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Crash! The school eight splintered into the clumsy dinghy, which met her
almost broadside on. There was a sudden tumult, a confusion of shouts,
and the next magment Raynham and his crew were siruggling in the water.

The 1st Chapter.
The Trial Eights.
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| The 1st Chapter.
Mr. Bowers NMakes a Morning Call.

““Morning, gents!™

My Willlam Bowers, of Thompson,
grested Frank Richards & Co. very
affably, as they rode up to the school
gates In the sunny summer morning.

"The.three chums drew rein, regard-
myg the ‘dusty ““pilgrim”  rather
curiously, -

Mr. Bowers was leaning acainst the
watepost when they came in sight.
He detached himseclf from the post
and touched his rag of a hat in salute,
and then backed to the post again.
Mr. Bowers generally was leaning up
against something. As a rule, 1t was
the post outside the Red Dog saloon
in Thompson town. For reasons best
known to himself, the dusty tramp
was honouring Cedar Creek Schoal
with his presence that suznny morn-
ing. | |

He - was chewing tobagco, ogca-
sionally ejecting a brown siream of
juice, which - marked the ground
round him in a circle.  Mr. Bowers
" was not exactly 3 pleasant object to
behold. In the bright sunshine he
looked éven more frowsy and untidy
than usual.

. “XNice morning, gents!” beamed

MrBowers.

“The meorning’s nice enough,™
answered Bob-Lawless curily.
wi =

This - hyer reminds me of «my
voung days.” confided Mr. Bowers,
with a nod towards the lumber school-
house, and the boys and girls in the
playground. “*Happy—happy times!”

“What are you doing here? asked
Vere Beauclerc.

““Waiting for Mister Todzers!” said
Dry Billy cheerfully., “He ain’t
come along to school yet”

“And what do you want with
Chunky Todgers?” asked Bob.

“He'll be glad to see me,” ex-
-plained Mr. Bowers. *‘Didn’t that

rave young gent—hrave as-a lon—
jump into the creek fo reskoo me

om drowninz? Didn't he risk his
life—his precious life—to save me
from going over the rapids? I tell
* you, gents, words can't express how
much I admire and respect that brave
young feller.” :
- “PDoes that mean that you're here

L

to get some more money out of him?

Mr. Bowers looked pained.

“*Oh, sir!” he murmured.

“Chunky pulled you out of the
éreek  vesterday,”  said Frank
Richards. “He surprised us all by
doing it. You scem to have been
* sticking him for money on the
strength of it. Is that what you call
¢ricket, Billy Bowers?™

“That young gent,” replied Mr.
Bowers, “is generosity itself. My
clothes, sich as they are, was spiled
by going in the water. Mister
- Todgers stood me two dollars for t.
Wasn't that generous of him?”

“] should think so. Fat-headed,
too, in my opimion !’ answered Frank.
“ You must have been tipsy to tumble
into the creek at all”

Billy Bowers grinned.

“P'r'aps and p'rlaps not,” he
answered. **Ii I want to speak =2
word or two to the brave young gent
what saved my life, where's the harm?
I ain’t fully expressed my gratitood
vet. I'm a grateful man.”

“You'sé not a very clean one,”
said Bob Lawless, . with Western
frankness. “And vou're not 1im-
proving this place with vour blessed

tobacco-juice. Billv Bowers. This
jen’'t the Red Dog saloon, you
know.”

“Here comes Chunky!” murmured
Vere Beauclerc

There was a troiting on ihe frail,
and Chunky Todsérs came 1n sight on
his fat little pony, from the direction

of Thompson. Molly and Tom Law-
tence were riding with the {fat
Chunkyv.

Chunky Todgers’ fat faco did not
wear #s usunl cheery expression. He
gecemed in a2 doleful mood, and his
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uspally active tongue was shill. He
had hardly spoken a word during the
ride to school, much to the surprise
of Mollv and her brother. Molly was
unuswally gracious to Chunky on
account of his zallant deed the pre-
vious day: and graciousuvess from
Molly ought to have translated the
fat wvouth to the seventh heaven of
delicht. But now he was so pre
occupicd that he seemed scarcely to
notioe it.

At sight of the dusty loafer leaning
against the gatepost, Chunky Todgers
Lbecame first red, and then quite pale.

A hunted look came over his chubby
fare, and he drew rein, and glanced

to right and left, almmost as 1f he |

were secking an avenue of escape.
Which was curious, to say the least,
considering that he had saved My
Bowers life the previous das, and
that the dusty ‘‘hobo ™ was appar-
ently  bursting with affectionate
gratitude.,

But if Chunks .was thinking of
eluding the interview with the grate-
ful Mr. Bowers, the latter certainly
was not. He jerked himself away
from the gatepost, and ran to meet
his fat rescuer, with a beaming face.
He took Chunks¥’s bridle and held
his horse with one hand; and swept
off his ragzed hat with the other.

“Morning, voung sir—morning !’
he beamed. = “It's a sizht for sore
eves to see vou-ag in, Mister Todgers.
How are you feeling, str, arter What

vou went throuzh ?Est&rgln?—.]um;iins_ |
| affair.  Tt'sall right.  You fellows go
o s

into the raging flood, sir, like a
hero in a story-book, to reskoo the
helpless and drowning?™

“Oh!" gasped Chunky. _

He slid from his fat pony into the
trail, his face dismayed and troubled.
Mr. Bowers regarded him affection-
ately.

“Feeling all right this
sir™ he asked. -

“Ow! Oh, yes!”

“Not caught any’ cold, sir, arier
wh;a.t. you did  arter that brave action,
sir?” ;

“Numno !”

morning,

“1 guess I'm glad to hear that,”:

said Dry Billy solemnly. “J guess it
does me good, sir, to hear that you
ain’t suffered for that very brave
action, sir.”

“ Are you, coming in; Chunky?”
callied out Frank Richards.

“Eh? Ob, yes!”

“Well, come on; the bell zoes in
a few minutes.”™

“J—I—I'm coming !’

Molly Lawrence and her brother
went in at the gates, but Frank
Richards & Co. lingered. They were
puzzled by the dismay Chunky
showed ¢o plainly at the meeting with
the loafer of Thompson, and they
were interested, too. Chunky cer-
tainly looked, at that moment, as if
he were in need of friends to stand
by him, perplexing as that was.

“Well, come!” said Bob Lawless.

“Leggo my pony, Bowers!"” gasped
Chunks, making an ineffectual
attempt to zet his bridle away from
Dry Billy.

“ Ain't vou gof a word to speak to
the galoot what you saved the pre-
cious life of ¥’ asked Mr. Bowers.

“Yes—no—oh ! stammered Chunky

¥

Todgers. . “I—I haven't gobt any
more money.” ' 5 ]
“Money!” said Mr. Bowers, with

a sidelong glance at Frank Richards
& Co., who were loocking rather
erim. “Who's talking about money?
I guess, sir, that I ain’t here to stick
you for money.” :

“Oh!” gasped Chunky, in reliel.
“I—I thouzht—"

Bob Lawless came up, with a grim

drown on his brow, his reins lopped
over his arm.
“What's this game?" he demanded

abruptly. *“What dges this mean,
Chunky?”
“Eh?* Oh, nothinz!"

“You pulled this zaloot out of the
croek, and he seems {o think 1% gives
him a right to stick sou for moner.”
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said the ranclier’s son.  “You've
been soft enough to give him three
dollars already, That's more than
enough.  You're not going to give
him another red cent, Chunky !

“I1—T ruess—""

“Don’t be apn ass, Chunky!” ex-
claimed Frank Richards. “ All the
money he gets goes the same way—
fire-water at the Red Dog !”

“1—I know. 2

*Well, come into school, then, and
let the man slene!”

“1—I * stuttered Chunky.

He cast an almost beseeching look
at Dry Billv Bowers. 'That dusty
gentleman looked decidedly * ngly ™

I—

for 2 moment or two: but the look |

passed, and he assumed an expression
more of sorrow than of anger.

“Young wcents, you break my
heart I* he said pathetically. * Money !
As ¥ I'd stick Mister Todgers for
money—arter he saved my life, too!
I'd scorn the action, voung gents. I
would reelly. 1 jest want & few words
m private’ with Mister Todgers—jest
that. and nothing else!”

“1—I've got to go Imn to school,
Bowers,” faltered Todoers.

Mr. Bowers pave him a look.

“1f you can’t spare me'a minute or
two——"" ha began.
peculiar ring in the leafer's voice that
sonnded like a threat

Chunky seemed to shiver.

“I—=1 ‘guess 1—I can!”’ ha stam-

1

| mered. - 15" nli - “yen’
chaps.  "Y¥ou zo in. ['l'come in a
minute. H—it’s simnly & private

Frank Richards & Co. looked at
Chunky, and at Dry Billy Bowers,
and then gt one another. They wera
perplexed; and they were uneasy and
suspicious. If anything in ‘the wide
world was plain and clear, it was that
Chunky Todgezrs was afraid of the
dusty iqafrr; though whyshe should
be afraid of the man whose life he

had saved was a deep miystery.
“Look herg, Chunky——" began
| Bob.
“XYXou 'go in,'’ gasped Chunky.

“Lemme alone! It's all right, T tell
yvou! Can’t you give a galoot a
rest?”’

*Oh, all right!"

There was nothing more to be said
after that. Frank Richards & Co. led
their horses in at the school gates,
leaving Chunky Todgers alone with
the loafor of Thompson.

The 2nd Chapter.

Under His Thumb.

Chunky Todgers blinked help-
lesely at Dry Billy Bowers, as the
chums :hmp}mnred in at the school
gates. The fat and dismayed Chunky
seemed a great deal like a hapless bird
fascinated by the glittering eve of o
8 i,

illy Bowers grinned quite agree-
ably.

“Now we'll have our little tork!”
he ramarked.

“Oh!" groaned Chunky. “I-—I
saw, there-=there’s nothing to talk
"Il“ft“t’ you know. N-n-nothing at
i ‘.i' 3

*Am’t there?” said Mr, Bowers

significautly. “I ess  there is.

Some! Justa few! I calculate!”
“We—we sottled up vesterday, von

know,” said Chunky feebly. “I—I

gave you the dollar agreed on—"
“Wot's a dollar 7™

“And—and I gave vou two
more—"

“Wot's two daollars?”

“Oh, dear!” said Chunky dis-
piritadly. i -

“Two dollars—three dollars ! gaid
Mr. Bowers scornfullv. “Lot, 1

guess, for a galoot to tumble into the
water for, and get hisself drenched.
Threo dollars! Why, a job like that
is worth fiftyv dollars. if it's worth a
Continental red cent.™

“You—you agreed——"

“I may bhave said. good-natured-
like, that I'd do the job for a
doilar,” said Mr. Bowers. “Well, 1

There was a
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did- the job. I pever said nothing 1 science, by makin’ a full confession

*Well, then,” said Dry Billy, in a2
agegricved tone, * do you want me to
hoid miy topgue. or don't you?”

“Yes,” gasped Chunky.

“IE you want me to hold my
tongue, are you going to pay for 1t,
or do wvou expect to get 1t for

dignantly. :

Chunky Todgers only groaned by
1?.3 of reply. He secemed incapable
of s d

Mr. Bowers regarded him with
sorrowiul indignation.

