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Steve unslung his lariat, and huried it wit
over the heads of the runawayvs.
feet digging into the hard ground, and the rope grew taut as a

bow-string. The girl crouched, white-faced, in the buggy as the horses reared high in the air on ihe very brink of the canyon!
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h an expert hand, right
Diabolo stopped dead, his fore-
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him—.Jose—look foolish before theo

whole town of Bir Horn.
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Barred !

“Arthur!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. were at footer
practice on lattle Side, when Teddy
Lovell of the Third came along.

Rawson of the Fourth was m goal,
and Jimmy, Raby, Lovell, and New-
come were plying him with shots. The
Fistical Four were giving Tom Raw-
son quite a busy time, and Rawson
was hoppug like 2 kangaroo between
the posts, keeping his citadel clear.
Naturally, Arthur Edward Lovell did
not heed the voice of his minor at
that moment. It was an injudicious
moment to choose for speaking to him,
m - fact,

*“Arthur!” growled Teddv.

Rawson spun the ball out, and there
was a shout from some of the juniors
looking on.

“Well saved!”

“Rawson's quite good between the
sticks,”” Mornington remarked to his
chum Frroll, I think Jimmy
Silver's right to give him a chance in
goal for the junior eleven this
season.

*“1 think so,” assented Erroll.

“Arthur!” hooted Teddy Lovell,
for the third time.

Mornington glanced round rather
curiously at the sullen, clouded face
of the Third Form fag.

*“*Lovell’'s rather busy just now,
young 'un,” he observed.

Teddy gave him a stave,

*1 want to speak to him.,” he said.

“You'll have to want for a bit!”

“ Arthur !” shouted Lovell minor.

He was not heeded. The Fistical
Four were. testing Rawson's powers

i goal, and Arthur Edward Lovell
had no eves and no ears for his minor.
As a rule, he was very attentive to
upon

Liis minor's claims hin—too
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By F. W. WALDEN,

I have often been asked whether 1
find myv lack of inches a handicap on
the field of play, for as my readers are
praobably aware, J am only two and a
half inches over five feet, and, so far
as I know, I am the smallest foot-
baller at present playing m the first-
¢lass,

The mere fact that I am considered
good enough for a place In a first-
class side, is in itself a sort of answer
io the question of whether lack of
inches is a vital handicap, and my
presence in the Tottenham Hotspur
team. serves to show that a boy need
not necessarily give up any ideas and
ambitions in a football direction be-
cause he seems likely to be less than
the average height.

At the same time. it is no use blink-
ing our eves to facts, and 1t 1s cer-
tainly a fact that I often wish most
carnestly for a few more inches, and
a few more pounds in weight.

Suppose, for nstanoce, the bali
comes through the air, and in opposi-
tion to me there 1s a half or a full-
back who is somewhere in the neigh-
bourhood of six feet,
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“1S SIZE AN ADVANTAGE TO
A FOOTBALLER?”

Ail that 1 can

much so, in the opinion
of his chums. But therc

was a time {or every-
thing.
Teddy Lovell scowled,
and shoved his hands
deep into his pockets, and walked
awayv. Evidently his major was too

busy to bother about him just then.

The fag moved slowly along the
field, the black cloud still on his brow.
A group of Third-Formers were
watching Jimmy Silver & Co., and
Teddy passed close to them. Wegg
and Grant and Stacey grinned at one
another as*he came by, and Teddy
caught that grin and stopped.

“Well, you rotters?” he said.

Wegg & Co. looked at the foot-
ballers, apparently unconscious of
Teddy’s existence.

“You beasts!” said Teddy.

Still unconsciousness on the part of
the Third-Formers. They seemed
deaf as well as blind.

Algy Silver—Jimmy’s cousin in the
Third—came along and joined the
other fags, without looking at Teddy.

“What are wvou fellows up to?”
asked Silver 1I. * Never mind Fourth
Form footer! Come along! I've
been looking for you!”

“Right-ho ! vawned Wezg.
““*Tain’t bad, though, for the Fourth!
That chap Rawson——" |
 *“Qh, bother Rawson! Jimmy's
got him, though,” added Siiver 1I, as
the ball went in at last from Jimmy

3 Sﬂmriﬁ fﬂ'ﬂt. ‘::

“Bother Jimmy!"” grinuned Wegg.

“Come on '

* Look here, you fools——"" began
Lovell minor. |

The crowd of Third-Formers walked
away, regardless of Lovell minor.
That sulky youth was in Coventry
as [ar as the Third were concerned,
nd, after a few days of that freezing
residence, Teddy Lovell was feeling it
very keenly. He stared after the

fags, and suddenly rushed aftEr them
-

and caught ~ Algy Silver the

shoulder.
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do under those circumstances is to
watch him heading the ball away from
me, and to sigh because I can't get
“up there.” Sometimes 1 essay a
mighty jump in the hope of getting
my own head to the ball, but even
then it is long odds on the *other
fellow.” Yes, lack of inches is cer-
tainly a handicap when it is a case
of ““heads up.” |

Of course, it follows—or it should
fcllow—that if you have a forward in
your team who is smaller than the
average, then every possible effort
should be made to feed him along the
ground, and not through the air.
And, as a matter of fact, to feed
along the sround is a very good
motto for all half-backs, whether their
farwards arc below the average size
or not.

Many half-backs who are very good
players, would be even better if they
would keep the ball low when pass-
ing to the men in the front line. Even
with the best intentions in the world,
though, there are occasions in every
match when the ball must be sent
forward through the air, and it is on
those occasions when I really wish

By OWEN CONQUEST.
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* Stop, cad!” he
gnapped.

Silver 11 had to stop then, with
Teddyv's grasp on his shoulder. But
he did not speak, and he did not stop
long. He turned round, collared
Teddy, and sat him down on the
ground with a heavy bump. Then he
walked away with his friends, who
were chortling.

Teddy Lovell sat rather dazedly in

the grass.

It was then that Lovell of the
Fourth spotted him, and, the.practice
being over, Lovell came quickly off
the field. !
“Hallo, Teddy !”

He gave his minor a hand up.
Teddy scrambled to his feet, his
brow blacker than ever.

“What’s up?” asked Lovell.
“That beast voung Silver——"
“Oh dear! In trouble again in the
Third?" said Lovell, with a grimace.
Lovell was an affectionate brother,
but he was beginning to {ind Teddy’s
incessant troubles rather a worry,
“1 came down here to speak to
you!’  growled Teddy. “You
wouldn’t take any notice when I called

13

out to vou.

you cheeky

“Well, you see——"
“You heard me!”
“1 was playing footer, kid. :
be a young ass!” said Lovell im-
patiently, “What did you want to
SRRT Utk T R R e L
Teddy gave him- E‘Tl rk look: and
tutne way. Lovell threw on lhis
coat and followed him. He was
worried, but he was really councerned
for his young brether, whe found
Reookwood so different from home.
At home, the spoiled boy of the
family was almost monarch of ail he
surveved. At Rookwood it was not
much like that, as Teddy had found.
“Well. kid,” said lLovell patiently,
as he walked beside his minor towards
the School House, ** what's the trouble
Nnow .
“Oh, vou don't care!” said Teddy
bitterly,
“Yes, I do. What is 1877

that I had not stopped growing so
SOO.

Then again, the little man must
adopt different mnrethods from the
big, sturdy player. Suppose, for -
stance, that I find mysell up aganst
a plaver—as I almost invariably do—
who 1s two or three stone heavier than
I am. Obviously, it is_not a bit of
good me tryving to charge him off the
ball. Sometimes, when the situation
is very desperate, I try it. but nearly
always afterwards 1 wish I hadn’t
done -so, because I seldom charge
effectivelv, while I very often get a
bad shaking.

I shall never forget an occasion
when 1 was much vounger than I am
now. In the exuberance of vouth,
I went full tilt intoe a full-back who
must have weighed [ifteen stone, if he
weighed an ounce. I bounded from
him like a bit of indiarvbber—as 1
ought to have known I should. But
that was not the worst feature of it
from my point of view. I spent the
next few minutes “pulling myself
together 7’ bevond the touch-line, and
for the rest of the game was practi-
cally useless to my side.

In the interests of his team, no
plaver should run unnecessary risks of
finding himself crocked, and, although
the temptation to barge into a big
fellow is sometimes very strong, I
always try to resist itf.

Being on the extreme wing, 1 do
not get so many hard knocks as I
might do in some other positions on
the field, where, it seems to me, it is
well-nigh 1mpossible for a plaver to
sueceed if he 1s not up to the average
in weight especially.

The centre-forward, for instance,
must be able to dash into the backs
and hustle them if he is to be a real
help to his side in that pesition, and

THE BOYS’ FRIEND
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“They've sent me to Coventry, as
thev call 1t.”

" ¥Yes, vou told me,
Reeping it up?”

“They are, the cads! JT—I don't
want them to speak to me, of course!
I—T1 hate the lot of them!”

“Oh, don’t talk silly rot!” grunted
Lovell. !

“Well, T

Are they stall

do! They're a lot of
rotters!” said Teddy, his lip quiver-
mg. *‘I—I wish I could go home! 1
don’t care if they don’t like me, but
a fellow doesn’t want to be cut by
everybody. I—I can't speak a word
to anybody now. They pretend not to
hear me! Theyv—they .

Teddy’s voice faltered.

Arthur Edward Lovell walked on in
gloomy silence. Teddy had brought
it all on himself, but 1t was not much
usge telling him that.

Perhape a glimmering of that truth
was dawning upon Teddy's own mind,
but he was ready to repudiate the sug-
gestion with angry obstinacy all the
same.

“1t’s rotten for me!’ said Teddy.
“I—I didn’t care at first, I—I was
jolly glad to be left alone.” Bat—
but &

*Look here, Teddyv, it
own fault!' You told tales to the
Form-master, and you couldn't expect
the fags to stand that!"’ said Lovell
abruptly. *“They ragged vou for it,
and 1t served you right: but you had
to hike off to Mr. Bohun again with
a tale about the ragging, and got
some of them caned. Now they don’t
rag you, but they've sent wou to
Coventry instead. If you hadn’t been
a silly young ass, you'd have expected
it !
for?”

“1 wasn't goimg to be ragged!™

“You asked for it! But—but this
can't go on!” said Lovell glumly.
“*You must get out of this scra
somehow, If vou could make them
understand that vou wouldn't sneak
again—-"

“Well, I wouldn't. I didn’t rightly
understand at first !” muttered Teddy.
This was a great concession for Master
Teddy, and it made his major glance
at him In some surprise. ‘' But—but
how ean I set it right? They won't
even listen to me now!”

was your

What did vou want to sneak

“Well, if you mean that—if you're
going to be decent—the kids will
corne round @ll right,” said Lovell
*1T'll speak to Jimmy Silver. 1 dare
say he can suggest something to put
the matter right. Keep a stiff upper-
lip. And no more of your varns to
the prefects or masters, mind! That's
what caused the whole trouble !”
Teddy nodded sullenly, and Lovell
left him and jomed his chums. who
were coming . Lovell minor came
in to dinner, with a clouded brow,
and found plenty of room left for hum
on either side at the Third Form
table. Not a fag spoke to him or
looked at him. He was barred by the
Third, and he was made to feel his
position acutely. And by that time
Teddy was wishing, from the bottom

1t will generally be found. too. that
our first-class centre half-backs are
on the hefty side. '

There are one or two notable excep-
tions. and the famous William Wed-
lock 1s. a centre-half of lezs than the
average height. But althouzh Wed-
lock is not so tall as most of the
players with whom he comes in con-
tact, he is a very sturdyv nlayer, and
always strikes me as being as hard
as nails. 'The cxceptions, however,
only go to prove tae rule, and speak-

"““FANNY " WALDEN.

