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ROUGH JUSTICE!

the awe-inspiring figure of the Head! So he simply called over his shoulder: “Buzz off! We're whacking Smythe!”

The ist Chaoter
Something for Smythe !

Thwaelk !

_\.'Hj el ]_'._'H_':_; A L

Dy, Chisholme paused 111 surprise.

1f the Reverend Head ¢f Rookwood
had visited the Fourth Form quarters
oftener, ' he would  probably not have
heen surprised at hearing a yell from
ithe end study.

Rut 10 the passage where the Classi-
¢al Fourth lived and moved and had

£ s .
. T T

thielr bemng, the Head was an andre-
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appearance in that quéirter caused dis-
may, indeed, consternation.

He did not- know that a warning
whisper of “Cave!” ran alang the
passage when he was sighted on the
staircase. -- He did not know that Con-

roy, who was changing out of footer

Shell was raised in lamentation!
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i E';f*t_i]:}' 111to lll- ],:Cri'i{*;‘i. and stood in
crowing horror # the lighted end
cradually burned through his jacket
lining. He did not know that Higgs
and Putty Gréce, who grinned sheep-

ishly at-him as he passed, had been

| engaged in desperate combat yrhile he
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Muny things
the Head

was still in LLe

Bui when. i1 bhis stately” progress
) | g N | : 1t v
aiong. the silent and 'esy ectiul Pl S-
;- F 1 | 1
Sa e arrived at the eld study, he

knew that trouble was going on 1n
that celebrated apartment.

1'11;!1* iiiE Liﬂl“.rl' ﬁf 1__‘.“"- :r}.ﬂd blud}' Was
closed, and the warming “ Cave!” had
not reached Jummyv Silver & Co. 1n

| their quarlers,” And' there was mho

-

] -
Lovell stood on one of Smythe's legs and Raby on the other, while Newcome sat gracefully
on his shoulders. Jimmy Silver wielded the cricket-stump, and the voice of Smythe of the
Jimmy Silver heard the door open, but he did net sce

titne for any fellow to cut 1n and warn
them. The ~Fistical IFour of the
Fourth _:Tr--._ij':i;i,!r_'ti their !H‘kld}..li.ii.iuil.
whatever it 'was., while iili’: reverend
1 tr_*l‘rii"}“ing gmlt_leman bore dowu
upoen their study.  And their occups-
tion seemed be of a strenuous
nature, and distinctly unplessant to
somebody. TFor somebody was vell-
g turiously.

Thwack !

“*Yoooop!”’

f_ ()
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“Give him six, Jimmy !”

That was Tovell's voice, gquite
audible to the Head as he pﬂ.uued in
}w-; SUrDTIse.

‘Yow-ow! Leggo, you rotters:
That was the voice of ..:\d(:lphus
Smythe, of tlu:- Shell.

What Smythe of the Shell was
doing m a Fourth Form study was
not cle ar, except that he was getlmg
a licking there. ,There was no doubt
ahout the licking.

Thwack !

That was the sound of
stump,  evidently
frousers. :

“Yow-ow-0w !”

Snr:;tlln'ﬁ VOICO. againn.

‘Good ! Raby’s ~oice this time,
“This will do you good, Smythey !

Don’t be such a vad you know !’

“Or such a snob ! said '\um*mnf::.

“Yah! Oll lemme gerrup !

“*But vou've only had four out of
six, Sinythe!”  This was Jimmy
Silver's voice. * Bteady !V

Thwack !

“Help ¥

“ Bless my soul 1"’ said the 1Tead.

He strode forward and threw open
tha door of the end study.

Quite a surprising scene met s
raze ; surprising to the Head, that is.

Probably 1t would not have sur-
prised anyone else at Rookwood.

Adolphus Smythe of the Shell was
extended on the study carpet.

a crwket-
landing  upon

He was spread-eagled there, face

down.
lovell stood on one of his legs,
'1;11“ o the other. Newsome sat
cracofully on his shoulders. Jimmy
‘31]\ ar w elded the cricket-stump.
e TFistical Four seemed to find
the thlng amusing. Adolphus Smythe

found it anythmrr but that. But
Smytbhe’s point of view, naturally, waas
rather different from that of the

Fistical Four. There is a great dis-
tinetion between the active and pas-
sive voices of the verb *to waack.”

Jimmy Silver heard the door open,
but as he had his back to it, he did
not see what an awe-inspiring figure
appeared there.  8q he simply called
over Lis shoulder :

“PBuzz. . off !
Soiythe 17

“*Suver!”

**Oh, my lLat!

Junmg,f Silver Jlllﬂ]]ﬂd almost clear
of the ﬂcml‘ as he spun round. le
knew that awiul voice.

The ‘voice mf the great, huge bear
11 thn fairy-tale was *not a cireum-
sbance” to 1t.

“The—the Head!” babbled Arthur
| Y "miiu LU‘;LI]

We're  whacking

*Oh Ll‘lkﬂ'
.'{__j‘l g T
“Xh I”
Thae Fisties]l Four., with bledtlllﬂﬂﬂ

ojaculitions, faced the awiul vision w
t,he door u’aw,

Smytht mlled over on the floor and
'*-Jtr UP :

Dr. "Chisholm surveyed the scene
with a wlancde that struck terror to the
end study—iot easily terrified as a
j,ule

Jimmy Silver blinked at the Head
as he might have blinked at a gorgon,
The Ilcad appesred a goed deal hike a
gorgon uat that moment; but Jimmy
did not feel hike a Perseu-a He felt
move like one of the fabled gorgon’s
hapless victins’ that were turned to
Storiv. '

Stlence reigned in the end study for
a second; a silence that could be {elt.
"The Hoad brolke it.

“What does this
{;uired.

Jimmy Silver & Co. blinked help-
lesslv ut ane another. XNo answer was
fortheonting.

“Get up, Smiythe !”

Smythe got up.

““1s this a case of bullying?
Head’s voice rumbled like distant
thunder. *'IHave 1, by sheer acci-

dent, come upon 2 case of rank
”lmullfuth:m 11 ilw Fourth Torm cof
Rookwood School 7° ‘

mean?” he in-

" The

THE BOY WITHOUT A

( Continued from previeus page. )

whom 1 have

MEMORY !
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- *“Nunno, sir!” gasped Jimmy
Silver. |

4 “What were  you  deing to
Smythe ?

lel‘,. it was a superfluous ques-
tion. The Head knew perfectly well
what Jimmy Silver & Co, had been
doing to Smythﬁ. But he scemed to

expect an answer,

*W.w.w-whacking
mumbled Jimmy.

“1 am aware that you were beating
him, Silver !”

“Ye-0s, sir 1" gasped Jimmy, .

He did not add shat, in that case,
the Head mneedn't have asked.
Arguing with a headmaster was never
any good.

*And why,” said the Head, * were
you beating him?”

Nfo answer.

“1 am waiting,”” the
marked icily, *“for a reply,
Jimmy Silver blinked at his chums
again, But they could not help him,
What was the®good of telling the
Head that they were beating Smytho
of the Shell for his nm;l 8 good?

himg,  sirl”

1lcad

re-

That he had asked for it and
wouldn't be happy till he got it ¢
'The Head turned to Smythe, ag the

Fistical Four secemed to be tongue-
tredd,

“What was the cause of this un-
seoemly geene, Smythe 77

Adolphus gasped.

As the injured party, Smythe ought
to have been willing to explain, but
lie wasn't.

“l—]—-
“Well 2"
“1—J don’t complain, sir
“Quite so, Smythe; but I have
asked you a question, and 1 expect
an answer,
Smythe's eyes rolled helplessly.
Evidently he had a greal leluctanu
to explain why the Fistical Four had

' he stuttered.

'!H'

been “lla.LLm him. _
“Why are you 1in this gtudy,
Smythe?””

“T—I came io ﬁp&ak o SH\'Q'E’,

Sirl!!

“To guarrel with Silver?”

“Oh, no, sir!”

“You came on a peaceful visit to
this study?”

“*Ye-o8, sir.”

“And then you were treated as 1
saw 7"

‘Ahem!"

“Kindly answer me, Smyihe.’

A5 (R Gy nay hﬂ-w- smd smnelhm
Silver didn't like, sir,” stammered
the unhappy Adolphus,

“What did vou say that Silver did
not like, E:»mytahe“”

Adolphus writhed.

“Just a—a—a remark, sir, that's
alll  I—1I don't mind, sir, I—I'm

ot 1‘*0111]:}13.111]11’ i
Dat the Head, having arrived on

that extruordma,ry scene, was there
to see justice done. 1If the Fistical
Four had been guilty of bullying,
there was severe punishment in store
ﬁ)r that happy band,  But the
apd—who was known to all Rook-
wood as a “downy old bird V'—wuas
beginning to suspect that the pyniah-
ment he had witnessed had been
justly administered—that, in fact,
smythe of the Shell had asked for it.
And he meant to know the facts,
“Will you be kind enough to tell
me what was the remark you made

to Silver which led to this unseemly

asked

disturbance, Smythe?” the

Head, with polla"hed politeness but

iron determination.
smythe breathed hard.
“1—I may have made

about young Nobody,"”
“Whom?”’

“Young Nobody, sir,”
“Do you mean the unhappy lad to
granted the shelter of
Rookwood until his family can be

commuiricated with, Smythe?”

A4,
he mumbled.,

“Ye-e-es g1r.”’

“TIndeed! And what was the |
remark ?”’

Smythe wriggled.

“1If you do mnot explain {ylly,
smythe, 1 shall conclude that you

have been speaking of that unhappy
tad with malice and ill-nature, and
have, in fact, deserved the punish-
ment you have just received.”

Smythe was s:lent

"".'eﬁ well,” said the Head., “ You
may go, Smythe. You will take five
]lundred lines of  Virgil, I shall

peak to vour Form-mester.’
“\-9- sir,” gasped “Hmtth
And he made his escape.

reniarik |

|

!

THE BOYS' FRIEND

The 2nd Chapler,
Under Jimmy’'s Protection.

Jimmy Silver & Co. stood silend,
ey were wonde: ing: uneastly how
the affair was going to end.

Adoiphns Smythe's pumshu.ent was
just, nt:heru 1se . the « Vistical Four
would not have administered i, But
they hardly expected a mers head-
:ruaatcr to have sense cnongh to see
that. But the headmaster of Rook-
wood evidently possessed more sense
than the heroes of the Fourth gave
himn eredit for.

His glance at the chums was now
quite b{:!?!lgildllt

“I came here to speak to mu,
Silver,” he said.

“Thank you, sir!’
“M-m-m-may
gir?"

“You may, Silver,”

Jimmv did.

Dr, Chisholm sat down, the four
juniors respectfully standing, waiting
for the verdict, as it were. But the
Head made mo further reference (o

gasped Jimmy,
| B | oﬁer you & lexr.

the whacking of Smythe. That
matter seemed to have passed {rom

his mind,

“1 came lo speak to you about the
boy you brought to Rookwood
vosterday, Silver,” said the Head.
“Mr, Bootles has told me what you
told him. You found this boy wan-
deritrg on tlm heath?”

‘Yf}ﬁ ﬁif"

“You interfered between him and
a ruffianly man who appeared to bo
1;1 pursuit, of him 7"

. Yes gin"”

“You did tulbe. rlgthtly in bringimg
him to the whmi " said Dr, Chis
hoim. ““K was the proper step for
you to take, Silver.’’

