood score rose
steadily,

Crack !

“My hat! That’'s a boundary!”
exclaimed Lovell, his eyes on the
soaring ball. *““Hallo! Look out!”

‘“1 intend to discourage sport in any shape
or form during my stay at Rookwood!"
Mr.

he whisked indoors.

The juniors scattered. Dr. Snaz-
lem’s eyes were fixed as if fascinated
on - the tiny sphere dropping with
ever-increasing velocity towards him.

Then, with a sudden gasp of alarm,
he jumped backwards.

‘Thud !

The ball struck Dr. Snazlem’s chest
with a thump, and the astonished
headmaster sat down with a bump.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Jimmy
Silver. *“That’s done it!”

A sudden awful silence descended
on- the field.

All eves were turned towards the
spot- as- Mr. Manders grimly helped
the headmaster to his feet.

Dr. Snazlem’s appearance was awful
in its savage ferocity.

“Scoundrels! Assassins !” he stut-
tered, his face white with passion.
‘““ A deliberate ' and unparalleled out-
rage !”

Out on the field the players pre-
pared to proceed with the game.

Apparently from the distance they
could not see, nor did they realise,
the state of affairs.

But Dr. Snazlem did not intend
themn to remailh in ignorance of the
situation.

- With gown whisking behind him
in -the breeze, he stalked grimly on
the field of play, his hand raised aloft.

“Stop, I command vou !’ he thun-
dered. “1 forbid this game tc con-
tinue!”

A murmur of

round the Held.

}
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amazement rippled |

Thres Halipeancs

| cannot even watch a match now.

' Lonsdale,
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Bulkeley left his position at the
wicket and crossed to meet the new

. Head.

“Sir?” he questioned, in utter be-
wilderment.

Dr. Snazlem pointed dramatically
schoolwardas.

“Go!” he commanded furiously.
“Leave the field! Go to your room
at once!™
. | 53tr——-but, sir, the match? What

“Go!” fthundered Dr. Snazlem.
“How dare you bandy words with
me, bov! Had I the power, I would
expel you instantly for this unprece-
dented outrage! Gol”

With bowed head and white, set
face, the captain of Rookwood left
the field.

For a fellow in his position, the
humiliation of such a scene was bitter
in the extreme.

A deep murmur of sympathy for
the Rookwood captain went up from
Rookwood fellows and visitors alike.

Angry and mutinous glance from
seniors and juniors followed Dr.
Snazlem and Mr. Manders as they left
the field together.

Slowly the astounded spectators
dispersed amid a clamour of excited
volces.

Never had such an astonishing
scene been witnessed on a field of
sport in all the long annals of Rook-
wood School—or St. Jim’s either, for
that matter.

The St. Jim’s contingent boarded
their brake and departed towards the
station, full of sincere sympathy for
Rookwood, and thankful that 8St.
Jim’s did not possess such a head-
master.

And upon all Rookwood that even-
ing there descended an atmosphere
of gloomy foreboding most profound.

The 4th Chapter.
N.G. v

““Seen the notice?”

Conroy of the Fourth asked that
question as Jimmy Silver came along
the passage the next morning.

L.essons had been decidedly un-
pleasant, both for masters and boys.

There was seething discontent and
a rebellious spirit abroad that augured
1ll for the future peace of Rookwood
whilst 1t remained under the admini-
stration of the new headmaster.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were looking
at any rate anythang but happy when
Conroy stopped to ask that question.

“ No. What blessed notice is that?”
exclaimed Jimmy 1irritably. * For-
bidding us to play tiddley-winks, or
what ?”’

Conroy grinned. :

“Go and look, old top!” he said.

And Jimmy Silver & Co. went to
look.

They found Dig Hall in a turmoil
of excitement and wrath.

Jimmy Silver pushed his way
through the seething throng towards
the notice-board.

“What 18 1t?”
over his shoulder.

“Only what I expected’”’ remarked
Jimmy, turning awayv with an angry
frown. ** Cricket forbidden for seniors
and juniors without exception until
further notice. ot our sentence
yesterday, so that part’s nothing new
to us. Hang it, though! Means we
It's

exclaimed Lovell

—1t’s rotten!”

And that, forcibly expressed by
Jimmy Silver, was the general
opinion.

Cricket banned at Rookwood!

After what had happened on the
cricket-field the previous afternoon,
it was, perhaps, not quite unexpected.

But the fact stated in black and
whit~ created consternation, mnever-
theless.

“The old brute’s mad!” exclaimed
Raby warmly, as the Fistical Four
left Big Hall. “ We oughtn’t to stand
it! Tubby Mufin says that old
Greely and Bootles have protested
against it. Anyway, something ought
to be—— My hat!”

Raby stopped as the tramp of feet
was heard, and Bulkeley, Newville,
and half a dozen other
seniors, their faces set and deter-
mined, marched down the passage
towards the headmaster’s study.

“My word! A deputation!” ejacu-
lated Jimmy Silver. “0Old Bulkeley's
goin’ to beard the merry old lion in
his den:! Good luck, Bulkeley, old
man !” he called out, as the proces-

Bulkeley

| sion passed.

“Shut
angrily.

Evidently the captain of Rookwood
had neither time nor politeness to
waste on juniors just then.

In grim silence the deputation
marched on to the headmaster’s door,

Bulkeley knocked firmly.

From inside sounded the harsh
voice of Dr. Snazlem.

There were few at Rookwood who
had not already learned to hate and

up!” snapped

.dread that unpleasant croaking voice,



And the deputation of seniors

wavered a moment.

Then Bulkeley set his teeth, and,
pushing open the door, entered.

After a slight hesitation, his sup-
porters filed in after him.

Jimmy Silver grinned as the door
closed behind them.

“«What a funny lot of owls!” he
remarked. *“My hat! Now the band
begins to play! Watch "em come fly-
ing out on their necks in two ticks I

The juniors waited breathlessly.

The door opened suddenly, and the
deputation crowded out hurriedly and
confusedly.

Bulkeley’s handsome face was
flushed, and his eyes gleamed with
anger.

In fact, the faces of the whole depu-
ation were pink, and decidedly
wrathful.

““T sav, Bulkeley, how did you get
on?” asked Jimmy Silver excitedly.
“ Any luck? Yarroough!”

Jimmy Silver yelled, as Bulkeley
cuffed his head and marched on.

“The answer is in the negative,”
remarked Lovell, with a grin.

“Wow ! Oh dear!” groaned
Jimmy, rubbing his ear. “ What did
the old ass want to answer me like
that for? I sav, the deputation must

1

have been a wash-out, you know .

“Not really?” murmured New-
come sarcastically. ;
“Burr !” grunted Jimmy Silver,

leading the way along the passage.

Mornington came strolling along
towards them, grinning reminiscently.

“ Heard Tubby Muffin's latest?”
he observed, wrth a chuckle. *“It'sa
scream, by gad!” 1

“Eh? No. What is it?” asked
Jimmyv Silver. :

“Ha, ha! It's to rich for words.
The silly ass is spinning a wonderful
varn that all the Enwer School has in
future to go for a ceremonial walk
everv- half. You know, girls’ school
¢ crock’ sort of game. The i1magina-
tion that fat chump’'s got is wonder-
ful! What? Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha. ha, ha!” joined in Jimmy
Silver & Co.

And Mornington passed on, still
chuckling.

The Fistical Four entered their
study, also chuckling—at least, Lovell,

Raby, and Newcome were. Jimmy
Silver, however, was Jlooking
thoughtful.

“T—I say, vyou chaps, suppose

there's something in that yarn of
Tubby’s! Mustn’t be surprised at
anvthing now a

Jimmy Silver paused. From the
passage outside came the whisk of a
gown, then Mr. Bootles’ voice:

2 ..-}h, Bulkeley, I wished to speak to
yvou !”’

Jimmy Silver rose to shut the door,
but he sat down again on seeing that
the master of the Fourth had turned
and was standing half in and half out
of the open doorway.

“YlT have bad news {for you,
Bulkeley,” said Mr. Bootles. *“1—er
—h’m—regret very much to tell you
that the interview Mr. Greely and
myself had with Dr. Snazlem with re-
gard to the bannin%pf cricket was—
er—unsuccessful.” ¥
~ “Oh, sir!” came Bulkeley's voice,
in disappointed tones.

“In fact, Bulkeley,” went on Mr.
Bootles, “the interview was—er—h’m !
—most unsatisfactory. Dr. Snazlem
was—h'm !—very angry indeed, and
refused even to discuss the subject of
cricket. Indeed, 1 fear, Bulkeley,
that our interview has done more
harmm than good—at least, so far as
the Lower School is concerned. Both
Mr. Greely and myself pointed out in
most emphatic terms that it was 1mn-
perative that boys should not be de-
barred from some form of healthy
exercise in which to give vent to their
surplus energies, ‘and—h'm !“-natural
high spirits. Dr. Snazlem agreed
with us upon that pomnt. But ”—Mr,
Bootles paused and coughed—*“1 fear,
Buikeley, that the suggestion the
headmaster made, and fully intends to
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carry out, will not at all appeal to the
juniors.”

i Sir?”

“The suggestion is, Bulkeley, that
the whole of the Lower Schcol be
taken out for walks, under the super-
vision of a master, every half-holiday,
Dr. Snazlem strongly disapproves of
bovs roaming about the country at
will. and he also insists that they be

suitably attired for these walks.”
From the passage came a loud gasp.

“ Ahem! A most unusual order,
Bulkeley,” pursued Mr. Bootles,
“and one which will, 1 fear, cause a
great deal of discontent and dissatis-
faction among the juniors.”

“My h—— It will, indeed!” came

| Bulkeley’s choking gasp.

““ Undoubtedly. Our own opinion,
Bulk——="" Mr.' Bootles stopped and
coughed again, ““ Ahem ! Mr.
Manders considered i1t an excellent
idea, and has volunteered to take
charge of the—er—walks. However,
I regret that our efforts were unsuc-
cessful. That is all, Bulkeley.”

And the sudden whisking of a gown
told the amazed juniors that Mr.
Bootles had gone.

In the passage Bulkeleyr was walk-
ing away, coughing violently. Ap-
parently he had a severe cold.

And for fully two minutes after-
wards the Fistical Four stared at each
other in stony silence.

Then suddenly Jimmmy  Silver
jumped up, and began smiting the air
savagely with his fists, as if he were
fighting an imaginary opponent—pos-
sibly an tmaginary Dr. Snazlem.

Fﬂv paused at last, breathless.
“Well, I’'m blessed [ he spluttered
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he could for us. DBubt Manders—

burrr IV

“Hallo! Old beaky-nose has
finished his inspection,” exclaimed
Newcome suddenly. “My hat!

Now we're off !”

Tramp, tramp, tramp.

With dignified stride and Napo-
leonic mien, Mr. Manders led the way
out through the gates.

Behind him came the unhappy
.Luniﬂrs, looking, as Lumsden of the
"ifth said, “as cheerful as a cent-
pede with sore feet.”

First came the Shell, making a
lofty, though diemal attempt to look
unconcerned and disinterested.

Next came the Fourth Form, with
red, furious faces, and eyes gleaming
savagely.

Then came the young heroes of the
Third Form, looking angry and
mutinous.

And finally came the Second Form,
looking as if they weren't quite sure
whether to laugh or cry—whether to
take the whole business as a tremen-
dous lark or an appallingttraged};.

Tramp, tramp, tramp .

‘Outside the gates Mr. Manders
called a halt.

“Howard! Tracy'!” he com-

manded.

Howard and Tracy of the Shell
were the leading couple.

They did not, however, appear to
appreciate the high honour that had
befallen them.

In fact, they scowled murderously
at Mr. Manders as he addressed
them.

¢ Sir2”

“You will kindly lead on through

Coombe village,” Enaned Mr.
Manders. ‘‘My orders will be passed

on to you from boy to boy. And be
good enough to allow for the—er
shorter legs of the younger boys
behind you, and adjust your speed
accordingly.”

A murmur of consternation buzzed
down the lines of juniors.

Mr. Manders’ decision in choosing
the route via Coombe was the last

| straw.

The glances shot at the Modern
Housemaster were positively Hunnish.
But Mr. Manders was used to Hun-
nich glances from the juniors of
Rookwood. _
He fell to the rear, and took up his
position at the extreme end of the
Second Form -'f»arty. _
From there he had a good view of
the whole unhappy crocodile.

Wl’ﬁthf‘llﬂj‘. “That's.the h:mt! So— Tramp, , tramp !
so Tubby Muflin’s' yarn was true,| Amid bhmp of many feet
aft.gr 8-“'! I'm hﬂﬂg&d! Would Fﬂu' __cldudg of dm’ the on w
believe 1t7" . |its way like a huge serpent al
“It's—it's simply awful!” ejacu- | Coombe Lane. :
lated Lavell, in alarm. “In erock, | They marched in grim silence—too
like a Dblessed glrls’ mhbol! Oh fed-up even to talk. |
dear1” At fast, tired and perspiring, they

“Every half, too. An' suitably
attired. That means toppers an’ best
Etons. Oh, the howling Prussian!
He must be potty !”

And for some time after that groans
of dismay and sounds of wrath floated
from the end study.

Whatever the views of the Lower
School as a whole were likely to be,
there was very little doubt that Dr.

‘Snazlem’s latest order most emphati-

cally did not appeal to Jimmy Silver
& Co.

The Sth Chapter.
Simply Awiul!