T he popular Tottenham Hotspur for-

ward, who is also the smallest player
in first-class football,

ing generally, 1 thmk the manager
who summed up the position thus was
about right. He used to say: ““There
is only one type of playver better than
a good little 'un, and that is a good
big 'un.”

But I must not give the impres-
sion that there are nothing but handi-
caps to the little footballer. In some
directions he has advantages. T have
shown that it is not wise for the little

Thres Halipence
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of his heart, that he had made rather
a different sturt at Roskweood.,
The 2nd Chapter.
Uncle James Takes a Hand,

“Jimmy !” e

The Fistical Four were strolling in
the quadrangle after  dinner, when
Arthur Edward Lovell spoke—rather
hestitatingiy.

“Yes, old top?”

“1—1 think &

said Jimmy.

“You do?” murmured laby
humorously. “What's come over
you:”’ |

*“1 think I'd hke ‘vour advice,

Jimmy," said Lovell, unheeding,

** About the footer ?” asked Jimmy.

**Bother the footer!” grunted
Lovell. * About my blessed minor.”™

“Oh!” said Jimmy.

Raby and Newcome exchanged a
glance.

“Lemme see—] was going over to
Manders’ House to speak to Tommy
Dodd,” remarked Raby. *You
coming, Newcome ?"’

“T'll come, See you later,
chaps !”

And Raby and Newcome walked
off towards the Modern side. Jimmy
Silver smiled slightly, and Lovell
frowned. B

“1 suppose they're fed up with my
minor !” growled Lovell."”

. H!nl :?‘!' _-,

**1 suppose vou are, too, Jimmy

“My dear chap, it's bately possible
to get fed up with the chéery Teddy.
But if you want my advree, go ahead
—ain't I vour dear Uncle James?
Keep smiling, and tell your uncle the
trouble,” answered Jimmy cheerfully.

“Those little inky rotters in the
Third have sent my minor to Coven-
try,” explained Lovell.

Jimmy Silver nodded:: He kuew
that. 5

“1t’s hard on him,”"€iid Lovell.
“1 don’t say he hasn’t asked for it.
Still, there’s excuses for'him. You
know he’s been spoiled a#t home—you
saw that when vou were at home with
me. It's a sudden changefrom home
to Rookwood.” }

“It must be,” agreed Jimmy.

“ At home, he's used to'running off
to the mater or the pater, if anvthing
doesn’t please him,” growled Lovell.
“ He's really only done tlye same thing
here. He didn’t understalid about it
being called sneaking, at school. And
—and he can see the thing'now. He's
EOI'I'F-” :

“That's good !™ |

“But those inky little raffians don’t
make any allowances for him., of
course. But this won't do. Teddy’s
got to be set right with' his Form
somehow. How's it going to be
done 7’ ]

“Oh, my hat!” said Jimmy.

Unecle James of Roekwood was
generally equal to any difficulty that
arose ; but even Uncle James had to
admit that this was rather a poser.

To mtervene in the weird politics
of the Third Form was a difficult and
delicate task.

(Continued on the next page. )
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man {o charge the big plaver, but, on
the other hand, it is not ddsv for the
big player to charge the little one.

My chief delight, and ' practically
my only hope of success, {ies in slip-
ping out of the way of a'fellow who
15 bent on charging me. T'have heard
opponents say that thev 'find it ex-
tremely difficult to get their shoulder
down to me, and while I 2m oun this
topic, 1 should like to add that the
great majority of players I'mmeet, treat
me with absolute fairness. ~

[ suppose, too, the little man has
an advantage because he has less to
carry about with him, and can there-
fore skip over the turf quickly. With-
out speed, and without fricks, how-
ever, it does not seem to me that
there i1s much chance of 'the small
footballer pyoving successful: So the
thitig to do, if vou are on the small
side, 18 to develop your cleverness,
and work up vour speed. Get plenty
of ball practice, and always be trying
to cultivate new dodges which will
help you to overcome the handicaps
which arise from lack of inches.

And especially if your place is on
the extreme wings, try to work up
such speed that you will he able to
beat the average heavier opponent in
a race for the ball. Of course, sheer
pace 1sn't much good unless you can
control the ball as well ; but, granted

I*the small player possesses these two
- qualifications, there does net seem to

me any real reason why he should not
be able to overcome all the handi-
caps which arise from lack of inches,

L ! - - 5
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“Something’s got to be done some-
how,” said- Lovell. “I’m supposed
to be lookuig after Teddy here.
‘pater expects it. I haven’t been able
to do much for him so far—"

“That’s'net you fault.”

“Well, I've done my best. DBut—
but what can I do now? If they
knew at home how matters stood,
they'd expect me to do something.”

Jimmy Silver wrinkled his brows.

“Is my young cousin in it with the
vest Y77 he asked. _

“Yes, cvery chap in the Third, 1
understand.”

“Hum ™

“1—1 . thought about your young
cousin.” said Lovell hesitatingly. *If
vou were fo speak to him, frimstance
———" Lovell coloured deeply. *1-—
I know vou offered it before, and 1—
I—1I said something rotten about it.
But—but——"

“TI might try young Algy,” said
Jimmy thoughtfully. ‘“He was a bt
like yvour minor when he first came—
always kicking over the traces; but
he shook down at last. He’s not a
{md litEle chap. If he was talked to,
1¢ '

“It seems about the only thing,’
said XLovell. . “Young Silver's a
ieader i the Third. If he would
come round, the others might follow.
That might be a way. Of course,
they're ét%rprejudiced against poor old
Teddy now. He made an awfully bad
beginning here. But he can’t go on
at daggers-drawn with all the other
fags. What’s his life to be like at
Rookwoed. if he does? Oi—of course,
it doesn 't. matter much to you——-"

“But. it does, old scout,” said
Jimmy. *““Look here, we'll try it on
with Algyv, and bring him ‘round.
Let’'s have 'him in to tea this after-
noon, and talk to him nicely. Tl
bring him in, and you can bring your
minor, and we’'ll contrive to patch 1t
up between them somehow,”

Lovell’s face brightened.

“That!s not a bad idea,” he said.

“We'll try 1it,” said Jimmy.
“We'llikill the fatted calf for Algy,
and make him no end pleased with
himself; and see how it works.”

And so it was arranged, much to
Lovell’s zelief. He could depend on
Uncle James, at least, to do his best
to heal.dhe breach and pour oil on
the troubled waters.

After lessons that dav there was a
pooling of cash among the Fistical
Four, for an extra special spread n
the end-studv.  Raby and Newcome
entered into the little scheme will-
ingly, theugh, perhaps, without en-
thusiastp.. They did not hke Lovell
minor, but they were willing to bear
with himy for the sake of Lovell major.

Raby ;and Newcome did the shop-
ping, while Jimmy- Silver proceeded
to looksfor Silver II, and Lovell
went 1y search of his minor.

Lovell-minor was not easily to be
found.:, Third Form fags, whom
Lovell questioned, answered that they
didn’t know, and didn’t care, where
the sneak was.

WeggZcharitably expressed a hope
that he had met with an accident,
Grant opined that he mizht have gone
off siicaking somewhere. Arthur
Edward : Lovell repressed his wrath
at these" replies, and looked further
{or Tt‘:dd}'.

He fpund the fag at last, * mooch-
ing ' about in Little Quad, with his
hands in his pockets, and a moody
scowl on bhis face.

‘““* Hallp. here you are !” said Lovell.
“P've been looking for wyou. for a
quarter of an hour, Teddy.”

“ Have vou?” answered Teddy In-
differently.

““ 1 want vou to come to the study.”

*What for?"”

- “We're having young Silver of the
Third to tea,” explained Lovell.
“Jimmy thinks we can make the
voung bounder friends with you over
tea-—see - lather a good
what?’”™

Teddy tightened his lips.

“Young Silver bumped me over on
the football-ground this morumg,”
he sald sullenly.

“Never mind that——

“But 1 do mind.
ask hith to make friends with me.
Let him ask it, if be wants 1t."

Lovell breathed hard.

“Hei-doesn’t want it.”” he said.
“ Dorn't'be a young ass! We're going
to try-to persuade him——"

“Cateh me asking favours of the
rotter )%

“Laok here. Teday——"

“Twon't 7

3

’

come.

And” Teddy walked away, leaving
his brother staring. The fag
avidentlv in a sullen, obstinate mood.

The
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I'm not gomg to |

Wads |

Lovell walked back slowly to Big;

Quad, and on to the School House.
He metadimmyv Silver in the doorway,
with Algy Silver of the Third.
Qilver 11 was accepting the nvita-

tion to tea—such invitations seldom |

Tinrd Form. 2

weni begging n the _ |
Algy's comung fo

“ Halle, Lovell;

A

and attentive to Silver 1l.

tea with us,”” remarked Jimmy casu-
ally, just as if 1t had not been all cut
and dried i advance. * You might
ask vour minor, too.”

Silver 1] started.

*Oh, look here, Jimmy,” he began.

“He won't come,” muttered Lovell.

“Oh, my hat!” said Jimmy, dis-
mayed at this disarrangement of his
carefully laid scheme.

Algy Silver grinned.

“I'm ready, Jimmy.” he said.

Silver of the Third accompanied the
two Fourth-formers to the end study.
Raby and Newcome were already
there. and the {festive board was
spread. The two juniors nodded
cheerily to Silver of the Third, and
looked inquiringly at Lovell. They
were expecting another guest.

“Taddy can't come,” said Lovell

awkwardly,

HOh!:‘! N

And five sat down to tea i the
end study; while Lovell mnor

nursed his dignity and his resentment

| in solitary state in Little Quad.

"1 he 3rd Chapter.
Diplomatic !

Algy Silver, of the Third Form,
smiled expansively as his eyes roved
over the tea-table in the end study.
It was a spread of spreads—quite a
feast of the gods. In addition to ham
and czgs, there were three kinds of
jam, and a whole current cake, and
a seed cake.
would have said,
Form-room to smithereens,
the Third prepared to enjoy himself.

beat a feed in the

LOVELL MINOR'S RECKLESS ACT!

didn’t mean— !’ wailed Teddy Lovell.

The Fistical Four were very polite

Teddy Love l not ben 1 gCA 'nm'-rt‘*_.
. , 1 : d oo
JIIIIH]}' S ].‘li-i!l conld not be W hﬂll}

carried out : but Uncle James meant to
do all he conid. And the best way _ﬁf

softening Silver Il's heart was oy
lavishing tuck and politeness upon
him. And ecertainly Silver Il was

soon in a high good humour,

The _iuniﬂl‘ri- talloed football over tf“u
—Third Form football. They dis-
plaved an intelligent interest i Third
Form football that was very gratty-
ing, -though slightly surprising. to
Silver Secundius. How the Third
had plaved the Second—how Silver 11
had beaten Suooks in goal to the wide
—Was 'i't.'ji.ﬂt‘tl ovel ‘I.hf‘ tﬂa*tﬂhl--, iiIHI
histened with much respect and
admiration by the Fistical Four.

Qilver 11 shoi an occasional keen
olance at Jimmy and his chums,
Master Suver was not an obtuse }'c-u‘.[h
IJ}: any means, I uh}‘thi!:g, he was
rather too keeu.

