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Also a Long C'ompleteStory of Rookwood School.

A, o R A R e S S N d ) N o ey R

)

!

L
ia

= ')

TP e B — = o S e - A - — S ————

TWELVE PAGES!

- am '
=

o25th BIRTHDAY NUMBER.

i o g Al T S e Y, e T a i LECRTS e e by
S T ey T Y R s s R R RO & L e A R S8 D T DI Sl ) [0 A P i e e P R A .

THREE HALFPENCE.

.
M i T -1 - e = - Lzt =

T g ; A8 t e + ) ! juid - H - 5 N A I R o 0 T IO L 1 WA T e T N I a P A i g O RE RS
Y T e D G L rm L et b, i RT3 5] 0t e KU 1 R i € St P N A Gl PRI Wi S el S AR A LB e TS R M

s

S e,

No. 975%. Vol XIX,

-1 - 5
kl e ;

New Series.]

e A
sty
e dee

T TG

.—-""'-F‘du_____ = "'#.;.
PR €t
R e SN, Z
-*"""'":L:f::&: ] =N

A

4
f

A

N A

e ‘-‘.

h

-

ANV

----
y L4

T T B\ 8 A v i § Ik i 1 Z O o B 0 bl il S

Encouraged by his friends on the coach, the young Corinthian advanced aupon his
man. The smith never moved, but his mouth set grim and hard, while his jufted
brows came down upon his keen, grey eyes. “Have a care, master,” said he,
“you'll get pepper if you don’t!”
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The 1st Chapter.
iLevell’s Luck.
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There was a roar of lanughter i the

end study in the Fourth Form passage
at Rookwood. It interrupted Arthur
Kdward Lovell. The string of gues-
(ions came to a stop. '
i o1 m.LL it, old chap!” said Jimmy
Silver, 1 a tone of patient remon-
8L .;m(.e as Lov oll glared at the laugh-
ing juniors, ‘You're making the
Kid tired. and the study tired, Givé
s a rest!” | |

“Yeg, leave the list 1ill to-motrow,”
suggested Raby.

“To be continued in our next!”
remarked Newcome,

And the Kid grinned.

The “ Kid ” was the new fellow 1n
the Rookwood Fourth: he was called
the Iid because there' was nothing

else to call him. Tlig; lost outh
whom Jimmy Silver & Co. had found
had
picked up wonderfully ~during the
week he had now spent at Rookwood.

He looked well  and cheerful and

%

bright, and he was quite at home m

Hw end study, and on the best of
terms with (the Ristical Four, Only

‘the one shadow still hung over him—

his lost memory had not returned.
The Rookwood fellows, very curious
and interested at fizst, had got used to
him-—the schoolboy without a memory
had fallen 1nto his place in the Fourth

Korm, and was taken for granted, as

1t were. It was 110p(,d that his
memory would come back 1n tume, as
he vecovered.his hea JIth atter his rough
experiences, and then he would be
able to tell his name and his i1dentity.

Buis Arthur Lovell had his own
ideas omn:’'that subject. He was
assured that if the nameless junior
heard his name mentioned he would
recognise it—and the trick would be
done.

And Arthur Edward had been com-
piling a tremendous list of names, 1n
dl habetical order. He had arrived
ulf (C—having taken the Kid through
all the A’s and B’s that he Q(Jllld.
possibly think of.

Ordinary names, extraordinary
names, super- ethdOldlndly names
figured in Lovell’s list. And at any
moment Lovell was liable to turn
upon his new chum, and shoot a
question at himy, 11 class or in the
quad, in the study or on the football

field. | ,
Sooner or later, Lovell was con-
vinced, he would hit on the right
name, and.all would be calm and
bngh’r s0 to speak,
The Kid was grateful for Lovell’s
kind efforts—though it is possible that

- he found his fl‘lﬁ'lld a little bit of a

bhore at times. He was too polite to

say s0, but Lovell’s older friends
weren’t. They often said so.

But Lovell was a sticker.
After bestowing a crushing glare
upon his irreverent chums, he Went

“on regardless:

“Ts your name Chumpey ?”’
“Oh gad!”’ Mornington ef the

Fourth looked in at the doorway of

that ‘a

vl I game,

the study,
Tovell 7”7

“No, it isn’t!” snapped Lovell.
“Pon’t interrupt! Is your name
Choodles, Kid?”

The new junior chuckled.

““1 hope not !” was his 'reph

e Ma. tha, thyt”

“Sooner or later,? said Lovell, with
a glare at the grinning Mornmgton

we shall hit on it. Then the Kid
shall be all

‘Published
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play footer!”

even Mornington was impressed with

' least.

W hen he kpows his name hj_s

if"-]_['ﬁlllil
memory will come back all right,

If vou're going to uacLlc

g3

believe.
Morny——

“Neotat all)” -alls‘were-d Morningg-

ton, with '‘a grin. | &1 ssy, Bid, is
your name humpdahluheu )

“Ha. ha, lm.,..

 Shut up ! roaved Liovell.  *“ 1 tell

you I'm on the right track, and I’ n
going to find out the chap’s name !
“ Suppose his name happeuns to bL
Zieno or Zadkiel ?”? suggested Morny.
““ At this rate you’ll have worn him
out before you get to 1t !”
SiRats 1
“About time we gobt down to
footer,” remarked Jimmy Silver,
“Ti's still light encugh to punt the
ball about a blt i
“That's what I came to tell you,”
sard Mornington.
“Rot!” said Lovell. * You fellows
can go and punt the ball; T'm going
to work through this lst. g
“But the Kid 1s coming, too!”
“Bosh! It's more important for
him to recover him memory than to
tired, Kid?”’

“Aren’t you asked

Rahy.
The new junior hesitated. .
As a matter of fact, obliged as he

felt to Lovell, he was mthet tired of

the examination which bade fair' to

have mno end. Certainly  ‘he
wanted to recover his lost memory
—and- he belisved - that if . he
heard his name spoken 1t wounld

be familiar to him at once, and the
cloud upon his mind would roll aw ay.
But there were limits. ILovell' had
taken him through some hundreds of
names alrveady: and there were
thousands vet to come. And the
chance of hitting on the right name
seemed slight.

“Ts vour name Chuckster?” con-
tinued Lovell, before the waif of
Rookwood could answer Raby.

“T—1 think not.”

“Ts it Christian?’

£é h().’,

140r Ceetl 17
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“Or Ching-gach-gook 7
Mornington. -

= Ha: haiha b

S0 ChmmChmfr‘}” pursued Morn-

mgton.

‘“Shut up !” roared Lovell. “ How
could his name be Ching-Ching?
Don’t you be a funny ass, Morny—
this is a serious matter. Kid, is your
name Cavanagh?”

(S NO. b

“Qr (Casanova?” chuckled Morn-
ington, ‘““Or Casabianca ?’’

e hahalle

“ Will you dry up, Morny ? Go and
play footer or marbles or something.
Is vour mame Cecil—no, I've done
Cecil. Is it Charley?”’

(4 011 !3’3

It was a sudden startled exclama-
tion from the Kid.

He started to his feet.

All eyes in the study were upon
him at once.

OR T

asked

¢ Charley shouted Lovell
trmmphantiy. “Is 1t Charley 7
“Yesg!”

SO oy hat

“Hurrah!”

“Well. wonders will never cease!”
remarked Newcome. = ‘‘ Fancy that
ass Lovell scoring a bullseye like
that !’ '

‘““ Charley !” said Arthur KEdward
with glea,t satisfaction ; and the Kid
smiled and nodded.

Lovell beamed with triumph.

There was a buzz in the end study—

seriousness at last. ‘

Lovell’s wonderful method which
had been a standing joke in the Form
for a week, had succeeded—so far as
the Christian name was LOIlCOlIl(,d at
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T he
the moment.
in his face.
was found,

“*Well, my hat!”
“*Lovell 1sn't such an ass,

Is. your name Charley, Kid, really ?”

“T am surel of it,”° said the new
junior breathlesslyv. “1—1 was suge
I should know 1t if 1t was spoken to
me. It's the same in other things.
[ ‘had forgotten Julius Caesar and all
the school work, but the moment 1
saw the Gallic War agam
bered all T knew of 1. 1t's
as anything—now 1 hear it.
name’s Charles!” '

‘““ Charles . what?”’
eagerly.

The new junior shook his head.

“T don’t know!”

“ PDoesn’t the first name suggest the
second 77 asked Jimmy Silver.

&b NO.J? ' -

“ Never mind ! said Lovell coni-
placently. “We'll have it sooner or
later. We ve got the front neame,
anyhow.”’

Y (xood egg!l”

new juntor was guite pale {or
There was conviction
His first name, at least,

sald Morumingion.
after all.

as clear

My
J_ OV e ll

asked

}If:"tl.'l..] *!p

“T think JT've pretiy T Ol
through C,” added Lovell, ¢ T
bpcrlmuug on D now. Now, then—

Dale — Dunkl‘;y — Dinwiddle—Dixon
—Dodd-——"

Jinmy Silver & Co. Mrt Lovell to
it. ' And “Charley? boye i with
great patience, giving Lovell his
[10ad as it were.  But Lovell got
thrmwll his tist of D's by, H{ea-time
withott any further discovery being
made.

The 2;16 Chapter,
Smytha’s Fal.

“Tubby

Putty Lrl‘a(e of the Fourth wttmd
in the doorway of No. 2, and shouted.

It was tea-time, and, wonderful to
relate, Tubby Muffin had not turned
up 1m Study T\ 2.

Tubby Mufhn was seldom punctual
11) other matters, but he could always
be depended upon at meal-times,
But on this occasion Tubb Mufhn
was conspicuous by his absence,

(irace of the ¥Fourth was naturally
exasperated.  When 'Tubby Mufhn
wasn’t  wanted—which was nearly
mway&.———hb was there! Now that he
was wanted, he wasn’t there!

Jimmy Silver & Co. )
from the footer, passed along the
passage, and Grace called to them.

“Seen Muftin?”’

“Tubby ?’’ | said
“Yes,
of the Shell. Tubby seems quite
chummy with Smytha lately.

“Bother Smythe! We've got kip-
pers for tea, and it’'s Tubby’s job to
cook them!” growled Putty Grace.
“T thought he'd scented ount those
kippers 1011q ago. I'll give him chum-
ming with Smythe, the fat bounder !”

And Grace headed for the stairs
wrathfully.

Tubby Mufin’s abilities as a cook
were some compon.sa:tmn in Study

Jimmy Silver.

No. 2 for Tubby’s voracious appetite,

tlnt he g(,ldom or
“whack 7 1in the

and for the fact
never, stood his
btudy tea. Indeed, when Higgs or
Jones minor complained on that
score, Tubby was wont to point out
that he was chef, and did most of the
cooking, and to remind his study-
mates that they should not muzzle the
ox that trod out the corn, as 1t were.
As there was httle_doubt that Regi-
nald Muffin would drop 1in in tiume to
annex the lion’s share of the kippers,
Putty naturally did not see any
reason why he should not ecook them.
So he started in search of Tubby.

Muffin was not to be seen below
and Putty headed for the Shell
passage, to look in Smythe’s study.

Of late Tubby Mufiin had been seen
s good deal with Adolphus Smythe of
the Shell.

They seemed to have struck up a
friendship, which was rather remark-

able, for there was little in common

between Adolphus, the elegant dandy
of the Shell, ..md 'Tubby Tlkluﬂn the
chutton of the Fourth.

I remem-
S

coming in

he’s downstairs with Smythe
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Adolphus had never concealed his
lofty contempt for the fat and grubby
Muffin-—till of late! Now he was
frequently seen ' walking ‘with him,
and Tubby sometimes dropped into
his study. |

And there Putty Grace found him
IOW.