“Thank you, sw!”. murmured
Jimpyg, - We—weg: leug'ht you
would approve, sir, . in the—the eir-
cumstanoes. And—atd:as  the chap
was so Jike Smythe to look at, we
thought Rmythe migh:i. Know some-

rth!u about lum
I'hat has not pimeud o be bhe
case hou over?"”

“ Na, sir.
hira before.”
~*“Has Smythe
wk-ed the Head.

4 J—1 think so, sir.’

“Does he fecl the sane sympathy-

-tnwalda the unhappy lad that T Le-
lieve is felt by most of the Rookwood
boys 2"’

"’I-—I——-—I .t,hmk he doesn’t like him
very much, sir,” stammered Jimmy.
“The chaps have been rather chip-
ping old’ bnnthe abnut it, sir—

malking out that the kid is ! relation.

of his. as thev're so alike.”

“Wihy should Smythe mind that?”

Jimmy coughed,

“Well, the chap is rather—rather
tattored, eiry and—-and bmythe
thinks he’ s a tramp, or eomethmg

i | 0L, However. the un? 1S 10
{ramp,” said the Head. I have
guestioned him- very closely, and the
school doctor has examined him, and
it is clear that he hae been ﬁuh]“(.tﬂd
to 1ll-usage and hardeship, and the
<hiock he has received has caused him

to lose his memory. Dr. Bolton has

hopes that he may recover com-
pletely wheu his health is restored,
and he may then be able to tell us his
nanie, and acyuaint ue with his story.
Kindness and care are what he chiefly
needs novr ; ahd for that reason 1 shall
allow him to remain at Rookwood,
and attend clasges here, uyntil some
discovery can be made, 1 have

legrijed from him that he has been
at schoel before, and that he is quite
able to take hie place in a ]lun'mr

placing
u.nd my

Form here. 1 am, therefore,
him i the liuurt.h Porm ;

‘*my'thes never seen |

spoken to this boy" i3

‘with the Head.

objéct in coming to see you in your
study, Silyer——"
The tlead peused a moment.
“Ves, sir,” murmured Jinuny.
“My nb ec*-“* is to tell you that 1
think of placing him in this study
{for——"
“Oh, &t

“¥or thc time thigt he remains at

Rookwood. After consultation with
vour me master, Mr. Bootles, 1

am of opinicon, Silver, that vou may
be relied upon to treat this unfor-
tunate lad with kindness and con-
sideration, and to afford hlm any piro-
tectian he may need——"

“(}117”

‘The ecene 1 witnessed when 1

.arrived here, Silver, made me thml«.

for & moment that I was mistaken.”
Jimmy was ailent.

Pricse
Thres Huﬂptﬂu
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ought to mike the new
fellow wild, not Sinythe!” growled
Lovell. ** Hallo, here he 15!

The new junior appeared in the
dgorway,

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked at him
with interest.

When they had {found the un-
fortynate lad wandering on Coombe
Heatl, he had been tattered and
mgged and Smythe of the Shell

right be excused for having taken
Ium for a yvouthful tramp.

But there was a great change now.

He wes in Etons, neat and trin:.
newly washed and lﬂu'-“-hed a1

“That

looked like any other junior at Rook-

wood-—u good deal more presentable
than Tubby Muffin, in faectl.
e 111tated in the doorway.
There was a flush on his rather

*“But on canstdemtmn Sulver, it | good-looking face — good-looking,
confirms me in my opinion, the | though it was in mﬁwr respecis
new bov is in a somewhat delicate | renmrkabh like that of Adolphus
state of health, Silver, he will benefit | Smythe.
by the care of a thausrhtful friend, “May I come in?” he asked,
and auch I think, you will be to | rather tlmsdl
him." "Trot in, nld scout !”” said Lovell

“I-—Dil 4rv, sir!”  stammered | heartily.

Jiummy. 95 JIIE ]::{Ldlj told me to come hero

“Thank vou, Silver!” | and —

The Head rose. | il ¢ hats right!”

He gave tho Fistical Four =2 | “I'm to sta.:, at Roodwood for the

gracious smile a3 he quitted "the
study,

The ('o. looked at one another, _
i) hl_{ did not venlure to speak till
e

the Head's footsteps died away on
the ﬂta,ircasa al tho other end of the
passage.  Then Arthur Edward
Lovell made the remark:

“Wall, I'm blovmdl”

“The Head said Raby sagely,

‘i '8 downy old bird, He sees
thmgn. you know. He knows as well
as we do that Smythe is down on that
poor kid, and wae saymmg roften
things about him, and asked for a
study w ham-kmsz And he knmns that

we won't let Smythe rag him.”

Jimmy Silver nodded

“All very well,” grunted Lovell.

“But we don’t want five.in a study.
I'm sorry for young Nobody, but
we——"

“It will only be till his people are
found, tumugh, ' ramarked Newcome,

“YVes that's 0.”

“Dash it all, we're bound to stand
by him,” said Jimmy Silver. “1
don t k:lnw what it's like for a chap
to lose his memory, But it can’t be
pleasant. And he seems a decent
kid, too.”

“Oh, he's all right !
EWe'll make him  welcome,”
the captain of the Woyrth,
treat him well, and perha We Can
cure himm among us, ore likely
than old Saw bones, It 1111L 4

‘“Yes, rather! "

The study door reopcned and the
fat face of Tubby Muffin looked in,
greatly excited.

“T sgy, what did the Head want?”
chirruped Tubby.

“Oh, just dmpped in for a chat!”
answered Jimmy Silver wlelessl*

“Gammon!”

“Wea're on rather Lhummy terms
you know,” explained
Arthyr Edward Lovell g We. ra.thm
pull together,”

“Took here, what did he want ?°

said Lm*ell*.
e-ajd
s We'l

asked Tubby. “I thought it was s
hckmg;- but I didn’t hear  any
howling.”

“You'll hear some soon, if you

don’t take your face away!” said
Lovell darkly.

‘“1 say,. young Nobedy’s coming up
the passage,” said lub-h}, changing
the topic. “‘ I say, he's in Etons now,
and looks quite respectable. Smythe’s
awfully 3
relatlon of his—-"

d at fellows saying he's a |

S

S

e

o

—

as uod as an orchestra.

present,” said the new junior. **T n
to be in this study, the Heml says.’
“Welcome as the flowers mn Max

old top!” said Jimmy Silver re-
assuringly. ““Joily glad to see you
here ! TN
““Hear, hear!” said _"tha Co.
solemnly. |

And the new boy, much encouraged,
came 1n.

“Memory amnm't come baclx vof 7
asked Lovel! curiously.

The new junior sheok Dis head and
coloured again. -

“Jolly queer, isn’t it 7"

“It s very ﬁtlauge
junior, in a low voice. It troubles
me very much. 1 eannaet rgmember
my name. When I try to -t,lll!’lls of
the past it makes my head ache. f
don't know what’s happened to me.’

“You don’t remember your father
even—or yvour mater?”’

aft | hme no fnthnr or mother,!” said
the new boy, in the same qmet tone.
“I am sure 1 should remember them
if I had.”

“Poor kid!”
rather touched

“But you must have some 1ec-
lations,” said Jimmy Silver.

g dcm t know "

“You've been to school bafﬂro

“Yes; it 1s all familiar to me imn
I was able to anzwer the gu&ptmm
the Head put to me—things scemed
to come fresh into ny mmd as heo
asked me,” said the iunior.  “I-—I
think if-] was askod my name and it

;Sald the

murmured - Lovell,

' was mentioned, I should know it then.

But ynless it is mentioned to me, I
do not think I shall ever remember
it.” '

Lovell yttered an exclamation.
“Why, thet makes it all séreue !
he exclaimed. * We've simply got to
mention all the names there are, and
as goon as we hit on the r:ghb olic—

why, thare you are!”

The * junior smiled faintly, and
Jimmy Silver chuckled.

“That’'s rather a big - order.”
Jimmy remarked. “ [ supptﬁe there
are about a million nimes.’

“We'll do it alphabetically,” said
Lovell, much taken with his idea.
“Now, is your name A:;reﬂ - gis

“1 dan't know ! '

 Arthyr 2 - f;'.

“1 don't l-:nm*.i g,

‘“*Amtree?”’

i‘h(* new boy shook nm “head.
hema the rest 1ill after tea. old
chap!” . suggested Jimmy Silyer,

while Raby and Newcome grinned.

" The Fistic al ]:‘ulu sat dowiy to tea
with the new junior. FEvidently there
was no time for Lovell to run thwu I
the complete list. But Lovell did 11(}[
give up his scheme. Every now and
then he turned to the new boy and
shot.a question at him. -

“Is your name Amblemde—-—-Anaml e
Arkwri ght—Abne -—-Actc}n-—-AtLHLﬂ—*
Altson—-Alhnsnn 2

- It was a sort of accampaniment to
tea, and Raby remarked that it was
But the nesw
junior did not answer to any of the
names propounded by the enterprising
Lovell: and even Arthur ¥Wdward
was daunted by the reflectionr that the

required name mignt begin with &
¥ or a Z.

The 3rd Chapter.
No Clue!

The next day the new junior tock
his place 1 the Fourth Form of
Reokwood. |

He was the object of much curiasity
there.

Mr. Bootles was very kind to him :
and all the.fellows fr)llc}wed the Form-
master's example i - that respect.
Even Higgs, the bully of the Fourtl,

moderaled his usuzl manners and
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customs a little,
Lower were considerate.

The strange misfortune that had
befallenn the new junior touched the
1nagination of the Rookwood fellows.

To lose une memory was, they all
agreed, a ‘‘jolly queer ”” thing, and
1ot a pleasant one.

''he new boy bore his misfortuns
with a quiet patience and fortitude
which the jumors considered showed
that he had plenty of pluck.

He fell into the ways of the Fourth
al once.

It was clear that the Form work
wus not new to him; every item of
1t. though it came newly to him,
nuoke some chord of miemory and
was familiar at once.

That seemed to argue in favour of
J.ovell’'s theory; and the juniors
agreed that if someone by c¢hance
mentioned his name before him, the
new fellow would know it, and regain
his lost identity.

IYifty fellows, at' least, had asked
liim whether his name was Smythe,
prompted by his resemblance to
Smythe of the Shell. But his name
was not Smythe; though he admitted
that the name was famihiar and that
he must have heard it before. Some-
where in the hidden past he had
known or heard of a Smythe.

And that confirmed the general
impression that he must be a relation
of Adolphus—an impression not
shared bv Adolphus himself, and
which he md::s:nantlv repudmted

In class that morning, Lovell sat
beside the new junior, and inter-
rupted lessons every now and then
W iih some question such as:

“Is your name Jones—Robinson—
Hugg ms ~— Buggins — Wiggins —
Bnmks

Arthur Edward seemed really in-
exhaustible.

But to each question the new junior
‘responded only with a smile and a
shake of the head.

Mr. Bootles, at last.

Lovell locked up.

**Only asking the new chap if his
name is Staggers, sir,”” he answered,
with an air of conscious virtue,

Mr. Bootles coughed.

“* Kindly do not ask the new boy 1in
class whether his name 1s Staggers,
Lovell,” he replied.

““No, sir! DBut i1t just occurred to
me that his name may have been
Hooker :

‘Rf_dlh Lovell——"

“Or Smike——"
“You will kindly let the subject

drop till after lessons,
M. Bodtles. with asperity.
wise, I shall cane you.”

