(SEE THE SPLENDID COMPLETE SCHOOL
STORY IN THIS ISSUE.)

A

L mmegm T T e R e e ek T ey ™

R L L
!-i.-r.‘.-‘:ltr_ e .

I
rrrrrrr

L
»

LAE T
A
aFd ;

SR
'
-

.,%;-?*

AN\

The 1st Chapier.
Trying 1t On !

“Fag!”’

It was Hansom:, of the Fifth Form
at Rookwood, who called,

And—amazing as 1t was—Hansom
of the Fifth was evidently addressing
Jimmy Silver & Co.

Jimmy Silver loocked at him.
Arthur Idward Lovell gave a loud
snort, a good deal like an angry war-
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| CHUCKING HANSOM OUT!

TWELVE PAGES!

THREE HALFPENCE.

By Owen Concuest.
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“Your turn now!” grinned Jimmy Silver.
out of the study headlong,
side, and Jimmy Silver and Co. followed him out.

tor the F

N

“Chuck him out!”
He fell into the crowd of Fourih-Formers oui-
His comrades of the Fifih
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Hansom went

had fared roughly—but their experience was a joke to Hansqm‘s!

o o3V T

11 I’ag !H‘

““Are you talking to us, Hansom?”
demanded Jimmy Siiver, more 1n sur-
prise than in wrath.

“Yes; I want a fag!”

Fiftht” _
“You burbling jabberwock!” said
Raby. “Why, we don’t even fag for
the Sixth unless we choose !”
Hansom made a lofty gesture.

Fifth-Formers with Hansom—Lums-
den, Talboys, and Brown major. If
it came to a “scrap,” four juniors
hadn’¢ much chance against four
seniors. But Jimmy Silver & Co.

“You want a fag!” repeated I don’t want any cheek! I wanta | didn’s even think of that. Wild
Jimmy Silver, as if scarcely able to | fag!” he said. “Now, Silver—" horses would not have dragged them
believe his ears. * You want a fag!” “Go to sleep and dream agaim!™ | into the humiliation of fagging for the

““Yes, and sharp!”
¢ Well, my hat!”
““I don’t care which one of wou 1t

Fifth.
Jimmy had a shrewd suspicion, too,
that Hansom did no:&?acmlly want a

suggested Jimmy Silver.
“ Look here o
“ Bow-wow

129

horse. -Raby sniffed, and Newcome | is,” said Hansom. ““Any one of you “T tell you—"" roared the captain | fag. What he wan 1 was to estab-
erinned. But Hansom of the Fifth, | will do. You'll do, Silver! Cut | of the Fifth, lish fagging rights. There had often
¥)

undeterred by those signs of contempt | down to the tuckshop
and resenftment, raised his hand and “y heeky ass!” roared Arfl

-,II-I_I Lt,-x-‘.J.l_I{.I;_-_.'.L:I'_, i uLI:“E‘ l!:j I.[ll-.(t Lt..l..l. e E]']_l { ..-..e &:3 & IGLLI l_'_, e lt 11_11'
Fistical Tour, and | Edward Lovell, in sulphurous wrath.
| “ Do you think the Fourth fag for the

“Rats!”
Then there was a pause.

The Fistical Four stood their
cround, There were three other

been trouble between the two Forms,
Hansom & Co. looking on the Fourth
as cheeky fags, and the Fourth look-
ing on .Hansom & Co. as swanking
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duffers, who strove to imitate, at 2
distance, the manners and customs ol
the mighty Sixth,

While Jimmy Silver was captain of
the Fourth, that rather unruly Form
had certainly kept its end up. Buk
Mornington was junior captain now.
and Jimmy Silver only a * common
or garden '’ junior, so to speak. Pezr-
haps Hansom regarded that as a
favourable opportunity for asserting
and resisted claim.

Hansom had a walking-cane under
his arm. He had cornered the Fis.
tical Four near the archway which led
from Little Quad into Big Quad—¢
rather deserted spot. e let the cape

his long-disputed



glide down into his hand as he came
nearer to the quartette;

“Now, I don’t want any non-
sense |’ said the Fifth-Former. *Lve |
had enocugh chinwag from you, }
Sitver 17

“I’ve had niore than enough from
you, old bean,” answered Jimmgy
Silver, Give your chin a rest. It
can do with 6.

“Are you going to the tuckshop for |

me !
*  ““No fear}®™

“T shall be sorry to lick you

“You will if yot begm %

J:tmmy

‘You kidsin the Fourth think a.lﬂt,
too much of yourselves, don's you
know,” remarked Talboye. “iou re
only dashed fags, you L.nmt

‘“Merely that, and nmhmg more !~
grinned Lumsden

Hansom shook his cane at Jimmy
Silver.

“I give you a last rham}e ” he said' }
magnanmimously. “I don’t want to be
hard on you. Cut off to the tuckshop
oI : |

aﬁamted

“Bow-wow }”
‘““Get the things on ﬂnq listh, and
ta L.,c them to my etuuy
*Think again [

‘“And you shall have ome ]dmd:lrt

for
ously,

hmmjr 3 eyes gleamed. -
‘IYett silly ass—:l—-r h?h haggaﬂ
“T've arranged w1 ergeant |
Kettle about
som. “You've mmpﬁy
the lish, and take the gmcle
* Fathewd ™

'Eee‘f”

“Ané if you den'd, Tll _wly Well |

wallop gou !’ roared Harnsont.
.Iimm:g Hver’s lips opened for a
dofiant retoct.
But he cehesked himself saddenly,
and & glfm.mm came into His eyes.
“Youll wallop me if I don't?” he
asleed.
“VYes, and jolly hard !”
“Then Fd bett:.,n obey orders?”
“You bad—rather!”

“Give nie the list, Hansom. >

Jimmy Silver held out his hand |

meekly.

Lﬂvell and Raby
simply blinked at hl-m

That Jimmy |
to fag, at the order of the Fifth-
Former, was a thing far beyond their
imaginings.

Hansora himself was uurprlsed

This. was really what the juniors
would have e&ﬂ&d»a. “$ry-on’’ on the
part of the Fifth-Formers, and they
had not been at all certain "of suceess.

&nd' here was success, easy and

'*Iﬂ'l
Hpmm smiled with satiffaction as

he handed the list to Jimmy Sﬂ"m:f

] h;:- latter read it over.

* Ona currant-cake, pot of j jam, pot
of marmalade, pu‘&nd of biscuits, tin
of ﬁlmter-palﬁte tin of pineapple, halé-
pound of ehmcolates half-dozen new-
laid eggs.” Is that the lot, Hansem 7

ks Tha:t’s the lot'!” said Hansom,,
with a triumphant

panions, ‘“Geb 3 mocve on!
“Right-ho I
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& Talm the stuff to my study,” con- | suppose Leveéll’s off-side,

- sn’t hey Jimmy?”
Mind you don’t boil the |

tnrued the Fith-Fermer,
readyv there.
cggs hard, or ytm’llt catch 1t. "If it's
nat all ready in a quarter of an hour,
}’ m SOITY for you, that’s all!”
“T'll have tea ready in a quarter of

@ hour, Hansom.” |

“You'd better! Cub eff |

Hansom waved his hand lafi;ﬂjz, cis-
nssing the fags.

“Come on, you fellows!™ ‘1&1(1
Jimmy Silver, starting through the
arch, with the paper in his*hand.

“ ¥ ou—you-——you howhng idiet!”
gagped Lovel, ‘ You're not going to
- fao fc:r the Fifth! You're not—-"

“'Dr v up; old ehap, and come on !

“But I tell you—=" shricked

IJG*E'EII'- :

“BPe come on, or Hansom will be

annoyed |7 murmured Jimmy.
“Whot the mMerry thump do I eare
if Hansom i3 11‘?‘0‘{*&&1 ?. bellawed

“Get tea

_Fublished
Every Monday

" Lovell.
| "'ﬁeixer e

chunm away.
lowed, amazed and angry.

| mm Big

Bless

to manage fags!

. this
yeurself ?» said Hansom - gener- }

? went on Ha:n-r-
got to present

tﬁe!

and Nﬁweomﬁ -

- Silver would consent |
away from Little Side; met

. Avthur Edward.
- i & list of stuff to get at the tuck-

shop, and he’s going to get tea in |
glance at his com- |

- study-—-

“Are vou off your Eﬂl‘y
4 Come en, I tell you !™

Jimmy fairly dragged his iheenssl
_ II%EW gﬁ& Neweome fol- |

o Well

boys, as %&r our juniars disappeared

Hansom smiled.

o t.- Gl‘l]
exnla.med as he strolled on with his
chums.  “That's all—a firm hand !
your litile hearts, I know how

Le.ave it tome! A
- firm h&nd—-tfat’s all it wants!”

And Hansom’s chums had to agree-
1 that he did knew how to manage fags.
L It Tooked Iike it, at all events. ﬁ
‘usugl as he ﬂﬂﬂtermlim Little

'V Quad with his friends, q-uLéEr M&d'_ |

- Hansom mzmim& every Imere

with his success,

The End Chantep.
A Spread iy tﬁ& End. studgt;
“Jimmy, you ass e
“Jimmy, you chump——"

Lovell and Raby

Fistical “Four crossed the quad'.to

- wards™ Sergeant Kettle's ht.tle shiop.

rehind tha beeches,

Jimmay Sﬁ%‘&i’ was azlfmhﬂg, bﬁ% hﬂ'
chunis wers | t%lt& wild with syeath.
’Ihﬂ had TJ cei . prepared for

scrap  with the Fifth- Fﬁmmm, and |
abject ‘surrende 1 g iﬂ?

t:su L on the part of |
they had not been pre-.
'-.pareJ—{a;rs fm it..

aoverr for a

“walloping ”
their leader

‘i

W idiot *?

ﬁxedﬂtm#&#ﬁﬁ-
he- - can ~fag -

“‘I ﬁm&w—-—-} kmw
-Jﬂ'ﬁfﬂ . S
S0 s paid for the walf b HHa

- tuekshop, and eould have taken it in

himself quite essily; but &a’;_n@t.'a

- done €0 mm fﬁﬁg songeb
.&Eﬁ you ve let blm da
shrieked " Lovell,.
“Why net?”
“Why not!

Sasy &n&s 3
Silver,  “Neothing to rag
“ Vo lHFGL:'*—-—-” si}u:iterﬂ Laovell.
“Hallo t-
a cheery voice.
Meornington and Eryell,

-

cal Four in the quad.

‘““Not rowing, surely,
asked Erroll, with a smuile

“Not at all,” answered Fimmy. |
“Lovell seems excited a&&uﬂ sgme- |
- thing, that’s all.” o
e put it te you, Morny, as junios
. skipper,” shouted Lovell., “Do we
fa for the Fifth ™ |
ornington frowned.
“No Jolly fear ! he answered'

- emphatically.

“That’s what Jammy’s doing.”
ELRO\E' 23

“He is, I tell yoa!”

‘“ Hansom’s given

Hansem’s study in a quarter of an

“Bosh [ wp

usual,

HDEWEI'E!(I Mor 1ny.
%

5 \Ta,turallx. g

“1 tell you——-**
L empf&m how the wmatter
- stands, i you like,” said Jimmy
Silver, with a yvawn. *““Hansom is
gianding us a tea in. the end

23

e Wha. a-at?’ stamimered Lavell.

“He’'s given me an erder on the
sergeant for the stuff. Now_ we're
not on the best of ferms with the
Fifth ; but if Hansom cheoses to

| stami us & tea, why refuse?”’

Lovell blinked.
" He told you to take the stuff to
his study!”” he howled.
assented

.1 believe -~-he. did,”
Jimmy. “Bet I'm %ﬂmg te: take it

to-my study, eld top.”
“You—you said you'd get tea in a
quar‘bﬁr of an howe,”
Se: 1 shall—in our study.”

by gad!” murmured Tal- |

needs a firm hand,” he |

and  Newcome
were all speaking together ds’ ithe |

v

s'hrieged |

| years.

mﬁe&“ :
" drm aﬁmrmglv S 2
And’ Edward Hansemds nese was | -
- an ineli hizher as he strolled on. ;
Mbﬂeﬂ: the Fifih-Formers would |
- not have felt so satisfied if they had |
b knewn the real é&ﬁﬁhﬂ:ﬁm of -
- gcood things:

What's the row 7™ M

mrm' | Fimmmy

| aleng the passage

b

I

e

| fu ll of good ideas,

- us,” said Jimmy Silver,

i hardestinut first.

' probable

N T
=

—_ Bm‘mn n:r&s,m;!’
gasped :-
vou see if's a put-up

‘the -
. School House, far froms it.

W;Ei_v, Nﬂ-—-m sifly’ |
{14‘5——?011—*}&&—--——

M afﬁmg that pa
- pgrels.
“Feed on?’ asL&ﬁ Tubby, with

mvited, and aecepted.

Ervell, Tubby Muffin and
| made qulte a mumerouns party. !
But there was enough for all. |

goods were quite enough | h
| “ to g0 g griother.
, hour. What de you thmk of that?” |

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

& . g
“Understand  -at - last?™ asked
Jimmy cheerfully, “I think this will

. be ;Mhﬂ- a- valuable lesson to Han-

som about fagging the Fourth. And
we're stony, and this feed will come
hike corn in Egypt in one of the lean
Come "on.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!"” reared Raby and

" New ccme

Lovell grinned.
He ’UHCE“ stood &b last.

“Good man!”’ LhaLLIﬂu Morning-
ton, and Erroll lzughed.
mmy. Go it!
Yﬁm two fellows come to tea with
“TPhere’s

B

lots for a whole famﬂy
Wwe may have a visit from the Fifth

_,hefem tea is over. Yeu mnever
I know.” |
. “Hs, ha, ha! ’f” |
“I¥e'll come,” said Meornington:
, Il bring a Lllﬂkﬂtﬂﬁmlﬂp mnh me,
In. egse it's wanted.”
“Come on; you chaps,” said
Jimmy.

And the Fiamcal Feur headed fn1

the tuckshop agam, in quite a cheew*_

and contented mood now.
Four faces were smiling brightly
as Jimmy preseuted Hansom’s l.,t to

Mr. Kettle.

The old sergeant had the goods
ready. It was ey ;dp.uh as mell |
Had'said, a ‘‘ put- mb o the. part

- of Bdward Hamam He was going
te establish the right of fagging the

Fouwrth, and he‘was begimmiig with
Jinmmy Silver.

Jimimy Silver cevtainly & hdrd

et ol ua{k but H&ﬂm:fﬁpﬂﬂmbh

considered ‘it judicious to. crack the

Silver. gave in, i} was
t1ut others would follow
his example. ‘No doubt that was how
Hansom looked at it.

And the egregious Hansom
néw. busily F‘;Igﬂg”d in counting his
chickens Defore they were hatehed.