Adolphus Simythe was reclining in
hig armchair, with a dark and mood\
expresston upon his face. Tubby
Muffin was seated on the corner of
the table, with his fat little legs
dangling.

“'Ff vou don’t want me to tea,
[ he was saying, as Grace arrived
at ﬂlb door. s

Y oul know 'L don't 17
Smythe, ~

“Oh, verv svell ]
seo Jimmy Silveyp.”

“You can stay if you like.”

“That’s not good enough!” an-
swered Tubby Muffin mdﬁpmu]cntlx
“1 hope I'm not the kind of fellow
Lo o rmmd the studies cadging for a
tea,’

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Grace,
staring in at the open doorway in
astomshment.

Tubby’s hope, as he stated it, was
(Utauﬂy 11l imm{lml for he was, n
point of fact,
way of going round the studies
cadging for a tea.

il 1,3 you want me here,” went on

Tubby, “you can put it politely and
lnmmiabls, and I may decide to stay,

multered

I'll drop in and

i

Most certainly 1T shall me remaln

where I am not welcome,”

Adolphus Smythe bit his lip haxd,

“¥You can stay !” he mumbled. 1L
------ I mean, I .h(_;po you'll stay to teu,
Mufhn, old chap !’

Tubby bmllul sweetly.,

“As vou're so pressing
mind |7 he said.

(race strode into the study,

“ Youre  ‘wanted, ' Fatty 1?7 he
announced,

“¥h?

“ Kippers to .cook!” = explained
(irace.

Tubby Muffin glanced at his study-
mate over his shoulder with an

esxpwabwu of lofty contempt.
‘Kippers |7 he repeated derisively.

“Yes—kippers !

“Do wou thmh I'in going to cook
kippers for you?” demanded Tubby
Muffin scornfully.

Girace stared.

“What do you mean,
idiot 97 he inquired politely.
vou don’t come and cook them,
jolly well wonb eab them L7

g)Jllﬂ 4 !

“* Are | you
Cfl 400,

“ Certainly not !

“Well, vou fat mtier* exclaimed
Grace. 1 ‘don’t like cooking Ikip-

yolu fa‘-t
il

YOLU.

coming ?” demanded

pers. 1 shouldn’t have got them,
~only you can handle them, Don’t
you want to come to tea?’
66 7‘\“‘?’0 > 5 f
“Not come to tea!’” said l’utty
| dazedly. “You!”

“Jm having  tea with &mgtho "
answered Mu{ﬁu. “Tm rather fed

with your measly teas n No. €,
Grace. I don’t care for 'em! Ieep
vour mouldy old kippers! The fact

is, T've been too obliging to you
{e]lm% in No. 2, T've never recelved
proper thanks. 1'm mnot going to do
any more cooking for you !’

% Then you won't have any more
free feeds in the sbudy!” hooted
Grace, i great wrath.

Tubby qmﬁ"Pd agaln.

“ Keep your mouldy old feeds !”” he
answered.

“You're sticking Smythe for a tea
to-day !’ said Pulty. “1 suppose
Smythe isn b coing to have you to tea
every day, is he?”

il 814 Eamj,rd].e, g my  pal now !’
answered Muffin airily. - ¢ Smythe’s
always glad to have me here, amn’t

you, Smythe?”

“ Yes 1" gasped kdolphuw

“Well, my hat!” said 'Grace. 1
always thouwht you were 3a silly ass,
Smythe ; but vou're a sillier ass than
I ever thoucrhi if you stand that fat
clam when you’re not bound to. We
wouldn’t have him in our study a
minute if we could help it !”’

“Took here, don’t you be cheeky,
Putty Grace! 1% yoared Tu bby Mufﬁn

“You buzz off, and don’t worry! /I

tell you I'm fed up with your nmuldy
I ourth Form feeds!”

Girace looked from one to the other.
That Adolphus Smythe was not really
yearning for Tubby’s society was
pretiy clear from the CXpression o
his face.

Why he should endure Tubby’s
company when he didn’t want to was
a deep mystery.

“Well,”” said Grace, at last, *“you |

can pledsc, yourself, 'T'ubby !

- **T should jolly weé &l think s citis

Tubby Muffin loftily. - |
“But you can be civil about 1t 74
iR AR
“Otherwise,

said

you're liable to be

seldbrated for his! littie

1 idon 't

Threa Halfmncé

|

e g

said

in Study No. 2 that evening.

| kipperg——

31/1/20

mupped off that table and bumped on
thL carpet |
“ Look hw —

“like tlnm?” explained J’utl‘;

“Yarooooh !’ roared
Muffin, as Putty Grace demonstrated
what was likely to happen in case of
lll%llllltx

I'ubby landed oun the gd,lpt,t W ltn a
bmm)

Then Putty sirolled ot of
study.  Tubby sat on the carpet and
gasped for breath, 4 |

“Yow-ow-ow ! (roocogh'! \‘\'IH
didn’t you pitch into lum, Smythe 1
ha howled.

&

Smythe was grinning.  Appavently
the l_m.mmng; of "Tubby Mufhn

afforded him sonie satisfaction.

The fat Classical scrambled up, still
asping, and hlumh a fat figt al the
brwll foellow's nos

*You rotter I You think
e

funny 1?7 he gasped,
‘0 1o hmm,}

it's
a jolly
Silyer

cood mind to
al once, and lulT him—-"

f“Shut upl!’?  panted
hastily. il

Howard and Tracy cdame into the
study. Both of them looked rather
erimly al Reginald Mufin of the
ourth. |

S That! | fab
growled Tracy.

"He-~he—ho's  staying
‘sdolplms feebly.

“Ig he?” said Howard. °f ‘Luu Vo
had that fat cad twice to tea AN,
week, Smyvthe. That's twice too
uﬂ'r‘n We're ' not standin® ib/17 000

'No jolly fear ! said Teacs.

i b ubbt Muffin eved Smythe’s study-
mates unmmlx Adolphus had his
OWIL reasgons for mmlhd.mg the fat
junior, but Tracy and Howard did
not share them, or oven Lknow of
thenmi. They were astonished at the
olegaut '\dolphds having taken up
Tubby Mufhin at all, and they cer-

Smythe

slug  heire  again!”

o SO o1 (A

| .Lunl;« r_lld not 1:](0._1.1(1 to allow ”,[I_,_u._bby |

to make himself at home in..their
(uarters. -
Howard threw the door wide open.
“Travel I he said curtly.
“T.ook here, Smythe’s agked 'mo
{lo tea 1” said Mufhn.

“Smythe can come to tea in your

study 1t he hkes.  Ile’s not goin’ to
have you' here.” it
AL et e gl IS TR LS
. \‘! 0{.1 -!-\"J:‘J‘Iq { ‘
“What do vou want him to tea
for?” demanded llowanrd.

[ ]:__“_'-[*_1“'_'_‘_? b

“ Because I'tm his pal, you Linow,’
said Tubby.

“Well, Smythe can pal with you
somg,w]_,me olse, not here. Are you
goin’ 7’ snapped Howard. ol

IS G T o TG

“"Then you'll be put!”

Howard grasped the fat Lzldt‘i‘sl&ﬂ
and spun him towards the doorway.
Tracy
less Tubby as he went. Tubby 1'0]19(1
into the passage with a roar.

“Come back, and w e ‘Il shove your
head i the coal- ]or ker,” said Howard
warningly, as he closed the door.

Tubby Muffin did not come back.

The 3rd Chaptler.

Adolphus Puts His Foot Down,

“ Dangle. Dunkle, Dinkle?’? .
Arthur

B

‘ EL“chI

“There was a tea-party 1n the end
study. The FWistical Four, and their
new study-mate, aud Putty Grace,
and Jones minor.  There was no tes
Higes
had gone down to tea in hall, and
Grace and Jones dro ped 1n at the

end study as guests,

toa-table with his list' of D’s
for the benefit of the new boy, when
Tubby Muffin’y fat face looked in at
the door.

“Seat ! said Jimmy Silver, as the
fot Classical looked 1 with his most
ingratiating smile,

“I—I’ve been looking for Grace !’
sa1d Tubby.

“Buzz off ! was Putty’s reply.

“1—T’m ready to cook the kippers,

you know,”’ qald Tubby, “JI—I was
——-was only joking, you _know_,' old

chap.
d bnwfhe booted you out,
all 7%’ ”111]116(1 Patty. |/

afte_r

“1d like to see Smythe baot me .

out!” said Tubby Muffin truculently.
“No fear’ Smyt-he wouldn’t jolly

- well dare.” |
“T don’t see why he shouldn’t if‘ he
- doesn’t want you in his Htudv saidl
Jimmy Silver. '
Tubby winked mysteriously.
“hat's o allavou Lnow ey

Answe z.cd
with me: he knows better.”

“What the thump do you mea,n
you fat duffer?”

“Oh, nothing! Smythe was
keen to have me, of course, but
those cads, Howard and Tracy, cut up

rusty.,  1—1 sav, Putty,
" |

]thn_

tlm i

landed a kick behind the hap-'

Edward LO‘C” Was' -ci;{) it;”

JOV(‘H wWas 'h,ll‘ -
' m,s,lmw i htth, uit@rwmment at the

“Smythe won't qualrel._

011'«? -

about those

i)




SHTL

o | b”ﬁS“ Of

betweéen his teeth,

. handm out a,ny niore.

317120

“Too late!” chuckled Putty. “I’ve
traded oftf those kippers to Rawson,
and  I'm having tea here. So you
can travel!”
“Oh, I don’t mind havi
too !” said Tubby.
“There are a good many others

ng tea here,

who  mind, though,” remarked
George Rabv. “ Kvery chap in the
ﬁtudﬁr1 ¥ think.”’

. ear, hear!”

“Where will you have it?” con-

tinued Raby, picking up a loaf, and*

taking aim.

Tubby Mufhn hastily retired from
the end study.

He rolled away disconsolately down
the passage, and looked in at No. 4,
where he found Mornington and
Errell at tea. Mornington made a
dive for the poker as Muffin looked
i, and once more Reginald Muffin re-
tived hastily. He gave a snort as he
rolled away to the stairs, There was

‘nothing for it but tea in the Hall,

unless he ventured back into Smythe’s
quarters. And that he did not care
to do, while Smythe's study-mates
were at home.

Tea 1in Hall was not worth much
to Tubby Mufin. It was plaimn but
good, and there was plenty of 1t, such
ﬂs.lt was. But it was not what Tubb
Muffin wanted. Tubby liked lnmg
on the fat of the land, and since he
had chummed with Smythe of the
Shell, he had succceded fairly well
i doing so. The plain school fare was
exceedingly unpalatable to Reginald
Muffin, “after what he had Zrown
accustomed to of late.

He rolled out of Hall with a frown-
ing tat face. He was labouring under
injury. The sight of Tracy
and Howard guing into the (.:ommou-
room 'telieved his mind, and he made
iis way to Smythe’s study once more.
He found the great Adolphus alone
there.”

Snwthe of the Shell did not give
hint a welcoming look. The look that
he gave hun was a very dark one,
but Reginald Muffin did not mind.
llL rolled cheerfully into the study.

Anythmg left for ime?” he in-
quired.

Nothin’ |*
shortly.

Tubby's eyes gleameod,

vaeny o aftwd’ - this v won't ' do,
smythey !” he said. “I’ve made
friends with you, but it was under-
stood that I was to be treated decently
i your study. 1've bb@ll chucked
out by your studw—mateb
"1 can’t help what Howard and
Tracy do,” muttered Smythe.

“Youll have to heip 1t 50111&*110%‘
suid Tubby Muffin in a bullying tone.
“"I'm mnot  going  to  staud it
Smythey.”

Adolphus’ eyes glittered, but he did
not reply.