“Oh. gad!” ejaculated Mornington
dismally. * Thié 1s awful!” &

“Simply awful!” agreed Jimmy
Silver, with a groan,

“Too awful for words,” added
Arthur Edward Lovell helplessly.

And from the Rookwood juniors’
point of view 1t was indeed awful.

Up to the last moment the one hope
of the juniors that Saturday afternoon
had been that it would rain—rain in
torrents !

But, alas! for that hope.

The bright sun shone down from a
cloudless skv on the shiny toppers, the
spotless Etons, the clean white collars,
and polished boots of the juniors of
Rookwood.

Big Quad that afternoon was like a
parade-ground.

Practically the whole of the Lower
School of Rookwood were there,
drawn up two deep in four parties—
Second third. Fourth, and Shell.

Practically the whole of the Fifth
Form were there also—as spectators.

And from the delighted grins on
their faces they appeared to be en-
joying the scene immeunsely.

But the whole Lower School,
Classicals and Moderns alike, wore
looks of the deepest dejection.

Mr. Manders, however, was looking
extremely well-pleased with himself.

In fact, Mr. Manders wore a smile
of malicious exultation.

“Look at the rotter!’” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver.

so bad if 1t bad beer Bootles. Old

Bootles would have made 1t as easy as |

“Wouldn’t have been |

=
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came in sif-ht of the village.

The dull tramp changed to a clatter
as the vanguard of the “croc™ turned
from the lane on to the cobble stones
of Coombe High Street.

P..c. Boggs. who was standing on
the curb, dozing, awoke and blinked
in amazement at the juniors.

Mr. Knowles, the butcher, and
indeed all the tradesmen of Coombe,
rushed to their doors in astonishment.

Mr. Mobbe, the undertaker, even
stepped out into the street, and stared
alonz and behind the “croc’” with a
puzzled look on his face.

Apparently he thought it was a
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funeral, and was looking for the
hearse. £ _

But undoubtedly the striking sight
interested the juvenile population
most of all. _

Mr. Manders had had no idea what
a number of errand boys and mis-
cellaneous urchins such a small village
could muster.

And the “croc”
numbers visibly. ;

But it did not decrease the juniors
discomfiture, mnor improve Mr.
Manders’ temper to hear the running
fire of comments from the new
recruits, who seemed to see a greab
deal of humour in the situnation.

“Oh, help!” groaned Jimmy
Silver. * Look there!”

He pointed to a long, lanky youth
in cricket flannels, with a gshot
cap, who was leaning
outside Mrs. Wick’s establishment,

It was Cecil Pankley, of Bagshot
School.

And with Pankley was Poole, also
of the Fourth Form at Bagshot

School. | _
Pankley and Poole were laughing.

inereased 1n

In fact. Pankley and Poole were |
nearly two-double with uncontrollable |

rairth.

“What rotten beastly rotten
luck !”  exelaimed Lovell dismally.
“ Now for it!”

Pankley and Poole mounted their |

machines and rode leisurely alongside
the “croc.” ‘

And then, to the immense surprise
of the Rookwooders, they put on
speed, and quickly disappeared down
the road in the direction of Bagshot
School.

“Well, I'm blessed!” murmured
Raby, in amazement. *Who'd have
thought it? I expected no end of a
ragging.’’

“Now, I ecall that jolly good of
Pankley and Poole,” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver warmly. ‘ Expect they
spotted we were having a pretty
rotten time of it, an’ decided not to

rub it in. Jolly decent of ’em, 1
think ! i
And the juniors of Rookwood

tramped on, busily discussing the un-
expected delicacy and generosity in
Pankley and Poole’s characters.

But, sad to relate, they were to find
out very soon that their confidence in
the Bagshot juniors’ good nature was
sadly nmsplaced. :

About a quarter of a mile ontside
Coombe, the “‘crocodile” branched
off down a lane. . .

Mr. Manders, for obvious reasons,
did not intend to return to Rookwood
via Coombe village.

The village urchins and other
hangers-on had gr ly deserted—
for which both master and bor were
truly and exceedingly thankful.

Tramp, tramp, tramp !

The juniors were tired, dusty, and
perspiring freely.

The had long ago come to the con-
clusion that “toppers’” especially
were decidedly unsuitable for route
marches.

Even Mr. Manders was looking ex-
tremely uncomfortable and heartily
sick of the whole business.

i \\"h.{}ﬂp !‘”’

The juniors were marching down a
steep cutting about two miles from
Rookwood, when Raby suddenly made
that exclamation, and rubbed his ear
vigorously.

“You silly fathead !” roared Morn-

in the

BOYS’ FRIEND LIBRARY

No. 466. THE CRACKPOT OF ST.CRISPIN’S.
Topping School Yarn,

By HENRY T. JOHNSON.

No. 467. THE LAND CF FIRE.
Grand Story of Mystery and Adventure,

By S. CLARKE HOOK.

- No. 468. THE HALFORD HARRIERS.

Magnificent Tale of Athletics and the Racing

Track,

By GEOFFREY GORDON.

No. 469. CHU¥S OF THE FACKWOODS.
Engrossing Yarn of Frank Richards” Schooldays,

e —— - -

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

S

on a bicycle |

Three Halfpencs

|

]
|

!

1

b

i

{ contempt.

. somewhat thoughtful, and the

5/7/19

ington, whose nose had come into
violent collision with the back of
Raby’s head. * Oh, gad—my nose

“Some blessed thing stung me.”
yelled Raby. * What——"

‘k “Ihmp I!l

This time it was Tommy Dodd who
rave a yell, and clapped his hand on
his face.

And then there followed a succes-
sion of yells, as a volley of “peas
rattled round the heads of the Fourth-
Formers. : '

In less than two minutes the juniors
“broke croe.” and became a dis-
organised rabble.

“Ha, ha, ha!™ |

From the grass on either side of the
lane appeared scores of grinning faees,
and foremost among them the cheer-
ful countenances of Pankley and

Poole,

“My hat! Bagshot bounders !”
roared Jimmy Silver. “Smash the
rotters! Go for 'em!” _

" But the Rookwood juniors did not
need telling to “go for ’em!” They
were fed up, and epoiling for a scrap.

But at Jimmy Silver’s call to
| charge, the Bagshot juniors dro d
neashooters and prepared to repe the

Rookwoodere.

There was a simultaneous rush on
both sides. : ‘

Then followed a terrific scrimmage
in the lane. ’

The young gentlemen of the Third
Form at Rookwood “piled ‘in,” and
did great execution. C

The young heroes of the Second fol-
lowed them. G

Even the lofty men of the Shell
came rushing back along the lane and

joined in the scrimmage with vigour
and energy. |

Over and over in the dust Bagshot
and Rookwood juniors rolled in deadly
embrace, and the excitement and up-
roar were intense. ,

“ Toppers =’ went west by the score,
spic-and-span Etons were soon comn-
spicucus by their rarity, but dis-
coloured eves and swollen noses were
everywhere in evidence.

Early on in the fight Mr. Manders
dived into the scrimmage, shouting
and gesticulating wildly.

But his frenzied commands were

| unheard—at any rate, they were un-

heeded. -‘

And Mr. Manders, dishevelled, and
minus his silk hat, staggered out
again, and wisely decided to remain
out. o e

It was a battle-royal indeed, but the
issue was not long in doubt.

The Bagshot fellows put up a
tremendous fight, but they were out-
numbered, and, disconsolately mop-
ping eyes and noses, they broke from
the scrum and drifted away. "

Then a tremendous charge led by
Jimmy Silver scattered the remnant,
and they fled in 2ll directions, leaving
Rookwood standing triumphant amid
a sea of squashed *“ toppers,”
crumpled collars, and twisted neck-
ties.

“My eye!
gasped Jimmy Silver.
look at my nose!”

“And my eye! Wow!”

“Never mind, we licked-“em!”
said Jimmy Silver. ‘“Oh c¢rumbs!
Here's Manders !” AT SR

“Boys!” a4}

Mr. Manders came rustling up, his
face positively fiendish, and ‘his re-
covered silk hat sitting on his head
like a crushed concertina. |

““Never,” =said Mr. Manders
hoarsely—*“never, in all my long
scholastic experience, have I witnessed
such a disgraceful scene of brutal
savagery. Never have I been sub-
jecd to such gross disrespect and
Return to Rookwood at
once, boys. There will be a terrible
reckoning for this!” v

In grim and deadly silence, Mr.
Manders waited while 7 juniors
feverishly hunted for lost *‘toppers,”
collars, and ties. Then, " salvage

What a merry scrap "

“Ok dear,

. operations being completed, he mar-

shalled his forces, and the Treturn
journey to Rookwood began: °
Now the excitement of the  vonflict
was over the juniors were  looking

ro-
spect Mr. Manders held out of-al’ier-
rible reckoning to come did not cheer
them in the least. -

They had won a glorious- victory
certainly, but at what a cost !

And 1t was a very disconsolate and
disreputable crocodile that wended i1ts
weary way back to Rookwood in eon-
sequence, |

The 6th Chapter.
Jimmy Silver’'s Wheeze !

33

“Gentlemen

““ Hear, hear!”

“ Gentlemen—"

“On the ball! Go 1it, Jimmy:”

* Gentlemen——"

“That’s us, you know !” remarked
Tommy Dodd, with pride. *“He
means us!” :
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~ trodden upon.

been JWﬂﬁ.llg

Jimmy

roared ‘
Silver again, glaring Hunnishly at the

‘“Geutlemen !”

humorous Tommy Dodd. * Look
here!  Will vou silly asses shut up,
an' let me get on?"” ;

“Rilly asses, he's ealhing us now !
murmitred Tommy Dodd.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” _

Jimmy. Silver glared round m ex-
treme exasperation.

Jimmy Silver was mounted on the
rickety old table in the end study on
the Classical side of Rookwood.

That famous apartment was
crowded almost to spffocation with
the leading lights of the Fourth Form
at Rookwood, both Classicals aud
Moderns. _

It was. briefly, an extraordinary
meeting of the Fourth Form of Rook-

3

wood, called by Jimmy Silver, to dis-

cuss the grave and unusual state of

affatrs at that famous scat of
learning. : :
‘And Jimmy Silver was in  the

chair—or, rather, on the table.
But though he had been addressing
the meeting for fully five minutes he
had only got as far as ‘‘gentlemen ™
in his opening speech, owing to the
frequent interruptions. _
| ﬂence Jimmy Silver’s exasperation,
“(jentlemen,” began J immy Silver
once

* State of affairs at .Ilpoli_w-_euﬂ.'
“ Hear, hear [” [, LR

“Since Dr. Chisholm went away.”

continued Jimmy Silver, “there has
cfm but trouble at Rook-
wood.” . |
“Shame !” :
“The new headmaster appomted,
Dr. Snazlem 1
(iroan. |
**Has turned out a rotter, a tyrant,

and a ruffian!”

Loud groans.

“¥irst of all, gentlemen, as you
know, he has forbidden cricket—
cricket, mind you !~~to be played at
Rookwood.”

“Shame !

“Not only that, he has muycked up
our hali-holidavs, and brought ridi-
cule on the Lower School at Raok-
wood by forcing us to tramp about
the country in ‘croe,’ like a girl's
school ™

“Shame !” 03 _

“ Aud now, because his first experi-
ment- last Wednesdav was not a suc-
f.._-fqa, because those Bagshot bounders
chipped 1n-—-

“And got a good hicking for their
trouble,” chimed i Lovell,

“Bravo!” '

“And got a good licking for their
trouble,” agreed Junmy Silver,
“the old beast has punished us by

¢ gating ' the whole Lower 8chool for a

month, and ad,din,g an extra hour a
day on to lessops.’

“Ag if lessong wereni
enough !” observed Conroy.

R

*Hear, hear !

lﬂhg

“We won't stand it!” roared
Jimmy Silver. .
*Never |7 came an answering roar.

“Life,” proceeded the orator, ** will
not be worth living without games—
without halves 1t will be a hollow
mockery and a sham. I: Rookwead
a blessed reformatary that we should
be treated thus®” asked Jimmy
Silver. “ Are we slaves?”

“No!” came a thunderous chorus.

“Then why should we stapd it?"
demanded Jimmy Silver., “Why
should we let old beaky-nose have all
His own way? To-morrow, gentle-
men, is a half-—"

“Bo at!”

“But - before to-morrow we've got
to think of 2 way to make the old
tvrant sit up and realiso that Rook-
wood fellows are noi worms, to be
Something must be
done, and done quickly. ercfore, if
any fellow present has any ideas or
suggestions to make, let him not be
backward in coming ferward. 'Nuff
paid !”

TYRANT OF ROOKWOOD!

(Continued from the previous page.)

o diseuss the

“T1-—-71 say, Jimmy. old pal-—"

Tubby» Muffin pushed his way
excitedlr towards the table. a {at
grin on his face,

“Hallo ! Who's let that fat ass in 7}
exclaimed Jpnmy Silver irritablr,
“Buzz off, Tubby.
to histen to voup cackle.™

" But—1 sav, Jimmy. Such a lark,”
observed Tubby with a fat chuckle,
“Who do rou think’s coming here
to-marrow———""

“1 don't know and 1 dou't care,”
roared -litl:tmy Silver. * Shove off,
YOU

“But—-look here! It's about the
cricket !" exelaimed Tubby excitedly.

“Then in that case, let's hear it.
Go ahead, vou fat chump, and cut it
short | "

“T've just heard the news !” gasped
Tubby breathlessly. . *Old Colonel
Blundell’s coming to-moarrow. Faney

that. Colonel Blundell--he, he, he!”
“Oh, Colonel Blundell, he, he, he!