“*Oh!” said Lovell.

And he let the subject drop till
after lessons; but as the Fourth went
out f,:l the ' Form-room that morning
he  tapped the new junior on the
'-huuldul‘ and demanded :

“Is your name Asquith:

And the new junior gr nmed and
allor_}h his head again.

**1 believe I've heard the 1‘1&111&,”
he answ ered “but 1t’s not mine.”

*“Oh, vou’ve heard 1t7” exclaimed
Tovell, thinking that he was on the
scent.

“*T think so.”

** Well, then——-"

** Othber-

“*Fathead!” said Jimmy Silver.
“There’'s some political mhmue, of
that name. I've seen 1t in the
papers.”’

“Oh! So have T, now I come to
thiu]\_ of 1t,” admitted Lovell. 1
, kid, 1s your name Armitage’”’

. [Id. ha. ha 't

*Or Belknap ?”’

Jimmy Silver marched the new

junior out mnto the quad before Lovell
could get any further along the
aiphabet.

What to call the new junior, as he
possessed no name of his own,
rather a puzzle at first; but the
juniors fell mto the habit of alluding
to Inm as the *“Kid 7 —excepting
Adolphus Smythe, who referred h}
him with scorn ag ““ Young Nobody.’

The Kid looked very cheerful in the
quad with the Fistical Four. Their
L‘ind friendship was very grateful and
comforting to him.

The chums of the Fourth took him
down to the footer-ground, and they
made the discovery there that he
could play footer. He showed con-
Hldﬁrﬂ.blﬂ skill at the game, too, which
was a gratifying discov ery to his new
friends.

As they came back to the School
Heuse for dinner they fell in with
Smvthe of the Shell, walking loftily
with his friends Howard and "T'racy.

Smythe gave the new junior a
scorntul rrlance.

He would probably have ‘added
scornful words, but he had not for-
gotten the lesson he had received in
the end study the day before.

The Kid paused and glanced at him
rather timidly,
speak to hint,

“You are speaking, Lovell !’ said

Lovell !” said

was |

and then came up to.|
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‘“ Excuse
began.

Sinythe ejcd him haughtily.

“Don’t speak to me!’ " he snapped.

Jhe new junior coloured pam?ull}

**I don’t mean ’rn aive offence,” he

said  quietly. “You must ‘have
noticed, ‘*mvthe how like you are to
me in looks.”

“T haven't!”

*“The other fellows have, then.,”

**What rot!”

“You cheeky ass,
{l.;ume:l Lov Gll 11011\ "Ynu kuuw
it’'s the case. You're as like as two
peas, excepting that the Kid looks a
decent chap. and you look a born
1diot and snob

me, Smythe——

Smythe !” ex-

*Ha, ha, ha'!
'kdn]phu: glared. and came very
near punul\mu Lovell’s nose. Fortun-

ately ‘for him, he did not come too
near that proceeding. Lovell’s nose
would not have suffered so much as
.-_’ldﬂ phus’. '

I think we must be related, as we
are so alike, Smythe,” said the new
junior. “You l\nma I have lost my
memory. If 1t 1s ].)D.:Slblf* that you
know aompthmw of my people——"

sl denit!

13 _Bllt*"-"- 23
‘““And don’t want to!” - added
Adolphus, with a sneer.

“You must have
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AWKWARD FOR TUBBY!

and crouched there, with his knees drawn up
At Smytha caught him in his study——

palpitating.
the door opened, and Smytha’s voice was heard.
are, father!?” |

wlose name  is diffel'ent from your
own, 1 suppose?”’

“Of course I have!”

“IT mav be one of them.”

“H.Ot!‘”

“Will you tell me the mames, so
that I may possibly recognise my
own?”’

“NWo,. I won’t!” "said’ Smythe.
‘You're no connection of mine!
You're a rotien tramp, and you've
shoved vourself 1 here under false
pretences. 1 don’t " believe for a
minute that 3vouve lost your
memory ; ' I think iL‘ all bunkum

from begun ine to end, and what you
want here is most likely to steal the
spoons! That’s what 1 think! And
you can put that m . your mpe and
smoke it, vou nameless rotter !”’

The conversation was not continued,
for Jimmy Silver & Co. interrupted it
at that point by collaring '&do]phuq
Smythe and rubbing his nose in the
quadrangle.

Then they went-in fo dinner with
the Kid, leaving Adolphus spluttering
frantically, in a frame of iind nuh
suitable to an inhabitant of Hunland.

The 4th Chapter,
A Startling Discovery!
“hotlen!” grunted Tubby Muffin,

Reginald Muffin "of the Classical
Fourth felt angry and aggrieved.

He was standing before the cup-
board door 1in Smythe’s study—and
the door was locked.

That afternoon, in the school shop,
Tubby’s greedy -eves had watched
Smythe of the Shell as he laid out a
whole ten-shilling note in purchases_
And those purchases, evidently, had
been pldLL‘t] in the study LU[JbOEl.l.(l"“
to wait there till tea-time. Appalenth
Smythe was standing a tea that day
on an unusual scale. And, to Tubby
Muffin’s delight, Smythe had come
out of his study afterwards and
walked down to the gates.

Reginald Muffin of the Classical
Fourth was not likely to lose an
opportunity like that!

He felt that Smythe deserved to bL
raided.

The sins of Smythe were many. He
had cuffed Tubby Muffin after missing
a cake only a fc.-w days before. Just
as if Tubby was capable of bagging
a fellow’s (-aLe‘ %9 a matter of fact,
Tubby had bagged it;
indignant, at the  suspicion, all ' the
same. Smythe couldn’t really know
that he had bagged it, and he had no
right to suspect Reginald Muffin
withﬂut evidence. He was a  5sus-
picious beast.

Besides, he was a beast in many

Tubby Muffin made a
dash undor the table,
to his chin,
Then
*“ Hers you

L]

ways! He smoked in:his studyv—
strictly against rules.” He was down
on the new kid, who was a harmless
enough fellow and had lent Tubby a
slu]]mg Taking one consideration
with another, as the song says, Tubby

felt that C:Im the thomugh]v deserv ed
to have his feed raided.

Having satished himself on @ this
pornt—it did not take him long—
]{Lgumld Mufhin nmpcd mto the

study.

And then he found the cupboard
locked, and-the key "gone !

“The SUSPICIOUS rotter!” * Tubby
murmured, in unspeakable indigna-
tion. “Just as if he suspected that
a fellow mnught be after his grub!
Low, 1 call it!*

Tubby regarded the cupboard.wist-
fully with greedy. eves, like a podgy
Peri at the gate of Paradise.

He glanced at the poker.: But
burglary was rather tco . risky, on
reflection. Yet to -leave the feast

there—wailinig for Smythe's return—
was - impossible!  Tubby could: not
drag himself away.

e was still contemplating the
locked cupboard when [DUtatEpa came
along to the study door.. Along with
t_hcm cams the ..ou.ﬂd Uf a voice :

“This way!”

1t was bm}thﬁ s voice )

"' -
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“Oh, lor!” gasped Tubby.

Smyvthe 11&(1 caught him—or would
have caught him in another minute.
But Tubby, in direful anticipation of
what would ha ppen if Smythe did
catch him, made the most of that
minute. One wild glance round the
study, and then Tubbv Muffin’s plump
form vanished under the table. That
table was covered by a very hand-
some cover—everything in Sm}fthe’s
study was handsome. The cover was
long enough to hide most of the fat
form of Muffin as he crouched under
the table.

Muffin crouched there, with his
knees drawn up to his chin, palpitat-
ing. If Smythe found him——

The door opened.

‘“ Here you are, father.”

Tubby Muffin groaned mwardly.

He had cancluded when Adolphus
Smythe started for the gates that the
dandy of the Shell was going out.
Instead of which, it was clear now
that Adolphus had only gone to the
gates to meet his fatiler evidently
paying him a visit at Rookwood that
afternoon.

Doubtless that mmnusually magnifi-
cent spread was 1in honour of the
parental visit. And while the spread
was being partaken of above, 'lubb}
Muffin was to have the leasure of
crouching below, not men able to
share the crumbs that fell from the
rich man’s table.

Tubby suppressed his feelings. He
debated 1 his fat mind whether
Smythe would refrain from kicking
him because his father was present—
and decided that Smythe wouldn’t.
So he sat tight.

There was a murmur of voices, but
Tubby did not heed the conversation
between Adolphus and his father.
Generally he was inquisitive, but just
now he was not interested—all his
thoughts were of himself and his ex-
tremely uncomfortable position.

He wondered how long this was
going to last. Worst of ‘111 he was
likely to be late for tea in his own
study—Dbesides missing Smythe’s tuck,
he would miss his own tea'! The way
of the transgressor was uncommonly
hard this time.

A paxr of boots, adorned with white
spats, were planted close by Tubby,
as' Mr. Smythe sat down. Tubby 111:-,13
dodged them. A more elegant pair
of shoes were planted on the other
side of him, and Tubby just dodged
them, too. He secmed likely to come

to grief among the footgear of the |

Smythe family.

Smythe pater and Smythe filius
were having tea, and the somewhat
fat and wheezy voice of Smythe pater
ran on almost  incessantly. And
Tubby’s attention to the conversation
was mddenh roused as Adolphus
Glﬂ(’:l‘lldt{‘(]

*Ten thousand pounds?”

““Yes, my boy.”

“That’s a lot of money, father.

1t will be yours when yvou come of
age, Adolphus,” said Mr. Smythe,
“provided that your cousin, Charles
Clare, 1s not found.”™

““That’s  jolly . eodd,  sir!” said
Adolphus. I’t e never seen tlns chap
Clare, but I remember hearing hlb
name mentioned. 1 thought he was
at, school somewhere.”

“Quite so. He was at Lynthorpe.”

“Isn’t he there now?” |

*“No. That 1s the very peculiar
part of the story,” said Mr. Smythe.
“I came down specially to see you
about the matter, Adolphus, as it ap-
pears clear now that vour cousin will
not be found. Doubtless he has met
with some accident, and has died. Of
course, I am grieved to think so.”

“Oh, of course!”

‘“ As I had never seen the boy, how-
ever, I find myself able to think of the
misfortune with fortitude.”

b H!‘In !H'

“As you know, Adolphus, we have
never been on terms of mtimacy with
the Clares. And when the bov was
left an orphan, his father’s will left
him to the care of the headmaster of
Lynthorpe, instead of in my charge.
Naturally, I was sorry, as the boy was
very ill-provided for. T should. of
course, have felt it my duty to take
charge of him, as he was your
mother’s nephew. ~ However, it was
not required of me. The headmaster
of Lynthorpe. an old friend of Mr.
(‘lare, accepted the charge cheerfully ;
and no communication passed between
the boy and me.”

“T think 1 remember hearin’

23

SOIMe-
thin’ about it, father. Will yon have
another cup of tea?”

“Thank you! " Now. from that

time to tlhus I confess that I hm. & not

given Charles C Hlare a thought,” said
Mr. Smythe. ¢ His existence was re-
ﬂalled to me when vour Uncle

Richard, your mother’s brother, died
in South Afnca, and his will wasmade
known. By the terms of his will his
money was io be equally divided be-
tween Charles Clare and yourself,
Adolphus. He considered that your

Three Halfpence

a matter of fact,

o67

elder brother was already sufficiently
provided for. The sum amounts to
ten thousand pounds.”

sant

Tubby Muffin was listening with all
his fat ears now.