“You'll have to manage Tracy and
Howard someliow,” said Tubby. “If
'm not trested uullv in thls btUdV
1 bild“ have to drop your friendship.”

*You sneakin’, biackmailin’ dd!”
sald  Smythe, bet\f?eon his teetlu

‘Don’t talk about friendship to ie.
You've practically given the thing
away alrveady. A dozen fellows have
noticed 1t.  Tracy’s just asked e
whether I'm under vour rotten thumb
in any wiay. What do you expect them
to- think, when vyou plant yvourself
6n me as you dot?’”’

* Liook here ==~

“You've becn hauntin’ me like a
shadow for a week,” said Smythe,
with a malevolent look, *“ You've had
four pounds oubt of me already.”

“*You have made me some small
logns,” said Tubby Mufhn, with
dignity, ‘1 suppose 1t was of your
own accord.”

answered Smythe

“I’m not goil’ to stand 1t any
longer,” said Smythe. “* What you’re
doin’ 18 bl‘lf“lUlchlllll’ 5

“And what you're domg—what's
that 7'’ asked Tubby Muffin. 0 i
Jimmy %l\« er ‘knew about your imigs-
ing cousins——"’

“T'm comin’ to that !’ said Smythe,
“You've made up
a varn that that nameless cad is a
relation of mine. I don't want that
yarn sbr ead about Rookwood=—"’

“PBeocause it's true, and because
there's a fortune at stake 1 grinned
Tubby Muffin.

“Never mind that!
to hold your tongue,”
hig eves glittering. “I've thought
it out ! I1f you say a w ord about that
varn now, you '1 have to let 1t out
that you've been blackmailin® me. I
can prove that you had the currency
notes from me—it don’t want muech

I've paid you
«aid Smythe,

provin’, as all thﬂ fellows have
noticed that you’ve been in funds
lately,  Now, you fat rotter, I'm not

Not a shillin’,
and you're not comin’ to my study to
tea again ! 1 'you %peal to me in the
gquad, I'll cuff you.
‘Wil you?”’ said Tubby dm‘umt]v
“Yes, I will, bhard, Go and spin
Jimmy. 'Silver the varn, if you like,
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S That'll do the trick !

and when 1t comes before the Ilead,
o ospin  mne !’ said &mvthe
venomously. “Wlnt do vou think
the Head will do with a blackmailer—
a fellow extortin’ money to keep a
secret ? You'll be kicked' out of
tookwood.”
Tubby Muﬁin started.

That view of the matter had not

presented itself to his fat mind be-

indeed, Tubby had hardly rea-
| lised that he\ was extorting money

from Smythe' of the Shell. Tubby
was a good deal more fool than rascal.
He had simply considered that he was
on a ‘“good thing,” and decided fo
make the most of it, without reflect-
ing further.

There was something like dismay in
his fat face, and Adolphus Smythe
grinned as he noticed 1t.

“You say one W ord about my
cousln that s missin’ from Lynthm'pu
School,” he went on, ‘just one
word, and see what happenb’ You
wouldn’t know anythin’ about it but
for your sneakin’ eavesdroppin’ | Just
one word, and I'm down on you, and
the Head will know what you've been
doin’.”

“¥You—you wouldn’t be rotter
enough to make out to the Head that
—that I've been extorting money
from vou!” gasped Tubby.

- “What do you call it, then 7"’

“You—you’ve made me some small
loang——"

fore,

“Oh, cheese 1t!”

“You're an awful cad, Smythe!”
said  Tubby Muffin mdlgnanth’
‘“Making out that I've extorted
money, Jurst because I've had a small
loan or two from you! Low, I call

I shall refuse to accept anothor
lcan from you, I can tell you that!
If you offered me a pound note at
this moment, I should refuse to touch
16"

“You won’'t have the chance, 1
know that!” grunted Smythe.

“Of-—of course, I don't want
quartel with you,”
further reflection. I happen to be
hard up at present, and if you like to
lllawd over ten bob, and call 1t square,

Smythe of the “_whvll picked up a
cricket- stump,

“1 give you one second to get out !
h(" ‘-n::'l'ld

Tubby Muffin gave himn one blink-—
and departed. “ﬂmthn kicked the
door shut after him, with a smile of
satisfaction.

it !

tO

“T've bottled up that spyin’ cad, at

any rate!” he murmured.

But Adolphus of the Shell congratu-
lated lumsnl{ g little too early. lle
had not quite bottled up Reginald
Muflin vet.

The 4th Chapter.
For Sale!

“Working | What's the matter?

Putty Grace made that genial re-
mark. as he came into Study No. 2

after tea.
Tubby Muffin was seated at the

study ta,blﬂ, with a sheet of 1mpot
paper before him, a pen in his fat

fingers, and a very thoughtful expres.

sionn on his face.

He jumped as his study-mate came
in, and hastily caught up the sheet
upon which he hﬂd béen seribbling.

“ Prep already ?” asked Putty.

“ Nunno!”’

“Tines?”

‘6 N 110 ! 133

Grace looked euriously at his fab
study-mate. Tubby Muffin’s face was
cfimgon and . (‘031&1%04 He looked as
if he had been caught in some guilty
act. Perhaps he had.

‘' What hdﬁre you got there ?” asked
(Grace.

“ N-n-niothing.’

“You've been writing bumcthmg

“Only a-a-an exercise.

b ublw Mufiin hastily crammed the
paper into his pocket, and rolled to
the door. Grace stared after him
blankly. It was evident that Tubby
did not want him to see what he had
written on that paper, though what
hig reason for sectecy could be, was a

b

puzzle. S
murmured Grace. "Tubby, you

duffer, what silly, game are you play-

ing now ?”

Muffin was deaf to that quc gtion ;
he rolled hurriedly down the passage.
He stopped at the head of the stairs,
and took the paper from hig pocket-—
after a ha,qtv glance back to make
sure that Grace was not following
him. In the gaslight, Tubby read
over the paper he had written, and
cave a nod of satisfaction.

“That’'s all right!” he murmured.
Awtul rotter |
Accusing me *v{ extorting maney !
'l show him !’

“Hallo ! ‘Wha,t are vou mumbling
about, Fatty!” asked Jmmn, Silver’s

chesty voice, as ho came along to the |
- staars.

Tubby Mufin jumped,

said Tubby, cu

———

| I.tﬂf‘llx hf" I'e

the mysterious document was hastily
thrust cut of sight.

“N-n-nothing ! 1" he stammered.

“What have vou got there?”

¢9. N s+ nm}ung-—-T meaty, an axorcise.
J—1 was just mugging up some-—cr—
deponent \mbq! stuttered Mufiin.

“Oh, my hat!”

]unmy Sllvm stared at 'Tubby.
That podgy youth was about the last
fe]low at Rookwood to be mugging
up depenent verbs if he could pus.sxbly
help 1t.

Tubby eyed him mnervously. He
reoalised that the captam of the Fourth
was suspicious; as, indeed, Jimmy
Silver could not very well help being.

“1—1 say, Jimmy ” he stam-
mered.

“Well 77?

“,I——*I-hh-i-t’s deponent verbs_., you

know,” stammered 'Tubby. A =
wasn't rrmug to takoe it to Smythe—I
Illi"dn-——*—-

“Look  here you mqmsltwe
worm !”. said Jimmy. “ You've been
kicked up and doun the passage loh
of times for spying into fellows’
lwttma Is that somebody’s letter
you've got there?”

“ Nunno ! ik

“What ig 18, then?”

“It—1t——  Look here, Jimmy

i

-

i
e,
e
-_'—-.—"' i
———
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“Well,” he said at last,
sible. But there's no need for you to
tell whoppers, if that's the case. Tl
ask the fellows whether anybody’s
missed  a letter, and, 1if there’s one
missing, 1 shall know  where to look

“1t’s pos-

for it. Then you'll get warmed!”
“ Al right!” gasped Tubbv in

evident relief.

And he scuttled away, Jimmy Silver

no further move to detain
ut he followed Tubby with his
glance, and saw him disappear into
the Shell passage.  Tubby
was calling on Smythe again, appar-
ently. It looked as if the mysterious
dooument was mlmectml In . some
way, with Tubby’s new and inexplic-
able fl'wndahlp with = Adolphus.
Jimmy Silver went on his way m a
very puzzled mood.

Tubby Muffin, in great roliof at his
rolled into fam the’s study,
where he found Adolphus smoking a
cigarette. The dandy of the Shell
gave him a savage look.

m a-lun%
him.

“Tve told you not to come here!”
he said.
“TPve called on business!” ' said

Muffin loftaly.
“You've got no business with me,
you fat cad !”

.ji

1L

}_
“TUBBY'S MYSTERIOUS DOCUMENT! ....:

on business !’ said Tubby Muffin.
If you don’t buay it, I'm

this paper, Smythe.

‘“You'd better look at
going to ask

young Nobody to malw me an oﬂ'ﬁr for |i; } 44

Yilver. vou miud your own business !’

gasped Tubby Muffin. EUnEEg s
Al b 1y huginess, 1 think!
gaid Jimmy. *‘laven't 1 promised

vou & stumping next time 301& meddle
with another fellow's lotters ¢

“1 haven't 1 roared Tubby. 1t
AT e,
1': S l.lt"r]'(lllf ‘]t Vi [l]u.} ----- [ 111“(]:11 lt & :l
lotter from horme ! j.h(‘l{}'”

“Not much difference 1‘)eh\een de-
ponent wrbq and a lotter from home,
i« thore?” remarked Jimmy Silver
garcastically. |

“Nunno ! Bxactly |7 gasped Mu
¢TI gay, lennne pags |

“Not just yeb, old top! If you've
not  got hold of somebody else’s
lotter. what are vou telling lies for?”

el stly, o DIy I—=1"m not,
you know ! The-the fact IS-~—.~*---”‘

“Well. what is the fact?” inquired
the captain of the Fourth grimly.

““MThethe fact, you oW e
stuttered Tubby.

Tubby’'s hrain worked rathoer slowly,
and ho could not, for the life of him,
invent the t‘f.]l.llll..{.l fact on the spur
of the moment.

“Well, 1'm
fact !” |

Clt—it’s @ lotter home ! gasped
Tubby at last. *“I'm wnting to my
pater, you know, and-—-and 1 was just
reading ib over, to—to see that the
spelling was all right., you know,
. Jimmy, you're not going
to sea My otter to my pater!l.  1t's
private |

Jimmy Silver looked long and hard
at Tubby’s confused face. I‘Tf“ diecl not,
believe a word of the fat Classical’s
explanation ; but he was puzzled. If
lm mysterious docurment was, by any
chance, a private lotter of Tubb
oW1, JII’HII’I}, of course, did not w ant

1.

1

waiting to: hear the

and again | to see it.

“ Tl wianit to sell you something.”

“Rats! Cleur oft !’

“You'd better ook at it, Smythe.
If you don’t buy it, U'm golng to ask
young Nubmly to make me an offer
LOF 18,

“Wha-a-at?’”

“Will you look at it?” grinned
Tubby.
Smythe eyed him in silence, as he

drew the mysterious (l(JCIIIllt‘lit from
his pocket. Tubby spread i1t on the
table, and Smythe glanced at 1t. It

was quite an interesting document.

Ol paper,

"Charles Clare,

“THIS I8 TO GCERLINY
young Nobody., who has lost
memory, is reely Smythe's cousi,
who has bean missing
from Lvnthorpt" Skool.  Smythe 1s
keoping 1t a seecrett bekause the
money will cum to hum if bis cousin
doesn’t turn up.”

that

Smythe's cigarette dropped from his
lips ag he blinked at that precious
paper. Reginald Muffin looked at
him with a bland grin,

“You've accused me of extorting
money from you for keeping your
rotten secrets, Smythe,” said Tubby
Mufhin, with crushing dzgmtv 5 AD
fellow who knows me kunows that I
would scorn the action. 1 shall re-
fuse to accept & loan from vou on any
oceasion after this; and I qitterly de-
cline to conme to s your study any
nmore, even if you ask me on your
bended knees. I may say that 1
despise you !”