When the spread Jrew near its close
Silver IT surprised the chums of the
FFourth with an unexpected remark.

“Jollv good feed! Many thanks!
Anything more I’ can tell vou about
our matches with the Second ¥”

“Go on, old chap, voure awiully
interesting ' said Newcome,

* S0 are vou chaps.” said Silver 11
affably. - **Now, before I go, woulid
vou mind telling me what you've been
pulling my ‘ for 77

“Eh3*

o

»

Y

AL &
_—

This, as Silver II | know.’

Silver of

“What?™ .

Silver 11 rose to his feet.

The Fistical Four blinked at him,
blushing a little.

“Well. I'll cut.” said the fag. “I'll
alwavs come here and have my leg
sulled when vou stand a feed like

that! Ta-tal”

Raby chuckled, and Newcome
grinned.

‘“Hold on. Algy!” said Jimmy
Silver. * D-d-don’t go yet!”

“Oh, all right! Tl tell you about
another match with the Second, if you

I ]Ilii:'.

And Algy Silver sat down again.

Lovell and Rabv and Newcome ex-
changed glances, and strolled out of
the studyv. They felt that it was wiser
to leave Uncle James to deal with this
exceedingly bright vouth.

““ What’s the game, Jimmy ?” asked
the fag, grinning at his cousin. ™ You
don’t want me to lend you any money,
I suppose ?”

“No, vou voung ass!”’ said Jimmy,
half- langhing.

“Then what is 1t 7"

“Well, I want to ask you some-
thing, kid.”

“1 thought so,” said Algy Silver,
“Go ahead !- lLike to come to supper
in the Third Form-room? Wegg's
got a kipper, and were goimng 1o
cook 1t.”

Jimmy shuddered.

“Nunno'! The fact is. it's about
Lovell's minor—young Teddy, you

“1 don’t know ! answered Silver 11
coolly. **Don’t know the chap at
all 1

come!"”

him from the room.

el ‘\?n‘!u X
, “That. Lttle - heast 1s sent to
Coventry,” said Suver I, © Horrid

little rotter, you know! Sneaks to
the prefects. (Goes around pitching
tales. I wonder where he was
brought up?”

** He was rather Epﬁized at home,”
said Jummy.

“Must huve been, I should think ™

“He's got some goed in him——"

“Rokl™

“ Ahem ! It worries Lovell a lot,
his voung brothér being on such rotten
bad terms with the Third.”

“T.ovell onght to: hick him,” said
Qilver 11, after some reflection. ** He
could lick him.  Even that young prig
wouldn’t sneak about his major, 1
suppose ? Tell Lovell to give him a
jollv good hiding. [t will do him
gocd.”

Jimimy Silver felt a little worried,
He did not seem to be progressing
much, so far.

“ Well. | 1 off !

Silver 1.

"Tl‘}' these c¢hees, kid.”

“Oh. rather! Anvthing else you
want. Jimmy ¥ grinned the fag.

“Look here, Algy!” =aid Jimmy
Qilver, cemmg out into the open at
last. “* Will vou help Lovel!l mincr to

be vawned

get on better terms with his Form?
You conld do it |
“Couldnt be done! He's 1mn

122

Coventry .
‘ But if vou came roeund——
i - l..- | -y
I sha'n't come round

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

¢« Go to riw study, Lovell minor, and wait there
thundered the
Mr. Bohun raised Algy Silver in his strong arms,

—
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““The others would follow your lead, | Third, and Wegg & Co. were looking

very likely.”
“They might.?

“Well, won't vou tiry i, kid:™
asked Jimmy Silver persuasively:
2

“]—T"m asking it as a favour .

“What does 1t matter to you,
Jiummy?”

“Well, old Lovell, vou know——"

“Oh, my hat! . So that was what
vou stood me this stunning spread
for 7"’ grunted Silver 1L

“N.n-not exactly! But—but I'd
like vou to chip in, Algy, and do what
yvou could. I'd take 1t as a real
favour. Make friends with Lovell
minor, and—and give him a chance.
Try it for a day or two, and see how
it works, anvhow. Look here, Algy!
You want a new footer—you've told
me so. Make it all right for Lovell
minor in the Third, and this study will
stand vou a new footer 1™

Silver IT reflected. _

“Tt won’t be so jolly easy,” he said.
““ The fellows ase awfully up against
him. He got Weggy caned with his
sneaking, and Wegg’'s a pal of mine.
Still, if the little beast wants to turn
over a new leaf, I might give him
a chance. A real new footer?”

“Quite new!”

“1 don’t believe in hitting a chap
when he’s down,” said Silver 1l
ruminatinglyv. ¢ Perhaps the sneak-
cad’s had enough. TI’ll see what 1

in ‘

caﬁ do. Jimmy. Make friends with
him! Ough! When shall I have the
fmt'crl-}fﬂ :

““On Saturday, if you do your level
best.”
“Done !” said Silver 1l

|

/ey

s
Vil
diae

ALY N

Y

v

i

til

Third Form-master. ‘I~
and carried

“Good kad ™

“You can begin savin’ up your
tuppences to buy that footer!™
grinned Algy. “T'm going to work
the oracle. The Third will come
round ! I’ll punch ’em if they don't.
Saturday, mind !,

“That’s a go!”

““All right, then!”

And Silver II left the end study,
and walked away down the passage
whistling shrilly. Jimmy- Silver’s
chums came in, and heard the result
of the diplomatic negotiations.

“ Bribery and corruption !” grinned
Ral;}u

“Oh. the labourer’s worthy of his
liire. vou knew !” said Jimmy Silver.
*“1t’s worth a new footer, 1f 1t works
out all right.”

Arthur Edward Lovell nodded.

““ T'll stand the footer,” he said. *“I
ouly hope it will work out all right,
and give poor old Teddy a chance.
He's really a good kid, you know.”

Which statement was received in the
end studv with an expressive silence,

The 4th Chapter.
Nothing Doing!

“You've missed something good.”
Wegg of the Third made that re-
mark, as Silver Il came into the
Form. There was a smell of herrings

in the Third Form-room ,and a slight |

atmosphere of burning: A feast had
been toward 1n the quarters of the

‘--—-.-lﬂ_-l-i_-—-

| round as soon as you hold up

. leaders of the Third.

rather shiny.

“Oh. I’'ve had my tea!” said Silver
11 carelessly. *“1 was asked by some
chaps in the Fourth.™

“*Suckin’ up to the Fourth!” said
Pipkin.

Silver 11 looked round.

*“Did you say you wanted -a thick
ear, Pippy ?” he asked politely,

“Nunno!”

“You'll get one one of these days!”
said Silver 1I darkly. “You talk too
much, Pippy. Any of you chaps seen
voung Lovell 7?7

“Wha-a-at?”

"“Young Lovell !”

The Third-Formers
Silver 1T, |

“What on earth do you want with
voung Lovell?” demanded Wegg

stared at

hotly.
“Only to speak to him.”
“Speak to him!” yelled Stacey.

“That’s it [”’

“Don’t you know he's in Coven-
try 77 demanded Wegg.

“Oh, ves! T think he’s had enough,
though,” said Silver II carelessly.
*Can have too much of a good thing,
yvou know. Time we let the poor
beggar out, I think.,”

Algy Silver spoke carelessly but bhe
was breathing rather hard. This
sudden change of front was a surprise
to the Third, and it was certain to
meet with fierce opposition. Algy
Silver was not, as a matter of fact,
quite sure of carrying his point. He
was one of the acknowledged leaders
of the Third—but Wegg was a power-
ful rival, and Wegg's look showed
what his views on the subject were.

“*You! You think he's had
enough !”’ roared Wegg almost breath-
less with indignation. * And who are
you, anyhow ?”*

“Think we're 2all going to turn
your
silly finger, young Silver ?” demanded
Grant.

“When father says turn,
turn !” jeered Pipkin.

““Go and eat coke, young Silver

“Look here ? began Jimmy
Silver’s cousin warmly.

Wegg held up a hand—grubby, but

we all

'!'!!

commanding.
“Shut wup, young “Silver!” he
ordered. *‘ Lovell minor has been

sent to Coventry by the Third. He's
staving there. You speak to him, and
vou'll be sent to Coventry along with
him." |

“¥Yes, rather!”

“Bravo, Weggy.”

Algy Silver’s eyes sparkled.

“Who'll send me to Coventry?” he
bawled.

“I will ! roared Wegg. “So will
all the fellows! Do you think yvou're
going to give orders to the Form?”

“1 think he's had enough, and I'm
going to speak to him,” said Algy
Silver. *Give him a chance.’

“Rats!”

“Who's leader of the Third Form,
Wegg?”

“T am!” said Wegg promptly.

“You!” said Algy scornfully.
“You couldn’t lead a form of bunny
rabbits, you couldn’t! ¢ Why the
Second would walk over you at footer
if I dida’t kick the goals!™

“T'm ready to fight any chap who
savs I'm not captain of the Third !”

**Same here.”

Wegge pitched his jacket across a
desk, and flourished a pair of knuckly
and somewhat fishy fists.

“Come on!” he roared.

“You sha’n’'t have to agk me
twice !” said Silver II disdainfully.
“You've wanted a walloping for a
long time, Jim Wegg !

“Hold on !” exclaimed Grant. Two
or three fags pushed between the rival
“Chuck that!

Look here, young Silver——"
“Ves, look here—" exclaimed
Stacey.

“He's going io be sent to Coventry,
too, if he speaks to that young cad
Lovell ! said Wegg.

Algyv Silver sniffed.

"¢ Send* me to Coventry and be
blowed !” he said fereibly. * You'll
soon come and ask me out again next
time vou play the Second at footer.”

And with that, Algj? Silver turned
and stalked out of the Form-room,
leaving the fags in a buzz.

There was great wrath in the Third.
Wege was very resolute of sending
Algy Silver to join Lovell minor in
the cold shades of Coventry, if he was
found speaking to the barred fag. But
to Wegg's exasperation, he found that
he had far from unanimous support in
that attitude. Algy Silver had a fol-
lowing in the Form; and, as he had
pointed out, he simply could not be
spared from Third Form {ootball.
And Wegg fairly snorted when ho
found some of the fags discussing the
view that perhaps Algy Silver was
right ; and the sneak of the Third had
“ had enough.”

It was perhaps fortunate that they
knew nothing about the new fooiball
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which was to be the reward of Algy’s
peacemaking efforts.
Leaving the'fags in an excited dis-

cussion, Alm Silver walked out of the |

School House, locking for Lovell
minor. Silver Il was striking the
iron while 1t was hot.

Teddy Lovell had had his tea In
hall, and he was coming out into the
quad afterwards., by hlmsclf when
Silver II sighted him. Algy Silver
came up to him at once, greeted with
an astonished scowl by Teddy

The Third-Former lost no time in
yreaking the ice.

*“Had your tea, Lovell minor?” he
asked cheer:ly.

*“*Yes,” said the astonished Teddy.

**Coming for a stroll round ?”

“Oh! You're speaking to me now,
are you ?”’ said Teddy Lovell.

““Looks like 1t, dcesn’t 1£7”
Silver 11

“1 suppose my major's been
ing to you, and Jimmy Silver gt

“¥Yes, that's so. T'm going to do
the best I can for you,” said Algy
Silver. “If you stop sneaking, and

play the game, you’ll get on all right
mn the Thlrd See ?”

Teddv scowled.