It J mrn%

Jmaroy Silver & ("ﬂ left the school

shap ladeint with Hansom?s pavcels,

In ‘the distance, Hansom and his
friends, sauntering throngh the' arch
from Little Quad, canght sightr of
themy, ‘and stiiled,

fih%u th"""y

48

gal” muranned:

#FE’E'{EW for us, ‘hegad‘ w@id Tal-

bﬂfs: e

t!‘

ﬁ‘fi.- old hap
X -fﬁ- (ﬁ

The Fl:;LL&.] EQW 5&5 I‘ft:rﬁ I‘feati fﬁu
Fifth Form qguarter in the
They

headed for the end study in .the |
- Pourth Form

pm&g&

Moffin joined them  as they pro-

keen mierest,

“¥es. Like to #Dmf:"" gunned’
Silver. |

“My dear old .ehﬂaa

Ym your

1 mian ! said E&gml'ﬁ “‘rﬁuﬂm affec-
tionately, -

And he eame.
Teddy

and he also was

scrap, and Jimmy thought it pro-

bahle that there weould be scrapping

later on.

- There was soon quite a festive |
scene 1 the eud study. '

The Fistical Fﬂlﬂ' Morny

Hansom’s
round, and the Fc}urt
Formers piled in with a will,

The good things vanished fast
under the attagks of eight hungry
juniers.

Tea in the enel study was rapid,.

' and it was nearing its end when €on-
- roy, the

Australian, looked im.

“You kids been &skmg the Fifth
for trouble?”’ he mmquired.

“They’ve been asking us;” said
Jimmy Silver. : “And the answer
was i1 the affirmative, as the political
chinw aggers say in  the House of

Chinwag.’

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Well ’ﬁhey’ra E!]}}Iillg;” salel
- Caenroy.

“Let 'em all come. 'Try these bis-
cuits, Conroy, they're good. Hansom

paid a good price for these biscuits.”
“ Hansom. did " ejaculated Conroy,

T S Hxactly.”
“Oh! So that's why—"
Jimmy Silver etplamad
Australian. junior roared. He called
i his chums, PGI]‘? and Van Ryn, o

“Xou're |

And I think

Wals:

Tubby |

ssage with their

F

I’é hza -

| hm&a&y success, [t was now dmnng

upen mim that he had not been so suc--
cesstul as he had believed.

Grace was met farther--e?

and . the:

;_ m

mered Hansom:.
t wouldn’t have the cheek tcr——tﬂ—-
’t?ﬂi 2

‘of themx at onee. They

the hungry

- Fourth Form quarters.
Rawson on the stairease, and inquired

Prica

help ham fry the bmu They weve |
ve. - *51;&11'5 to the Fourth Form rcom,

also on- the scene, ready for the
expected arrival of the F ifth. If
H:maom & Co. came to the end study
they were likely to wake up a very
serious hornets’-nest, there,

The 3rd Gﬁap—t&h
Not Accurdmg to Proegramime.

“ Ready!” asked Edward Hansom.

He gl&ﬂted into his study in the
Fifth Iorm passage.

Hansom had allowed a good
quarter of an hour to elapse. He
wanted to give his fags time to get
tea nicely for h1m,

Hansom was judicious in this.
Later on I‘i:a could hurry up his fags,
. and G!ﬁ, them far delay, and so

forth, Iike the gicat men of the .

Sixth,
at
break the ice suecessfully, as it were,
So he gave .Iimr_r ‘%111:&1 plenty of
time vo get tea.

And his tone was quite cheery and

But this was an experiment,

' polite as he looked into his study,

and asked if it was ready.

ITis expression changed the next

ioment, however,

No. 1 in the Fifth was empty.

There was no sign of tea, and there.
was no.sign of fags.
cold and empty. There was no fire—
no pile of warm toast. There was no
set, table—in facé, there was. nothing
that hadw’t boen thers when Hansom:
had left his study,

“By gadl”? emﬁaate& the Fifth-

Former, |

Hﬁ %&:&ﬂ inte the atu'd?y blankly.,

"Thi i mof the Fifth eould net
qurﬁs make it out. He had ordered.
Jimmy Bilver to get his tea 1@3&:} I
a quarter of an hour, and he “hud
allowed him twenty nlmutes . which
to do it.  And there was no tea; and
thiere was no Jimm Silver.

1t was quite perp exmg. |

:* All serene ?”” asked Ceeil Talbo,y&,

. from the passage;

“ Nummo.”’
“Isn't ¢ tea | ready?” inquired
- Lamsden. . :
“"\1'-119
- My word! - Give those fags al

jolly gocd: hidimg, then !
Bmwn major - wl'athfudy
etify of tinje.”” -

| e -they;e not here 2
- “Eh""”

) i iﬂmﬂkﬂ- i mi Talbaya _r:'.wf;l :

| s ;.;_,. ﬁéﬁ his success
E ng m ut secretl
Mm very mmch sur rlﬂﬂ&ﬂ‘g

X

Rl 2o S B
haltingly.

thmic “he begzm

) s W&}l they're not here I'* said T&lf ;.
'bﬂya |

“ Where ave they, Hansom ?” |
“ And where’'s teaﬁ" I'm hungzy.”
“I—I think perhaps they—— It's

jolly odd,” said Hamsem, celowring. |
f;‘ IH—I suppose that yﬂung cad Silver |
|+ wounldn’t have the nerve to disobey |
. my orders—my dITEE:ﬁ orders,

¥ mﬁ 27

you |

“Huan !’
g Hﬁm (23

Hanszom’s followers theught it very {
. probable, as a matter cf fact, that warrior; but he was equal to sitting
- % o Pnttv of |
e Fourth ’” was & good man in a !

g% . grab, thﬂugh 2
- ma jor,

- rigit enausgh we siw them carrying

Silver would have the nerve.
“I—1I say, what’s become of the
exelaimed

m dismay. ““They had that

it away from the’ shop

‘T}my‘-—-—they ve gmt i‘hat'” stam-
“Theg — they

He stopped. |
The Iﬁftll-Fnlmels loﬂked at one

The dreadful truth Gceu}.red to all

rather too late the real reason af

Jimmy Silver’s meck submission. He

was net fagging for the Fifth, after
alt | He was bagging the Fifth Form
qplead which was quite a different
matter, and not at all gratifying to
heroes of the Fifth.

“ Let’s go_and look for the young
sweeps !’ said Lumsden abru ﬂv
Hansomr nodded, and

seniors - hurried 6ﬁ towards the
They met

if he had seen Jimmy Silver,

It was
then that Cenroy spotted thenn;

and

| toek the news to the end study.

“Seen Jimmy Silver 2” asked Raw-
son reﬂﬁctwelv “Oh, yes!”
“ Well, where did vou see him? ™
“In the Form-room.*” |
* said Han-

“Come on, you ¢haps
som hurned]g' “They re feedm on

our stuff in the Form-room !
the way there, you know! We—we—
we’'ll jolly well ﬁ]“ughter them !”.

pmsem-, -and he was anxieus to |

The grate was |

Brown |

the four |

Thres Halfpence

)

f
,

¥

1

i

'3

|

E

G’utmf"

!

Form-room.

r-“ﬁa@

!

- Jimmy Silver kindly.

rolled under
-} pbmmelling him on all sides.

9/8/19

The Fifth-Formers rushed down-
deserted at that hour. Rawson
griinmned and went inte his study. His
statemens had been well founded;
he had seen Jimmy Sidver in ﬂ'.'o
He only emitted to
menticn that he had secen him there
during lessons, a couple of hours !
earlier, |

Buf - his meaning dawned on
Hansom & Co. wlren they rushed into
the Form-room with warlike® looks,
and fﬁﬁ;d 1}; empty. ¢ £

s —t mnﬂt ere, begad!”
ejaculated Ta.E

Hansom ﬂk a, snort of fury.
“Fhat e young rascal was
pulimmg our Iw hmwled 3 Cﬂmo
on! We s ﬁnd them 1n Silver’s
st 1 ex b=
h ga.d 1

In a frame of mind, by this time,

{ that was alm Hunmsb Hansom &

Co. rushed 8 agam
This time t did not inquire after
Jimimy Siher, they rushed along to
the end study to see for themselves.
The déor was shut. It opened with
a crash -as Hansom drove his boot
against it. -
The four seniors rushed in. .
“ Here they are!” gasped Hansom..
The rush of the-Fifth had to stop. |
The study was crowded. There were .
eleven juniors in the reom; and .
jupier studies weve neot planned for -

- parties of eleven. There was not

much room  for the senfors. And
there were loud and wrathful ex-
clamations as they collided with the
Colonial Co., who were nearest the
door.

Jimmy Silver jumped up. _
you fellows! Want any-
thing?” he asked.

“Ha, ha, ha“’

““ Where'semay fuck 2 velled Han-

| som furiously. He had fﬁrgotten for
| & moment,

his claims te faggmg ‘
service, in his anxiety for the splcar]
“Only one egg left, old bean.”

o Whﬂ.t
“But yow can have that!” added .
“'luz’ Crack! Smash!
Hansom received the egg—on h's

1" exclaymed | nose !
“They’ve-|

. erch”’ e oba et
“Ha, ha, bal” '
|  Hamsem made a wild jump at
i Jtmy Silver. The 3 was streaming
0| down his face, anc thég Classical
JUREGTS WePe Toaring - wi hiter.
The T’Mmﬁleﬁm ﬁgg way

‘&j‘ m a;ttr.mrﬁcf hk& tﬁe:w .th h the ors and r hed
#@Hw - throug juniors: reae |

| Jimmy Silver.
l

“’Eaeﬂ; up!” roared Jimmy.
“‘Wﬁ&t—ﬁﬁ P |
“Collar em ™
- “Kick ’em out!™

M HarmhkI™ O

And the scene that follewed was
worthy of the pen of a Homer, or at .
- least of the typewriter of & Kipling,

Vae Victis }
“Back up

153
“Give ’em socks !”?
““ Yaroooh !

* “Down with the Flﬂ‘.h"f

“ Hurrah !”?

“Oh! Ow! Yow! Yoop

Against the Fistical Four alﬂne tho
four seniors would no doubt have
- proved  themselves victors. But
eleven juniors were rather too much

for them. Even Tubby Muffin joined

in the serap. Tubby Muffin was not a

- on aﬂybﬂdy who was down, and he
‘sat on’ Hansom when that. wmh};e

youth was floored.

And when Tubby Muffin sat on a
person, that person was hors de
combat. There was no arguing with
Tubby’s aveirdupois.

. Hansom crumpled up as Tubby saﬁ
on him,

Lumsden and Talboys and Bm’wn
major were still puttm g up a losing

fight.  Apparently they had expected -
- to walk ever a gang of fags with ease.

What happen

ed was quite the reverse.

{ The gang of fags walked over them.

Lumsden went down with his head
in the ashes, and three or four juniors
pinned hiny there, and Putt:g' play-
fullly sprinkled ashes over his up-
turned, furious face. Brown major
the table, with juniors
Ceeil
Talboys struggled with Morny and
Conroy and Van Ryn, but he
str uggled in vain. The dandv of the
Fifth was chiefly concerned about his
clothes, on which the juniors showed
no mercy whatever.

“ Mind my cellar I”” wailed Talbeys,
in tones of &nglﬂh “Mind my
necktie! Oh, gad!”?

His collar ecame off in Van Ryn's
grasp, what time Conroy jerked out
his necktie. And three or four grasp-

ing hands rent his elegant jacket up
the back.

“Obh, you awful rotters! Yow-ow!
T give in ! gasped. Talboys. “T give |
in! Sfoppit! Yarooeh !” |

“Kick him out!”



‘“Ha, ha, hal”’

“1 say., I'm goin’, you know—:
Yoooop |

Talboys went. Three or four boots
behind him helped him to go; and he
left the end study almost whizzing.

Fourth-Formers were hurrying
along the passage now, to the scene
of the uproar. The alarma had gone
forth that the Fifth had invaded the
sacred quarters of the Fourth; and
there was not a man in the Fourth
Form who was not prepared to do
battle with the invaders. Even Pecle
and Gower and Lattrey, even Towny
and Toppy, rushed up with the rest.
And Talboys, as he fled, had to run
the gauntiet of the new arrivals.

“Yick him out!” yelled Junmy
Qilver from the doorway of the end

study.
And his direction was obeyed. |
Every foot in the passage seermed

anxious to get a kick at (lecil Tal-
bovs as he fled; and there seemed to
be innumerable feet. The hapless
Talbovs felt like a football by the
¢ime he reached the stairs, and
bounded down them three at a time.

““ Any more there?” roared Higgs
from the passage.

““Three more !” e

¢ Cthuck 'em out, and we'll give ‘em
beans "

““ What-ho !” _

Jimmy Silver turned back into the
study., The end study had rather a
wrecked appearance, but 1t did not
look so wretch as Hansom and
' Tumsden -and Brown major: Those
three unhappy vouths were wriggling
painfully under the weight of the
juniors who pinned them to the floor.

“Brown next!” said Jimmy Silver.

“Leggo!” roared Brown Inajor.
“I—I'll go, if you like—"

“You will, old top !}’

¢“On your neck !” grinued Lovell.

Brown major was hauled to the
door and hurled forth.

He landed on his hands and knees
in the midst of the excited crowd of
juniors outside.

A’ dozen feet found
dropped on the floor. " g

““Oh, my hat! You young villains!
Help ! Yarooooh !”

“Pumish him!”

Lim as he

roared Higgs.

“Kick him out! Gerrout of the
way, Peele! TI've only kicked him
once !”’

Brown major picked himself up and
flod. A hurricane of kicks accom-
panied him along the passage, t:ll he
scrambled down the stairs and
escaped. |

Lumsden was the next.

He was tossed out of the end study
like a sack of coke, and kicked along
to the stairs, amid yells of laughter.

" - Fdward Hansom was left till the
last. The captain of the Fifth looked
very apprehensive as he was yanked
to his feet. ‘

“Your turn now !’
Silver.

“ Chuck him out

Hansom gasped. Tubby Muffin’s
weight had told on him. He was m
a breathless state as he was hustled
to the door.

“ You—you voung sweeps ! Leggo!
Oh crumbs! Oh crikey! Yarooht!”

“Do you want us to fag for vou
any more, Hansom?" |

““Ha, ha, ha!”

““Yaroooh !

Hansom went out headlong. He
fell into the crowd outside; and
Jimmy Silver & Co. followed him up.
His comrades had fared roughly; but
their experience was a joke to Han-
som’s. By the time the captain of
the Fifth reached the stairs, he felf
as if he had been through an earth-
quake and a cyclone and an air-raid
rolled into one. And even then he
was not done with. The exuberant
juniors rolled him down the first flight
of stairs, bumping him on each stair.
He was allowed to roll down the next
flicht by himself; and he lay on
the next ldnding in a dazed state.

The unfortunate fagger of the
Fourth was just able to crawl away.

He was followed by yeils of derision
fromm above, and loud invitations to
come back and fag the Fourth again;
but the hapless Hanzom was not

: *

grinned Jimmy

'!".H
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thinking just then of fagging the
Fourth. '

He picked himself up and limped
off to his study, where he sank into
his: armchair, and for thes next
quarter of an hour was chiefly occu-
pied in gasping and groaning.

The Fourth-Formers cheered loudly
as they went back to their studies,
victorious.

Jimmy Silver and his chums came
back into the end study, chuckling.
The study was in a deplorable state;
but they set to work very cheerfully
putting it to rights.

“T pather think that Hansom will
be tired of fagging this study, after
this I” Raby remarked.

““1 shouldn’t be surprised !”” grinned
Jimmy Silver. “1 don’t think the
Fifth got much change out of us this
time. Anyhow, they're pretty cer-
tain not to send us for tuck again.”