“What have you written this down
for?” higsed Smythe.

“1 suppose 1 can write what 1
like!” said Tubby Mufin cheerily.
“1f T c¢hoose to write down something
why shouldn’t 1?7 If you

Muffin.

l]iﬁ
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like to buy it, 1t’s your look-out.
The price 1s ten shillings.’ |

Smythe gritted his teoth.

“Young Nobody would give me
more tlmn ten Shll]lllf“s for it, and you
know 1t,”’ said Tubb Mufiin. ”lm
really nmlﬂug you thls offer out ot
friendship. You needn’t chuck it in
the fire; Smythe—I can easily writo
1t out again, and if 1 do ] slmll giier
it to Jimmmy Silver first.”

Smythe of the Bhel seewed
breﬂ.’r‘le with difficulty.

4 Mind, I'm not asking you to hL 7
that paper!” said [‘ubby Muffii im-
pressively. “You're net gomg o
have any excuse for pt vtuldmg “that
I'm asking you for money! Not tiie
slichtest | You can buy that paper or
not for ten shillings,  just as you
choose. 1 dare say I can find another
market 11 you don’t.”

Smythe looked silently at Reginald
Muﬁm. If looks could have slain,
there would have heen a sudden
casuality in. Smythe’s study then.
Fortuhately for Reginald Muitin, they

couldn’t,

Tubby rose biiskly to his feet.

o . 1t 5} b..llf}am"” he asked.

%0‘

Without a word the dandy of the
Shell )ld.cml a  ten-shilling nhote 1n
Tubby podﬂ‘y hand.

“\ﬁlnd I’'m not urging you!l” said
Tubhy. “Bm or not, just as you
like !~ W ell, as you're dvtmmmou.‘ L'l
accept the offer. The paper’s, yours

Tubby Muffin m[led out | of i
study with a Slmlmg countenance ;
and Adolphus threw the telltale docu-
ment into the fire. Then he sat, with
a dark and sombre brow, -thmg ad
the fire—a proy to troubled thought,

Tubby Muffin's essay as a merehang
was likely to be fc Aowed by more;
il Smyvthe of the Shell was begin-
ping to wonder whether the gdmc W
W oxth the candie.

e S

The 5th Chapter.
At the Judgment Bar.

“What the dickeng=—"

““ Lieggo !’ _

Jimmy ilver & Co. rose 1o RITRIES
« foet in amazement as Tubby Mulin
was  propellod. wmto  thoe eiid  study .
Arthur fHdward Lovell uttered  ao
amntoyed  exciumation, It was @
couple of days bilht‘ thoe discovery

F

_ junlor’s Uhaastian name
was Charles, by Lovell's colaborate
ek . £ 3 < i
method,  With all Lovell’s "antiring
efforts, the surname had net yot been
digcovered. He had gdvanced as fax
as K inow, and the chums of tho
end study were histening, with grii-
ning hi(w to the interrogatory, wnei
the btud\f door was pitehed open and

thiut the liew

Tubby wviufhin was propelled i, with
Plltf“v (race’s grin oh hig Li}“_d,l
It was, thlhdlh, o wolcone relief,

as well as a surprise, ito the occupants

of the study“—excepting =~ Arthux
Edward Lovell. It could not be

denied that lovell }l_dd imade a dis-

covery by his uwthud already ; but 1A

was equally not to be denied that 1t
was possible to have too much ot '3
adood thing, MNven the Rid was grow-

ang  a l}ttln 1u«tnf as Tovell ran
‘Emunh his alimost unwdmgﬂ ligt of

i

‘“Is  your aame K&,‘:i}.}*l’.ll'!-; Foont,
Kingsley, Klondyke, Kummel, Klin-
ker, I&Umh———-——-”

Then came the mtc*luptmzx

1111111(1{* B0 gaid  Puthy
Ve bwught this
Jil‘:mw. as captain

“Rorry o
(Grace t:hr*mfulh
malefactor to yo
of the Form.”

“Lemme  go voarted Tubby
Muafin., ““J amn’t a malefactor! Tl
wlly well punch your unose, Teddy
Grace/!” |

“T,00k here, you clear oft!” said
Lovell. *Tmn nearly at the end of
the K's now——-"

“ Oh, there is an end?”’
as if relieved.

1’ b

asked Raby,

“Just going to begin the Lis,”
sald ILm\'r'e]l. gy
66 Il Cl}) ! ')y ]
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‘“Look here, Raby—=
“What's the matter with Tubby?”
asked Jimmy Silver. ° llm he been
raiding anybody’s g‘lub or reading
sonmbody s lettors?” b
“No!” howled Muffin. 1)
“ Worse than that!” said Graze.
“ T,o0k here, vou’d better look into 18,
Jimmiy; it may be ‘serious. You
know what an 1diot ‘Juﬁln 15
“T'm tiot an idiot!”’ roarved Muffin.
“Of course, he’s a little fat vascal,”
continued Putty. *““But he's more
foal than rascal. Ain’t you, Tubby?™
“No, I'm not!”” yelled Tubby
fkla, a7
“Whether he’s been robhing 4
bank, or robbing somebody in the
studieq I don’t know,”’ said (“‘mce..
“Put it ought to be looked into.’ ‘
Jimmy Silver became grave.
“Buppose you explain?”’ he sug-
gosted,  “Give the Ks a rest for a
bit, Lovell, old chap.
“That's all very well——
Lovell.
“0f course it is. Go ahead, Putty 1”

73
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“Lemme gerrout!” howled I\Iulhn - dered a ]Itﬂb al out r[ubbx - suTpris-
“T'm not going to stay here. It’s | ing wealth; but not being the fat
mme”” - | Classical’s study-r_mto. he had not
‘What's Tourss‘?” asked Newecome. | known quite hbw extensive that

monev ! snorted Tubby

“I'm jolly well not gomg to

I know tlmt' That’s

Yah! If you don’t

me, Puatty, you
[33

“Mv

lend Putty any,
v-]mt he wants !
ivave off shaking
1‘L,tte1-—~—~— (Grooococh !

“Tubb s got another ten-shilling
note,’ fud ]?L.ttv quietly. “ He’s had
0 tw-shﬂhufr note every day for the
last few dayvs. Betore thon he was
c-wnim--r pound-notes.  You fellows
must have notwod how flush of money
Le’s been lately.” |

There was a general nodding ol
heads in the end study. The Fistical
Four hkad noticed that—indeed, 1t

wou ld have been difficult not to

notice 1t. Tubby Mufiin was gelier-
aily so impecunious that it was quite

4 'surprising state of affairs for him
to be in funds. Undoubtedly he had
Leen in funds of late; he lmd been,
for a week past, the best customer i

the school shop, the old sergeant who.

kept the shop having been ‘astounded
b the extent of his purchases, and

H more hy the fact that Tubby was
I}it,pci.t ed to pay ready cash for thern.

Tubby i funds svas quite a re-
markable Tubby, and fellows outside
the Fourth Form had observed his
uvnusual wealth.

“Now he’s got another note,”” sald
Putty. “1’'ve becn thinking about it
fm days i

““ None ‘of your business!’ sniffed
Mufiin.

“1odon’t want to see my study-mate
ieapvll{ d for stealing,” vetorted Grace.

Tubby Mufhn b cathed wrath.

“You—you awful rotter! Do you
think T would steal?” he spluttered.

“Well, I hu; e you woulan pliciBut
yvou can explain to Jimmy Silver, as
(,aptam of the I orti, here you get

yaur money from.’

Jvery: eye 1 the study was fixed
npon Reginald Muffin curiously, His
sudden access of w calth 10:111\ did

11{39& some e\pja,mu:m
“You see, I've taken notice of the
imatter,’ continued Grace. . “I've

made certain that Muffin doesn’t get

it by fv's not tips trom his
I thought I ought to look
1REal1t, as uLbsf s just the idiot to
Thimself into t]_OL'lblt without
knowing what he's doing.”

“*Quite so!” assented Jimmy Silver,

_[Ie hasn’t had any letters for two

days. Yet he had a ten- shilling note
ww*mdax

DOSsT.

and spent it in the tuck-
shop; and he's g0t dll()th{}“[' this ‘1f‘r01‘
noon. It's in hm fist now.

Mufhin’ g/ fat fist was closed tight.

“It can’t be his own money ! 7 satl

Grace, - “Jt ought to be explained,
T oshaakl o Bat _1 fleave 1t to you as
skipper, Jinumy ! That's why 1 ran
hira in here when I found he had a

new note.”’

Jimmy Silver nodded. His face

now.

Was very serious

- e

He had won-

Mg .éyﬂm inen fﬂ/c?yem
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- celebrated for the size ¢

wealth was.

“Tubby-——"" he began,

“Look here, anybody would ’chmh
I was a thief!” said Tubby Muffin,
in an injured tone, blinking round
the study. “Can’t:, you fellows mind
your own business? You don't jaw

Townsend when he swanks about with

a fiver!” |
“Towny's peonlb are richy. and they

send  him fl\(l‘ ﬁonwtlmes, said
J mimy.
“Well, my people are rich!” said

Tubbv. “I've told you so often and

often 1’

“Gammon ! grunted Lovell.

“1f  anybody © here . doubts my
word,” said Reginald Muffin, with
cli n'xitv “1 vrefer to retire from the
%tudg

“1 dare say you do,” /remarked
Putty, plttmu his back to the door.

“But vou're jolly well not going to,
all the same!”

“Not  till - yvou’ve ' explained,
Tubby,” said Jimmy Silver. * Where
have vou got all those currency-notes
from?”’

“My people——-

“You haven’t had any lelters tor
bw O days!” snapped Putty.

“My paler sends me remittances
by special messenger, m,:um..t1me::~,’

a‘,ml Tubby Mufhn.

b g

S Oh, my hat!”
]11111115 Silver & Co. feirly blinked
at the fat Classical. Tubby Was

ml [requency
but this bpeuﬁl

bevond Tubby’s

of his ‘ swhoppers,”

“whopper ”” was
usual lmat.

“You silly ass!” roared LO\"CH
“PDo you think anybody is going to
believe that?”

I you can't take my word,
22
Liovell— %
“Your word!” snorted Lovell

“TLook here, I'm not going to be
insulted in this study! You let me
pass, Grace, you cheeky .rotter!™

“ Where did vou get the monéy,
Tubb‘;? said Jimmy Silver quietly.
] bl your own you needn’t. nund
explaining.” |

Ot course I d(m t mind explain-
ing ! said Tubby gemally. “ Nothing
s_«}u(tn about me. 1 ho pe. .ﬂhb
fact s, my wunecle’s died in South
Africa,  and left me ten. thousand
pmmdw”

“Wha-a-at?’?

‘“ Andthey given you 'ten bob on
aC( ount?” hooted Putt}

S ¥ixgeblyl’ | P
“0h dear!” said Jimmy Silver,
almost overcome. .

“ Now, ' yourlet me  pass, (x].r_hcew
now I've L\planwd

“You thumpin® ass! exclaimed
Lovell.  “ You'll have to think of a
beftter explanation than that! That
one won't wash!”

, - ._.-'-'F-"I—I--l.n--.' =
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A Chmtv An‘ule about Internatmnal Matcbes and PIayers,*

"By GEORGE WALL,
T Ire G!dham Athletic and English International Player.