“1 call this hyer ungrateful,” bne
said. 1 do, reelr. Plump 1 goes
into_the r*re-ei-.;.i with oline dﬂgfﬁg on,
Lo give you a chance ete 0
maﬁcm me, and showinproﬂ' to vour
school fellers, You dips into the water
to make your duds wet, lookin” as if
you'd been ir the creek arter me. I
hollers for help. Up they comes, and
finds us drenched and drnippin’, and
me spinnin’ a yarn that you've res-
kooed me at the risk of vour precious
life. Did I pile it on thick, or didn’t
I? T asks you the question.”

Another grean from Chunky
Todgers !

white man,” pursued Dry Billy, with
increasing indignation. “1 piled
on, and your mates carried you off
ghoulder high, makin’ no end of a
fuss of vou. You've showed off to
them, and made them believe you've
got heaps of pluck. And you offers

me & dollar.”

“You—you agreed—"

“The question 1s,” said M
Bowers, ““whether I'm to keep up
this hver yarmm. I'm pore, and I'm
down on.my luck; I've been lookin’
for work for years, and never found
any. But I've got a conscience,
Mister Todgers. And it's heavy on
my conscience tellin’ them lies to the

| galoots—makin’ out that you reskooed

me at the risk of vour life. when it

feel bound to tell them the truth.”
“*0Oh, dear!”
“I s'pose thev'd think a bi different

of their pesky hero if I'did 2" eneered

Mr. Bowers. ;
Chunky Todgers greauned deeply.

IE1_ ever an _unbab'ggny m&%ﬂh’ 5*:1_-

mﬂ‘- l" ot w . ¥ Jumn ?

; I'TE'HT e 3 jent. 5F )
‘1t hod seemed such an easy, simple

“gstunt™ at the stari. He had com-
pletely convinced Cedar Creek Schonl
that he, Chunky Todgers, was really
a hero of the first water. though a
very plump one. He had basked in
the sunshine of general admiration
and praise.

He had enjoved it—till his next
meeting with Mr. Bowers. Now he
was not enjoying it at all.

The utter ridicule that would fall
upon him, and overwhelm him, if the
facts about that rescue came out,
made Chunky shudder to think of it.

Dry Rilly grinned .genially as he
watched the varying expressions in

| the fat schoolboy’s face. He con-

grotulated  himself on  having
“gsiruck 7 the softest thing in his un-
scrupulous carecer.

“Well " he rapped out suddenly.

Groan !

“Don't you worrit, Mister
Teodgers,” said Dry Billy kindly, “I
ain't giving vou away. I'm a good
chum, I am—I ain’t never gone back
on o galoot. But there's my con-
scienoe—I got a conscience. 1t goes
az'in the graiu to be keeping up this
varn. 1 guess there’s only obe thing
to drown 2 man's conscience when it's
troublin’ him, and that's tanglefoot.
That's why I'm banging round lere to

see vou this moraing, Mister

Todgers.”

4 'IIi‘Lere was the clang of the school-
El -

Chunky started.

“I-—I've got to go in,” he stam-.

mered.

“Let's get our leelle business over
afore you go in,” said Mr. Bowers.
“T'm only asking you for a loan of
five dollars, Mister Todgers.”

“Five dollars!” stuttered Chunky.

“I'nat’s alll”

“T=I haven’t got five cents.”

“1 ,* said Mr. Bowers, “that
you'd betier get it from somewhere.”

“1—X can't!”

Mre. Bowers shrugged his shoulders.

“Then I reckon I don't stifie mv
conscience any longer.” he said.
“ Have your own way, Mr. Todgers”

Drv Billy swung round towards the
schiool gates.

Chunky stared after him. in blank

dismay, for a moment, and then ran
after mim, and clutched him by the

sleave.
you goieg?!’ he

“ Where
panted.

“Into the school, o' coursze,” an-
swerad Mr. Bowers darkly.

“Wha-at for?*”

“To get them lies off my con-

are

nothing ?” demanded Mr. Bowers in- |

Price
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“71 played up, I did, like a real

—

was all a stunt from start to fimisb., I |
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about holding my tongue arterwards, | about that little stunt, I gucse.”
did 1?7 . _“You — you vyillasin!” . gasped
* No-no-nunno.” Chunky.

“What!” roazed Mr. Bowers
“Calling me names now, because =
galoot has got a conscience, and wants
to own up to the truth. That finishes
it. Not another c¢hirp, Mister
Todgers — I'm going . I'm dis-
zuested at you, that's wot 1 am, and
I'm done with vou.”
~ And Mr.. Bowers, breathless with
indignation, started for the gates,
with long strides.

The alarmed Chunky kept pace with

him, hanging on to his arm, and
hoppin Ef; to keep up.
“D-ddon’t!® he gasped. “JI-—I

sgay, I—I didn’t mean to eall vou
Eame;i‘. Mr. Bowers. I — I take it
ack.

* That's enough !™

" You—you're not going to give me
away !  groaned Chunky.

“*Don't you talk to me, Misier
Todgers. [ ain’t got nothing more to
say to you. You're umscrupulous;
that's wot you are.”

. I_I !&F 3

“That'll do!”

“T — I'll get vyou five dollars:!™
panted Chunky, in terrible alarm, as
he hopped through the gateway,
hanging on to the loafer’s arm. *“T
—1 say, I'll ind it somehow. I—I
will really.”

“It's ton late!” said Mr. Bowers
surliiy. “I'm going to tell the trutl,
and ease my conscience. That's wot
I'm going to do.” '

i Htﬂpl“'

“Nary a slon,

arm !_"
“T'll fand the monev,” moaned
“Do stop, Mr. Bowers

You let g0 My

Chunky.
I'll bring it out to you after lessons,
I will really.” |

Mr. Bowers condescended to pause
at last. They were in the play-
ground now; but as all the Cedar
(Ureek crowd had gone into the lumber
schoolhouse, there were no witnesses
of the beculiar scene. As n matier
of fact, Dry Billy Bowers had not the
remotest intention of carrving out his
threat, and thus killing the goose that
he deeired to lay golden eces for him.
He only wanted to scare Chunky—and
in that he bad succeeded perfectly.

“How long am I to wait 2 he de-
manded. as he vielded to Chunky
Todgers’ entreaties, and stopped at

“ After morning lessons!” gasped
Chunky. 2

“That means hanging about the
whole morning!” grunted Billy
Bowers. *““And 1 guess I'm looking
for work this morning, too! How-
sumdever, to oblige you, Mister
Todgers, I don’'t mind doin’ i: I
always was an obliging galoot—it's
my weakness, I'll be hyver ac’in at
half-pest twelve, hey 77

“Yes."” moaned Chunky.

“That's a cinch, then?" said Mr.
Bowers. '

He turned back to the gates, and
Chunky watched him disappear, with
a relief too deep for words.

The dreadful exposure was staved
off, at all evente.

But it was only staved off, as
Chunky realised; for where on earth
was he to raise five dollars after
morning lessons, to satisfy the extor-
tionate rascal?

Five hundred dollars, or five thou-
sand, would have been almost as easy
for the impecunious Chunky to raise,
so far as he could see.

And if the promise of payment was
not kept, it was certain that Dry Billy
—drier than ever by that time—would
be simply furious.

Chunky Todgers almost tottered
into the schoolhouse,

He was five minutes late for class,
and Miss Meadows spoke to him very
sharply. But Chunky hardly heard
the admonishing voice of the school-
mistress. He would not have cared
much, just then, if he had been caned.
He was thinking of much more
serious matters—of the disastrous—
indeed, catastrophic—result of lus
hapless attempt to pose as a hero iu
the eyes of Cedar Creck School.

The 3rd Chapter.

Poor Old Chunky !

1 T&dgﬂﬁ 1'.'1 L ":-ll

The fat boy did nof anuswer Miss
Meadows; be did not even hear her,
when she addressed him a little later,

HTUdg'E'-IEp 1 was Ep&-nhng th you,
and you have not answered me!" ex.
claimed the Canadian schoolmistress
severely. :

“QOh! Yes! No!” gasped Chunky,
“Were vou really, Miss Meadows?"

“ What is the matter with you this
morning, Todgers ™

“ Mum-mum-matter 7™

Miss Meadows glanced at him in
surprise. -

She could see that there was sonie-
thing wrong with him, though she
had uo idea what it was; and she
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was verv lenient with him, and he
had little {0 do, which was a relief.
But there was no real relief for
Chunky, 'unless he could have re-
ceived the news that Mr. William
Bowers had been suddenly carried
off by the Red Indians—that, cer-
taiply, would have restored the fat

contentment to Chunky’s face. DBut
that was not likely to happen.
As a rule Chunky weﬁ:tﬂmed the

close of lessons—he had never been
able to see any good in lessons ex-
cepting the fact that, sooner or later,
they came to an end. But on the
present occasion, with Mr. Dowers
walting for him outside Cedar Creek,
lie would have been glad for class
to continrue indefinitely, His fat face
was a picture of worry and woe as
he marched out with the rest of the
fellows,

Frank and Bob and Vere Beauclerc
looked at him, going into the play-
ground.

He rolled up to the trio. who met
him with curious looks, His fat face
wits very red.

**I—1 sny, vou galoots!" he began,
‘“C-¢-can you—c-can you lend me five
doliars 7"’

“A pound!” exclaimed Frapk
Richards, in amazement.

“Yep! Cc-can you?’

“What the thump do you want a
pound for ?*

“1—I—I want it, you know !"”

“Look!” murmured Beauclere,
with & nod towards the gates.

In the gatewav appeared a dusty
form, surmounted by & rag of a hat.
The coppery face of Dry Billy Bowers
looked into the playground.
 *Is it for Dry Billy that you want
five dollars?” demanded Bob Lewless,

“The—the fact 1s—the—the fact—
fact, vou knos "

*Well, avhat 15 the fact?”" 1nquired
Frank Richards.

“The—the fact
Chunky.- .

“*Go ahead! That boozy loafer is
squeezing money out of you, and you
want ta squeeze it out of Is that
it 7" asked Bob Lawless.

“Nupnol Oh, no!l”

“*Then . whet's the
manded Bob.

“You—you see— Chunky cud-
zelled his brains for a reason fo g
anythinz but the real reason.
—T1 think—I mean—that is—1—1
His voice trailed off helplessly.

“Keep it up,” said Bob encourag-
ingly. ~“This i3 guite entertaimng.
You don't know how funny you are,
Chunky ! A

“J_T want to—to help him, you
know !” gasped Chunky. ‘He—he's
loocking for work, you know, and—
and T want to help him. I—T've
mised to hand him five dollars. If
you'll lend me %

“ Well, we won't!” said Bob, very
decidedly. “¥You must be off your
roof, I should say, to think you can
clear us out of all our money, to give
that booz¥ loafer to spend at the Red
Dog. Tell him you can’t give him
any i’ BT

“I—I can’t——

“Then- T'll tell him ior
growled the rancher’s son, and he
made a stride t.{:t“'ﬂr_dﬁ the gates. :

Chunky caught him by the arm in
terror. A

“T.d-don't!” he gasped.

“Rot! I'm going to give him some
plain Canadian, and clear him off !

“Stop !” shrieked Chunky. * Stop,
1 tell voul Mind your own business,
can’t you, Bl.:ib Lm;:*‘.eﬁ&?“

Bob stopped at that. :

1 gu;iﬁj!} can,” he answered, *and
Y will! Go and chop chips, you fat
clam! Come on, you fellows!™

Bob walked away with his chums,
leaving Chunky perspiring. Dry Billy
was coming in at the gales, and
Todgers ran to meet him. The dusty
loafer was attracting a great deal oi
attention, “and at any moment Miss
Meadows' might have come out to
warn himveff the premises.