And he thought ‘he  detected a
rather curious change 1n the tone of
Adolphus Smythe.

A very odd thought had come into
Tubby’s mind as he listened, and he
divined that the same thought had
occurred to Adolphus.

Mr. Smythe went on.

“*Your Uncle Richard’s will was
made vears before his death. 1t pro-
vided that his fortune should be
equally divided between you and your
cousin, Charles, if both were living;
otherwise, the whole sum was to go
to the survivor. If vour cousin is not
found, therefore, vou will inherit the
ten thousand pounds.”

* He—he's supposed to be dead?”

“Certain legal steps will be neces-
sary for his death to be presumed,”
said Mr. Smythe. “But that will
be only a matter of form if he 1s not
discovered, which seems now to be
hopeless.”

& But-—but what can have happened
to him?’

““That 1s a mystery. I have visited
the headmaster of Lynthorpe, and
learned all that he could tell me. It
appears that Charles Clare left the
school one half-holiday to ramble in
the woods. As he did not return he
was searched for, and later the police
were called 1n. '_['he search, in fact,
has never ceased.’

“And he hasn’t been found?”

“N His cap was picked up on
the beach at low-water, but no other
clue was discovered. It is presumed
that he was cut off by the tide at the
foot of the cliffs and drowned. That
1s the only possible presumption in
the circumstances, although the Lyn-
thorpe headmaster has not given up
hope, and thinks it may be a case of

kidnapping. That, of course, is non-
sense. No one would be hkely to
kidnap the boy. There was no
object.”™

“I—I suppose not.”

“Not at all. But the headmaster
attaches some importance to the fact
that a ruffianly man, nuh a broken
nose, was seen in the neighbourhood
ubr.::nut the same time. :.IIlLl afterwards
disappeared. It appears also that a
flashily-dressed stranger was seen in
the village, where he passed a num-
ber of counterfeit currencv-notes.
There 1s not the slightest shred of
evidence to connect either with the
missing boy : but the Lynthorpe head-

| master appears to have been attached

to Clare, and he refuses to give up
hope that he may yet be living.’
“But——"
*But it will not be difficult to have

his death legally presumed.” said Mr.
Smythe. ** And your uncle's fortune
wil come to vou when you are of
age, Adolphus.”

““Not before. father?”

“Certainly not!”

“I—1I suppose I could borrow on

16, though, if T wanted?”’
“1f you attempt to do anvihing of

the kind; Adolphus, 1 shall request
Dr. Chisholm to ddllllijl ter a very
severe ﬂgtrgmu’ to vou'

“1—1"don’t mean that, of course!

I was only th:nImlgHH"

‘“Do not fhmk anything of the
kind, then! sald Mr. Smythe
severely. “You have an ample allow-
ance, Adol phus—inore thdn sufficient,
unless you are recklessly extrava-
gant.”’

Smythe of the Shell did not answer
that. It was not feasible to explain
to his pompous parent that he was, as
recklessly extrava-
gant, and that he owed money right
and left. There were several gentle-
men in the bookmaking and billiards-
sharping line who were anxious to see
the colour of Adolphus’ money.

Adolphus was not very bright in
some “1111”’:: but he l\nrm 111;11 1 fel
low who was to receive ten 1-11011;3111'1
pounds 1 a few years need not be
short of money:.

ht

\]1 smythe roso from the table.
“1 came down to acguaint von with
vour good-fortune, Adolphus,” he
said.

“Thank vou, father! I'm jolly glad
to hear it, of course. 1—I suppose
thm e's no danger of Clare turning
up?

“None at all, in my opinion !

“He might have ‘wandered away
and——""

“Why should he?”

“ Suppose—suppose he fell in with
some——sorme ruflian., and got a knock
on the head or something——"

“Then he would have been found.”

“He might have lost his memory,
or something like thai——" A

“What utter nonsense!”

“Of—of course! 1 was only think-
ing. But, of course, it’s all right!”
said Adolphus. “Shall T come to the
station wmh vou, father?’
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“My cab is waiting at the gates.!| cluding the mnew boy. Adolphus
You may come to the gates, my boy.” | Smythe was the only one who could

Smythe pater and Smythe filius have answered Lovell's qguestions,
auitted the study. But he could have answered them

When they were gone Tubby Mufin
rolled out from under the table, his
fat face simply ablaze with excite-
ment.

“Phew !” murmured Tubby. * Phe-
e-e-e-w "

And he rolled out of the study as
soon as the coast was clear.

The 5th Chapter.
A Rogue and a Fool!

*Is your name Meggs?”’

- Mr. Smythe heard Arthur Fdward
Lovell ask that question as he was
walking down to the gates with his
elegant younger son,

He glanced at Lovell and his com-
panion, the latter a very quiet-look-
ing junior, with a rather sad cast of
face. "*

The clouded face broke mto
smile as the junior shook his head.

“Well, 1s 1t Wiggs, then?”

“No.”

“Or Scoggins?”

1 NQ, "9

Arthur Edward lLovell was gomng
on with his list as Mr. Smythe walked
out of hearing, much to the rehief of
Adolphus.

For reasons of his own, Adolphus of
the Sheil did not want his father to
come into contact with the schoolboy
without a memory.

Adolphus’ face was dark with
thought—not pleasant thought-as he
walked down to the gates with his
father.

There were strange and rather
cuilty reflections working in the mind
of the dandy of the Shell.

“TIs it known what Clare was like
to.look at, father?”’ he asked, as the
stout gentleman took his seat i the
station cab.

“Yes, I was shown a photograph of
him. III? is like you. Adelphus.”

sk {‘) .' :! |

“ Quite like you,” said Mr. Smythe.
“Tndeed. his photograph might
be taken for yours. By the way, I
noticed a boy just now who resembles
vou in the quadraugle. That is rather
curious——

“ A new fellow here,” said Adolphus
carelessly.

“Oh! A Rookwood boy?™

“Yeos. He's one of Jimmy Silver's
set, in the end study.”

Mr. Smythe nodded. and shook
hands with his son, and the cab rolled
away with him.

Adolphus stood staring after 1t for
some time. his brows corrugated with
deep thought.

Slowly be turned, and made his way
back to ths School House.

- Lovell was still talking to the new
junior, and Smythe., as he passed,
heard him say:

““ Is vour name Dickens?”

Smythe stalked on.

Of all the fellows at Rookwood, in-
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“SOME WEAK POINTS
OF STRONG PLAYE

By JOHN WALKER,

now—and he knew 1it,

Tubby Muffin was Jounging on the
steps, and he watched Smythe come
in, with a very curious grin on Ius fat
face.

Smythe did not notice him.

He went direetly to Ins study. and
shut the door. There, he did not sit
down, aud did not light a cigarette
as usual. He paced to and fro i the
study, his brows wreinkled, his. lips
twitching. ,

His thoughts would not rest,

“T don’t know for certain,” he niut-
tered. “I can't know! What I may
happen to suspect isn’t evidence.
Besides, I hate the fellow!”

He set his lips,

“He's a rvotter! I've been ragged
and chipped on his account. Hang
him! I'm not hound to say anything.
Besides, T don’t know that it's the
truth, either.”

The study door opened, and Howard
and Tracy came m. Adolphus spun
round towards them with savage
irritation.,

“Paoter gona?” yawned, lracy.

“Yes. (ret out!”

“Eh? Can’t a chap come into his
own study?” demanded Tracy, 1n
astonishment,

“J--1've gol a headache.
me alone for a bit—"

“ Not specially anxious for your
company, if vou come to that,”
answered Tracy., “Didn’t the pater
tip vou?”’

*HINO.' |

“Old hunks! Come on, Howard!
Adolphus has got 'em!”

And Adolphus’ study mates cleared
off, much to his relief. He did not
want company just then,

He resumed his restless pacing of
the study.

The path of honour and dity lay
clearly before Smythe of the Shell, 1if
he had chosen to see it. But he did
not choose to see it; he was deter-
mined not to see it—determined, at
least. not to follow it.

But that determination hrought
with it a sense of guilt that was ex-
tremely disconcerting.

Adolphus had plenty of petty sins
upon his conscience; but hitherto
nothing of such a serious nature. He
was almost startled by the discovery
of a vein of rascality in his natare, of
which he had not before suspected
the existence.

Tap!

The door opened again, and the fat
face of Reginald Muffin of the Fourth
grinned in.

Smythe gave him a furious look.
He was in no mood for Tubby Muffin
just ‘then.

“GFet out, you fat
shouted angnrily.

Instead of getting out Reginald
Muffin came in, ond closed the door

.eave

?

rotter!” he
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The Popular Full-back of Middlesbrough and Scottish
International Fame.

kt is said of present-day football—
and I think with a certain amount of
irath—that what we are lacking m
most of .all 1s plagers of outstanding
merit. 'In other words, we have
plenty of players of average class,
but the real tip-toppers are few.

Probably the advent of the war has
had something to do with the present
scareity of tip-top men, for it must
be remembered that in the years when
football clubs would have been bring-
ing youngsters along, developing
them, and making them into first-class
players, these youngsters were fight-
ing for their counfry. And many ol
them, alas! fell in the great grim
ogame of war.

So now we are at the reconstruction
period again, when we must pursue
with added cagerness the hunt for
new and promising material, out of
which we shall collect our Inter-
national elevens of the future.

It occurs to me. therefore, that if
T tell of some of the most prevalent
weaknesses of strong players I may
help some budding Internationals to
avoid some pitfalls by the way. It is
certainly a fact that in the course of
mv experienco in first-class football 1

have come across quite a lot of men
who have only escaped being really
great players because of some httle
weakness in their armour.

To start at the beginning, few of
the non-playing people have a proper
CDur_teptiﬂu of the part phl}'t?d by the
temperament in this matter of big
football. "T'here are really quite a lot
of players in first-class football who,
to put it in common language, haven'{
“the pluck of a mouse.”” This is
obviously quite a big failing, and one
might imagine that it would prove an
absolute bar to first-class pretensions.
But it does not always prove so. They

‘manage to get on, even to reach first-

class, but that habit of * funking it ™
does mark the dividing line between
some men of average class and real
outstauding nrerit.

Another big failing is the mability
properly to contrel one’s temper. 1
suppose if you are made without a lot
of pluck it 1sn’t very easy to be plucky
on the field of play or elsewhere, but
in the matter of temper I am quite
sure that every vouthh ought to be
able to overcome this failing by the
exercise of will-power.

It is an undeniable fact that 1oss of

l
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after him. Smyihe of the Shell ad- l yeu think it izn’t plain éenough for a

vanced upon  him with his  fists
clenched.  and * liis. eyes gledming
savagety. | |

“You fat Yaseal! What do vou

want here? T’ll pitch vou out, neek
and crop—=""

‘“Better mnot. old ‘bean!”
Tubby. *“ It won't pay you.’

There was a peculiar signifidance in
Tubby’s look and tone that struck |
Smythe.  1lis hands dropped {o s
s1des.

“What do you
tered huaskily.

Impossible as it seemed that the fat
(lassical could know anything of his
affairs, Tubby’s look sent a cold shiver

satd

mean?”’ he mut-

of apprehension down Adolphus’
back.