Very soon now we shall be in the
midst -of what might be called the
Tnternafional  part of the football

scason. and the hopes of the players
who are doing well with theiwr clubs
will ' runs.high. There are many

honours: to be won on the football-
field. but of them all I expect most
players will agree with me when 1 say
that the greatest is the honour of
being ho%en to play for one’s
CGII]TJ(!\

Tn fact, it would not be going loo
fany Lo that plactltallv eVery
player who rises to the height of first-
class football entertains hopos that one
dav he will be considered by the

h’]‘&,

Q{ lection Committee as the best man.
in his position.

Hspecially does the Englishman
covet the honour of playing for

England against Scotland, and I don’t
mind confessing that T was a very

proud man the day when T turned out

in one of these big contests. There
s always a great crowd, the exeite-
ment it tremendous, and although
this 15 a minor consideration, there is

“honus ~ for the player who
i1 one of these International

il ]if.tlfﬁ
APPe ars
ganes,

full-backs there

Frankly, I always feel a bit sorry
for the members of International
Selection Committees, They have a
pretty thankless task, and no matter
which men are chosen there 1s always
somebody ready to jump up and

- declare that the team could have been

improved by the introduction of this
or that player, and by the dropping
of some other fellow.

The task of the English Selection
Committee during this season, for
instance, is going to be even more
difbcult than i1t was for some years
before the wair. Some of the men
who played for England year in and
vear out have'grown older, and new
players must be found to take their
plm,w. -

For some years before the war,
England’s defence chose itself, so to
pmk There was Sam Hmd\ the
Aston Villa man. for goal, and he is
still available and playing well,  As
were Crompton, the
Blackburn Rover, and Pennington, of
West Bromwich Albion. They were
as near an ideal pair of full-backs as
one could possibly hope to secure.
Crompton, hawever, hds ot been
playmg @t all regulavly this seaszon,

{

|

money at banker !

‘Lovell sarc&shcallv | |
to. Monte Carlo last “half-

torty

ol won

can't believe ‘the axact
truth { Hovell—-"
“The truth!” said Raby. SEOh!
my hat!” iy b
“ Retter tuke him to Mr. Bootles,
‘I think,” said Jimmy Silver. ‘1t

he'd come by the money honestly he
wouldn’t be Iving like this. The fat
1diot must hme been burgling some

fellow’s desk !” ‘
“1 haven't!” shrieked BIuﬂin.

“Then where did you get the
money ! ~
. &6 I I""""'I""'"'r**—-

There was a fllULLI(‘ m the end
study. Reginald Mufiin was €vi-
dently cudgelling his brains for a
new explmmtlou which would *‘go
down.” = Apparently, ‘he was pre-
pared to furmsh, explanation after
explanation till he hit upon one that
would satisfy his questioners.

“1—1 won it!” gasped ’lubbv at

last.

“Oh,  you won 1t!” said  Jinmmy:
Silver grimly. “How did you win
161"

“T-—~T1 bought a Lottery Bond——-"

“You whatted a which?” yelled
Lovell.

One of fhose French Loti.er}‘
Bonds, you know, that youw read
about m the newspapers,” = said
Tubby, blinking al them. “ That
was it ! I—1 won the lirst prize, you
know.” |

“Don’t he take the cake!” said
Newcome ddmmngﬁlx

“1 hope you're sabisfied now !’ said
Muffin, with an air of dignity. * You
can let me pass now, ]_351_113t§", you
rolter!” 7 | |

“You haven't quite satished us
vet!” gasped Jimmy Silver.: - In

the. first place, nobody ever wins a
prize in a. lotimx . and in the second
place, boys ain’t allowed to enter
them : and in the third p|.1w-——--—”

oL i adidn’t me that !”? stam-
mered Tubby. “YWhat 1 mean 1s
that T won the money on a horse.”

“You spolted the winner—what?”
chuckled Raby.

“Yes, exactly !™

“What winner?”’

“J—]—I forget!”

‘* Hallo, liem’s dl‘l(}bhﬁl.‘ chap that's
lost: his memory !” grinned lovell.

Al el DR OV W s

“Will you tell ‘tne truth?” de-
manded Jlmmy H:]nu HCan't you
see that this is o eevious matter?”

- “Well, /I .don/t 'mind telling you
| the exact facts, Jimmy, as I know
vou'lll take my word. I won ‘the

£ AR

1oulette 7P o Anquired
“You dido't

*Not'  ‘ab

buzz off
hohr]m 2isy
*Nunno ! , _

¢ And where did vyou win the
money al banker?” asked Jimmy
Silwer. {l |

‘11 was  playing  with—with
Mornington—="" \ s

and it 1s doubiful if he would now be
able to stand the strain of an Inter-
national match. That means that a
new right full-back has to be found.
Penmmngton, alzo, 1s not so young as
he used to.be. and although he can
still be considered o great full-back.

i the natural order of things he can-

not hope to continue for ever. 1t is
in the finding of successors for such
fine players as these that difficulties

will arise. for England's Selection
Committee.
Incidentally, while {he consistermy f

of some of the International players
is a big relief to the Selection Com-
mittee, it comes rather hard on good
])]d}E}lS who never get a chance of a

cap  while t1he consistent Inter-
nationals are at their best.
Think for a moment, for instance,

how many good full-backs have had
to go without International recog-
mtion while Crompton and Pmmmg~
ton have been getling {he honours.
Or, to take a move striking case, there
is that of William Meredith, the
wizard outside-right of
United. \I{—}ledlth has playved in over
International = matches for
W alec and that has meant that for
llf‘&ll‘.‘ twenty years other good out-
side-rights who were born in Wales
have had to be passed over, because,
{ine players as. thew, were, they were
not so good as Meredith.

I have referred above 1o the new

difficulty which awaits the Englhish
Selection Committee this season
because of the necessity of finding new
full-backs. When all 1s said and done,
however, the reat head-scratching for
these people who choose International
tcams comes in when they start on the
forwards. =

Goalkeepers, full-backs., and, in a
lesser degree, half-backs, play on
their own, bm the forwards must play
together if the side is to be ‘*ULL“%*&F‘]]
Heﬂge, the Selection Compnttee has
to consider very carefully whether the

\]am heﬁtel -

Price

any doesn’t... play banke
NOW gald Jinmny anfrrlh "Any-
]101,“r we'll soon settle that. Cut ﬁﬂ_

aomebod}, and ask Morny to step 11’1'_

here!”
Tubby "\ILLPﬁn spluttered.
“T—] say, my mistake.
come to think of it,

Morny,”
“T thought not!
awinl Ananias!”
“T—I plaved banLeL with Ca}ihev*
of ihe Sr_xth
“And won?%’
EGYQQ
3uu know !’

Try

“We'll ask Carthew—-"" ,
“1—1I say, Carthew would be wild
if you apoke* to him about 1t!” °

TN risk that)?' said Jimmy
Silver, rising from his (h.nr “ Keep
him here while I ask Carthew——"

“Don’t you do anything of the
tesand Y &pluttel ed Muffin. “I—1
forgot. It wasn’'t Carthew, now 1
come to 1.11.3.111«:' of 16. Not Carthew.”

“Next lie!” said Lovell. * Keep
i vl o |

“Tt—1t was Smythe,; of the Shell 1"
said 'ubby  Muffin desperately.
‘Now you know !’

“Oh! You’ve  been - playing
banker with Smythe of  the Shell,
and \ml‘m Won money from hitn 27
askod . Jimmy Silver.

“Yo-eg!” gasped Tubby.

“What an awful whopper!” said
Putty. ‘‘Smythe plavs banker, but
e wouldn't lo=c h, a silly dumm}f
ke Mufbhu.”

“J—1 say, 1'm awlully clever at
banker, you know ! I'm really a
dab :lf i, as—as ab most things, you
know!”

CYTE you're o dab at banker as you
are at most things you must be a
vregular. corker!” wvemarked Jimmy
Silver. “But I'll cut along and ask
Smythe.”

“T’ll come with yon.,”

“Oh, you don’t mind my asking
Smythe !” exclaimed Jimmy BSilver
in -surprise.

64 \O ')

The juniors staied u:i Tubby Muf-
fin.  Surprising as it was, it seemed
that they had tracked ont the truth
at last.

“Keep him hele tﬂl I've spoken
o ' Smythe,”  said | Jimmy SII\ o)

briefly ; and he (|uit.ti:~.d the study.
Tubby Muffin made a movement
to follow, but Puatty raiced his boot,
and Tnbov changed lhiis mmd He
cat down in Jimmy Silver’s chair to

walt. - 'The c¢hums of the F Omih
waited rather eagerly ftor Ji 1111nn
return. l,m el] OV OF mlﬁut o fmﬁ'h

his st of K’

In hve nunuteﬂ the caplain of the
Fourth came back into the end
study. There was quite a peculiar
expression. on his face.

“Well, Jimmy ?”

It beats me ! said Jinmy Silver.

pl..-:m* of ccltam lmlli ant tommds will
it an with the play of other fine men.

It would be quite pessible to take
five forwards stars from five difterent

QEORGE WALL,

III
"

/¢
'

The popular forward who has played

many times for England.

teams who would make practically
a hopeless forward line because their
various styles would not fit in.  In the
past this difficulty has been got over
more than ovce bv the playing ot club
wing men—that is, two men on the
wings who know eaeh other’s play
because of association in club matches.
Personally, T thinl this is'a good 1déa,
for- two moderate players who know
cach other perfectly will very often
vield betier results on the field of play
than two brilliant. players nho dre
strangers to each others’ methods.
Then there i1s the centre-forward

Now . I
1t wasn ' §; 1\101‘11\ k-
You—you needn’t t]"OUb]b to .call an

again, you.

Fairly cleaned ]mn out,

Thres Halipence

Tubby
Arom hum ot banker.”

“questioned

31/1/20

“Tuobby’s. told the truth! Swmythe
owned up when L asked lum whether
had been winning  moiey

Fe i

My .
l]bb‘»

Pltef

hat' e
\/quﬁn
He had

greds
*]ltln

grmnned 11l
wondered very

casily whether Adolphus would have

sense cuough to take his cue. Myi-
d’entl} “\mxthp ‘had: guessed how
matters stood when J iy - Silver
him, and he had sup-
ported Tubby's version. There was
general astonishment in  the end
study. That Tubby bad won money
at banker was surprising  encugh

‘but that he had told the tluth Was

10re ‘:Lll})l ising still.
“Qo that's 16?7 said Lowyl_l.

“1' told you so, didn't: X277 gasped

Tubby.

“Why couldn’t you tell the tluf:i
at 1l‘~1f th(‘-n it

“\Yell, vou: see, I-—I-

“1 told Smythe what Tubb}; caid,
and he admitted 1t,”  said Jimmy
Silver. 1 thumped bhim tor play-
g cards with a Fourth-Form ebap.
I’ve barked my knuckles on his nose,
bl(m* him! As for vou, Muffin—-"

“You jolly well let me get out of
this study!” said Tubby Muffin 1
alarnm. |

“You've
mmiho—-

“J—I haven t——-7~ e

“What!” |

“ I—1 mean,

been gambhng with

25

1I—1I lmve- |
“ One dozen with the fives bat!”
Jimmy Silvers = ““And i you
ever do 1t :—.Lgai,l';, two dozen !

“Look here—— Leggo! Yoooop!"

The fnl]fming five minutes: svere
painful to "Tubby Mufhu. L;'nf;"ii
laid on the dozen with the tives bat.
and he put his beef into it. !ub 3R
Muflin was roaring as Putty led him
from the study by one fat ear.

Jitnmy Silver had a very thiéught-
ful expression when he was gone.
Lovell vestarted after the interval,
as 1t were, with his list of K’z but
Jimmy did not heed him. Smythe
of the Shell had corroborated
Tubby's statements, but Jimmy was
not wholly satisfied. He {felt 'that
there was something more—some-
thing that had unot. been revealed—
though he could not guess what 1t
Was. And:- 1t was long betore he
could dismiss the matter from his

sald

mincd.