“Hea. by, hal

““ But where did. Morny come in?”
grinned Lovell.

““ Morny ?"”

“ Well, Morny's junior captain now,
and it was up to Morny to deal with

the Fifth. But it's left to this study

to take Hansom down a peg.” |

_-" : ‘ J—I-‘-
]
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MORNINGTON GETS IT HOT!

Then Hansom started in with the cans.

Arthur Edward Lovell chortled.
“Morny was in a back seat all the
time—it was Jimmy Silver Hhrst,
second, and all the time.”
Jimmy Silver looked rather serious,
““1 don’t want to be taking the lead
now Morny’s captain,” he said. ‘A
fellow must play the game. But 5
“But it can’t be helped, old top.
You're a bit of an ass, in your way,
Jimmy, but you ought to be skipper,
and vou know it. Morny isn’t really
big enough for the job.” ‘
“Oh, rot!” said Jimmy uneasily.
But other fellows in the Fourth took
Arthur Edward Lovell’s view. There

- had been a tussle with the rival Form,

and the Fifth had been beaten; and
it was Jimmy Silver who had been
the leader. And from Morny’s very
thoughtful look, when Jimmy saw
him again, Jimmy could guess that
the same thought had occurred to
bhim.

The 5th Chapter.

A Fag at Last!

“It's the principle of the thing !

Edward Hansom of the Fifth made
that remark a couple of days later
in his study. _
. His audience consisted of his study-
mates, Lumsden and Talboys.

Both of them were looking dubious,

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

““The principle of the thing!” re-
peated Hansom. ‘ That’s what we've
got to think about!”

““ The fact is, old chap,” said Lums-
den, with a cough, *it looks to me to
be more trouble than it’s worth. The
unruly lhittle beasts "

““ Unruly little beasts require ruling
with a firm hand.”

“Well, after all, we ain’t prefects,
and the Fourth don't matter a
tuppenny button to us.”

“I'm fed up with the scrubby little
scoundrels,’” said Talboys. “1 know
they simply ruined my clobber the

y 12

other day !

‘“ Bother your clobber!” said Han-
som <rritably.

“Well, you'd think about your
clobber if your tailor sent you in bills
like mine!” said Talboys mournfully.
““T. "hadn’t had that . jacket a
week i

‘““ Blow your jacket!”

“ And they ripped it up the back.
I’'m goin’ to have 1t repaired for
knockin’ about in—chap has to be
economical these days. 1 can’i wear
it out of doors again. Simply can’t—
with a seam up the back and across
the shoulder. And the tailor——"

‘““Hang the tailor!”

““The tailor man is chargin’ me a
guinea for repairs. Perhaps you'd like
to stand the guinea, Hansom ?”’ sug-
gested Talboys, rather sarcastically.

“If you can’t talk sense, Cecil, old
man, you'd better give your chin a

rest I’ said the exasperated Hansem.
“Now, as I was sayimng, it’s the prin-
ciple of the thing. We're seniors, and
therefore we have a natural right to
fag the juniors.

The Sixth do. Car-

" .-.'_: ______________
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foug
Whack !

thew of the Sixth was sniggering at
me this morning over our affair the
other day in the fag quarters. Car-
thew thinks he can manage fags.”
“Carthew’s a bully !” |

“Well, a certain amount of bully-

ing isn’'t bad for kids, you know,
when they don’t know their place.
But I'm not thinking of ragging the
Fourth. The fact 1s, I was rather

- hasty the other day.”

“You were!” agreed Lumsden.

“T started with Silver—a -tho-
roughly obstinate little beast, if ever
there was one. 1 would have been
wiser to begin with a less obstinate
young  scoundrel — like - Mufhn,
f’rinstance.”

Lumsden grinned.

“Muffin would fag for the giddy old
Kaiser himself, if he was offered a
jam-tart !’ he said.

“We can’t bribe the fags!” said
Hansom loftily. **We've got to
remember that we’re senipors; and
there's the dignity of the Fifth Form
to consider. But a thick ear would

do it. Offer ham a thick ear for re-
fusing, and a fat little funk like
Muffin would come to heel fast

enough. It's making a beginning and
breaking the ice. I ought really to
have started with Muffin instead of

Qilver: T can see that now, What 1

[ 3

-

"Lar. him across the chair!?” commanded Hansom.
t like a tiger, but thn;.hraa seniors got him down at last.
whack !
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want is to get the principle of the The tarts were in the bag; but
thing recognised.” the cat was out of the bag now. The

“Well. go ahead!” s&idtumsden.
‘“We'll back you up, of course; the
young rascals ought to fag for us!” -

“They ought, for
assented Talboys. ‘A fag would be
nio end useful to me; brushin’ clothes,
and all that. But &

“T've told Muffin to come to this
study,” said Hansom casually.

Lumsden indulged in a wink at the
ceiling.

“ Will he come?” he asked.

“He will come.”

“It's like that Welsh chap 1n
Shakespeare, you know,” remarked
Lumsden. ‘“He said he could call
spirits from the vasty deep. And
Hotspur said, ¢ But will they come
when you do call to them?’ Now,
it’s all very well to tell Mufhn to
come here. DBut =

“T've given him orders to comas.”

[ 3Hem !!!‘

Tap !

Hansom gave his study-mates a
triumphant glance as a tap came at
the study door.

The door opened, and the fat face
of Reginald Muffin, of the Classical
Fourth, looked in, with a beaming,
fat smile on 1it. a

“Oh!” ejaculated Lumsden, taken
aback.

Tubby Muffin had evidently obeyed
orders.

““ Come in, Muffin !’ rapped out the
captain of the Fifth.

““Yes, Hansom !”

The fat Classical rolled in.

““Shut the door!”

Tubby closed the door obediently.
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Morny

whack !

Lumsder and Talboys looked on in
surprise. Here was a member of the
Fourth Form
orders, at all events. True; Tubby
Muffin was likely to obey anybody’s
orders rather than take a licking.
But he hadn’t been licked yet, at all
events. Yet his only object in life
at the present moment seemed to be
to make himself agreeable to Hansom.

Hansom was growing loftier than
ever in look. He had rather a weak-
ness for “showing off ”’ before his
friends.

““ Muffin !”” he rapped out.
*Yes, Hansom ?” :

“Put some more sticks in the fire,
and shove the kettle on!”

“Certainly, Hansom !”’

Tubby Muffin carried out those
directions with cheerful alacrity. 1t
really looked as if Hansom had found
an obedient fag at last.

But when the kettle was disposed
on the blazing sticks, Tubby Muffin
turned towards the captain of the
Fifth with an inquiring look.

“Where are they ?” he asked.

Hansom coughed.

“Oh, I said you cbuld have some
tarts, didn’t 17" he remarked care-
lessly. ““There they are—in the
bag.”

“0Oh!”™ murmured Lumsden,

"

obeying Hansom'’s |

certain !” f

|

~ Muffin made a jump for the door.

magic power that had turned the fat
(lassical into an obedient fag for the
Fifth was not Hansom’s eye of com-
mand or the terror of his glance.
It was the promise of jam-tarts.

Hansom avoided meeting his
chums’ eyes as Tubby -Muffin
travelled througzh a couple of jam-
tarts. They did not take him long.
Two jam-tarts weren't much to
Tubby Muffin. Two dozen would
probably have left him inquiring for
more.

““Ts that all, Hansom ?”’ he asked.

“Yes,” grunted the Fifth-Former.
“Do you think I keep a tuckshop here
for fat fags?”

“Well, yvou said tarts!” answered
Reginald Muffin, in rather an
fogrieved tone. “Of course, fwo
tarts are tarts. But I thought a3

“You needn’t trouble to think!"”
snapped Hansom. “You're not
wanted to think, Muffin! You're
wanted to do as you're-told!”

“Oh, am 17" said Tubby warmly.

“Yeos. And don’t argue!”

“I'll- argue if I like!” retorted
Reginald Muffin independently.

“You'll get a hicking 1if you do!”

Evidently the fagging was begin-
ning 1 earnest. The fly had walked
into the spidet’s parlour—attracted
by jam-tarts. It was not going to be
so easy to walk out again,.

That consideration seemed to dawn
upon fat Muffin’s brain, for he began
to back towards the door.

Hansom raised his hand.

“Stop !”” he commanded. . .

Edward Hansom was _firmly under
the tmpression that, like the lamented
parent of the Prince of Denmark, he
had “an eye like Mars, to threaten
and command.” He was exercising it
now.

So far, however, from being awed
by Hansom’s eye like Mars, Tubby
He

scented danger.

Iansom jumped up.

His commanding eye was evidently
useless in this case. But a command-
ing hand dropped on Tubby’s fat
shoulder before he could get the door
open and swung him back. Hansom
had a heavy hand, and it was much
more efficacious thdn his eve.

“Now, then, you ckeeky wyoung
rascal 2 ;

- *“*Yarooeoh !"”
“Shurrup !’
“Help !’

““You silly young ass!” yoared the
exasperated Hansom. ‘ Stop making
that row! I haven’t touched vou!”

“Leggo " |

“Now, Muffin—""

“* Rescue !”

“Give me that cane, Lummy !”

““Here you are,” said Lnumsden,
grinning. |

“Hold out your hand, Muffin!”
said Hansom, just as if he was a pre-
fect of the Sixth Form.

Muffin blinked at him.

“Mum-mum-my hand!” he stut-
tered.

“Yes; sharp

“Wha-a-at for?”

“I'm going to cane you!”

“ Kik-kik-cane me!” howled Tubby
Muffin indignantly. “Yah! Do you
think you’re a prefect, you silly owl?
Yah !” “

Lumsden and Talboys
they couldn’t help it.
flushed with wrath.

“Hold out your hand!” he thun-
dered.

“Yah!” retorted Tubby Muffin.

“Then you'll get it harder!”

Whack, whack, whack !

B3

grinned :
Hansom

The haples§ Tubby did get it—
| across his fat shoulders. Hansom
laid 1t on with great energy. He felt

that he was upholding the dignity of
the Fifth, as well as establishing the
important rule that the Fourth faggoed
for the I1fth. Tubby Muffin squirmed
and howled.

But there was no help at hand for
poor Tubby. He was in the spider's

parlour, far from help.

Whack, whack, whack !

“Yoop! Stoppit! 1 say, Hansom,

| old chap Yarooh! You beast!

Chuck 16! 1 say, old fellow, leggo!
Yarooh!”

“There,” said Hansom severely, ‘1

think that ought to be a lesson to
you, Muffin!"”

“Yow-ow-ow !”

*“*Do you want any more?”

“No!” howled Tubby.

“Then set to work, fagging !”’ com-
manded Hansom. “Clear the tea-
table, tidy up the grate, and put the
kettle away, and—and dust the room!
I'll watch you do it!”

“I'm not going to fag for the
Fifth !” roared Tubby.

Whack !

“Yarooooh !"”

“*What did vou say, Muffiin?”’

“I—I said—I—I mean I'll fag for
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fellow !”’

I

you. with pleasure, old
zasped the unhappy Tubby.
“Porr’t callf me old fellow!

I mean,

don’t like it from fags!™”
Eﬂ'}F? YEE}

“ Al right, old fellow
vour beast—I—I mieanter
ffansom! All right!”

“ Pile in !'” commanded Hansom.

Tubby Muffin cast a longing glance

at the d_our.
tween him and the door,

3

The fat

jam-taris.
sot £o work fagging, under the com-
manding eve of Hansom of the Fifth.

Hansom had bagged a fag at last!

— g

The 6th Chapter.
The High Hand.
“Jinmmy |7
*“ Hallo, porker !”

Jimmy Silver was on lus way to
the ericket-ground, when 'Fubby

stopped him, red and wrathful and

plaintive at the same time.
paused good-naturedly.
“Been in the wars 7"’ he asked.
“Yow-ow-ow !”
“ Well, what’s the trouble ? Lovell’s
yvelling to me !’ said Jimmy Silver.
“Yve been fagging for the Fifth [”
gasped Tubby.

Jirhmy

“What 2"”
“They got me into Hansom’s
study,” groaned Tubby dolorously,

““and then the beast licked me till I
fagged for him, Jimmy!’”
Jimmy Silver frewned.

A CRICKET
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Classical was paying dearly for two
With & furious face, he

“You oughtan't to have done it,”
he said.

“What ®ould I do?”’ demanded
Muffin warmly. “ Think I could fight
three of the Fifth? 'Three of the
Fourth would be as much as I could
tackle.” :

“And a httle over,

Jimmy, laughing.
But Hansom was be- |

“Well, ain’t you going to take it
up 7”7 exclaimed Tubby. ‘‘ Are these
Fifth Form cads going to fag the
Fourth, and wallop 'em?”

“No fear! But—but P Jmmy
hesitated.. “Morny’s junior captain
now, Tubby; it’'s Morny’s bizney to
take it up for the Form. You'd better
go to Mornington !”’

Tubby Muffin gave a snort.

“Morny’s no good!” he answered.

“Go to Morny !”’ answered Jimmy
Silver. . “Why, you young sweep,
you voted for him at the election~—"

‘“Well, he stood me a feed, you
see % .

“Well, Morny’s your

runted Jimmv, and he detached
%‘ubby’s fat hand from his sleeve and
joined his chums, who were waiting
for him 1mpatiently.

Tubby Muffin blinked after him,
and then rolled away to Valentine
Mornington’s study. Tubby was
simply athirst for vengeance for his
manifold wrongs, and although he
had voted for Mornington at the
junior captain’s election, bis faith was
stronger m Jimmy Silver. But there
wae no choice for him now, and he

nian !’

THIS WEEK:
TALK.

By A. M. BUCAT.

(The brilliant baisman who recently scored 3066, naqt ouf, in

oite innings, and so set up a record for the first-ciass cricke
seasonrr of 9193 :

There are ‘\inany pomts in cricket |
which every junior player must take
note of and remember if he has the.
slightest ambition to excel in- what

must alwavs Be regarded as the best
and cleanest of all branches of manly
sport. The word ‘‘Cricket ” 13 now
nsed to express the very essence of
fairness, and no*matter where yon
are vou will hear the game referred
to as one which has never lent itself
to petity trickery, |

When a shady or unsporismanlike
action 13 commitied m bDusiness, some-
body will say “it’s not cricket.”
What better recommendation could
any game have?  Football, golf,
tennis, or, indeed, any game other
than cricket 18 never mentioned with
the same amount of reverence, and
I am sure there iz no necessity to tell
my young readers that the chief point
ta remember i3 absolufe {airness,
because, as I -suggested before,
“ecricket” and ‘fair dealing 7’ ave
sYronymouns. :

I was once acting as an amateur
ampire’ in a janior fatch in whieh
a very eager batsman at the bowler’'s

end was backing up, or starting to |

run.. as the ball was being delivered.
The voung bowler noticed this, and
G one. occasyon, instead of deliver-
ine the ball at the completion of his
ynn. knocked the bails off and
appealed. “How’'s that!” ervied he,

“Not out!” I replied. *‘And cer-
tainly not in the spirit of the game.
Warn your young
man, and probably he will be more
careful,
practices.’”’

However, according to the laws of
the game, my decision should have
heen “©Out!” Yet I shall never be-
lieve a yvoung ecricketer would be
guilty of taking & mean advantage
by starfing a run too cariy.