“T know what 1 mean,” grinned
Tubby.

Smythe’s hands clenched again.

“1  heard,” explained Tubby
calily.

“Wh-a-at?”

“1 was under the table.”

Smythe almost staggered.

“Tnder the table, while my father
was here,” he searcely articulated.

Tubby Muffin nodded cheerfully.

“1 heard every word, old top!” he
remarked,

Adolphus Smythe sank helplessly
into a chair. He could only stare at
Tubby's fat, grinning face as if fas-
cinated. Muffin knew. It was not
only with his own conscience that
Smythe of the Shell had to contend,
then. ‘There was Tubby Muffin's
knowledge to be taken into account.
For the moment, 1t wus an over-
whelming blow,

“You needu’'t pitch into me, old
sport !V rattled on Tubby. “1I you
do. T'll go straight to Jimmy Silver
and tell him. He, he, he !”

Adolphus breathed again.

“You haven’t told?”

“No.” |

Smythe tried to pull himself to-
gether. He realised that he was giv-
ing himself away to the Paul Pry
of Rookwood. |

“There’s nothing to tell, of course,”
he said.

“You seam jolly atnixious about 1t,
all the same,” grinned Tubby. * Why
didn’t you tell your father about
young Nobody?"”’

“Why should 17" ' muttered
Smythe.
“You knew who he i1s now,”

chuckled Tubby.
“Nonsense !’
Tubby Muffin chortled.

“1 tell you I heard all your pater

‘“So do 1.V

said. Any ' fellow who heard him
would have known at once wno No-
body was. Dash it all! If Jimmy,
Silver kiew vyou bad a missimg
cousin, do you think he wouldn’t

tumble at once? All the feilows be-
lieve alveady that voung Nobody 1s'a
relation of yours. But it’s not known
that you've goit a cousin at school
who's disappeared from school, Do

teraper’ impairs a player’s. effective.
ness very considerably. A player out
of temper is a' weak player; there’s
no getting away from that.  These
men who get “out of temper 7 on a
slight  provecation  soon  become.
known, too.

In my expetience 1 have more than
once ¢ome across cases where a par-
ticular player has set himself out to
“ruffle ” the rather hasty temper of
another player, because the former
has known full well that he had only
to get the latter’'s ““rag out’ to re-
duce his eftectivertess by about fifty
per cent. No, on the football-field
vou musgt Tlearn 'to ' control “your
temper, S :

Dirty work: sbould not enter.into
the game ; but if it does léavéthe low-
down tricks to the other fellows:; you
just keep on playing the game, con-
fident that the side which goes on the
principle of taking the man and leav-
ing the ball is bound to lose in ihe |
long run. The game, and nothing
but the game, must be the first motto
of the player who hopes to win right
to the top; and he must keep tiat
motio steadily in front of him through
fair weather and foul.

Then there i1s another weakness—
verv nearly a fatal one—which aflecis
some individual players, and, worse
luck, affects whole teams, and that 1s
faint heart.

There

are some. men, and some
teams, who seem to lose all heart i

they are called upon to play an uphill
game. o long as they score the first
goal they are all right, and they. go
ahead like the proverbial house on
fire. But if their opponents get in
the first blow they are done-—all the
steamn and light seems to be knocked
out of them.

If you want to rise in the football
profession, get into the habit of play-
ing well with your back to the wall—
be a fighter. A ifooiball match 1s
never lost till it is won. 1In other

bind doukey to zee’”

. Adolphus  panted, . but did
reply. N 2
0t was plain ‘enough; and he knew.
1 b : .

Nnot

“Wh, you asked your pater vour-
self - whether that. chap Ciare might
have lost his memory !
grinning.  ‘That shews what you
were thinkuig.” il ik |

“You spving cad !”* hissed Smythe,

“Oh, draw 1t mld! ]
pened to be under the table. 1 hope
vou don't mean to insinuate that 1
would listen!” exclaimed Tubby
Muffin warmly. “If you mean that,
Smythe, I'll get out at once! 1've
got something to tell Jimmy Silver
that he might like to hear about his
new pal.’”

Tubby tumed to the door.

“Stay here!” gasped Adolphus.

“ (lertainly. old top, as you're s0
pressing 1”* said Tubby Muffiu affably.

Smvthe of the Shell looked at the
ot Classical as if he would bite him.
There was a short silence. |

“Of—of course, there’s nothing in
this,” said Adelphus at last haltingly.
“ Perhaps something of the kind may
have crossed my mind, but. of course,
there's nothing in it.  But—but ]
don’t want my affairs chattered all
over Rookwood, and that nameless
cad makin’ out that he's a relation of
mine.’’

“Of eourse, you don’t!” chuckied
Tubby Muffin. * You don't want to
whack out ten thousand quids with
him.”

Adolphus winced.

“1f you’ll hold your tongue, Muf-
fin——-"" he said, at last.

“My dear chap, if you ask me as
a. pal, of course, I sha'n't say any-
thing !”’

“§ -1 do. then!” gasped Adolphus.

Tubby waved a fat hand.

“ All 'serena! Rely on me! 1 say,
Smythey, old bean, could you lend me
a quid?”’ i

Then Adolphus understood. With-
out a word, he placed a pound-note 1n
Reginald Muffin’s fat hand. Reginald

and rolled out of the study.

Adolphus Smythe was left alone
with his thoughts. He did net find
them pleasant.

THE END.
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NEXT MONDAY!

Another grand, long compiete
story of the Chums of
Rookwood, entitled:

‘““ SMYTHE'S NEW PAL!"”

By OWEN CONQUEST.

Order mext week's issue of
: 'lhjtu*n‘ Friend ' in advance.
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words, a contest is often turned round
by men and teams who have got the
fighting spirit—who never know what
it is to be beaten, and who will nover
acknowledge themselves beaten until
the final whistle has gone.

Wheoe contributes this splendid footer

BOYS' FRIEND.

of wonderful matches 1 which 1 have
taken parl swhich would show you the
value of “sticking 1t "<matches
which have bLeen snatched from ihe
fire after they had seemed lhopelessly
lost. But witiiout going into actual
instances, vou will know quite well
what 1 mean. Cultivate the never-
say-die {ighting spirit; 1t 1s very otten
the difference between an eordinary
and a great player.

Three Halfpence

* said Tubby, |

just hap-

Muffin bestowed a fat wink on him,

Did space permit, I couid tell you-

JOHN WALKER,

article sspscially for readers of the "

24/1/20

/000D STORIES!:

“Can one  person
qualities in himself 7"

“Certamnly. Can't he be dense
and transparent ait the same timel”

. -

utiite opposite

Trampcar Passenger  (angrily):
“liook here! - Do you think my feet
were made for some idiot to stand
on?”

Straphanger (cooliy): ‘' Yes: that
is what 1 supposed!”

First Tramp: “It's no good cailing
at. that house. Them people's wege-
tarians,’”

Second Tramp: ““That so?”

First Tramp: “Yes; and they've
got a dawg' that ain’t [’ '

Collector: * Why haven’t you paid
your gas bil?” -
Consumer: * The Light was so very

poor I could not see to read the
account.,”’

= L Tl

“This cod 18 short nweight, my
dear.”- “

“There! I knew that dealer had
something fishy about his seales.™
Bill (watching hts master’s guest):
| “Mighty bad shot, ain’t he?”

Jim: “Yes; that's why I gave 'im
blank cartridges.”

I - He (loftily): “My mind is a book
of mwoy thoughts.™

She (innocently) : “ Bound in calf!”

i

“ But 1f your mother does odd jobs
to support the family, what does your

father do?”’ |
““ Oh, he gets the jobs for ma !”

Judge: “ Why did you rob this man
i broad dayhght?”

Prisoner: *“ Well, you see, my on-
gagements for night-work were all
made.”

““Every time 1 see my grandfather s
| wooden sword 1 want to go to war?”’
“Well 7” | |

“But every time T notice- graud-
father's wooden leg I cool down!”

The Navvy (to district health-
officer) : * Please, sir, I've come to
give yer notice that my darter, age
three, 18 sufferin’ from measles, as
required by Act of Parliament!”

“1 saw Tom in the procession to-
day. JIs he a member of the band
now 7"’ :

' “No; the regular cornetist is un-
‘ well, ana "

‘““ Ah, 1 see: merely substi-tooting—
gh?”

%

- " It might be imagined that the use
of both feet would be an indispens-
able qualification for a player in the
first class. It 1sn't, and 1 could tdll
‘vou of many men who have what ve
call “one leg and a swinger.” They
can usge the left {oot or the right, but
they can’t use both.

- ‘Don’t make any mistake about 1.
though, they would be ever so much
better players, and ever so much more
~useful to their side, if they could use
both feet. Think of the occasions
the average match when, no matler
what position you play mn, 1t 15 an
advantage to be able to kick with
either foot. And if my young readers
find tlhiemselves getting inio the habil
of using only one ioot, I strongly
advise them to pull themselves up and
practise kicking with the other. Thai
is the secret of all-round ability-——
praciice.

Incidentally, in this word practice

you have the secrets of the makings
of all really great, as distinct from
merely average, players. - Strengthen
the weak points about vour play by
- practice.
- If you are a half-back who can
tackle well, but can’t distribute the
ball with equal sucecess, practise pass
mg along the ground. If you are &
forward who c¢an dribble into good
scoring positions, but are weak: In
shooting, practise shooting. - For it
1s as_true to-day as ever it was that
practice alona makes perfect.

Don’t imagine that because vou
have played a few good games, or
have climbed several stages up the
ladder, that you Kknow evervihing
there iz to know abeui the game. 1t
s always possible to learn new iricks
and to strengtheén weak poinis.




The 1st Chapter.

Qoing to the Jews.
Chunky Todgers, of Cedar Creek

School, trotted wup the trail to
Thompson on his fat little pony.
It was early afternoon; and the

(Cedar Creek fellows were at lessons

in ‘the lumber school: and Chunky

Todgers certainly ought to have been
at lessons also.

But more important matters than
lessons were uppermost in Chunky’s
fat mind that afternoon.

FFrank Richards & Co. nussed him
from’ his usual place in class; and
Miss Meadows 1nquired after him
severely, without eliciting any - infor-
mation. Chunky Todgers was play-
ing truani ; and not for that afternoon
merely. Chunky had shaken the dust
of Cedar Creek from his feet for good
—as he believed, al all events.

There was a very dotermined . ex-
préssion upon Chunky’s fat face as he
rode into Maim Street, in Thompson.

He was not going home ; along with
Cedar Creek School, Chunky had
shakeon the dust of the Todgers’ home-
stead from his {eet also. After that
day the Thompson- Valley was to ses
him no.more.

He halted at the .door of a little
irame-buill office in " Main Street,

'There was no name over the office:
bt the occupant was well known. 1t
was Mr, Solomon Isaacs, a gentleman
who did most of the financial busmess
of the frontier town.

Mpr, Isaacs sat in his dusky little
office like-a spider-1n his web : and his
threshold” was wom by the heavy
boots of miners and cattiemen who
were m-hard-luck. My, Isaacs held
mortgagés on many a farm and home-
stead up and down the valley : he had
a halfanterest 1n a score of claims in
the foothills; and a score of gold-
seckers in the Sierra were financed on
"grub-stakes ¥ byv the enterprising
Myr. Isaacs. My, Isaaes did less work
than any other citizen of Thompson,
but he had more dollars than any
dozen of the other citizens.

