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Buck Tregellis.
Now that T was in my seventeenth
year, and had already some need for
a razor, I had begun to weary of the

narrow life of the village, and to long

w0 sce something of the great world
beyond.

The craving was all the stronger
because 1 durst not speak openly
about 1t, for the least hint of it
brought the tears into my mother’s
©YCS.
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f Suddenly a cry fell upon my ears, coming from Captain Barpington’s
I opened my door and peeped out, and there was Lord Avon
walking towards me. In one hand he held a guttering candle and in the

other a brown bag, which chinked as he moved. His face was all drawn and distorted, so that my question was frozen upon my lips.”’

ROYAL'!

But now therc was the less reason |
that T should stay at home, since my
father was at her side, and so my
mind was all filled by this prospect of
my uucle’s visit, and of the chance
that he might set my feet 'moving
at last upon the road of life.

As you may think, it was towards '

rocim.

‘-—

that my
thoughts and my hopes turned, ior
from my childhood 1 have never seen
the heave of the sea or tasted the salt

my father’s profession

upon my lips without feeling the
blood of five generations of seamen
thrill within my veins.

And think of the challenge which
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was ever waving in those days before
the eyes of a coast-living lad! |

I had but to walk up to Wolston-
bury in the war time to see the sails !

of the French chasse-marees and:
Rrivateers.

Again and again 1 have heard the |
roar of the guns coming from far out|
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5 The 1st Chapter.
Cleaning Up.

“Go it, Jimmy !”

“That’s the idea !”

The end study, that famous apart-
ment allotted to the Fistical Four at
Rookwood, presented an unusually
busy spectacle.  Its occupants, with
coats off and sleeves rolled back, were
Swiringan.”’

This sudden burst of energy was
due to the fact that Jimmy Silver was
expecting a visitor, a very important
visitor. His uncle had recently been
demobbed, and had wired his nephew
his intention of visiting the old school.
Major Silver had been one of those
to respond to the call at the outbreak
of war, and bhad luckily passed
through the whole campalign un-
scathed. Lovell, Raby, and New-
come¢ had fallen in with Jimmy
Silver’s suggestion that it was up to
the end study to accord Major Silver

a hearty reception. And the first part
of the programme was to clean the
end study. Jimmy wanted to impress

his worthy relative, whom he knew
(€4

was a “sticker 7’ for cleanliness.

“Put these footer boots in the
locker 1"’

“ Right-ho, old scout !”

Jimmy paused in his labour, and

looked round the study approvingly.
He had been engaged on black-lead-
ing the grate, and a good proportion
of the black-lead had somchow or
other transferred itself to his face.
That was a minor detail, however,
under ‘the ecircumstances. Arthur
Edward Lovell was wielding a mop
and Raby and Newcome were dust-
ng.

“Put those blessed books
Raby!” said Jimmy Silver.

away,

Y on

always leave your rubbish all over the

place !”
(teorge Raby snorted.

i XVhy, you ass, they belong to
you !”’

&6 Ell?,, . .

“Your mname's Silver,’ ain’t it?”
growled Raby.

“Ye's b Ji)

“Well, these blessed books have
your fatheaded name scrawled all
over them.”

George Raby pushed the oﬂfeqdlng
books under tho nose of his leader for
inspection.’

¢ Ohy I——Iwm—-

Jlmmy Silver, at a loss for words,
turned his - attention once more to
black-leading the grate.

Silence, save for the busy whirl of

-mop and du.ateis, reigned in the study.
The juniors were hard at i, and
already their efforts were burw Te-

warded: Bverything was in its uwht
])Iaco--—that was, as far as the eye
could see, a]thowrh ‘\ewmmu and

" Raby had bundled moct of the rubbish
behind the old bookease and the

locker. But, as Raby wisely re-
marked, ¢ What the eye doesn’t see
the heart doesn’t grieve over.’. To

which Newcome concorded a hearty
“Hear, hear!”

“My hat!”

"That = interruption came from
Tommy Dodd, the leader of the
Modern juniors, as he halted outside
the ‘end study with blank amazement
written all over Lis face.