“(Got the rocks?” asked Dry Billy
rather unpleasantly.

“Nunno!”

. “'-Tﬂ.tll‘l‘! -

“TH make it six dollars, if you'll
wait I gaid Chunky, in a hollow veice.

He would have promised six
hundred to keep the racal’s tongne
quict. Dry Billy paused.

“Well, how long has a galoot got to
wait ?” he asked discontentedly.

““ After lessons——" _

“T1l be hyer at five o'clock,” said
Mr. Bowers, *“and that's the last
chance, Mister Todgers. Six doliars,
down on the nail, or you know what
will happen !” _

“Wazit for me cn—on the trail—in
the timber, and—and I'll be there!”
moeoaned Chunky.

“It’s a cinch !”

Chunky stared after the
gentleman as he went., with hopeless
dismay in his face. Ile groaned as he
turned away. . Six dollars were Te-
quired now, as ihe price of Mr.
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Bowers' silence, and Chunky had not
the remotest idea where they were to
come from. He was realising, too,
that if the demand were met, 1t wonid
be followed by another as soon as the
six dollars had flowed awav in fire-
water at the Red Dog. And another
demand—and another—in fact, there
would be no end to it so long as
Chunky could raisa money by hook or
by crook. And when he could raise
no more——

That afternoon was a long-drawn-
out horror to Chunky Teodgers. He
was still basking in the giory of the
gallant deed which had proved to all
Cedar Creek what a2 hero he was. But
it afforded him no satisfaction now.
The price was a little too high !

The 4th Chapter.
Light at Last.

Frank Richards wore a thoughtful
expression as he crossed fownrds the
corral after lessons that day, with his
chums, to take out the horses for the
ride home. He paused in the play-
ground.

“*You chaps in a hurry to get
home?” he asked,

“Not specially,” answered Bean-
clere, and Bob shook his head. *“ Anx-
thing on¥”

“1 was thinking of Todgers.”

*The fat duffer ! growled Bob.

““He's 1n trouble,” said Frank. “]
can’t understand what's the matter
with him. but he's looking jolly queer.
That loafer, Bowers, is threatening
himi somchow, and builying him for
Money.

AP THE BOYS" FRIEND

“Dry Billy—eh 1"

“0Oh dear!” groaned Chunky. * 1
—1 sav. be a good chap, Bob, and lend
me six dollars!™

“Qix!” repeated Bob.
price goue up?”

““Has the

“Yep! I—1 mean no! 1—I1 mecan
that—"

*“What do you want to give Bowers
six dollars - for?”  asked Frank

Richards quietly. *‘‘Tell us the facts
Chunky, and if vou're in real need
we'll do our best to see you through.™

Chunky Tcdgers blinked at them
hopefully, He certainly couldn't tell
them the facts. The six dollars were
required to keep them from learning
the facts. Chunky cudgelled his fat
brains. Fortunately—or perhaps un-
fortunately — Chunky's 1magination
was ‘a lively one, shd was fed fat on
the novels 1n the Thompson cirenlat-
ing library.

“I1—1—I guess I'll tell vou the
soeret,” he etammered of last,

“Oh, i1t's a secret, 15 18"

“ A dread secret | said Chunky im-
pressively,

“A  which?™
Richards,

** A dread secret, you Know 17

“Oh, my hat!™

“ Bowers,” continued Chunky, in a
thrilling tone, *“knows the secret of
my birth 1™

I'rank Richards & Clo. gazed at him,
They could do nothing clse. Chunky
had deprived them, for the moment,
of the power of specch.

“Iie knows the dread secret ! whis-
pered Chunky., *'Unless I hand him

howled Frank

=3

| tempered,

other it was clear that Frank Richards
& Co. did not believe his remarkable
statoment.

“T don’t see what you i F'f]q*ix‘s ATe
vowling about ! Chunky exclaimed at
last peevishly.

*Ha, ha, bha'!" )

* Look hyver, you howling jays

Bob Lawless wiped his eycs.

“Don't, Chunky,” he gasped—
“don’t! You're giving me a pain in
the ribs, you know.”

“T'm telling vou the facts——"

“The facts! Ha, ha, hal”

“Todgers,” roared Dick Dawson,
from the gates, “ here’s your friend
coming to see you !l

“Ow I"? gasped Chunky.

Mr. Bowers was evidently tired of
waiting «on the trail

His dusty and frowsy figure loomed
up in the gatewsav, and he looked
round for his gellant rescuer,

Mr. Bowers was not looking good-
It was his second tramp
along from Thompson, and he had his
doubts about the six dollars. He
folt illdi[i,‘::ﬂ!lﬂ}' that Chlluk}' Todgers
was fooling him, and he mtended to
come down very heavy if the dollars
were not forthcoming.

“Oh, hver vou are!" he exclaimed,
siriding towards the unhappy
Chunky.

“Here I am!”

|

falteredd Todgers.

“I've been waiting {or you on the
trail.”

“f—JI—T was just coming out!™’

“Well. T calculate I've just come
in,™ said Dry Billy grimiy.

* Now,

MR. BOWERS IS GRATEFUL!

are you feeling, sir, arter what you went through yesterday 7 '

face. *“* Morning, young

Dry Billy Bowers ran to meet his fat rescuer, with a bsaming
sir—morning

1" he beamead.
““QOh!l' gaspad Chunky,

“How

- —_

Bob Lawless nodded.

“ A lot of the fellows think =o.” he
answered. “It's n:lear“enﬂugh for a
blind Chinaman to see.

“Jt's a mvsiery how the man can
have any hold over him, especially as
Chunkv saved his life,” said Frank.
“But there i¢ is! And I think
Chunky wants helping out. He's

o Bt - - - "t}
looking quite ill. Look at him now .

Chunky Todgers was in the play-
ground, and undoubtedly his face was
pale and sickly. He dared not go out
of gates. becouse he knew that Dry
Billy was waiting on the $rail; and he
dared not remain where he was, lesi
the loafer should enter the school
grounds in search of him. His state
of mind. therefore, was unenviable.
Look which way he would, Chunky
could see no way out of the ternble
sorape he had landed himsell in for
the sake of vaingloryv. The hopeless
wretchedness in his usually sunny face
touched the hearts of the chums of
Cedar Creek.

“Poor old Chunky!” murmured
Vere Beauclere. . * He does look mn a
bad wav, and no mistake. We ought
to do something for him, if we can.”

“Let's speak to him, anyway,” said
Frank.

*“Right-ho !”

The three c¢hums approached
Chunky Todgers, who did not even
see m coming, as he watched the
gates with dismaved, expectant eyes.
Bob Lawless clapped hiin on the
shoulder, and Chunky started.

(]

“0Oh, vou viilain !

“What ?”
_"0n, s jyou, Bob!” gasped
Chunky. *1—1 thought it was—was

soOme——

1

—

six dollars this evening at the haunted
tower—[—I mean, on the trail—he
will reveal the trath!”

** The secret of vour birth !” babbled
Bob Lawless, finding his voice at last.

“That's it!"”

“But there isn't amy secret!”
howled Bob, @ * Ewerybody in the
Thompson Valley knows that you're
Joe . Todgers, the son of
Todgers, one of a family of six, all
as fat as pumpkins [™

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“That is the story that was given
forth—"

“Which was whatied?"'

“Given forth to hade the dread
secret |7 murmured Chupky. * In me
you see—von—you see the—the miss-
1Ng son =

“The what?®”

“The missing son of a powerful
nobleman,’" said Chunky Todgers.
“1f the secret were revealed e

Chunky was interrupted by a vell of
laughter. His explanation of the
“facts” was rather too much for
Frank Richards & Co.

“Ha, ha, hal”™

**Look hyer, you galoots——"

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

The three schoolboys roared - and
howled and yelled. They could not
help it. Chunky Todgers as the miss-
gz son of a nobleman, with a dread
secret atfached fo his birth., was too
much. Theyv shrieked.

Chunky regarded them indignantly.
He could not see why there was any-
thing comie in his explanation. Miss-
ing sons of noblemen were as commeon
as blackberries in the novels that ecame
up to Thompson from the rallway
town south. DBut for some reaSun or

John |

1 if vou'll hand over the zix dollars

ugrr;ied on, Mister Todgers——"
[ 1 I ™

“Are you going to pony up?" de-
manded Dry Billy, in a voice that
could be heard all over the Cedar
Creek playground.

-.1.1 1 I 13

*“What's the row?" asked Tom
Lawrence, coming up with five or six
other fellows.

Dry Billy, of the Red Dog, was
rather a remarkable figure at Cedar
Creek, and was gquite cerfain to
attract attention there.

*“Blessed if 1 know.,” said Frank
Richards.  * Bowers seems to want
Chunky to pay him for having his
life saved, =0 far as | can see.”

“How dare You bother Chunk:i'
like this, after he-saved vour life?”
exclaimed Molly Lawrence warmly.
“¥You ought to be ashamed of your-
self 1”

Mr. Bowers snorted.

“Saved my life be blowed!” he
exclaimed. * Does it lock as if thas
fat elam could save my life?”

“But he did!” exclaimed Molly.
“You ssid so yourself !

“He give me a dollar to say =0 !”
was Mr. Bowers’ unexpected answer.

“What?”

“Chunky !” roared Bob Lawless.

All eves were turned on Chunky.

That unhappy hero was crimson as
a beetroot, and his eves were on ths
giround. He was overwhelmed. He
pad realised that it must come—and it
had come !

“He—he—he gave yvon a dollar to
sa¥ so?”" babbled Frank Richards.

“Correct [

*He didn’t save your life 7”7 howled
Bob.

-
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“Nary a save !" grinned the loaler.
“T% was Mr. Todgers' stunt, to show
off ; that's wot 1% was, and I helped
him out like a good-natured galoot.
And now he won't even square a man
for the demage to his clothes. Tam't
a joke falling into the creek with your
clothes on, I can iell vou, jest to
help a young jay show off 1™ 3

“Oh, Chunky!” gasped Moli=.

“My only hat!” said Frank
Richards, comprehending at last. * 1%
waa only one more of Chunky's
stunts, then?”’

*Ha, ha, hal”

“Chunky the hero!” wvelled Bob
Lawless. * Chunky the ot res °
cuer! And he paid a do for the
gallant rescue!™

*Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Chunky, sou fraud——" s

Chunky Todgers gave a deep
groan. His brief glory was ne
now with a c¢rash! Shorn of his

glory, Chunky cast a haggard glance
round at his schoolfellows.  They,
were veiling with laughter, and poor
Chunky groaned again as he. saw
that Molly Lawrence was laughing,
Loo,

He rushed away towards the corrml,
followed by a roar of laughter from
all Cedar Creek, and a deep chuckle

from Mr. William Bowers, He
dragged out his fat pony. and

scrambled on 1% and galioped off, anly
anxious to get out of sight. He was
relieved of Mr. Bowers and his de-
mands now, and doubtless that wounld
be a comfort later. But for the
present the unfortunate Chunky was
only conscious of the utter, over-
whelming ridicule he had brought
upon himself, -

He disappeared at a gallop up the
{rail, with the laughter ringing in s
ears as he went. A

“So that’s how the matter stood !”
gasped Frank Richards. ['Oh, the
awlui spoofer ™ B

- IIﬂ_ hﬂ.' ha!11 --rl--'l

“Gentiemen.,” said Mr. Bowers,
“T've cased my conscience by telling
the truth. I'm a badly-used man,
gents. Twice I've tramped here
from Thompson, and that unscrupu-
lous young feller 2in’t handed ocut ¢
rocks. Gents, is there any young
gent present who will stand a2 galéet
a dollar to help him home, and see
him through till he can’find work?™

Bob Lawless looked as him.