All “sorts and eonditions of visitors
aropped i -at Ma. Isaacs’ office to
“raise the wind 7 ; but certainly My,
lsaacs had -never. received so un-
cxpected o visitor as he received that
afternoon. |

No - far, he had vot numbered a
(‘edar ~ Creek  schoolbov among his
maiy and varied' chiénis.  Chunky
Todegers was going to give ‘him the
chranceto do. so.

Chuuky tethered his- ponv to the
pest - outside,: threw open” the outer
door. and rolled in. Mur. Isaacs” elerk,
an - exceedingly sharp voung gentle-
man who hailed from- Chicago, stared
at him, while he picked his teeth with
4, pen. |

“Waal?” 'said Mr. Isaacs’ clerk, not

at all impressed by the visitor. = The
fat ‘schoolbov: did not “look - like
**business.”’

“Mr. Isaacs at home?” asked
Chunky.

“*Sure.”

“T guess I want to see hum.”

*“Message for am?” askeéd the

sharp voung man. 1 guess you can
give it to me.”
Chunky. shook his head.
i to Al

lsaacs

Walt Soe ol
susiness, © he expiained.
The <charp young man siniled
derisively. .
“T guess you can wani!” he
answered. “ You vamoose the ranch,

and don't play any of yaour jokes
hver.”

Chunky threw wup his chin, and
iransfixed the sharp young man with
a haughtv glance.

““None of your cheek!” he said.

“Hev 2»

£ Porhaps vou don’t know whom
~ou re talking to,” said Chunky,
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“PFat Jack. of the* Bonehouse?” in-
quired the sharp young man,
Chunky flushed with-wrath.

“Y¥ou cheeky iay!” he exclaimed
indignantly. *You stow your chin-

wag! DI'm gowmng in.”

And Chunky rolled across to . the
door of the inner office, tapped, and
went 1n, leaving the sharp young man
staring.

Mr: Isaacs looked up from a mass
of papers at his roll-top desk. His

black eves ‘glittered at Chunky over
his glasses.

N AL 18 by
very ' busy !
like z18.”

Chunky elosed the door after him.

he mnguired. 1 .am
Y ou should not come 1n

LOST ON THE PLAINS!

the firslight. ¢ Who’s thers 2’ cal

“Busiitess, * Muyr. + Isaacs,” "he -ex:
plained. | S
“T have no - -pizmess with school-

bovs, *said Mr. Isaacs.

* Just voulook at that!”
Chuky,

He: laid-a folded newspaper on the
desk before the astonished Mr. Isaacs,
indicating a marked paragraph with
hisfat forefincer,

M. Isaacs blinked at it.  The para.
graph was an-advertisement, and it
ran:

““TE.> MARMADUKE ]*?]’]_”JR-QY
ABRLINGTON will communicate with

answered

Messrs. Have & Hookit, Montieal, he
will hear ef something 1o his
advantage.”

Xr. - Isaacs read the advertisement,
and blinked at Chunky Todgers.

“Vell?”? he said.

“That's me !” announced Chunky,

iw \':' ai_ :."3' )

“*“Mel”

“1 do not
Mo, Isgacs.

-

understand vou,”
“T " ‘have

satd
YOou

.. Y
=l

I]J(‘f!ﬂ‘f?‘. and I tink  your name Is
i Todgers,”

|

Churiky amiled,

A Grand, Complete Story of
CHUNKY TODGERS?
Latest Escapade.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

|

“The mystery of my birth i1s now
revealed,” he explained.

My, Isaacs gave a jump.

He whirled round on his chair, and
drew a ruler'a little neaver, as if he
thought that a weapon ~might "be
Necessary.

Chunky had expected to impress.

Mr. Isaacs with his dramaftic
announcement; but. as a matter of
fact. he only gave Mr. Isaacs the 1m-
pression that he was wandering in his
mind. |

“Myv cootness!” said Mr, Isaacs.

“Tll-  .explain,’”  "“said:. Chunky
Todgers cheerily.  * Frank Richards
showed me that ad. the other day.
He guessed it was for me. Bob lLaw-
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The sound of the pony’s hoofs drew the ﬁttentinn of the solitary camper,
and to Chunky’s horror, he caught the glimmer of a
““it’s all right’’ gasped’ Chunky.

ted out a shapp voice. .
~shoot! It’'s ' only me!?”’

less {hought:so, too. So did Beauclerc.
You see, 1t's pretty: clear. ' Hitherto
I have been known-bv the name of
Todgers.”

“ My cootness!”

My, Isaacs blinked.

He had seen Chunky about Thomp-
o1l before, and knew higs name ; but
he - did' not know that Chunky was a
romantic youth who hved in the land
of dreams.  Chunky was the most
regular customer of - the ecirculating
library at Gunten’s store, aud. his
favounte literary fodder was the
romantic novel., Chunky had read
about so many missing heirs that they
had, so to speak, got into his head
with the result that the humoiists of
Cedar Creek had easily pulled his leg
to the. extent of making him believe
that he was a missing henr lmself.

True, Frank Richards & Co. had
repented of their little joke when they
found that Chunky ‘was taking it
seriously. Buf then 1t was too late.
The idea was firmly fixed in Chunky’s
mind. “and it was net to be
evadicated,

But  1f F!}Il'”‘ﬂ_“‘li }:}'1‘11,1;-;[_111' 1O
Chunky Todgers, tt did not appeay . in
the least probable to anybody  clse;

THE BOYS® FRIEND

|

said Chunky Todgers recklessly.
'shall shortly be in possession of the
22

leastof all to Mr. Isaacs, who was a
shrewd man of business and had-no
use for romance,

Chunky rattled on cheerily, heed-
less of “the business man’s amazed
stare. |

“You see, 1t's come out now! My
name is really Arlington, and I'm
going home to claim the estates.”

“Myv eootness!” said DMy, Isaacs
again. _
"“But I sequire money!” added
Chunky.

A

““ All the chaps in the bocks 1've
read go to the Jews when they’re hard
up,” continued Chunky. .l.h:i};s
why I’'ve come to you, Mr. Isaacs.

“My cootness !”

““ Name your
Chunky generously.
to be let oft Lightly.
he}_?!!

.e : 5 127

Bless me !

“ Rifteen per cent., if vou ke,
‘il

own figure,” said

“T don'"t expect
Ten per cent.,

estates——

“Vat estates?

“The Arlington estates, you know.,
I'm off to Montreal to see my law-
yers——

My cootuess!”

“1 want-a loan of about ten thou-
sand dollars!”

Another jump from Mr. Isaacs.

Y -could do with one thousand!”
added Chunky hastily.

““ And vat sccurity do you ofier for
tat loan ?’’ inquired Mr. Isaacs, with
deep sarcasm. Y

““Oh. I'll sign anything you like !

“My cootness!”’ _

“Well, what do you say?’ asked
Chunky.

‘“T advise vou to go back to school,
and not to be a silly voung donkey !”
sard Mr. lsaacs.

pistol-barrei in
“Ded~don’t

‘CWhat?"”

“Jake !” called out. Mr. lsaacs.
The sharp voung man looked 1.
‘“Show dis boy ont!”

“* But—but—but, 1 sayv——"" stam-

mered: Chunky, 1n ‘angry  astonish- |

iment.

““Goot-afternoon !’

The grinning. Jake dropped a bony
hand upon Chunky’s shoulder, and
led hum out. He deposited Chunky
in the street, and closed the door on
him. |

Chunky Todgers stood and blinked
ot the office door.

“Going to the Jews 7 was alwavs
the resource of the reckless heroes of
his- novels.. Somehow, it did not
seem to ““pan out 7’ in Chunky's own
It was possible that Mr. Isaacs
did not believe that he was in reality
the "heir of Arlington.

“Well, my - word!”
Chunky, i disgust.

He had to get to Monireal to see
his lawvers. and he had a quarter of a
dollar in his pocket!  Evidently a

CdSEt.

1N
cuarter of ‘a dollar would not see him
from British Columbia to Montreai.
On the very vérge of foriune, Chuanky
was bafed by the shortness of cash—.

ejaculated
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a shortage he had often experienced
before, though not so seriously, What
was to be done now ?

Chunky relled into Gunten’s store
to expend the quarter on maple sngar,
and to reflect upon the situation as he
devoured it.

-
-

The 2nd Chapler.
Frank Richards & Co., Chip In!

“Chunky!”
“Here he 15!
*Chuuky, you ass!”
I'rank Richards & Co.
Main Street as Chunky
emerged from Gunten's store.

The chums of Cedar Creek jumiped
down at once and surrounded him.

‘“ Hallo, vou fellows !”” said Chunky.
“I guess I'm glad to see you. [I've
been trying to raise the wind for my
journey—-—"

“You silly jay!”
less.

““Miss Meadows was waxv about

LR ]

rode 1nto

Todgers

roared Dob Law-

vour missing school!” said Vere
Beauclere, |
Chunky Todgers sniffed. School

seemed to himm a very small matter
just then.

“ Blow school !’ he answered.

“You’'ll, get mmto § wow!”
Frank Richards.

“Rot! I’'m off to Montreal!” an-
swered Chunky calmly. 71 sha'n’t
ever see Cedar Creek agamn!”

‘“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Frank.

“1 guess I should be half-way to
Kamloops by this time if I could have

sa1d

raised the wind,” said Chunky
Todgers. *'Old Isaacs refused to lend

me any money on my expectations !’

e b, hal”?

“T've tried to make a raise out of
old Gunten, but he didn’t see 1t.”

“On your expectations?” gasped
Bob. o

e l'ep T‘j’

“Oh, great gophers!”

“Now, you galoots ought to stand
by a chap!” said Chunky Todgers
persuasively. “T'll remember you
when I'm home. T'll have vou all at
the castle next holiday !”

“What castle?” shricked
Richards. |

“The Aelington mansion, I mean.”

*Oh, my hat!”

“T dare say I conld do it on [t
dollars.” said Chunky. ‘“You ought
to be jolly glad of the chance of help-
ing a long-lost nobleman to comc
into his title and estates!”

““Ha, ha ha!l”

“1i voure oniv goimng to cackle,

. |

Frank

vou can go and chop chips!” ex-
claimed Chunky indignantlv. ~*1
suppose 1it's jealousy. I mrust say

I’'m surprised at 1t in you. [ thought
better of you !
“Chunky, old man,” said Frank

2ichards, trying to be serious, ** dou'

piay the goat! We showed yvou that
advertisement for a lark——"
SO & _ ¥
vd t:'_" v ;
“You know jolly well that youn'rve
Joe Todgers!” roared Bob Lawless.
('’hunky shook his head.

“Nothing of the kind. You said
at first that the advertisement was tor
me, |

“We were only pulling vour leg,

& ""‘.

you jay !

¥
“Rot! You've changed your tune
since, but that’s only jealousy ! said
Chunky calmly. “IT'm  gomg to
Montreal to see my lawyetrs. Will

vou lend me some money?”
‘““No jolly fear!”

“Then 'm gomng, anyway !”

Chunky chimbed on his tat pony.
and the chums of Cedar Creek starcd
at him and at one another.