The points I want my readers to
vomember are those mnot connected
with fairness.
that every ecricketer plays in the
pioper spirit; so let us get to work.

We will start with batting. Sonie-
how, this department of the game
always comes first in the mind of the
boy cricketer, It 1z his greatest
ambition to ghine as a batsman; and,
afthough T ought net te say so, this
i+ quite natural,

Now, the chief point to remember
n-batting 18 never to lose sight of |
it with P]i
 forward; and if you can get fo the |

iheo ball from the time that it leaves
ihe bowler’s hand until it has been
struck by the bat, or has passed the
wicket. I have seern hundreds of
voung players hit at the ball with

Junges  af

friend the bats- |

but never resort to sharp |

I would rather feel |

- friend of mine.

—

their eves closed, making terrible
the place
irfla‘gilt;xe the ball E:_wéﬂ come.
play by guesswark.
a, }fu;:g %i# as a result of a blind
swipe, but vou will never be worth
voar salt as a batsman unless you
keep vour eyes glued on to'the ball.

At first, you may feel that your
movements -arée hampered, and that

Never

vou are not getfag so much out of |

the game as vou ought, but the habit | fude of

of watching, once properly contracted,
is never lost, and in _a very short
space of time you will find yourseld

| picking ont the vight bail to hit, the
right one to play back at, and the |

right ene to leave alone.

A. M. DUCAT,

the famous Surrey Athlete, who
has writien this article specialiy for
the BOYS’ FRIEND.

[ often read the Boys' FRrIEND,
and I remember seeing some rattling
good advice in an article wirtten

by a great cricketer who is a close
He said that a good |
rule to follow in the case of a straight |
' ball is—if the ball pitches so far away
that vou cannot
it, play back. If it comeg farther up,

get, to the pitch of

s0 that you can get to the pitch of
some slight difficulty, play

pitch of it with ease, jump into 1t
and hit it for all you are worth. Good!

But unless vou watch the badl all the §

I think,” said

where they §

ol ﬂ@vﬁ.' somebody & catci.

You may make §

-
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¢ | is priceless.

‘rolled away to pitch his tale of woe

to the new shkipper.

Morny was alone in No. 4; Errolf |

was on the cricket-greund. Fhe new
junior captain. was wrestling: with
French conjugations, a task -set lim
by Monsienr Moneean, when Tubby
rolled in. Hé pointed impatrently to
the door.

“Travel I he
busy i”

“Look here, Morny ”

“Shut the door after you!”

“Po you call yourself jumior cap-
tain 7"’ roared Tubby Muflin, m a
white heat of indignatien. ‘*Am I
going to be fagged by the Fifth, and
nothing said about it? Jimmy Silver
would have made the roifters sit up
for it, when he was captain, I can tell
veu !’ |

“Oh! 1Is that 18?7 Mornmington
laid down his pen and rose to his
feet. *“The Fifth have been fagging
you, have they 1™

“Yes:; Hansom, and Lumsden, and
Talboys, 1 their study !”

“ And you fagged?”

“T had to. Hansom whacked me
till I did.
Tubby Mufin.

Lerm

“T—T knocked him

flying once—fairly spinning.  But
there were three of them -

“Pidn’t you knock them all spin-
nin’ 2% asked Mornington sarcastic-
ally. “Why didn’t you take all
besh thewr heads to-

three, and

I

would have, only—only
time, vou cannet do any one of these
three things. -
Another point—don’t try to cepy
the strokes of a first-class ericketer

until yvou know how to defend your

wickets, Let defence come first, de-
jance afterwards. There will be plenty
of loese balls to hit at, when the
sphere begins to look as Pig as a
cabbage

Now, just a few words to bowlers.
Don't let pace be your one ambition.
and. above all things, never bowl

F hori-pitched stuff. Remembey that

so long as vou don’$ bowl full-pitchers
veu cannot overpitel a ball. = No-
body can help bowling a half-velley
oceasionaliy,
' The great fanlt of somse

- voung bowlers 1 their fear of being

|

. Many
. epponents.

hit. Let the batsmian “have a go.’
if he hits vou two or three times
&'l probably nmss-fint the nexv one

| know auny number of young

svicketers who hate fielding; yet i

thev only remained on the tiptoo of

¥ ateh

the ‘batsman, and you can
anticipate hi# strofe, so that when

the ball is hit toward you, youw will |
! have already etarted on your task of |
felding it. Get slack, and when the |

hall comes it cafclies you napping.
That 12 how catches are missed and
runs dre grven - to  Four

The*= is just one piece of advice
I wonld venture to give, however,

to those who ave perhaps a littie too

fond of reereation and

not sufficrently

fond of hard work, which 18 absolutely

i

fulness.
teaching us how to keep our tempers |
under provocation, it teaches us how §

necessary to an honourable career.

(James of any kind should never take

precedence in & young man's hife. It
must not<be forgotten that every man

owes it to himself, his friends, and
his country to do something to the |
nation’s credit, and pastime shionld |

be kept rigidly for the hours of
leisure which follow work.

. There are. many young people who
oxcel in some particalar branch of
sport who imagine that their natural
ability to <hine in recreation should

ambition to achieve a position of use-
Cricket does much

to think and act quickly, to be gelf-

reliant. and to be fair -in all things;

but if we stuply give the réin to sport

with a love of fair play which ravely,
or never. leaves him i later life.
There may be many good qualities
Iving dormant in a youth which make
him gelf-reliant, physically and then

it is mean to take unfair advantage.

(9. W ADweak

T—I fought hard ! said |

F
and as for a vorker—it |
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after I'd knocked Hansom down, the

|

—— o

 expectaney all the time they were )i
felding, they would probably 3
ihat it is one of the most enjoyable | W
 departments of the game. _
the Bight of the ball; wately the attr-

agrec | ¥

s

1101;' i?{} ‘E,,“"H_'.'itr(:_—‘_d’ EVElLlL if it} dﬂeﬂ ﬂ"ﬂf&};’ |
with all hopes of realising a higher |

o |

and make it our master, we undo all |
' the good mfluence and tend to become | {
own |

 ¢elfish and ambitious for our {
' vamglory. Home  imfluence and |
school environment naturally go far |
to mould a boy’s c¢haracter, but §

' through the medium of a game like | )i
cricket, he generally becomes imbued |

mentally - he learns early to see thas |

others,
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. you know
“Vou should have knocked them

dewr, too!"’ grinned Mornmgten.

“Well, I did, you know,” said

Fubby. “kfought like a—a lion. But

altogether, they were too much for
me. See? And—and I've bgen
thrashed, and made to fag, and 1t’s
your bizney to take it up as junior
captain, Morny, you know 1t is!”
Mornington frowned.
“¥You're such a2 thumpin’ fat, httle

liav,” he said, “1 don't know liow

much there is in your yarn. But Pl
go and see Hansom about 18!”

“Fat lot of good that will be!”
eruntedeFTubby Mufiin discontentedly.
“ Jimmy Silver would have—"- .

““Never mind Junmy Silver new—
I'm skipper. Shut up, and leave it
to me!”” snapped Mornington.

The junior captain left his study,
and made his way to the Fifth Form
quarters. That was vather a reckless
proceeding on his part in the cireum-
stances, but Morny did not stop fo
think about that; he was reckless by
nature, and 1t did not cccur fo him to
be prudent. |

There was a sound of laughter in
Hansonys study as Morny rcached
the door. He threw it open.

Hansom & Co. seemed 1n a merry
mood: |

The principle of the thing, as Han-
som termed 1t, had been established—
the ice had been breken. The Fourth
had started fagging for th

L o

3

On one occasion, eddy saved
The life of Rockwood’s skippers

With splendid courage he behaved
And proved himself a

But Tubby Muffin sought to steal
The glory and the credit;

That story made a wide appeal
To evervone who read 1t!
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Trae, only Tubby Muffin had started ;
but it was a beginnmg.
Kdward Hansom confidently pre-

~dicted that Muffin’s example would
be followed, especially if a few more
‘thrashings were handed out. And

|

|
[

i
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| b

e Fifth. |

I TELL of Grace—not “ W,
The mighty man of cricket; .
But one who loves a boyish spree
And always hits the wicket.

Cf japers he’s the reigning king,
For fun he’s always ready;

And we should miss like anything
The daring pranks of Teddy!

The Fistic Four are men of might,
| In friendship’s bonds united;

{ True sportsmen, pluckily they fight
To sece each grave wrong righted.
This quartette takes the pride of place,
Among the first they're reckoned ;
But all agree that “Putty” Grace

‘Ceomes in an easy second !

He ranks a sporfsman in our eves,
His prowess has no limit;

And when the Channel he espies
No doubt he’ll try to swim it}
At cricket he is all the rage, |
His fame scarce needs extollings
One day he’ll give us, on this page,
Some useful hints on bowling!

Then raise your. glass of ginger-wine,
Already overtlowing, '

And drink to Grace, a sportsman fine,
A fellow worth the knowing!

By Owen Conquest, week by week,
May all his deeds be written;

For none could ever hope to seek
A truer type of Briton! |

—THE ROOKWOOD RHYMESTER.

}H{ansom was prepared to hand them
out as fast as réquired.

The three Fifth-Formers stared at
Mornington, stil smillmg.

“Hallo! Pid vou tell this fag to
comie here, Hansom?” yawned Tal-
boys.

Hanzom sheok his head.

“No; I'm noet waunting a fag at
prosent,” he said. *“¥You can cut,
Mornington. Y} call you when re-
quired !”

“You silly chump!” was Morny's
reply.

“Cut off at onceg!”

“I want to know whether vyou've

| been fagging Tubby Mufin, of my

Form?” said Mornington.

Hansom nodded genially.

“*Yes; I believe 1t wags Muffin who
fagged here,”’ he assented. ‘““One of
vour serubby gang, anyhow, I think
it was Muffin 7

“1 think you’re already aware that

| the Fourth don’t fag for the Fifth!”

said Mornington.

“We're going to knock all that
nonsense out of youw, my boyv,” assured
Hansom. “1I shall probably want
you to-morrow. Be ready.”

“You picked Muffin, I suppese,
ccause he’s a funky ass, to begin
with 7" said Mornington disdainfully,

(Continued on page 288.) |
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Tno 1et Chapter.

Fcker Browm.,
“TFucker’s Taithngs are taken.”
Chunky Todgers imparted that

peculiar piece 'Gf information m the
plavground at Codar Creek Schosl.

Frank Richards & Co: were chatting
i  the playground, waiting for
the bell to ring ifor morning classes,
when Chunky joined them.

The chums of Cedar Creek were dis-
cussing a subject which was 1ust then
uppermost in the minds ef moest of
the 1mhabitants of the Thompson
Valley; the deeds of Five-Hundred-
Dellar Jones. The Californian out-
law, who had lately °° located’ i
that seetion of Buitish Columbia, was

t:ll at large, and no one had yet suc-.

ceeded in earning the five hundred
dollars offered as a reward for his
apprehension,

But as Chunky Todgers imparted
his information, Five-Bundred-Dollar
Jones was drepped as a topic, and the
three chums looked nquiringly at
Todeers—Frank Richards in consider-
able surprise.

“Tuecker’s
Frank.

Chunky nodded.

“It’s taken!” he said.

“ What the merry dickens are
Tucker’s Tailings?”’ demanded Frank
Richards, half-suspecting that the fat
Chunky was pulling his leg.

f'rank had been some time at Cedar
Creek now, but he still had some
things to learn that were not included
in the school eurriculum.

. But Bob Lawless and Vere Beau-

Tailings!” ~ repeated

clere evidently understood, for they |

exclaimed together:

““ Who's taken 1t?”’

*“ A tenderfoot, I reckon,” answered
Chunky.  “ He's built a shanty near
the old mine, and he’s working on
*he faihings. Must be green!”

“ But wnat ” began Frank.

Dob Lawless grinned.

** What’s what?"’ he asked.

“What on earth are tailings?
And why shonld they be taken?”
asxed ¥rank. ‘“And what is Chunky
driving at, anyhow?”’

** Oh, vou’re a greenhcrn
Tedgers.

“I guess vou are still a Little green,
Franky,” said Bob Lawless. “Tucker
was a nuner, who sunk some
thousands of dollars in a mine near
‘Thompson, years back.  He had what
he thought was a regular bonanza;
but i1t was a quartz proposition, and
he had to get machinery up from the
railway. He found some gold, teo,
but 1 reckon it never paid his outlay,
for he chucked up the mine, and
moved on after.a time.”

‘“ But the tailings 3

““'The tailings are the stuff left over.
You'll find stacks of tailings round
any old mine.”

“On, I see! After the ore’s
crushed, and the gold extracted?”’

*“You've got it!”’

‘“ What use are the {ailings?”’ asked
Frank. :

““ None at all.”

“Then why should they be taken?
Chunky says that Tucker’s Tailings
have been taken.”

‘“Listen, my 1nfant, and bhe en-
lightened !”” said Bob, with a laugh.
‘““When the gold’s extracted, they
don’t extract the lot—there’s always
some left.. You can’t get eut the last
ounce. But every imvprovément in
the mining machinery gets out more
- and more. - Tucker’s didn’t have the
latest machinery, naturally.
ably left a good deal of pay-dirt be-
hind. It’s often happened that the
tatlings of an old mme have been
worked at a profit, by a galoot com-
ing along with later dodges in
machinery. Some pilerim has spotted
Tucker’'s Tailings, and has pegged
them out as a elaim, to try for the
gold Tucker left in them—see?”

“ 1 seel’’ said Frank.

"* I¥'s been tried before,”” went en
Bob. ‘*Yve heard of half a dozen
galoots who have squatted on Tucker’s

'H

said

He prob-
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dental Hotel in Thompson, and rides

. 1ngs to work.”
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Backwoods.

Tailings, and some of them have I
washed out some dust. But I reckon
that 1f Tucker left much in the tail-
ings, it’s been got cut before this.”

“Then the new man i# only wast-
ing his time?” asked Frank.

“ Sure 1”? |

“Must be a greenhorn!”’ said
Yodgers with a sniff. e
hear that it’s a man from over the
He's got a roomy at the Oeccl-

out every morning to Tucker's Tail-

“What’s his name?” asked Bob
evidently interested in the stranger
who was trying his luck on the tail-
1ngs of the abandoned mine.

““ Brown,”’ answered Chunky.
“ He’s signed himself Amos Brown 1in

| tho register 2t the Occidental; but

the galoots have nicknamed him
Poker Brown. He plays every even-
ing in " the pokerroom at the
Occidental.”

‘“ And does he make anything out

over and sea2 him,” he said.

had the tailings a week now, and he
hasn’t missed a day.”
“That looks like work. Well, I

hope he’ll find a fortune in Tuecker’s

Tailings,” saidd - Bob  Lawless,
langhing.
“*Not hikely!” remarked Vere
Beauclerc. ‘“ But if he should strike
- anything, it’s rather a dangerous
place for him, with Five-Hundred-

Dollar Jones banging about the val-

ley. It’s a couple of miles from the

- town, with no other shanty anywhere

in sight.”

**1 doen’t reckon he’s heard of
Jones,”’ said Bob. ‘‘That buildozer
18 @ new thing in this section, too.”’

Beauclere nodded.