“Seo vou helped Chunky to fool us,
and since then vou've been sticking
him for money to keep it secret,” he
said. “] see now. Chunky is-a silly
ass, and you're a thundering rogue,
Mr. Bowers. You've beea “in* the
creek once, and youre geng In
again! Collar him!” AR

*“Hyer, hands off I exclaimed Mr,
Bowers, in alarm, as the schoolboys
closed round him. *I—I1 say—help!
Hands up! Don't you chuck me mn
the creek—]1 never could stand water
—oh, Jerusalem! Yoocop!™ -

Espostulating  frantically, Ms,
Bowers was rushed down to. the
creek, and there was a terrific splash
as he went into it head-foremest.
A velling crowd watehed him struggle
out on the other side, drenched and
dripping. Mr. Bowers took his home-
ward way to Thompson, s sadder, if
not a wiser, loafer.

Chunky Todgers had to face a fire
of chaff and chipping the next day
at Cedar CUreek. It lasted for several
days. Indeed, it seemed to the .un-
happy Chunky that his schoolfellows
would never, never forget that story
of the heroic rescue of Mr, William
Bowers. And Chunky Todgers dis-
conzolately realised that the way of
the transgressor 1s hard.
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A Grand, Complete Story

The i1st Chapter.

The Tribulations of a Cricket
Captain.

Valentine Mornington of the
Classical Fourth looked into the end
study with a grin on his face.

“You're in for it, he
announced.

Jimmy Stilver glanced up from the
cricket-list 'he was conning over.
Jimmy had ‘been pondering over that
list for some time. It was rather an
important matter; for it was the hst
of the Roockwood junior team for the
mateh with Greviriars School.

Jimmy had compiled that list with

t care—not wholly to the satis-
actiop of the end study.
Edward Lovell igured it in, and was
satisied that, upon the whole, Jimmy
had made the selections fairly well.
But Raby ‘and Newcome were not so
sure .af it. Their names did not
appear. Jimmy had explained to them
tnat ericket came bexjre friendship,
and Raby and Newcome agreed that
it -did, and ought; but siill, they
could not quite agree that Jimmy bad
exercised bhis usual judgment. .

“In for 1i1t, Morny?” repeated
Jimmy Silver. . “1 kpow that, old
scout! T've been jawed in this study
till my bair's turning grey. Just as
if it wasn't bad enough for me to
have. to leave out my own pals, any-
way!"”

“Well. vou must admit, Jimmy,
that vou're showing up as a bit of an
ass this time,”” remarked Raby.

“More than a bit,” said Newcome.
“Too many Moderns 1n the eleven,
in my opimion!”

“Tommy Dodd thinks there's too
few:!"” saad Jimmyv,

“Tommy Dodd’s an ass!”

“And -Jimmy's another!”
Raby.

“Go it !"” said the junior captain of
Rookwood resignedly. *“Rub it in!
P’in going to have it from a lot of
others. Tubby Muffin will come along
soon., wanting to know why he’s not
in the eleven. And bhere’s Morny——"

“Have you left me out?” ejaculaied
Mornington.

“T’'m happy to say no——"

“Oh, good! 1 was going to say—
ehem —"

“0Oh. 1 know what vou were going
to say if you were left ount,” answered
Jimmy. “As you're in, I dare say
vou think I'm a fairly good judge of
a fellow's;form at cricket?”

Mornington laughed.

“ Exactly !” he replied. “ 1 suppose
Erroll's in?"’

“Yas, Erroil's in.” _

“Good man! 1 don’t sece anythin’
to grumble at——" ‘

“Same bere,” said Lovell. “Gave
a man a chance. A cricket captain Is
bound to use his judgmen %

“If he's got any!"” agreed Raby.

“T'vo looked in to give you the
tip,” said Mornington. *“There’s
some more of the merry outsiders
who want your scalp, Jimmy. How
have vou dealt with the Shell "

“Selwyn's in.”

“What about Smythe?”

“We're going to play cricket at
Greyiriars,” said Jimmy Siver, “ not
marbles. When we meet them at
marbles, I shall put Smythe into the
team.’ :

“Mv dear man, there is wrath In
the Shell,” said Mornington. “It
scems that before your time Smythe
was junior captain ’

“ And a7 procious mess he made of
affairs!” .grunted Lovell.

7

Silver!

said

“No «oubi—but he’s waxing
wroth.” said Mornington. “Smythe

and his pals are coming here io see

you, Jimmy." i
“Let "em all come!” {
“And here they are!” added

Morny, with a glance along the
passage. ‘Do vou mind if 1 witness
the merry inferview? It cught to be
interestin’.” :

“¥You can have a front seat—mo
charge.”

Morny sat on the corner of the
table. The Fistical Four all turned
thoir glances on the doorway. as the
ckegant figure of Adolphus Smythe,
she put of the Shell. dawned there.

Arthur I
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Adolphus Smythe walked into the
studyv, followed by Tracy and Howard.
The three Shell fellows locked very
lofty and verv serioms.

“Hallo. old bean!” =said Jimmy
Silver. “TI'll give you a couple of
minutes, Smythey! Ring on!"

Adolphus placed his eyeglass very
carefullv in his eve, and surveyed
the grinning Fourth-Formers.

“1’m goin’ to have it out with you,
Silver ! he announced.

*Go 1t!”

“How many of the Shell are you
putting into the eleven for Grey-
friars?”

o Onebfl‘

“Tattle me, I suppose?”

“No: Selwyn. He can play
cricket.’

“Can’t I play cricket?” demanded
Adolphus, his aristocratic calm giving
way for 2 moment to some signs of
excitement.

“Blessed 1f I know,” answered
Jimmy Silver. *You may be able
to. 1f so, you've kept it dark. You've
never shown any signs of it on the
cricket-ground.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 might have expected this dashed
impudente from a dashed fag!"” said
Smythe.

“You might!” agreed Jimmy.
““ And if you're not a little less cheeky,
Smythey, vou can expect a booting,
too!”

“1 haven't come here for a row. 1
simply want fo know how 1 stand!”
“Like a teilor’s dummy!” - .

“ Ha; b ha?™’ ST S

“How- 1 =tand n the"
roared Smythe.

mean to say that we're the cricketers
of the Lower School. It was a silly
mistake electin’ a Fourth-Former
junior captain. Bulkeley, as captain
of the school. an’ head of the games,
ofight to have interfered. Still, even
vou ought to see, Silver, that the
Shell will have to get 2 show in the
ericket ! 5

“A good show!™ said Tracy.

“0Oh, vaas!" sssented Howard.

“Then. I'll tell you what,” said
Jimmy Silver. “Learn the game.
Begin with some practice. Take a
little instruction, and profit by 1it.
Some of the fags in the Second Form
would give you some tips. In about
ten years’ time you may know the
difference between a wicket and

a wicket-keeper. 1 don't say you will;
but you may.”
The eve of Adolphus Smythe

gleamed through his eyeglass at the
captain of the Fourth. There was

wrath in the brow of the great
Adolphus.

“So it comes to this,” he said.
“We're leit out!”

“You've got 18!

“Then I’ﬁ speak owvt straight!”
said Smyvthe. “ We demand a show

in the junior eleven, and we mean
to get 1t!"

“Go ahedl! I've giveln you my
advice. Young “Erbert of the Second
will teach you the beginnings of the
game—"

“You sjlly ass!" roared Smythe.

“Don’t give me any more of your.

cheek ! 1If my friends and 1 are not
given a show in the cricket this
season, there will be trouble!™

“Jots of trouble!™ said Tracy.

“QOh, vaas!” concurred Howard,

“The fact is. we're not willin® to
leave cricket in your hands, Jimmy
Silver. I've little doubt that Whar-
ton and his lot at Greyfriars will walk
all over you. We've got the school
record to think of, and we're not gomn’
to stand 1t!”

Jimmy Siver looked attentively at
the t Adolphus.

“1t’s yvour lower jaw that moves—
isn't it?” he asked, as if he had just
made a discovery,

“Eht” _

“But von move it too much,” sail
Jimmy.

“Wha-a-at?”’

“Give it a rest, old trump!”

“Ha, ha, ba!”

That was too much for Adolpbus
Smythe. He made a stridé towards
Jimmy Silver, with his fists clenched..

Shell

| appeared

| “P'm left out, with |
my friends—and, without braggin’, T

of the Chums of Rookwood School.
By OWEN CONQUEST.

Before he reached the captain of the
Fourth, however, wisdom prevatled,
and he halted.

scornfully.

“ How lucky—for you, old bean!”

“There'll be trouble!” said Smythe.
“Look out! That's all!™

“Enough, too!”

“Come on, you fellows!”
Adolphus,

And the nuts of the Shell, in great
wrath and indignation, shook the dust
of the end st from their feet.

Mornington™ slipped off the table.

“Quite an entertainment!” he re-
marked. “Smythe 18 .no end of a
funny man, though he doesn't know
it. Ta-tal”

Mornington strolled out of the end
study. Junmy Silver returned to s
cricket-list, and dismissed Adolphus
Smythe from his mind. Adolphus’
threats of “trouble " did not worry
the captain of the Fourth, Adolphus
was rather too much given to “gas”
for that. ;

But on this occasion, if Jimmy
Silver had only known it, the great
Adolphus was 1n deadly earnest, and
there was trouble to come.

said

The 2nd Chapter.
Adolphus Comes Out Strong.

“ Amble in, old beans!"”

It was, of course, Smythe of the
who gave that invitation.
Smythe was never content to falk in
common of gatden English.

ks I‘E;n 86 oTac ﬁ:}lj from las

yas & ‘num of wisitors
i the doorway after tea
that evening. Tracy and Howard,
his study-mates, were with him.

The visitors all belonged to
Adelphus’ exclusive and clegant
““set.”” They were the “knuts " of
the Lower School of Rookwoaod.
Thevy were all Classicals. Nuttiness
did not flourish on the Modern side.

There was quite a little crowd of
them—Chesney, Seaton,  Gilbey,
and Waugh, of the Shell; Townsend,
Topham, Peele, and Gower, of the
Fourth. And all of them were of
the nuts nutty, so to speak.

They “ambled " in at Adolphus’
genial invitation.

“8hut the door, old chappies!”™
said Smythe. *“We don't want fags

to hear anythin® that's said. It's
rather a socret.”

(Gower closed the door.

“Byv gad, what a meetin'!” said
Townsend. “Eleven of us alto-
gether. Aré you makin’® up a team,

Smythey "

“Yaas !

“What?" ejaculated half a dozen
of the nuts s chorns.

Towny's question had been asked
i jest. The reply in the affirmative
astonished the nuts of Rookwood.

“Makin' up a team®" repeated
Topham.

“Exactly 1™

“Oh, gad!" yawned Chesney of
the Shell.

“1 thought 1t was bridge!'" said
Pecle, 1n rather an aggrieved tone.

“We'll bave bridge afterwards if

TE

you like. Never mind that now.
This is a eouncil of war!” said
Smythe impressively.

*Oh, go 11" said Townsend.

“8it down, dear boys, an’ I'll go
itll‘l
The “ dear boys " sat down.

Adolphus Smythe's study was
commodious, and eclegantly fur-
nuished : but there was rather a short-
age of chaws for so numerous a
gathering. Townsend and - Topham
gat in the window-seat, and Chesney
and Gilbey accommodated them-
scives on the table. Gower captured
Adolphus’ armehair, as the great man
rose to address the meefing.