R
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his country.

THE EXND.

[

“Charley of Rookwood!”’
_ 'By }
OWEN CONQUEST,
1s the title of next Monday's

long, complete story of Jimmy
Silver & Co.

PON'T MISS IT,

t]ll_ll]l”' the past few
vears, so far as Ln land has been
concerned, this bas hﬂf‘ﬂ tho toughest
propesition of all.  Many men have
been tried as leaders of the. attack,
but few seemi to have satisfied the
Sclection Committce, judging b\ the
frequent changes made. |

The centre-forward
national side who plays
men on either side of him has, of
course, about the worst position on
the field. IHence, I suppose, ihe
difficulty of ﬁlliltg the position
satisfactorily. |

There 1s another thing, too. which
has to be borne m mind continually
by the International Selection Com-
mittee, and that is whether the men
Lh()be]l have the big-match tempera-
ment. Many a fine club player who
has been pramoted 1o the giddy
heights of International fame, has
beon voted a failure, and many' people
have not understood why. Often the
reason has just been the lack of the
big-match femperament, and the -
fortunate part of 1t 1s  that the
question of whether a certain player
will produce his best form in these big
matches can only be tested by
experiunert. ,

In  conclusion, I can asstire my
readers of this—that the various Inter-
uational Selection Committees do their
work very thoroughly, and a player
who is showing consistently good fmm
with his c¢lub is sure to ha\c 111~; clains
for a cap considered. That being so,
it is obviously to the interests of every
young player to bend all his efforts to
the steady improvement of his gamc,
so that the day may come when he is
considered good enough to play fm
Here’s luck to vou ali!

and

problem,

of dh'“lnf-rﬂ
with strange
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THE BOYS FRIEND

|

Cninese servant showed him i,

e e T )

The 2nd Chapter.
Editor and Author!

Penrose bowed gracefully over

M.

Mr. Peorgse was devoted to the cup
that cheers—temporarily, Mr. Penrose
was his own. compositor and printer,
and when the whisky advertisements
i the ‘*Thompsan Press’” were
mixed up . with the poetry, it was
alwayvs an indication that Mr. Penrose

| Price .
Three Halfpencs

T S TET R e e

P

2383

all about?”

“I'vo written you several letlers,
and I guess I haven’t had any
aliswer, Richards.” |

“Thero was nothing to &ar.
gave you my auswer last thme | saw

said Mr. Penrose impressivelv, I
wouldn’t be so candid to -e-vefgbody.
but you're a yvoungstes with a level
head, and T guess you're
to get puffed up.”
“I hope not!” grunted Frank,
“Hxactly.

with you. You did some stories for

|
@

i

2 /:7:'-' D o s 21 75 ".'f a
e - L A ! his hat 6 Mrs. Lawless. The 50};: at your office.” . |
e i ediforial gentleman was quite sober, Now, the tach is, Richards, I
e . - “" . | { . . :rl:r-'- ey : a1 S5y » . Al r__",,.
which swwas not customary with him. | WaRt you to write for any, paper,”

not likely

I can be quite candidf

cet out the other way.
there as long as he likes,”

YA hal hant Y

The chums of Cedar Creek led their

horses i from the corral, but did mot
head rfor the gate on the trail as
usual.: They led the horses away to
the side gate that opened towards
the creek. . Some of the fellows were
coing cout at the big:gate, and Mr,
Penrose watched them as they went,
waititig for Frank Richards to appear.

But Frank did not appear.

The four schoolboys-led their horses
round by -the path near the creek,
and did not enter the forest trail till
they were well out of sight of Cedar
(reek School. I LR S

Then. they ' trotted off cheerfully
homeward, still'leaving Mr, Penrose
waiting at the schocl gate. ~

Frank Richards’ chums were grin-
ning, greatly amused by this pursuit
of the! schoolboy author, .and by
Frank’s determination to dodge the
enterprising editor. -

Frank was a little amused himself,
but he was more exasperated than
amused. ‘He was still feeling very
sore: coverithe treatment of lhis
*eopy. and he did not want to igure
acaln in the columns of the * Thomp-

|

H

pliment,”® . said. Frank. ¢ There’s
nothing i the paper to compete with
my stuff, excepting whisky advertise-
ments and  Penrose’s  editorials,
Everything = else  that Penrose
publishes 1s bagged from the Ameri-
can papers, and 1t’s all rot. Good-
night; lcids {2t

Beauclere and his cousin trotted off
by the branch trail, and Frank and
Beb rode on towards the Lawless
Ranch.

Ten ‘'minutes later there was a
clatter of hoofbeats behind them on
the trail.

“Hallo!
us agaim1?
back. ““Jerusalem !
—i1t's Penrose ™

o Wihat 77 . _

FFrank Richards glanced over his
shoulder. |

Behind the chums of Cedar Creek,
in the dusk of the trail, a horseman
was - gallopime 0 pursuit, and  the
rubicund nose of the Thomnson editor
was recogumisable through the duslk.

Here's the' Cherub after
Bob Lawiless looked

It 1sn’'t Beau.

= mtiy”

=

]

-

Put it on!?* said Frank.

cnan was not quite so active a rider

as the schoolboys.
But socon atier the chums had put

up their horses and were warming
log-fire indoors,

their toes at the
there was a summons at the ranch-
house door.

Bob closed one cye at his English
cousin,

.-._--

»

e
I th

sand,
mk I'll go to bed !”

“Penrose !

*“My hat!
said Krank. |

“You can’t go to bed before sup-
per; besides, ., Penrose would come
up after youn, I guess!” roared PBob.
“Then you’d have to jump out of the
window !’ _

“ My dear boys, what does all this
mean 7’ asked Nrs. Lawless, looking
up from her kmitting.

“{tls- Franky bemg such a blessed
genius,”” explained Bob.  * KEditors
are searching for him right and left
—at least, one editor is.  And you can
guess how keen Penrose 1s after him :

he's usually wasting whisky in the _
this | who rvemained standing.

the COccidental  about

bar 7 at
{ome.

Frank.”

nephew,
contributions  for
said Mr. Penrose,
said @ Mrs.
13 very flattering to you,

wanted: 1o see your
regard o
paper,”’

“Really?”
“That

my

Lawless,

“Um!”’ said Frank.

with |

{

]
{

“Have 1 your permission to pro- !}

ceed, madam?”? asked Mr, Penrose.
“Certainly,” " said Mrs, Lawless,
with a smile. “If you arve going to
talk business, vou had better step
mnto the office. Mr. Lawless ig out.”
“Thank you, madam!”
Frank Richards hesitated.

He did not want te talk busiess

with M. Penrose; in fact, he had a |

strong repugnance to doing so. But
a certain amount of civility was dne
to a visitor under the Lawless roof;

~and so Frank yielded the point, aud

accompanied Mr, Penrose into
rancher’s ‘business-room. |

There Mr. Penrose sat down at Mr.
Lawless’ roll-top desk, turning round

on the swivel chaiv to face Frank,

the'

‘=it down, my

boy,”” ' said - Mr.

hundred dollars, the galoot!”

financial considerations.
neveyr did learn to give
siderations much attention.
**Business is ‘business.”” said Mr.
Penrose. “ Now, what do you say?”’
Frank hesitated. |
He always found it difficult to say
“*No ” to anyone; but his experience

such  con-

i

with Mr. Penrose and his paper had

been exasperating, and he did not
want to accept the offer.

“Yep—eh?” asked Mr., Penrose.

“T--I'd rather not.”

** Now, you see there,” said
Penrose, “I'm going to tackle vou
on another greund. I've had some
news,  There’s going to be a rival
paper 1n the valley.”

“Oh!” said Frank. '

“I've had the news lately,” said,
Mr.,
Hulkett—Cyrus

“A  caloot  named

Hulkett—1s coming
along 6 wipe me out-—if he can. Iile
runs papers at some of the towns
along the railway. and he veckons it

Penrose.

would be worth his while to mop up
the

w civcnlation 1 the Thompson
Valley. He’s had the nerve to offor
to buy up my paper-—offering me two

Penrose sniffed with indignation.

Mr. |

Indecd, he

Mr.

f
!

|
|
had been sa,..mfiling the p—oterlllt fire- i R L £ ;
| water not wisely but too well. A | ) Paper what went down hrsi-rate, |
¢ FRANK RICHARDS & Co,, paper run on such lines was ot | e P e umpsised wuyeall el
| likely to enjoy a. very extensive cir- | \1f. Penrose. You're only a. kid,
R+ and Chunky Todgers of Cedar Creek, culation, and probably the *Press *’ | but you've got a way of scribbling
owed 1ts continued existence chiefly ﬂld" B F"M’her UREOMILION - sV Ly ke
" By MARTHN CLIFFORD. to the fact that there was no com- ‘S""Q;Iflr“‘d?l}:_ % é:‘&““ N oW, there was a |
| petition in the Thompson Valley, 1'111‘?1;1\1? ek s e | |
| there being no other paper published | . 40t ¢xactly a misunderstand-
il | nearer than Kamloops. g, said - Frank acidly. "Youy
The 1st Ghapter, I “Bafe now!” said Vere Beauclere, , “Ie’s after you.” chortled Bob. ‘“ Grood-evening, madam ! said Mr. | shoved a lot of rubbish in your paper!
Bun to Earth ! - laughing, as the chums parted at the | “ The game's up, ranky—you've got | Penrose. “May I beg you to excuse ul”fe}: my name—-——= i |
A AR _ AN s Fil fork of the tirail. i to seribble for him ! * thig intrusion kL ‘ You were late wuth youyr copy, .
DUil](!bOd}’ W mtmg ft.}l‘ YOLL, “Qota for to-dav ! Ty kled Bok r “Bother } y Put it on !’ s d L WErA : 1. A1 y99 You l{,l](}“’. I guess next 5ti111@l rou’ll b
L £ t..j e for to-day ! (1 é _153; ci, 3gb 1 other him ! ut 1t on " said | Pray come  i1n, ‘ M. Penrose ! Sl Je BL;t Qé‘; i } it il
e Whieo Ij“f‘;‘f* j"‘ , .}“-L;;, 1“ S --”_‘U DD (Sl I "il”]_\- : sard Mrs. La.ﬁille-;"éf%. *Bob, hand Mr, Bl ,u';: aal '“ﬁn;ﬁ‘l;'elg" _}Ifb"il Al
“Penrose!” grinned Bob Lawless. I{“i@.. %U .j'l.u.h.{'% SEE LA it ¢ :-nl la, ha, ba !”, Penrose a chair. | | of it I L*u-e-%: f’ll a I*é;e 1@111? }['v- %]‘im'?:i
o PR e R S R N B 111?:.'.1.01% 111:1::.1.11“1_1%‘. _ I'ie two chums rode harder, and Bob palitely handed Mr. Penrose a 'lmpp’en E.g'a;li If go-ui faﬁ 'mfe Lt::
perated exclamation : and Bob Law- By gad ! lt”s really & 2;-0!1‘1 pliment | the nmfsmn? horseman vanished in | chair with oreat gravity, and the vour (,Op{; I’ll llli:%s"v e L e t-"i'l;LtéiLO? ";
Jess and Vere Beauclere chuckled, and | to you, Franky,” remarked Algernon. | the dusk: behind. gentleman from Thompson sab down. | Gut T can’t sav faiver an ARkL i
Alzernon Beauclere grinned. Lt _""130“’5 that your &:;}tu:ff 1s worth “He'll follow us ta the ranch!” * Ah, I see your nephew is here, “ But 31, g R | iy
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coial for their horses - when ‘Bob’s tOl.l{_f"h}'. Franky has got his back There was no sign of Mr. Penrose I'rank coloured a litile as Beb sup- | ¥ '« Yes, Yery amuch.”® said Nrank
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- The rubtcund cheeks and crimson- p BRI AR R VL L g UGB too,”” said Mr. Penrdse. “-W:héé--
t’l};’l]Jf’-}{Li NoOLe annou I'.H.:f;"'-'{_'} .'d.fﬂ & t.l.lflti 1§ . *”‘ A e G N o MO S M DS G PR i (L DU OO e O T O A D R B 1ﬂ" e L el T T T e L gt o e TRAR G : : 5 e ’a}bouft a, dollal;" 4 GOlLI']_]]]_"]_ ?’,
was Mr. Penrvose, of Thompson, the | | | - t. “T1 wasn’t thinking of that,®
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expastediy. won. «Franlk's | part, | had T TR G, G S e B\ P 5 I e e D\ N 7. e | course, authors don’t erow much in
proved  exceedingly - popular . in | B ST e R el A\ I\ RS o e el B NP o 7 T TR the Thompsou Valley. = When |
Thempson  town. So  popular, - | ey | A\ N e fe e W W Xl PRI AN R | landed on you, and found vou could
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son Press, “Well, my hat!” ecjaculated Frank. i “whushd murmured Frank, ! Penrose, L *Two hundred- dollars!  If he'd
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Frank was ‘“sticking i

- cage of accidents.
. which he never lost in later days.

o4

made it ten thousand it might have
bheen a trade. 1 don't deny that the
airculation has gone down, owing to
—to—to circumstances. Perhaps 1t's
rather small at present.”

