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Squeezing his hands together, and trying hard to keep back his tears, the hapless

: i d. “That’s
' Teddy passed dovn the row of grinning faces. The fags fairly chortled
- " erwd W ML idn’'t be happy till he got it!” chuckled
TEDDY CATCHES A TARTAR ¢ What he WARMERL Erinned Nres g A for the ggeak of the Third!

Pipkin. “Now he’'s got it!"” There was no pity

The 1st Chapter. | against the tea-table, unable to stop | with his handkerchief, spluttering “Have him out !” not go further. It was evident that
Run Down. himself in time. ; ::,:rt-ll_ wrath. But for thesfact that j‘"fr_a.hi" 8 ) they were 1n deadly earnest.' Thetr
T Soﬂl{‘*’[-hilzg?S up'.” remarked “*On!” _.1‘0;1113;'1 Newcome, as he -l‘.'Edd}F was Lovell's young l}l‘ﬂtllt?r, & '-?;\DW_,_ f,'hfl“‘- f:]mr'.it.ed _ J]Iulfl}’ (;ﬁﬂ-l‘HESﬁIIE}S‘S .T‘E’H—S _provedl b'y tne fact;
I; Silver. pausing, €gg-spoon in dropped his teacup. Newcome would have attended to himn | Silver, “outside there! What the T.Ela-i': they had invaded the Fourth
IRIgY. PUYEs, 1 bl "\ the end | _1he cup was nearly full of tea, and before he attended to the trousers, | thump do you fags want here ?” Form quarters—dangerous territory
l‘“”fl; at .the tea-table in ki the tea was hot. It dropped on New- | with dire results to Teddy. “We want that voung sneak!” | for fags on the war-path.
Etl{fl}" omds Like o blessed tiot!” come’s knees. Newcome's roar :jf;n_lh.l “r‘_‘l‘n} sorry !’ panted Lovell Itw:l.‘irmr. roared Wegg. ““Shove him out, then!’ shouted
;roked T.onrell have been hecard at the end of the I'bey’re after . me—oh dear! “Outside !” Wegg.
re}?here wajs a s:t:-uml of runmng feef I*‘ﬂ*%:“;g“- : 1 _““ hU_'}lrﬂ after you?” demanded “Rats!” “TMave him out!”
in the Fourih Form passage outside, | =~ Feddy !I” exclaimed Lovell, start- Jlmfr?y ?':1‘[1":'31'. Jgimmy Silver strode in the way “Yah'!”
and a roar of distant voices towards | 1ng ub. “The -_Hlll’d V7 gasped Teddy. as the wrathful fags began to invade “Now, avhat’s all the trouble
the staircase. It was Lovell minor of the Third Jimmy s question did not really | the study. Teddy Lovell backed | about?” asked Jimmy Silver pasifi-
“Coming here!” said Raby, as the | Form who had burst into the study .1_'““”1 an answer; 1t was answered by ! hehind the table. Newcome went on | cally. “ Do vou want Lovell minor to
thudding f{ootsteps approached the | so suddenly. the appearance of the pursuers at the mopping his trousers. Newcome cer- | come to tea 7"’
door of the end study. “They—they’re after me!” panted door. tainly did not care if the fags cap- “To—to—to tea!” stuttered Wege.
Crash ! Teddy. First and foremost came Wegg of | tured the runaway and lynched him. | “ No fear! We want to scalp him!”
The study door was hurled sud- “You silly young ass!” roared | the Third, raging. Behind him ap- | His knees were rather scalded. “To lynch him !” howled Pipkin.
denly open. Newcome. * Look what you’ve done! { peared Grant and Stacey, Pipkin and But Raby and Arthur KXdward “To make an example of him!”
A  diuminutive fag, panting for | Why, I'll--I'l-T’il—” Wryatt, and a crowd more of the | Lovell backed up Jimmy Silver. | shrieked Grant. “Shove him out!
breath, burst into the end study at Words failed Newcome. He { Classical Third. Wegg & Co. receded inte the door- | Hand him over! He's sneaked!

b [ ]

top EI-“':fEd- lle came with a slam | mopped the ‘knees of his trousecrs ‘“ Here he 1s!” roared Wegg. way and passage agaul DBut they did ! We're going to rag him !”




“You're jolly well not!" arowled
Arthur Edward Lovell, * Clear off,
or we'll come out to you!l”’

wd 'fﬂh !H‘

“Funk ' roaved Wegy.
i a Fourth Form study !

Teddy Lovell quivered.

With seven or eight infuriated fags
after him, it was no wonder the new
hoy in the Third had taken to s
heels. But the taunt struck him, - all
the same. Heo clenched his fists and
srlared at Wegg.

“Now, order !” said Jummy Silver.
“We're having tea, and we didn't
ask for company. Buzz off, like good
little fags!”

“*Fland that sneak out, then!”

“*Oh. Lovell minor's staymmz to
tea 1, said Jimmy Silver aftebly.
* Ain’t you, Teddy?” |

“Ye-g-¢s, if you like!” quavered
Teddy.

“Yah !"" roared the Third.

“Sneak !”

“You jyoung
J.ovell. *How
brother a sneak 7"

“Poecause he is one!” retoried
Wegg independently. " He was
steaking to the Head the other day,
and to Mr. Bohun, and now he's
been sneaking to the prefects! Yah'”

“Tt’s not true!’” snapped Lovell

“1liding
Funk!”

T 22

rottoers .
dare you

shouted
call fy

Wegg pointed an accusing and
somewhat grubby forefinger at

Lovell miner across the study.

“ Ask him!” he answered.

“T’'e not true. is it, Teddy?”
asked Lovell, with a sinking of the
heart.

Teddy grunted.

“Oh. dash it all!” said Junmy
Silver uneasily, * Anvhow, we can't
have fags kicking up a ghindy in o
quarters. Clear oft I

“We're nci going
sneak 1’

“(Near off, I tell vou!l”

“Will you hand him over?’

“Nﬂ!,’

“Then we'll jolly well take him!
Come on, chaps !’ bellowed Wezg.

And James Wegg valorously led a
rush into the end studv—-in the teeth,
as it were, of the Fistical Four of
the Fourth. And for the next minute
or two there was pandemonium In
that celebrated apartment.

without that

The 2nd Chapter.
The Sneak of the Third.

“Collar him !”

Crash !

“Yah 1

“Kick them out!”

“Rescue, Fourth!”

“Yaht Oh, my hat! Ow!”

There were eicht of the fags, and
onlv four of the Fourth—but the
Fistical Four were mighty men with
their hands!

Wegg & Co. had taken on a large
order, and they found the execution
thereof a difficult matter.

Teddy Lovell scemed too breath-
less and dazed to take part m the
conflict. He stood looking on, breath-
ing i great gasps. Fourth and
Third were mixed up in a wild and
whirling combat.

Bat the alarm was general gll along
the Fourth Form passage now, and
juniors were swarming along to the
end study.

Mornington was the lirst to arnve,
and then Erroll, and then Rawson
and Van Ryn and Pons and Conroy
and Higgs and Oswald—and they did
not stop to sk what the matter was,

It was svfiicient for them to know
that the Third had invaded the
nassaze sacred to the Fourth ¥Form!

They piled 1n svithout stopping tor
words. . i | ' |

With the odds heavily against them
now, Wegg & Co. did not have the
whost of "a chance.

They wera smitten laup end thigh,
knocked right and left, and hurled
out of the study.

One after another the yelling fags
bumped in the passage.

But there the fags’ tronbles did not

end. The Fourth-Formers ywere warm-
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j Silver cheerily.

ing to their work. 3
fags aud rushed themn along the
passage—some by their rnecks, some
by their ankles.

With a rush and a roar the invaders

vent whirling towards the stairs,
amid yells of laughter from the
Fourih.

Teddy Lovell came near sharing
their fate. " Flynn of the Fourth col-
lared him in the study, and dragged

They collared the |

him towards the door, taking him for

one of the enemy. Lovell rushed to
intervene,

“Let him go, Flynn, you ass'!” he
shouted.

“Sure, I'm booting him out!”

“Yarooh!” roared Teddy.

“¥You ass, it’s my minor! Let him
z0!” Lovell grasped Flynn, and
dragged him off the roaring Teddy.
“¥Vou silly chump——"

“1t’s all richt, Flynun!’ gasped
Jimmy Silver. “Lovell minor's a
visitor!”’

“0Oh bedad!” said Flynu.

“Vou wild Irish idiot!” yelled
Teddy. |

“Shut up, Teddy!”

“*Sha'n’t!”

“Sure, it's a nice visitor ye ve got,”
said Flynn. *“Faith, and 1 think I'd
better boot him!”

Jimmy Silver led Flynn gently to
the door, and pushed him out. He
closed the door after him. There was
«till a whirling scene going on at the
stairhead. where breathless and
furious facs were being rolled déwn.

In the end study the Fistical Four
remained alone with their visitor.
They were rather dusty and breath-
less,

“Now we'd better get on with the
tea!” gasped Raby.

“ Precions little left!” grunted
Jimmy Silver, surveying the tea-

table ruefully.
the floor——"

“Trampled on!” growled
“Nice for the carpet.”

““ And the iam’s in the fender.”

““ And the teapot in the armchair!
Oh, mv hat!”

“Keep smiling!” said Jimmy
“Nothing’s so bad
that it mightn’t be worse!”

“Br-r-r-r!”’

“There’s the eggs on

Jimmy Silver & Co. set the atudy'

to rights, as well as they could. The
remains of the tea supplics were res-
cued, as far as possible. The eggs,
certainly, were too far gone for
rescue, and Jimmy, after a careful n-
spection of the jam, decided that
there were too many cinders in'it for
it to be edible. Still, there was
bread and there was margagine, and
there was a tin of sardines. It was
posgible to keep smiling—with an
effort.

“8it down, Teddy!” said Jimmy
Qilver, with great politeness. 1

. hope you like sardines.”

“Not much!” said Teddy.

X Oh !Hf

“1 can make them do,” said Teddy,

“PDon’t be a little pig, Teddy!”
growled Arthur Edward Lovell.

Teddy stared at him.

Arthur Edward had not addressed
him in that manner before. Arthur
Edward had hitherto erred on the side

Ruby.l

“went there they

of excessive vatience and forbearance
with his epoiled vounger brother.

“« All  serenc—all  serene!’ said
Jimmy Silver hastily. * Besides,
therc’s a cake, Tackily. that was 1
the cupboard! I'll get it out !

Teddy Lovell sat down tc tea, and
found that he could get on very well
with the sardines, It transpired that
ha had not vet had his tea, and that
he was hungry.

* Now, whet's all this new tiouble
about. Teddy?” asked Arthur Edward
[.ove, after a long and gloomy
pause,

Teddy grunted

“Those cads——" he began.

“What cads?”

“The Third!"” sanapped Lovell
| minor. _
“Don’t be a young fool!” said

Lovell gruffly] “They’re not cads;
and if vou've been sneaking they were
quite right to rag you! I wouldn’t
have interfered if you hadn’t been
my brother, and I oughtn’t to have
done it, anyhow.”

Teddy scowled.

“ Ahem !
murmured Jimmy Silver.

“So you've been sneaking
sumed Lovell,

“1 told Bulkeley !” answered Teddy
sullenly.

“What did you tell him?”

“Those cads were jeering at me,”
said the fag passionately. “I'm not
soing fo stand it. They hustled me
in the Form-roem, because-—because
I told the Head the other day about
what——"""

“¥You shouldn’t have gone to the
Head.”

“Rot'!™”

Arthur Edward Lovell seemed to
swallow something with difficulty.

“T'm not ,!.{'(}illf_r.t.{} l:-e pt“l’ﬁﬁi:llt{!d.“
said Teddy indignantly. “I don't
like those rotters. They make fun of
me. They chip me because 1 asked
the matron for a hot-water bottle one

599
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uight. They call me spooney.”
“You  shouldn’t be a spooney, |
then.”

“They call me a sneak. too.”

“Well, you are a sncak!”

Teddy jumped up, with a Aushed
face.

“If that’s how you're going to talk
I'll get out!” he exclaimed.

“(Get out if you like! 1 dare say
Wegg & Co. are’ waiting on the
stairs,” said Lovell caustically.

Lovell minor was heading for the
door, but he stopped. He had for-
aotten the hostile fags for  the
moment.

“Kasy does it, Lovell, old man!”
said Jimmy Silver  soothingly.
“Teddy’s new to Rookwood, and he’s
not used to our ways vet.”

“71 don’t want to get used to them,
cither!” said Teddy bitterly. *“1I
don’t want to stay here. 1 hate the
place !’

T Oh‘
brother, n

“Father said you'd look after me
here,” said Teddy.

“T have looked after you. I've
stopped you smoking cigarettes 1n
Peole's study, anyway!” said Lovell
grimly.

Teddy’s eyes glittered.

“Yes, you beast! The last time 1
kicked me out,

1:.!'

shut up growled his

because you'd been punching them.”
“Good! Everv time they speak to

f19

vou I'm going to punch them!” said
Lovell, with a nod. “T1l ston that
kind of thing, at any raie!”
“You meddhng Dbeast!”
Teddy.
‘“ Ahem !

said

Won't vou try the cake,

D e — i — T i r

should miss. Begin reading
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Teddy, old top?"” asked Jimmy Silver,

— . ——

Try the cake, Teddy?” |

yet,
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Price

with elaborate aftability,

“No, I won’t! Hang vour cake!”

“Oh! Abem!”

“1 don't want vou to look after me,
Arthur, if it comes to that,” went on
Lovell minor. “¥You ju:—*l let me
alone, that's all. 1 can lock after
myself all right, and 1 don’t want
your opinion—see?’

“Is that why wvou bglted 1n here
when the fags got after you for sneak-
ing ¥’ grunted Lovell.