There was some curiosity among
the nuts of Rookwood as to what
the meeting was about. They gave
Adolphus their attention.

“Gentlemen,” said Smythe, sur-
veving his comrades through his cye-
glass, “I've called this meetin’ for a
rather unportant purpose. You fel-
lows know that the junior captaincy
is in the hands of a Fourth-Former—

S’ FRIEND

!

4

. s, =

rE————— =

1i
3

S e —

it

can pull with.”

“Yass™

“We know that.™

“Yon know how we've been left
out of the footer,” s=aid Smythe.
“PDurin’ the winter not a fellow now
i this study was g‘i‘i-'f‘l'l a t“j]ﬁnce mn
anv of the junior school matches.™

ifﬁham? :'."-.'!"

“Jf Silver ever condeseended to
play 2 Shell fellow, 1t was never one
of our crowd.”

(19 NETEIE“

“Nor one of our pals In the

Fourth !" added Smythe, with a con-

descending glance at Towny & Co.
“Only his own crowd—a pretty low
crowd; in fact, a gang of young
ruffians!”

“*Hear, hear!”

“The question arises, are we goin’
to stand the same kind of thing durin’
the summer?” s=aid Adolphus

“You're not worth Hekin'!” he said | * Hitherto we haven’t figured n any

cricket matches. There's a big match
due on Wednesday—a whole holiday
—an’ some of us would be willin’ o
go over to Greyfriars.™

“Oh, vaas!” =aid Howard.

“T've spoken to Silver, and he's

| answered me with low cheek—just

what I might have expected, and, m
fact, did expect. But I've thought
it out, and we're not goin’ to stand

. The meeting looked surprised.

“Silver’s junior cricket captain,”
remarked Townsend. “We ecan't
shove into the eleven without his
permission.”

“I’m not regardin’ Silver in the |

matter at a2ll.”

i Oh I”

“The fact 1s.” said Adolphus im- |
ressively, “I'm comin’ down
eavy.”

“Go 1t !”7 said Chesnes.

Several cigarettes were lighted by
this time. Adolphus caught a whiff
of smoke, and coughed. He cleared
his throat. and went on:

“I'm passin’ Silver’s gang by as if
ther didn’t exist. I was junior cap-

tain till that cheeky wvoung rotter |

bagged- it.
ca

I'm goin’ to be ecricket
ptain on this occasion.”
“Oh, gad!”
“How the thump——"" began
Topham. )8
“That's what I'm comin’ #o. My
ides .is to make up a team, and take
“over to Greyfrars, and ‘play the
match there.” | T AR LR
I;Eh ET“F
“Rather -surprises vou—what?"
grinned Adolphas.

“T should say so!” gasped Towns- 1

end. *““Rather a surpnise for Whar-
ton if two Rookwood teams arrive
there at the zame time.”

“Two won't! Jimmy Silver and
his lot won't arrive, of course.
When we get there we shall be taken
for the Rookwood team, as a matter
of course.” /

“But——"
“How S5
“The question 1is, disposin’ of

Jimmy Silver’s crowd for the day,”
said Smythe. “Once get that lot out
of the way, all will be plain sailin’,
won't 1t?”

*0Ob, my hat!”

The nuts of Rookwood
blinked at Adolphus.

That great man was not famous
for oniginal i1deas, but certainly this
wdea was distinctly original; in fact,
unheard of.

Smythe seemed pleased by the im-
pression he had made. He beamed
round on the astonished assembly.

“There'd be a fearful row!” said
Gilbey at last,

“*Who cares?” answered Adelphus
negligently., “ After we've won the
Greviriars metchk we can snap our
fingers at 'em. Nothin' succeeds like
success, you know.”

“]ﬁiut—-—hut suppose we don't win
1t

“My dear man, I take 2 win as a
But let that be

we bag the

simply

foregone conclusion.
as 1t may—anyhow,
match.”

“What a facer for Jimmy Silver !™
grinned Tracy.

*“Oh, yaas!”

“But how are vou goin' to work
it?" howled Townsend. “Jimmy
Silver won’t sit at home in his study
if vou ask him to.”

“T've thought that out,” answered
Adolphus placidiy. “I've been put-
tin' in quite a lot of thinkin’ on this
subject. I've got a wheeze for
strandin’ the whole gang 2 bundred
miles from Greyiriars.”

£L Oh :“

“Blessed if I see how yvou’ll manage
it!” said Topham. “T]:ey’ra goin’
over by train in the mornin’. You
can't them.”

“I think 1 ean, an’ T'm goin’ to.
We're goin’ by train, an’ they're
goin' wanderin’. Leave it to me.
What I want to ask vou fellows 1s
this: Will you play in the Grey-
friars match?”

Price
Threa Halfpence
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*Great Scoit!” _ -

**1 guarantee that Janmy Sikver &
Co. don't come within a hundred
miles of Greviriars!” sawd Adalphus.
“Never mind how. I've’ thought
out the stunt. We represcut Rook-
wood on this oecagion, as we ought
on all occasions. Are you fellows
goin’ to back me up?”

“Oh, yaas!”

*“Hear, hear!™

“If yvou're sure——" began Gilbey.

i E 1

Oh, quite!

“Then we're backin’ you up!”

“Yes, rather!”

“Hear, hear!™

“Mum's the word!” said Adol-
phus, when the applause died awav.
“Not a word outside this study—not
even to Selwyn. He's plavin' for
Silver, an’ he might give us away.
Not a merry whisper!”

“You bet!”

*“Bravo, Smythey!™

Adolphus Smythe bowed to the
applause as it burst out again. At
that moment, Adolphus was truly a
great man, and he realised it. He
lighted a cigarette, and beamed on

the enthusiastic assembly through
puffs of smoke.
“Weo score this time.” he said.

“Jimmy Silver won't be even an * also
ran '—he will be simply nowhere.”
“*Bravo, Smythey!”
“An' now. dear borvs, wie'll have
some bridge,” yawned Adolphus.
And the “dear boyea” had some
bridge.

The 3rd Chapter.
A Very Kind Offer.

Jimmy Silver did not give another
thought to Adolphus, after the inter-
view in the end study, though
Adolphus was giving a good deal of
thought to him. Jimmy had far mors
important matters to think abodt.

The Greyfriars match was close at

hand now, and Jimmy, having decided -

upen his team, was busy keeping his
selected men up to the mark. The
junior eleven of Rookweod was a
really good team, and though every-
body was not satisfied, everybody ad-
mitted that it was a good team—ex-
cepting the honourable company of
nuts, . :

_ Most of Jimmy Silver & Co.’s
time was put in on Little Side,
ing up their form for the coming
match. Buikeley, the capiain of

spare

-Rookwood, kindly kepi a fatherly eye

upon them, and zave the junior cham-
pions soma coaclhing,

To Jimmy's surprise, he noted that
Smythe & Co. were taking up cricket
practice in a rather more serious way
than was their wont. But cricket, as
playved by the zreat Adolphus, was not
a very serious matter. What Smythe
of the Shell did not know aboui the
game would have filled volumes.

Still, the nuts did turn up to
practice, as if they had some object
in view—as, wndeed, thevy had.

Even the egregious Adalphus had
some doubis, perhaps, as to whether
he could defeat Harry Wharton & Co.
:lft Greyfriars, without any practice at

And it was fixed in Adolphus’ mind
that he was going to play the Grey-
friars match with a nutty eleven—in
the place of Jimmy Silver and his
team,

If Jimmy had suspected the cxist-
ence of that little scheme, he would
bave been astonished, and probably
amused. But such a schenié was not
likely to be suspected—it was too un-
heard-of for that. '

When the juniors went down to
practice after lessons on Tuesdaw,
Smythe joined the captain of the
Fourth with an agreeable smile.

“Like to give us some bowlin’,
Silver?” he asked. :

“Well, I'm going to do some bow!-
ing,” answeraed Jimmy. * But—"

Smythe was smiling so agrecably,
thet Jimmy hesitated to be quite
candid. What he was thinking was
that he did not want to waste valu-
able time bowling to so hopeless a
batsman as Adolphus. " 3

“Well, grive me a few, eld bean,”
said Smythe. “I've got rather an
idea that I can play your bowln'.”

“Oh, my bat!”

“Let’s see.” .

“Oh, all right!” answered Jimmy
resignedly.

He decided to waste a few minutes
in.demonstrating to Adolphus that he
couldn’s play that bowling a: all.

“Hallo, what are yon up to,
Jimmy?” called ont Lovell,

“ Bowling to Smythey!”

“What rot!”

Lovell was candid, at least.

Adolphus Smythe took up his stand

' at the wicket, with a lofty look and an

exaggerated straddle. Jimmgz Silver
smiled and sent down an ecasy ball
Smythe sto it dead. '
“Try again!” he grinned.
Tracy tossed back the ball, -and




Jimmy tried aga‘in.- This time he

sent down a scarcher,

Clack ! /

What, Ado'phus was trying to hit
with his bat was a deep mystery to
tho onlogkers. If his objective was
the round red ball, he was certainly
yery wide of the mark., Smythe's ex-
b | pensive bat described three ts of
| a citele in the air, what time the ball

wits knocking out his middle stump.

H
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: “How's that!™ smiled Jimmy
d | Bilver,
| < “Oh, gad!” murmured Adolphus.
“What a fuke!”
“Fluke Dbe blowed!"” snorted

- Arthur Edward Lovell. “You can’t

s ; bai  for  toffce! Give us a rest
EI:‘J}{qu Sk : 3
. Pry again, Silver, will you?”
. Oh,. all right'"

0 Jimmy tried again, playfully hook-
| ing out the off stunp. He had had
! | his choice of the stumps, for all the
%’ defence that Smythe could put up with

.the willow,

: “ How’s, that?"”
*Ha, ha, ha!"” :
“Oh, by gad! Try again!"

. "1s this a circus?”  demanded
Arthur Edward Lovell. “1 thought
we came down here for cerickst

practice,”

“Oh,. zive Smythey a chance!”
ecrinned Mornington. *“Smythe is no
end entertainin’.”

/ Morny returned the ball to Jimmy

Silver, who caught it, smiling.

. “"Leg stump this time, Smythey!”
he called out, and there was a roar of
laughter.

“Cheeky fag!” grunted Adolphus.

Smythe was very much on his guard
that tim&, but it was the leg stump

“all the same.

- “Hat' tricks are cheap tuy-day!”
chuckled Tommy Dodd, the Modern.

“Ha,ha, ha!”

Adolphus Smythe carried away his
Lat in disgust.

He way fed up with Jimmy Silver's
bow hing:.

“Flukeés, vyou know,” he told his
nutty fmeads. “I'm not quite up %o
vorm. “That fellow Silver doesn't
know how to bowl, 8ither. Not my
skyle.” 0

* Not at

“Eh? . What did you say, Traey?”

“Nothin'. old top. We shall walk
all over Wharton and his rang at
Gresfriats, if you bat like that”

- "I think we shall beat Wharton's
lot,” said Smythe, with  dignitr.
“But if we don’t, what doss -it
matter? I don't believe in workin® at
a game.”

“*No fear!"”