“When I want your advice, I'll ask
for 1t !’ he snapped.

sEh a3

“You can go and eat coke!’
Teddy independently.

said

speak-

* said

& Wh F——What—-lﬂﬂk here,
minor—-—"’
“Rats!1”

Teddy Lovell walked away with his
nose in the air. The temptation to
snub the junior who, with the rest,
had “barred him,” was too strong,
and the wilful fag had not been able

to resist 1t. He grinned as he walked
away.
Al Silver stood staring after him.

Well my only sainted aunt!” he
ejaculated.
There was
doing ' at present.
lordly Teddy was not to
friends with all at once.
Silver thought of the new football,

and decided to try.again.

evidently “nothing
The lofty and
be made

The 5th Chapter.
Silver 11 Deces His Best.

“Well, kid 2"

Jimmy Silver was looking for his
hopeful cousin, when the Thm:l Form
went up to their dormitory that even-
ing. .:’u'thur Edward Low'ell was with
him. Algy Silver stopped for a
moment on the stairs as Jinmy spoke.

“Well 2’ he said. -

“How are you getiing on with

Lovell minor 7”
pig ! said Silver IL.

*“Horrid little

““What's that ?" mwled Lovell.

* Horrid little pig !”’ repeated Silver
II-cheerfully. * I’\ e tackled him, and
what do you think? He’s turned up
, his sneaking nose at me !”’

“Oh!”

- “But I'm going to bag that foot-
ball !” added Algy Silver encourag-
mu'h and he went on with the fag s.
“Here's vour minor, old clm

murmured Jimmy Silver, as Tedd;:r
came in sight, a good distance behind
the rest of the Classical Third. * Any
good speaking to him, do yon think 7”

Lovell nodded and beckoned to
Teddy. The fag eyed him morosely.
bllter II's dd\f&ﬂﬂ& had had an en-
couraging effect on Teddy Lovell, but
in rather a peculiar way. The merest
impression that he was sought after
had the result of reviving his conceit
and self-importance, which had been
on the ebb Tedd'u Lovell was far
from having learned his lesson vet.

“Why haven’t you made friends
with Silver II, when he's given yvou
the chance, Teddy?” asked Lovell,

rather grufily.
“T don’t like him!” answered
Teddy. *° The cheeky cad bumped me

over to-day. I'm not going to be
friends with him unless I choose.”

“Can’t vou see that 1t will be better
for vou?”

“[ don’t care.”

- “Look here, yvou little idiot——"
began Lovell hﬂth

\eulle of the Sixth called out from
the direction of the dormitory.

“ Now, then, get a move on, Lovell
minor !”’

Teddy hurried on to the dormitory.
Hm major gave Jimmy Silver an
eloquent lock.

Hﬂw is a chap to help a kid like
that ?”’ he muttered.

“Blessed if I know,” said Jimmy
Silver candidly. “I suppose what he
really wants is a- thumping good
hldm and 1 don’t know whether
that weu]d do I:um much gond either.

Leave him te young Algy

And the chuxm of the Fourth went
down to the common-room.

In the Third-Form dormitory Teddy
Lovell turned in, ignored by the rest
of the fags. But Algy called out
“* good-night 7 to him uheu Neville
put out the light and left.

‘ Good- mzht ” Teddy called back,
MM‘ some lofty hesitation.
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But Algy |

W'I'here was a wrathiul growl from
e ch re talkmg to that cad, Sllrer
secundus!”’

*“Go hon ! said Sth er secundus.

“You know h2's in Cov entry !”
howled Wegg. : |

“T've let him out!” answered Algy
Silver coolly.

“ And who are you to let him out,
I'd like to know?” roared Wegg, in
great exasperation. -

*“Leader of the Third !”

“Do you want me to get out of bed
to you, young Silver ?”

“ Just as you like, old top! You'll
be jolly glad to get back again, if you

dO 2 I
“Why, I-I-TIrit— gasrped -
Wegg.
“Shurru vou two!” called out
Grant. * Yt)u 11 have Neville back if

you kick up a shindy! What’s the
good- of rowing over that sneakmg

| numlder ‘g

“\Tell. I don’t want to row,” said
Silver II. “But I'm going to let the
little* beast.out of Cdventry. I don't
like him any more than you do, but
I think he's had enough, and I'm
letting him off.”

“Wait till you're asked!” came
defiantly from Tedd Lovell’'s bed.
“Oh, you hear hu:n, young Silver?”

hooted \Teﬂ'g

**1 hear him.”

“Well, are you going to let him off
after that?”

*“ Yes, rather.
—1 mean—"

“You want what?” _

N -n-uothlng ! Good-night!
going to sleep.”

And Silver IT persisted in going to
sleep, and was deaf to the further re-
marks of Wegg & Co. '

On the following morning, when
the Third turned out at the clang of
the rising-bell, Algy Silver gave “the
new fag a gemal nod. Teddy Lovell
paused, laftli and then nodded back.

Teddy was last ready to go down,
and Algy Silver IlngEred to go down
with him. On theé stairs several of
the Third glared at them; but tﬁo or
three, fﬂl'ﬂ“ln" Algy Sd\. er's ex-
amp le, gave the new. junior a nod.
Teddv condescended ' to Tecognise

I want that new—-I

I'm

/ them. He was feeling rather elated
now, still under the impression  that

it was his own charming self that was
drawing a little civ ihty from the fags
at last.

A.lgy Sl.her walked with him in the
quadrangle, and Teddy condescended
to “be ost’ genial. : Silver II and
Teddy came m to breakfast together,
and when Teddy asked Stacey to pass
the salt, Stace3 passed it, and said,
“ Here vou are!”

“Coventry ”
mg down.

Lovell minor grew more and more
elated ; and so did Silver IL., to whom
the new footer seemed now a *dead
cert.”’ -

It only equlred a little tact and
sense on 'Iedd s part now to make
up for his bad start in the Third, and
get upon a normal fmtmg m  lus
form. |

Even Wegos was getting tired of
opposition. ﬁe was not an implac-
able youth, by any means, and, find-
ing that most ﬁf the fags were \\lllm'r
ta “come round 7’ with Algy Silver,

was evidently break-

Wegg decided that he might as w ell |

let the matter drop. He ‘told Grant
that he would give the sneak a
chance, and see whether he sneaked
agan, _

It was unfortunate that Teddy
Lovell's sense and tact were not
equal to the demand made upon
them. So soon as it appeared that
his painful scrape was coming to an
end, so soon did his unpleasant traits
revive, and he resumed the *“‘airs and
craces ’ which had first made him

unpopular.
But Algy Sih*cr did mnot heed
them.

He was determined to be friendly
with Lovell minor, at least, until
Saturday. After Saturda y, and after
the new football had been handed
over, Lovell minor could go and eat
coke. That was how the cheery and
business like Algy looked at 1it. If
Lovell minor had any *‘ hoss-sense,”
ha would be all right in the Third b
then; if not, it was his own lmk-
out.

And that afternoon Silver II bore
the new faz down to the footer-

ground for ractlce and Wegg & Co.
suﬁered Teddy to join them without

demur.

Teddy Lovell h&d a fancy for
footer, but his play left verv much
to be desired. Wegg had picked up
sides on the gmung and eddy was
given a place; and as he gat into
Wegg's way, clumsll enough, Wegg
promptly shoved lum out of 1t. Teddt
sat on the ground and yelled.

“You rotter!” he howled as he
scrambled up. “What did you shove
me for?”

‘“Keep out of the way, you ass!”
snapped Wegg.

THE

| game was over.

¢ So }ﬂu ve ‘been' at the

g8 | sha’n't play, then!”

“Keep in your place, you fool!”
shouted Weﬂg, as the opposing side
came rushing down the field.

Teddy sniffed, and walked off.

“Well, my hat !’ ejaculated Wegg

| blankly.
Third Form footer was not a very
precise game, but Teddy’s proceed-

ings were a little too irregutar. He
walked off loftily, careless of the fact
that he left a gap in the line. Wegg

called another {ag in to fill his la(.e
and shook a threatening fist after
Teddy's retreating form.

Algy Silver joined Teddy after the
He thought it a
judicious moment to put in a word
ﬂf friendly advice.

“You shouldn’t have walked off

| like that, Lovell minor,” he said.

“I'm not going to be Ehm ed over!”
“You got in Weggy's way, you

knoE % remarked Silver 11 mildly.
“Rot!”

“You mustn’t mind a shove or two |

at footer!”

“Well, I do mind,” said Teddy
tartly. “I’'m not going to be shoved,
I can tell yvou! I don’t like Wegg,
either.”

“You’re such a likeable chap your-
self ! murmured Silver 11

““And I don’t want any cheek from
you!” said Teddy,

“Eh?!‘l

“I don’t mind being iriends with
you, as you seem so keen on i, but
I'm not going to take any cheek, and
you may as well undcrstand that first
as last!” said Teddy.

“Oh, my sainted aunt!”
Silver II and he-walked away with
that. He had come very near losing
all chance of the new match- ball bv

planting his fist full on Lovell minor’s
nose, And he walked away, out of
reach of temptation. °

The 6th Chapter.
The l..lrmt .

Jimmy Silver and Lovell looked ft}l“
Teddy latér that afterncon. Raby
and \encome had another engage-
ment. They were quite willlmg to
leave the attractive fag to his major
and Uncle James. The opinion of
Raby and Neweome was that they
were seeing - and “heariac a
too much of Lovell minor.  His p
ceedings and his nmspects £arled to
mt.e"est them.

‘Jimmy and Lovell fow
fag in the cuad—by him:

~But he

| did not look so lanely and dent
as before. 2
“Getting on zll right now. what?”’

asked Arthur Edward.
Coventry, kid?”
Tedd? smiled In a lnft “ay

*“QOh, they've come r'::ml::u:l)l"‘i he said.

3 thou ht they would. I suppose I
may as we]l be civil to them.”

*No more

“Eh? I—I suppose you may as
well ! elaculated Lovell. *“*What do

vou mean? Young Silver
“Young Silver's been bothering me
no eénd!” said Lovell minor. *“1I can’t
eay 1 like him verv much; but he
insists on being friendly whether 1
like it or not. 1 suppose 1 needn’t
snub him. I can’t stand too much of
it, though.”
“Well, my hat !’
“He, he, he!”
That cachination came from Tubby
Muffin of the Fourth, Tubby was

very much tickled by Lovell minor’'s
remark.

“Well, what are you gureiing for,
you gurgling ° tmage?” demanded
Arthur Edward Lovell ifritably.

“He, he. he!” chortled Tubby
Muffin. “Cheekx little cad! When
young Silver is only making up to
him to get a new match-ball out of
Jimmy 3

“You fa.t rotter!” roared Lovell.

kevhole
again?’

“I—1I haven't!” exclaimed Muffin,
jumping back. “I just happened to
hear- Here, keep off !

Tubby -Muffin fled.

““What did that fat idiot mean?”
asked Lovell minor, eyeing his major
very curiously.

“Oh, ﬂnlv blowing off gas, as
usual!” growled Lovell. “Never
mind him. Look here, Teddy, you'd
better “make the most of voung
Silver's friendship. It mayn’t last
long.”

“T don’t care whether it does or
not.™

“Do vou want to be sent to
Coventry again, you young ass?”

* said Jimmy Silver.

“I don’t«care ! ”” said Teddy indepen- |

dently.

Arthur Edward lLovell breathed
hard. ‘
“If vou won't have any sense——"

he began.
= Hate vou been giving voung

Silver anvthing to make friends with
me?” asked Teddy suspiciously and
angrlly.