“ It might be a good idea to ride
* Five-
Hundred-Dollar Jones attacked my
father at the shack, becanse. he had
some moaoiey there: and he’s tried to
rob Cedar Creek. He would he quite
capable of shooting down a lonely

- HARDS UP!

of

Richards,
Chunky grinned.

the -tailiﬂgs?” asked Frankl

“1 guess not. But he seems pretty
flush of money, so I suppose he
orought some durocks with him to
sink in the mine, like poor old Tueker..
Still, he sticks to work; he’s ocut at
the mine every dav, and sometimes
stays there all night at the shanty.
He don’t look much hike a galoot to
work ; but he does stick to it. I've
seen him lounging about the Oececi-
dental though. He looks a good deal
like a sport.”

“ A sport?’ repeated Frank.

““Short for sportsman!”’ explained
Bob, with a smile, |

““Hunting 7’ asked ¥Frank.

“Ha, ha! Nope! A sportsman |
out here isn’t a merry Nimrvod. It
means a man who plays carde for a
living.”

“Oh, a gambler!”

“Correet! But they like to call
themselves sports; it sounds nicer.
It’s quite pessible that he makes his |
way at poker, and has pegged out a
claim to keep up appearances.
Sports ain’t pepular here, of course.
But Chunky says he sticks to work.”

“HEvery day,” said Chunky, “ He's |
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- different

alarm. Myr. Slimmey was still suffer-

11g from the wound he had received

ont that oecasion, and his class was
taken by Mpr. Shepherd, the other
assistant master. But the class was
not large, for many of the younger
puaplls of Cedar Creek were being
kept at home for the present. Even
Mirss Meadows’ class was less than
half its usual number. _

Frank Richards & Co. were cﬂming'
to school as usual, but they carried
snot-guns on their saddles. For someo
days Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones had
not been seen; but no one supposed
that he had “ vamoosed ” from the
section. And where and when he

- would next put in an appearance was
- rather an anxious gquestion. -

It was a new experience for the
Thompson Valley to be the scene o
an ontlaw’s depredations, and there
was alarm in many homesteads.
There were a dozen or more -of the
Norti-West Mounted Police in the

- valley searching for the outlaw, but
- 8o far they had not been successful. -

The discovery had becn made that

- tae outlaw’s red beard and hair were
@& «isguise, and that in his proper

person he probably presented a very

appearance. Without his
diszuise, he might have been passed
in the street unrecognised; and that,
of course, made the task of tracking
him down more difficult. There were
alivays plenty of strangers coming up
the valley; and any one of them
might have been Mr. Jones, of Cali-
fornia, minus his disguise.

During lessons at Cedar Creek the
school gates were now kept barred.
and Black Sam, the stableman, kept
his gun handy. Under those condi-

tions, & good many of the parents
- naturally considered it advisable to

keep their boys a2nd girls at{umn.
Nobody supposed that such a state
of affaws would last long., The out-
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‘““Hands up!” The nsweomer’s .right hand whipped from under his coat, and the bank
manager suddeniy found himself locking down the barref of a revelver.
ment escaped Frank Richards. * Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones !’

“_-_-____—_—__—m

A crvy of amaze-

-

miner, if he thought there was gold law was certain to be run down
| &

m the shanty.” -
:VPOG& idea !’ said Frank Richards.
“We can tell him how the matter

stands, as we've come in contact with

Jones. Hs mightan’t pay any atten-
tion to the talk of people m Thompson
who haven’t seen the man.”

“But we ecould give him the
straight goods,” said Bob Lawless,
with a nod. ““I reckon ihat’s a good
idea, Cherub. We'll ride over to the
tailings after school.”’

'“ There goes the bell?” -

The Cedar Creek fellows trooped off
towards the sgchool-house.
Richards & Co. having quite decided
to visit Tucker’s Tailinos
schicol, and put the *tenderfoot’” on
his gnard against the outlaw, ‘They
were rather ecurious, too, to sece

the °‘ pilgrim,” who was irying his

luck on the tailings, as a good many

nilerims had done before him.

=

The 2nd Chapter.
AL Tucker’s Tailinge. iy
Cedar Creek School had less than

half ats usual attendance that dav.
The raixd on the school by Five-

| Hundred-Dollar Jones,. a few days

before, had caused a great deal of

1.

Frank | Dellar Jones!”—a reply that made
- the class chuckle.

after |

sconer or later. But it was indubit-
able that he had not been run down
yvet.

There were a good many at Cedar
Creek who were thinking as much of
Five-Hundred-Dol¥ar Jones as of
their lessons thas dav; but Miss
Meadows was very lenient with her

- class,

She only chided Chunky Tedgers
gently when that bright youth, asked
for the name of the victorious general
at the Battle of Quebee, answered

absent-mindedly : “ Five-Hundred-

Atlter lessons, Frank Richards ¥ Co.
mounted their horses for the ride to
Tucker's Tatlings,

Chunky Todgers declined to jein
the party; he declared that he was
wanted at home to help on the farm

sfora dark. The ehums of Cedar
Creek grinned as they left Chunky on
ithe trail, and rode away. The fat
Todgers was not usually keen on heln-
ing on the farmy; and they could guess
that he had a dishike for lonely places
while Mr. Jones of California was at
large. - And Tucker's Tailings was 2
lonely place.

Beb Lawless was the guide, as t

ll-!l-l

C
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fone time Mr. Beauclerc had been
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three schoolboys rode away from the
Thompson trail, past the placer
claims on the creek.

The original Tucker had located hig
mine a couple of miles out of Themp-
son, 1n the hills, and the wav was nof
marked by a trail. Here and there in
the earth the schoolbovs discerned
tailings. 3

Bob Lawless raised his riding-whip
and pointed at last.
~ “There’s the shebang !”

Yhe. “shebang ¥ was a roughly-
huilt cabin of logs and lumber, backed
aganst an almost perpendicular cliff.

Close by were the ““ tailines ? which
Mr. Brown was working,

The luomber from the old mine
showed signs of pick and shovel. but
1t did not look as if much work had
been done there,

There was no smoke rising from the
pinewood chimney of the shanty, and
it looked deserted. “
 The chums lecked round

for Mr. Brown,

There were still some hours of dar-
light, but he was net to be seen a2t
work on the tailings. This did nes
- quite agree with Chunky Todger's
- statement  that ke left Thompson
every morning, and returned every
evening, putting in a hard day’s work
“on his claim.

The chums dismounted, tied their
torses to a stump of a free, and
Jvalked up to the cabin. |

Bob Lawless gave a loud rap en the
door with his riding-whip.
|  There was no answer from within.

"1 guess the galogt’'s not hers’
- said Bob. |

“We've had our ride for nething,
then,” remarked Beauclerc., * Accord-
ing to Chunky’s yarn, he should be
here !”

Bob Lawless noddad.

“The cabin’s locked up.” he caid.
“Looks a pretty strong lock,. tco!
He must have got that from a dis-
tance; they don’t make these locks
in the valley. May as well wait

L i

bit as we're here; if he’s as indnatyi-
ous’ a3 Chunky has heard, he can’t
have knocked off work so early. ¥

may be hanging about somewhere !

The chums returned to their horse
and waited.

They had ridden a good distance,
and were indisposed to return without
having seen the new squaitcr at ths
tailings,

But the sun sank lower towards
the far Pacific; and when an hour
had passed, there was still no sien
of Mr. Brown.

Bob Lawless gave a grunt of anzox-
' ance.

“I reckon we've come here
nothing,” he said. “The orpery
galoot has knocked off carly to-duv,
that’s clear !”

“Bother him!” said Frank.

** Never mind; we’ve had a pleasant
ride, angd we’ll have another home!”
sald Beanclere. “If you wani to see
him, we can drop 1n at Thompson on
the way ‘home, and see him at ihe
Occidental.”

“Well, I admit I'm rather curious
about the galoot,”” said Bob, “and i}
would be only good-natured to give
him the office about the bulldozer
| Jonteg, as we know what kind of a

hair-raiser he 1s. Let's!” '

And the chums rode inte Thompso
on their way back from Tucker’s
Tailings. They disnicunted outside
the Oceidental Hotel, which was the
general meeting-place of the better
class of Thommpson’s citizens in the
| evening. '

l
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r. 'The rougher variety {for-
gathered at the Red Dog Saleon.

Beauclerc uttered a slight exclama-
tion as he tethered his horse, and
Frank Richards looked at him,

“My father !” said Beauclere, in
- low voice.

Mr. Beauclere, the remittance-mar
of Cedar Camp, was just entering the
hotel. He did not cbserve the 2chool-
boys, but passed 1n without glancing

e

0

round. Frank Richards & Ca. fol-
lowed lum in,. and Beauclere was

moving quickly forward te speak to
his father, when he stopped guddenly.
Lascelles Beauclere had opened the
dcor of the poker-room, and gone
inside, closing the door after him.

Beauclerc stopped dead.

There was only one thing the re-
mittance-man could want in the card-
room, and that was a game of poker
with some of the other habitués. At

o

frequent enough visitor there; in the
days when he had spent his remii-
tances as fast as they arrived, in reck-
less riot. But those davs were over;
at least, his son had fim believed

that they were. It was a shock to
f Beauclerc to see his father going into
the poker-room.

He stood quite silent.

Frank Richards understood -well
enough the feelings of the remiftance-
man’s son; his fear that his father
was falling back inio the old, evil
ways. But there was nothing Frank

v
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could say, and he was uncomfortably

silent,

“1 will wait outside for you
fellows I said' Beauclere abruptly.

He quitted his chums before they
could speals.

“Poor old Cherub!” wmurmured
Bob Lawless, with a commiserating
glance after his chum.

“Mr. Beauclerc may be here for
—for some reason !”’ muttered Frank.

Bob shrugged his shoulders.

“1 gucss his reason looks clear
enough,” ho answered. “‘It’s the old
game. Poor old Chkerub! But we
came here to see Brown., Come into
the office.”

Frank and his Canadian cousin

enterced the office, and asked for Mr. -

Brown. They knew the hotel clerk,
who was a brother of Dick Dawson of
Cedar Creek School.

“I guess he hasn’t come back fron?
the tailings,” said Dawson,

“Oh!” ejaculated Frank.

“Mighty 1ndustrious galoot, Mr.
Brown !” grinned Phil Dawson. “Out
he goes every morning on his herse,
and back - he comes nearly every
night; never heard of a tenderfoot
puttin’ 1n such a hefty day’s work
before !’

“But he’s not at the
said Bob.

“I guess he 1g!”

“But we've becn there!”

“Well,*he hasn’t come in yet

Frank and Bob left the office rather
puzzled, and rejoined Beauclerc in the
street.

““*Deen Brown ?” asked Beauclerc.

“Nope! “He hasn’t come in! It's
queer,” said Bob. “We know he’s
not at the mine, but he hasn’t come
home to the Occidental. Gone off
somewhere on some pesky business,
I suppose. Blow the man!”

And the chums rode on.

o) s
tailings now,

!"”'

The Srd Ghapfﬂr.
Poker Brown at Homoa !

There was & thoughtful, almost
sombre expression on Vere Beau-
clerc’s face when he joined his chums
on the trail next morning, going to
school.

Frank and Bob guessed easily
enough what was the cause of it.

The fear that his father, after so
long a spell of reform, was glhipping
back into the old ways, haunted and
troubled poor Beauclere.

It was not for him to judge his
father, or to remonstrate or advize;
and his affection for the unfortunate
man was too strong for him to wish
to do so. Dut he was troubled and
distressed. It was not a matter in
which his echums could help him ; but
it troubled them, too, to see Beau-
clere in distress, and Frank Richards
ventured upon the subjeet at last.
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HELD UP!

(Continued from the previous
page.)

“Look here, Beau!” he began.

“Yes, Frank 7"

“You're worrying about your
father.”

Beauclere coloured
and did not answer.

““I know it's net my bizney,
old chap,” said Frank quietly.
“Dut I can see it. Look here, Mr.
Beauclerc may have had a dozen
rcasons for dropping into that dashed
card-room last night. You're an ass
to give 1t a second thought. I really
think that.”

Beauclere's lips quivered.

“I can’t help being afraid,” he mut-
tered.  “* My father is one of the best
men breathing, but under the infiu-
ence of others, he—he—you under-
stand.” He’s not been to the Occi-
dental for a long time, that I know
of, and he’s never mentioned to me
that he’s going there again. He was
not home till midnight last night v

“You ought to have been asleep
then.”
 “I conldn’t sleep.”

“But if you asked him——"

Beaucelere shook his head.

“Ie did not say a word to me this
morning, and I did not mention that
I saw him last evening,” he said.
“It's odd, if—f But most likely
you're right, Frank; I'm a fool to
worry.”’

And Beauclerc endeavoured to smile
cheerfully; but it was rather a
failure. He could not drive the
doubt from his mind. The usual re-
mittance from FEngland had arrived
only a waek before, and the boy knew
what the remittance-man was only too
likely to do when there was money
burning 1n his pocket.

Frank did not pursue the subject;
it was teo painful to his chum. The
trio were rather silent when they
arrived at Cedar Creck.

They found the playground
buzz. uk
Chunky Tedgers rushed up to them,
his fat face full of excitement.

“You fellows heard ' he gasped.

““Heard what?”

“About Five - Hundred - Dollar
Jones,” gasped Chunky.

deeply.

Imn a

“Oh! Is he on the warpath
again ?”
“Yes, rather—you bet!” said

Chunky breathlessly. “1I heard it in
Thompson this morning. He's raided
a claim down the Thompsen river,-
and shot a Chinaman—and wounded a
white man. He’s vamoosed with a
thousand dollars’ worth of dust. What
do you think of that?”

“My hat!”

“News got into Thompson last
night,”” said Chunky. “It was at the
Spotted Dog claim—that’s a mile out
of the town. It happened about six.
I say, you galoots might have run
into him.” '

“We didn't,” said Frank. “We
wore at Tucker’s Tailings at six.”

“Did vou see Brown?” |

“No: he wasn’t there.”

“We’'re going to see him again to-
cay,” said Bob. “We'll go after

morning lessons, and catch hims at
| work on the tailings.”
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There was a thrill of excitement in
Cedar Creek School that morning,
and 1t was not ecasy for Miss Meadows
to keep her pupris’ attention upon
E{‘hﬂrf]l Wul‘i:.

The latest outrage by Five-Hun-
dred-Dollar Jones was the one thought
in all minds, and the one topic on all
tongues. The attendance at the
school wag even smaller than the day
before.

After morning lessons, verv few of
the fellows went cutside the school

fence. But Frank Richards & Co.
mounted their horses to ride to
Tucker’s Tailings. They had pro-

vided themselves with sandwiches, for
there would be no time to return to
) | . .
the schosl for dinner. Thae ride whs a
lonz one ‘rom Cedar Creek,
They rode at d pace, and cs
ey rode at a good pace, and came

in sight of $he'shanty on the cld mine |

at last. The door of the shanty was
open now, and a pick was standing
against the wall outside.

“Mr. Brown's at home to-day!”
remarked Bob Lawless.

“ Looks like 1t.”

“He's watchmg wus from the
window,”” said Vere Beauclerc quietly.
“What ?”

“Liook at the window.”