That Chunky: Todgers was: uearly
every kind of an ass, they knew
alreadv: but 1t surprisi 1o
them that he wasTun ass to this ex-
Lent. |

But the fac¢t was that his present
delusion was a realisation of Chunky’s
day-dreams, and nothing would have
induced him to part with it-

'as d

“Where are you going now ?” ex-
claimed Beauclerc. _
* Kamloops,” answered Chunkv. “I

can ride there. I guess I can sell mv
horse for enough to pay mry fare on
the cars to Montreal.”

“Oh dear!”

Bob Lawless gave a snort.

“You're olly well not!” he ex-
clatmed. “Youre gt;lil'}},;;' h('i{I]E‘,
Chunky.”

“1 guess I can do as I like !”

“Then your guesser 15 off the
mark. You're gomng home, and

we're going to see that vou do.”

Aud Bob Lawless caught hold of
Chunky’s rein.

Chunky Todgers
wrath.

The mnoble blood of imazinary
Arlingtons boiled m his veins. ;

“ Unhand me ! he exclaimed.

“*Ha: ha.Ha !

Instead of whanding him. Bob
[.awless kept hold of the rein, and
monnted his own horse.

*Come ¢n, you chaps!” he said.

crimsoned with



< —
“We've got to . sve Chutky sale
home 7'
Y yes, Fathop!l”
Frank Iichords and  DBeauclere

mountad. | |
In gpite of Chutky's wrath and his
fiarse demands to be unhanded. ha
wag léd away e the widst of the
chums of Cedar C'reek. | y
In the peculiar state of affairs,
Frank Richards & Co. econgidered it

therr ;‘Illf}f' tﬂ: Dlace the remantic

vouth safely in. charge of hLis father
before he could land hitsell in mis:
r_-hinf. |

“Thia 15 a plot!” hawlad Chunky,
as ho was led ot of Main Stecot to
thé open treail. |

A el
Richards.

YA base. plot
bribed to stob
fieréely.

“ Bub-bub-liribed 1

“ Y68, you varket

“Varlet !'" said
darédly. *What the
varlet V'”

“NWe're only goiig 16 prevént you
from making a fodl of veursell, old
chapl” said Frauk Richards.

*Villain !”

“Oh, my hat!”’

Chunky was fairly on ihe high
horge now, and quite in the vain of
last. Sir Chatles and Cholmondeley
d& Vére.

He looked upon the chums of
(‘edar Creek as the myrmidons of the
dastard who was keeping him out of

rju,.t_*-u]atml Frank

Y ou

e

]m_\c_- hﬁén
saiad  Chunky

Bob  Lawless
thunider 18 3

hrs  title and estates--probably s
wicked unele, Wicked uncles

fidurishad in Chunky’s novels,

** Will you unhand me?” hs roared.
U1 guess nob i ganned Bob Law-
IR,

Whaok !
 Chunky raised his riding-whip, and
hrought 1t down across the wrist of
the rancher's son.,

“*Yardoah|” roared Bob.

He let go Chunky’'s rein,

I a moment tha heir of the Arling-
toris wihirled round Hhis pony, and
dashed off al top speed. |

The dlattering hoof-beals rang on
the ftrail, and Chunky Todgers
vamished in the winter dusk. "

“After him!” exclaimed Beau-
clere, S

S Yow-wow-wow ! sand Bob Law-
lcaw, as he sucked his wrist. °° Blow
Him ! ’i:"e“*:fm*! I'm hurt! Ow!”

' Ruteee—"

“ Bother himi !’" howled Bob *“1'm
fed up with the born idiet! Ow!”

“* After all he’ll go home when he
vete  hungry,” remarked Frank
Richards. ° |

Chunky had vanished 1n the dusk,
and the chums of Cedar Creek did
not feel disposed to undertake a long
chase after nightfall, And it seemed
very probable that Chunky would
turn homeward at supper-time. So
Frank Richards & Co. rode home,
boping for the best,

Jut for once Chunky Todgers was
indifferent evén to supper. When
the Todgers family -gatherad round
the festive board, Chunky’s accus-
tomed place was enpty. |

-h—-—-lL--l-l--l-

The 3rd Chapter.
A Meeting on the Prairie!

“Oh deatr!”

Thus Chunky Todgers, a few hours
later. -

Darkness lay over the Thompson
Valley, and the wind was soughing
in the leafless trees by the trail
There was a light fall of snow, and 1t
WwWas very cold.

On the #trail southward by the

Thompson River, Chunky Todgers, of
Cedar Creek, was riding on his fat
pouy. !
- The fat pony did not seem to care
fow the unaccustomaed coxeércien, ana
overy now and thon he etopped, and
Chunky had to drive him on again.
The pany was quité unconscious of
the faot that he was bearing the
rightful heir of the Arlingtons t& his
baranial hall. |

It was not every fallow who would
have started at might on the lenely
trail to the distant railway {6wn. But
Chunky Todgers felt that thore was
no titme to be lost,

" Frank Richards & Co.'s attemipt to
sop him was a warning of what he
had to expect if he lingered in the
Thompson Valley,

Every Monday
%, THE MISSING HEIR!

(Continaed from the prupious
page.)

the -attéerpt - wag due 1o the
machinations of some schemin
plotter-no dotibt a _wicke
uncle.  And if Mr. Todgers
was warned , _
dotibtless e would chitp in also,
aticd perhaps more affectively, Chunky
repudiated the bare idea that that
stoul and quite comorniplace gentle-
man was reallv his father. At fivst bhe
had best disposed to believe that Mr,
Todgere was a faithful old retainer
wito had brought the hely of Arling:
ton to the Canadian West to save lus
life from wicked machinations. But
now W was  convipeed that DMy,
Todgers wae a tool, of myrmidor; of
big su wicked yricls; il was, in
fact, as clear as daylight—to Chunky.
S0 he made the bewt speed he ¢ould
a1y the gouthward t(fail, to place him-
self Lavond the reach of pursuit.
But Chunky whas very sleepy, and
he was very hungty. . He thought
almoet ds onieh’ of the supper-table
at, the Todgers’ homestead as of the
marble halis of the Arlingtons,
Indeed, hie was rapmdly getting mto
the state when he would have a=x
ohangdéd any number of marble halls
for a sohd cofi-ceks and a slige of
cold beoef. :

Ta add to hid difficuliies, he found |

that he was not sure of the way, onco

he wds bayond the precingla of |
Thonmpsoti,
He knew that lme had {o pads

throvugh Silver Ureck (o gel on to the
kamloops trail: but it was beéing
borne 1 upon hiz distayed mind
that e had missed the trail to Silver
(roak. | _

e lookad for the ruts of the post
waggon in the prairiey but he did
not fid them, which showed plainly
uimug“.h_ lﬁlﬁll.h e was off ilo trail,

The digcovers that he had missed
the way was & crushing blow,

Heé sbared vound him in the deep

glodayy, in the hofe of eseing the |

Iight. of &ome 'rfvfm]:r fa.r‘mhéum'; but
thére wis no light to Le sdon.

He was alohe on the plaing with
only a few leafless trwes nodding
throtgh the gloom to keep hiny com-
pahy. | |

“Oh dear!’ eaid Chunky,

Hé spent an hour or tweo i riding
to and fro, weking the trail, but
without finding it. At the énd of

Thare was little doubt that .

of his intention. |

I'

“murmured Chunky, “Thank you very

g

gﬂtting Oy sk P 7

that timne he had to acknowledge that

he was lost. |

He had long ago munched the lust |

|

chunk - of ma.fﬂe-sug‘ﬂ ¢ d#om  his
pockel, and he was fercviously
hungry, and he was almost hodding
in his saddle, 3 |

Suddenly he uttored a jorful ex-
claniation. |

A ﬂ‘i(ﬁerin% _
davknes (o the distance,

“"Thark goodness!” ° ejaculated
Chunky. AR

He turned his pony joyfully in the
direstion of tha light. Fle hoped
that it came from some building
whetée he could obtain shelter for the
night ;' but as hé drew nearer he saw
that it was & fire on the open plain.
Somé - late  traveller was camping

Chunky's pacé elackened as
dréw nearer to the fire, |

Tt glowed and blazed close beside a
big tree that stood lonely in the plain
on the bank of a little creek, He cou
see a moving figure in the light, ap-
parently engaged 1n cooking a meal.

Thoughts of  robbers
through Chunky's uneasy mind. It
would be a deplorable ending to his
edventure 1if he happened upon a
horse-thiaf, and was left dismounted
on the wide plams.

But the desire to see a human
being in that wide solitude, and,
above all, the desire to share a
supper, ‘urged Chunky on,

Hs drew nearver to the five.

The s_.ﬂuhd of hig pony’s hoofs on
the plain dréw the attention of the
camper, who turted suddenly from
the fire. To Chunky’'s thorror, he
caught the glimmer of a pistol-barrel
in the firelight.

“Who's there?” called out a sharp

C oL, , |
“He all mght!” gasped. Chunks.
It’'s all right—-

“D-ddon’t oot
only me.”’

“Come and show vourself.”

“T'm é-c-coming!”’

The sight of the piste]l would have
driven Chunky to fight, in spits of
his desite fo share the traveller'a
suppet, bur it was too late now. He
ambled on to thé camp.

ho

Az he halted by the fire Te blinked |

uneasily at the canwper.
He zaw a young man, rather tall

and well formed, with o face that |

Hashed |

|

light winked up in the

r r——————

scarad aind hapless Chunky.

vou're harmles.”

showéd only teo plainly the traces oi
hard and reckless living, :
It was not a friefidly face. Two
sharp, suspiciond  evés sCaiped © tie
Then the soung man
1o hlS hip-pﬂﬂké[.
*“All seféne,” he said, ‘I guess
“Quite !” gasped
“ Lost your way:
. \ ep.'l
“Young iarét!”? said the
turning back to the fire. DI
There was a savoury scent of frying

Uhunkx.
1] ;

canpey,;

bacon, and i tickled Chunky's
nostrils - -Hp - an - #imost agonising
manner.

“T1—1 fay——" lig'bezan.

“ Well 3"

“Can L'camp hers?™

The young man glanced
again, |

“You can if you like, 1 guess,” he
said.

“To=l=1"m hungry.”

at hin

“1 #ay, vou'te the real w
article,” satd Chunky Todgers grate-
fully, and all hie doubts of
stranger vanished. |

The stranger laughed, o laugh that
Chunky did not guite  like, How-
ever, he was too ingry o thank
mich abant his companion.  When
the bacon was fnished, he €l down
to supper with hig entértainoet,

The fire burmed low, a-h-d l__':'lmnkj’
mada a movement {o pni somé maéré
brughweasd on L. His éonmpanion
stopped him.,

“Teot it alone !’ he pald curtly,

“Ts eold,” hinted Chunky.

“Tot it alove, | tell youl”

“Oh, 2ll vight!”

[t occurred to Chunky that thé man .

wasg ot anxtous féf the fire to revesl
his camp: and indesdd, thare was A

cottain stealthiness about the stranger |

that revived Chunky’s unéasiness,
natw that his appetite was telieved aud
ha had leigure to absetrye.
The firs died 1o, ‘-
Clead euess Uil be' gelting on,”
naueh {or the supper.”
U Didn’t you want te camp hete?”
agked the stranger, with a (uick, sus-
piciotis look., it
“lew] guoss—-"
“Stay whete you are.”
“Oh! I=l guess 1'd vather be
“You heard what T gald.”,
“Oh!  All=all fight!™ gasped
Chunky.
And Lo stayed.