1Is coming to-morrow is he?” said
Jimmy Silver sarcastically. “ You
crass ass! What's that got to do with
cricket, fathead?”

“Lots!” said Tubby with a fat
chuckle. * You fellows know what a
sporty old boy he is. Chaps say he
only comes hLere to sce the matches
an’ not to visit the Head at all. Well,
won't 1t be a séll for him when he
hears there's no cricket match to
watech! An' won't he just be ratty!
He, be ho! 1 bet he'll Lkick up a
frightful shindyewith—-"

" “You—you ass!” breathed Jimmy
Silver wrathfully. * Worrving us with

potiy news like that. For goodnes;'’
sake, it on that fat idiot someone.

s -

Muffin complacently, tapping his fore-
head. * Brains, you know.™

“Shut up, vou fat ass!” exclaimed
Junmy Bilver, " As 1 was saying,
vou fellows, Tubby 13 guite right
about old Blundell, Besides being an
old Reekwooder and a. member of the
voverning body, the old colonel 15 a
keen upholder of all manly sports~
especially ericket. Remember the old
buffer 7 Always quoting that eld gag
about. the battle of Trafalgar being
won on the playing-fields of Eton !”

“*What about Waterloo?"’ grinned
Lovell. *“But we know all that.
Buek up with the wheeze !”

“1'm coming to that, ass! Well, like

- our friend Tubby, I also think the old

colonel will be not a little ratty
to learn that ericket i1s banned at
Raokwood-—in fact I shouldn’t he sur-
prised if he didn't kick up a fuss
about 1t.”

“Quite likely,” grinned Morning-
ton. “‘Ga on, old top!”

“Well, T think 1t's a pity o let
the old duffer depart without seeing
a game of some sort. So my idea is,
that we provide : game—in fact. quite
a nuimnber of games—for the old chap
to see. We——"

“You potty fathead !”" exclaimed
Tammy Dodd

) witheringly. “Ien't
cricket banned?”
*“Well, there are lots of other games

he can see. Marbles, f'rinstance! He
could seo Morny and Erroll plaring
Marbles |

(] Eh :!:

“Or Tommy Deodd and Tommy
(C'pok playing battledore and shuttle-
cock."”

“Wha—what |

“Or Coproy and Pons playing hop-
scotch "

“ Wh}'“"'—“”

“Or Tubby Muftin and Raby and
Newcome, and Lovell and Dawson
playing kiss-in-ving. Why, there are
plenty of games——"

“Well of all the potty, dotty luna-
tics—"" ejacula Lovell warmly.
“Mad! Hopelessly mad!”

“Not g bit of it!"” eaid Jimmy Sil-
ver calmly, * It sounds silly I know,
But that's the idea! It could easily
be worked! We could have a whip
round an’ some of us eould sneak over
to Coombe and buy all the tors and
games in the village for the purpose.
‘%n!.v___‘l‘

“But what good would it do? You
ass—what's the abject of it, fathead 7

roared Tommy Dodd.

We're too busy

| ferred to

“ 8imply this. Old Colonel Blundell
is bound to be ratty about cricket
being banned; but wben he sees
Rookwood has taken to playing kid's
games like a blessed mfant schoal,
why, he’ll simply rave. Old Blundell
will meke Snazler ) :
decision. or I'm mistalien. Besides.
ceven if it doesn’t work the oracle, 1t'll
be a tremendous lark amnd holds
possibiiities for lots of fun, Anyway,
that's the wheeze!”

“An’ a nice lot of faols we'll look,”
grunted Tommy Dodd in disgust.
*Of all the fat-headed—-——" _

“That's where vou're wrong,”’ said
Jimmy Silver firmiv, “We shan't

look fools! Old beaky-nose, the chap |

who's stopped ericket and eausod it
all, 1z the merchant who'll leok a fool.
An’ that's my idea, to bring ridicule
on the rotter and his cranky ideas
about cricket and outdoor gamee be-
mg dangerons and brutal, And now,
what do vou think of it?”

For a full minute there was a pain-
ful eilence whilsé the c:ﬁin of the
Fourth's extraordinary wheeze gradu-
ally soaked into the brains of the
meeting.

“By gad! You've rght, Jimmy !”
exclaimed Mormiungton, suddenly
breaking the silence, ‘I also see
possibilities in the wheeze. My hat !
Blessad if T dou't ! What——"

“Hear, hear!”’

“ Rather ! It's great!” gasped Con-
rOY.

There were murmurs of delighted
approval all round the roem.

“That'll do, then,” remarked Jim-
my Silver with satisfaction. Remem-
ber it's a Fourth wheeze, and we'll
work it on our own. An' now let's
put our heads together and work the
details out.”

And for the next hour, a continuous

buzz of exeited voices and anmodiﬂ
voars of laughter floated from the

direction of the cnd study on the
Classiczl side of Rookwoeod,

Whether the resylt of Jimmy Sil-
ver's gigantic wheeze would have
any effect upon Dr. Snazlem’s decision
in banning speris at Rookwood, re-
mained to be scen. ;

But theve was cortainly little doubt

“Look out! Hepe the beggars
come !
Jimmy Silver made that exclama-
tion in an excited wlisper as he
scizdded along the passage the follow-
ing day after dinner.

Jimmy Silver was doinug a bit of
scouting, _

He was coming from the direction
of the headmaster's study, and as the

door of that sacred apartment opened

just then and two gentlemen emerged,

1t was fairly plain that they were the
two " beggars” so irreverently re.
¥ Jimmy Silver.

One of the gentlemen was Dr. Snaz-
lem, temporary headmaster of Rook.
wood Sehool.

And the other, a shert, portly
gentleman of decided miiita}y pbear.
ing, with a very red face and fierce
white moustac avidently

was

Colonel Blyndell, Dr. Snaziem's ex- |

pected visitor, and an important
member of the governing b{::’l? ot
Rockwood Sehooi.
" You chaps readvi” went on
Jimmy Silver quickly, - They'll be
here 1 tweg tieks!" 2
“All serene,” murmured TLovell
softly. " You buzz off, old nut !
Jimmy Silver “buzzed off."
leaving Lovell, Raby. and Newcome
crouching down in the passage. |
“Hera they come!” exelaimed
Lovell, in a whisper, as heavy foot-
steps approached. - “My hat! The
old warrior looks no end ratty |7
“Yes;: an’ old beaky-mose doesn't
look any too pleased ! They've been
having a tiff, I bet, about the cricket.
Looks——= ’'Shush !”
The two gentlemen
slowly,
Colonel Blundell was talking some.
what execitedly.

“ Extraordinary ! Bless my soul!
Cricket forbidden at Rookwood-—
eh 7"’ the old colonel was spluttering.
“By gad! What's the old scheol
coming too—eh ’
nonsence, Snazlem ! if thunder !”

Dr. Spazlem coughed.

“ Ahem—]—er--regret your dis-
appointment, my decar colonel !” he
exclaimed, somewhat coldly, “J was
reluctantly compelled to take that
step, as diseipline at Rookwood was
extremely lax. 1 firmly believed —7

What Dr. Snazlem firmly believed,
the juntors and the visitor were not
destined to hear, for the Head

approached

Never heard such | pensahle accompaniment
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stopped speaking suddenly, and
glared along the passage as if he
could scarcely believe his own eyes.

Apparently he had just become

aware of a group of juniors crouching |

in the passage,

But Lovell, Raby, and Newcome
didn’t appear to be aware that they
were observed-—thevy seemed to be
too absorbed in an exciting game of
marbles to notice anything,

“Boys!"” thundered Dr. Snazlem, |

“How—how dare you play that
¢hildish game of marbles in a public

passage! Take five hundred lines.
the three of wvou! Scandalous!
Scandalous !’

Colonel Blundell's white moustache
fairly bristled.

“Bless my soul! What's that?
Marbles—Rookwood boys plaping
marbles?” he gasped, in aswundeﬁ
surprise. “Good beavens! Boys,
cannot you find & more manly game
to play than—than marbles? By

et

gad |

*“* P-please, sir, we're not allowed to
play rough games like cricket, sir!”
announced Lovell meekly,

Dr. Snazlem’s eves gleamed.

(‘olonel Blundell snorted angrily.

“By gad!” he almost groaned.

*“The old school’s geoing to the dogs!
Never—--""

Colonel Blundell's eves almost
started from his head.
Yrom the passage ahead came a

sudden shuffling of feet, ahd Jimmy
Silver, puffing like a steam-engine,
sailed into view.

In Jimmy Silver's hand was a piece
of string, and on the other end of
the string was a toy tram,

“Bey !’ thundered Dr. Snazlenw.

Jimmy Silver stopped, and the train
stopped also,

“Boy!” _shouted Dr. Snazlem
furiously, *‘ Are vou mad, or is this
a piece of astounding impudence——
an unparalleled insult to vour head-
master ™’

“ P-please,
trains .7
meekly.

“Wha.-what!™

“* P-please, air, as cricket i1z for-
bidden, [-1've taken up engincer-
iug |7 explzined Jimmy Silver. -

*That,” said Dr. Snazlem. in, a

inding  woice, ““is enough, boy!:
§'F‘i]1 will come to miyv study at six to-
night. when T will deal with this—
vour insolence !”

And, giving the tin train a savage
bui uvndignified kick, that sent it

plaving at

Jimmy

Siv. - L
murmured

headmasier strode on.
Colonel Blundell. almost exploding
with indignation, followed him,
Jimmy Silver & Uo. also followed,
cautiously and expectant!y,

@ the passage, the furious ! \
& 1 ' master—was decidedly new,
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Lovell, Rabyr, and Newcome were |

ehuekling, but Jimmy Silver was
looking thoughtful—possibly thinking
of his appointment at six with Dr,
Snazlem.

Dr. Snazlem reuched the doorway,
and was about to descend into the
quad, when he stopped suddenly,
and gazed helple oytside,

And no wonder ; for never, perhaps,
had the old quad presented such an
animated and extraordinary scene
as it did at that mement.

(Cricket being banned, the voung
gentlemen of the Fourth Form gt
Reokwood had apparently found
other games to play at.

'{he ancient old quad resembled the
girls’ side of an eclementary school
playground, rather than the august
quul‘;angh;! of a pnblic whqn].

Seme of the juniors eertamly were
spinning  tops and playing marbles
and other exciting boys' games.

But the majority were enthusiasti-
cally engaged in the games that are
dear to the hearts of vounger school
girls.

Here and there were sturdy Fourth-
Formers playing hopscoteh or skip-
ping-rope.

Others were trotting around, cheer-
fully trundling woodeun hoops,

And quite a I}'.Hﬁbel', armed with
hattledores, were chasing the elusive
shuttlecock with tremendous energvy.

But the star turn was undoubtediy
being enacted in one corver of the

uadq.
gmwd of Modern vouths were busy
playing Oranges and Lemons.

And the voices of those cheery
yvouths rose crescendo above the
general hubbub as they solemnly
manceuvered around, chanting the
famous refrain that is the indis.
| to that
anetent game.

All the Fourth-Formers had entered
into the spirit of the business with
the wildest enthusiasm,

And, to judge from the shrieks of
hilarity. they were finding, as Meorn.
ington had prophesied, plenty of fun
in Jimmy Silver’s great wheeze,

But it was plain that Dr. Snazlem
and Colonel Blundell, at least, did

where Tommy Dodd and a |
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not see any humour in Jimmy Silver’s
wheeze,

Colenel Blundell, indeed, seemed
to be on the verge of a serious fit of
apoplexy,

Dr. Snazlem’s face was Dlack as the
waters of Styx with rage.

“This—this is unbelievable!” he
gasped, at length. *'This is the most
astounding and gigantie insult T have
ever been subjected to!”

“By gad! By gad! By gad!”
the colonel was ejaculating, with the
rapidity and force of pistol-shots,

Then, quite suddenly, - Colonel
Blundell's face underwent an astound-
g change.

He seemed to become aware, for
the first time, of the rows of laugh-
g faces of seniors and juniors fram-
ing the windows overlooking the
quad.

Then, with astounding suddenness,
he doubled up and ‘roared with
laughter.

1t was evident hie had remembered
just then that he had been a boy him-
self once, and realised that this was
nothing but a gigantic jape.

But apparently Dr. Snazlern had
no such remembrance, nor had he,
like the visitor, a sense of humour.

“Colonel Blundell,” he ejaculated
angrily, " I--I am surprised—this un-
seemly hilarity——-"

Dr. Snazlem paused as Mornington -
of the Fourth, who had the nerve of
a whole regiment, came up just then,
mepping his eves with a shady-look-
ing handkerchief.

“* P-please, sir,” wailed Morning-
ton, weeping copiously. * P-please,
ﬁ-l_r"‘""“""!’ ) M

“Well 7 thandered Dr. Snaziem,
with a dangerous gleam in his exes.

“P-please, sir!” said Mornihgtou,
‘*that—beooh-—boo-bov over there’s
ta-tzken me b-b-ball from me! Boo-
hoo ! ™ %1

Dr. Snazlem glared speechlessiy at
Mornington, his face working spas-
modicaliy.

Then suddenly a fit of ungovernable

rage seemued to sweep over him.
And:
Simack ! Smack !

Morningion awent spinning against
the wali, and slipped helplessiy on {o
the ground. |

The sound of the vicious smacks
was heard all over the quad. |

There was a sudden silence, ifol-
lowed by a [ow murmuor,

Severity was not unknown at Rook-
wood, but bratality—and tn a head-

Colonel Blundell’'s laughier ceased
abruptly, and his face was grim and

- serious as he belped Mornington to
| his feet.