Teddy breathed hard. In point of
fact, his independent words did not
quite fit in with his proceedings. He
had rushed to his brother’s study as
the only possible refuge.

‘““ And what are you going to do
now ?” continued Lovell, *You've
got to face them sooner or later.”

“T'll go to the Head.”

“More sneaking!”

“Do you think I'm going to be
chased about and ragged iust as they
like?” howled Teddy shrilly. :

“StoP sneaking, and they’ll let you
alone !’

“Niind yvour own business!”

With that, Master Edwin opened
the door, stamped out into the
passage, and slammed the door aiter
him with a terrific slam.

“The fags will get him now!” re-
marked Raby.

“Tet them!” said Lovell morosely.
“1 dare say a ragging willi do hun
good. I'm fed up with the little
rotter!”

‘““ Ahem !”

“He doesn’t know Rookwood ways
you know,” murmured Jimmy
Silver,

“Oh, T know what vou think of

him!" said Lovell bitterly. ‘‘When
he came here 1 was making you

fellows fed up with the fuss I made
about him. T—1 even told you,
Jimmy, that vour young cousin in the
Third wasn’t good enough for him to
make friends with. Whyv, voung Algy
Silver’'s worth fifty of him! 1 can
see 1 was a silly fool.”

“1 thought vou'd see that in time.”
remarked Jimmy Silver, rather dnly.

“Well, I can see it now, and I'm
not going to worry about him auny
more. IL.et him go to the dickens his
own way!” snapped Lovell, “I'm
fed up!”

And with that the subject dropped.

A few minutes later, however,

i Arthur Edward Lovell left the end
study. - ‘And althongh Arthur Edward

had stated that he was fed up with
his minor, his chums knew well
enouch that he was going to see how
Teddy was getting on.  Arthur
Edward’s bark was a good deal worse
than his bite.

The 3rd Chapter.
Warned Off !

“There’s the little beast!”
mured Wegg.

It was the hour of the evening pre-
paration for the Third Form at Rook-
wood. The Third were ail in their
places, with the exception of Lovell
minor, when Mr. Bohun came in.
And Lovell miner entered the Form-
room at the heels of the master.

Since the shindy 1n the end study
the Third had seen nothing of the
new tag. Lovell minor had kept
very carefully out of the sight of his
Form-fellows. But the wrath of the
Third had not abated; indeed, 1t
seemed, like wine, to improve with
keeping.

“Sneaking ' was barred i the
Third, and the fags mtended to im-
press that fact upon Teddy Lovell's
mind by the most drastic measures—
the miore drastic the bettev, in the
opinion of Wegg & Co.

Teddy certainly did not understand
the enormity of his offence. At
home, as a spoiled and petted child,
he was accustomed to running to
somebody with a tale of woe, 1f any-
thing failed to meet with his lordly
‘approval. Both his parents were
very fond of him, and extremely n-
dulgent to him; and for that reason,
probably, they were # good deal
happier at home when Teddy was at
Rookwood. 'The bov's wilful and
exacting selfishness was the work ot
their over-induleent affection, and
thev found the result worry enough.
Teddy, spoiled pet as he was, was an
incessant trouble at haome. But the
unfortunate fag, ~suddenly shifted
into entirelv new surroundings, could
not chanoe his ways as suddeniy, It
had not even occurred to him as yet
to change them.

That his Form was against him he
was only too well aware; but he was
very far from considering that the
fault was on his side. Older fellows
might have made allowances for the
very obvious faults of Teddv's home
traming ; but the *fags of the Third
were not much given to reflection.

Imur-

They saw in Teddy a spoiled,
seifish, consequential littie ass, with

Three Halip
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22/11/19
most unpleasaut ways, and they were
not likely to go casy with him.

In the presence of My, Bohun the
fags could make no oven demounstra-
tion ; but the looks théy gave Teddy
vere a promise of what was to come

after prep. ‘
of Third had

| ——

The outcast the
avoided them till prep. and now he
had come in at the Form-master s
heels; but after prep Mr., Bohun
would not be there to protect him.

Teddy replied with a sullen scowl
to the dark leoks he reccived, and
took his place in the Form in silence.

3ut prep did not begmn at once.
There was a surnrise in store for the
Rookwood Third.

Mr. Bohun glanced cover his Form,
conghed, and addressed then.

“F’h, h’'m! My boys, I have re-
ceived a complaint from Lovell mmer
and——"

“Bneaking
Wegg.

There was a hiss among the fags.

“Silence!” exclaimed Mr, Bohun
sharply, *1 have rececived a com
plaint from Lovell minor that he has
been subjected to persecution, and
that violence has been offecred him.
I desire to impress upon you all, very
seriously, that the new boy 1s not to
be molested in any way. = Lovell
minor is under thé impression that
what you call a ragging, I1s in. contem-
plation.” |

“You bet!” murmured Wegg.

“Did you speak, Wegg!?”’

“N-n-no, sir!” gasped Wegg,

“Very well. Kindly  remember,
my boys, that I shall keep observa-
tion unon you, and that if there 13
any molestation of the pew boy 1t
will be very severely punished. That
is all. We will now proceed.”

And prep proceeded.

The feelings of the Third Form
were too deep for words, if words
had been possible just then.

What Mr. Bohun thought of Lovell
minor anud his complaints they did
not know, but thev knew that Mr.
Bohun was not a gentleman to be
trifled with, |

The projected ragging of the sneak
faded away into the limbo of the
things that were not to be. -

Lovell minor canght the looks that
were turned upon him, and grinned.

Mr. Bohun meant what he said.
Whatever his reflections were, he had
his duty to do, and he could not allow
“racgings ' for whateverreason.

Lovell minor' felt that -he was
secure at last. B '

Indeed, he regarded his invoking,
tho F¥Form-master’s protection as
something in the nature of a master-
stroke. |

Prep went on quietly.

When that infliction was over, Mr.
Bohun quitted the Form-room, leav-
ine the fags to their own devices.
The Third generally used their Form-
room as a Common-roem. ¢They had
the right of access to the junior
Common-reom, but in thai apartment
they were verv much overborne by
the Fourth and the Shell, i In their
own quarters they wege memarchs of
all they surveved. = %k i

After the Form-mask@r’'s departur>
the Third gathered in ~a . erowd,
noisily and angrily discussing the
situation, i3]

Lovell minor. happy in  bhis new
sense of security, was putting his
books away in quite & cheetful frame
of mind,.

“The awful sneak!” said"Wegg, 1n
measured tones. ‘‘Actually getting
old Bohun to jaw us!” 18 -

“Worm!” said Silver.’t °°DBefter
let him alone, though. 0Old Bohun
means bisney.”

Wegg set his teeth.

““ After his sneaking!’’ he said.

“Well, it’s no good looking for
trouble with a giddy Form-master.
Let the sneak alone. He's not worth
touching, anyhow.” :

3 ose a chap could *pull his

Supp | | |
nose!” wsald Wegg. “That isn't
Old: Bohun

again!” = murmured

molesting him, 18 it?
said molesting.”

“Well, pulling a sneak’smose ain’t
molesting,” said Gramt, with an air
of deep consideration. ‘“ Anybody
got a dictionary?” (e

“Good!” exclaimed Wegg. ““ We'll
jolly soon Here, don't ilet that
cad get out till we know.” °7

Teddy. Lovell was making for the
door. Stacey and Pipkin ran to 1t,
and put their backs to 1t. -

“Tet me open that door!™ bawled
Teddy.

“YVou can open it,”” said Stacey

e

bl R

grinning. “We ain’t ‘molesting
You.” |

“7 can’t open it
ing against - A ;

“Phat’'s vour look-out, “We .can
stand against ecur own Fofm-room
door, if we like, 1 suppose?™:

“Let me pass!”’

“We're not stopping voun!’
1 Get a aick,, somebody !

1
s TR &,
“ t:-q.:l-

while you're stand-

’

L

sard
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Teddy Lovell seized the
handle and :dragged at it.

It did not move.
them a glare of passionate anger.

_“L-et me open the door!” he
hissed.
. We're not stopping you. Open

1t,

“How can I when you've got your

feet against it?” shrieked Teddy.
“Is that a riddle?” asked Stacey

politely, '
wHa, ha; hal”

" You—gou rotters !”’ panted
Teddy,

He elenched his fists.

“Punch  away!” said Stacey,

thrusting out his nose invitingly.
“We ain't goine to molest vou. You
hit first, though. Go it! You hit
first, and we’'ll see.”

Lovell minor controlled his wrath.
If he punched Stacev’s nose it was
not much use complaining that he had
been molested. The strictest Form-
master could hardly take the view
that a fellow whose nose was pnched
was not justified in punching back.
And Stacey was almost quivering
with the yearnimg to punch back, so
long as he had recetved a punch
which would put him in the right.
There was not the slightest doubt
that if Teddy placed himself out of
court by hitting first, he would go
through the most painful experiences
immediately afterwards.

Teddy tugged at the door again.
Tvwo or three more grinning fags
joined Stacey and Pipkin at the door.
It did not” open. There was no
chance of that. And, meanwhile,
Wegg, with intense seriousness, was
consulting the dictionary as to the
precise meaning of ‘“molest,”

Al

"The 4th Chapter. :
Mr. Bohun Doos Not Agree.

“Go ;o Weggy !”

““Got the place?”

“Givera fellow a chance,” said
James Wegg, turning over the pages.
“ Molecular——-"

“'That’s, not it.”

“I'm getting to it. Molecule—**
*“ Blow: molecule!”’
““Moleskin—molest Hera it

18.  Malest!  Lasten, you chaps,”
satd Wegg. ‘‘Here's molest,”
**Readigt out.”
“Shut up a minute, then.”
And Wegg read out solemnly :

‘% Molest—to trouble, disturb, or
annoy. From Latin  molestus,
troublesome ik

“Blow the Latin! We don’t want
that.”

“Trouble, disturb, or annoy,”

said Wegg, closing the dictionary
with a snap. ‘““Nothing there about
pulling a fellow’s nose.”

“Nothmng at all,” agreed Grant.

“I say, though, it annoys a fellow
to pull dis nose, doesn’t i1t?” asked
Silver 11 thoughtfully.

“Suppose 1t does,’”’ said Wegg.

“Well, wouldn’t that come to the
same thing?” ”

“1 don’t see 1t!” said Wegg de-
cidedly. ‘““We're not to molest the
cad! That means, trouble, disturb,
or annoy him. But if it meant any-
thing about pulling a chap’s nose, it
-avould say so. ’Frinstance, ’spose it
said * Molest—pulling a chap’s nosa !’
That would be quite plain. But if it
means i, why doesn’t it say it?”

“And 1t doesn’t!” said Wyatt.

““No, 1t doesn’t! Besides, there’s
gifferentCkinds of annovance,” went
on. Wegg, with great acumen. “If
you annoy another chap by molesting
him, that’s molesting, But if you
annoy. him another way—'frinstance,
old Bohun annoys us by bothering
‘us with evening prep, doesn’t he?”

“Yes, rather!”

“But he wouldn’t call that molest-
ing us, would he?”

“Nunno!”

“Then the Head disturbs. troubles.

and annovs us when he jaws us—but |

that’s “not molesting. The Head
wouldu't' dream of molesting anyv-
body—Dbut he disturbs, trotibles, and
annoys jolly nearly everybody, one
way or another.”

“Right on the wicket!” said
Grant: - You ought to be a lawyer,
Weggy!’

“1 ecan think a thing out,” said
Wegg modestly. “Annoying a chap
1s molesting him. when 1t's molest-
mg. buf when it 1sn't, you know, it
gsu't! ~That’s bhow 1 make 11 out.
Pulling a chap’s nose isn't molesting
hima, ﬁii‘ij.‘ more than making hm L’ll._l
Casar 1n the evening whéin he’d
rather be in the gvin.”

“Right. as tain!”

“And I’'m jolly well going to pull
hic nese!” szaid Wegg. “Keep that
dick handy, 1n case he speaks to
Bohun, and we bave to cxplain.”

in the dick.”
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| Stacey
and Pipkin kept the back of their
heels planted against the door firmly.
Lovell minor gave
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‘T sav. old Bohun knows what’s | molesting

1

e

Yes, but it’s just as well to have
it in black and white, in case he’s for-
gotten,”’ said Wegg sagely.

Wegg crossed® over to. the door,
where Teddy was fuming.

Lovell minor met him with a glare
of defiance.

“I'm not going to molest you,”
sard Wegg scornfully. “I'm just go-
mg to pull vour nose—hke that!”

" Yoooooch !”

Wegg made 2 sudden®™ grasn at
Teddy’s nose, and enclosed it with
his finger and thumb, in a grip that
was like a vice. |

L.ovell minor gave a muffled howl
of anguish. |

“Go 1t, Weggy !’
i great delight.

" yelled the Third,

“Grooogh! ILed do by dose!
Oooooococh !
But Wegg did not let go. He

compressed his grinp harder. keeping
Teddy at arm’s length. Wegg was
a much bigger fellow than Teddy,
and he easily avoided his savage
kicking and clutching, as he gripped
his nose. Teddy Lovell struggled
and roared wildyv.

“*Ha, ha. hat”

Stacey & C(Co. had left the door
to gather round and watch, yelling
with laughter.

The form-room door suddenly
opened.

Perhaps, after his warning to the
fags, Mr. Bohun had deemed it

judicious to stroll back in that diree-
tion and ascertain that his instruc-
tions. were being observed. Any-
how, there he was,
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“CAVE'!”

Teddy’s nose was in Wegg's iron
grip, and Teddy was dancing with
rage and anguish when the Third
Form-master strode m.

“Cave!” gasped Pipkin. .

Wegg let go Teddy’s nose suddenly
as if 1t had become red-hot Indeed,
it looked as if it was red-hot at that
moment. |

A sudden doubt smote Wegg as to
whether his Form-master might not

regard the pulling of noses as
molestation—in = spite of the
dictionary.