— e -

The 8th Chapler,

| Marmadukes ! _

Chunky Teodgers as not [esling
happy. |

His  meebing  with the * lonely
camper on the praicié bad bedu a boou
and a hléﬁainﬁg be had had 4 goo
supper.  But he

supper. %
' He wondered whether the stranger
was a horse:thief or a road-agent; or
what he was; it was pretty clear that
there was something about him that
would not bear the light, g
He sat with his back to the tree-
trunk, smoking a pipe, after supper,
and Chunky watched lim uneasily.
In the dying light
could seé t.ge man’s face dimly; but

‘not ¢o dimly that he could not read

in it the man’s hatd, degpéerate chat-
acter. The man looked like a horse-
thief in hard luck, though it was
plain that he had énce been some-
thing better. And his ‘suspicious
watchfulness seemed to hint that &t
the present moment he was something
of a fugitive. His horse, tethered
close at hand, was a valuable ammal,
with expeneive trappings not much
in keeping with the man's rough
attire; and Chunky could not help
guessing thab that horse was probably
very far from its real owner. He
wondered whéther liis own pony was
roiig to keep it ¢ompany the next
533’; or. rather, he felt pretty cer:
tain of it. Hospitality at a hotse:
thief's camip-fite had to be paid for.

But there was no help for Chunky
now: he had landed lumself in the
spider’s web, and he liad to stay., He
bardly dared make a movement under
thé suspicidus éyes that watched him
through the tobacco smoke.

“Where d6 yo6u come from?" the
stranger asked, Dbreaking a long
silenee that had oppréssed Chunky
Todgers sirice suppet. Bleépr as ha
was, Chunky was net inchned to
glocp under those watohful cves.

“Thempsoti | answéred Chunky,
with a4 start. TN

“You're a good many milés from
Thonipson now.”.

“1=-I'm going to Kamloops.”

“Ohgadl ™ |

: grinned
- slightly, and réturned the revolver

“ Plenty for twa,” said tha f.“r&ﬁ'il)‘}‘tf- |
31 té

bega_n_ to realise that |
ho might have to pay dearly for that

of the fire he.
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] hﬁd once beern handsorne, but which l 'I’hab ejaculation surpriee
| a little. Folk in the Thempion Valley
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4T knew T waspn’t a Todgérs.
body could tell it by miy appearance.

Prise

d Ghﬁﬁky

did nét say “‘Oh gad!”
of the Old Ceuntry., =
Y éu'rs Unglish?™ asked Chunky.
X é” The man. kfitted lus
brows, *“Deéen’'t ask qﬂémang;
you're going to Kamléops’ iﬂg’d
befter turn back to Thompson. Y ol
can’ walk it in the morning. You
can't gét to Kamloops 6n feot.”
“1—I've got my ponysss":
“You won't have a pofig tesmor:
row.” answered the stranger briefly.
“OUh dear!” '

There was anotller; 1lafge,

£ smacked

‘Lol opages—"  bepan - CMUDkF
T@dgef& again. ] waht 75 b
15 - Keamloops to-morroWw==if's im:

portant. I—DI'mn going sast to elim
a fortune. 1
warth géur while to shew me the
way to Kamlodps.”
The man stared at him, *
“What tlie thunder do you mear i
he snapped,

Chuaky felt in Ais pockét for the |

Kamloops papér.

He nourished a hope that when the

horse-thief kuew whe lhe wras, and
what glorious prospects awaited ham,
he  svould ochange his intentiens,
Chunky was prépared to make him
generous pronuuses.

“What's thet?®
- Look 1 said Chunky.

He stirred the dyving #ire, and
pointed out the g‘h&riﬁ-ﬁ parageaph

[
¥
-
I

The horss-thief glancgd a1l
ca l‘él%]}. | ‘

Then lie gavée a suddén start,

16 Chunks’s  amalemient, ho

‘Pﬁﬁfg::lfu‘:'d the paper feom his hand,
and_ faitly deévoursd the paragtaph

reading 16 over and over again o ham-

s6lF and muttering indistinet]s,

“PByr gad " The astonislied Chunks

caught the words, *“ Bz gad! Of all
the queer chances =by gad !”
“You understand it?"  asked

Chunky: * You gee what that means,”

The man atared at hing,

YAy, | guess go!” he answerad.
“How the thuidar did son know
that this would intorsst e’ -

“lesl didn'ty but, sou #es, 1 the
chap.”. ..

ol R SR T R iF

HUm the chap méntionsd thers!l”
axclaimed Chunks, with some slation.
1t was ovident that he had made
gams inmpression upon tha horse-thisf,
I'm going to Montreal to sco the

[

fawyérs
hOh gﬁ] :1'-! | | 1
“When | éome into my eetates, 17

reward you, if you help me as far as

Kamloops,” -eaid Uhunky Teadgers,
The man stared at b Blank!yy

Y Are you mad !’ ha demanded,

“ Nubne™ i | %
“Thén what the thunder do sdu

L nvea i) by suying that vou're the chap
de-

advertised for 1n this
méndad the maf, -~ e |
Yool am, vou kunew.” stammeréd
Chuntkige. “ I-=I'll éxplain. - You son,
froni Wy very carliest daye. I've had
a firny Belief that 1 wag 1ot swhat
seermed "
S What'2'h ey
L knew thord wae oo omystery at-
tached to my -birth,” sard ChHunky,

paper  {ik

Don't ‘you think se?”
The man ouly stared. i
“ Wrank Riclards showed me that
advertisemenit,” rattled on Chunky.
“ He thought I was the chap. I knew
it must b so.  You sed, it explalns
QYSEROMNE. " - v i bl b T
Still the man stered blankly. |
“Do you tead novels, young 'un?”

e asked suddeénly.

"‘“Ywiﬁ fle At : | ;

“ About mussing heirs and so
forth?” inqguired the stranger. And

to Chunky’s surprise, he saw that the
horse-thief was grinning. |

“Yep! I read every blessed book
they get in Gunten's circulating
libtary,” said Chunky. “I'm keen
on 1t, you know. 1 guess I'vé Jearned
a lot of life from it.”

“The soonér you unlearn it the

better for you, I guess,” grinned the |
o0 you've started off |

starnger. : _ VT _
from home in the belief that you're

the Marmaduke Fitzroy Arlington ad-

vortised for in thig paper?™
- “Correct !”
“You young idiot !”
“Oh, 1 say!” murmured Chunky.
“You'd betier take the trail
etraight back home,” said the man.
“I'll see you start in the mérning.
And You can go on your poay.”’
“But [--]—-" |
“1 guess [ sha'n't want to répé in

that critter fow.” eaid the hérge-
thief. UNot sings *I’vg stenn  this |
paper. 1 guess I xigh I'd séen ' it

Befc:r;:, arnd I'm much ébliged to vou.

Tou silly young idiog "’

Chunky stared at him.

He could not make head or tail of
the horsze-thief's. eryptic . remark:.
What difierebce saeifig the papér
could hase made to him, Chunk¥®
could not even guess. ‘
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gucss I can make 1t

A ﬁg- |

]

ThresHalfpence

|

is'égil‘tf years &1d.”

| whioh 18 lueky for vou,

|
|

{

#

— _— - -

l

Todgers.

| be

oft a stolen horse; on

concernod.

W0

MY @y, T dom's eavvy i gasped

Chunky. “1 t&ll vou I'm the chap
advertised ior there—honest In-
qun-——" s 4

E&, ha, ha ! reared #hd  horse-
thi - The Wan -Eﬂrertiﬁeﬂ fﬁf”-?hil‘r:

l:
g3
.

unky jumpead. By,
7 Bié stut-

“You-you kmew him
tered, | e A
“As well a8 T know myself.” |
“0Oh ‘enfl”_ gaspéd  CUbunky
“T-<-1 supposed=-1-—1
thought—are you sure——=" k
Chunky’'s aif-castles were toppling
over. 1f Mafinadike Fitiroy, Arlinf-
tori was thirey sears old, eertainly
Chunky Todgeis could nob possibly
atmadiike, The = harsedliief
ehrickled an he watchéd Chunky's, fat,
dismayed face, | t
“ But—but 1ook here,
ﬂ - j!'!_
* What do you
afighow 1"
The

i‘)if’&pﬂ‘_?ﬂu'ﬁ |
ftamméred Qhahkﬁ
know about Arlington,

he lorse-thief grintied. . |

“I knsw he laft England ten vears
ago, after gefling into rduble.” le
answerad; “‘and this adverlisemens
can only mean that his people are
willing fo give Him anethér chance.
And 1 guess ha's gaing to take it. 1
gueéss be's Tl np with Berse-stoaling
- the West, and 1 reckon he'll be
glad to got faiely ont of reach of the
sheriffa by taking the cars Fast,
SRy vy ndw i’ | s

Chunk ]e-npt; i e f{eet,

i< L”

Buse=T e gagpod,
The liseee-thisf nodded,

“That's it!” he answered coolly,
“1 gwess I've never losked At the
papera, or | wight have seen this
béfore. You've dénis mé 4 good
turii, and I'my glad jou happeéned
along, you véimg ase—-and I guess I'|]
lot you kesp pémr ponr. 1've onougl
dust to sée me thtough 16 Montreal--
| Hav vy now 2

Chunky Tadgers could not repls. .

_HG could only stand and stire at
Marmaduke Vitzroy Arlington whils
his air-castles tumbled in Fuing round
hint, | | b

o e il

The 6th Chapter.
Chunky's Rétuen.

The next day o fat and weary
vouth rode tute Thompson 6w n on 2
fat and Weary pony. | s

Chunky Todgers had returned.

Southward in the valley, o jubilang
horse-thief was riding for Wamloops
his way {6 take
the dars for Montreal. and call upen
Messrs., llave & Maokit 16 hear
something to his advantage.

Chunky's adventure had nét heen
without result—so far as the génuine
Marmaduke FVitaroy Arlington was
That reckless wastrel had
cettainly heard of something to his
advantage -~ thrcnlg‘.h Chunks. But
the haplégs romancer of Uedar Creek
rode wearily homeward in a sudly de-
flated state. |

It was ngh noon whén he arrived
at the Todgers’ bomestead: where
thers was a very painful explanation
with Mr., Todgers.

Chunky did not go into detatls—he
did not daré to acquaint My, Todgers
with the fact that e had suspected
him of béing a myenpuidon. For it was
only too clear how, even to Chunky,
that he had béen drvaming dreams ;
that he really was the son of the
Western farmer, and not of 4 missing
m&rc%uis; and that his name really
was Jodeph Todgere—merely that and
nothing more. |

The loss of hiz romance was more
painful to poor Chunky than the
family cowhide—though he found that
painful enougl.

That afternoon he reappeared at
Cedar Creek:  where there was
another painful esplanation wifh Miss
Meandows,

Frank Richards & Co. swere glad
enough to see him back: but it was
sgome time before Chunky confided to
thetn how his remarkable azdventure
had ended. And instead of réceivine
sympathy, he found that his explana-
tion was received only with hilarious
chuckles. -

The - Co. advised him to give up
Gunten’s circulating library., and to
give missing heirs and rightful mar-
quises a wide berth, whieh really was
gotd advice. But Chunky did not
take it. Tis dréam had beéen shat-
{dred ; but be found comfort in the
rdventurés of lost Sir Charles and
Lady Gwendoling.
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