Bob Lawless and Frank glanced at
e little, unglazed window of the
hanty, in surprise. The shutter was
pen, and they caught a glimpse of a
lean-shaven, dark-complexioned face,
watching them. The face disappeared
the next moment.

“He's heard our horses,” said
Frank. “ Perhaps he thought it was
Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones coming.”

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“He’'s on his guard,
doesn’'t seem to be so much
tenderfoot,” remarked Bob.

A slim man of medium height
stepped out of the cabin as the school-

O TP

anyhow;
of a

- bovs rode up,

They looked at him rather curiously.
He was a rather good-looking man,
clean-shaven, with very sharp eyes of
an uncertain colour,

“Mr. Amos Brown?”’ asked Bob
Lawless,

“I guess go. What do you want
here 2"

“Called to see you, Mr. Brown,”
answered Bob.

“ You might have saved vourself the
trouble.” .

“What 2"

“I guess I'm not entertaining
visitors,” answered Mr. Brown coolly.
*“ Next time vou make a«call, make it
wiiore you're walecomal” Ris o8 WL T

Frank Richards & Co. stared at him,
colouring. There was a deliberate
offensiverniess about Poker Brown that
raiser their 1re at once.

“Well, by gum!” exclaimed Bob
Lawless. "““Ts ~ that the ' kind of
manners voul've brought over the Line
with you, Mr, Brown? You'll find that
thev won't do for Canada.”

“1 guess the sooner you levant, the
better I shall like the look of you,”
answered Mr. Brown.
to ehinwae with schoolbovs,”

“You don’t look so jolly busvy.” re-
torted Frank Richards. ““There’s
prectous little work been done here,
that T can see.”

“That’s my business:”

“ We came to do you a good turn,”
exciaimed Beauclere indignantly.

*1 guess I'm not asking for it.”

“Well, we'll gzive you the office, all

the same,” said Bob. “Have you
ever heard of Five-Hundred-Dollar
Jones ?"

Mr. Brown stared at him.

“1 guess I've heard the boys in
Thompson talking about that fire-
bug,” he answered. = “ What about
him 77

“Well, we've come in contact with
the rascal, and we know he's quite as
dangerous as folks sav. You're in a
very lonely place here.” | |

‘“ Not so lonely at present as I'd like
it to be,” said Mr. Brown rudely.

“If the man Jones came along,
vou'd be in danger,” said Bob, con-
trolling his anger. * That's what we
came to tell you, as you're a stranger
here, and a tenderfoot into the bar-
gain. If you're making money out of
the tailings, Jones 15 as like to hear
cf 1t as not, and he might give you
a look-in any day.”

Mr. Brown laughed.

“I guese he won't worry me,” he
answered. “I reckon I'm making a
fairish thing out of the tailings, too.
I guess it's a bonanza, and the guy
who gave 1t up was a prize jay from
Jaysville, T guess.” -

¢“Glad to hear it,” said Bob: “but
that's all the more reason why vou
should keep an eye peeled for Five-
Hundred-Dollar Jones.”

““ And that’s what you came to tell
me, is it?” asked Poker Brown, eye-
ing the three schoolboys curiously.

“Sure !

“Well, T guess I’'m obliged; and
now vou can travel. Good-bye !”

“Oh, go and chop chips!” growled
Bob Lawless.

And the chums wheeled their horses
and rode away.

OYS’ FRIEN

“I'm too busy

|
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tion 1 Thompson.
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Poker Brown stood watching them | mouth, he counted over the notes,

till they were out of sight, and then
went back into the cabin.
“What do wyou think of that

galoot ¥ grunted Bob Lawless, as the

chums rode at a gallop for C(edar |

Creek.

“Well, he's not exactly polished,”
sald I'rank Richards, laughing. ““It's
pretty clear that he doesn't want
visitors on his claim.”

‘““ Bless his cheek! It’s not because
we interrupted his work, anyhow,”
growled Bob. ¢ Precious little work
he seems to have done there. As for
his making dollars out of the tailings,
that's rather a tall storv. More likely
he makes it playing poker at the
Occidental, I reckon.”

Ard the chums of Cedar Creek rode
back to school, quite decided not to
pay any more visits to the pilgrim at
Tucker’s Tailings,

The 4th Chaptor,
Held Up!
““ Bob I

“Yes, dad?”

“I want you to ride over to Thomp-
son this afternoon, to the bank.”

“ Right-ho—pop !’

locked them in a drawer, and began
to write out a receipt for the deposit,

He was thus engaged when the
outer door opened, and a man, muffled
in a greatcoat, came in, closing the
door after him. |

Frank and Bob glanced idly at the
newcomer,

H:s coat was turned up against the
rain, covering him to the ears, end
his hat was drawn down almost to his
nose. All that could bs seen of his
face, in fact, was the tip of a rather
red nose, wet with rain.

Mr., Hoocker glanced up from tue
paper he was writing.

“0One moment, sir.
‘seat !’ he said. -~

“1 guess I'm not taking a geat!™
replied the new-comer, and to the
bank manager's- amazement his right
hand whipped from under his rain.
wet cloak, with a revolver in it
“Hands up !

“Wha-a-at!"”

With his disengaged hand the netr.
comer pushed back his hat. |

A red-bearded, red-whiskered facas
was revealed to view, and there was

4

Please take a

| a yell from Frank Richards and Bob

It was Saturday, and there was no | Lawless, and a horrified gasp from

school that day for Frank Richards
and his Canadian cousin. A summer
rammstorm had come on in the after-
noon, and the chums were watching
the rain from the window of the

ranch-house, when Mr. Lawless called
Bob. LR

“1 guess we've kicked our hLeels in-
doors long enough,” remarked Bob.
“T'll be glad of a ride in the rain;
what about you, Franky?”

‘““Same here,” answered Frank, at
once,

“1 was going myself,”” said Mr.
Lawless. “ But now the rain's come
on, I'm wanted here. I guess you
can manage, Bob.”

““Xasy as falling off a horse, popper.
Nothing much in riding over to the
bank at Thompson, is there?”

‘““Not as a rule; but with Five-
Hundred-Dollar Jones mn the section
it might be different.”

“Oh, never mind the man Jones!”
arniswered Bob cheerfully. *If you're
sending money, i1t's safer with me
than with one of the ranchmen; Five-
Hundred-Deollar Jones isn't likely fo
go through a schoolboy.”

Mr. Lawless nodded. - .

“Yes; that 1s*what I was think-
ing,”” he said. “I've received six

{ ‘hundred dollars in notes this niorn-

ing, and I'd rather. not keep it 1in
the house. If the rustler is 1n this
quarter, he's not likely to bother his
head about a couple of schoolboys.
But put the packet in your boot, Bob,
to be safe In case -the unexpected
should bhappen.”

“You bet!”

Bob Lawless concealed the wad of
notes in hisTriding-bocis, and the
cousins left the ranch-house.

The rain was still falling, the sun-
baked prairie drinking up the water
as if athirst. But the chums cared
ittle for the rain. With their water-
proof cloaks and big Stetson hats,
they were well protected. They rode

away from the ranch 1n cheerful
spirits.

~ *“*What about calling for the
Cherub, Franky?” asked Bob. Ii's

]

not much out of our way.” ~

“He usually helps his father on the
clenring on RSaturday,” said Frank
doubtfully. |

“That’s so. T'll guess we'll get
on.’’
The cousins rode at a good rate for
Thompson. The rain was still falling
npon them as thev entered the fron-
tier town, and there were few people
to be secen in Main Street. They
clattered on through the rain towards
the banlk. |

The bank was rather a new institu-
It was a branch
of a bank at Kamloops, and it was
not much like a bank to look at,
being a long-built edifice. But it was
built very strongly, and the windows
were barred; and the strong-room
was a, cellar beneath the building.
Leaving their horses under a tree
outside, Frank and Bob opened the
door and entered the building, clos-
ing 1t after .them to keep out the
rain and wind. |

There was no other customer in the
building just then, and no one to
ba seen save Mr. Hcoker, the mana-
ger, who was smoking a big cigar be-
hind the bank counter, with his feet

- on the counter—in the free and easy

Western style. He nodded to the two
callers without rising or removing his
cigar.

“*Still raining ?”’ he asked.

“1 guess so0,” answered Bob.

Ho extracted the wads of notes
from his riding-boots and pushed
them across the counter. Then Mnr.
Hooker vawned, rolled off his
stool, and picked up the notes. With

| his cigar poking out of a corner of his

§

|

Mr. Hooker,

“Five-Hundred-Dollar Joresz!”

Three pairs of eyes were fixed on
the desperado in consternation,

The ruffiarn had chosen his mom
well. "

The rain had afforded him a pretext
for muffling up, so that the weli-
known red beard should be hidden
as he rode up to the bank through
the Main Street of Thompson, and
it also made i1t unlikely that many of
the Thompson folk would be abreoad.

The revolver was levelled at Mr.
Hooker, whose hands promptly went
up over his head, the pen still in the
fingers of his right. -

Not for more money than there was
in the Thompson Bank vault would
Mr. Hooker have argued with a re-
volver in the grip of Five-Hundred-
Dollar Jones.

“Hands up !’

The outlaw’s sharp eyes glittered
at I'rank Richards and Bob, and he
made a menacing movement with the
revolver.

He was reluctant to use the weaporn,
for a pistol-shot in the bank would
have brought a crowd there at once,
but there was no doubt that if the
ruthan pulled frigger, he would shoot
to kill. There were toco many crimes
on Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones' comn.
science for the desperado to care
whether one more was added.

The chums of Cedar Creek raised
their hands.

They were unarmed, and there was
nothing else to be done. They had
shotguns on their saddles outside, in
waterproof covers, but it had neve:
even crossed their minds that thero
might be danger in the bank itself.
Such a “hold-up” was not an un-
common occurrence in the unsettled
Western States south of the Lane,
but 1t was verv new in the Thompson
Valley.

“ Keep your paws up !"”’ grunted the
outlaw. ‘If I pull trigger you won't
know what happens next. Now, Mr.
Hooker

“Oh, by gum !”’ groaned the bank-
manager.

" Hand out.the rocks—sharp! I've
no time to cut to waste! I give vou
one minute, or they'll want a new
manager for the Thompson branch !”

Mr. Hooker blinked helplessly at
the red-bearded ruffian.

He was utterly at the Californian
outlaw’s mercy. It needed only the
pressure of a finger to lay him life-
less behind the bank counter, and
there was no doubt that Five-
Hundred-Dollar Jones would fire if
his orders were not obeyed.

The unfortunate manager’'s fat face
was white, and his hands trembled.
“You hear me?” rapped

outlaw.

“Ye-e-es,” gasped the manager,

“Get a move on, lively !”

Mr. Hooker cast a despairing
glance around.

The door of the office behind was
closed. There was a clerk in the
room at work on the bocks, but he

LiW
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| was unconscious of what was going

on. And Mr. Hooker couldnot ven-
ture to eall to him: even if he could
have rendered aid if called upon.
With the revolver looking him in
the face, the manager had no choice.
He was allowed to lower his hands,
and he opened several drawers and
laid bank-bills on the pinewood
counter,
The outlaw watched him like & cat.
Once Mr. Hooker was tempted to
make a grab at the six-shocter on a
shelf under the counter; but the
watchful eye of the outlaw was too
keen for him. Five-Hundred-Dollar
Jones guessed his intention before it
had fairly formed in his mind, and the
revolver made a menacing movement.,
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“Mind your eye,” grunted the red-
bearded »uffian. ‘‘Don’t make me
shoot, pard.”

And My, Hooker gave up all
thought of the six-shooter. Even if
he had grasped i, he was not likely
to be so quiek as Five-Hundred-
Dollar Jones in an exchange of shcts.

With -his left hand the outlaw
scooped up the banknotes that were
banded over the counter. He stowed
them away in some bag under his
ceat, in erumpled wads, Al the time
he was watching the manager like
a cat, and with the tail of his eye, as
it were, he kept observation upon
J'rank Richards and Bob Lawless, and
upon the door on the street. At any
moment the deor might have opened
to admit another customer. 'The
rufhan was taking big risks. But it
wad such a risk as the reckless rascal
aelighted in. The very audacity of
the raid made 1% more likely to
succeed,

In the inner eoffice, the scratching
of the clerk’s pen could be heard in
the silence. Outside there was a
sound of voices as two Thompson men
stapped under the porch for shelter
from ‘the raimn, and began to chat
there. And all the time the reckless

ruffian was scooping up the notes and |

coin handed out in desperate haste by
the terrified Mr. Hooker.

“1 guess that lets me out,” grin-
ned KFive- Hundred- Dollar Jones.
“ Anether tmme, pard., I'll call on
vou, and ask you to take mie down
to the vault. But I guess time presses
this hyer afternoon.”

‘“Oh, dear!” mumbled Mr. Hooker
helplessly. .

The _ ruffian had bagged fifteen
hundred dollars. There was a much
greater plunder in the cellar below,

NEW READERS COMMENCE
HERE!
‘The famous school-ship,

| the Bombay
Castle, is on her way to the South
seas on an  educational voyage, wita
a mixed crowd of schoolboys drawn from
many of the most famous schools In
England. Our cld friends, Diek Derring-
teny Chip, Skeleton, Porkis, Chu, and
Pongo Walker, with
animals, are of the number. Captain
slandyman ig in command ef the liner,
Dr. Crabhunter is the Head of the float-
ing school, and “Scercher” Wilkinson is
responzible for the boys’ discipline.

At the last micment Dick, Chip, Porkis,

and Pongo manage to smuggie on board |

a quaint old riverzside character, calling
nimself Captain Bones. Captain Bones
is a little blind man of great age who
cailed the Scuth Seas in the bad old days,
and is more than suspceted of being a
retired pirate himself.

In Captain Handyman’s younger days
he and MacStaggers, the chief engineer,
had been very badly treated by the Sul-
tan of Bashee, and it is with the inten-
tion of paying off an old score that the
Bombay Castle arrives at Bashee.
Prinee Chulungtoon, the heir-apparent,
invites .the beys to spend a day with
himy en the isiand, which the boys readily
accept. After a thrilling ride upon the
State elephant, Prince Chulungteoon ex-
presses a desire for cricket.
boya that they will play on the Maidan
in front of the palace, so that his
mother, the Suitana, ec¢an wateh the

game.
(Read on from here.)

The Sultan’s Plot!
The prince’s draggle-tail erowd of

bottle-washers looked on rather ap-

prehensively at these preparations for
the noble game of cficket. They all
nursed their fighting-cocks more

closely under their arms, and scowled

at the Nazarene boys who had mm-
ported this evil game into their Court.

But the prince gave them an order
to put their crowing roosters away mm
their training-cages, and to rally up
an eleven: of the gentlemen of Bashee
against an eleven of the Bombay
Castle. |

Of course, the Bashee Eleven was
to go mn first, and it was to be cap-
tained by the Prince Chulungtoon,
and the prince was to bat first, for by
the laws of Bashee, anyone trying to
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Him!” yelled Frank Ri

thieir famous pet

He tells the |-

Pongo,

It was only teo probable that his re-

treat would have been cut off.
Indeed, Mr. Hooker would have

been very glad to see him carry his

audacity to that length in the hope |

of turning the tables on him. But
the Californian’ was too cunning to
take the risk,

Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones backed
to the door, the revolver still at the
level. Frank and Bob Lawless
watehed him, breathing hard.