On that poiut, the nuts of Rook-
wood were all in cordial agreement
with Adolphus. They did not believe
in working at cricket—or at anything
else, for.that matter,

Smythe lounged elegantly on Little
Side while the cricketers were at
practice. - When the Fistical Four
came offf, and héaded for the School
House, Yhe dandy of the Shell joined
them. -

. ** You-kids seem in great form.” he
remorked asreeably. |

" Notr.so much of sour kids!”
grunted, Lovell

“Abem!  You lock like beatin’
LUreyiriars all round the town,” said
Adolphus, determined to be agroe
able, |

* We hope to beat them, Smythes,”
answered Jimmy Silver cheerily.

Heo ¢gitld not quite wunderstand
Smythe’s friendliness: but he was a
good-natured fellow, and always ready
to accept the olive-brauch.

" Startin’ pretty early to-morrow, I
suppose !’ pursued Smythe.

“Yes; as it's a whole holiday, we
can cateh an early train,™ said Jimmsy.
“Weo bave a rather long way to go,
you know.™

* Yaas, that's =0, Rather & rotten
tratn service. [ believe—several
changes, dnd all that.”
g2 “Can't be helped. ™

-' “Of #igarse, we might ask them to
build us a new railway,” remarked

Arthur Bdward Lovell, apparently in

a sarcastic vei.

Adolphius did not seem to hear that
remark. -

*1 was going to make an offer.

Silver,” he observed. _

"My  dear man, the eleven's fall
up'.f =

“1 dotié mean that. I've already
offered you myr services as a cricketer,
an’ vou'vée refused,” said Adolphus,

with digmity. “That's ended. I'm

not olferiu’  to play in your team,

Silver.™

“Oh! What is it, thent”

“1 was goin’ to offer you a cur for
the run fo Greyfriars.”

= T Whasgiat T

The Fistical Four stopped, and
stared at Adolphus. His remark had
guife takon their breath awarv,

“A car!” repeated Raby.
 “ Xaaz™

= 3

all, apparently,” murmured

Published
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“Are vyou joking?” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver.

“Not at all.”

* But—but——"

“You see, this is how the matter
stands.”” said Adoclphus, smiline
agreeably at the astonished chums of
the Fourth. * My uncle's offered me
his car for to-morrow—thumpin' big
car, capable of holdin' fifteen or =ix-
teen chaps—a regular ‘bus, you know.
He was usin’ it for hospital work in
the war, but it's left on his hands
now. As 1t's a whole heliday to-
morrow he kindly offered it to me to
take my friends for a run in the
COur t?‘. & iis

“What a3 rnippine o ent!” ox-
claimed :‘;*Eﬂ'ci}ﬂjﬁ. ) ;

“Yaas, he's rather a good sort.
Big car, with chauffeur complete, you
know—just the thing. As it happens,

| I've decided to go off for the day

with Tracy, instead of takin’ & party
out, as I'd intended. I don't want to
throw the car back at nunky, as it
were. I sha'n’t want it; but the pre-
sént arrangement 1s that it arrives at
Rookwood at ten in the morning.”

“Oh!” said Jimmy.

“That's how it is. If vou'd care
to use if, it's at your service,” said
Adolphus.  “The car will take the
lot of you. and it will land you at
Greviriars in half the time it takes
by train. It will wait there, and
bring you back. You might give the
chauffeur a tip. That won't hurt you
—yoit'll save a good bit on railway-
fares, of course.”

* My only hat!"™ said Lovell.

The Fistical Four simply blinked at
Smythe.

The offer was a good-natured one—
wonderfully good-natured! The idea
of making a rapid run across country
1 8 big car, instead of a longer

journey crammed into a crowded ! would bave jumped at such an offer. !

t?_r

train. was, of ceurse, very attractive.
The Fistical Four feit that they had
misjudged Adolphus Sinythe.

“Well, T miust say that's jolly good-
natured of you, Smythe !” said Jimmy
Silver. |

*Not at all, dear boy.”

" But don’t you want the car yvour-
solf?”

“No, as it happens. I'm goin’ off
with Tracy by tiain—a little stunt
wo've got for the holiday. But aftey
uncle’s sendin’ me the car, 1'd rather
not send it back unused. 1t wounld
look rather ungrateful. 8o long as my
friends use it it’s all right. T'm re-
gardin’ you fellows as my friends for
this occasion,” smiled Smythe.

“Well, if you mean it, Smythey,
we'll accept the offer, and we're very
much obliged,” said Jimmy,

“Yes, rather!™

Adolphus waved his hand.

“Don’t mench!" he said. “The
cars yours. Tip the chauffeur hali-a-
quid, if vou don’t mind. That's al].”

“Willingly 1" said Jimmy, with a
laugh. “We shall save the  junior
club some quids on railway-fares. "
" Yaas, that’s all to the good, isn't
IEE_'I"I‘

“Not so much as will be spent on
petrol for the car, though, 1 should
think,” remarked Raby. -

Smythe laughed.

t's all right. Nunky provides
the petrol with the ear,” he said.
“I'm glad you're acceptin’ my offe-,
Silver. 1 look on it as friendly ™
Jimmy besitated. He half experied
this munificent offer from Adolphus

Sm
- 'r

THE LAST RESOURCE!

The man started for a moment, but did not turn his head.

!
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piayed in the match. If Smythe had
attached any such condition to the
offer, the gifer would have been re-
fused on the spof. :

But Smythe didn't.

“It's settled. then?” hLe asked,

“¥Yes, old scout, certainly, and
many thanks!™

“I hope vou'll have a good time,"
said Smythe genially; and he nodded
to the Fistical Four, and walked away
fo join his friends.

The 4th Chapter.
“Timeo Danaos!®

“*Well, my hat " murmured Arthur
Edward Lovell, as the chums of the
Fourth went into the Séhool House.

“Smythe is an awful ass, but he's
not a bad sort,” remarked Raby.

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“I'm blessed if T quite understand
him,” he s=aid. “The other day he
was fairly on the warpath because
he wasn't in the eleven. Now he's all
smiles,
done Smythe justice, vou chaps. A
feliow can be a silly ass, and a good
chap all the same.”

“lit. will be ripping to run across
in a car!” said Newcome. “‘If there's
room for sixteen, -as Smythe says,
Raby and I can come with the teanm.”

“Yes, rather! And another fellow
or two,” said Jimmy.

" Better than stuffy trains, and
dashed changing at junctions, and
things!” said Lovell. “I must say
that Smythe has turned up trumps,
and no mistake !”

The Fistical Four were feeling ex.
tremely cordial towards Smythe of
the Shell. True, he was offering
them the car hecause he did not want
it himself; but it was very good-
natured, all the same. There were
plenty of fellows at Rookwood who

- o - s
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Crash !

A big car and a chauffeur for o whole
day’'s holiday wus not an offer that
grew on every bush, as Lovellssapi-
antly remiarked,

Mornington wass in the Fourth
Form passage as the Co. came along
from the staircase, und he noted their
smiling faces, :

“Come into a fortune apiece?” he
asked.

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“Not quite.,” he answered. * But
we've had sonie luck, What do vou
think of making the run to Greyiriars

to-morrow in a big car, instead of |

crawling round in stuffy trains?"”

Morny’s face brightened. In his
palmy days big cars bad been quite
i his hine, and he missed the expen-
sive luxuries lie had once been ac
customed to.

“Rippin'!” he exclaimed heartily,

“That’'s what we think !

“But will the funds run 6 a biz
car for a whole day out?™ asked
Morny. ** 1t will cost no end of money
for petrel alone.”

“1t's offered to us”

*Oh, gad! Not the Head—-"

“Ha, ha! XNo! The Head's car
wonidn't hold our crowd. cither. It
Smythe’s uncle's car™

TERTY

Jimmmy Silver ﬁ:rpllﬁued the hand-
some offer made by Smythe of the
Skhell.

Valentine Mornington's face was
very peculiar in expression as he lis-
tened.

“Yeou're acceptin®™ the offer?” he
inquired, when Jimmsy Silver had

to be. followed ‘by 2 request to. be } finished.

=

I don’t think we've quite |

Jimmy Silver, in desperation, plunged
wind-screen nparlting'hi.m from the n!hl.lﬂnur.

“I've accepted it.”

“What conditions has Smythe
made?™

Rl H{}l]ﬂ E'!I"!' .

*He hasi't asked to be played in
the match 7

“No. He's going off for the dav
with Tracy, and he doesn’t want the
car himself. - It's jolly decent of him
to offer it to us, all the same. There's
some of the Sixth would be jolly zlad
to bave it." '

“Queer that he doesn’t offer it to

& them, then, if he doesn’t want it him-

seli! He likes keepin® in with the
Sixth.* -

“Well, he's offered it to us.™

*“ Blessed if 1 cateh on1”

“Well, it's rather surprising,” ad-
mitted Jimmy Silver. *“But it's a
jolly good thing. We shall save time
on the journey; and it will be an en-
} Joyable run across country, instead of
i, painful infliction—and that’s what a
long railway journey is in these davs.
Dash it all, Morny, vou ought to feel
as pleased as we da!”

Morny shook his head. _

“Do vou know what I'd do in your
place, Silver?” he asked.

“Well, what?”’ demanded Jimmy
rather restively.

“1'd refuse.”

“And why?”

“You remember what that old
johnny said—we've had it in class,”
said Momington. *° * Timeo Danaos
et dona ferentes—-— "'

“Construe!” grinned Lovell

“*1 fear the Greeks and the gifts
they Dbring’!" said Mornington.
“That johnny knew somethin’. It's
awf'ly good-natured of Smythe—ter-
rifically ; but T fear ihe Greeks when
they bring gifts in their hands, old
| bean.”
Jimmy Silver frowned.

*1 suppose you mean by that that
-

.--"""'""'f:_--

his bat
ié mp Ill
The car swept on.

through the
he shouted.

he said.
“Exaetly 1"
“Well, what®™
“1 don't know:
Greaks 2

I Smythe has something up his sleeve?"

but 1 fear the

Virgil tags!” grunted Jimmy Silver
erosslv. “1It's jolly decent of Smythe,
aud I'm feeling no end obliged to
him, and ’'m dashed if 1 like to see a
fellow suspicious of another simply
because he's done something good-
natured | *

Mornington shrureed his shoulders.

“1 don't trust Smythe!” he said.
* Espeaally after the trick he
you over the St. Jim's match.’
‘f “I dan't know that 1 do specially;

but T shouldn’t 'itke to suspect a
| fellow of having some rotten motive
for making a jolly good-natured
offer!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver
warmly. “What object could ke
have! He's offered the car to the
whaole team.™ -

“1I don’t know. But—"

“ But what?” exclaimed the captain
of the Fourth testilv.

** Timen Danaos et -dona
ferentes * I answered Mornington.

“Oh. rats!”

With that emphatic reply, Jimmsy
Silver walked on to the end stady,

Mornington geve another shrug.
He had his own opinion; but it was
not his business to decide the matter:
Jimmy Silver was junior captain, and
he had accepted Smyvthe's offer, and
that settled 1t

Momny remamed alone in his dis
tiustiul yew, too. Az soonl a3

Price
Thres Halipence

“Oh, bless you and your silly old |

played |
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Smythe’s offer was generally known
there was great satisfaction among
the junior ericketers: and all of them
agreed that Adolphus had acted very
well indeed, considering that he- was
left out of the team. Even Momy's
own chum, Kit Erroli; shogll his head
over Morny's distrust. TIndeed, the
fellows who heard thzat Morny was
suspicious on the subject put it down
to the fact that Morny was of a sus-
picious nature, and one ar two rathe-
pointed remarks were made to that
effect,

Momnington let the matter drop,
though he kéot to his opinion. But
even to himself he could not adduca
much reason for his distrusts and
perhaps he wondered a little whether
he was over-suspicions. Whether that
was the case was to be seen on. the
morrow,

The Sth Chapter.
Smythe’s ﬂamu.‘;‘f"

“Stunning !”