“What 1s this?’. execlaimed  Mr.

Bohun sternly.
“ Ahem—we—]—

r

stammered

Wegg.

&

L

“Now-ow-ow-owl!l’

howled Teddy
ovell, '

“What were you doing to Lovell

minhor, = Wegg?’  thundered Mr.
Bohun. _ #i
*“Only—enly—only pulling his

nose, sir!” gasped Wegg., *I—=I1—

wasn't molesting him, sir!”
*“What?’
“Oh, no,

sir ! exclaimed . Grant

“1—1 haven’t molested him, sir!”
stammered Wegg.

“What? I saw you pulling his
nose %

“That—that wasn’t molesting him,
- i L &
sir! 1

* Nonsense ! Hold out  your
hand !” '

“Oh dear!”

Swish !

“Now the other hand, Wegg!”

“ But the dictionary says—— Ow—
OW—iv"?

“The other hand-—at once!”

Swish!

“You may place this cane on the
desk, Grant. T trust 1 shall not
have occasion to use it again.”

My. Bohum strode from the Form-
room. Teddy lLovell, with a defiant
grin at the fags, followed him out.

James Wegg  stood wringing his
hands. He was hurt. The fags sur-
rounded him in a sympathetic group.

“Rotten!” said Grant. *‘Unjust!
He didn’t even let vou say——"

“Wow-wow !”’

“Didn’t even let yvou explain i

“Oh dear: My hands!”

He doesn’'t seem to know " the
definition of molest,” said Pipkin
warmly. “lgnorant, you know.”

“In - a Form-master, too! My
hat!”

**Sheer ignorance!”

“Wow-wow-ow!” said Wegg, as

he rubbed his hands. ** Yow-ow-ow!
Oh dear! Oh, crikey! Yooooop!”

The Third Form were full of sym-
pathy. But the unfortunate Wegg,
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‘““Cave ! "' gasped Pipkin,

Prics

Third went on, 1n loud and indignant
tones.:

“The fellow’s a sneaking cad

“Hear, hear!”

“And we can’t rag him for it, be-
canse he snecaks to the Form-master
every time, and we get licked—"

“Shame!”

23

‘“He’s a disgrace to  the Third-
Form!"’
“Yes. rather!”

“Instead of licking us for ragging
him, old Bohun ought te ask the
Head to turn him out of Rookwood !”

“Bravo!”

“But he won't! Now, are we go-
ing to have that uppish voung cad
turning up his nose and putting on
aiwrs and graces, and sneaking——"

** No fear!”

“Well, something’s got to be done,
then,” said Wegg. ‘1 suggest send-
ing the beastly little prig to Coven-
try ! He’s a disgrace to the Form,
and he’s barred by the Form from
this minute on! Agreed?”

“Yes, rather!”

“You bet!”

“Bravo!”

There was no doubt that the Third
Form agreed. Moderns as well as
(Classicals were there, and they were

unanimous. In all the Third Form of
Rookwood there was no dissentient
volce.

“Then he's going to be sent to
Coventry !” said Wegg. INDEY R
fellow in the Form-is to speak to
him !”’

“Not a syllable!”™
Modern.

said Tunstall, the
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Teddy’s nose was in Wegg’s iron grip, and Teddy was dancing with rage and anguish,
when the Third Form-master strode in.

‘“ What is this 2’

exclaimed Wir. Bohun stesnly.

like Rachel of old. mourned and
could not be comforted.

The 5th -'chapter.
Down on Teddy!

“Hallo! What'’s on now?”

It was the following morning, and
Jimmy Silver & Co. were sauntering
in the quad after lessons. As they
came by the archway that led into
Little Quad, the buzz of many voices
reached their ears.

There jpas a crowd under the arch.

“The "cheery Third!” remarked
Newcome. ‘‘Up to someé mischief,
by the look of them.”

The Fistical Four slowed down to
glance at the fags in passing. It was
evidently a meeting of the Third,
and a very excited meeting. And
they wondered if it had something to
do with Lovell minor.

Wegg of the Third was addressing
the fags, amid a good many inter-
ruptions. His look was fiery.

“Tt's, got 1o be settled!” Le was
saving., |

a_‘*.‘.t_t..',Prl_’_i.. "Tht} dit"{i{:]::li'_‘:"—'*“ "I_h‘-;-i‘ix ].ufa;u‘f'!'

“Grant! FKFeoteli me lhl" cane lrom "I]i* ﬂug‘}n- (5 L i}'inﬁ*ht'*{_fj‘:
myv desk " exelaimed Pipkin.

“Oh, ves, sir!” “The :neak!”

Grant fetched the cave. and My, “eo it, Weggy !
Bohun swished it 1n the air. Wegg's ' Lovell flgshed ved. He had 1o
inward doubts intensified. further doubt whom the indignant

“Hold ent your hand, Wegg!”
“ Wha-a-at tor, sir?”’

“¥ am gomg fto
Lovell mmor after my

very clear warmng to you, Wegg.

cane you fnr*

lremained with Lim.

fags™ were referring to. Jimmy
Silver made a movement to walk on,
but Lovell remained where he was,
s his: chums. exchanging a glance,
Wegg of the

i

“Not a giddy whisper!”

“Don’t speak to him—don’t answer
if he speaks! Just eut him dead!”
saild Wegg. ‘* We can’t rag the httle
beast, with old Bohun watching us;
but we’ll see how he likes that!”

**What-ho !”

‘““Hallo, there’s his major!” ejacu-
lated ‘Stacey, catching sight of the
Fistical -Four outside the archway.

Wegg gave Arthur Edward Lovell
a glare,

?

“We're sending your young cad of

a minor to Coventry!” he hooted.
“Put that in your pipe and smoke it !
Yah!”

“Yah!” roared the fags.

Lovell clenched - his hands, * but
Jimmy Silver took his arm and
walked him on. A howl from the
Third followed them. The fags were
evidently inclined to wvisit the sins of
Teddy upon the head of his major
and the heads of his major’s friends.

“Cheeky little rotters!” muttered
Lovell savagely. “I've a jolly good
mind—— Let go my arm, Jimmy!”

*Come on, old chap!” said Jimmy
cietly.

Lovell went on, frowning.

He leit his friends a few minutes
later, and walked awayv by himself.
This new development 1o the Third
troubled him, and he wanted to think
it out.  And, though his chums sym-
pathised with him pezsonally, he knew
they had very hittle sympathy to waste
upon Master Edwin, o

Teddy was in the guadrangle, and

Three Halipencs

1

i

{ hard as he looked after him.

459

he was looking more cheerful than
for some days past. Mr. Bohun's in-
tervention had had 1ts result, and
Teddy was relieved from persecstion
at the hands of his Form-fellows. He
found it a great rclief, and he was
rather inchined to look upon it as a
victory. Lovell came up to his
minor as he spotted him standing near

' the founitain.”

“Hallo!” he said grufiiy.

“Hallo " grunted Teddy.

__""How are you getting on in the
Ihird?” .

** Much better,” said Lovell minor,
with a defiant look. “Mr. Boehun
won't let them touch me.”

“I've just heard them talking,”
said the Fourth-Former. “Thev're
gomg to send you to Coventry for
sneakig !

“Eh—what’s that?”

1 mean, nobody in the Third is
going to speak to you again.”

I don’t care!”

“You'll find it rather unpleasant
wheu i1t begins.”

“Rats! 1Idon’t want them to speak
to me! I don’t want yvou to either
1f 1t comes to that!” retorted Master
Teddy independently.

"Teddy, old man,” said Lovell
earnestly. “It’s not too late to put
yoursell right with yvour Form. Own
up that you’ve done wrong i

“I haven't done wrong!”

“You've sneaked 4

“"I've had their caddish tricks
stopped!”  said Teddy vieiously.
“ I'll go straight to Mr. Bohun if they
worry me again! . And, look here,
Arthur, I want you to stop interfer-
ing with me! It was vour fault that
I've had to break with Peele and
Gower and Lattrey in the Fourth!”

“If, 1t was®a fault, it’'s mine.”
agreed Lovell. |

“Well, T want you to mind vour
own business!” said Teddy savagely.

“That is my business!”

“You meddling ass!” exclaimed
Lovell minor. “T tell you I won’t
stand it! What business is it of yours
if I smoke?”

& “Lots!” answered Lovell quietly.
“Father asked me to look after vou
here, T ecan’t prevent you from béing
a sneak, 1 suppose, and a spooney :
but I can keep you from being a

| blackguard, and I'm going to! And.

look here, Teddy, a lot of the Third
know about your smoking in Peele’s
study. Suppose they took a leaf out
of your book, and sneaked to the
Form-master about it? How would
you like that?”

Teddy started. That consideration
had apparently not entered into his
mind.

“* They—they
claimed.

“ Why shouldn’t they sneak if you

wouldn’t!” he eox-

do?” said Lovell bitterly. “Do you
want 1t all on one side? Not that
they will. They're inky little

ruffians, but they’re not mean enough
to give a fellow away. That ought te
be a lesson to you.”

“Oh, rot!” said Teddy, rather
uneasily, however.
“Look here, Teddy, it’'s not too

late. Go to Wegg—he's a bit of anm
ass, but he’s not a bad fellow, really

| —tell him you'ie sorry you sneaked,

and you won't do it again, and ask
them all to look over it. Then stop
putting on airs and graces, and acting
like a spoiled baby. Then you’ll get
on all right in the Third. T— Do

you hear me, Teddy?” shouted
Lovell.

Teddy had turned his back on his
brother, and was walking away.

He certainly heard, but equally cer-
tainly he did not intend to heed.

Arthur KEdward Lovell breathed
He was
strongly tempted to rush after the
cheeky fag, take him by the shoulders,
and give him the shaking of his life.
Never had Arthur Edward felt so
keenly desirous of shaking Teddy,

But he restrained his wrath.

He walked gloomily away. with his
hands driven deep in his pockets. He.
had done all he could. and it was nse-
less. Lovell minor had to take his
chance.,

The 6th Chapter.
Sent to Coventry !

““Pass the salt, Grant!”

Teddy Lovell made that request ak
the Third Form table in the dining-
room. From the Fourth table Arthur
Edward Lovell was looking across
rather anxiously at the fags,

Grant seemed deaf,

He went on sedately edting his
dinner, a8 if Master Edwin Lovell had:
not spoketi.

Teddy stared at himn.

“Will you pass ihe salt?’” he asked,

- more loudly.

Stil Grant did not heed. His faca™
was expressionless as he negotiated
a dumpling with his fork. ,

*“Pass the salt, Pipkin, will you?™
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and Georges Carpentier in their great fight for the
Championsh'p.

I expect most readers of the Boys'
I'RIEND have been following with
koen interest the recent performances
of the big men in the boxing world,
more particularly so when there
seems every prospect of England oiice
again producing a  legitimate
opponent to contest the World's
Heavy-weight Championship with
Jack Demupsey, the present holder,

[t is exactly twenty years ago—in
1899, to be precise—since the title
passed from an Englishman’s hands,
when the Cornishman, Bob Fitzsim-
mons, went down to defeat in eleven
rounds before the all-eonquering Jim
Jeffries at Coneyv Island., New York.

From that date the world's heavy-
welght ¢rown has found a home 1
America, and the British race have
almost desvaired of producing a man
worthy enough to contend the world’s
fistic supremacy with America’s best.

Upon Jim Jeffries’ retirement
(May 15th, 1905) the title auto-
matically passed to Marvin Hart, who

was considered the ‘‘next best.”
lommy Burns, by birth a French

Canadian, but generally considered
as an American, came along, and
relieved Hart of the title, giving him
a trouncing i twenty rounds at Los
Angeles on February 23rd, 1916.
surns went from victory to victory,
touring America, Australia, England
and France, beating all the cham-

pions of note, but met his Waterloo
Sydney,

at Ruscutter Bay,

December 26th, 1908, when Jack
Johnson, the tamous neero. handed
out a terrific lacing n fourteen
rounds, the police intervening to save
Burns further punishment.

Jonnson’s defeat by Jess Willard,
the giant cowboy, must be fresh in
the minds of most; and, although the
title passed from the black race to the
white, 1t still remained in an Ameri-
can’s hands.

It must be put down to record that
Jess Willard was the luckiest of all
champions, considering the small
amount of serwous boxitig he was
called upon to do before being
dragged from his farm to wuse his
mountain of flesh and muscle against
a very much dissipated negro.

Willard, with the full knowledge of
his real worth, carefully side-stepped

all and sundry, and devoted his time |

to prcking up easy money in exhibi-
tion bouts and musie-hall work.
Twenty-five thousand pounds, win,
lose, or draw, was the sum that
eventually lured him from semi-re-
tirement to risk his title with Jack
Dempsey, and it is well-known hosw
the big cowboy went down to crush-
ing defeat in this his first champion-
ship battle since he annexed the
crown from Johnson four years pre-
viously.
~ Jack Dempsey is the new champion,
and, it must be confessed, a worthy
title-holder, Weighing just over

oir | thirteen stone, he is full of fire and

FPipkin  seeimmed afflicted  with
Grant’s deafness. He certainly heard
Lovell minor’s recquest, but, like the
dying gladiator of old, he heard it,
but he heeded not.

Lovell minor’s face reddened with
anger.

“Look here, T want the salt!” he
snapped. “Do you think I can eat
Irish stew without salt, wvou silly
idrot?” :

No answer.

“ Are you deaf, you fool?”

stlence.

“Dear me!” satd Mr. Bohun,
glancing along the table. “ What is
the matter there? What is the

matter, Lovell minor?”

“T've asked Grant to pass the salt,
and he won't, sir!” gasped Teddy, in
crimson indignation.

“rrant, if you have the sal

“1 haven’t 1t, sir. It's there,” said
Girant.