T\l{}rnin;‘;l:_an l-'_'lﬂkr‘f'] dazed, and his

. face was white as chalk.

“Pr. Snazlem, [—-1I" Colonel
Blundell's voico trembled with indig-
natjon—"1 am ashamed, disgusted!
Your action, =ir, was brutal--ruffianly
in the extreme ! That poor boy—-"

Dr. Snazlem’s face was a mixture
of rage and apprehension,

“8Sir,” he stammered, “that beoy
was msolent—more than insolent! I
—1 admit [ lost my-—my temper.
But—but——"

“Lost your ftewiper!” thundered
(‘olonel Blandell, “Headmasters
have no night to lose their tempers,
sir 1"’

“Colonel Blundell! You-—you for-
get voursell !” stuttered Dr. Snazlem.
“Mhis—~this scene before the boys!

The glance of the old Rookwooder
was ong of scorn and contempt,.
“Then, Dr. Snazlem, 1 request an
immediate interview in private .” he
exclaimed, with grim determination.
The discomiited headmaster hesi-
tated ; then. with faco red with morti-
fication, he led the way indoors.
When thev bad gone, a murmur of
subdued excitement tilled the quad.

The ¥ourth-Formers with one
- accord dropped thelr games and
frooped indoors, discussing the

astonishing affair almost in whispers.

The astounding and sudden endmnyg

1o Jimmy Silver's great wheeze left

them scared and breathless.
Instinetively the juniors turped
their steps towards Big Hall, which
was soon buzzing with excitement and
seething with the wildest rumours.
Jimmy Silver being the indirect

| cause of the whele thing, was the

centre of interest and excitement.

Altbough 1t was nearly six o'clock,
Jimmy Silver macde no attempt, nor
had he any intention. after what had
happened. to keep his appomntment
with Dr, Snazlem.

The execitement in Hall reached
fever-pitch as Bulkeley was seen com-
ing from the Head's study.

Pushing his way through the
throng, he pinned a slip of paper on
the notice-board. i

There was an immediate rush of
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mniors to the
Roockwood
smile on lLiis face.

The notice was brief
r-nu mﬂm s handwriting :

‘The recent restrietions

upon outdoor sports at Rookwood are
hﬁrﬁhb‘ r*unnelhﬁ:i,' 7 read Ji.rmn;{
Stlver - aloud. * Well. T'in blessed !
What-——"

Jimmy Silver paused
fcr a moment.

Then suddenlv, as the mea ning of 1t

sbot,
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as the captain of
away with a grim

, and in Dr.

became apparent. 2 tremendous cheer |

went up that echoed all over Rook-
1{.)'”11

“Hurrah

Juunn Silver

for little uaf © wvelled
wildly. “We've won
tho day! What do you think of vour
1# B A1S ]'_" t]’!ﬂ'll;l:!- }IEDZL Ilﬂnf‘"“‘_']
Hiu-pip —?
*Well, T like that!
‘nlufhn indignantly.
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was, Jimmy Silver ! ? almost shrieked
Tubby angrily. “You chaps heard
me—=—  Yaroough !’

Tubby Muffin’s protestations ende:

in a vell as Jnmu} Silver grabh-a
the fat vouih and began to waltz

' shouted Tubby
“Wasn't 1t my

around with hin in sheer exuberance

l!lui:'-."{'l

i
!

|
|
|
|
{

-

i W -#——d—-—-—ﬁ-‘-l--l—l-

of spirits.
And when at last Tubby was re-
icased, he was too breathless to make
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deced gone, and that Mr. Greely was
to take over the reins of government
until Dr. Chishelm should return.
“Only what I expected,
said \Iormng‘rom when he heard the
news. ‘““Either old Blundell’'s i1n-
sisted on the old brute rpalgning, or

by gad!™
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THE SQUARE CUT, AND HUW TO MAKE 1
By GEORGE GUNN.

Even given the most robust frame,
good mu--cies strong - nerves, and
perfect s ght, there 1s not one of mny
readers W%ﬂ can ever hepe to improve
v the slightest {iﬂ.f.frﬂe unless he 1
thmw.ﬂhh keen and willing to sacri-
fice some of his other pleasures, =

There may be certain dep ann ants
of the game which do not appeal to a
voulrg fellow. TFor instance. he mayv
be partieularly fond of batting and
diclike fielding, and so on: but ]
assure those who are cnesided in their
affection for the gamée that unless they
throw thneir whole hearts into every
department they cannot hope to
pecome what we call first-class
cricketers,

[ don’t know if any of you have
heard the story of a certain amateur
plaver, who was a very good bats-
man, but was never asked to play for
his county because he would not take
the trouble to excel or even take a
moderate amount of 1interest in
bowling or fielding. A friend of his
met him one Saturday evening, and
guestioned him regarding the match
i which he had been playing that
afternoon.

“How did you get on, Jack?”’ the
friend asked. “Oh, pretty well,
thanks!” the player replied. * You
sce, I got 65, and had a good time!”

“Splendid !” ejaculated the other.
o But who won tlm match?”

“Oh—well, I don't quite know!
You see, it was like this. We baited
first, and scored 150; and when the
other side went in I soon saw that
we hadn’'t a bowler in the team, so I
gave a johnny who was standing on
the boundary half-a-crown to field for
nme and came away!”’ I mention this
gs.a horrible example.

Now for the square cut, which can
be made at any ball which i1s short
and outside the off stump, providing
the ball 1s not still rising, when it
would be an aet of madness to attempt
such a shot. I don’t think I ever knew
such a satisfactory stroke as the
square cut, when it is made properly
and goes sail’ ng along the turi to the
boundary. First of all the bat is lifted
well back and high. and as the ball
cames up near, the right foot goes
tow2rds the off-stump, and wou
quickly get well on the toes at the
game time as the bat meets the ball
with all the strength at your com-
mand.

There is still another shot, which
is half a cut and half a drive, and
which is made off a short off-ball: but
this 1s made earlier, and the ball is
senit past cover-point. = However, n
this case the right foot is kept down.

s

]

L

and the leit put across towards the
off.
This is quite easy, provided the ball

|
|

1 Wiley: “Have you tried those cigars
any further claims to be the author of | ©**° he's c;él?d & dmeettmf[ beeﬂ:‘} I gave you?” TR
the famous idea fer some time. governing, RLIG SO o HIP e Hubby: “Yes. And I found them
: : ‘ _ bmtpdh out. Anyway, the lfegga enilty.”
3.1 s LSS R 1 i couldn’t very well stay at Rookwood o
. i L - - -

next dav, a fge]!”qui‘_ bg]) 3 of tt]e [ after that shindy in the quad beferc Artist: “By the way, Cooper, I'm
= ’ L ubdued excire- evervbody, so it's all the same.” going to pamt your cottage to-morrow.’

5 1;\ m“‘; expectancy  hung  over Bnt whatever the true version was, ¢ Cooper: “Thank ye kindly, sir. I'll
ook wood. * i | | 8 £ ring ¥ e ot , ﬂ
E'[:‘a i J]‘ : R B W L ey the Lower Schoal at least never knew ring ye a couple of lddi”s
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de’'s gone!” he welled by ath-§ o s sird ‘gating » of - the | 5 nk for stropping the knife on, sir?
less)v, “ He's 1i1st gone, vou :ha psi’? 1 1 <ol : - |
““Ass !’ said fmmn Silve \I o' 12O SN 1001, AR Labourer: “What shall I do with all
b5 Two davs later Dr. Chisholin re- :

cone fatheard * Wo daNs latel r. nishioun e this rubbish® !

RS E ‘;41'::':719111 1 ‘wasped Tubby: for turned. He looked a  great «deal | Foreman (Irish): “Bedad, re'd betther
Iv. g VR s o P | 3 better, and had evidently resolved to | dig a holc and bury it. .

VERy ancy that! ‘“P*'l“‘ll t forgo the rest of his holiday  rather Labourer: “Haow abeut the dirt that

him going tnm*;g‘] the gates in the TR A T . of further | comes out oi the hole?” '

Head's car, with all his blessed lug- | ' 11)] W ¥ “ER l‘k{ 1 awinei ] Lrreman . Why, cye fhool, dig a hole
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the news to all and sundry. It was > : - - tade thizs overcoat the next t for |
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very soon apparent that Tubby } .. ket reigned su 191110 at the old | me? 1t's awfully heavy.” _
Muffin's news was true. & P Motorist: “Certainly,. But how will
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Mr. Greely, swelling with impors- | & 0oL, you get it again?”

- & e I-' _—— - L :-1 -l,. £ -—_ F . > 5 !'ﬂ 5 " -- re
ance, was seen in ocgcupation of the . HE D). B “': _P.: “Oh, Uli.stop inside it all the
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And 1t soon became known for a | Day Out!’ Bw Owen (Conguest. Poficeman (to father of fifleen, taking
certainty  that Dr. Snazlem had in- ° Order in advaner,) his offspring oni fur a walk): “I'll bave
the ambition of a vouth to make his |
runs ' a graceiul and stylish manner.
ﬁt}-h'_‘ seems to come hrst, yet [ am

is something of the nature of a long
hop. Practise these as much as
possible, for the strokes. I have
described mean hundreds of runs in
the course of a seasen.

I suppose as a rule a great deal of
mischief is done by 4 senior who goes
to seo the frst-class match, and is
deeply 1‘=T1pre--~+d with tne Et"ilf‘ of a
certan batsman. who, mavbe, has
scored a century. Iﬂ: sees the ste._ldj.
and correct strokes, the wrist work
of the late cuts, the accurate placing
of the ball just beyond the reach of
the fieldsman, and a dozen other
things which, perhaps, are oniy the
result of many vears' practice.

Then he goes home and endeavours
to teach his son in an hour or two
what has taken the county player
many years to learn. The youngster,

GEORGE GUNN,

Notts and All-England

the Famous

Professional, who has written this

article spocmlly for THE BOYS’
FRIEND.

however, has his own ideas of enjoy-
ment and exercise, and hits out
Justily, perhaps at the ball which ‘he
shouldn’t '1h ont the restraining influ-

ence of the parent comes in, -and his
hitting powers are likely to be
spoiled.

On the other hand, the prevailing
habit of the voung batsmen of to-day,
as soon as they know how to stop a
ball, seems to be to play for * keeps,”
or, 1n other words, endeavour to re-
main in at the wickets for as long a
period as possibie without troubling
about scoring. Much of this is due to

sure it i1s a matter of im,;n-;;-:il:rii:r_; for
any Dbatsman to prepe: rlv wratch and
time a ball if he is timjl\h:h only of
making pretiy strokes.. A flourish of
the bat and a gracefn! bend of the
body may laah all might from the
pavilion, but nothing can be more
effective -frora an artistic, as well as
serviceable, point of view than the
meeting of the bat and ball at the
right moment, with the result that the
maximum of power is umparted with
the minimum of effozf. |

One of the *reate':t fanits commitited
by many senmnd class cricketers 1s
over-eagerness to keep -playing for-
wand on every kind of wicket. The
fﬁ"’\':q a.rti! ﬁfmk‘é: kia’ .safe enongh
gody! plunmip et,
lends itself to'the
I Lm::w of no more dangerous method.

It stands to reason thag in playing
forward a man ﬁtaﬂ':s his stroke a little
earlier than when playving back, or, at
any rate, he has not such a great com-
mand of the ball if there should be
any amount of break upon it. Sticky
and caked wickets give the bowler
every assistance, and at such t'mes 1t
1s almost an act of maduess to play
forward in the orthodox manner,

We hear people speak of the ball
pttching on the “ blind spot,” but that
1s only one. way of admitting that
after reaching a certain length the
ball is unwatched. This losing‘ sight
of the ball is a habit which is hard
to get rid of, and requires assiduous
practice to master.

It 15 no uncommon thing to see a
batsman commencing his stroke at
the same time as the ball is leaving
the bowler’'s hand. Somehow he has
got it intq his head that unless he
does he w1ll never be able to play
the ball In time, and as a result we
see cases of mistiming, playing pre-
maturely, forward strokes absolutely
spoiled, and the minimum of power
used in the actual hit, which, by
careful methods of watching, would min
all likelihood have resulted in four
being added to the total, instead of a
catch; or, at the best, no run at all.

This fault 1s more common 1n club
cricket than on first-class grounds;
but youthful cricketers are not by any
means alone In spooning back a hall
to the bowler, ruining the chance of
a four leg-stroke, and failure mn an
attempt to score with a sharp stroke
past cover-point.

It means the clockwork movement,
for the forward stroke.is made at
every ball which is not actually right
down short. This i1s a habit which
must be broken, and I would strongly
advise all my voung readers to make
a fresh start, as 1t were., and make
up their minds to watch every ball
right on to the bat. 3

In this way strokes will come in-
stinctively, and, remembering always
to get the left foot as near to the p1t4.,h
of the ball as poss’ble when driving
and playving fulﬁdrd vou will be sur-

prised at the power which vou wiil get
mtm your strokes. 1 am quite sure
that had I not followed such lines as
I am now suggesting to you, I would
not have met with the success which [
have, I am thankiul to sayv, achieved.

-

b
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WHEN summer sunshme floods the earth,
And schoolboys basl in freedom,

The Rookwood yarns, so full of mirth
Give joy to all who read ’em.

Upon the meadows wide and green,
Upon the beach at Brighton,

The Conquest stories may be seen,
To gladden and enlighten!