With his left hand the ruffian
léeaﬂhed behind him and opened the

08r. .

*~ The next moment the revolver dis-
- appeared, the hat was dragged down
-.over the red-bearded face, and Tive- |

Hundred-Dollar Jones sprang through

- the doorway, slamming the deor after

him.

He brushed against the two meu 1n |

the porch, and was followed by several
enipiratic remarks 1 consequeénce, as
he ran to his horse; but they little

- dreamed that the man they wers |
- aadressing was the ontlaw for- whose
arrest five hundred dellars reward was
- offered, '

Almost in a twinkling the outlaw

reached his horse, sprang mto the |
- saddle, and spurred away in the rain,

The moment the door had slammed

~upon him, Mr. Hooker grabbed his
- six-shooter and yelled for help. Frank
Richards and Bob Lawless rushed to
- the door, and dragged it open just in

time to see the outlaw spur away

. down Main Street at a furious gallop.

“Stop him ! shouted Bob Lawless.
“It’s Five-Hufidred-Dollar Jones!
Stop him !” .

“He’s robbed the bank!
chards.

Stop

-

i,
- 4

Ty

almost wringing his hands.
hundred dollars of the bank’s funds
- had vgnished with the outlaw; and
the manager had little or no hope of

Clatter, clatter, clatter !

Almost before they had uttered the
warning shouts, the outlaw had
galloped dewn- Main Street, and was
whirling 1nto the trail outside the
town.

Someone cracked a revolver from a
window down the street, but. the
bullet missed by yards, and then the
Californian outlaw was gone.

The thundering hoofbeats were stiil
heard in the distance when the shouts
of alarm brought a crowd into the
street,

“ Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones!”

The name was on every lip.

- " He's gone!” said Frank Richards,
in a low voice. “Bob, old chap, we—
wo ought to have done some-
thing———"’

“What could we do ?”

“Nothing, I suppose. But—Dbut

»  Frank Richards clenched his
hands. “ But ¥'d like to have a chance
at that rascal.”

The chums of Cedar Creek returned
inte the bank. The room was
crowded now, and Mr. FHcoker was
Fifteen

seemg a single dollar of them again.
Bob lLawless picked up his receipt
fromr the counter. The notes he had
paid in were among the plunder
carried ¢ff by Five-Hundred-Dollar
Jones; but that was the bank’s busi-

'ness, and fortunately not DBob’s.

“ Poor old Hooker! This will turn

- his hair grey—what’s left !’ said Bob,

as the chums left the bank. *“That

bulldozer ounght to be laid by the |
 heels.
- elere

The remittance-man of Cedar Camn

Hallo! Here's Old Man Beau-

'H
-

By

go 1 before the prince viould get his

head cut off.

The sulkv courtiers put away their
fighting-cocks and marched, with
lowering looks, to the great square of
earth in front of the palace,

This was the parade-ground of the

sultan’s troops, and there was not a
Neither did it |

blade of grass on it.
offer a very good wicket.

But the stumps were pitched. The
iittle prince was swathed up in pads,
and marched oub to take hiz place at
the wicket, conscious that the eyes

of his mamma and the ladies of the |

Court of Bashee and the whole of his

courtiers were upon him.

. -Dick took the ball. :
But he found that he could not

- E:_:Gwl for the crowd eof courtiers who,
ke wasps gathering round a jam-

pot, swarmed round the prince,

“hiding him from view. .

“Hi!" caled Dick to Pongo, who
was keeping wicket.
“Hallo!” replied Pongo, from be-

hind the gaudily-clad crowd’ of tur-

banned loafers who surrounded -the
prince, flattering and fawning.

“Tell that crowd of fans to push off
and give us a clear wicket!” called
Dick. | |

Pongo attempied to comvey this

message to the courtiers.

But, baving a very hazyv idea of the
game of cricket, they would not
move, ,

“Bowl at ’em, Dick!” execlaimed
from behind - this motley
crowd. “And send down a good,
tast ball—that’ll shift them!”

Dick took a run, and the ball flew
from his hand. | |
hit the

a spurt ef dust where it

ground. Then—smack!

A prominent courtier rubbed the
back of his leg and hopped around,
smiling a sickly smile, looking at

- Dick and then at the ball.

But ncne of the group offered to
move,

““Send 'em amother, Diek ¥’ called |
Pongo.

. He threw back the ball, and Dick
took another run, sending it flying

were

match

An Amazing New Story
of Thrilling Adventure in
the South Seas.

DUNCAN STORM.

into the centre of the cbstructing
mob.

A dismal howl went up frem the
muiti-coloured gang of couvrticrs who
gatnered round the wicket as
Diek’s fast ball smacked in amongst

| them. |

One fat, yellow-faced courtier tock
ping away. : _

The rest grinned in a sickly fashion,
doubtless thinking what a strange
game was this cricket.

‘But Dick’s bowling had cleared the
wicket of the mob of fawning, flat-
tering bottle-holders, and the little
Prince Chulungtoon was left alone to
face the bowling. |

The ecricket-ground of the great
between the Gentlemen of
Bashee and the Bombay Castle surely

prescented one of the strangest spec-

tacles in the history of cricket.

The wicket was pitched on the bare
greund of the wide maidan, or
parade-ground, which stretched, bare
and ugly, in front of the great white
palace. ‘

Ail sorts of tag, rag, and bobtail
had assembled to wateh the game.
There were savage-looking Dyak’
soldiers, without arms; there were
yellow-faced Chinese who manned the
junks 1n the little harbour.

Ostensibly these were fishers of tri-
pang, or the sea slug, in the necigh-
bouring lagcons, the tripang being a
great article of export from the
Bashee Islands to China, where i is
greatly appreciated for the making of
soups. But -these f{ripang fishers

| filled out their time with piracy.
It was a fast ball, and it kicked up”

None of these had ever seen ericket
played before.
round curiously, marvelling at the
strange sports of these English boys.

And from behind the latiices of the
palace windows camv the twittering

of hidden women. Chulusgtoon’s
proud mamma, the Sultana Gaul
Bejaze, with the whole of her

attendants _and ladies-in-waiting, had
gathered there to see the match.

The prince stoed up before the
wicket, holding bis bat like a spade,

-So they gathered

THE BOYS' FRIEND

| but even Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones
did not care to risk penetrating there, |

|

it 1 the bread-basket, and went hop- § : | | :
e i ’ vent hop- | pran im, and that he'll get another

80N At once,

was i the sireet, with the excited
crowd of Thompson felk, and he'came

towards the ehnms as he saw them.

They could gness that he had been on
his way to the O'xrmdat-al, as usuaal,
when the alarm was grven.

I think I saw yeu come out of the
bank,” said Mr. Beauclerc. * What

has happened there?”

Bob and Frank explained, rather
breathlessly,

“And 1t was Five-Hundred-Dollar
Jones 7”7 exclaimed Mr, Beauclere.

T ""EE‘!?

The remittance-man terned . and
hurried towards the Oecidental, with-
out another word. He untethered his
horse, which he had fied up there,
and sprang mto the saddle.

“My hat!” exclaimed Frank.
“He's not going after the outlaw—
alone——"’

The remuttance-man rode past the
chums the next moment. But he did
not take the trail the outlaw had
taken. He turned from Main Sireet
through an unbuiit block, and dashed
away on & trail eastward. Through
the openings of the buildings the
schoolboys watched him in wonder.

“That’s the way to Tucker’s Tail-
ings,” said Bob, in astonishment.
“That trail ends in the feethills—and
there’s nethmg in that direction but
Tueker’'s Tailings, and the hills
beyvond. What the dickens 2

“1 suppose he's going teo
Brown,” said Frank, mystified.

“ But it was what we teld him abeut

sce

Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones at the
bank that started him off—vou could |

see that.”
Frank Richards nodded.
“ Blessed if T caich on,” he said.
The chums did not leave Thomp-
They were wanied by

------
o

with a fierce determination on his
srmall face.

“Send the kid down an easy one, |

Dick !”?
wicket.

Dick bowled the prince a nice, easy
ball accordingly.

The prince gave a  tremendous
swipe, missed the ball,” there was a

called Pengo, from the

- Pprics
Tnre2 Halipanecs

- asked Bob.

A LS,

the sheriff, when ithat offsal ecame
down to mterview Myr. Hooker, and
after that, a curious crowd wanted
their story of what had happened. It
was more than an hour later that thev
untied their horses to ride home= and
as they started, they saw Mr. Beau-
clere riding uo Main Street, rain-wet
and muddy. He had returned from
his sudden ride to Tucker's Tailings.

“Mpr. Brown at home, sir 7’ asked
Bob Lawless, with a grin, as the
remittance-man was passimg.

“Mr. Brown ?”” he repeated.

“1 guess vow've been to Tuck
Tailings,” explained Bob. “T
trall led nowhere else.”

Mr. Besuclere gave him a rather
sharp look. and then smiled.

“You are very keen, my boy,” he
answered. *““Yes, I have had a ride

ut to 'Tucker’'s Tailings, and 1I:.
Brown was not there. I reckoned he
would not be ihere, while Five-

o1 §
hat

- Hundred-Dollar Jones was rvobbimig a

bank in Thompson.”

With that mysterious remark—
which made the chums of Cedar Creek
stare blankly—Mr. Beauclerc rode cn
to the Occidental.

“What on earth was Old Man
Beauclere drniving at, Franky?”
“Why shouldn’t Poker

' Brown be at the mine while Five-

|
f.

Hundred-Dollar Jones was in Thomp-

son?”’
“Blessed if I know!” answered

- Frank, shaking his head.

And the chums puzzled a good deal
over the remittance-man’s strange
words as they rode homeward.

THE END,

(Another long, complete story of

- Prank Richards & Co. in the Boys’

FRrIEXD next Honday.)
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one, but he could net get back his
mnings.

He commenced to cry with passion
and disappointment.

» “Me wan’ to play kliket!” bhe

| sobbed.

“Oh, the sizsy bey !’ execlaimed
Pongo, regarding hm sorrowfully.
“Oh, the mamma's darling! He

click amongst the stumps, and the | shall bat all day long because he's a

bﬂ.ils ﬂﬂ"ﬁ'-

“ Next man in !’ cailed Pongo.

But the Ilittle prince showed no
agn of leaving the wicket.
explained Ponge.

Prince Chulungtoon stared at him
in surprise. Ilis yellow face length-
crred, '

“Me wan’ to play kliket !” said he.

“Yes, that's all right. You eal
play cricket. But vou're out!” ex-
plained Pongo patiently.

Baut the prince stuck to his bat. He
could not understand why he, being a
prince, could net go on wearing the
ine white pads and batting all day.

“Me wan’ to play kliket!” he
urged, with Oriental persistency.

Pongo beckoned to the interpreter.

* Please explain to his Royal High-
ness Prince Chulungtoon of Bashee
that he’s bowled out, and that he’s
got to give up the bat to the next

sity next innings ! said Pongo.

The interpreter dropped down on
his face before the prinece, waggled
s head, and rubbed it in the dust.

And this 18 how he translated
Pongo's instructions:

“Oh, prince! Oh, mountain of
light! h, most beautiful young
zamboo shoot! Oh, most powerful
and illustrious! ° The Nazarene dog
and scn of a pig, who wears the big
gloves, and who is called ‘ Pongo,’
hath said that the most illustrious
having not condescended to stop the
ball with the piece of wood which

he holds in his puissant and distin-

guished hands, is no lenger entitled to
smite the ball mighty blows. He
therefore craves that the moon-faced
son of the Lotes will retire to the

pavilion, and rest his illustrious HEmbs, | grovnds.

ancd that the nest who is on the lList

shall take tuoe place of the illustrious

in endurving the attack of the ball-
thrower !’

The princeé’s . yellow face was a
stiddy. Thig was a very nice way of

teliing him that he was out for a |

duck’'s-egg. But he did not like it.
 He petulantly kicked the interpreter
in the neck with the upturned point

of his jewelled shoe, and was going |

to give him a swipe over the head
with a bat, when Pongo reached-out
from behind the wicket and grabbed
the bat from his hands.

“Steady on, young Chulmngtoon I”

said Pongo sternly. “Do you know
that if you hit that chap ever the nap--
per with a bat vou might fracture
his skull 77 |

Fhis was really just what the prinece
intended to deo. There were plenty

- of interpreters hanging about the
.Court, and he could always get a new | was a four hit,

1

Op::1t, priney ! “* You're out!” }
the fierce look on Pongo’s face that

. up.
- who, 1n command of a large crowd of

prinee, sha’'n’t he? Hey !” he added,
with sudden fierceness. ‘‘Hop it out
o' this! "You're . stopping the
match |” 2

The prince was =0 astonished by

he tock to his heels, and, stumblin
in the heavy pads, rolled full length
on the ground. |

Pongo strode out and picked him
Then he called to ¥eey Cohen,

Lower School boys, was giving vent
to hideous howls caleulated to encou-

 rage the Bombay Castle Eleven to

victory.

M Hi, young Ike!” called Pongeo.
“Take this prince kid and make lum
merry. There’s a spare bat and some
stumps around. ~-Give him a little
practice, and don’t bow! at him ico
hard. Remember, if you give him a
2%??1;7 eye, you'll get your heads cut

The Lower School received the
prince with open arms: and it must .
be admitted that the prince took
naturally and easily to the company
of the Lower Schoo! bovs and the
fags. It was not long before he was
seated 1 the midst of them, with his
arm reund Ikey Cohen’s neck, his dis-
appointment forgotten, and yelling
ike mad—not for his own side, but
for the Bombay (astle’s.

“Pip, pip, pooray!” howled the
prince. And he soon hecame g0
absorbed i the game that Ike Cohen,
vho was trying to get him to swap

-a pearl necklace worth some-hundreds

of pounds for a glass alley and a
ciockwork mouse that was broken in
the spring, could do no business with
him at all. | ; |

The Lower Schocl were having th
tume of their lives in the palace
They bhad teased the
sultan’s tigers till those roval beasts
were nearly mad with rage.” They
had climbed the date-palms, and had
treated themselves to fresh dates, and
they had fed the sultaii’s pet alligator
with a tin of beef—in the tin.

The alligator had now dived io the

bottom of his pool, well under the
 shadew of the great water-lilies, and

was thinking this ont.

Now they were cheering themselves
hoarse with the young prince, who
took to their company as a young
duck takes to water.

The second man in for the Eleven of

Bashee was a zabbit-faced Burmese-

Malay, whose name was Kong-Yi-
Pun-gi-Lap Cheon. Mr. K. Choon
was a timid batsman, but he scored.
He shut his eves and swung his bat
at Dick’s first ball, caught 1t lucky,
and sent it soaring over gxe boundary,
where 1t hit a zeniry in the ear, This
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 FAGGING FOR
. THE FIFTH!

(Continued from page 280.) g
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Hansom glanced round.

- ““ Where's that cane ?”’ he asked.

“Here you are, old top!” said
Talboys. |

“ Now, Mornington,” said Hansom,
taking the cane, *‘you’ve been
cheeky. . Cheek to the Fifth isn’t
allowed. I'm sorry for you, but I've
decided to put down this unruliness
among the fags with a firm hand!”

“You silly ass!”