“ Pass 1t to Lovell mimmor if he needs
| A

““Oh, ecertainly, sir!™

(xrant passed the salt then, without
looking at the angry fag by his side.
He passed i, with averted face, plac-
ing 1t within Lovell minor’s reach.
Lovell minor gave him a glare by way
nfl thanks, and helped himself to the
salt,

Dinner proceeded.

There was some whispering among
the fags at the table, as there gener-
ally was, but Lovell miner was not
included in the whispering. When he
had recovered a little fromt his irri-
tation, Lovell minor condescended to
make a remark. Pipkin had just
spoken across him to Grant, to the
effect that he thought it was going to
ram, and. football practice would be
off.

“I don’t think it will rain,” said
Teddv.

Pipkin and Grant seemed quite
uneonscious of the fact that he had
=6 ken,

* Looks bke
Grans,

M

it, Pippy,” assented

A DISGRACE ToO
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“Where does the
footer?” asked Teddy.

Grant and Pipkin were deaf again.
Teddy glared at one, and then at the
cther. He did not quite comprehend

Third practise

yet that he was being ‘‘sent to
Coventry,” and he was greatly
puzzled ' and exasperated by this
l peculiar  development, Hitherto,

though the Third had certainly been
“down ” |
more or
observation
make,

“1 asked you a question, Grant!”
he breathed at last. ;

Grant looked with interest at his
pudding. He did not seem aware that
a sullen voice was speaking at his
side. ik

“I'm going to begin footer,” said
Teddy, with rather a quiver in his
lip.

“This i3 a jolly good pudding for
once, Weggy,” said Grant.

“Yes, for once!” agreed Wegg.

“I'll bave another helping, Pip-
kkin,”’ said Teddy. -

The pudding was near Pipkin, and
ordinary ecircumstances he
would have helped Teddy at once.
Now he made no movement.

“Do you hear me, Pipkin?”

Stony silence !

“XYou rotter, give me some pud-
ding !” said Teddy, in a fierce
whisper.

“ Dear me, there is a great deal of
chattering going on at this table,”
sald Mr. Bohun. “Kmdly talk a
little less, my boys!”

*1 want some more pudding, sir,”
sard Teddy, in a loud voice.

Mr. Bohun looked along the table.

“You may help vourself, Loveil
minor,’’

“1 can’t reach 1it, sir.’

“Well, ask one of the other boys
to help you, then. Don't be silly !”

“1I've asked Pipkm, and he
won t,” growled Teddy.

*“ Bless my soul! Pipkin, have you
reiused to help Lovell minor?”

“1 haven't said a word to him,
sir,” answered Pipkin,

“ Lovell minor, you seem much too
ready to make complaints,” said Mu.
Bohun. *“Pipkin, help Lovell minor
to the pudding.”

“Yes, air.”’

Pipkin helped Lovell minor—a re-

on him, he had received a
less civil reply to any
it had plegsed him to

L

‘ energy. He 15 re

| markably small Lelping.

E

A chat about the respective chances of Joe Beckett |

{ dCT'OSS th-f! table
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: puted to be the
hardest hitter in the world at the
present time, and there i1s a certain
element of truth in this. as witness
the tremendous bombardment Wil-
ard was subjected to when he was
battered all over the ring, and almost
tnocked out 1 the frst round,
despite his advantage of three or four
stone 1n weight,

It 1s to dethrone this new cham-
pion, and incidently bring the title
back to England, the mother of box-
ing, that we are searching anxiously
to find an Enghishman fit and worthy
enough to contest for this premier
honour,

We have pinned our faith to so
many 1n the past, only to have our
hopes dashed ruthlessly to the
ground. Gunner Moir, Iron Hague,
Frank Goddard, and Bombardier
Wells have all flattered only to
deceive, the latter more so than the
others put together,

Billy Wells has onee again
announced his mtention to return to
the ring to further try his fortunes:
i fact, he 1s already fixed up for a
serres of contests; but Billy has dis-
appointed us con so many occasions
that we are compelled to look further
afield for a man worthy enough to
represent  thie country 11 Inter-
national matches.

One man bhas emerged triumph-
antlv from the ruck of British heavy-
weights, and it is to Joe Beckett that
we are now pinning our faith for the
tuture. He 13 undisputably the best
atl-round man we have had for years,
bemng the possessor of the necessary
guualifications that are essential to
championship contenders.  Beckett
scales about thirteen stone seven
pounds, and 1s full of grit, determina-
tion, and aggressive energy. which,
courled with an abundance of confi-
dence and boxing skitll, should carry
him right to the highest rung of the
ladder of fame.

te 15 the best heavy-weight boxer
i Great Britain at the present time,
having jumped into prominenee in a

5 o i ..rn.
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posed of 1t in a couple of minutes.
“Give me some more,”
tered.
Pipkin remained unconsecious.
Teddy, with a furious look. rose to
his feet and reached across the table
at the pudding, and dragged 1t to-
wards him.
“Lovell minor!”
Bohun. “How

rapped out Mr,
dare’' wvou sprawl

i1 that manner?

Si1t down at once!”

“1 want some more pudding, sir
&

e T w—

“Bit  doewn!”
Bohun angrily.

exclaimed Mr.
“Have you no
manners?! ~Have vou no sense of
propriety ?° Sit. down. at once!
Leave the pudding there! You do
not require more than two helpings.”

“But I haven’t——"

“Silence ! Sit down this instant "

Lovell minor leoked rebellious, but
he sat down, relinquishing the pud-
ding, almost choking with wrath.
He was beginning to understand
now how matters stood. He was
feclme, and looking, rebellions: bnt
he did not venture to disobey My,
Bohun. Teddy had learned by this
time that Form-masters had to be
obeyed.

The sulky fag was consumed with
anger and chagrin till dinner was
over, and the juniors were dismissed.

The Third-Formers were grinning
as they came out.

The sentence passed upon the sneak
of the Third was beginning to taks
oftect, and the fags were rather
enjoying it} 16 was a good deal like
4 new game to them.

It was all the more interesting as a
game, because Lovell minor's sulky
and furious looks showed how much
efiect 1t had on him. If he had
taken 1t quietly, and with an air of
indifference, the fags might have
tired of the game, but Lovell minor's
looks were an entertainment in them-
selves.

In the passage, Teddy Lovell came
up to Wegg & Co. with a black
sccwl on his brow.

"“So youre not going to speak to
me-—what?” he demanded.

Wegg & Co. stared at him blankly
without replymng. A brick wall could
hardly have been more expression-
less and discouraging than that stare.
Teddy clenched his fists in helpless
rage.

“You
ter 77

“Teddy !” called out Lovell, as he
came out of the dmning-room with
Jimmy Siivey & (Co.

Teddy Lovell did
major.

“Can’t you answer, Wegg 7"’
sald between his teeth, his
trembling with passionate anger,

hear me, Wegg, you rot-

not hear his
he

volce

Teddy dis-

he mut-

Price

few short months by virtue of hisl
great  victories over  Bombardier
Wells, Frank Goddard, and the clever l
American, Eddie McGoorty,

He has one obstacle to surmount
before meeting Jack Dempsey for
the World's Championship, a meet-
mg  that Mr. C. B. Cochran. the
| famous promotor, is endeavouring to

bring about in London early next
year for a mammoth nurse of
£35,000. That obstacle takes the

form of Georges Carpentier, the pre-
STANLEY HOOPER,
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The famous Fly-weight Boxer, who
has written this article specially for
I THE BOYS’' FRIEND.

sent holder of the European Cham-
pionship, who has in the past defeated
all the British heavy-weights of note,
t weluding our ex-champion, Billy
Wells, who twice fell before the won-
| derful Frenchman.

At the time of writing Beckett and

Carpentier are 'matched for the
' heavy-weight championship of

Europe, to take place on December
drd at the Holborn Stadium. Londen,
the winner of this fighe to do battle
vith the great Dempsey.

Will Beckett survive this great
ordeal; or, on the other hand., are
we to be onve again disappointed, as
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Apparently Wegg couldn’t.
events he didn’t.

“Come on, you chaps!” said
Grant. *““"Tain’t raining ! Let’s punt
a ball about before lessons, and shake
down those blessed dumplings.”’

" Right-ho ! said Wege.

Biff !

Teddy’'s temper failed him as
Weogeg turned to follow Grant, as if

..lt; ﬂ_“ |

cotnpletely wunconscious of Tovell |
minor's existence. And Teddy's
elenched © fist smote James Wegg

fairly on the nose.

Werge spoke then. He couldn't
help it. What he said was:

" Xarooop !

“Teddy, you young ass!” shouted
Lovelt.
|  “Let him answer,
Teddy.
}  “Lovell minor!”  Unfortunately
for Teddy, Mr. Bohun was coming
out of the dining-reom at that mo-
ment. ° Boy, how dare you?”

id ]’ _'l

“You have complained to me of
being ill-treated by boavs in your
Form!’ exelaimed My. Bohun.
“Yet I see you strike one of your
Form-fellows entirely without provo-
cation.”

“ It wasn't!
mered Teddy.

*“1 saw the whole occurrence,” ex-
claimed Mr. Bohun., “Wegg was
not even looking at you when you
struck him.”

“He wouldn’t answer me.” mut-
tered Teddy sullenly. |

“What? You dare to say that vou
struck Wegg because he *did not
answer vou?”’ exclaimed Mr. Bohun
i amazement. ‘‘Follow me to my
study at once, Lovell minor. 1 shall
punish you most severely. Come!”

e I_ I T2 I

**Silence ! Pollow me at once!”
I  Mr. Bohun strode away, and Lovell
minor, after an instant’s hesitﬂtim;,l

then !” growled

T

s

IHe—he-——"" stam- |

| followed at his heels.
The fags looked at one another

with delighted grins. :
Wegg was rubbing his nose, but he

was grinning, too. ;
R, 'what: Tarksl”

Grant ecstatically. '
‘*Ha, ka, bal”

The fags crept along the passage, '

murmured

| to listen as near to Mr. Bohun’s door
as they could venture. There wag a
sound of swishing from the study,
| mingled with suppressed howls from
Lovell minov.

“He's getting 16! chuckled Wegg.

“Good old Bohun! He's going
it!!l {

“tla, ha, ha!”

“He’s a Bohun and a blessing this
time !” chortled Stacey, and the fags
chortled gleefully.

Lovell of the Fourth stood near the
I big doorway with a clouded brow. |
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we have been so many times in the
past? o

Personally, I think not., and will
endeavour to outline!*to Boys’
FRIEND readers why we may pin our
taith to Joe Beckett to avenge the
many. defeats of British heavy-weight
boxers in the past. N

In the first place, Carpentier has
served with the French Army
throughout the recent great war. A
very patriotic poceeding, you will all
agree, but one that may very pro-
bably have cost the Frenchman very
dearly, inasmuch as.a long term of
service with the Colours tends to rob

an athlete of skill, suppleness of
muscle (an essential quality to the
boxer), and staying power. In fact,
to put 1t mildly, Army service is
usually of great detriment to the

boxer, especially where boxing prac-
tice is not permissible or possible,

Carpentier has had very little box-
g practice during the war, and
therefore it is conceivable—I might
say, more than probable—that as a
boxing champion he has deteriorated
considerably.

Wailving all this on one side, in my
opinion, the Carpentier of pre-war
abilities would have been extended
to his utmest, and probablv defeated,
by the Joe Beckett of to-day,

We have good reason sto believe
that Beckett is a real champion in
every sense of the word, and, taking
everything into consideration, gplus
the stone advantage in weight that
our champion will have ' over the
Frenchman, [ see little reason to
doubt that Beckett—barring accidents
—will triumph over Carpentrer, and
will be England’s representative in a
match with Jack Dempseyw for the
World’s Heavy-weight Championship
in the near future. -

d Raby New-

and
come went out into the quad.

Jimmy Silver an

Teddy came out of My Bohun's
study at last. 4

His face was pale, and there were
heavy, unshed tears in his'®&yes. He
started, as he saw the crowd of fags
in the passage.

They did not speak. They lined
up, for the hapless outcast to pass
between two rows of grinming faces.
They expected him to scowl and
glare; but the unfortunate Teddy
vas past scowling and glaring at that
moment. He was only thinking of
the ache in his palms.

Sqyueczing his hands together, and
trying hard to Keep back *his tears,
Teday Loveli limped away leaving
the fags chortling in his rear.

" That’s what he wanted !’ grinned
Wegg.

“He wouldn’t be happy
1t I”” chortled Pipkin,
it !”’

“But he don’t look happy!”’

“Ha, ha, ha !”’

Teddy Lovell imped on, and his
major ioined him near the door.

Lovell’s face was very kind and
tender.

“Poor old chap!” he said softly.
“You've had 1t hard, Teddy?”’

“Oh! Ow!” muttered. Teddy.
“The beast! ‘Oh, the rotter! Hed
no right to cane me! I wish I'd
kicked his shins now !”

“Teddy, old chap——" ...

“Oh, shut un!” said Teddy.

And he went on, leaving Arthur
Edward apparently attempting to
gulp something down.

Lovéll's look was very sombre as
he joined his comrades in the quad-
rangle,

“How’s Teddy?” asked Jimmy
Silver, with as much sympathy as he
could muster for friendship’s sake.

“Teddy? Oh, I don’t know, never
mind - him,”  muttered ... Lovell.
“Let’s go and punt a footer, I'm fed
up with him,”

“ Right-ho !”’

And the subject of Teddy was
dropped.

But Arthur Edward Lovell, fed up
as he was, remained thoughtful while
he was punting the footer with hisg
chums. He was thinking of Teddy,
and wondering whether he would
ever get on better at Rookwaod, and
whether he could, help him to get on
better. It he could, Arthur Edward
Lovell’s loyal affection would not be
wanting, though in his heart he could
not help acknowledging that the fags
were right, and that Lovell minor
was a disgrace to his Form,

THE END.