That was the general comment at
ten the following morning.

Outside the School House at Ronk-
wood a gigantic ¢ar was halted on the
drive, with Smythe's unele’s chauffeur
in attendance. XA

Adolphus Smythe had had s con-
versation with the chauffeur, unhenrd
by the other fellows. Rookwooders
came from near and far to look at the

| Smythe motor-car. It really was

stunning. -
| It was a giant car—almost. a
“'bus," as Smythe had remarked.

There was plenty of accommodation
for from fourteen to sixteén school-
boys, and it was decided that the car
should take as many as it would hold.
The members of the team iwere feel-
mg greatly satisbed. The weather
was fine and sunny, and they lodked
forward to the run acros country
with delight. And five fellows, who
were going with the eleven: “were
equally joyful.

The Rookwood junior eleven von-
sisted of Jimmy Silver, Lovell, Con-
roy, Van Ryn, Erroll, Mornington,
Selw:rﬂ, Classicals; and Tommy Dodd,
Dogle, Cock, and Towle, Modems.
Raby, Newcome, Grace, Oswald; and
Pors were accompanying them o
Grevfriars. Tubby Muffir's offer. to
go was declined with thanks: Liovell
laining that the car would Hardly

explai

The cricketers came up with their
! bags, and crowded into the car in
- great spirits, Most of them took the
trouble to tell Adolphus Smythe that
it was really ripping of him. *~

“Don’t mench!” was Smythe’s
reply 1o such remarks. )

The grest Adolphus was beamin
with smiles. The chauffeur was smi
ing, too, for some reason best-kuown
to himself. _

“Allin®" asked Jimmy Silver, look-
ing over the crowded car. |

“All but me!"” squeaked Tubby
Muffin,

“ No room for walruses, oid chap,”
seid Jimmy Silver. “Once more,
Smythey, I must say that this is really

=l W T o S el

{ ripping of you.”

“Den't mench, old bean!" said
Adolphus negligently.. “It's a real
pleasure to me, Silver, to lend you
the car—quite!”

Sixteen cheery faces smiled at
Adolphus from the car, and Adolphus
amijed back. .

“I'll give the man his directions, if
youre ready, old trumps,” . said
| Smythe.

.k GD it, !*!I

Adolphus spoke to the chauffeur,
and that gentleman tock his place,
and “‘tooled " the huge car down tha
drive to the gates,

It turned out of the gateway and
disappeared,
| Jimmy Silver & Co. were en route.
! “They're of ! smiled Adolphus to
| his friends.

{ "1  hope they'll -enjoy
journer,” grinned Tracy.

*Ha, ha_ ha!”

Adolphns smiled.

*Abott time we were off, too.” he
vawned. *Silver was goin’ to catch
the ten-twenty-five, if he'd gone by
train. I rather think we'd Dbetter
catch the ten-twenty-five. dear boys.”

“Oh, vaas!"” grinped Howard.

A few minutes later ~Adolplus, &
Co. might have been seen, “3s a
novelist would say, walking down to
the gates with their cricket-bags.
Bulkeley of the Sixth met them near
the gates, and stopped to speak, in
some surprise.

“You kids going out for cricket?”
he asked.

Adolphus noedded.

“Xzoe, Dulkeley. We've fixed up
& m=ten for to-day.™

“I'm glad to hear it,” said the
captain of Rookwood, rather nuzzled,
“Best of luck.” |

“Thanks, awfulis:®

their

— N il
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JIMMY SILVER'S
DAY OUT!

(Continged from presious page.)

W ANANANSDY

Adolphus & Co. walked on, and‘

ambled, as Adolphus expressed it
cheerily down the lane to the station.
The big car was glimpsed for a mo-
ment, climbing a hill in the distance.
“There they go!” grinned Towns-
end,
**Ha, ha, ha!”

“Where are they goin'?” asked

Chesney. 4 : .
“Tve fixed that with the
chauffeur,” s=aid Smythe. *They

don’t know vet; but they'll know
later. Ther think they're goin’ east.
My belief is that they're goin’ west.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

*“Thev'll land somewhere in Devon
or Somerset presently——"

The nuts yelled. _

“While we're playin’ ecricket in

Kent!” Adolphus smiled. * They're
" really such unpleasant fellahs, that
I'd rather not be in the same county
with them. I really hope they'll
enjoy the trip. How lucky my ancle
offered me the car for to-day—what?”

“Yes, rather!”

*“I’'d have liked to run across to

Greviriars in the car myself,” sad
Smythe regretfully. “ But we had to
pars with the car to get rid of that
gang. After all, we can put up with

the train. We bag the match, any-
“‘ﬂ.}".“ E
“What-ho !”

Adolphus & Co. put up with the
train gquite cheerfully.

It was guite an enjovable journey
;o them, under the circumstances, and
they arrived at Courtfield in great
spirits.

By that time, Adoliphus opined,
Jimmy -Silver & Co. were probably
finding their outing far from enjoy-
able.

But that was not Adolphus’ busi-
ness, !

The merzy nuis streamed out of the
statton at Courtbeld, and found a
brake.standing outside; and Harry
Wharton and Bob Cherry, of the
Greginars Remove, cume to. meet
them.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™ Bob
Cherry s greeting.
wood?”

e Oh’ Fm !11‘

“* But—"" said Wharton puzzled.

1t was evident enocugh that the
¢ricketers were from Rookwood; but
Harry Wharton was perplexed. He
had expected to see his old acquaint-
ance, Jimmy Silver & Co. He knew
Smythe and most of his comrades,
but ‘he had not expected to see them
turn up as the cleven from Rook-
wood.

*Oh, perhaps you were expectin’
to see Rilver?" remarked Adelphus.

“Yes. We understood—-"

“There’'s been some changes in
cricket matters at Rookwood,™
Smythe explained. “General dis
satisfaction with Silver and his crowd,
you know, Their cricket was—well,
rather feeble, you know—not quite

was

the thing we require at Rookwood. |

MANY THANKS!

I have to thank a very large num-

ber of readers and friends for their |

nice letters of appreciation of the en-

larced Boys' Fuiexp. I get a very |

large number of letters everv week,
and 1 endeavour to reply to each
one, where the address of the sender
is given. But in the last week or
two =y postbag bhas run into thou-
gands, so it i= almest mmpossible to
reply, as I should like to, to" each of
' my chums individuallv. 1 have done
so to many, but to all the rest I beg
to reply here, with the brief but heart-
felt words, “Many Thanks!™

RIGHT STUFF!

Our programme for next week 1s
again a fn.ﬁ one. A grand, complete
Rockwood story, entitled
“JIMMY SILVER'S RESIGNA-
TION! ™
By Owen Conqguest.

THE

A splendid instalment of Arthur S.

Hardy's great new seral
¢ THE SPORTS OF ST. G_Li\'E‘E e
An amusingz, complete tale of the

Printad and ps

Eegirtared fof frapsmmission (223

Published
Every Monday

“From Rook-

| other day,

slished every Monday by tha Propristors. The Amalga
j Canadian Magazins Poss.
Agency, Ltd, Bole agen's for Australiz a=nd New

junior eleven.”™

“Oh!” said Wharton blankly. -

“You'll find us rather a harder
mouthful to chew, dear boys!” said
Adolphus. “Youll have to pull up
your socks, you know.”

*“We'll do our best,” said Wharton,
with a smile. :

He was rather disappointed at not
seeing Jimmy Silver; but it was, of
course, no business of his what team
Rockwood chase to put into the field.
He was perplexed, but. there was
nothing more to be said. Smythe &
(C'o. disposed themselves elegantly in
the brake, and thev rolled away to
Greyviriars.

Other fellows there, as well as
Wharton and Bob Cherry, were sur-
prised to see Adolphus & Co. arrive
as the champions of Rookwood. They
wera still more surprised when the
Rookwood nuis appeared in the field,
and the match started. And as the
game progressed their surprise In-
tensified. @ Why any institution that
was not a home for idiots should send
out such cricketers, was a mystery to
Harry Wharton & Co.

But Adolphus & Co. seemed yuite
satisfied and pleased, and a really re-
markable score of duck’s eggs did not
seem to have the effect of dashing
their self-satisfaction in any way.

~ The 6th Chapter,
A Day Dut.

Jimmy Silver & Co. settled down
in the big car for an enjoyable run
i great spirits.  Not a  suspicion
crossed their minds of the facts of the
case, so far. Even Mormington, under
the mmfluence of the fresh air and sun-
shine, forgot his distrust.

The big car raced on, eating up the
miles at a great rate, while the crowd
of Rookwood juniors chatted, and eu-
joved the air and the scenery. .

“What about ‘Timeo Danaos’
now, old trump?” asked Lovell, clap
ping Mornington - on the shoulder,
when the car had been speeding alon
for half an hour.’ Moruy was regard-
ing the landscape with an expression
of growing thoughtfulness.

. He glanced up.

“ Enjoyir’ sour run?” he asked.

“Yes, rather.”

“You, too, Silver?"”

Jimmy glanced round.

“Certainly,” he answered. * Aren’t

vou. Morny ™ | :

“Oh, yes; but I'd rather play
Hiﬁkﬁt& 3 y

“Well, vou're going to play

cricket. when we get to Greyiriars,”
said Jimmy Silver, rather puzzled by
the remark. “What do you mean,
Morny ?” :

“When we get to Greyiriars?” re-
peated Mornington, with a curious
grin. “And when shall we get to
Greviriars, at this rate?”

“ Half an hour or so more, 1 should
say, if we keep this up.”

“That will be exceedin’ the speed

 limit no end, considerin’ that we have

nearly twenty-five thousand miles to

go.”
STh? -
“What?” <
“Somethin' under twenty-ive thou-
sand miles,” conceded Morny calmly.
“But the difference is hardly worth
mentionin’ What boat do we take?!”

chums of the famous school in the
backwoods, eatitled

“WARNED OFF!™
By Martin Clifford.
Another grand iostalment of

Duncan Storm’s wonderful adventure
serial
SKULL ISLANDI!™

No. 5 of our new pictorial feature

I ROOKWOOD PERSONALITIES ! l

dealing with Val Mornin , of the
Fourth Form; and another of our
popular series of cricket articles,
entitled

““WHAT IT MEANS TO BE A
‘ PRO," "’

By a Famous Professional.
I think my chums will agree that

| thisisa pretty “full bilL.” AndIcan

assure them that they will ind next
week's issue of the Bovs' FRIEND the
right stuff!

AN ECHO FROM FLANDERS.

An amusing letter reached me the
a letter written I a

| the Shell

|

. Jimmy

- so much

THE BOYS FRIEND

M | So thev've been dropped ouf of the

“Boat!” r Jimmy, won-
dening whether the dandy of the
Fourth was wandering in his mind.

“ Yaas; we ehall want a boat.”

“What for?” 3

“To cross the Atlantic, of course.™

“The Atlantic!” yelled Lovell.

“My dear man, vou can’t go round
the world without crossin’ the Atlan-
tic. If we light at New York, 1
suppose we can take the American
railways—" :

“The—the American railways

“Yes; as far-as San Francisco,”
said Morningfon, while the cricketers
stared a4t him in - blank * silence,
“From "Frisco, we shall want another
steamer.”

“Are wyou joking, Morny?” asked
Errolk.