The Classic herces are admired,
There’s Silver, Lovell, Raby,

‘And Newcome, too; and if you’re tired,
As possibly you may be,

Of reading how they exercise
Their vouthful minds and bodies,

You'll turn, with gay and sparkling eyes,

"~ To scenes where Tommy Dodd is!

For Tommy Dodd is hard to beat;
-~ His weird and wondrous capers
Have won for him a lofty seat
Among the schoolboy japers.
And many a man in days of war,
Who well knows where the Somme is,
Has heeded not the battle’s roar
When reading pranks of Tommy's !

-

The leader of the Modern clan
Is very justly famous;

And Tommy Cook, his right-hand man,
Is not an ignoramus.

While Tommy Doyle, renowned and rare,
Is great, I give you MY word!

But Tommy Dodd can beat the pair—
His prowess is a by-word!

Good luck to him—a real good sort,
Who shines in all that's splendid

And strives to win a good report,
As many famous men did.

We all admire his merry pranks—

‘ I almost think a crook would!

Long mav he figure in the ranks

Of mighty men at Rookwood !

—THE ROOKWOOD RHYMESTER.
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‘ to arrest you, ‘fir. Will yom cnma, along

quieti

Fﬂtht“ of Fifteen:-* Arrest mﬂ"’ "ﬂhat-
ever for? What have I done?”

Policeman: “T don't know.
all this crowd f<llowing you for?”

Pem—— S S

What 3

Lady Passenger: " (onductor, what are

we stapping fnr’”
1nndm tor: “The current’s off, ma’am.”
L. P.: “But the motor.’ bu:es are still

running !”

Manager (to office boy, who has his leg
through the Lﬁp}"inﬂ -press): “Whatever
are you doingz, ‘boy?”

Office Bov: “I'm trring to crease me

trousis, sir.”

“Can you tell me  the way fteo
‘“Chuekies ' office, Jimmy?"”

“How did you know me name was
Jimmy?2"”

“I° guessed it.”

“Then guess yer way to * Chuckles®
officc! Me pame ain’t Jimmy.”

Diner f(ealling waiter to settle heated
argument): * Waiter, what is a pineapple,
a fruit or a vegctable?”

Waiter (calmliy): *“Neither, sir. It's
an e¢xtra, and costs sixpence.”

Parson: “How is it you weren't as
chrurchh on Sunday, my man?”

Man: 'l did a iob, sir, for a quid.”

Parsofi: “You broke the Sabbath '

Man: “Well, one of us imd to be broke,
mister.”

Teacher: “Now, Georgie, what egreat
lesson does trouble teach us?” :

reorgie :

“To swear, miss.”

SPECIAL
'NEW FEATURE!




The tst Chapter.

A Chance for Chunky.
caloot had a chance 1n thoee

s \
days.”

Chunky Todgers made that remark,

He made it to Frank Richards &
Co., who were leaning on the trunk
of a big tree near the gates of Cedar
Creek School, chatting as they waited
for the bell to ring for afternoon
lessons.

The fat and chubby K Chunky was
lving in the grass, his elbows resting
on the earth, his fat hands supportin
his podgy chin, and his eyes ghl?ﬁ
upon a book.

The book was one of the volumes
from the Thompson Circulating
Iibrary, to which Chunky was an un-
failing subscriber. Chunky would not
miss paying his fee at the circulating
library, even to buyv maple sugar.

He looked up from the volume, and
spoke to the three cheery schoolboys,
who looked down at him, smiling.
They knew Chunky’s taste 1n books.
Chunky was keen on romances of all
sorts, and he loved to picture himself
in the characters of the novels—when
he did not want to be a pirate, he
vearned to be the long-lost son of a
mMissing MmMarguis.

“What have you got now, fatty?”’
asked Bob Lawless.

““ The ‘Red Rover,” or the ‘ Pink
Pirate ’?’ asked Vere Beauclere,
laughing.

But Chunky’s fat face was very
Sertous.

“71 tell yon, a galoot had a chance
then!’ he repeated. “We live in
rotten, commonplace times, you chaps.
This book is about the Crusades. Sir
" Reginald Fitzpippin was a regular
tin terror! The way he hewed down
the Saracens was a caution. 1 jolly
well wish I'd lived in the reign of
Richard the First. A galoot had a
chance in those days!”

“My hat!” murmured ¥rark
Richards. ‘ Faney Chunky hewing
downu Saracens, with an iron pot on
his head!”

“Clad in complete armour!” pur-
sued Chunky Todgers, his eyes ghsten-
ing. ‘‘Clad in complete armour, from
top to toe, Sir Reginald rushed into
the fray—""

‘““ T guess I don’t think much of that
zaloot,”’ eaid Bob Lawless, decidedly.
‘“ Must have been a bit of a funk,
to wrap himself up like that belore
he went into a scrap.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

““ Oh, vou're a sillv ase, Bob Law-
less,”” said Chunky disdainfully.
““ You haven't any of the spirit of
romance. Youve got pluck, I dare
sav, in vour fat-headrd way, but you'd
never have made a knight of chivalry.
Now, that's just where I live. I can
just imagine myself rushing on the
Saracens 1

““ Rushing the other way, you
mean.’

“No. I don't!” roared Chunky
Todgers. ‘ Rushing on the Saracens

and cleaving them to the chine with
my trusty blade.”

“Put what had
done ?”’

“Fh? I don’t know that they'd
done anvthing, if you come to that.
But I'd have cleaved ’em to the chine,
anvhow.”” said Chuky Todgers, with
a bloodthirsty look. * Waving my
trustv sword, streaming  with
blood s

““ Groocogh !”

“Td have called on my gallant
esquires S

‘“ Oh, my hat!™

““ And charged the dastardly enemy
home,” said Chunky, in a thrilling
tone. “I'd have rushed upon the
Soldan. and as my dripping blade
gleamed over his head—"

‘““ Phew!”

* P’d have spared his life, when his
beantecus daughter threw herseif at
my. feet.”’ said Chunky. “ Raising
her frorn the ground with knightly
chivalev, 1 should have Kkissed
her——

“ That's jolly familiar, isn’t 1t. ‘i
yon hadn’t even been introduced ¥

"*“Td have kissed her %

“Tm shocked at you, Chunky!”

the Saracens
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“Hand!’ roared Chunky. “I'd
have kissed her hand, you silly ass'”

“And you'd have made 1t jolly
sticky, if you'd just been scoffing
maple sugar, as usual,” remarked
Frank Richards. |

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’ _

Chunky Todgers gave the chuckling
trio a withering .look.  Evidemntly,
they were sadly lacking in the spirit
of romance, which possessed Chunky
Todgers, and filled his fat mind with
visions.

“We've fallen on rotten, de-
generate times,” said the fat Chunky,
gloomily. ‘*You {fellows are an
example! There's nothing chivalrous
going on now. Chaps don’t rush
into fearful peril to rescue damosels
in distress——"'

““ I"d have rushed in to rescue the
Soldan’s daughter, if you were going
to make her hand sticky.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Oh, don’t be a2 siliy jay. Frank
Richards. Look at me!” said Chunky.
“Why, I was simply born to be. a
crusading knight. But suppose a
galoot went crusading in these days?
Folks would think he'd just got out
of a circus——"’

S Ha-chatl:

*“ And if he started slaying dastards
and traitors, he would get strung
up,” said Chunky warmly. ‘““'And

there ain’t any dragons to kill—"

““There are still some grizzly
bears!” suggested Bob Lawless.

“We don't get even any bears
here,” said Chunky ‘disconsolately.
‘““ There isn't a chance for a galoot!
I jolly well wish a grizzly would show
up here—suppose he got into the
school, you know——"
ff‘_I' know wyou’d jolly soon get out
o i b I

“T wouldn’t! Suppose he collared |
Miss Meadows or Molly Lawrence?”

said Chunky breathlessly. *° Suppcsa
his fearful paw was on her neck, and
she was shrieking for help, you know,
in heartrending accents—same as the
Lady Gloxiana de Popcorn, when the
Saracen grasped her flaxen locks in
his red, right hand! I can just see
myself—""

“ Scooting I’

“No, voun jay!—rushing on the
grizzly, axe in hand!” roared Chunky
Todgers. ‘“ With one terrible blow,
splitting his head to the chine—-"

“ That would be rather hefty,”
grinned Bob Lawless.

Chunky Todgers eighed deeply.

The picture of himself as a conguer-
ing hero was delizhtful and attrac-
tive, but it was, alas, impossible. No
grizzly bear was likely to wander
down from the Rocky Mountains and
seize Miss Meadows in his terrible
claws. simply for the sake of allow-
ing Chunky to cleave him to the
chine.

Frank Richards & Co. chortled.
Chunky Todger’'s vision of himself as
a knight of chivalry tickled them.
Certainly, he would have required a
suit of chain-mail of unusual circum-
ference.

‘“ But there ain’t any Saracens, and
there ain’t even a grizzly bear,” said
Chunky - sorrowfully. ““I—I say,
what are vou loocking at, Bocb?”

Bob Lawless had suddenly detached
himself from tho tree, and wasg look-
ing into the shadows of the timber,
;vith a set, scared expression on his
ace.

He raised a trembling hand to point
into the deep shadows.

“Look!” he gasped.

“What the——"

‘““ Bear!” shrieked Bob.

it! Bear! I

““ Run for
Bear!

Frank Richards and Vere Beauclerc
stared blankly for a moment. Then
thev shouted, too.

“Bear! Bear!”’

Chunky Todeers was on his feet n
a twinkling. He had a good deal of
weight to lift; but he was up like
lightning.

His fat. ruddy face had become sud-
denly pale.

“Run!’ roared Bob. * Chunky
will keep him off while we get away!
Run [

CHANCE.

.
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A Splendid Long, Complete Story of

FRANK RICHARDS & CO.,
-~ the Chums of the School in the

'_ Backwoods,

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

The three chums Started for the
school gates at top speed.

But Chunky Todgers did not stop
to cover the retreat.

He did not even look into the
ttimber to see the bear.

He pounded after Frank Richarde
& Co. with a burst of speed that was
really astonishing, and passed them

in- the race for the lumber school.
** Hold on, Chunky!” shouted Bob

Lawless. “ Drop behind and keep
him off.” ;
Chunky did not heed.

He bolted in at the
deer, and crossed the playground
without a stop, gasping great gas[i]s,
and scuttled into the porch of the
schoolhouse. There he slammed the
big door, jammed a bar into position,
and sank down on a bench, splutter-
ing :

“Ow, ow! Grongh! Help! Yoop!
Oh, dear! Oh, oh, oh!”

The 2nd Chapter.
And What Came of It!
“Ha, ha, ha!”
Frank Richards & Co. sauntered
cheerily 1in at the gates, having
stopped their desperate rush as soon

as Chunky T rs was well ahead.
The gallant Chunky was prepared
to face any number of maginary

dragons, but a real bear was quite a
different  proposition. © Though if
Chunky had only known it, the bear
in this instance was as Imaginary as
the dragons. :

“What's : :
asked Tom Lawrence, as the Co. came
smilingly in." *"Has Chunky gone off
his roof 7 He’s just bolted across to

L. L

the houd#s and ?a_.moqseqin,_ as if a

panther were after him.” :

**1 guess he thinks there’s a bear
around,” answered Bob.

“But why—"

“Because 1 ﬁfxd ‘Bear,” T guess,”
answered Bob less cheerfully. “1I
didn’t say there was a bear, of course;
but Chunky seems to have concluded
there “was. And he vamoosed the
ranch like thunder.”

“Where i1z he now!” asked Beau-
clerec, laughing.

“In the house—and I guess I heard
him sticking up the bars,” said
Lawrence.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Frank Richards & Co. walked on to
the lumber schoolhouse, some of the
other Cedar Creek fellows joining
them—all chuckling. The big door
wae closedr and fast, and Bob Lawless
knecked on it with his knuckles.

There was a how! from within.

“Gerraway, you beast! Oh, dear!
Help !”

“Let us 1n, Chunky ;

“¥ c-c-can’t 4y

“PDo vou want the bear to gobble
us ?”’ roared Bob.

“Ca-aa-can’'t you get in at a
window 7"’ téuavered Chunky.

“My word! Ain’t you coming out
with an axe to cleave him to the
chine?”

“1—I haven’t got any axe.”

“Ask Miss Meadows for one.”

“Oh, dear!”

Knock, knock, knock !

Miss Meadows, the schoolmistress
of Cedar Creek, came out of her
sitting-room as she heard the knock-
ing. |

"“Dear me! Why 15 the door
barred 7”7 she exclaimed. ** Have yvou
done this, Todgers?”

“PD-d-don’t wunbar 1t, Miss
Meadows,”” shrieked Chunky, inalarm.

“Why not?” demanded the school-
mistress severely.

*“There’s a bub-bub-bub——"

i What?!!

“Bub - bub - bear—-"
Chunks.

“let us in, Chunkv !” roared Bob
Lawless, outside. *“*Do vou want us
to be chawed up, you fat villain?”

“Goodness gracious!” exclaimed
Miss it possibie,

stuttered

Meadows. “Is
Todgers, that you have shut your

schaolfellows out. because you think | in the backwoods—the utmost Chunky | 3

there is danger?®”

“Oh! XNunno! B-b-b-

Nunno!

“but—"

gates like a
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Miss Meadows hastily removed the
bar and threw the door open. There
was a roar of laughter outside; but
it -died away suddenly ‘as Miss
Meadows was seen.

“What 1s all this?” exclaimed Mies
Meadows. “ Have you been frighten-
ing - Todgers for nothing?”