(Another long, compleie story deal-
g with Teddy Lovell will appear in
nexrt Monday's issue of the Boys’
FRrIEND, entitled *f Barred by the
Lhird!’’ )

till he got
“lle’s got
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because the dukée had a way of tell-
ing the horse to throw him oft. The
whistle was a signal understood by
the intelligent brute to mean the
time was come for him to buck and
fight his hardest.

But the signal did not come, and
the horse stood still.

“Get along, boy,” said Steve,
slapping Diabolo’s glossy neck. The
well-trained horse went along as
ordered, and the crowd parted.
Many Wwere the grins that were ex-
changed by the spectators. The
animal’s 1manners were perfect.
When on the broad grass verge at
the side of the road, Steve set him
oftf at a trot, and his action was flaw-
less. The trot became a canter, and
when at length he turned the beast,
a quarter of a mile out of the town,
he set him at a swift gallop, and
thundered back to the crowd and the
duke at Diabolo’s top speed.

“What a gem !” bhe cried, his eyes
dancing, as he dismounted and
handed the horse back to Larchester.
“T’d give anything 1 could earn in
years for him!” |

“Well, you've no need to give so
much, old chap,” laughed the duke.
“The horse 1s yours!”

“But—but,” stammered Steve, ‘I
—surely I haven’t earned him?”

“You've ridden him. I said I'd
give him to the man who could, and
five hundred dollars to boot!” said

Larchester. “And I'm glad_ you
have guv him, too! 1 wanted an
Englishman to have him. You've

shown you're not afraid; you're a
rider, anyone can see, and I know
yvou'll be kind to him.”

“Oh, shucks!” shouted the crowd
protestingly. ‘“What a swizzfo !
Any old guy could ride him!”

“Like to try?” asked the duke,
turning to a man who was shouting
loudest.

“Qure !’ said the cowboy.

The next moment the young fellow
was measuring hLis length on the
ground. He got up again, dusting

himself, and looking remarkably
foolish.

“ Anybody e¢lse?” asked Lar-
chester.

But nobody else offered. Further-
more, as there were no really jealous
ones there, Steve became the centre
of their hearty congratulations, and

was patted on the back until he
choked. :
“So-long, old chap!” said the

Duke of Larchester, holding out a
hand. *‘]I go east on the evening
train: but I'll maybe come back here
after a while, and look at that horse.
Be gmd to him. and he'll be g{]ﬂd to
you.’’

“And say,” spokc up anather man,
a middle-aged fellow with a grizzly
moustache, ‘‘if ever you want a
change, just you come up to the
ranch the duke has just left, and I'll
give you a job. I can see you're a
vider. If ever you care to be a
puncher on the Double-Horseshoe
Ranch., ask for me—dJake Collinson.”

Steve's ecyes gleamed. He had
‘heard about the Double-Horseshoe
Ranch. Only the best riders, the
most reckless men obtainable, were
ever employed there.

“1’d like to,” he said, * but—well,
I'll see if I can’t persuade my father
to let me.”

“Good lad! A feller's no worse
for stickin® to his old dad,” said the
foreman of the Double-Horseshoe.

‘“And ve'll have one friend there
if ‘ve start with us,” said the young
(lanadian. ‘“Ye've sort of taken the
fancv of this crowd, and seven of us
is Double-Horseshoe men. My
name’s Billy Steele.”

“Thank vou all,” said Steve, and
mounted his new horse proudly.
More revolver-shots were fired—a

salute to the lad who had won the

horse they all coveted.

“Guess if ve've got far to go I'd
not mind ridin’ your pony out to
vour home,” said Billy Steele. “1I
sure do want to cultivate your
acquaintance.’”’

- -

The 3rd Chapter.
John Emberton’s Story.

“My gracious! What a horse!”
cried John Emberton, eyeing the
beast  his son dismounted from late
that same night. ‘Where did you
get that? Steal 1t?” He laughed.

‘““No, sir!” spoke up Billy Steele,
also dismounting from Steve’s quiet
little pony. ‘1 can testify that he
won 1t fair and sguare, an’ the man
he won it from was 'most as pleased
to lose 1t as Steve was to win 1t.”

Steve introduced his new Cana-
dian friend.

““ And this 1s my dad.
spector; vou know.”

““Pleased to meet you, sir!” said
Steele, scraping his foot on the
ground, for there was something
about . John Emberton that made

most people call him *‘sir 77 and be-

He’s a pro-
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have respectfully %o him. John Em-
berton was a man of well past forty,
clean-shaven, with a clever, refined
face, and a look of mental as well
as physical hardiness about him. He
and his son were alike in build and

feature, and both looked - very
British.
“Glad to meet any of Steve's

friends.” he said. “You'll be hunery.
|

| I've got supper ready.”

He waved towards a bell-tent, out-
side of which a camp-fire was burn-
ing. Steve off-saddled Diabolo, took
off the bridle, and fixed hobbles to
him. Steele did the same with the
pony, and the two horses—already
very good friends—went oftf in search
of feed. The young fellows followed
the elder Emberton 1nto the tent,
where a meal was already cooked in
the frying-pan.

Fifteen minutes later both young-
sters had eaten their fill, and Steele
took out a bag of Bull Durham and
a paper and proceeded to roll himself
a cigarette. John Emberton hit his
pipe, while Steve, who did not smoke

then, sat back on a blanket and |

looked out through the tent opening,
watching Diabolo, who was happily
grazing the tender herbage that car-
petted the little valley in which the
Emberton camp was pitched, right in
the heart of the Foxtail Mountains.

“Been high old times down at Big
Horn,” said Billy Steele at length.
“PBeen sendin’ a duke home, an’ we
Ec;ut; hima off in style. That horse was

19,

“What will you do with a beast
like that?”’ said John Emberton, eye-
ing his son through the smoke,

Steve started and flushed.

“T—I've been offered a job as cow-
puncher on the Double-Horseshoe,”
he said. * After I'd won the horse I
showed the foreman that I could
throw a rope, too. 1 learned a lot
those two years you left me behind in

‘Wyoming with your friend Mr. Mar-

tin, the rancher there.”

“So you want to leave me?” asked
his father., “ You're sick of prospect-
ing 7"’
*“T never did care much for it,”
said Steve. ‘It might be all right if
we could do 1t on our own account
and strike a big gold-mine. But 1
don’t like this knocking about the
country, prospecting for copper and
silver, for a syndicate in Chicago.
There’s nothing in 1t.”

““And you want to work on the
Double-Horsestioe?’”’ said the pro-
spector. He turned to Billy Steele.
““ What sort of a man i1s your boss?”

“0Oh, we don’t see much of him;
he’s blind !” said Steele. *‘Jake Col-
linson, the foreman, is our Dboss
really.”

John Emberton started g little.

“Blind?”

“Yep. He had some disease of the

eyes about two years ago. Ain't
been able to see since. His eyes are
awful to look at now. They make

me shiver sometimes.”

There was silence for a long while.
The prospector seemed to be lost in
thought. But all the time he was
eyeing his son very closely.

“But do you like your boss?” he
asked at length.

“Not much. Got too bad a tem-
per,” said Steele. “1f he could ses
and was able fo boss us more 1'd
quit.”

“H'm! And so Steve wants to
work there? Well, I think you might
give it a trial, boy.”

“Oh, I say, dad!”’ exclaimed Steve,
springing to his feet delightedly.
“That’'s decent of you. Buft won't
you be lonesome without me?”

“No more than I was beiore you
started travelling about with me,”
said John Ewmberton. *But when 1
say you can work for the Double-

Horseshoe, I mean, really, you’ll have

to work for vourself and me. 1t
wasn’t until Steele told me that Bas-
nett was blind——"

“How d’you Lknow the boss
name?”’ asked Stecle. '
John Emberton shrugged his
shoulders.

““T have known him for sevenieen
years,” he said quietly. ‘“He has
been the owner of the Double-Horse-
shoe for fourteen. 1 like you, Steele,
and I think you’re going to be a good
friend to Steve. That's why I'm
going to tell you a secret, something
I’ve never even told Steve before.”

“Whatever ye choose to tell me
will be kept quiet,” promised Billy
Steele simply. “I’'m only a rough-
neck, but I’'m Canadian and honest.”

“Well, then,” said John Emberton,
“T'll tell you what T know about
Simon Basnett and the Double-Horse-
shoe Ranch.”

He lit his pipe again,

“Seventeen wvears ago.’ he con-
tinued, ‘““the owner of the Double-
Horseshoe Ranch was my uncle—an
Englishman, like myself. He was
then an old man, and he sent to
England for me. 8o 1 ¢ame out,

. ever,

| searched there,
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bringing Steve, there, who was then
a baby of two, and his mother with
me. Almost the first thing I dis-
covered was that Basnett, then fore-
man, had beeu running things far too
much his own way before I arrived.”

“I certainly did hear as the place
was once owned by a man named
Browning,” chimed in Billy Steele.

“My mother’s brother,” said John
Emberton. *“Well, I found out that
Basnett was hoping to be left the
ranch when my uncle should die.
Jasper Browning was very infirm—
cancer. When I came out the old
man at once seemed to like me, and
one day he said he intended leaving
the: Double-Horseshoe to me if 1
showed that I was fit to look after
it. For two years 1 worked hard, and
Basnett grew to hate me. He tried
many times to blacken me 1n my
uncle’s eyes. And one day a man was
shot—a Mexican. Whoever shot the
man, it was done in fair fight; but
Basnett persuaded my uncle to be-
lieve that I'd done it. My uncle, who
hated the taking of human life, was
angry. He quarrelled with me. 1
left the ranch, after he had shown me
a will he had made in favour of Bas-
nett. Some months after I got away
I received a letter from my uncle,
bidding me return to him. "I went,
to find Jasper Browning dying.”

The narrator paused and velit his
pipe.

“My uncle,” he resumed, * was
almost too far gone to speak, but he
told me a strange story. The will he
had made in favour of Simon Bas-
nett had been stolen. He had, how-
made another, a later one,
naming me his hewr. I was to have
all the bie ranch. Most of the land
would be mine, all the stock, all the
buildings. He had hidden this second
will, which made the first invalid.
He had not wished to have a second
one stolen.

“But he was very sick, and simply
could not remember where he had
cached the document. He knew he

b é

had written it, but couldn’t remem-

ber anything else. 1 wanted him to
write still another, and he began, but
died before he could finish 1t.”

“Tough luck!” said Billy Steele.
“You went tc law about it?”

““What would have been the use?”
As soon as my uncle died the first
will mysteriously came to light, and
Basnett claimed the ranch. 1 bhad

nothing but my uncle’s word, and }

believed that he had been

few people
I got

sane when speaking to me.
nothing.”

“So for fourteen years Basnett has
been doing you out of your rights!”
cried Steve excitedly. “The ranch 1s
yours, dad!”

“QOurs,” corrected John Emberton,

smiling. “Ours by rights; ours
5 ?

actually, I hope, betore weve

finished. That’s why 1 want you to

zo to work on the Double-Horseshoe.
Listen !”

Steve Emberton and Billy Steele
leaned forward over their Lknees,
drinking in every word the prospector
said. Billy’s cigarette, neglected 1n
his interest in the story, went out.

“ For fourteen vears,” John Ember-
ton continued, “1I have been wander-
ing up and down this country as a
prospector, and that work has been
Steve’s and my living ; but I've never
missed a chance to work here in
Montana, becawse here 1'm pros-
pecting for something else besides
ore. Who knows? There might have
been some man I should meet acci-
dentally who could put me on the
track of that missing will; for there
is such a will yet. It is in existence;
something alwayvs seems to tell me
that. I'm ready almost to swear to
it. Basnett never believed there was
one, and thinks himself secure in his
ownership of the Double-Horseshoe.
I'm sure he never even went to the
troubla to look for it. It’'s liadden
in some out-of-the-way place, where

| nobody would ever dream of looking.

It’s four years since I was “round
these parts before, when Steve was
staying down in Wyoming; but the
last time I scoured every inch of the
ground about the ranch. Nay, one
night I even did a small burglary
act—broke into the house, and
however, without
result.

“So, Steve, lad, that’s why I'm
willing that you should go to work
for Basnett, and do your best to earn
your pay, but also do your utmost to
find that will.”

““ Rather!” cried Steve, his eyes
gleaming.

“ The fact that Basnett is now blind
should help you,” said Jolhin Ember
ton. “He'll not see 1n you any like-
ness to me. By the way, though,
there’'s your name. That must be
changed. Call yourself Harrs.”

“ But,” objected Steve, 1 told the
foreman 1t was Emberton.”

“We’'ll soon put that right.””chimed
in Billy Steele. “.Jake won’t bs
goin” back to the ranch till to-morrow
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afternoon. T'Il ride back to Big
Horn an’ tell him mnot to blab
Steve’s true name to the boss. Jake's

white, and -will help. He ain't any
too fond of Basnett himself. And if
there’s anybody else knows Steve's
neme, I'll tell him, foo, that at’s
Harris.” v

“That’ll help. Emberton isn'f a
common name in Montana,”’ said the
prospector. ‘Thanks, Billy, lad. 1
see you're going to be a good friend
to Steve.’’

“ Somehow,”” said Steele, “1 don’t
think we’ll be enemies. Steves
white : he looks it. I guess 'm real
glad I rode out here with him this
evening. Shake, Steve!”

Cow-puncher and Britisher shook
hands heartily, and that hand-grip
was the beginning of a real, true,
loyal friendship, which was soon to
be tried by fire and flood, by hard-
shp, the hatred of enemies, intrigue,
and close calls with death. It 1s good
to be such friends as Steve Emberton
and Billy Steele were going to be.

i

The 4th Chapter.
Jose's Vow.

Steve's eyes were rather moist, and
his father’'s face was a trifie sad, when
the Kmbertons said good-pye ne
following morning, after breakiast.
For many years now these two had
wandered together, the very best of
friends, over the map of Canada ana
the United States, looking for
various metals, employed by the
Union Mining Company, of Chicago.
The elder Emberton was very sorry
at parting with his only son, as was
Steve at separating from his father,
elated though he was at the same
time at the prospect of donning
** chaps”’ and spurs and high-heeled
boots, and of becoming a free rider
of the ranges.