“My hat!”

The Fistical Four ceased
labours as Tommy Dodd
that exclamation.

“@Get out!” growled Lovell, grasp-
ing the mop threatenmd3

“Buzz off, Tommy !”’

“Eh?”,

“Buzz off ; we're busy!” growled
Jimmy Silver.

““Is this 1s a new game?”

their
repeated

asked

+ +*
+

Jim

“Or are you
realising
¢ Cleanli-

Tommy Dodd sweetly.
Classical chumps suddenly
the truth of the old saying,
ness is next to godliness > 7"’

“Why, you Modern rotter

“ Naughty, naughty!” grinned
Tommy Dodd, wagging an admonish-
ing finger at the leader of the Kistical
l‘ou"‘. “T'm glad to see that yon are
reforming, Jimmy.”

“What?)? _

“You Classical chumps never do
wash your little necks, and your
studies always remind me of stables!
I'm glad to sce this change for the
b(,tt(,r Wilead the leadex of the
Moderns thoughtfully.

“Well, I'm blessed!”

““Cheeky rotter!”

“Throw him out!” roared Arthur
Edward Lovell, taking a firmer grip
on the handle of the mop.

3
J2

“Ha, ha, ha!l” cackled Tommy
Dodd.

“What’s the giddy joke?” asked
Jimmy Silver grimly.

“You are ! :

“You—you cheeky beggar! Why,

I’ll wipe up the floor with you t said

the leader of the Mistical Four.

“Ha, ha! Your face!” chuckled
Tommy Dodd.
“M-my face! What's the matter

with face?” inquired
Silver.

Lovell, Raby, aml Newcome turned
and looked at their leader. He cer-
tainly did look funny. Junmy Silver’s
operations on the grate had had the
effect of turning him into a fair imita-
tion of a Christy minstrel.
were inclined to laugh, but they
heroically refrained:. Rivalry was at
its height between the Moderns and
Classicals, snd any opinion ventured
by a Modern was sure to receive con-
tradiction from a Classical.

“Ha, ha! Ow! Yarooch!”

Tommy Dodu s merriment
anguish os

my

changed
Arthur

‘m a note of

Wdward Lovell lunged at him svith
thu_ niop.

Crash ! |

The Modern jumior descended to

the study carpet with a bump that
shook every bone in his body. That
lunge had caught him off his balance.
“Yow-ow-ow !”’
i 5 s AR 5 A ) O
The Fistical Four

were launghing

now. It was a case of he who laughs
last laughs longest, as Arthar

Hdward expressed it.
“Yow-ow! Grough!’

Tommy Dodd scrambled to his
feet and  glared 'at the laughing
juniors.

b ]

“T-—T'11 pulverise you, your~—-—

tHayba, ha 't

The leader of the Modern juniors
rolled back his cuffs, and advanced
threateningly upon the Fistical Four.
His left fist shot out, and Arthur
Edward Lovell reeled back, clasping
his nose.

“Ow-yowp!”

“ Collar him !”

“Kick him out!”

Raby, Newcome, and Silver grasped
the warlike Modern junior, who
struggled desperately. Raby received
the benefit of a puuch in the ribs,
but the odds were three to one, and
Tommy Dodd found himself being
hurried to the dooirway.

“Swing him out!”

Tommy Dodd was lifted bodily,
and commenced to sway backwards
and forwards like a pendulum.

“Qne, two, three!”

Crash !

The Modern junior was swung out
of the end study, and he came to
earth in the passage with a resound-
ing thump,

- back

Jimmy .

They.
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“QOw, you rotters! Yow!”

“Come back and have some more !”
yelled Jimmy Silver temptingly.

But Tommy Dodd did mnot come
and have some more. He
decided swiftly in his mind that dis-
cretion was the better part of valour,
for the time being, and he crawled
away down the staircase to the
Modern guarters. N

“Now we'll get on!” said Jlmmy
Silver, closing the door.

And the juniors were very soon
hard at it again. Tommy Dodd’s
vigit soon sank into the' background
under the all-important task of clean-
itg up the study.