“Not at all.™ -

“Then what do you mean?”
manded Jimmy Silver testily.

“1 mean that if we keep on with
our backs to Greyvfriars, we shall have
to go right round the world to get
there.” Pyl

“Our backs to Greyiriars!”

LE YME :“"3

Jimmy Silver gave Mornington a
startled look. e rose in the car,
and looked round him. The big car
was keeping on fast, well up to the
speed limis, and, in fact, beyond it.
The chaufieur was staring directly
ahead over his wheel.

“1 don’t know this part of the
country, of course,” said Jimmy;
“but I suppose we're in Kent by this
time, "

“Look at the sun,” said Morning-
ton caustically.

Jimmy looked at the sun and at
lius watch. Then he jumped. Now
that his attention was drawn to the
matter, he did not need telling that
the car was speeding almost due
east of Rookwood. ;

Jimmy Silver dropped back into
his seat. astounded. i

“Taking a short cut, perhaps!”
said Lovell » 3

“ Going round something, or some-
thing or other.” suggested Selwyn of
“ Road up, or somethin’,

de-

you know.”

“We've been gomt’ west ever since
we started,” said Mornington quietly.
T didn’t spot it at first, though I
was rather surprised that we didn’t
go through Laicham. T've been

‘usin’ iy eves. We've had our backs
and we re.

to Grevfriars all the time,

somewhere in Dorsetshire now, I be-
H,Efe-“ T |
“Qh, my Hat!” :
““(reat Scott!? Y-
“Is the chauffeur mad!™ exclaimed
Erroll, aghast.

“Smvthe gave him his directions,”
said Jimmy Silver helplesdly.

Mornington grinned.

“* Timeo Deanaocs et
tes,” " he remarked.

Jimmy Silver started. For the first
time. it came iInto his mind that
Mornv's suspicions were not ground-
less, and that he had been tricked.

“Vou—you think—that Smythe
has——" he stammered.

“1 think Smythe's dishin’ us, be-
cause he's left out of the eleven,”
answered Mornington coolly. *“1
shouldn’t have his offer.
You did! And we 'n't see Grey-
friars to-dav.”

“Oh!” gasped Lovell
Stlver’'s

dora feren-

French hand,
Ostend postmark. It came from two
“Brussels Sprouts "—otherwise, two
lizht-hearted Belgian girl-readers who
were spending a well-earned holiday
in the watermg-place which suffered
so cruelly from the Hun.
The uote was delightful, and
specially o because it suggested that
poor little Belgium was beginning to
pick up and take notice again. My
two girl chums told e that at last
they were receiving the Companion
Papers regularly again, after having
been cut off from them for so long.

— e T TR

TOO MUCH TALK!

There was & complaint the other
day from somebody who grumbled
about a friend never speaking : Well,
of course, if this kind of thing is
brought to such a pitch that it
amounts to the sufferer from
another's silemce being sent to
Coventry, there is room for complaint.

But, after all is said and done, what
a lot of useless talking there 1s! Just
exercise for the chin
muscles, and nobody a penn’orth the
better! T felt sorry for the individual
who could not get his chum to talk

to him; but p8rhaps, when the taci-
turn age did condescend to
open his mouth, he said something

worth hearing. { \
It makes one think of the * f3-by-

_ night ” in the old rhyme:

mated Press, Limited. The Fleeiway House, Farringdon Street. London,
Subhecription rates: Inland and” abroad {exodpt South Acmica and Austrsiasta), Ss. Jhd

- Messrs. Gordon & Golich, Lid.; and for Ga

little. but that was sall

mgton.

O Jmmy Silver was
He could hardlv- blame himself for
having been tricked in such a way;
how could he. or anvbody else, pos-
sibly have suspected such a device!
Morny had been s

gritted his teeth.
Wharton
angd——

up all day, waiting, i
there!” exclaimed Lovell

ctously.

remarked.
ﬁply planned to Eeep us away from
noticed that Smythe and his gang
have been -turminy’ up at cricket
practice lately 2™ | -

it for. Now, I koow. _ _
got a cricket mateh on to-day. unless
T'm mistaken.” '

Dodd: .

I don't think Smythey would take
all this trouble simply to keep us
from plavin’. ed
the match, and my belief is that he's
gone over _
crowd to,play it,” said Mornington
coolly.

he would

eyes glittered. ' changes in the team!™ gasped Jimmy

-!mti- which bore the ] “A wise old owl lived In an ask

Price

the
far-

 Jimmy tapped on the glass between

the passengers and the chauffeur.
The man certainly hecard the tap, but
he gave no sign.

Tap, tap, tap! g1
The speed of the car increased a

** Pretty plain now! yawned Mom-

It was plain enough. _
pale with -anger.

icious, but even

he had not fathomed Smythe's dupli-
city. |

The cricketers looked at one
aniother in silent dismay. All the

enjoyment of the motor drive was
gone now.

The car rushed on. Lovell rapped

savagelvy on the glass, but the chaui-

feur grave no heed. It was clpar that

he was in the scheme—that Smythe
of the Shell had arranged with him
to carrv the cricketers off in. this
astounding way—doubtless standing
him a handsome tip for kis trouble.
Probably the chauffeur knew nothing
about the cricket match, and looked
on the affair simply as » schoolboy
practical joke.

him!” ex-

Mornington shrugged his shoulders.
“Can't!” he answered.

“We must!”
“He won't stop!

“We've got to stop

claimed Raby, at last

He's got his

instructions from Smythe.”

“0Oh. the rotter!” Jimmy Silver
“The awful rotter!
will be waiting for us,
“The Greyiriars t:ha?s will be hung

we don't get

“What on earth will they think of

us?" murmured Conroy.

Mornington grinned, rather 'ma;li-

“Perhaps they won't miss us,” he
“1 fancy Smythe hasn’t

match. Haven't vou - fellows

“*What abont it#”

rowled Lovell.
«T wondered what th

ey were doin’

“ A ericket match!” velled Lovell.

“Where?®”

“ Greviriars, I fancy.” 3

*Oh!™
“Our match!” shrieked Tommy

““0Of course, I may be wrong. Buf

He's dished us cut of

to Greyiriars with bhis

“But Wharton wouldnt——" 24
“How would Wharton know?”

“I—I suppose he wouldn't Enow—
think there had been|

The more he heard, the less he
snoke ;

The less he spuke, the moro he
heard.

I wish some folk were like that
bird !

The Yorkshireman says: * Hear all, {
and say nowt!” DBut the maxim can
be interpreted top literally.

Three Halfpencs

There was Litile doubt that Moming- I Silver. I
ton -was right. - At every whizl of the
wheels, the great car was takm
Rookwood cricketers fartheran

ther away from Greyfriars School.

Adolphus has |

wn.ﬂ' IS EDUCATION?

A valued correspondent who lives
in the Chanrel lslands is exercised
about hiz knowledge, or. as he is
modest enough to think, his lack of
same. He is tremendously afraid of
being ignorant. I know one thing.
He will never be that. Whether he
knows the lines or not, he has the
sense in his heart of what Longfellow

wIote:

“Life is real, life is earnest;
Life is not an empty dream.”

He has only to go on as he is
doing, and he will know enough for
his contemporaries to appraise him as
an educated man. But that is second-
ary—what others say. It is the wish
to know. Therein lies conquest.
Knowladge is power—the only power
worth having.

I rather envy my hard-working
voung friend down in the sonth. He
has had a fair education, remember.

12/7/19

—I suppose you're right,

Mormy—"

“Oh, you ass, Jimmy !” exclaimed

Lovwell.

““"hat?“

“You've landed us!” | 5 Vi
* %1 have?” yelled Jimmy  Silver.
“You wanted to go in thé car as
much as I did.”

“TI'm not captain,” remarked
Lovell caspaliv.

4 0Oh, rats!”
-~ Jimmy Silver took his bat and
crashed it through the glass. that
separated . him from the chauffeur.
The man started for a moment but

did not turn his head.
on. :
ad L-tﬂﬂ:ﬂ : .
“He won't!”
“Oh. shut up!

me? Stop!”
chorussed the

‘“Ntop!™
cricketers.

The chauffeur did not heed. The
giant car rushed on. Jimmy drew
back his bat, half-inclined to crack
the chauffeur on the head with 1if.
Erroll caught his arm. If one thing
was more certain than another, ‘it
was that any attack upon the chaui-
feur, whils the car was rashing on,
would lead to a terrible catastrophe.

“PDon’t play the goat!” muttered
Raby. “Don’t touph him. Do you
want to pile up the car?”

“Stop! Stop! Stop!

The car rushed on.

The car swept

said Mormngton.
Stop! Do you hear

hapless

- - - -

Tate that afternoon, sixtéeen tired
and dustv juniors were irampmﬁ up
to the gates of Rookwood  School.
The sun was setting over Rookwood;
a glorious summer's day was drawing,
to its close. Bui the sixteea dusty
vouths did not look as if they had
enjoyed that summer’s day. Their
expressions, in fact, indicated quite
the reverse of that.

The car had stopped =2t lasi—a
hundred miles from Rookwood—in
the wrong direction. When it
stopped. Jimmyv Silver & Co. had
collared the chauffeur, and, heedless
of his expostulations, had given hun
such a thrashing as the circumstanees
seemed to call dor. That was some
satisfaction—to fthe Roockwooders,
not to the chaufieur—but if did nob
mend matters. By cross-country
trains. with many changes and Imif
waits, the hapless cricketers got back
to (oombe, whence thev walked' to
Rookwood. It was useless, of course,
to head for Grevfriars: it was dusk
by the time Rookwood was reached.

Dusty and tired and ﬂ?ﬁe} the
hapless sixteen tramped up the road
to- the school in the sunset, TFheir

feelings were too deep for words.
The gquestion thait worried Jimrmx
Silver most was, what had happened
at Greviriars? But even that worry-

ing question fell into the background
. now. and -the

Rookwonders were
thinking chiefly of their fatigue, as
thev dragged their tired limbs along
to the gates of the school. There
was only one consolation in prospect—
the hiour of reckonimg for Smythe &
Co.! It was an unhappy ending to
Jimmy Silver's Day Out,

THE END.

fAn extra-long ztory of Jinmwmy Sileer &
Co. at Eookwood nert Monday, cxtitied
“ Jinimy Silver's Resignation!™ by Owen
Conquest. Order in advance.) _

L ol o
He 13 able to put into practice
Matthew Arnold’s counsel—read, and
then read more. After all. what 1s
learned at school 1= omlv the begin-
ning. The fellow with an alert
mentality goes on learning all the
time. He puts two and two together,
and thinks things out for hunself. h
is such a man who reallv knows what
it becomes a man to know of the
world and the duties of life.

DID BACON WRITE
SHAKESPEARE 7

Talking about Shakespeare, a cor-
respondent wrote to me the other day,
and asked this question. Such a
jolly simple little question it was,
too! Did he? The query has taxed
the brains_of myriads of people up to
now, and yards more will be written
about the subject. To my thinking,
Sir Francis must have asked Shake-

re to dinner now and*then, aud
atted over the stage withihe Bard
of Avon. **Here's & good notion,
William,” he mav have sard. “You
had better work it up in your next
play.” And so the thing was donel

- 1..:

B.C.4 Advortisement offices: The Flestway House, Farringdon Street. London, EO. 4
per amnum. 45 54. for six months. Sols acenis for Bouth Africa: The Ceniral Neue
nazda, The Imperial Nows Co.. Bid—Satocdar, Fuly 12th, 1919, 7 B

i
i