.-Oh, mram l:!'!

““There is no bear, of course——"

“ Nunno, Miss Meadows.”

“1 wasn't fuf-fui-frightened!”
gasped Chunky Todgers. * N-n-

[ nothing of the kik-kik-kind.”

]

the row, you chaps?”’ |

s PR W

e —_——

e mm e —
—

g

‘it’s - chivalry, you

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” _

“Lawlees, have you been playing
some foolish trick?” exclaimed Miss
Meadows.

“]I—I guess I called ¢Bear)
ma’am,” murmured Bob Lawless
meeklv. “Chunky was saying he

wanted to kill dragons and Saracens,
and things, so I thought I'd see how
he took 1t.”
“And we've
Frank Richards.
‘““Ha, ha, ha!”
“You should not

seen !” murmured

play such foolish

tricks,” said the Canadian school-
mistress. ‘““You have frightened
Todgers—"

*“Oh, no, ma’am !” gasped Chunky,
his fat face growing the hue of a very
rich beetroot, as he realised
lez had been pulled. “I—I wasn't

frightened. 1—I1 simply rushed Im
for an axe——"
“What?”

“I—I was going to tackle the
b-b-bear, and—and cleave him to the
chine, ma'am!” gasped Chunky. “1
rushed in for an axe—""

*“ And why did you bar the door?”

“The — the door!” stuttered
Chunky. He had forgotten the door.

“Yes, why did you bar the door
against the other boys, if you thought
there was a bear?” exclaimed Miss
Meadows sternly.

“Oh! I—I never thought about
them—I—I mean, I—1 was thinking
of you, ma’am.”

“Of me !” Miss
Meadows.

“Ye-e-ep, ma'am. - I—I was think-
ing of your danger, you see,” said
Chunky Todgers, recovering con-
fidence. ‘‘Beauty in distress,
know, ma'am——

““ You utterly ridiculous boy!”’ ex-
claimed the schoolmistress, as~there
wae an irresistible chuckle outside.
& Hb\g” dare you utter such non-

sense o & |
onsense, ma’am,’’

exclaimed

“Jt—it ain’t mor "
murmured Chunky feebly. “ It—t—
| u  know, maam—
knightly chivalry.” - :

“You were simply thmkﬁ:lg of your

supposed danger, to such an extent
that you forgot your schoolfellows,”
s2id Miss Meadows. “I1 am ashamed
of you, Todgers!” _-

And Miss Meadows went back to
her room.

Chunky Todgers stared at the crowd
of schoolboys in the porch, and his fat
face grew redder and redder,

He had had his chance of proving
that he was, at. heart, as gallant a

| knight as any of the “galoots™ of

ancient times, who went into battle
clad in complete armour, and clove
Saracens to tieir unfortunate chines—
he had had his chance, and this was
what he had made of it.

He wished devoutly that he had
staved to cover the retreat of Frank
Richards & Co.—especially as there
was no bear.

But it was rather too late to WEI_I
that.

After his high words, running away
from a real bear would have been bad
encugh; but running away from a
non-existent bear was the limit!

“J—I say, you chaps,” stuttered
Chunky, “1—I—I really i

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You needn’t think I was fright-
ened—-—""

“Ha, ba;, ba!”

“J1—I knew—I mean, I—I sumply
came in to protect Miss Meadows——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The roar of laughter drowned poor
Chunky’'s voice. He gave 1t up, and
beat an ignominous retreat, leaving

the Cedar Creek fellows yelling.

The 3rd Chapter.
Chunky Has an ldaa.

Frank Richards & Co. smiled when
they came into class that afternoon,
and found Chunky Todgers there.
For once, Chunky had been early—
he wanted to elude the merciless chip-

ping he had been receiving on the

subject of the bear.

Chunky gave them a dolorous and
reproachful look.

He was not feeling happs.

Having recovered from his fright,
he was once again the valiant Chunky,

readyv to face Saracens, or dragons, or |

wh_ole battalions of daatards and
traitors. But such romantic foes were
not likely to come along to the school

could possibly hope for was a bear
—and he was quite tized of ti:e subject

xofheara.
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‘““ Feeling better, old scout?” asked
Frank Richards. -

“J—1 say, Richards, I—I wasn't
frightened, you know b

* Of course not,” said Frank, laugh-
ing. *“‘You simply did that little
run for exercise., I know. I hope
vour exercise has done you good,
Chunky.” \

““Ha, ha, ba!”

“ Look out, Chunky!” roared Ben
Hacke. *“ There's ' something under
your desk i

Chunky jumped.

“ Eh—what—"

“Only your feet, old chap.”

T HE, h&, ha !”

- “You silly jay!” howled Chunky,
in great wrath. ‘“‘If you think you
can frighten me——"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Miss Meadows came into the schoo!l-
room, and the merriment ceased, and
the unhappy Chunky was relieved of
his tormentors for a time.

But there were many smiles in the
class that afternoon; and, to the great
anhappiness of Chunky, among the
girls as well as the boys. It was the
unkindest cut of all when Chunky saw
Molly Lawrence smiling. Above all,
Chunky would have liked to shine as
a hero in Molly's pretty eyes. And
now Molly’s merry smile showed hotw
heroic ehe thought the fat Chunky
was.

Todger's face, which was usually
beaming with fat cheerfulness, was
quite gloomy, when Cedar Creek
School was dismissed after lessons.

Frank Richards & Co. led their
horses out, and Chunky came out with
his fat little pony. Bob Lawless called
out a warning.

“Look out for bears in the wood,
Chunky !”

“You pesky
Chunky Todgers.
afraid of bears?” .

“Ha, ha! 1 rather guess so, old
scout, Just a few.”

“J jolly well wish a bear would
come moseying along, and I'd show
you !” said poor Chunky; who, to do
im justice, was really ashamed of the
lamentable display he had made that
afternoon.

““ What would you show us?” asked
““* A clean pair of heels?”
‘““Ha; ha, hal”

Chunky snorted and turned to his

»

chump!” roared
“ Do you think I'm

fat pony. He was getting tired of

the chipping, but it was not likely
to cease yet. A dusty-looking * pil-

im > was coming along the trail,
and he stopped and dragged off his

of a hat in salute to Frank

It was Mr. William

nerally known as Dry Billy

man who was re-

puted to possess the greatest thirst in
the Thompson Valley.

Dry Billy was supposed to be look-
ing for work, but he generally looked
for it with his back resting against
the post outside the Red Dog saloon
in Thompson town—which was, per-
haps, the reason why he did not find

any.

“ Evening, young gents!” said Mr.
Bowers, in an oily tone. *‘‘Long way.
from hyer to Thompson, Mister -
Bob 7"’

“1 guess so!” assented Bob Law-
less. “1 hope the exercise will do
you good.” :

Dry Billy made a grimace.

¢ wouldn’t ask vou young gents to
help a pilgrim on his way,” he said.
“That ain't my kind.”

“ Besides, it wouldn't be any good,
would 1t?” remarked Bob Lawless
affably.

And his chums grinned, and even
Chunky Todgers emitted a fat
chuckle. The Cedar Creek fellows
had no money for Mr. Bowers to ex-
pend upon *fire-water ”* at the Red
Dog.

Mr. Bowers looked pathetie. »°

“T've had hard luck to-day,” he
said. “I’ve been down to Grimm’s
fruit farm on a job, and coming back
I've lost the money.” |

“Poker or euchre?” asked Bob

sympathetically. |
Dryv Billy grinned faintly. He had
a sense of humour. |
“You've got me!” he answered.
“(Gents, I'll tell the truth——"
“Not too suddenly—think of your
health !™ g | |
“1 was going to spin you a yarn,”
said Mr. Bowers. *“But I own up—
I lost the monev at poker.” Mz,
Bowers looked still more pathetie.
“Gents, I ve got a powerful thirst
Oﬂ me_____!? 3
Bob Lawless pointed to the ereek
with his riding-whip. |
“Free drinks there !” he remarked.
Mr. Bowers shuddered. He did

not care for water taken internally;

and, to judge by appearance, he did

not care for it very much externally,

either. X P

““ Gents, it ain’t my kind to ask & =
ealoot for a dollar,” he said. “Bug if
vou handed me twenty-five cents——"’
“It wonld be time for the skies to
fall.” answered Bob cheerily. *“Good-
pight. old scout i
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And Frank Richards & Co. rode

away by the timber trail, leaving Mr.
Bowers blinking after them discon-
solately. He turned to Chunky
Todgers, who was astride his fat pony
1O W.

“Mister Todgers ” he begau.

“Scat!” was Chunky's reply.
“You got a doilar out‘of me once,
when vou were a stranger here. [
guess that's the last dollar you’ll ever
raise out of me.”
_«Dry Billy sighed.

“It’s a hard world,”” he said. “I'd
have expected more than this, Mr.
Todgers, from a voung gentleman

Jike you—a distinguished young gen-
»?

“Come off !’ said Todgers. |
And he started up the trail to

,‘Thﬂmpsnn, Dry Billy trudging after

him with downecast face, troubled with
a gargantum thirst, which, owing to
lack of funds, was not hkely to be
assuaged.at the Red Dog as usual,

Chunky Todgers slackened rein
after a time, and glanced back at
the loafer plodding on his track.

Chunky’s face wore a thoughtful ex-
pression, and there was a peculiar
aleam in his eyes. Great thoughts
were working in Chunky’s brain, ap-
parently 1n connection with Mr.
William Bowers.

He beckoned to the

loafer. who

hurried to overtake him, moved by |

a faint hope of ‘' touching  the fat
schoolboy for a ‘' quarter.”

“Youre looking for work, I be-

lieve ?” said Todgers.

“For vears,” said Mr. Bowers im-
pressively, “I've been looking for
work. Years and years, young gent.
But Fate is agin me. If I find a job,
1 lose it again the next day, or the
dﬂﬂ" ﬁw-—"“ , qo

“] _ know.,” assented Chunky.

{Vell, _suppose I could offer you a

0 P T e i
e Farm work,” said Mr. Bowers,
“don’'t agree with my health. Other-
wise, | :hﬂllld pe a prosperous man
at this hyver moment.”

Chunky grinned.

“My poppa wouldn’t have you on
his farm _at any price,” he answered.
“T dont mean that. I mean an

L

_easy job,. that wouldn’t take an hour

—and I'd gzive you a dollar for 1t !”

Mr. Wiliam Bowers looked very
curiously at Chunky Todgers.

“] guess I'm vour antelope,” he
said. ‘'S pose vou tell me what the
job is, Mister Todgers.”

“TIl tell you as we get along,”
said Chunky.

He made his fat pony proceed at
a walk, and Mr. Bowers kept pace
‘with him, listening, as Chunky
Todgers explained the nature of the
SR TR R

And as. he listened, Mr., Bowers
first stared blankly. Then he grinned,
-and then he chuckled. Finally he

- said :

“Two dollars.”

“One!” answered Chunky.
ain’t rolling in dollars!” AT

“Two, and it’s a cinch!” 1nsisted
Mr. Bowers.

“TI've only got one and a half.”

“Then I'll tell you what I'll do,”
said Mr. Bowers generously. * Dol-
lar and a half, and I'm yvour mutton,
with the avool on.”
" And after some warm argument,
Chunky Todgers assented, as the town
of Thompson came in sight. And
Mr. Bowers, securing half a dollar
in advance of the payment for the
*job,” whatever it was, made a bee-
linefor the Red Dog salgon to quench
his thirst—in so far as it eould be

iiI

. quenched for the moderate sum of

two quarters.

‘ -The &4th Chapter.
A Chance at Last!

The next day Cedar Creek School

fornd Chunky Todgers looking his

old cheery and satisfied self.

The bear story had by no means
‘been forgotten, and Chunky was
chipped without mercy; but he did
not seémed to mind.

In fact, he only smiled.

- “¥You fellows can chew the rag,”
he told the Cedar Creek schoolboys.
“Chew it as much as you like!
Youll sce some day—perhaps soon!

% Wait till I have a chance of shown

what I'm made of! You'll watc

out, I guess, then!”
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(Continued from the previous
page.)

terday,” grinned DBob Lawless.
“*Are we to waitt till Canada 1s
invaded by the Saracens?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You watch cut!” was Chunky's
reply. ‘1 guess I'll make some
of you sing emall when I get my
chance !

| up dizzily.

It really seemed that Chunky was
expecting a chance to come along,
specially to set him right in the eyes
of his schoolfellows.  Certainly, no
Saracens could be expected to
“mosey’’ along to British Columbia.
Neither was a fire-breathing dragon
likely 'to crop up on the Thompson
trail. Kven a grizzly bear was very
improbable. Besides, Chunky had al-
ready shown how he would act if a
grizzly bear came along.

. Yet Chunky seemed to be expectant
of something, to judge by his lofty

remarks. {

Bob Lawless suggested that perhaps
he hoped to sce Miss Meadows fall
into the creek some day, so that
he could plunge in and rescue her
from the rapids. But, even then,
there would be a drawback—for if
Miss Mcadows relied on Chunky for
rescue, it was pretty certain that she
would go over the rapids.

But Chunky seemed very satisfied.
He took the chipping he still received
with a tolerant grin.

After morning lessons he strolled
away towards the creek, which was
ghimmering and rippling by the tim-
ber in the spring sunshine. Chunky
disappeared .into the timber, and
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shoulder.

“What's happened, Chunky ?”

Chunky looked up impatiently.