John Emberton had not stinted his
son for money as dSteve and Billy
Steele rode down the mountain-side.
In Steve’'s wallet rested one hundred
dollars, with which he was to buy an
outfit at Big Horn. He did not need
a saddle ; he already had two, the one
handed over to him by the cow-boy
Duke of Larchester along with
Diabolo, and the one on his little
pony, which Billy Steele was riding.

Affer some hours aof easy riding,
they found that Big Horn had
quietened down considerably. Most
of the participators 1n yesterday s
revelries had .gone back to their
work. The Duke of Larchester had
departed to take up his seat in the
British House of Lords and his posi-
tion as lord over one of the stateliest
estates in England. Only a few men
were about town, but these few 1n-

cluded all the Double-Horseshoe
personnel.

Jake Collinson was found and
taken apart by Billy Steele. Billy
told the genial foreman of the

Double-Horseshoe that Steve wished
to be known by the name of Harris.
Without asking questions, Collinson
agreed to remember this.

“Be ready to ride out with us at
three o'clock,”” he said. *“ These
1_30;{:3 have bhad too much holiday as 1t
1t.

The Double-Horseshoe * boys’™
looked sadder and quieter than thev
had the presvious afternoon, it must
be admitted. Dissination cannot go
on for ever. Most of them were
“ broke,” although that was not what
was troubling them most. A, certain
“ headiness > was their complaint.

Steve spent an hour, whilst the
horses rested, in buyving his outfit.
He had a splendid revolver and belt
already, but he bought another pistol
and holster, and strapped this on
along with the old one. Te secured
a palr of bearskin “chaps ” and silver
spurs. When he donned these, he
looked as merryv a young cow-puncher
as the best of them, and his brown
face and straight far-gazing eyes of
grey told evervbody that, althougn
mav-be a Britisher. he was no
tenderfoot, ‘‘ just out,” and preening
himself 1n cow-boy rig-out.

Another, and ver$¥ necessary pur-
chase was a lariat, which he secured
cheap. It was four-stranded rawhide,
and was strong enough to drag an
elephant off its feet.

He was twirling this above his head
in circles, to try the feel of it, when
a figure lurched up to him.

““ Aha ! ” said the man, who wan
Jose Pascales, the Mexican, ** so
the little boy has become a lover of
the vaquero’s art. Bueno, senor! It
is a pretty ‘puncher it looks in 1is
brave c¢lothes.” '
~ Steve shrugged his shoulders care-
tessly.

“Tired after last night's dance?”
he asked, with a grin.

The Mexican’s sallow face went
darker with rage. He fingered his
knife, but Steve did not appear fo
notiee  him. “MTake care!’” he
hissed. ““I like-a you not, senor.”

“Which doesn’'t interest me a

bit,” said Steve, still twirling,
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You taunt me, 1s
“Then

“Carramba!
it ! 7’ snarled the Mexican.
pay for it, senor!” &%

A shot rang out, making Steve
jump slightly, so unexpected was 1t.
But it was not Jose who fired. . Jose
had no great love for firearms as a
means of fighting. He preferred the
knife; it was quieter, and, in his
hands, more effective. He had pulled
his knife out from his sash, no doubt
with the intention of using it. The
shot had been fired by Billy Steele,
who had come out of a store just at
the moment. The bullet struck the
board sidewalk, an inch from Jose’s

boot.
Three more followed i, each
grazing the Mexican’s boot. Billy

Steele was a dead shot, and could
place a bullet to a hair’s-breadth.
But Billy was mischievous. He had
no wish to harm the Mexican, though
some men might have thought little
of sending a bullet through the brain
of a man who attempted to use a
knife in an enemy’s back.

Jose remembered the previous
evening, and did not stay any longer.
He began to run again, and Billy
sent more shots after his feet. But
when the Canadian’s gun was empty,
the greaser’s courage returned. He
stopped running, and halted in the
middle of the road, shaking the fist
which held the. knife. A torrent of
vile language, mostly Spanish, poured
from his lLips.

Billy Steele laughed, aitrd pouched
gun. ‘‘ He’s an ornery cuss,” he
said ; “but he’s Basnett’s pet, an’ so
we have to put up with him. Still,
he’s 1n line for his own  'funeral if
he don’t let up a bit withthat knife.”

“Then he works on tHe Double-
Horseshoe? 7 said Steve..i

_“He sure does—or, I:spould say,
lives there. Not much work that he
does, let me coax you. ¢ He ain’t
popular, and Jake’s wantéd to fire
him lots o’ times; but the:boss won’t
have him sacked. He'’s—Gosh!”

Something hit the wooden wall of
the store, not six inches from Steve’s
head, with a dull “chug!} It stuck
there in the timber, qurvering. It
was a knife. g -

(Another grand instalment of this
great new serial next weekiz Tell your
chums about t. They should begin
reading it at once.) :
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g (Concluded from page 464.) %
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“Frank Richards wrete  that
rubbish !”’ ; ik
*Then Frank Richards  is the

winner.’’ \r
“Sorry, Chunky, old man!” said
Frank. o
“What awful rot!”,; .shouted
Chunky Todgers indignantly, “ Why,
you—you said in the paper—look
here, you're not going to .get out of
it now, Mr. Penrose! TI'mi going to
have that ten dollars! Why, J1—I

I_____'.l |

Chunky choked with indignation.

‘““ All serene, Chunky! You shall
have it!” said Frank _ Richards
soothingly.  “ You don’t mind hand-

ing the prize to Todgers, Mr. Pen-
rose? 1 give up my claim to it!”

“Money down!” said Todgers.
Mr. Penrose laughed, "and then
Richards, having “put it in writ-
ing,”” the good-natured gentleman
handed Chunky Todgers a®#én-dollar
bill. As a matter of ‘#8ct, the
*“ cheque mentioned in the *“ Thomp-
scn  Press”’ was only an' -editorial
flourish, as Mr. Penrose 'di®l nos
possess a bank-account. Chunky was
somewhat comforted by the ten-
dollar bill, but he was still wounded
in his literarv susceptibilities.

He marched haughtily out of the
office with his precious manuscript.

“Now, I'd like to have a few
words with vou, Richards,’’ said Mr.
Penrose, ‘“‘as it turns out;that you
wrote this varn—really stufwiing, by
the way. I want to see abeut some
further work. «Sit down.” *

; / : o

Ten minuftes later =« Frank
Richards & Co. came out: of Mr.
Penrose’s office in a very -satisfied
mood. Chunky rejoined them out-
side.

“Penrose has asked vou.to write
some more stuff, Richards?”

&b Yes.?]

- “Then T tell you what. T'll write
it for you, as vou’ve treated ine so
decently about the prize.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared . Frank
Richards & Co. And they rode oft
to Cedar Creek 1n a state of great
hilarity—leaving Chunky wondering
where the joke came 1n.

THE END, ,

(Another grand complete story of
the Chums of the School tn-the Back-

woods next Monday.)
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The 1st Chapter.
Chunky’s Latest.

“Splendid !’

It was Chunky Todgers’ voice, in
tones of enthusiasm, and Bob Lawless
and Vere Beauclerc stopped, as they
heard 1t, .

“Oh, splendid!” repeated Chunky
Todgers. | “The real goods!”

Chunky was in the school-room at
Cedar Creek.

It wage after morning lessons, and
the school-room was deserted by all
save the fat Chunky. He was sitting
close by the log fire that blazed at one
end of the big room, with an exercise-
book open on his knees, and a stump
of pencil.in his fat fingers, and quite a
rapt logk upon his plump features.

Bob and Beauclerc looked in at the
open deorway. They were looking
for thewr . ehum. Frank Richards, who
had disappeared after lessons, and was
not to be: found.

“Splendid!” went on  Chunky
Todgers;  blissfully ignorant of the
two grimning faces looking at him
from the doorway. ‘ If this doesn’t
work the rifle, I guess it will be
funny !""Some! Why, 1t’s splendid !”

“What on earth is he up to?” asked
Vere Beauclerc.

Bob shook his head.

*“Givedt up! He can’t be putting
on all that steam over exercises, T
guess. -4t wouldn’t be like Chunky.”

‘“Has;*ha! No.”

“Chunky!” shouted Bob.

Todg@irs looked up with a start.

“Eh?" What? Well?”

**Seery Frank Richards?”

“Eh? No. Bother Frank Richards!
Don’t iterrupt ™

“What are you up to?”’ demanded

Bob. “ What's splendid?”
"~ *““Obh,”you run away and play!”
answered Chunky Todgers. *“You

don’t -anderstand literary work, Bob
Lawless.”

Bob jumped.

“Laterary work!” he yelled.

e de"!?!

“Olgreat gophers!”

Bob dtrode across to the fire, Beau-
clerec ‘following him.  They were
rather interested in literary work—Dby
Chunky Todgers! Chunky’s exercise-
book was thickly scrawled, his literary
work was evidently going at a great
rate. . So far as quantity went, it was
all right, though possibly the quality
was quite another matter,

“Le_f;t*s. look, old scout!” grinned
Bob. *This is rather a new stunt for
you!’ .

Todgers hesitated.

“Loek here, you won't bag it?” he
asked. .

“Bag it?” repeated Bob.

“Yep! If you’re not going in for
the competition I'll show 1t to you.”

** Never even heard of the competi-
tion,” vawned Bob Lawless. *“What
1s 1t, and what’s 1t about?”

“Ohy you don’t hear anything!”

said  Chunky Todgers scornfully.
*“PDon’t you read the °Thompson .

Press”~—Mr. Penrose’s paper?”

13 Nép@.ﬂ

“Well, 1t’s in that. The editor—
old Penrcse, you know—is offering a
prize .for a story—ten dollars!” said
Chunky, his eyes glistening. **Ten
dollars isn’t much, of course, but it
will come in handy. I'm going to get
a new sled with 1£.”

“You're going to get the prize,
then?” asked Beauclerc.

“Correct!”

“] don’t quite see how you can
know that in advance,” said Beau-
clere, rather perplexed.

“It’s practically a sure thing,” ex-
plained Chunky. “You see, old

Penrose offers the prize for the best
story dealing with Canadian back-
woods life. He undertakes quiie
plainly to shell out the prize to the
best stuff sent in to his office. Mine’s
the best stuff——"

“Qh. J-—-1 see!”

“How do vou know that?” grinned
BC‘L‘ IJaﬂ'lEﬁﬂn
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Chunky

“T’ve got the literary gift !” he ex-
plained.

“Phew !”

“MThere are fellows who are born
authors,” said Chunky condescend-

smiled serenely.

ingly. “I happen to be that kind.
I'm not bragging of it. I% just
happens, you know. Just as 1t

happens that vou're born rather a
duffer, Lawless iy

“What?” ejaculated Bob.

‘“No offence, vou know. I was
merely giving that as an illustration.”

“You'’d better find some other
illustration, if you don’t want your
fat nose punched, Chunky!” grunted
Bob.

“So vou’re writing a story?”’ said
Vere Beauclere, smiling.

“Sure! I don’t mind letting you
fellows see it. if you’re not going in
for the prize.”

A Grand, Complete Story of
FRANK RICHARDS & Co.,

School in the Backwoods.

|
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THE BUDDING AUTHOR!

shades of night wera falling fast—'."’

“That’s all right: we’re not. Let’s
see the literary work,” said Bob Law-
less. It must be a regular sock-
dolager, I guess, if vou did 1t!”

“I'll read some out!” said Chunky

modestly. * Listen!”

“Heave ahead!™

Chunky blinked at the scrawl in
the exercise-book,  and started. Bob
and Vere Beauclerc listened, with

smiling faces.
pected Chunky Todgers of being a
literary genius before. They did not
suspect him of 1t now, as a matier ot
fact.

**The shades of night werg falling
fast,” ” began Chunky, in a most 1im-
pressive tone.

“Is that original?’” asked Bob.

“Oh, sure!”

“T guess some American chap has
witen that alreadv.”

“On. rot!” answered Chunky. * Let
me get on. ‘The shades of might
were falling fast, when Cholmondeley
de Vere———" 7"

“Chumley de whatter?”

“(Cholmondeley de Vere. 1 believe
in having a good name for a hero.
None of vour Smiths and Browns for
me !” said Chunky loftily.

“Or Todgerses?”’ erinned Bob.

“Oh, do lir-f-'.’.‘l'l. and don't ::hi]"&-*-.*.‘a;!
‘The shades of night were {alling

fast, when Cholmondeley de Vaers

They had never sus- |

|

THE BOYS' FRIEND

the Chums of the

BY . . .

MARTIN CLIFFORD.

mounted his gallant steed, and
calloped at full speed through the
forest.  Terrific darkness wrapped
him on all sides——" ”

“Did he break his neck?” asked
Bob.
SRR INOTT o

““Lucky he was the hero of a story,
then,” chuckled Bob. * Any other
zaloot that rode full speed in a forest
in the dark would have come an awful
cropper !”’ |

“Oh, you're a'silly jay, Bob Law-
less!  You'’re not romantic,” said
Chunky scornfully. ““You don™ know
what literary work 1s. Common-
place considerations don’t matter in
literary work. Let's get on. ¢ The
terrific darkness wrapped him on all
sides. Suddenly there was a cry for

help, and Cholmondeley de Vere saw

a beauteous malden——
“How did he see her?”

g 23
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“ I’'ll read some of my story

“With his eyes, of course, fat-
head !” .

** But he couldn’t use his eves 1n the
dark, especially if it was terrifically
dark, as you said it was.”

Chunky Todgers snorted.

“Of all the silly iays,” he said,
““you cap the stack, and no mistake!
This 1s literary. Don’t you under-
stand? Literary!”