“1 think that will de,”
the leader
pleamntlv

““Hear, hear!”

The four juniors surveyed their
handiwork with satisfied expressions.
The study looked as bright as a new
pin.  The looking-glass over the
mantelpiece gleamed as the firelight
played across 1t,

“Good!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.

{‘r{‘o)ho‘p' T

\Tu lI\V will be p! ea.werl il

“Le¥'s put the cloth on,
Lovell.!

A bband new %a,blecloth had been
purchaged specially for the ocecasion,
and its ample folds, drooped over the
table, gave the hmialtmrr ‘touch.

“We'd better cut down to Coombe

remarked
of the Fistical Four

now. Blessed nuisance old Sergeant
Kettle being laid up with rheuma-
tism !

Old Sergeant Kettle’ s tuckshop was
closed for that day, owing to a severe
attack of rheumatism he w as suffer-
ing from. Most of the juniors had
laid in their supplies from the bun-
shop in Coombe,

“Just do it in time, Jimmy,” said
Lovell, looking at his watch. *“You
can come along with us and order the
grub; then you ecan meet your pe-

spwmd uncle while we are hurrsmg
back.”

b

“That's  it.  Have everything
nicely laid out by the time we
return,” 'said | Jimmy Silver. I

want to please the old buffer!”

Tho Fistical Four donned their
caps and left the end studv-—a study
newly swept and garnished., @

[SIPEREEN I TR

The 2nd Chapter.
Laying in Supplies.

Jimmy Silver & Co. passed out of
the gates at Rookwood, and took the
road to Coombe. 1t was a crisp after-
noen, and the juniors stepped out
briskly, their healthy young {aces
fHushed with their exertions.

“What time does your
arrive?” asked Raby.

“I've told you about half a dozen
times,”” retorted Jimmy Silver.

“1t's slipped my mind.” |

uncle

“Try - Pelmanism,” suggested
Lovell.  “Wonderful what 1t does !

Old Bootles always ]"membem when
he’s glven me Imoa.

V1 ¢ 0h, don’t rot!”” growled Raby.

- “Ha}]o B’nwho‘r Bounders !

broke in Jimmy Silver, extending a

finger in the direction of a imlmd
road.,

Cecil Paukley, the leader of t-hﬁ
Iag:«hot Bounders—Jimmy Silver &
Co.’s good-natured rivals—was walk-

L ing a]ong the lane which led into the

road the Rookwoed juniors were
taking. The Bagshot j junior had not
seen Jimmy Silver & Co.,
were partly screened from view by a
tall hedge.

“tHe's alone !’ .

“Tet's bump him in the mud when
he turns the bend.”

‘*Hear, hear !”

The Fistical ¥our continued on

suggested |

as they.

their way until they reached the hend

~which branched into the main road

for Coombe.

“S'sh!” cautioned Jimmy Silver,
as footstep:: were heard dpproa,chmg

Cecil Pankley, unaware of the kind
mtentions of the Rookwooders, came
round the bend.

“Collar him !

Four sturdy juniors pounced upon
the hapless Pankley, and dragged
him down. His topper was jammed
over his eyes, and he was bumped in
the mud,

“Yaroooh! Ow!

Help!”?
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“This is where we laugh!” grinned
Jimmy Silver.

“Who's top dog?”

“Rookwood !”’
. “Yow! Ow! Rescue! Bagshot

—Bagshot ! yelled Pankley,
gling fiercely.

His collar reposed round the back
of his neck, and his jacket was ex-
tremely mud-dv up the back. Cecil
Pankley was beginning to wish he
had accepted the company of Putter
and Poole, when those two cheerful
youths had offered their company,

“Ha, ha, hat”

The Rookwooders were enjoying
the fun. As Raby remarked, it
wasn’'t often that the Ba«rehot
Bounders were allowed out on their
lonesome.

“Say we're top-dog, and we’ll let

strug-

you go, Pankley, old bird,” said
Jimmy Silver cheerfully.
“Yow! Ow! Gerroff my chest,

Lovell!” howled Pankley.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Little boys should not be allowed
out by themselves!” grinned Jimimny
Silver,  *“This 1s where we smile,
Pamkley, old scout!”