“Can’t you see?” he snapped.
“Don’t bother—I'm trying to restore
him. He was nearly gone when I
went 1n for him!”

“Great gophera!”

“ Jerusalem crickets !’ roared Eben
Hacke. ““You went in for him !
Mr. Bowers groaned again, and sat
He passed his hand over
his eves, and blinked at the breathless
circle of schoolboys.

“Help!” he moaned. “I'm drown-
mg! Ow! Help!”

“You're all right now,” said Bob
Lawless. **You're safe ashore!”
“ Brandy !” moaned Mr. Bowers.
Bob looked at his chums. Mr.
Bowers' taste for brandy was pretty
well known, as well as for other
powerful liquors; but it was possible

that this was a time for stimulants.

“Brandy!” groaned the loafer.
“I’'m sinking fast!”

“Cut off and ask Miss Meadows,
Cherub,” said Bob. “She’ll know.
I'll look after the scallywag.”

Vere Beauclerc nodded, and ran off
to the school.

Bob Lawless supported Mr. Bowers
with his strong arm, as the leafer
seemed about to sink back to the
earth. He seemed very wezak.

“Thank vou, Mister Lawless!’
murmured Dry Billy. *“I—1 say,
voung gents, what’s happened? I
remember falling into the creek——"

“Tipsy, I'll bet a dollar,” remarked
Hacke.

“1 may have had a little refresh-
ment this morning,” said Mr. Bowers.

?

“Don’t be hard on a pilgrim what |

was born with a big thirst. I fell
into the c¢reck—I was drowning.
What happened next I don't know !

= - —— -

THE HERO OF CEDAR

was kneeling Chunky Todgers, also dripping.
fellows dashed up.

Frank Richards & Co. soon forgot all
about him, being busy upon the task
of cutting down a sapling near the
school.

It was about a quarter of an hour
later that a sudden vell from the direc-
tion of the creek startled the school-
boy woodsmen.

“Help! Help!”

Bob Lawless dropped his axe.

“* Halio ! What's that?” he ex-
claimed.

“Help! Help! I'm drowning!
Help !

“Come on!”’ shouted Frank
Richards. **Sowmebody in the creek !™

The chums dashed throuzh the

trees, and a dozen other f?llﬂ\:'ﬁ, who
had heard the stentorian shout,
dashed after them.

They came out on the bank of the
creekk In an excited crowd. Then
there Wwas a vell of astonishment.
On the bank lay Mr. Wilham
Bowerd¥, -of ° Thompson, apparently
insensible, running with water. DBe-
side him was kneeling Chunky
Todgers, also dripping.

“Safe now!” Chunkv was saving,
as the Cedar Creek fellows came |

breathlessly up. “Youre all right
now, my man!'’ |

There was a deep groan from Mr.
Bowers, and his eves remained closed.

Frank Richards & €o. gathered round |

“You had a jolly good chance yes- | iIn amazement,

CREIK!

I seemed to feel something ecat¢ch
me—"“—*”

“*It was me,”” said Chunky Todgers.

“You jumped 1 for me?” ex-
claimed Mr. Bowers. ‘' Bless you,
young sir—bless you for saving iny
life! My life amn’'t worth mueh,
p'raps,” said Dry Billy pathectically,
“but it's the only one I've got! This
young gent has saved 1t! Bless you,
sir! Bless you!”

Mr. Bowers' gratitude was really
touching to witness. But he passed
on quickly from gratitude to thirst,

“Brandy !” he gasped.

“*“Miss Meadows 1s coming——

“Brandy !”

“This way, Miss Meadows.”

Vere Beauclere was hurrving back
with ~ the  schoolmistress. Miss
Meadows had eome at once, on hear-
ing of the accident. She arrived on
the scene, and the schoolboys respect-
fully made way for her.

There was a flask in Miss Mcadows’
nand, and Dry Billy’'s eager eyes
ghstened at the sight of it. - Wet as
he was outside, he seemed as dry as
ever mternaliy.

“Bless vou, ma’am!”
famntly. **Quick—quick !”

“*Take a sip from the flask, my poor
fellow 1™ said the kind-hearted school-
mistress.

Dry Billy tock a sip—a big sip!
To the surprise and horror of Miss

2

he saud
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B:;_ub tapped Chunky Todgers on the | Meadows, the whole contents of the |

i

|

On the bank lay Mr. William Bowers, of Thompson,
apparently insensible, runninpg with water.
‘“Safe now !’ Chunky was
“You're all right now, my man ! ¥

t saild Frank Richards.

Price

flask gurgled down his throat.

“Goodness gracicus!” ejaculated
Miss Meadows.

She fully expected Mr. Bowers to
roll over 1n the grass, senseless, after
that gargantuan sip. But Mr.
Bowers didn’t! His inside was accus-
tomed to the potent fire-water, and
he only smiled. i

“1 feel better now !” he murmured.
*“Bless you, ma’am ! After this young
gent. I guess you saved my life!”

“Chunky pulled him out of the

creek, Miss JMeadows,” explained

Bob. |
“*(z00d gracious! Todgers—"
“It—it wasn’t much, ma'am!”‘

stammered Chunkvy medestly. *I-—-I
couldn’t see a man drown under my
eyes, could 177

“Wasn't much!” execlaimed Mr.
Bowers., ' Sir, vou risked vour life—
vour precious yvoung life—plunging
imto the creek to save a man who was
smking, at the last gasp! Suppose
I’d dragged you under ! 1 shudder to
think of it! Sir, I shall never forget
this—never—never! The bravest lad
I've ever struck—the very bravest—
the king-pin of them all! Don’t say
it wasn’t much, sir—don’t! '

“Oh-—oh, really—"" gasped
Chunky.

“Todgers, vou appear to have per-
formed a very brave and generous
actron,”” said Miss Meadows.

“Oh, ma'am !”’ stammered Chunky.

“ A very brave action indeed,” said
the schoolmistress. ‘* You might have
been swept down to the rapids 3

“I—I never thought of that,
ma am!”’

“Run to the schoel at once,
Todgers. and dry your clothes. You |

will cateh eold if vou are not careful.”
“We'll take care of him, ma’am,” |

Beside him
aying, as the Cedar Creek

| “Come on, |
Chunky.”
"!l

“*Shoulder high!” exclaimed Beau-

clerc.
“Yes, rather.”
“Hurraly!™ |
“Oh! I—=l—=1 " sayl!”  ‘gZheped |
| Chunk}'. 4 |

“Up with him !”

“ Bravo, Chunky!”

Up went Chunky Todgers to the
shoulders of Beauclerc, Frank
Richards, and Bob Lawless—the three
of them were needed support
Chunky’s very considerable weight.
Amid a cheering crowd of Cedar
Creek fellows, Chunky was rushed
away to the school.

Nobody gave a thought now to the
bear story; there was no thought of
chipping Todgers any morce. The
gallant rescue of Billy Bowers atoned
for all—even if Biliv Bowers wasn't
really worth the trouble of rescuing,
as some of the fellows declared.
Chunky Todgers had proved his
quality, and that was enough. '

And Dry Billy took his homeward
path to Thompson town, with a grin
on his stubbv face and a dollar in his
pocket. And Dry Billy grinned more
than ever as he clinked that dollar
npon the bar counter at the Red Dog.
He had had an unaccustomed wash,
but, excepting for that, he had cer-
tainly earned the dollar very easiy. |

tO
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And Dry Billy was of opinion that
there were more dollars to follow,

The 5th Chaptasr.
The Price of Heroism.

Chunky Todgers was great that
afternoon.

He was stripped and dried before
Biack Sam’s fire in the stavles, his
clothes were dried while he sat
wrapped in blankets; and when hs
was clad once more, and emerged,
he was surrounded by an admiring
crowd. |

He bore his blushing honours thick
upon him with becoming modesty.

He did not spoil his new glory by
swanking. Indeed, he seemed loth
to give the details of the gallant
rescue. He told the fellows that it
was nothing—that any fellow would
have done 1t. Which naturally in-
creased the admiration.

There was no doubt that any fellow
who plunged into the creek to rescue
a drowning man, took his life in his
hands — and  especially Chunky
Todgers, who was 1ot by any means a
first-class swimmer. Indeed. the fel-
lows wondered how on earth he had
got the insensible Mr., Bowers ashore.
He must have displayed a strength
and dexterity they had never sap-
posed him to possess.

In every way the feat was amaz-
ingly creditable to Chunky; and fel-
lows who had been chipping him were
sorrv for 1t, and Bob Lawless even
asked his pardon for the bear episode.

“1t was a shame, old chap,” said
Bob. “You see, T never thought for
a moment vou were such a plucky
chap. I'm real sorry.”

Chunky waved a fat
givingly.

“1t’s all right, Bob—you'll know
better another time,” he said.

“So I shall, Chunky,” said Beb
honestly. “ You've got real grit, old
chap, and we sha'n't forget it in a
hurry,”

Chunky was the recipient of mangy
glances 1n the class that afternoon.
Moily Lawrence smiled upon him,
and. thus translated him to the
seventh heaven, And Miss Meadows
was very easy with him—which was
very gratifying to Chunky Todgers,
who did not like work.

He had the unusual felicity of sit-
ting in class, and doing next to
nothing while the other {fellows
worked, and he enjoyed it.

And there was no more chipping !
On all hands it was agreed that the
bear story was to be buried in the
deepest oblivion, : _

On that occasion, Chunky had cer-
tainly net shown up well; but he had
more than redeemed his reputation
The gallant rescue of Mr.
William Bowers of Thompson wiped
out everything else.

After lessons Chunky Todgers came
out of the schoolhouse as if he were
walking on air.

Tom Lawrence called to him.

“Ride home with us, Chunky?”

“Yes, rather, I guess,” answered
Chunky, with a beatiic grin. He
was not always privileged to rids
home with Molly Lawrence.

He was in high feather as he led
out his fat pony, with half a dozen
other fellows,

The happy smile faded off his {at
face, however, as his eyes fell upon a
dusty, disreputable figure lounging by
the school gates. ;

1t was Mr. William Bowers.

Chunky blinked at him, as Dry
Billy dragged off his rag of a hat, in
very respectful salute.

“I guess 1 couldn’t help coming to
see how you was, sir, arter wot you

hand for-

did for me,” said Mr. Bowers.
“Skuse the liberty, sir.” .

“Oh!” gasped Chunky. ‘All
right! I—I—I'm all serene.”

““Not catching cold, or nothing,
sir?”’

“Oh, no!

“1 guess I'm glad of that,” said
Mr. Bowers feelingly. “1 couldn’t
rest, sir, for thinking that you might
have suffered, sir, for your noble
action, sir.” A3

Frank Richards & Co. looked rather
curiously at Mr. Bowers. They had
hardly expected so much gratitude
and good feeling from the dusty
loafer. As for Chunky Todgers, he
scemed almost overcome, His fat
face wae very red, and he gasped for
breath.

“1 ain’t a ’andsome man, p'raps,
yvoung gents,” said Mr. Bowers, look-
ine round: ‘“but I've got a heart,
and that heart, gents, is touched,
sirs. | ain't forgetting wot this gent
has done for me. his uncommon
bravery, sirs, and his generosity, too.
It isn't every gent who'd help a
man to get some noo clothes, gentle-

122
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| men, arter saving his life; but Mister

Todgers has undertook to do 1t.”
Chunky started viclenily.
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—* he stammered.
‘“He’s giving me two dollars to
help me through,” said Mr. Bowers,

“I—I—I1

“My duds, sich as they are, -are
spoiled, and that generous young gent
is eivinge me two dollars to help me
through, Ain’t that noble and
ceonerous of him?”

“More generous than I'd be, 1
t now that,”” said Bob Lawless. ‘1
uess where the two dollars will

can
0. You're an ass, Chunky!”

“But I—I—-1 ? gasped Chunky
helplessly,

Mr. Bowers gave him a significant
look.

“Two dollars I think you said, sir?”
he remarked.
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“I—I—I guess that’s just it,” said
Chunky, in an expiring voice. “I—
I—I'd be obliced—I “

“Welll T can stand one,” said

L

Frank. “What about you, Bob?
‘““Here's the other,” grunted Bob.
“Next time you offer galoots dollars,

“I—I paid—I mean, I gave you } Chunky, count up how many you've

a dollar !” gasped Chunky Todgers.
“I'm speaking of the other two

dollars,™ sir,” explained Mr.
but considerable significance.

Chunky Todgers breathed hard.

There had been no mention of
any other itwo dollars; but he
understood thai i they were not
forthcoming there would be mention
of several little things on the spot—
{ was extremely desirous
should not be mentioned before the
Cedar Creek crowd.

The unfortunate Chunky
toils.

He turned an almost haggard loox
on Frank Richards. Ilis own pocketis
wereg cmpty., M=, Bowers had
aiready corialled his last dollar.

“I—I say, Franky, e-c-can you i

Frank Richards nodded.

“You're an ass to give the man
money, Chunky,” he said. “But if

was 1n the

you've promised, you’d better keep
vour word, 1 suppose.”

, in 4 tone of kind patience,

got in vour pockets first.”

“1—I will!” groaned Chunky.

Frank and his Canadian cousin
handed over the dollar ecach. and
Chunky Todgers passed them to Mr.
William Bowers. That dusty gentle-
man received them with a profusion
of thanks.

“Am’t he ot a kind heart, gents?”
he asked. *“ Ain’t he the king-pin of
them all, that brave and generous
yonng gent? It’s grit he's got,
cents—real grit; and when 1t comes
to real grit, I put my moneyv on Mister
Todgers! He's the real white article,
he is—brave as a lion, gentiemen,
and cenerous, too—werry gonerous !’