“*Does literary mean that it’s enot
supposed to have any sense in it?”

Snort !

“Just vou listen!”’.gaid Chunky.
“*The beauteous maiden was strug-
¢ling 1 the grasp of a dozen painted,
ierocious Redskin braves B

*“She must have been rather a hefty
young lady to take a dozen Injuns to
hold her!”

.Snort!

“Come on, Cherub! We've got. to
find Franky,” said Bob. *“Chunky,
old man, I guess you won’t get that
gorgeous yarn into the * Press ’ unless
vou pay for 1t at advertisement
rates,”

“Listen to this bit!”

But Bob Lawless did not stay to
lizten to that bit. He left the school-
room with Beauclere. leavinge Chunky
Todgers to pursue his literary work
undisturbed, and Cholmondeley de
Vere to rush to the rescue of that ill-
used beauteous maiden,

The 2nd Chapter,
Frank Richards, too !

“Franky !”

“What the dickens——"

Frank Richards’ chums had found
him at last.

Frank was seated on a stack of logs
near the stables, and he had a book on
his knee, and a sheaf of paver spread
on the book; and he was busy with a
pencil. An onen copy of the “Thomp-
son Press ”’ layv on the logs near him.

He glanced up as his chums arrived.

“* Hallo, you chaps!”’

“What on earth are you up to?”
exclaimed Bob Lawless. * Exer-
cises 7"’

“Oh, no. Look at that paper.”

Frank indicatea the Thompson
paper, and went on scribbling. Bob
picked up Mr. Penrose’s enterprising
periodical. That sheet, of which Mr.,
Penrose © was editor, proprietor,
printer, and publisher, was more than
half-filled with advertisements. But
there were editorial notes and literary
contributions, mainly the work of Mr.
Penrose.

““MacGahan's Whisky”  stared
from the front page in huge type;
the back page recommended the
reader to drop in at Macnab’s Dance
Hall for a real good time. Mr.
Chop’s Chinese laundry was 1nside;
with Gunten’s Store, the Thompson
Valley Emporium; and *“The Red
Dog for a Razzle!”

There were horses for sale, and dogs,
and even parrots. There was a matri-
monial column; and wherever the
column required filling to the bottom,
there was poetry.

There was news—local news: ¥our
Kings had been  taken up by the
sheriff for going on a ‘‘bender’;
and a horse had been stolen from the
Thompson Valley Ranch; the post-

: &
""""""""

as the chums stood by with smiling faces.
‘¢‘ Is that original ? " asked Bob Lawless.

out,’’ said Chunky modestly,

‘“ Listen! ‘The

waggon,-up from Kamloops, had shed
a wheel on the Silver Creek trail,
and been ‘‘stuck up” for half a day;
and Mr. Penrose’s editorial comments
on things in general filled a column
and a half—which looked as if adver-
tisements were short.

Possibly because of that shortage
there was a new “stunt” 1n the
Thompson paper.

It was a literary competition. Mr.
Penrose had -a regular supply of
papers from the railway towns, and
he was not above borrowing any
“stunt” that looked like being good
business.  His latest was borrowed
from a Montreal magazine. |

Bob Lawless and Veare Beauclere
read i1t together with much entertain-
ment.

“A PRIZE OF TEN DOLLARS IS
OFFERED FOR THE BEST
short story, not more than 10,000
words, submitted to the Literary
Editor before Saturday. Stories must
be original, dealing with life in the
(Canadian backwoods. Are there any
undiscovered literary geniuses in the
Thompson Valley? Here’s your op-
portunity! As  the poet remarks:
* Some mute inglorious Milton here
may rest!” Let him wake up, and put

in for our’

TEN DOLLAR PRIZE.”
There was & good deal mare of

Price
Three Hallpence

h’

Richards on that frosty day.
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1t, enough, in fact, to fill all the space
in the Thompson Press that Mr. Pen-
rose was unable to fill with adver-
tisements that week.

“So that’s the game, 13 1t?” ex-
claimed Bob Lawless. *“ You'rs
putting in for the ten dollars,
Franky ?”’

Frank Richards laughed.

“You’ve got a rival,” said Beaa-
clere, laughing.

“I dare say I’ve got a good many.”

“But there’s one here—Chunky’s
on the same stunt!” chuckled Bob.

Frank Richards laughed.

“Let him go ahead,” he answered.
** Best man’s going to win !”’

- “But I say, ten dollars i1sn’t much
for ten thousand words, 1s 167’ asked
Bob. *‘That will jolly nearly halt
fill the puper. Looks to me as if old
Penrose 1s looking for a big bargain.”

“Oh, never mind the money,” said
Frank. ““That doesn’t matter. [
like seribbling, and it would be rather
rvipping to put a yarn into the
“Thompson Press”—if I could. I—I
don’t know whether I can do 1t well
enough, but after all, there can’t Le
many chaps in the valley who can
write. 1t 1su’t as if the competition
was held in Montreal or Quebec, or
New Westminster.”

“I guess you’ll have earned that
ten dollars, if you get 1t!”

“Well, 1 want to earn it !”

“I guess you can do it, if it comes
to that—haven’t I often told you that

your stuff was good,” said DBob.
*“You've read me lots 44
“And you've generally fallen

asleep.”

“Well, that doesn’t mean that the
stuff wasn’t good,” -said Bob
cautiously. 1 always said i1t was
good. You go ahead, Franky, and
rope 1n the ten dollars. Can I help
you 7"’

Frank Richards laughed.

“*I’m afraid not, old chap.”

“Well, perhaps I oughtn’t to, as

Chunky has been reading me his
story,” said Bob. “Chunky’s 1s a
regular sockdolager. What's the

" tame of your hero?”

‘Jones.”

““Oh, good; that's all right. There's
more Joneses than Cholmondeley de
Veres in tne backwoods, 1 guess.
But you’d better chuck it now,
Franky. You must be getting cold
feet sitting there.”

“* Buzz oft, old chap.”

““ Ain’t you getting cold ?”’

“Yes, but 1t doesn’t matter.
oft 1"

Bob Lawless shook his heads

“We were looking for you to come
skating,” he said. *‘Let the literary
work wait. You can always scribble,
and you can’t always skate!”

“Fathead! 1 i

““Take his other arm, Cherub.”’

“Look here ? roared Frank
Richards.

“My dear old hoss, Iliterary
geniuses have to be looked after,”
saild Bob. “You’ll catch a c¢old as
well as a ten dollar prize—and the
cold’s more certain than the prize.
Kim on!”

**1 say

““This way, old hoss!”

Bob Lawless jerked his chum off
the logs, and started off with him at
a run. Yrank Richards stuffed BRis
manuscript into his pocket. There waa
no resisting the exuberant Bob. Be-
sides, Bob was quite right—it was too
cold for literary work out of doors,
though the schoolboy author had been:
too deep in his subject- to think of
that.

Probably skating was better than
amateur = authorship, for Frank
He
certainly felt better when he came
glowing 1 to dinner. At dinner in
the lumber school, Chunky Todgers
wore a sweet and satisfied smile,
which indicated that the proceedings
of Cholmondeley de Verge were going
on quite to his satisfaction.

Chunky brought his sheaf of paper
into the dining-room with him, and
at intervals during the meal he mado
a-dab at 1t with his pencil, on hisknee,
not allowing even dinner to stop the
inspirations that flashed into his fat;
but powerful brain, ;

Miss Meadows, who was at the head
of the table, observed Chunky’s
peculiar motions for some time, and
at last called to him. Chunky, with
his mouth full, was pencilling away
at a great rate on his knee—both his
jaws and his brain very busy at the
same time, -

Buzz

22

“Todgers !”

Chunky started.

“Grooh! Yes, Miss Meadows,”
he gasped. Speech was a little diffi-
cult, with his mouth rather over-
loaded.

“What are you doing?”

“Qooouch-—eating my  dinner,

ma’am.”
“Yon should not be greedy, Tod-
gers, You have too muah 1n your




mouth,”” sard Miss Meadows severely.
- “You are also scribbling, I think.”
Chunky made an effort, and dis-
posed of his cargo. Then lie gasped
out an explanation.
“Only my literary work, ma’am.”
Miss Meadows stared.
“Your what ?”’ shé ejaculated.
“Literary work, ma’am. I’m
writing a story for the ‘ Thompson

Press,””” said Chunky Todgers
modestly.
““Bless my soul !’

“Shall I read you out some of it,
ma'am ?”

“You need not trouble, Todgers.”

““No trouble at all, ma’am,” said
Chunky eagerly. “I’ll 'read it out
with pleasure. *‘The shades of night
were falling fast——""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bilence ! Todgers, put that away
at once, and kindly do not bring it
into the dining-room again !”’

“Oh! It's—it’s really splendid,
you know, ma’am, though 1 say so.
M-m-may I read you the bit about
Cholmondeley de Vere killing the
Redskins—‘ he gripped them in his
red, ruthless hand, and-—""

** Nonsense !”’

“‘Springing hke a lion from his
gallant charger, he—""

“Put that nonsense away at once,
Todgers!”’

“Oh, my eye !” murmured Chunky.

His valuable literary work was put
away. After dinner Chunky came
out with Frank Richards & Co., look-
ing very serious,

**What do you think of that?” he
asked. “l1 always had rather a
respect for Miss Meadows, but reall
—1’evver hear such rot?  School-
mistress, vou know, and doesn’t know
really good literary stuff when she
hears 1t!” |

““Ha, ha, hal”

“ You can cackle, if you like,” said
Chunky Todgers loftily. *“You wait
till you see my story in the ‘ Thomp-
son Press,” and old Penrose coming
along to beg me to do some more for
him, owing to the insistent demands
of hie readers.”

“How long will that be?” inquired
Algernon Beauclerc,

“Not 1 our lifettme!” - chuckled
Bob Lawless. ‘*Are you going to
attend the inquest, Chunky?”

“Eh? What inquest?”

“On Mr. Penrose, after he’s read
vour story!”

“You silly ass!” roared Chunky
Todgers.

Frank Richards & Co. walked away
chuckling, and Chunky Todgers re-
turned to the school-room. fire—to
ptoceed with the thrilling description
of Cholmondeley de Vere's adven-
tures. in the Canadian backwoods.

The 3rd Chapter,
Literary Rivals.

“* Hallo, Richards!”

““ Hallo, Chunky!”

It was a couple of days later, and
the shades of night weve falling fast,
as Chunky would have said, when
two horsemen, coming from different
directions, stopped outside Mr. Pen-
rose’s office in Main Street at Thomp-
son.

They were Chunky Todgers and
Frank Richards, and each of them
had a little roll in his hand, recognis-
able as manuscript.

Chunky Todgers Dblinked
pictously at Frank’s little roll.

“What's that?” he asked.

“Storv!” answered Frank.

“Well, you must be an ass!” com-
mented Todgers.

“What's that?”’ asked Frank,
cating Chunky’s roll.

“My splendid storv of backwoods
life.”’ .

“¥Ha. ba; Ral”

Frank Richards tethered his horse,
and walked into the office, where Mr.
Penrose was sefting type by lamp-
light. Chunky Todgers followed him
in, |

My, Peurose nodded to them, with-
out leaving off his cccupation.

“U've brought myv story, Mr. Pen-
rose,”’ explained Frank.

“Same here!” said Todgers,

$“Good!” esaid Mr. Penrose.
“Chuck them on the bench, along
with the others, That heap, That’s
right,”

SUs-
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“Oh! You've got a good
many already !” remarked Frank.
Mr. Penrose grinned.
"1 guess every galoot in the
Fhompson Valley calculates he
can write a story,” he answered.
“Dozens! T guess I've lo se
_ g > et myself
_in for something this journey,
Wasn’t expecting school-kids to mosev
i with manuscript ! But chuek it
there. The more the merrier.”

Frank and Chunk d b
1'0!15 to the pile, ooy
Todéer‘:ay’ Mr. Penrose,” began

“Well 7

“Could you let me have the ten
dollars now ?” |

' Hay?l}
“It will come to the same thing,
you know. Look here. I'll read my

story to you, if you like,”
“See that door?” said Mr. Pen-

rose,

111 F.J.ll? ‘YE_‘S"H

“Get on the other side of it, will
you?”

“Oh!” said Chunky Tédgers.

Mr. Penrose was left to set type in
peace. The two schoolboys mounted
in the street,

“Silly jay, isn’t he?” said Chunky.
“I could jolly well tell him that
there isn’t any galoot in the Thomp-
son Valley able to write a story,
excepting one.” |

“Thank you, Chunky!” said Frank
Richards gravely.

“Eh? What are you thanking me
for?” '

“You're so flattering!”

“Why, you jay, I mean me, not

you!” exclaimed Chunky. “You
can’'t write, old chap. You’ll néver
be able to.” |
Frank Richards langhed and trotted
away for the Lawless Ranch. Chunky
Todgers trotted off on his fat pony,

looking quite satisfied. @He would

rather have had the money down; |

but he felt that there was little doubt
as to who would capture the tsn
dollars, If Mr. Penrose had any
literary taste at all, he could not fail
to be struck by the adventures of
Cholmondeley de Vere. Chunky felt
convinced of that.

Frank Richards rode homeward in
a far less confident mood.

He had had a story accepted by a
New Westminster magazine before,
and that was the only literary success
he had scored at that stage of his
career. But he had a good deal of
manuscript in his room at the Law-
less Ranch. He spent a great deal
of his leisure time in “scribbling,” as
his cousin Bob called it. Bob was a
gréeat admirer of Frank Richards’
literary productions, and -he often
asked F¥Frank to read them to him,
though it cannot be denied that Bob
sometimes fell asleep on such occa-
sions.