“Hold out your hand, Morning-
ton!” |

Valentine Mornington laughed. He
was not likely to hold out his hand
et the Fifth-Former’s bidding.

“You hear me, Mornington ?”’ said
Hansom darkly.

sl
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NEXT MONDAY'S PROCRAMME!

Next week’s Rookwood stary, en-
titled s

“ TURNING THE TABLES,”
- By Owen Conquest, e

Published
Every Monday

- Write to me whenever you are in doubt or difficulty. Tell me about yourscif; lst
me know what you think of the BOYS' FRIEND. All reeders who Wwrite to me, and
enclose a stamped envelope or postcard, may be gure of recelving & prompt and kindly
reply by post. All letters should be addressed: ‘* The Editor, the BOYS' FRIEND,
The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.0Q. 4.” |

is full of exeiting interest. Hansom,
the lofty Fifth-Former, comes a crc;f-
per, and his dignity is considera
lowered when he finds himself fagging
for the juniors. None of my readers
ghould miss this fine story. |

- In the next yarn of Frank Richards
& Co., egtitled |

: ‘ HRUN DOWN ! |

| - By Martin Clifford, |
Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones, the
notorions desperado, once more plays
2 prominent part, and as the title sug-
gests, he is finally run to earth under
the most exciting circumstances.

The next instalment of
“THE SPORTYS OF ST.CLIVE'S!"”
By Arthur 8. Hardy,
contains many execiting incidents.
Parker is the cenire of interest in this
fine instalment, which should not be
missed by my chums,
In that popular serial,

' “ SKULL ISLAND!”
Ikey Cohen distinguishes himself by
capturing the Sultan of Bashee, and
subsequent- events, penned in the
well-known style of Mr. Duncan
Storm, will keep my readérs en-
thralled from start to finish.

. In addition to the above full pro-

gramme, to which mgist be added

another poem of the popular “ Rook-

wood Personalities ” series. I have

a special ~ .
SURPRISE FEATURE

in store for my chums 1n next

Monday’s issue. This 1s 1n the form

of a _
Special Contribution by
QEORQGE ROBEY

to our famous series of Cricket
Articles. _
Mr. George Rgbey is “some”

cricketer, as well as” being the most
famous comedian 1n the world, and
he has“ written a splendid signed
article, entitled

“SOME DON'TS FOR YOUNQ
CRICRETERS,”

especially for readers of the Bovs’
Friexp. This charming contribution
is written in Mr. Robey’s own inimit-
able style, in which his dual charac-
ters of cricketer and comedian are
blended in the most amusing way.
No one should miss this entirely
novel and most diverting cricket
article.

A LOYAL SUPPORTER.

A friend who does not give his full
name and address sends me the fol-
lowing : :

““T hope you will not think I am
taking a liberty in writing to you,

Printed and published every Monday by the Proprietors, The
Registered for transmission by Canadian Magazine Post.

South Africa: The Ceantral News Agency, Ltd. Sole agents for Ausfralia and New Zealand: Messrs. Gordon & Gotch, Ltd,;

““Oh, don't talk out of your neck!”
said Morny contemptuously. ‘Do
you think I'm another Tubby Muffin,
vou swanking duffer? I've got this
to tell {'ou, Hansom—Tubby Muffin
personally don’t matter two pins; but
yvou won't be allowed to fag the
Fourth, not even Muffin.
to make you sit up for 1t. That's all.”

And Mornington swung round on
his heel to walk away.

The next moment Hansom's hand
was on his collar, and he was swung
back.
hit out, and Hansom staggered back.

“Ow !” he gasped.

Mornington darted into the passage
again, and almost into the arms of
Brown major, who was coming to
the study. Brown major grasped him
at once.

Mornington struggled fiercely. But
the big Fifth-Former held him
securely enough, and btndled him
back into the study.

‘Hansom closed the door and put
his back to it.
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but vou tell us to wrife_ when in doubt

or trouble, and T am right down in the

dumps. In the first place I am a
cripple, having had my leit leg am-
putated below the knee after an acci-
dent in the mine where I worked.
I have got an artificial leg, and it
does me good service. The crutches

that I.use were made by my brother
and myself, My brother was killed.

‘m France three years ago. I think
tho tales in the Boys’ Friexp get
better and better, and I ean safely

“say that T have got a score of readers

near my home. Feilows who used to
say the ‘ B.¥.” was baby stuff now
read 1t with great interest. My
brother was twentv-seven and 1 am
twenty. My brother always used to
read the Boys’ Friexp. 1 have had
three brothers serving in the Forces.
One 1s a saillor, and 1s now at home.
The other 1s on his way to Constanti-
nople, and I save his papers. I wish
you could mtroduce a one-legzed boy
to Rookwood—not one who has been
to the war, but an ordinary boy like

myself. You must have thousands of |

readers like me who would be ever-so
interested.”

I am much obliged to my corre-
spondent for his interesting letter, and
wish him happy days. I think they
will come to him, despite his terrible
trouble, for there is the real fighting
spirit in his excellent letter. If he
will send me his full name and ad-
dress 1 shall have great pleasure In
sending him five shillings for his in-
teresting contribution.

HOW LONG DO BUTTERFLIES
LIVE ? |

““1 have often heard people say, and
have read in books, that butterflies
live for a day or two only, but now
I have found out that .it is not so.
About the middle of last term two
butterflics were found in my bed-room
in a half-frozen state, as the weather
then was very cold. I made some
holes in the lid of a chocolate-
box, and put the butterflies 1n it,
placing the box on my dressing-table.
I kept them theére for the remainder
of the term, locking at them now
and then to see if they were still alive.
At the end of the term—last December
—] took the butterflies home, and
they lived for some months, namely,
till April. Therefore, there is cer-
tainly an exception to the rule respect-
ing a butterfly’s lifetime.”

(A. C. Buller, Iona, 272, Lisburn
Road, Belfast,) :

With reference to the foregoing, of
course my correspondent has heard
of hibernating butterflies which are
seen flitting about in the first sun-
shine of spring, locking, as a rule, a
trifle “ragged after their winter’s
sleep. There is no rule. A butterfly
cenerally finishes its career at the
end of the fine weather, but it 1is

Amalgamated Press,
Subscription rates:

I'm goin’

Without a word, Mornington
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“Now I think you'll sing a different
tune, my pippin!” he said savagely.
“Hold out your hand, Mornington.”

“* Rats !"’

“Will you obey orders?”

“Oh, don't be a goat !”

“Lay him across a chair!” com-
manded Hansom.

Lumsden and Talboys and Brown
major laid Morny across a chair. It
required all three of them to do i,
for Morny was fighting like a tiger.
There were signs of damage about the
three seniors, aand they were panting
when they had Morny safely down
at last.

Then Hansom started in with the
cane,

Whack, whack, whaclk !

Mornington still struggled fur:-
ously, but in vain. The gragp on him
was too strong.

“Now, are you going to hold out
your bhand when you're ¢told?”
chuckled Hansom.

“No, vou rotter [”
Whaek, whack; whack, whack!

iiiiii

not at all unusual for a stray specimen

to lie up for the cold months. . °

¥ have sent my chum half-a-crown
for the above contributfion.

A BIT&BOUT ﬂGUHHALISM.

There 318 a tremendous amount @f
interest taken in journalism. This s
perfectly natural, for the newspaper is

-

#he spokesman of nations and empires.
‘During the last wea%% years, thanks
1se

to the enterpm of the “Daily
Mail,” journalism has meant to a
large extent the progress of the
world. It was the “Daily Mail”
which changed the old, worn-out type

of newspaper with its heavy leading

articles. People wanted to know
about things which the newspapers of
the past never froubled to give in the
news columns. The great and up-to-
date newspaper is able to take a lead,
to show what is wanted. It can
employ experts on many subjects
which require tackling, and 1t can
point cut what is best to be done in
heaps of problems. ¥or a newspaper
is in touch with the public more than
politicians, and any number of re-
forms which have come to the world
as it rolls on

“Down the
change " :

have been brought about by well-
managed newspapers. |

ringing grooves of

ONLY ROOM FOR THE BEST
W

Journalism is, of course, one of the
most difficult callings. I receive lots
of letters from readers who say they
want to become journalists. I amgin-
clined to think that a journalist just
“happens.’”’ A fellow wants to have
something very special in him to
succeed at the game. I heard the
other day of a lad who went from an
office-boy’s position to a job as short-
hand sccretary to a very famous
journalist. The place was no sine-
cure. The shorthand clerk had to be
on duty early and late. The man he
served dictated his stuff.. There were
articles, paragraphs about all manner
of things, yarns, everything, and he
poured out the ““copy ” as he framped
up. and down his library in his North
Loondon house. His secretary would
have fifty and sixty, and more,
closely-written shorthand sheets to
transeribe of a night, or any old time,
for the printers were always waiting
for the article, and there was ncver
any time cut to waste. Then the
journalist died suddenly when on a
trip abroad. The secretary was eigh-
teen, but though minus a lot of ex-
-perience, he had in the course of two
years got so accustomed to the style
of stuff needed that the chief news-
paper for which his late employer had
worked took his stuff when he asked

lingers there.

Not a cry left Morny’s lips; but
he still struggled savagely. Hansom

laid on the cane with great vim. If -

was a chance that might not occur
&?am, and he was making the most
of it.

““I-say, that'll do!” gaid Lumsden

at last. ‘“He’s had enough!”

“ Well perhaps that’ll do,”” assented
Hansom. ‘I don't want to be hard,
even on a cheeky fag. Chuck him out
now he's licked! 1 dare say he'll do
as he's told to-morrow!”

Brown major opened the door, and
Mornington was ‘dropped into the
passage. The door closed again, and
the bapless Morny

to his feet. "Hansom & Co.
joving themr triumph.

Valentine Mornington limped away.

Tubby Muffin met him on the
staircase. The fat Classical blinked
mauiringly at him, and then grinned.
1t did not need much perspicacity to
discern what had happened.

“HE, he, he! Call vourself junior

‘ heard lou
langhter from within as he staggored
were en-§

Price
Thres Halfpence

!
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captain?” hooted Tubby. “Do you
think Jimmy-Silver would have
Yaroooooh !” :

- Mornington smote, and the fat
Classical sat on the stairs with a yell.
Then Morny strode on fo his study,
leaving Tubby Muffin yelling.

There was excitement in the Fourth
Form at Rookwood when Reginald
Muffin spread the news—which he
very quickly did.

The Fifth had started fagging the
Fourth successfully! And they had
licked the junior captain for object-
ing! The Rookwood Fourth was

~quite wild with wrath, and on all

Readers of the BOYS' FRIEND are invited to contribute short original paragraphs °

sides the question was loudly asked—

what was Morny going to do about

it? And upon the answer to that

question, Morny's leadership of the

Lower School at Rookwood depended.
THE END.

(Next week's grand story of Jimmy
Silver & Co. ts entitled ** Turning the
Tables!” Bw Owen Conguest. Order
your Boys' I'RIEND tn adevance.)

| R

of general interest for publication on this page. Cash prizes of five shilllogs and
half & crown, Rocording to merit, will be awarded to the senders of all paragraphs

publighed,
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result, the temporary work became
a permancncy—a staff appointment.

Of course, this was just a chance. He.

happened to be there at the time with
just what was wanted. But jour-
nalism is a question of chances—and
being on the spot !

A VISIT TO HAVRE.
_HH—-—-—__

A reader of the old “Green 'Un ¥

4z in luck’s way, for he has received

an invitation to France. ‘He 18
anxious about his passport, but he
should be able to get one of those
very necessary official permits. My
friend is in correspondence with two
French boys—one who lives at Bor-
deaux and the other one at Saint Lo.
It is a first-rate thing to have corre-
spondents in foreign countries, and 1
always do my best through the com-
panion papers to put readers in touch
with fellow-readers overseas. My
chum must have learned a lot about
Bordeaux in the course of his corre-
spondence. Bordeaux was under the
British Flag for three hundred years,
and the genial name of Smith sfill
I hope my correspond-
ent who asked for help tc get to
France will manage his trip. Havre
i a fine old city, full of interest, and
the country round about iz extremely
well worth seeing.

—m

HOW TO SIGN A LETTER.

You might think this just about
the simplest mafter in the world.
Really, it is nothing of the sort—mot
the way many folks go about the
business.: Of course, those 1impor-
tant mortals who dash off what 1s
supposed to be their name at the
bottom of a cheque for a million or
so, as the case may be, can always
worry along. Nobody will grumble
at them. They are so rich. But
such a number of otherwise right-
minded individuals will write as if
they were on the point of catching
an express train.
their letters at all. They write as
fast as the chap does in the play or
on the cinema screen. You know
how he does it—scrawls something
in a second, and makes believe 1t is a
long letter. A name ought to be
written, not dashed down, eise how
is the fellow at the other end to read
it? And some people are very
touchy about their names and how
they are spelt.
son in the rhyme:

“He was an old merchant of Hythe,
Who declared that his name was
John Smythe,
His kin and his kith
Said their name was Smith,
And this riled the old man

Hythe.”

Now, 1t 1s worth remembering thab

of

to be allowed to fill the gap. As a ! 2 name should be set down so that it

for

o
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Abroad, 5s. 10d. per annum; 4s5. 5d
Canada,

for six months

e News Co.,

Inaperial

.....

They never form. |

Therea was the per-.

—

sxcapt South Africa and Australasia).

can be read. Writing letters should

not be turned into a guessing Comni-
petition. =

i

HANDSOME IS AS HANDSOME

DOES.

It is a good old saying, and though
it has whiskers on it now, 1t is true
enough to-day as it was the day be-
fore yvesterday, or a bit farther back
still.  Recently, I have had -a great
number of letters about a character
in the Companion Papers who has
freckles. Some rather narrow-minded
crities “thought this was a hit at
Scotland, as they were pleased to call
it | Could anything be more ridicu-
lous?. Looks are so important in any
case, and freckles have nothing
against them any more than has red
hair. In the times of the late King
Rufus, red. hair was most likely con-
sidered the thing—positively 1T ! But,
anvhow, this matter of features and
colouring seems trivial. It 1s the
good, -amiable physiognomy  that the
world likes. The handsome counten-
ance with traces of bad temper about
it—and how often the two things go
together!—is very little wanted.
Handsome folk sometimes seem to be
occupied in thinking how pretty they
are. This takes up time that ought
to be given to other duties. Ugli-
ness is fanrly frequently the sign of
generosity and kindness of heart.

THE PICTURES.

‘Without ‘a doubt the cinema house
is the chief amusement centre of the
world  these days. I wonder if any
of my friends have happened to drop
into one of the big factorics of films
which are to be found: outside Lon.
don. I chanced on one the otlier day.
It was an old house, with a large,
rambling garden, in beautiful order,
and full of flowers. There were oda-
looking temporary buildings here and
there—one a representation of a
royal palace, another a prisen, and so
forth. It was a brilliant sunshiny
afternoon, and I met a gentleman in
evening-dress strolling about, waiting
for his turn to be photographed.
Blsewhere there were other folk,
dressed for a ball. The film c¢perator
wants daylight to do his work in. I
dare say you have noticed that some-
times there is a strong wind blowing
in a film picture—paperz on a table
being blown about. 7This 1s becauss
the room is really only half a room,
and, as a rule, minus a roof.
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