Frank Richards was stlent.

“ Now, this galoot, Hulkett, 15 com-
ing aiong in a week or two, ag I've
found out, and he’s going to wine out
the ¢ Thompson Press '—if he can,”
said Penrose. “‘I've got to pile 1.
And if you begin your stuff again for
my paper, 1 don’t deny that it will
give me a leg up. 1 put 1t to your
patriotism.  You don’t want this

American galoot to como along and

mop up a Canadian paper?”

“But surely my stuff wouldn't

‘make much difference?”

“ All the différence in the world,”
said Mr. Penrose. - “I tell you 1t
was popular. Say the word!”

“Well, if you put it like that——"
hesitated Frank. |

6é I .d{).” ;

“Well, I agree, then, DBut no
more of your blessed split infinitives
under my name !”’ |

“Nary a one,” said Mr. Penrose.
“ All O.K. Now, can I depend on
you for four columns weekly 7"
“Ye-g-cs.”

“YVou were at school in England
before you came out here?” asked
Mr. Penrose suddenly.

Frank Richards nodded, rather

surprised by this sudden change of

topic. |

“] thought so! . Now, I gucss
somé stuff on that subject would be
interesting to Canadian readers,’
said Mr.  Penrose. *‘What schiool
were you at?’’

ik St‘ K it’.S_ b I s .

“Big show?” | -

“Wairly big,” said Frank, with a
smile. . | |

“Qomething in it you could write
about?”

“T1---1 suppose s0.” ,,

“qhat’s the stunt, then. A series of

Stm‘.’_"ieﬁ; C_a-ll ’m}} Y Ht Kit's
Fellows,” or somothing like that—
see?”’

Uty sad Frauk,
my best, Mr. Penrvosc.”’ |
My, Penrose jumped up, and shook
ihe schoolboy author’s hand theartily.

“Phat's the thing!” bhe said. 1
tely on you. Send the stuff along as
quick as you can.  The more the
merricr!”

And Mr. Penrose, 1n a state Of
great satisfuction, took his leave.

Frank Richards was l6ft in a doubt-
fal franve of mind, He cmﬂfl not
help feeling pleased and flattered ;
but in Frank’s nature there was more
modesty phan self-esteein, 5&1.1'1(;1 he Was
surprised that the editorial gentie-
man should ‘attach so much mport-
ancsd ‘to his work, However, My,
Peorvess knew his own b_l_lf«':im:nss \.be'&-;l;;
and that evening ¥rank Richards was
bi_l"éil}f en-.ga-.ged upon his "ﬁ_f‘ﬁt .Etm‘grqf
mablic  school life = Bt Kib's
Fellows V-=and he c¢ould not help
fealing elated when it appoared pro-
ywinently in the ©'Thempson Press [
the folloving week, ‘

“PH do

o The 2rd Chaptler.
s @hostly !
, f'fj'lt»._t_.”bt‘;ats- me |
Todgers. ) |
Chunky Todgers, of Cedar CUreck,
was astonished, and he was puzzled.
It wag two of three weeks since the
interview at the ranch, and during
that time Frank Richards’ loisure
hours had been pretty well filled.
From his earlicst years ¥ rank had
found pleasure in ‘ seribbling " s-in-
doad. at the early age of cight he had
soribbled—early works in which both
the gyntax and the orthography had
left much to be desired.
And ‘ever since that carly age Frank

satd  Chunky

had always scribbled more or less,
finding . pleasure. in the occupaboun.

1i¢ had never been without a pile of
manuscripts —which grew and grew--
though  he occasionally made a raid
upon ‘them, and cousigned them (oo

O bonbrey oy e S
Now he found that he quite en-

joved his new work. Indeed, he was
in danger of spending too much time
indoors with his pen, but his Canadian
cousin saw that that did not happen.

When Bob Lawless considered that
, 7 too much,
he would drag him out, without listen:
g to objectiong, to ride ‘or skate,
which was perhaps all the bettor for
the youthful author,

Frank was sometimes interrupted
in the midst of a thrilling episode,
but as, Bob would take no denials,
there was no help for it.

#

But, in spite of intérruptions, his

work progressed. and he delighted

My, Penrose with a regular four
columns weekly ; and, taking warning
by what had happened on a previous
occasion, Frank was always carveful to

keep well ahead with his “copy.” in

Published
Every Monday

is  good

That was a hél"i‘?ib.

“St. Kit's Fellows,”
SUCCess,

It was a new kind of stuff for, the
Thompson Valley, and the readers ot
the “Thompson Press ” found it 1n-
teresting. More especially, the youth-
ful inhabitants of the valley took a
great fancy to it, and Mr. Penrose’s
circulation extended among the rising
oeneration, much to Mr. Peurose's
delight. |

All was grist that came to the
editorial mill, and a schoolboy’s ten
cents was as good as anybody else’s
ten cents. in Mr. Penrose’s opiiol.

Naturally, cvery boy and gixl at
Codar Creek was a *‘ constant reader,”
and Frank Richards received compli-
ments enough to turn a head less
steady and modest than his own.

But Frank was in no danger of
developing couceit. e never ceascd

‘to be surprised at his success, and he

thought it very *jolly ” of fellows to
like reading his stuff.

He certainly liked writing it.  Mr.
Penrose’s dollars did not weigh very
much with himn, though, of ¢ourse,
they came in useful. |

There was one fellow at Cedar
('reek who simply eouldn’t understand
it. That was Chunky Todgers.

Chunky had literary ambitions him-
selt.

He knew-—he did not think; he
lknew—that he could write ever so
much better than Frank Richards.
Yet Mr. Penrose had only snorted
when Chunky offered him literary
contributions.

Chunky was driven to the conclu-
sion that Mr. Penrose was a ‘“‘jay,”’
who did not know his own interests.

It was too bad, as Chunky otten
remarked, that the only publication
in the valley should be run by a
“jay 7 who did wmot know good
literary work when he saw 1t.

“Tt beats me!” Chunky remarked,
looking up fromr Frank Richards’
page in the ‘‘Thompson Press” one
day al Cedar Creek,. after dinner, by

the school-room five.

Frank Richards & Co. weré round
the log-fire, arguing. The next day
was Saturday—a free day at Cedar
Creek. Bob Lawless was urging an
oxpedition into the foothills for that
day, a suggestion that was backed up
by © Vere Beauclere and Algernon.
But Frank Richards demuired. He
had “copy 7 to produce, and Satur-
day was a good day forhard work at
it i

“1t beats mo!”, Fepeated Chunky
Todgers. **1P've  just been reading
your stuff, Richards.” |

“Well, T guess it does buat youl”
said Bob Jawless.  “That's 1o news,
Chunky !’ o

Chunky sniffed.

“ 1 amean, it boats me what old Pen-

rose sces in it 17 he explained. * No
offence, yvou know, Richatds. You

don’t mind my spealang plainly ¢
“Not at all1” said Irank, laugh-

mg. i |
“1t 18n't bad—not what you'd call

Bad— " |

“Not what ['d eall bad, certaioly 17

assented Hrank.

“ But compared with what [ can do,

you Krioiw .’

“Of course. that would gather pub
it into the shade " remarked Krank,
with great gravity. | |

“lxactly | I'm glad  you can sec
that, Richards.” *° | |

“ Ha, ha, ha !’ roarcd. Bob Law-
légs. |

“ Penrose can't see it,” continued
Chunky. “He’s an awful jay. Of
course, if my stuft was once i print,
he'd see.” i’

“How's that 27 asked Beauclere.,

“ By the circulation jumping up,”
explained Chunky. ** Why, the -
culation has rvisen even on Frank
Richards’ stuff. So 1t stands to
reason that it would fairly jump on
mine.’”’ '

A han Bei

“1I'm not joking, Bob Lawless, and
there's nothing to gurgle at. 've got
an ' idea, Richards. I'm going to
make vou an offer=what I think is a
rather generoug offer,” said Chunky
Todgers impressively.

“(o ahead. old scout!”

“Penrose 1s suech a jay that . he
thinks anything with your name on it
enough to publish. -~ Well,
I'm willing to write under gyour
name-—-’

instead of seribbling, Well, zou ¢an
g0 1‘}91’!’15{, and I'll do your copy for
you. _

“My only hat!” ‘

“Penrose won't know. Ile may
notice that it's better than usual, but
ol et | . s ML Wbl 3
he will only think you ve improved.

M, ha, hal”

‘““As¢  for the writing, thal’s all
right. Now, Penrose has lent you his

typewriter.. You've got the typer in

yonur

room at the ranch, haven't
you 7’ | | |

was a great .

‘read about that.

- what

'Richards.

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

“¥Yes,” chuckled Frank. ¢ Penrose
has lent it to me till P've saved up

enough dollars to buy one.”

“That makes it all screne, then. 1
can type,” said Tedgeors. :
E A b,

“ And that’s alls that’s necessary !

“That’s ald,” assented Chunky.
“Mind, 'm not asking for any of the
dollars, Richards.
glory I'm after. Penrose won’t sus-
pect anything when. 1 hand 1t m.
I’ve dropped in several times with
your bundie of copy, you know, to
save vou the trouble of going to
Thompson. I shall hand 1t in &s
usnal. IHe will prinfi it as usual,
Afterwards, when he hears from his
roaders that the last number was sur-
prisingly good——""

“Ha, ha, ha !

“T'hen you can tell him it was me,”’
cxplained Chunky., “Then he’ll ask
me to be a regular contributor, as
well as you. I den’t want to bag your
job, of course. Thero's room for us
both.,” |

“Oh dear!” said Frank Richards.

“Or, if you like, I'll save you all
the trouble by keeping on as your

alitioklsd L.

ghost,”” “said Chunky. * You know
what I mean—a literary ghost. I've

Authors sometimes
have chaps to write for them, and
they're called ghosts. HBeel”

Frank Richards frowned.

“Do you know . that
swindling ?” he asked.

‘“ Not 1 this cas¢, because, you see,
vou'd be handing in a superior
article,” '

“Oh crumbs !”’

“You can go riding to-morrow,”
said Chunky. *lLeave the _whole
thing to me, Is it a go?”

v Hay ba G INOE aite 1

“Now, have some sense, Richards,
old chap!”

would  be

“* Bow-wow !’
The school-bell rang, and inter-
rupted Chunky’s persuasions. The

Cedar Creek fellows streamed into the
school-room, and Miss Meadows came
in to take her class.