Dn vou think he’s done it because
vou're such a nice chap?”’ growled

Lovell. “Don’t be a fool !

said |
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great deal

the ﬂew-

| Lovell

Ja& day or two!™

Teddy’s eyes gleamed.
“So thef}: s it, 1s 117"’ he exclaimed

hotly. ** call lt. mean! Just like
Zln;:m Arthur, to. play a trick like
at.”

e W’ha-a-at"”
“T'l jolly soon tell him what T
think of him, too!” exclaimed Teddy

bitterly. “T'1l show. him whether I
want his friendliness or not !”*

“Teddy'!” exclaimed Lovell, in
alarm.
But Lovell minor was hurrying

away into the School House. Lovell
made a stride in pursuit, and then
stopped.

“What's a chap to do with him?"”
he exclaimed helplessly.

““Goodness knows!” said Jimmy..

“He’s got his back up now because
we persuaded your young cousin to
sive him a leg-up. Jevver see such a
howling little 1idiot!”
ﬁ?vell desPeratel} “If he rows with

“Let’s s get out!” said Jimmy. “To
be quite candid, old chap, I've had
enourrh of Teddy for to—day. So have
you. Let’s get out!™

Lovell nﬁdded
lowed his chum.

gloomily, and fol-
Meanwhile Teddy

| was heading for the Third Form-room.

His heart was full of bitterness.

He had loftily allowed Algy to make
friends with him, being very stand-
offish all the time, and inwardly he
had wondered a little that Silver II
had kept up the pursuit, as 1t were.

And now it turned out that
Silver II was doing 1t for quite other
motives—apparentiy, because he had
been promised a match-ball! Teddy
seldom thought of conse-
quences, and he did not stop to think
now.
room with a black brow. A number
of -the Third were getting tea there
over the Third Form fire, and there
was a smcll of seorching muffins.

“You're burning them, young
Silver!” Wegyg was say mg as Lovell
minor came in.

““ Hallo, here’s his nibs!” said Pip-
kin humﬂrously.

Silver I1 looked round. |

“ Hallo, young Lovell! Come and
help me with the muffins!” he called
out, very genially.

2 | want to speak to you!
Lovell minor savagely.

: %ﬁ a.hea;:lee old tap'" :

on've 2 88 ck.ug < tamete

Lﬁgell minor,

is eves gleaming at the astamshed

f.ag “T've found nut now what you ve
been doing it for.”

e El] ?:ﬁ'

““Because my bmthern roing
give you a new footer!” said Teddy,
with bitter contempt. “That's it!
Welle you needn’t speak to me again,
‘Ufrv Silver! I don’t W ant. your
fr: end:.hm I can tell vou.’

Silver 1I reddened.
It was a most unfortunate disclosure
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sald

| before a crowd of the Third.

Algy’s motive in showing so much
kindness to the outeast of the Form
had puzzled Wege & Co. It pazzled
them no longer., James “'e;_;g gave a
howl. |

“My hat!  Was that i1t?° You
wanted to let the voung cad out of
Coventry because his major 2

“Tt wasn't his major!” said Algy
hastilv.

“You're going to gct a new. footer
for letting him out of Coventrv?”
shouted Pipkin. ““What a rotter?”

Algy SIh‘C‘I was scarlet now.

“J—I—] thought—I thought he’d
had enough. I—" Silver II
stammered. For once he was taken
quite aback.

“You thought he’d had enough,
because vou wanted a new fmter'”
roared Wegg. “Pulling our leg ali
the time ! 1 call it beaﬂtl mean ! '3

“Rotten !” said Grant. “1 wouldn’'t
haxelthm:fi:ht lt. of you, young Silver,’

[ I T AT

“I=I—I mimicked Wegee.
“Mean, I call it; beastly mean! And
the young cad’s given vou away, too!
You might have known he would.
That’s his sort.”

Algy Silver’s eyes
new junior. He laid dm- n toasting-
fork and muffins, and pushed back his
cuffs. The fags gathered round
eagerly, forp:etfu] of tea. Whatever
had been Silver IT's obiect in culfi-
vating the acquaintance of Teddy
Lovell, it was evident that there was
going to be no more of it, but some-
thing quite different.

Teddv Lovell, a little scared at the
storm he had raised. backed away.
Algy Silver followed him up grimly.

“Put up vour hands, you litile
cad!” he said. “I sha'n’t get the
footer now, anvhow.
of you and your sneaking ways! I m
going to give vou a thundermﬂ' cood
hiding instead 1"

“ Bravo !” chirruped Pipkin.

““Mind. he'll sneak to a prefect if
you wallop him !” said Stacey,

“T'll chance that.” -

g

e m—

- Price
Thres Halipence

exclaimed |

He went into the Third Form-

» |

glittered at the.

I’ve had enou gh '

29;11/19

Lovell minor backed away till he
brought up against a desk, and could
back no further Aley Sily®F followed
him up, and as Teddy was:brought to
a halt he hit out. -

“Yow!” howled Te g% as lie
caiﬂght the enraged fag‘s"" knuckles

his nose. |

“Well hit !” roared Weggs 5 Go it !
You'll get a heking “he “he sneaks
about 1t. so you may as well take 1t
out of him.”

Apparently Algy Silver took the
same view, for he attacked- Lovell
f]tl’tl'.mr hoﬂy, hlttmg out right and
e

Teddy Lovell put up his hands and
fought hard but he was.no match
for Sllwer II, who was as® hard as
nails and in a furious temper.

The fags looked on, cheerlng de-
I htedlj', as the unpopular junior was
knocked right and left. If Algy
Silver had fallen in the estimation of
his form-fellows by the disclosure of
the match football episode; hé was

quite reinstated now. Even Wegg
felt, quite brotherly towar8is® him, as

- he hammered the outcast of the. Th:rd

l

[ |

A right-hander on the ¢hin sent
Teddy Lm ell spinning against a desk
gasping and howling. [g spra&&lui
over the desk, and Silver - A1 waited
for him to recover. Teddy's. pumsh-
ment was not finished yet. -«

As he sprawled, the fagls hand
came in contact with a rulec,that lay
on the desk.

Teddy did not pause to élylk He
was burning with rage and resentment
and pain, and in that passiopate mood
he was capable of anything. His
grasp c]osed on the thick gpuler, and
in another second, he was springing
forward, with the weapon ugifted

There was a vell of alarm and co-
sternation from the fags. Sk

““Look out, Silver! o ”ﬁi.l'

“Oh, look out!” |

But it was too late. L‘venmas they
shouted Teddy Lovell struck savagely,
and the ruler erashed on Algy’s head.

Crash !

“Good heavens ! panted Wezg,
white to the lips

Algy Silver had fallen Ilee a log.
There was a rush of the fag tﬁwarda
him. - For a ‘moment Tedd¥ Lovell
clutched the ruler, and e}‘éﬂ them
like an animal at bay. But they did
not heed him. They were SWarming

‘round Silver II, who lay exi:ended mi'."

the floor, motionless.
*He's killed him !’ 1"
It was a horrified gasp i'rdm’%twe

and the words. struck Tedd? Lm’ell

like a blow in the face. He stiagered

| back, the ruler dropping from his
to |

hand with a crash, to the floor. He
leaned heavily on a_desk paﬂtmg_
almost sobbing \ |

‘“Algy, c:]d Lhap-——"’ _‘B“!n'uttercd_
Wegyg. 3

“He's stunined !” 50

“Oh, look ! &,

There was a ooze of crimsors under
Algy’s Silver’s thick hair. His face
was white; his eves closed. ¥ The
savage blow had stunned hindy,

) L‘l a—a doctor !” gaspedPipkin.

“Call . Bohun!” wvanted Wegg.
“Call him———quiﬂk & |

Two or three fags rushed franticallv
from the room. Wegg raised Algy
Silver’s head on his knee; but.-Silver
II's eves did not open. In Jgss than
a minute, Mr. Bohun hurriaﬂ in i

alarm.
(xﬂod

“W hat 1s this Stacey sams 2
heavens! Who has done this ,‘:‘” ‘
“IT—1 didn’t mean 'L swailed
Tt—:i'dd;_air Lovell. -
*You, Lovell mmor!”
*I—I never meantr————
“Go to my study, Lovell | muml
and remain there till T come!” thuu:
dered the Third Form- muttu
Mr. Bohun raised Algv Silyer in
his strong arms, and carried him from
the room. Some of the fags followed

o |
1.1--!
-

Jhim, and they came back to the Forni-

room w ith scared faces.

**He’s 1 the matron’s room,” said
Stucev, in low tones. ** Bohun’ 5 tele-
phmung for the doctor, \Vhﬁdath
going to happen now 7"’

® . » . . » : -

It was not long before the-Third
Form of Roockwood knew what was
to happen. Algy Silver was put to
bed in the sanatorinm. and the doctor
had come. And Teddy Lovell had
been taken in to the Head. And the
news ran like wildfire that Lovell
minor was to leave Rookwood an the

following day—expelled fwm' the
school.
“And a jolly good tlung tﬂof‘

said WEgg, and there was none to

dissent. ‘.
Exnelled from Rookwood! Thjt

was the news that was to greet Lovell

of the Fourth when he came in from

his walk with Jimmy Silver, -
THE END. |

(Another long mmp!rtr utary of the
chums of Rookwvod next Mondaw,
entitled *“Teddw's Last Chancel”
Dow't miss t£17) - cad B




The 1st Chapter.
Dicky Bird Causes Trouble :

Whiz, whiz!

Frank Richards jumped.

Two snowballs came through the
frosty air, and one of them broke on
¥rank’s ¢hin, and the other lifted his
hat from:his head.

“Hea, ha, ha!”

Two ¢r  three ficures showed
among theé: frost-blackened larches, as
}'rank Richards staggered back, and
sat in thé’snow.

They w&re Dicky Bird & Co., of
Hillerest 8¢hool. Their yell of laughter
reached Frank’s ears as he bumped
in the snow, and gasped. Whiz, whiz,
whiz! The snowballs rained round
him as he saft. ’

“Oh!'* Ah! Ow! You rotters!”
roared Frank Richards wrathfully.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Frank struggled to his feet, with the
snowballs ‘still rainine on him. Frank
Richards™ liad been strolling in the
timber, within a hundred yards of the
gates of Cedar Creek School. Frank
was generally auite on the alert, but
there was.no doubt that he had been
canght gappme this time by the Hill-
crest raiders. He had been thinking
of anythme but snowballing, as he
rramped _under the trees with a note-
book in gne hand and a pencil 1n the
other, oceasionally dabbing notes into
the bock. For Frank Richards was
beginning early his career of author-
shap, apd he was in the throes oi
literary composition when the snow-
balls arrived. -

Only a-short time ago he had won a
prize in the * Thommnsen Press " with
a short-story, and Mr. Penrose, the
editor, had sostonished and delighted
him by securing his services for regu-
lar contributions. And all Cedar
Creek School felt decidedly proud
when theyv read in the **Thompson

L I

Press =3

Iy -

“TROM A WESTEEN WINDOW !V
Sketches of Canadian Life,

‘By Frank Richards,
Needless to say, Frank Richards
rave plenty of time and thought to
his new Work. Bob Lawless and Vere
Beauclefé missed him a good deal on
the ice-snd in the snow fights 1n the
playgroiind, and it is possible that
aliss Meadows did not find him so in-
dustrious as usual in class. Frank was
giving l¥is very best attention to his

series of sketches in the " Thompson

Press,” and Mr. Penrose had ex-
pressed great approval of the numbers
that had already appeared.