And with that fulsome tribute, Mr.
Bowers pulled off his ragged hat
again and faded away up the trail.

Chunky Todgers stood rooted to
the cround, the colour coming and
ooing in his fat face. The interview

seemed to have dismaved him utterly.

Tom lLawrence tapped him on the
shoulder,

Write to me whenever you are in doubt or difficulty. Tell me about yourseif; let

me Xnow what vou think of the BOYS" FR1

enclose a stamped envelope or postcard, may

reply by post

2

ND. Aill readers who write to me, and
e sure of receiving a prompt and kindly

All letters shonld be addressed: ‘' The Editor, the BOYS FRIEXD,

) The Flesiway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C. 4"
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ARTHUR S. HARDY'S NEW
STORY !

Next Monday's big number of the
Bovs' Friexp will be quite re-
markable for value. In addition to
our usual popular stories, which have
srown in favour until they have come
to be looked upon as regular features
of the paper—the splendid stories of
Jimmyv Silver & Co., of Rookwood
Qchool: of Frank Richards & Co., of
the School in the Backwoods, and of
Dick Dorrington & Co. and Captain
Bones, of the school-ship Bombay
Castle—tie first instalment will
appear of a brand-new serial of school
and sport, enfitled
““ THE SPORTS OF ST. CLIVE’S,”

By Arthur S. Hardy.

This story will be worked out in
popular Mr. Hardy’s own inimitable
way, and, while the scene is laid at
St. Clive’s School, the story will con-
tain a strong sporting interest which
will inevitably make an irresistible
appeal to the sporting proclivities of
all my chums. Every British-born boy
and girl inherits sporting proclivities,
whether they will or no. It 1s bred in
the bone, and it 1s largely this sport-
ing spirit that has made the' British
Empire what it is to-day. Of course,
it is more marked in some than In
others, in accordance with varying
temperaments, but 1t 1s there all the
same, in every son and daughter of
Britain. And it 138 just in his almost
uncanny power of appealing to this -
bred sporting spirit that the special
charm of Arthur S. Hardy’s work
liecs. His knowledge of human nature
—and especially of the sporting side
of human nature—is unrivalled, and
this knowledge is the mainspring of
his genius.

With these few words I will leave
“THE SPORTS OF ST. CLIVE’S”
to the judgment of my chums next
week.,

FANMOUS REGIMENTS.

A Service reader asks me to run a
geries of short histories of famous
British Regiments. 1t is a great idea,
but it offers many difficulties. There
are so many famous corps, and 1t
would take volumes to do justice to
them all. Such a record would amount
to a large part of the mlitary history
cf the world. - \ We shouild want to
hear about King James the Second
gnd the Coldstreamns, and the old
Scots Regiments, and the Welsh Fu-
siliers—iamed 1n song as well as on
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the baitlefield—to say nothing of the
Guards 1n the old wars in Flanders!
The subject 18 so biz that i1t could
hardly be tackled in the way of briet
weekly histories. Northumberland,
Middlesex, Shropshire, Hertfordshire,
all the battalions have done their bit,
and more, right down the long corri-
dor of history. One has only to re-
member the names on the colours of
any regiment to see this fact.

HAWKER.

Hawker will be a name to conjure
with for ever. He was a pioneer, and
the story of his heroic attempt to eross
the thousands of miles of the Atlantic
will ring through the ages. Whether
he won or not is beside the point.
He belongs to the Anglo-Saxon race
and he has carried on the storv o
our race In stirring styvle. Here is a
new romance. It makes one smile to
hear folks talk of-this age as one in
which romance i1s fading. Romance
will never fade, and the spirit of it 1s
found in the thought of two men who
did not know fear up there in the
loneliness of the desert spaces, the
mighty sea beneath them, and just
grit to carry them through.

HOLIDAY WORK.

This is all right enough in its way,

but I think, in the case of boys and
girls from school, that the less thereé
1s the better. It is not fair on the
holiday, and it 18 not fair on the work.
These summer tasks are apt to get
pushed aside for more urgent matters
—and the river, the country, and the
playing field are urgent—while the
thought of themm hangs round most
of the time. Something has got to be
done, and there 1s the worry of it.
No, there are times when work should
be given a miss,

O.B. AND BUSINESS WRITING.

A cheery correspondent asks me
what the letters O.B. mean. They
stand for several things, including the
Order of the Boot, but I am dead
certain my racy friend will not get
that on account of his writing. Yet
he is a bit unhappy on that score—i.e.
the state of his caligraphy, otherwise
his ““fist.” 'The latter is all right, 1n
my humble opinion, heing as piain as
palm trees, which 1s, together with
neatness, the mamn requirement. Some
people write in the catch-as-caich-can
stvle. It 1s turn round three times
and get what you may with them.
There are others whose writing locks
as if 1t had been swept by a strong
wind. It lies all flat, like the farmer
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we're off,” he said.
“Oh, all richt!” gasped Todgers.

He rolled towards his fat pony and.| ain’t much!

clambered into the saddle.

But somehow all the pleasure cf a
ride home with Mbolly
scemed to have vanished.

Frank Richards & Co. waved their
hands cordially to the hero of Cedar
Creek, and rode away on the home-
ward trail, discussing with a surprise
that was not wholly complimentary to
Chunky, his gallant deed of the after-
1OON.

But the hero of the lumber scheol
was not thinking of them. What he
was thinking of, Tom. and Molly
Lawrence did not know ; but they saw
that his fat face was deeply clouded
as they trotted along on the Thomp-

| son trail.

Bowers
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They passed Mr. Willlam
on the trail as he

Pry Billy swept ¢
salute, sl
wav at his rescner,

The look
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Chunky Toduers gave
him  In return was anything but
cenial. It expressed dread and wrath

and furv more than anvthing else.
After he had passed with his com-

panions, Mr. Bowers winked at the

trecs. and induized in a soft chuckle.
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hates to see his corn.
mry Manchester chum on his method. |
Moreover, a plain, confident hand | that I want to, fov that matter:
shows business ability and a desire to
“ oot there.”

THE VASTY DEEP.

“PDear Editer, my ambition 1s to be a
sailor and see

The sea ! The sea! The rclling sea,
The vastless deep.”

My correspondent means the vasty
deep, but his aim 15 nght enough,
and 1 wish him luck. He should read
what Mr. John Margerison has to say
about the calling m that useful book,
“The Sea Services,” which every
bookseller knows about. Of course, 1t
i1s not the easiest thing i1n the world
to go to sea. Shipmasters often have
jobs for lads, but the latter must be
on hand when wanted. A fellow who
is willing to chance i1t and seek em-
plovment at the docks when a ship
1s taking on fresh hands, may stand
a very good chance, supposing he 1s
cut out for the life, with a strong
physique and a readiness to take what
15 going.

A FELLOW OF TWENTY.

The other day I received a lengthy
letter from a young man of just over
twenty. He was not satisfied, and
I am not surprised at: it, although he
occupies a fine position, and is work-
ing for exams. The plain fact was
that, notwithstanding his advantages,

the possession of a luxurious home and

the chance of getting through into a
learned profession, he itched to be
up and doing—making money, taking
his place right away 1n the battle of
the world.” He fills up his spare time
with amateur boxing. There was the
spirit of action all through his letter,
and plenty of manliness to boot. 1
fancy he 1s one among many. A chap

'1s happier if he 1s earning his bread.

He likes 1t better than depending on
his father—even if the latter is the
Pav-ter, as 1t were,

““* Eight hours work,
Eight hours plarx,

Light hours sleep,
Taght bob a day.”

There is a lot 1n it. My correspon-
dent was, so to 8say. 1n a state of
rebell:on—quiet rebellion—not acainst
his indulgent father, but against his
fate of apparent indoléence. A man 1s
I‘E&H:!’ a 1mail when he edarns 'i':f:u where-
withal to meet his own bread and
margarine expenses, and the cost of
his soap and shakedown. The allow-
ance man, the remittance party and
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I congratulate | the whole crowd, are a bit outf of date.

You can’t get away irom Burns—not

“ The rank is but the guinea stamp,
A man’s a man for a’ that!”

s

A CAPITAL WALK.

So many of my London {riends
ask me what to do with a balf-day
off. and where to go jfor a good
country iramp, that I give below a
brief outline of a little afternoon’s
tour of the Surrey commons. They
are worth a wisit.

Book from Victoria to Balham—
only a few penge—and keep alongside
Clapham Comimon as far as Night-
ingale Lane. You cross a corner of
Wandsworth Commeon, pass over the
ratllway-bridge, and take the Mitcham
road. Mitcham 1s country still; but
we have not got there yvet! Tooting
Common i1s next. and 1s quite mter-
esting. It 1s reckoned the finest
common near town. Keep to the
right of Tooting Common and make
for Streatham. This '1s hikened in
shape to an hour-glass. Anyhow, it
1s a breezy upland, where the visitor
gets a whiff of the open, and the
views are grand. When you reach
the pond midway across the common,
take the second footpath on the left
and gain the fields. If vou want a
longer walk, don’t turn off to Streat-
ham, but bear away to Norwood and
Thornton Heath, from which last-
named place the train can be taken
back to London.

Thousands of us neglect the near-
by country. I am referring now only
to those who can spare but bLittle time
for a rest and a scent of the fresh
breezes. There is an enjovable after-
noon to be spent in a look round some
of the Kentish villages—Eltham,
Bickléy, Keston, Hayes, and as far as
Down, where Darwin lived.

A BIG BACK NUMBER DEPART-
MENTY.

Back numbers are always interest-
ing, though 1t 15 as well to make sure
one i1s not a back number oneself!
I am only sorry that many of my
friends who ask for the very old
coples of the “*Green ’Un " and the
other Companion Papers have to go
unsatisfied, The best wav to have
back numbers is to keep them. Other-
wise, the papers get lost in the odd
corners of the world.

Of course, there is one place where
cvery paper is to be seen, under cer-
tain conditions, and if there is good
reason for the request. That place
i3 the Britash Museum, where all pub-
lications are filed. It would surprise

’

nnum, 4s. od. for six months. Sole

at I1n
-1:

Thres Halipence

L.awrence

)

' And Dry Biily

5/7/19

“Two dollars!” he murmured.
“’Tain’t- much—bust me, I guess 1§
But I kinder calkerlate
there’s more to come—leetie by leetle
| —leetle by leetle!”

Perhaps Chunky Todgers had SO
inkling of the unscrupulous loafer’s

! thoughts as he trotted along on his

fat pony. Molly and her brother
spoke to him in vain; they drew only
moaosyllabic replies from Chunky
Todgers, whose thoughts seemed far
away.

When they
Chunkvy rode on to the Todgers
homestead 1n a2 very unenviable frame

| low-spirited that evening.

of mind. 3
The thought of Mr. Willham

Bowers, and the loafer’s leering face,
haunted him. He had a strong sus-
picion that he would see Mr., Bowers
the next day—and the next—and the

“Oh, dear!” groaned Chunky. “I
I—I wish T hadn't—— Oh, dear!™
Chunky’s people found him rather
¢ Ho was
still down in doleful dumps when he
staried for school on the following
morning—which really was very sur-
prising in such a distinguished pers
¢on as the hero of Cedar Creek.;

|
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THE END.
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Readers of the BOYS’ FRIEND are invited to contribute short original paragraphs
of zeneral interest for publication on tkis paze. Cash prizes of five shillings and
bhalf a crown, according to merit, will be awarded to the senders of all paragraphs

some of you to see the vast cellars
where - all the papers, daily and
weekly, are taken care of. in case
they are wanted later on. 2

ge_ntﬁr of work as well as room. The
‘Boys’ Friexp is there—the firsé
number dated 1895—as well as the
“Magnet,” the “Gem,” and all th
flecet of papers in connection. = &
There are acres of history in
Bloomsbury. ' Everything that has
happened 1s put on record ready for
when wanted. © The work wené on
despite the war. |

1f ever any of you visit the reading-
room of the British Museum, 1t may
interest you to remember that, apart
from the countless thousands of books
vou see there, underneath, in the vast
subterranean galleries, all the papers
yublished are kept 1 perfect order
and indexed for ready reference.

THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” IN
INDIA.

A friend of mine, writing from Fife,
tells me that he heard a missionary,
whose work lies in India, asking for
papers for the boys of India, and
special stress was laid on copies of the
Boys’ Friexn. I am glad to know
that the old paper i1s so popular in the
East, also that a representative of the
Church should go ocut of his way to
speak so well of the “Green 'Un ”;
but certainly it is reasonable enough,
for the Boys’ Friexp from the stars
was a weeklv which was read through-
out the British Empire, and wherever
the English language was spoken.

LIFE'S WORK WELL DONE.

James Harvev Dale was a "hero.
He was one of those who would hawve
succeeded in life any wayv; and he
did succeed, though death came to
him when he was stil] a lad. ~

Dale was a young reporter on the
“South-Eastern Herald,” and, when
hurrving to his office with' “copy,™
was knocked down and mortally in-
jured by a lorry. Before he died he
ilél.tidﬂd his despatch to a man and
asked him to take it to the office, as
it was very important. Then he
dropped back and died. |

We all like to read of heroism such
as Dale’s. He put duty before self.
It is fellows of his mould who hel

the world onward. | |

ngdon Street, Lﬁﬂdﬁl‘.‘l,. E.C. -I..
tor South Alrica: The (jengal News

parted {rom him;_

1t 2ll takes

chockled again. #