But Chunky Todgers at least did
not give much attention to Miss
Mceadows’ structions that afternoon.
He was thinking of literary glory,
and he could not help feeling mdig-
nant = with Frank Richards,  And
though he did net like to think such

things of o good fellow like, Ifrank,

Chuitky could not lelp suspecting that
Frank's refusil of his genctous offer
was due to literary jealousy.

Atter lessons
joined tne chums of Codar Creek as
they cameé ot into the playaronnd.

- “Take this along to Thompson,
Chunky, eld chap!” said Frank, and
he bhanded a roll of manuseript to the
fat schoolboy as hie led out his pony.

It was ]'li_ﬁ; W’Eﬁ‘ékly “vopy,“ which
I'rank had finighed during the diunet
intéerval at the school.

i 8ure you won't accept my offer
about the ghost, Richards?” asked
Chunky persuasively.

A Thankd, nol”

“Ave you writing tormortow .

[‘rank shook hig head.

“No. Bob’s making me go up into
the hills with him, © Can’t be helped.”

“1 say, then, do you mind if I go
to vour room at the ranch and use tho
typer for an houy or go?"”

“What on carth for?”

““ 1 want to type ont a story.”

Fronk Richardg laughed.

“Oh, all wight! I'Il speak to my
aunt when I get homo, Mind you
don't damage the typer, though 1

“ T ean tvpe all vight, 'Thanks!”

Chunky Todgers rode on his home-
ward wayv.

There was a deeply thoughtful ex-
pression on his fat face.

Frank Richards wonld have been
surprised if he could have guessed
thoughts were working in
Chunky’s podgy braiu.

“No harm in it,” Chunky said to
himself several times.  ** No harm at
all !
and it will really
I guess it's a4 go!”

Chunky Todgers did not call in at
the “Thompson Press " office
evening with Frank Richards’ manu.
script.  That manuseript remamed in

his pocket, and Mre. Penrose cons-
cluded that it was delayed until
Monday.,  He did not guess what

manuscript he was to roceive on
Monday.

o, i, B e e, | g W

The 4tk Chapter.

Laying the QQhost!
frank Richards and Bob lLawless
started carly from the ranch the
following morning. Bob had had his
way, and Frank’s litevary work was
loft over. There was, after all, no
hurry.  His week’s work was done,
and 1t was the following week’s con-
tribution he had intended to tackle.
Vere Beauclere joined them aon the

| tral, with A]gernon, and the four

It's simply literary -

Chunky  Todgers

account fm* it.

It's simiply giving me #a chance,
be a legcup for.

that

Frank.

Price

schoolboys rode away cheerily in the
frosty air for a day out in the hills.

A couple of hours later Chunky |

Todgers rode up
Ranch. |
Frank had mentioned the matter to

to the Lawless

‘Mrs. Lawless, and Chunky was given

free admittance to the schoolboy
author’s room.
Then he planted himself

at the
borrowed typewriter. |

Tor some hours afterwards Chunky .

Todgers was stationed at that type-
writer, which clicked away incessantly

under his fat fingers.

Sheet after sheet rolled from the
typer, and the fat author was finished
at last. il

He collected the +typed sheets

together, and read them over with

delight and satisfaction in his fat face.

Master Todgers had, at least, one
fully appreciative reader—himself.
And his admiration knew no bounds.

‘““ Good !” he murmured. *“Topping !
First-rato! After all, Richards can’t
grumble, and Penrose ought to be
pleased when he knows! If this 1sn't
better than Richardsg’ stuff I’ll eat my
Stetson !’ '

And Chunky beamed with satisfac-
tion, |

His next proceeding was rather

“curious.. He produced from hisspocket

a sheet of wrapping-paper, which was
addressed to Mr. Penrose in Frank
Richards’ ‘handwriting. In:that he
proceeded to roll his own precious
manuseript.

When it

was sealed 1t looked

exactly as it had looked when Frank:

handed his “copy ” to Chunky the
previous evening. :
On Monday morning, on his way to
school, Chunky Todgers stopped at the
“Thompson Press ” ofhee.

Mr. Penrose was not yet up, but he

put a rather shaggy head out of the
window as Chunky thundered at the
door.

‘“ What the dickens——"" began Mr.
Penrose. :

Chunky held up the packet.

“Hand it !’ grunted Mr. Pen-
rose.

Chunky handed the packet in at the
window, and rode away, smiling.

He found Frank Richards & Co. n
the playground when he arrived at
Cedar Creek., Frank called to him.

“You handed m my copy all right
on I'riday, Chunky 7"

Chunky coloured a little. |

“You d-d-don’t think DTve lost it,
do you?” he said. *Your copy’s safe
enougli.”  Chunky did not add that
it was gafe i his room at tho Todgers’
homestead. R i

“ All serenc!” said Frank. “*How

did you get on with the typer on

?SJ

Saturday, Chunky
i, B LR B Y T
good stuff, you know.”

“(ilad to hear it,” said Frank,

“1 dare say you'll see it in print
fairly soon!” said Chunky Todgers
mysteriously. |

“ 1 hope so, old chap.”

“You watch ont!” said Chunky.

During morning lessonis Chunky
was so palpably brimming with satis-
faction that the Co. could not help
obseiving it, though they could not

Morning lessons were interrupted
that Monday. |

Shortly before the hour of dismissal
there was a clatter of hoof-beats with-
out, and the school-room door was
flung open, | |

Miss Meadows looked round in
amazement. In the dootway appeared
My, Penrowe, with a crimson face,
ovidently in a state of great wrath.

‘“Richards !” he gasped.

“ Ny, Penrose, you are interrupt-
g lessons! - You capnot speak to
Richards now ! said Miss Meadows
severely,  “Kindly retire from the
school-room at once 7. i

1]~ guess I'll wait!” stuttered
Mr. Pénrose.

And he withdrew.

Until the end of morning lessons
the irate editor could be
moving about in the porch, restlessly
and impatiently. |

The class was dismissed at last, and |

Frank Richards & Co. ware the frst
out, of the school-roorm.
wag striding excitedly to and fro out-
gide the porch. As Frank Richards
a_p]]ﬂﬂ,rvt'l, he came up with a rush.

b Ym.a---_$,rc)u-—-—y()u—~——'-.;a_*" he stuttered. |

“You~you scamp !’

“Wha-d-at?”
“You young rascal!” roared Mr,

Penrose. .

“What the dickeng—="" gtuttered
“Here, hands off, you ass!”

But Mr. Penrose did not ‘ hands
off,” He put his hands on—hard!
Bat for the fact that Bob and Beau-
clere jumped to the rescue, the school-
boy author would certainly have been
damaged. But two pairs of hands
dragged the wrathful gentlemen back,

and he sat down on the grfound with 1
L a bump. | ARt | -

Three Halfpence

| story !
offer?

Kohdge.”

’ve done some jolly

heard

My Penrose
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“Ow!” he casped. . i
“What on earth’s the row?” yelled
Bob Lawless.
up to, Franky?”’ |
““Nothing that I know of I’ stut-
tered the bewildered Fraunk.  SL1—I
suppose he's been drinking——"4
Mr. Penrose staggered up.
“That’s your game, 1s it?’! he
roared. ‘‘Spoofing me with a ghost
Didn’t I make you a. fair
Didn’t I give you your ‘own
And now you palm off this

terms ?
on me !”’ | i I |
And Mr. Penrose waved a manu-
script furiously in the air. |
Chunky Todgers changed colour.
Evidently his little scheme, of

‘““ What have you::;b_é:éﬂ "

supplying a superior. article under

Frank Richards’ name, was not work-
ing out successtully ! . L
Chunky understood; but Frank
Richards did not. The schoolboy
author could only stare in bewilder-
ment at the enraged Mr. Penrose.
“What on earth do you mean?”’ he
gasped. ‘‘Is that my manuseript ?”’
“Yep—you young rascal!l” "
“What's the matter with it ?”
‘““The matter with it!”’ howled Mzr.
Penrose.  “ Utter rot from beginmng
to end—that’s what's the matter—and

you never wrote it ! Do you think you
can rope in my dollars by getting some

born idiot to write stuff for you at a
cent a yard? |
ghost, by Jove ! You young scamp !”’
KFrank Richards’ face was crimson.
“Tt’s not true !” he exclaimed indig-
nantly. “Not & word of it !
good, it’s as I wrote 1t !”’.

“ As if Franky would play sueh a°
sawless -
“1 guess you've been at

trick ! exclaimed Bob
dignantly.
the ﬁrewater, you jay i

“Look at it |” shouted Mr. Penrose. .
“Trying to take me in—spooling me

with a ghost-story-—"

“1 haven’t-——"

“ Look at it !” Vi

Mr. Penrose thrust the offendmg
manuscript  fairly  under o Krank
Richards’ nose. Yravnk glaheed at
it, and then he gave a yell. The first
line on the precious manuscript was:

“The sun was shineing britelvy on
the anshent roofes of SEt. Kit's

But

was enough for Frank

There was more—much more.
that much
Richards.

“Mhat's ‘ot my manuscript !”’ he
howled. |

“What? Look at it! 'Fhere's your
name typed on it—-—"

“My hat!”’ |

“Chunky !” roared Bob Lawless.

“Wha-a-at 7" -

““Clan’t you see—-that’s what ' ho
wanted the typer for-—-" |

AL ey
- Frank Richards
last.

Starting an author’s

Bad oy

undersicod at

Chunky 'Lodgers—much dismayed

the seene. A i _
collar deagged hun back. ﬁ
C“You fat villain!” yelled Fraok
Richards. “You never handed my
copy in; yvou handed this rubbish
ingtead =" SR ey

“Yarooooh I”” . |

“Own up, you fat rascal I’

W8 June] TUEES I was only drﬁ;‘@ 3*{311"_

both a good turn.” gasped Chunky.
“Leggo nmiv collar ! I-+1 wag gomg
to let My, Penirose have some really

good stuff for once, and give you a
vichards.

I—I don’t know how he's spotted it

leg-up at the samié time,
and——"’
“Where's my copy, vou villain?’
“It’s all right—safe at
spluttered Chunky.

)

home !

Yow-oWw-ow !
Leave off shaking me, you rotter!
.y -

Yoooop ! “
Mr. Penrose calmed down now, as

123 .

By this unexpected denouement-—was
retiring stealthily, but hastily, from |
A powerful grip on his

| “T-0 wouldnt;
throw it away. though, of c¢ourse, 1t~
wasn't any good-—

he comprehended the state of affatrs. .

T IHI_ Z1Uess [  see. now,” he;
b}-(\atl‘led. s I b{_‘g }"01”:' ' pal‘donl _'
Richards. 1 guess 1 couldn™ think

anvthing but what I did.”
“You might have khiowi~—
hecan Frank warmly. el o

“Well, I guess I'm sorry.

3355

A8 for
that young rascal-—~"" Mr, Penrose .
gragped Chunky Todgers with one

hand, and his riding-whip with the

O’t'hF]rtt
gers, for the next few minutes, was

like unto the voice of the Bull of:

Bashan.

And the voice of Masdter Tod-

!

It was a very doleful Chunky that

delivered up the genuine ‘‘copy 7 at

the Thompson Press office that even-
mg.

not meant. any liarm—<he had meant

. No harm had bheen done, as it
turned out; and, indeed, Chunky had

to benefit everybody, all round. But

Chunky's good intentions had been
nipped in the bud; and he had. found
My, Penrose’s riding-whip so painful,

that it was not likely that he would

seek again to play the part of Fraunk

Richards® Ghost.

THE END, i 0

1