It was reallvy too bad for a budding
author to be iunterrunted by such an
absurdity as snowballing. But he
was ! Dicky Bixd didn’t care a conti-
nental red cent about literary coniposi-
tions: .bat he found satisfaction in
landing a snowball on the vouthful
quthor’s nose. And bhe landed two or
three there, as Frank Richards scram-
bled dizzily up.

“Give him beans!”
Bird.

‘“ Ha.*ha, ha!”

Wiz, .whiz! Crash! Smash!

Frank Richards dodged the fire as
well as he could. His notebook flew
in one direction, his penecil in another.
The Hillerest fellows roared as they
pelted him.

It was ouite a daring raid on the
npart of Dicky Bird & Co. They had
ventured very near the gates of the
rival school. In fact. they had ¢nme
over looking for trouble; but 1t was
the hapless schoolboy author who had
found the trouble.

Whiz! Crash! Smash!

Frank  Richards, forgetful of his
notebook and of “From a Western
Window.” chitched wvp handfuls of
{o return the fire. From an
author he had suddenly become a
schoolbey again. Aund there was 2
how!l fram Dicks Bird a2s a snowball
caucht Jiim n the cve.

But the cdds were {co greaf, and

shouted Dicky
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Frank started towards Cedar Creek.
retreating with his face to the foe,
and returning the fire as he went.
The Hillerest fellows followed him up,
pelting.,

It was necessary for [
his eves on the enemy as he retreated,
but the result was rather unfortunate.
He stepped backwards into a deep
drift, and suddenly

-

rank to keep

felt himself going.
‘Oh!” he gasped.
In en instant he disappeared from
the sizht of the Hilleresters.

Down he went. with a plunge fairly |

into the hellow, which was niled with
a depth of nine or ten feet of snow.

In a twinkling Frank Richards was
nearly buried.

“ Great gophers!”
Bird. “Chuck 1%, vou chaps!
better get him out of that!™
‘“Ha, ha, ha
The Hilleresters ran forward.

the

We'd

Blit

same momnment there came a

at

eiaculated Dicky |

| lesa.

, freezing

ALTOGETHER —HEAVE!

dragged on the rope.

shout. and a rush from the direction
of Cedar Creek School. The raiders
had been spotied. and Bob Lawless

| and Vere Beauclere came racing up,

followed by Dawson and lLawrence
and Hovkins and Chunkv Todgers.
The tables were turned on the Hili-
crest fellows now.

“Go for 'em!” roared Bob Lawless.

“TLook out!” shouted Dicky Bird.

}ili_’il'#} (H"-Lii.ll' L'fl't..‘i{ f:_-fh_nr; weraoe
speeding up, and the Hilleresters took
to flight. Bob Lawless and his com-
rades pursued them through the
timber, pelting them at a great rate,
till the Hilieresiers g:iimﬁl the open
trail. and fled for their lLives.

“Help!”

That loud cry fell on the ears of
Bob l.awless & Co., as thev came
breathlessly back {rom the pursuit of
tl“" }‘Ii:”t's‘ri.-.t fi‘*”n'.'« =

“Hallo! That's Frankv's teot ! ex-
L']di[[l*'_‘fl BUIJ. "\\‘llf‘:‘v - ‘IH_"'.' !

-

thought those jays were gomg for

him. But I didu't see him——
“Help!”
“This Huj‘f“ exclaimed Beanclere.
The Cedar Creek fellows ran n the
direction of the CTV.
“Help !’
“He's in a drift!” yelled Chunky

i

i
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Todgers. I say, here's his notebook.
He was making up varns when those

jays piled on him! Listen to this *
“Never mind that now! Where's

Frank? Frank!” roared Bob Law-
“Where are you, you gopher?”

““Here! Help!”

“Oh, here he

The Cedar Creek fellows arrived at
the edge of the drift. At the bottom
of a sort of tunnel in the deep snow
Frank Richards was gasping and
shoutine. He struggled in vain to
climb out, and his efforts only brought
snow tumbling. upon his head, at the
risk of buryving him alive. Bob Law-
less held on to a larch and grinned
down at him.

“Hallo! There you are, Franky !”

“Get me out!” howled Frank. “I'm
! Get a rope or something'
Buck up. for roodness’ sake!”

“Right-ho, old scout!”
2eauclerc rushed off to the school

- 123
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The 2nd Chapter.
The Woes of an Author.

““Richards!”

“Atchoo!”

“T am afraid vou have caught a
very bad cold, Richards!” said Miss
Meadows.

“JT—I—I—atchoo!” sneezed Frank.

Miss Meadows looked eritically, but
svmpathetically, at the schoolboy

crouching over the log fire. Frank’s
nose was red, &nd his eyes were

streaming. There was no doubt that
he had caught a severe cold, which he
was not likely to get rid of in a hurry.

“You cannot stay to lessons this
afternoon in that state, Richards,”
said Miss Meadows. *° You had better
g0 home at once. Do you think you
can ride? Otherwise, I will let Black
Sam drive you in the buggy.”

““Oh. I can—atchoo !—ride all right
—atchoo!—Miss Meadows!”’ gasped
Frank. “That’s all right—atchoo-
choo !”’

“ Wrap vourself up carefully, then,™
said Miss Meadows. ‘' Your cousin

shall ride home with you, I will
speak to him now.”

“Thank vou, ma’'am!”

Miss. Meadows left him. It was

nearly time for afternoon lessons at
Cedar Creek. It was pretty plain that
Frank was not in a state for lessons.
A few minutes later Bob Lawless and
Vere Beauclerc came into the kitchen.

“ Feeling bad?”’ asked Beauclere,

“ Atchoo—ves.”

“Well, T guess I'm going to take
you home,” said Bob. *‘‘Buck up!”

“It’s rotten!” groaned Frank.

“Oh, vou’ll scon get over a cold,
old chap,” said Beauclerc comfort-
ingly.

“1 wasn't referring to the—atchoo!
——cold.”

“What's the matter, then?

S
asken

-

“Hold on Franky ! "’
‘““Buck up!"

for a rope. In a few minutes he re-
turned with it, and it was lowered to
the half-buried schoolboy below,

“Hold on. Franky!”

“I'm holding on! Buck up!”

““ All together ! said Bob.

The Cedar Creek fellows dragged on
the rope, and Frank Richards came
powdering through the snow, and was
landed on firm earth, gasping.- His
chums helped him to his feet.

“How did you get in that ﬁ?{_. old
chap?” asked Bob.

“ Atchoo!”

“Eht" .

[ %

Atchoo-choo-choooh !’

“Oh, by gum: you've got a cold, old
chap! Come on!”

* Atchooo!™

I'rank Richards was hurried away to
the school. Chunky Todgers followed
with the notebook. And while Frank
was drving himself before the kitchen
fire Chunky Todgers, in the porch,
'.'r-.gir'f HE‘-HLI me I}IF" I.'!_:I'“‘i.,"irnr]{ t0 a
;:;?*f:;*.r:::_, f_*:"ﬁ‘»i'f_] thr ‘i'f_'il'__I:ﬂ EE{t'I-:h !"Jf
Frank's recular contribution to the
“Thompson Press —*From a Wes-
terit Window.” ~ And the reading was
accompanted by an imcessant sound of
sneezinz from the Kitchen,

““§ am holding on!' roared Frank Richards.
‘““ Altogether !’’ said Bob, and the Cedar Creek fellows
The schoolboy authoir came powdering through the snow, and landed on firm
earth, gasping.

Bob. *“ Awfully sorry to be missin
lessons? Ha, ha!™

IO, AL

“Then what’s the racket?

“* My contribution!” gasped Frank

“Kh?”

“To-morrow morning is the last
date for sending it along to Mr. Pen-
rose’ s office,” said Frank lugubriously,
“I've been taking a lot of trouble
over it—atchoo! I—I can’t write in
this state. Oh dear! I—I shall have
to miss this week’s number.”™

“Too bad!” =aid Bob.

“You see, it’'s beastly awkward.”
satd Frank. **Mr. Penrose has an-
nounced a regular series of stories.
dealing with Jones the emigrant and
his familv—my characters, you know.
Thev're to appear weekly: and he
says they re—atchoo !—good.”
they are,” said Beauclerc—
The only good thing

r
-

Y 5{_’
“jolly gooa!
11: the paper, as & matter of fact.”

Bob Lawless nodded.

“That's O.K.,” he said. “ Mr. Pen-
rose’s editorial articles don’t amount
to much, ang the poetry he puts in 1s
awful tosh. The news columns are
rot, and the rest 1s advertisements. It
was quite a leg-up for the “ Thompson
Prese ’ to get anything well written
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in its columns, It beats me how
Franky does it. But he does.”

“1 can’t this time,” mumbled Frank
Richards. *“‘It’s rotten! You—you
see. I never thought anything about
being ill, and I've told Mr. Penrose

'I'll send in a story regularly every

week,”’

“Jones & Co. will have to miss a
week, that's all,” said Bob cheerily.
“It will make the readers all the
keener for next week’'s number.”

“H'm! 1It's rather awkward -for
Mr. Penrose, especially as he will be—
atchoo !—relving on the copy to-mor-
row morning,’’

“That’s all right. T'll ride over and
tell him, when I've taken you home,”
said Bob. :

“Thanks, old chap! I suppose that’s
all that can be done.”

Chunky Todgers looked in.

“Here's your notebook, Richards.
Time for lessons, Beauclere. 1 say,
Franky, you ecan’'t write your stuff in
that state——"’

*7 know.”

“Would you like me to write it for
you?”’ asked Chunky Todgers. *“I'd
do it ike a shot.”

‘““Ha_, ha, ha!” roared Bob Lawless.

Vere Beauclerc chuckled, and even
Frank could not restrain a watery
grin, Chunky’'s generous offer was
not likely to be accepted.

““Thanks, awfully!”’ gasped Frank,
“* But—but &

“I don’t mind the trouble,”” said
Chunky generously. *“1I believe in
standing by a chap when he’s down.
Larckily, I can write,”

1 O]] :!"l

*0Old Penrose has refused my stuff,

vou know,” said Chunky. “That's
his rotten bad taste. He doesn’t
know anything about literature, 1

guess. But we can twork the riffie all
right. 1 don’t object to writing under
yvour name, Richards.”
“Ha, ha! I do!” gasped Frank.
“You do? What rot! The fact
" said Chunky Todgers impres-
sively, *“*I've been looking at  your
notes here, Richards, and 1 really
think I could knock the thing into
shape. To be candid, I think I ecould
do 1t in rather better stvle. You
don’t mind my saymng so0?”

*“Not at all.”

“F’rinstance, vour characters ain’t
really quite up to the mark—if you
don’t mind my mentioning it. Your

e
e,

| man Jones, the settler, 1 could mm-

prove him a lot. And his family—you
haven't exactly hit them off. Not
bad, you know, but not as I should do

il,
“Very likely,” grinned Frank.
“I'd improve the whole lot. Now,

as the same characters run every week

in vour series, it would be rather use-
ful to you to have them all knocked
imto proper shape, wouldn't 1t? TI'll
do 1t for vou."

“You might knock them out of
shape,” suggested Frank.

“ Now, look here, Richards

“The bell's stopped,” said DBeau-
clere. “Come on, Chunky; you'll be
late for class.”

*“Wait a minute,
offer, Richards?”