Frank at least had the saving gift
of common-sense, and he wrote of
what he knew and understood, and
did not pen weird romances of
knights in armour, and Saracens, or
terrific sea-fights, Chunky Todgers
had with great difficulty restrained
himself from ' making Cholmondeley
de Vere a knight in shining armour.
He felt that mere backwoods did not
give him full scope for his genius.
Frank believed that his work was
good—considering his youth, at least ;
but he had little expectation that it
would ““bag ” a prize. He lacked
the lofty confidence of Todgers, but
he hoped for the best.

The next day, when they met at
Cedar Creek  School, Chunky
honoured Frank Richards with a
friendly and compassionate amile,

“ After all, T need the dollars more

= =

than you do, Franky,” he remarked. -

“What dollars?” asked Frank.
“The prize, you know. So it's all

right.  Still, I'm sorry I'm cutting
you out.”

“But you haven’t cut me out yet,
old chap,” answered Frank, with a
smile,

“I guess the result’s pretty sure.
I say, what did you call your yarn?”

¢ Jones’ Clearing,”” answered
Frank.

Chunky Todgers sniffed.

“ Not romantie enough,” he said
patronisingly, *‘Mine's called * The
Gallant Sir Cholmondeley.” |

“Oh, my hat! Isn’t that rather
rich for a backwoods story?”

““ Penrose ocughtn’t to have made it
a backwoods story,” said Todgers
discontentedly, It doesn’t give a
chap scope. 1'd rather have made
Sir Cholmondeley charging the Sara-
cens, you know; much better than
mopping up Red Indians. But the
condition was that it should be a

backwoods steryv: I say, how many
Redskins does vour Jones man kill?”
“Ha, ha!" None at all.”

“Sir Cholmondeley kills abont
three thousand,” said Chunky.
“Blood flowed like water, you
know.””

“Groogh!” said Bob Lawless.

“He’s the outcast son of an old
family, you know,” said Chunky.
“His father, the marquis, exiled him
because he wouldu’t marrv the Lady

Gloxiana. A few titles give a story
a tone, I think.”

Vere Beauclerc smiled. His
cousin, Algernon Beauclere, looked
puzzled, |

“You call the chap Sir Chol-

mondeley 7’ he asked. °

(17 B,Tep-!!

“And he¢'s the son of a marquis?”

*“Correct.”

“Why wasn't he called Lord Chol-
mondeley, then?” asked Algernon.

“Eh?
Todgers.

“Well, that’s the rule”

“Oh gum!” said Chunky Todgers.
“1 never thought of that.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““Still, I dare say Penrcse doesn’t
know,” said Chunky, taking comfort.
“He can’t be well up in titles.”

Frank Richards & Co. chuckled.

‘““After all, that’s only a minor
point,” said Chunky loftily. *The
story’s a corker—full of romance, you
know. The beauteous damsel whom
Sir Cholmondeley rescued from the
Redskins turned out to be the real
Lady Gloxiana; who was changed at
birth by a gipsy. There's a really
splendid bit describing how Sir Chol-
mondeley rides up the trail through
the timber, when he comes home to
De Vere Castle.”

“The trail through the timber—at
De Vere Castle!” murmured Vere
Beauclerc. ‘“Oh, my hat!”

“Isn’t that all right?” demanded
Chunky.

“Well, in England the road
wouldn’t be called a trail, and the
park, or whatever it was, wouldn’t be
called the timber,” said Beauclerc,

langhing.

“Oh!” said Chunky. “ Wouldn’t
1t? Still, I dare say Penrose won't
know.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Law-
less. ‘““You're depending on Pen-
rose not knowing a lot of things.”

“Then, when the old marquis meets
his long-lost son,” continued Chunky,
“he says to him: * Cholmondeley, I
have missed thee sorely, and, by my

| halidom, T guess I'm right glad to

see thee,” How's that?”

Frank Richards & Co. yelled. The
combination of “guessing ” with a
“halidom ” struck them as funny.

“What on earth is a halidom?”
asked Algernoii. :

* Blessed if 1T know!”’ said Chunky.
“Somethig that old noblemen swear
by, you know. Doesn’t your popper
swear by his halidom?”

““Heo doesn't swear at all,” grinned
the Honourable Algernon, “and I
don’t believe he’s got a halidom.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“A bhit out of date, I think!”
chuckled Frank Richards.

“Is 1t? Never mind! - T don’t
suppose Penrose will know.’ |
Myr. Penrose was evideutly ex-

pected not to know quite a large
number of things by the hopeful
Chunky. And Chunky looked for-
ward with undiminished eonfidence to
the next issue of the * Thompsorn
Press,” fully expecting to see ‘“‘The
Gallant Siz Cholmondeley 7 disport-
ing himself theren.

N

The 4th Chapter.
The Prize-winner !

* Great gophers!™

Bob Lawless uttered that ejacula-
tion one evening the following week
in tones of great astonishment.

The "“Thompson Press’ was out
that day, and on their return from
school Bob and Frank had found it at
the ranch.

Bob Lawless at olice opened it to
seo the result of the literary com-
petition, hoping to see Frank’s name
as the winner. Then he howled.

“Well, Beb?!” asked Frank
Richards.

“You're not the winner, Franky.”

Frank smiled faintly.

“1 hardly expected to be, Bob. It
was fun wnting the story, and that’s
cood enough. But who’s the winner
—anybody we know?”

“Chunky Todgers!” roared Bob.

“Wha-a-at 1"

“Jook here! *The winner of the
“Thompsou Press” Literary Com-
petition is Master Joseph Todgers, of
Cedar Creek School, whose successful
story will appear in the *“Press”
next week. A cheque for ten dollars
will be sent to Master Todgers
immediately.” ”

““My only hat!”

Ought he to be?” asked |

THE BOYS FRIEND
|

|

| course, but firm-—guite firm,

[

- right.
| place. . Sorry for you, old Franky!

“Penrose. must be potty!” ex-
claimed Bob. ‘‘He must have gone
once too often to the Red Dog, any-
how, before he looked at the manu-
scripts. We know that Chunky’s
stuff was awful rot!” Lk o

Frank smiled. He had hardly ex-
pected success, so his disappointment
was not great: but his surprise was
very great indeed at Chunky 7Tod-
gers’ success. Mr. Penrose was known
to have a very great devotion to the
cup that cheers and also inebriates,
and queer mnsprints had somefimes
appeared in the ‘“Press ” az a result.
But certainly it looked as 1if the
editor-printer-publisher must have
paid unusual devotions to the fire-
water at the Red Dog before selecting
Joe Todgers as the winner of the
literary competition.

“It’s the tanglefool!” said Bob,
with convietion. “Only the tangle-
foot could account for it.” |

““Never mind,. We must congratu-
late Chunky!” said Frank, laughing.

And the next morning, when they
arrived at Cedar Creek School, the
chums looked for Chunky Todgers to
congratulate him.

Chunky evidently knew the glad
tidings already. His fat chin was
unusually elevated, and he looked as
if he were walking on air.

He had received a good many con-
gratulations already, and some
friendly advice how to spend the ten
dollars, and he smiled in a lofty way
as he received congratulations from
Frank Richards & Co.

“Thanks, dear boys!” he said.
“Of course, I knew it must turn out
like that. Nobody else really had a
chance. Not many literary geniuses
in the Thompson Valley, vou know.”

** None at all, I reckon!” remarked
Tom Lawrence.

Chunky sniffed.

“Mr. Penrose knows good stuff
when he sees it,” he said. ““That
man’s got a lot of sense—real hoss-
seuse, you know, Of course, any
fool could have picked out my story
as the best of the bunch. Still, I
don’t mind admitting now that I won-
dered whether Penrose would be
sober enough to pick out the right
one. I saw him yesterday, and he
was rather glorous. But 1it’s all
The prize comes to the right

But you really couldn’t expect any-
thing, could you? You can’t write,
you know.”

Chunky Todgers seemed walking on
air as he went into the school-room
that morning with the Cedar Creek
fellows.

His schoolfellows ewere pleased at
his success, but they could not help
being astonished.

The general opinion certainly was
that Mr. Penrose must have been to
the Red Dog before he looked over
the manuseripts. Only Chunks Tod-
gers scouted that suggestion.

After morning lessons Chunky
Todgers ied out his fat little pony.

He was too impatient to wait for the |

“cheque.” He intended to ride over
to Thompson and see about that ten
dollars.

“Whither bound, Chunky?” called
out Bob Lawless.
replied Chunky carelessly.

wh ('_}1]'.!”

“1 dare say I shall have to talk
business with him,” g¢aid Chunky,
with quite the air of a sought-after
literary man who found fame and for-
tune rather a bore. *“*He’'ll want to
bag me for regular contributions, of
course. I may do a serial for him.
If I consent, I shall insist upon having
full scope—no restrictions as to sub-
ject and all that. T shall be ecivil, of
You

“Just drovping m at my editor’s,” |

feliows like to come?”’
“Well, 1 was thinking of calling in
for my manuscript, as it’s not a suc-

cess,” sald Frank Richards. *May
come 1n useful.”

Chunky Todgers smiled.

“Not likely to be much use, I
guess,” he remarked. “Poor old

Franky'! You can’t write, you know!
Later on, when I get time, I'll give
you some tips about writing—f{rom
my experience, you know!”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Let's =0,”7 said Bob. “Trot out
the gees. 1 want to ask Mr. Penrose
now many gallons he shifted before
he decided on Chunky for the prize!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Snort from Chunky Todgers.

“Come on!” he said. *“1'll stand
you some maple-sugar at Gunten’s
store out of my ten dollars!”

Chunky was evidently keen to have
witnesses to his triumph. And there
was no doubt that he was going to
assume a very lofty manner towards
his *“editor,” and to be very stand-
offish about future contributions.
His fat face was wreathed in smiles
as he rode up the Thompson trail with
Frank Richards & Co,

Price
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“I guess I've got a lof-af ideas in
my head,” he confided to:the chums
eu route. “[’'m going to do a naval
story next—Dbig battles at sea, you
know.” |

“Why, you jay, you've never even
seen the sea!” howled Bob Lawless.

“That doesn't matter to a chap
with a real hterary gift!” answered
Chunky scornfully. “You'll see if
vou wateh out.” | |

The Cedar Creek party arrived at
the office of the ““ Thompson Press.”
They found it closed and locked up:
My, Penrose was having his dinner at
the Occidental Hotel. But the news-
paper man came. along presently, and
greeted them in his breezy way, and
let them into the office. .

“Glad to see vou, sonnies,” said
Myr. Penrose, ‘‘especially you, young
Todgers! I'm going to ask you to do
mesanother story.”

Chunky grinned triumphantly at his
comrades.

“How you did 1t,”’ continued Mu.
Penrose, ‘““beats me! 1 guess I never
knew you had it m you.” |

“Oh, I was alwayvs a literary chap!”?
sald Chunky modestly. “Sort of gift,
vou know. It just flowed from my
pen.’”’ |

“Can I have my manusecript, Mr,
Penrose?”’ asked Frank Richards.

“I guess so. You'll find it among
that lot,” answered Mr. Penrose, with
a nod towards the bench, which was
littered with manuscripts.

Mr. Penrose’s office was not
exactly the tidiest building in
Thompson—perhaps on account of
that gentleman’s devotion to the
potent tanglefoot. b

Frank looked over the  crumpled
manuscripts. His own storyiwas not
there; but, to his surprise, he found
a scrawled manuscript, headed **Gal-
lant Sir Cholmondeley.” '

“Hallo! Tlus 1s yvour stuff, Tod-
gers,” he said. |
“*Not 1n type yet, then?” asked

Chunky, as he took the manmuscript.
“Eh,” said Mr. Penrose—*‘ what’s
that?” |

"My yarn,”’ said Chunky. -

““1 guess not. The winning story is
heve. I was going to set it up
to-day,” said Mr. Penrose.  * Write
your name on the manuscript next
It's the safest way.
Here’s the winning story.” i

“*But—but,” stammered 'Chunky,
“I—I only sent in one story, and—
and this 1s 1t—*‘ Gallant Sir, Chol-
mondeley.” ” 7

“That rot!"’ said Mr. Penrose. “1
just glanced at that—the silly rot!
1s that yours? 1 guess I can’t have
made a mistake in the nameés. The
winning story 1s called “Jones’

“What?’ wvelled Chunky Todgers.
“What?”’ gasped Frank Richards.
And Bob Lawless roared,

‘“Ha, ba. hal”

The 5th Chapter. l‘;_
Not Chunky! |

Mr. Penrose stared at the Cedar
Creek fellows.

He picked up a manuscript that
was lying beside his *““case,” and
Frank Richards recognised his own
hand on it

“Is that the
Frank.

“That’s
among all that lot,”
rose., :

“What rot!” exclaimed Chunky
Todgers, bewildered and wrathful
“Why, you said as plain as possible
in the paper to-day that I was the
winner.”’

“Isn’t this yours?”

“MThat tosh!” exclaimed Chunky
Todgers, with deep contempt. * Cer-
tainly not! This 13 my story—
‘Gallant Sir Cholmondeley !” ”’

“l guess you can take that awayv
and bury 1t!” said Mr. Penrose
cheerfully. “1I' suppose ther-names
got mixed somehow. All yvour own
fault, for not writing yvour name and
address on the manuseript.”

“T'll remember next time,” said
Frank Richards, with a smile;

“You see, I had a thumping lot of
stuff to go through—more than I ever
expected,” explamed Mr., Penrose.
“And T was m rather a hurry, 1°d
been kent by an—ahem !——important
engagement o |

“At the Red
Bob Lawless. |

[t was pretty clear that the mis-
take in the names was not wholly
due to the fact that the wvouthful
authors bhad forgotten to write their
names on the manuscripts. The fire-
water was partly to blame.

Chunky Todgers’ face was a study.

“Then—then—then 1 haven’t won
he stuttered.

Mr. Penrose shook his head.

“Whoever wrote this story
won the prize,” he answered.

(Concluded on page 462.)

winner?” exelaimed

it—the only good story
said Mr. Pen-

Dog!” murmured
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