“No fear!”

“* But look here

Vere Beauclerc seized the fat and
fatuous Chunky by the arm, and
hurried him out of the kitchen. There
secemned to be & plentiful lack of appre-
ciation for Chunky’s gifts as a literary
artist. At all events. the offer to 1m-
prove the characters in Frank

Richards’ *“*series ”” was not likely to

be accepted.

“Now we'll get off,” said Bob.
And 1in a few minutes Frank

Yichards and his Canadian cousin

were riding homeward on the snowy

trail,

2

You accept my

k. |

The 3rd Chapter,
Hard Lines.

“¢ Atchoo!”

“Poor old chap!”’ sa1d Bob.

“Oh dear! .Give me another hand-
kerchief.”
“Here

fourth.”

“Grooogh !

Frank Richards certainly was in a
rather painful state. The cousins had
reached home after a rapid ride, and
Frank had been promptly bundled off
to bed. With 4 hot-water bottle at
his feet, and blankets piled on him, he
was feeling a hittle better, but not
much. Bob Lawless hung round the
bedside sympathetically.

Frank’s eyves were watery; his nose
red and watery, too; and his head
ached. He had nourished a faint
hope that he might be able to sit up
in bed, and turn off the required
“copy  for the Thompson paver. But
that hope had vanished now, He
could not have written a paragraph,
with his head throbbing as 1t was now,
to save his life.

But he was distressed about it. No
thought of illness had entered his

you are. That's the

s
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mind when he had undertaken to fur-
nish a weekly story of the **Jones
Family 7 to the local paper. He could
have turned off the story eariier in the
week, and he fervently wished now
that he had done so. He had pon-
dered over it a little too long. It was
a lesson Frank Richards did not for-
et 1 after life—never to put off work
t:ll the morrow if it could be done to-
day. But on the present occasion
the schoolbov author was
“stumped.” There would be a yawn-
ing gap in the “Thompson Press”
that week.

““It’s no goed, Bob,” said Frank
dispiritedly. “I can’t write anything
to-dayv, nor for another week, I'm
afraid. - This dashed cold has fairly
got hold of me. I'll take iolly good
care, ancther time, to keep well ﬂﬁﬁﬂd
with my copy, in case of accidents,
But——"

““Never mind, old chap! T'll buzz
over and tell Penrose.”

“Tell him I'm awfully sorry, Bob,
and I'll try to be on time next week,”
sard Frank, “It's a shame! He's
told me the series is popular, and it’s
rlﬂ:ng the paper good. He was giving
me four dollars each for the yarns,
too, and he doesn’t usually pay for
coniributions to the paper. He eays
it’'s caught on in Thompson, especially
as “he’'s made a lot about its being
written by a chap still at school. But
it can’t be helped. Tell him I'm
awfully sorry, and T'll take jolly good
care iu fufure to let him have plenty
of copy in hand, in case anything
happens.”

« “ Right-ho!"” .

**And buzz off at once, old fellow,”

“T'm off I” replied Bob.

And, leaving Frank Richards to
sneeze and gasp, and dab his eyes and
nose, Bob Lawless descended the
stairs, and went for his horse.

He was glad to be able o do some-
thing for his hapless cousin, though
all he could do was to ride over to
Thompson with the news,

Bob Lawless galloped down the
snowy trail, and turned into the road
by the river for Thompson. He did
not “lose’ time - by the way, and the
afternoon was still early when he rode
into Main Street, and sto at the
office of the ‘““ Thompson Press.”

The rancher’s son tethered his horse
to a pest outside, and entered the

- office. | J |
‘Mr. Penrose was at work at his
bench. - e Nisy . el TFER 4N
A biz oil-stove filled the office with
warmth and a smell of oil which,

added to an odour of printers’ ink,
and a smell of damp paper, made an
atmosphere that contrasted strongly
with that outside. -

Mr. Penrose nodded ito Bob across
a case of type.

“Hallo, yvoung Lawless! 1 guess
vowve moseyed along with young
Richards’ copy—eh? 1 was afraid it
was going. to be late.”

“*¥ou seee——"" began Bob.

- “Hand it over !’ said Mr. Penrose.
“I guess I've got nearly all the paper
set up. 1'm leaving two columns for
Jones. Ha, ha! It was a lucky
strike, young Lawless, when I hap-
pened on Frank Richards. I don’t
mind saying so. No end of galoots
awfully interested in ‘ Jones’ Clear-
ing.” It's the real goods, I guess!
And how that kid turins it out beats
me! I've been told by a dozen pil-
grims that it’s the best thing in the
paper. That’s rot, of course! But
there’s no doubt that i1t’s good.”

“T guess so,” agreed Bob. * But
vou——=">"
“Well, shove it this way! You've
‘brought it, haven't you?”

“Nunno !”’

“Look here!” said Mr. Penrose
severely. ““ You tell young Richards
that I'm relying on 1t, and it's got
to go in! I've advertised this seres,
siree, to appear regularly every week.
This paper has a reputation to keep
up. It's got to go 1n, though the
skies fall-—savvy?"

“Frank’s 1ill i

“Sorry; but mever mind, if he’s
done his copy.”

“But he hasn't!”

Mr. Penrose let several tvpes fall to
the floor in his consternation.

“What! Mean to say that I'm not
going to have it this week?”

“Frank's awfully sorry——""

*“ Jehosaphat !’”

“He’s going to be jolly careful in
future to keep well ahead, so that
it can’t happen again.”

“Look here!” roared Mr. Penrose.
“ Never mind the future; we're living
in the present, I believe !”

“Yes, but—"

“¢ Jones’ Clearing,”. by
Richards, has got to go in!”

“It can’t, you know, as it’'s not
written !”’

“Well, jumping Jerusalem !” ejacu-
lated Mr. Penrose, in utter disgust.

““J guess it's hard lines,” said Bob.
“Frank’s awfully. cut up about it.
But 1t can’t be helped, Mr. Penrose.
You must leave it out for a week.2

Frank

=" Published
Every Monday

fairly

“Can’t be done!”

e But 23

“Don’t T keep on teling you that
it’s advertised to appear regularly

t every week?”

“*Yes, but now——"

“Oh, rot!
get ill for? I've no time to
My. Penrose gave a snort.
well! Can’t be helped!
to manage somehow,.
Richards I'll manage.”

“Right-ho !” said Bob.

And he quitted the newspaper office,
leaving Mr. Penrose still grunting.

The rancher’s son rode homeward
the gathering dusk. He found Frank
Richards still mopping his hapless
nose when he retumed.

“Well, what did Mr. Penrose say?”’
asked Frank, between a cough and a
sneeze, _

“He’s going to manage all right
this week.”

“Oh, good! Atchoooooh!”

“He was a bit edge-wise, but he
saw that it couldn’t be helped.,” said
Bob.  “Den’t worry! You'll he all
right for next week’s number.”™

And Frank Richards had to be as
content as he could with that

consolation.

get 1ll,”
“Well,

Tell young

The 4th Chapter.
Borrowed Plumes.

The following couple of days were
not happyv for Frank Richards.

He had to stay away from school,
though that in 1itself was not
exactly a heavy blow. But he had
all a healthy youth’s dislike for being
ill and shut up. Those two days
were distinctly unpleasant.

He remained in bed, and, with the
care he was receiving, he found him-
self on the mend. The cold-had fast-
ened on him badly at first: but he

was getting rid of it, and on Saturday

he was able to come downstairs.
On Saturday the “Thompson
Press 7 made its weekly appearance;

but that week’s number possessed no

interest for Frank Richards. AMr.

Penrose’s editorial columns, amateur
poetry by inhabitants of the Thomp-
son Valley, and advertisements for

MacGahan's whisky, had no charm
for him. It was on '
that the paper arrived at the ranch,
Billy Cook bringing it over irom
Tl:ﬁtrnpmn for Mr. Lawless.

when it came. and Bob brought t

E@&r- in to Frank, who was si g
y the |

*“Here you ‘ﬁre, Franky !” said Bob.
“Nothing in it any good this time;
but we'll see how Penrose has filled
up your columns.” |

g;ink Ric;léa:gs nodded. o

open e paper, and his ex-
pressinn‘l:::ehangqq as he looked at the
page which, for some weeks past, had

- been devoted to ““‘From a Western

Window,” by Frank Richards.”

““ Great gopheis!” he yelled.

Frank looked at him.

**What 1s it?"” he asked.

“It’s here!” howled Bob.

“Eh! What's there?”

“Your yarn.”

Frank jumped. |

“My yarn! What rot! I haven't
wnitten 1t!”’

“T know vou haven't: but it's
here! Listen to this!” gasped Bob.

“Give it to me!” exclaimed Frank.

The chums looked at the paper to-
gether. Frank Richards’ eyes fairly
bulged as he looked. There it was,
as large as life. It was too astound-
ing to be comprehended for the
moment. But there 1t was,

“‘From a Western Window.’
Sketches of Canadian Life. By IFrank
Richards. No. 5, ‘ Jones’ Mortgage.’ ™

Frank Richards blinked. For a
moment he wondered whether his
mind was wandering, whether he had
somehow writien his weekly story
after all, and sent 1t to Mr. Penrose.
and forgotten all about i1t. But that
was not possible. But how was it
possible for his story to appear under
his name, when he had not written
if.

Frank Richards was as yet unaccus-
tomed to .the methods of Trans-
atlantic journalism. Mr. Penrose had
served his apprenticeship to news-
paper work in New York. where he
had learned many things that Frank
Rf.mhnrds had never as yet dreamed
Ol.

“It 1m’t my
Frank.

“It's under vour.name!”  Bob
gave a roar. “The awful spoofer!
That's what he meant when he said
he would manage. He’s written a
blessed yarn himself, and put it in
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under vour name!

story !

“ Tmpossible !
“Well, look at it! Read it!”
yveiled Bob.

- Frank Richards glanced down the '

column with wide-open eyes. 'The

“story ’’ began as follows: -
“Jones, of White Pine, had con-

tinued to carefully cultivate his

2

clearing——"

What does he want to |
i hat!”

1 shall have |

Sunday morning

1wless was out on the ranch

stuitered !

i —

THE BOYS® FRIEND

Frank Richards utfered a howl, and

- sprang up, pitching the paper across

the room.

“The—the—the Goth! The Van-
dal! The Philistine!” he- velled.
“lLook at it! Undeér myv name, and
splitting the infinitive! . Oh, my

“Splitting the which®” -

“Look at it!” howled Frank.
“Look! ‘To Carefully Cultivate!
Do you see it? Only a Goth could
write like that! Only a Phihstine!
Only a—a-—a cannibal !”’

“ Phew!”

“ Hasn't the howling 1diot ever heen
to school?” roared the outraged
author. * If he hasn’t, what does he
mean by trying to write English when
he doesn’t know the language? ° To
%‘arlefuIlly (__L'!ultivate *  Oh, my hat!

Frank Richards sank back into his
chair. Words failed him.

The enterprising editor had ‘' man-
aged.” Failing to receive Frank
Richards’ copy in time for press, he
had not left a blank—that was scarcely
possible. He had not filled the
columns with extra advertisements,
He hadn’t even written something
under his own name. He had calmly
used Frank Richards’ name, and
Frank Richards’ characters, and put
in a story in the “series,” incident-
ally splitting infinitives, and placing
them. as it were, to the credit of
Frank Richards! _

“Why,” said Frank, finding Ins
voice at last, “‘if Miss Meadows
should see that, she'd want to put me
down into the kids’ class for using
grammar like that! I—I shall have
to show her this, and explain—in case
she sees 1t. Oh, isn't it rotten! I—
I'll go and see Penrose on Monday !”

“We'll both go and see him!” said
Bob. “We’'ll make him print an ex-
planation in next week's number and
own up !” _

Frank picked up the paper aga,
and glanced over Mr. Penrose’'s pre-
cious story. He found some more
split infinitives further along. Mur.
Penrose was quite liberal with them
—if. ‘indeed, he was the author. And
the story itself was utter trash. The
“characters”’ mere caricatures of
Frank Richards’ own  property.
Frank’s characters were drawn frem

life—the new author’s were drawn

from Frank's, and carelessly and
clumsily cat'that. ~ = =
“That ebap onght to be splitting

logs, not writing stories!” said Frank

almost tearfully. ey Rls iy
“He prefers to split mfinitives !”
grinned Bob.

our really excellent Evglish. . But
his week, I was shocked as well as
surprised to find that you bhave
written in the most slovenly style—
worse than slovenly, I recommend
vou. Richards, to cease——"

“Please let me explain, Miss
Mi}adm};s,” said Frank eagerly., *1

““Possibly it was due to attempting
to write while vou were unwell,” said
Miss Meadows, ““but 0

“1 did not, ma’am! T never wrote
that silly rot at all ! exclaimed Frank
hotly.

“*What?
at1?

“T1 couldn't do the copy this week,
and thev've put in that awful bosh
under my name, so as not to break off
the series, I suppose.”

‘“Bless my soul! That 1s very ex-
traordinary !” exclaimed Miss
Meadows. “] am very glad,

Your name appears on

Richards, at least, to find that you.

are not responsible for this slovenly
travestv of the English language.”

Frank Richards was in a rather ex-
cited mood that merning during
lessons. He was looking forward
anxiously to his visit to Mr. Penrose,
and to the plain remarks he was going
to make on that gentleman’s ex-
cecdingly up-to-date American
methods. : |

He was glad when morning lessons
were over,

Bob Lawless and Vere Beauclerc
joined him as he led out his horse
and mounted in the trail.

The three schoolbovs rcde away at
a gallop for Thompson. There was
no time to lose, to catcn Mr. Penrose
before he left for lunch. My, Penrose
was the staff. as well as the editor
of the *Press.” and when he was
not in the editorial chair or at the
compositor's bench, the office was
locked up.

Three breathless riders clattered up
to the newspaper office, and were glad
to find that the door was not Yyet
locked. Bob Lawless kicked it open
unceremoniously, and the chums of
Cedar Creek entered. )

Mr. Penroser was washing his hands
in a tin bowl that stood near the
handpress on which the local paper

was turned out. He glanced round at
" the schoolboys, and nodded cheerily.

“Hallo! Glad to see you about
again, Richards!” he exclaimed.
Fuess you left me in a hele last
week !’

Ly an Franl,

“But T reckon it was all right—I
managed,” said the editor, with a
smile, as he began towelling his

ﬂ\;}:ﬁrl;lﬁtf"l—l"tf;i:l'g my name to this RS Ay ‘;I Seasny - vou've sesn Ao
“We'll see him on Mondav, and | paper

talk to him!” said Bob.
take the shotgun with us
Frank Richards laughed.
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“T feel rather inclined to.” he said. |

““ Anyhow, that’s an end of my blessed
stuff in the ‘Thompson - Press.’
Perhaps I've started rather too early,
anvhow, That finishes 1t,~ at all
events.” *

And Frank Richards quite made up
his mind on that.

The 5th Chapter.
A Burnt Offering.

Franl: Richards was well enouch
to ride to school on Mondav. and he
started with Bob Lawless at the usual
time. Beauclere and his cousin Alger-
non met them on the trail. Beauclerc
had a copy of the *“Thompson Press ™
in his hand.

“Look at this, Frank!” he called

out.

“I've seen it.” answered Frank,

“*What are you going to do?”

“Call on - Penrose after morning
lessons.”

“We'll come.” said Beauclere, *“If
vou'd like to wreck the office we'll
lend vou a hand !”

“You bet!” said Bob Lawless em-
phatically.

The chums arrived at Cedar Creek,
where chunky Todgers met them with
the **Thompson Press.”’

*1 say, Richards,” you're improv-
ing,"” said Todgers. “I've read your
varn this week--you wrote it, after
all, eh? And it's better—quite in my
own style, in {faet, Really, wyou
know.”’

“T dare say 1t 1s!® grunted Frank.
“It would be!”

Miss Meadows beckoned to Frank
from the porch; and the schoolboy
author hurried to her. The Canadian

schoolmistress was looking rather
grave. .
“My dear Richards.,” she said

quietly. “I think I ought to speak to
vou about your story in the local
paper this week.”

Frank suppressed a groau. -

I was very much surprised to find
that a boy in my class was writing for
the local paper,” econtinued Miss
Meadows. ~Considering vour ex-
treme vouth, however, made it a

peint to read your story, and was |

“Shall 1 i

L again.

ing * _ 1
| Press ' has a reputation to consider.

“I’'ve got it here.” _

“ Rather neat, what?” smiled the
happy editor. ‘I was simply left—
clean left. But bless you, T'm a
business man—never really left for
long. Luckily, I've a lot of eld
numbers of magazines around, 1
hunted them over—picked out a story
I thought would do—re-wrote it, and
altered it to make it suit, and put it
in! No harm done ! bl v
“No harm in borrowing my char-
acters without even asking me hrst,
and secribbling a heap of silly rot

about them and spoiling them!”
hooted Frank.
« Mr. Penrose stared.

“Jerusalem!” he  e¢jaculated.
“ Now, see here——"

“No harm?” said Frank. * Well,

of all the "

“Came as a bit of a surprise to
you, hay’"” said Mr. Penrose, smling
: “Yep—1 dare say 1t did!
But, you see, I was left in the lurch
for copy.”

“You could have missed it out for
a week.”

“Not after advertising that it was
to appear,” said Mr. Penrose, shuak-
his head. *“The * Thompson

.o Alld what gﬁﬂd “‘i“ it LIO thE

| blessed paper's reputation to have

that silly, ungrammatical tosh shoved
mto 1it?"” demanded Frank. * Do you
think anvbody will be taken m? It
will be as clear as davliight what
you've done.”’

Mr. Penrose laughed.

“Nothing of the kind! 1 don’t
sav ‘the yarn’'s quite up to the mark,
but 1t will pass with the rest. The
reader will think the author was a
bit off colour for once, if he thinks
abont it at all. But bless your little
inexperienced heart, readers don’t do
much thinking!”

“Well, by gum!” said Bob Law-
less. ““‘Po vou suppose that Franky
is going to keep it dark, then?”

Mr. Penrose, started.

“Eh? Yep! Of course! It won't
do to give it away, of course!”

*“1 shall tell everybody who knows
me !’ shouted Frank, in great wrath.
“Do you think I'm going to have

people supposing ‘that T write down

split infinitives?”” . |
“Eh? What the thunder is a

very pleased with it—above all, with | split infinitive”

Price

Three Halfpencs

“*7

Let 1t

= ¥

29/11/19
Apparently Mr. Pefifgse knew
more of hustling newspaper methods
ithan of the grammar ofhis native
mngue. 6
- Frank Richards stuttesdd
“What—what—what ! *==Oh,
hat! You—you—" &
**Now, don’t get excitéd; my dear

my

kid!” said Mr. Penrose:soothingly.

“There isn’t room in the business
worid for an author’s wanity! I
admit vou've a claim for #he 'dollars.
I guess I'm ready to pay for the use
of vour characters, and Bpame, and
all that. I'l hand you half the usual
figure. That will pay you, as you
get it without putting in’@ny work.
What?” ¥
- “1It's not that.” i

“Two dollars for lending me your
name and things, instead. of four -
dollars for the trouble of writing the
story,” said Mr. Penrosee ‘' 1If vou
ask me, T guess that’s a Jolly good
offer! Take it or leave it

“Tll leave it!” said 1k indig-
nantly. “I’ll tell you what 1 want,
Mr. Penrose.”

“Well, you ean tell me, I guess.”
~“I want you to print an explana-
tion in the next number, that the

. story was not written by Frank
Richards at all.”
“Now, look here, sonny——"
“Will you do 1t?”
"k N{}pﬁ !!l
“1 sist ! exclaimed Frank wrath-
fully.

“You can mnsist, my little man,
tiill vou’re black in the face,”” an-
swered Mr. Penrose  geood-hum-
ouredly. “The ‘ Thompson @Press’
don’t climb down like that. You
send 1n vour copy regularly, and vou
won't see any duds come out under
vour name. Every time yow miss, [
stick in something to fill the blank.
That’s business !” 29!

“You don’t!” roared  JFrank

l Richards. i

“I guess I do!” 3

“Then I won’t write ,anothoee
dashed line for you!” i

“No fear!” exclaimed Beaucicre

Mr. Penrose shrugg'_é}i. his
shoulders. oy

“T hope vou'll think better of that.

Richards. If you don’t, I shall have
to go on berrowing your name every
22 2 i

week—— g s
Frank Richards was speechless.
“*You—you—you’'ll use my nam»

whether write for vou e® not?”

he gasped at last. - %
“Corveet ! | -
“We'll wlly well see! Come on.
vou chaps! We've got to cal! uu ihe
sheriff before we go back to.school!”
“Hold on!” ejaculated M. Peir-
rose 1n alarm. “What are ycun
calling on the sheriff for?” -~
“To ask him to chip in, of gourse—

according to law! If we [i¥ed in a

big town, I could get an ijjunction

to stop yvou—yocu know {i The
sheriftf’'s the law here, and lie avill do

as well.” {5
“Don’t you do anything of the

kind!” howled the alarmed M:.
Penrose. ** Why, that would give tu:
whole game away, and SEG!I the

circulation, and—and :
“Will you stop the series; then,
and leave my name out?” .«
“I—I—1 guess I shall havé to, if
yvou insist,” grunted Mr. Penrose.
* But e ERE ?
“That’'s good enough,
* But yvou don’t mean |
“Yes, I do! I'm not wrijng any-
thing more, and that's the finish!
And I want vou to put inithe ex-
planation next number, about——"
“I can’t!” gasped Myr. Penrose.
“How can I give myself away hke
that? It's impossible—you can see
it's impossible! You're leavwing me
in a hole as it is, stopping the series!
eo at that?” .
Frank Richards hesitated.
“Well, let it go at that!” he said
at last. 3
“ And vou’'ll destroy all theremain-
ing copies of that number with the
dud in 1t, and I'll see you do ! said
Frank determimedly: *“That's the
condition. Otherwise," I'm going to
the sherift!”
For about ten minutes the unhappy
Mr. Penrose was arguing wath the
wrathful author—quite forgetful that
he was already late for lunch at the
Occidental. But he argued in vain.
Frank Richards was adamant, and
Mr. Penrose had to give iw.. Antl
m the presence of Frank Riehards
& Co., all the remaining stock-of the
current number of the * Thompson
Press ' was taken out, piled in a
heap 1n the ward, and set fire to.
Then Mr. Penrose went off lugu-
briously to his lunch, and. . Frank
Richards & Co. rode back to. school.
And the Cedar Creek author was a
schoolboy again—for the present. at
least.
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THE END.

(Another grand complete story of
the Chums of the Sehool in the Buck-
woods next Monday.)