The B{L”’hﬂhot junior scrambled to
his feet, and with a wrench freed
himself from the grasp of Jimmy
Silver & Co. He fairly bolted down
the road in the direction of Bagshot.

ankley was possessed of plenty of
pluck but four hefty juniors was a
little too much for him.

“Ha, ‘ha, ha!?

Jlmmy bl]ver & Co. stared after his
Jetrea.tmg figure with grins. The
Bagshot junior was looking very much
the worse for wear, Sitting in a puddle
is not exactly conducive to the smart-
ness of a fellow’s clothes.

. " Shall we fo]low ‘him?” ventured
. Raby. ;
“No: " Leb the hounder go,” said

Jimmy Silver. | “We've only just
time to get th tuck, and I've got to
meet nunky.’ :

“(Come on, then.”

The Fistical Four resumed their

walk to the village 'tuckshop.  Of
Cect]  Pankley n(-thmp’ more was
seen.  That worthy junior was hop-

ping 1t back to Bagshot as fast as his
legs would carry him.

‘““Here we are,” said Jimmy Silver,
as the four juniors halted outside the
bunshop in Coombe.

“Hallo! There’s a Rookwood chap
here!”  exclaimed Arthur ¥Kdward
Lovell, peering in.

“Nothing an" that, is there?”

growled the leader of the Fistical

Kour,

“A dozen cream-puffs—large ones,
please.”

It was the voice of Tommy Cook
that reached the ears of the juniors
outside.

“Very good, Master Cook,”

“A cdozen jam-tarts.”

*“Here they are.”

“That's the lot I think,” sad
Tommy Cook. **Will you send them
along to the school? Tommy Cook,
Modern Side, Rookwood, will {find
me.”’

“Yeos, Master Cook. What time
will suit you?” asked Mrs. Blowers,
the proprietress.

“Lemme  see,
fonr.’”

“It shall be done, sir."”

Tommy Cook left the counter, and
reached the door just as Jimmy Silver
& Co. were entering.

“Hallo, you chaps!”

“Hallo, Tommy! Laying i for a
sle \mef” asked Jimmy Silver sweetiy.

“Mind your own bizney!”

“Oh. keep your wool on!”’

iommv Cook strode past the
juniors, and left i]w bunshop. And
Jimmy Silver & Co. were very soon
mdmmg on a lavish zcale everything
that the bunshop offered calculated to
make a good impression on a worthy
relative. Jimmy’s uncie had been to
tea before in the end study, and had
done himself well.

“T1 think he hkes ice-cake,”
Jimmy thoughtfully.

“Well, shove some in, then.”

The ice-cake was duly shoved in, A
hamper was produced from under the

Sayv,  half-past

said

counter, and Mres. Blowers, with a
heammg smile, packe»d the good
things g&refullv ] ‘

“Shall I send  them, Master
Silver?” she asked

‘”\0 ma’am. 'I'hgsp chdpb will

take it dlonn- with them.
“Very ood sir.’

And thp good lady handed Jmnu‘y’ |

Silver the bill, whilst Raby, New-
come, and Arthur Edward Lovell
took Lhargo of the hamper.

“You will just be in nice lime for
the train, Jimmy,” said Lovell, con-
sulting his watch.

*“Oh, good !”

“What time shall we expect yow
back with nunky?”

“Let’s see, the train arrives four-

'twenty—uw‘a,lk to the school,” muwd

the leader of the Fistical Four. * Say,
a quarter to five. Have the table
laid and tho kettle boiling.”

f Right-ho It

Jimmy Silver took leave of his
chums and walked in the direction ot
the station to await the train bearing
his uncle. And Lovell, Raby, and
Newcome sauntered off, carrying the
hamper between them. ;

—— i ——

The 3rd Chapter.
A Call for Help!

“This Dblessed hamper’s heavy !
grunted Lovell.

“T’'lIl give you a turn now,” volun-
teered Rabv who had been walking
behind Lovell and Newcome on the'
way back to Rookwood. |

‘““Here you are, then !”

i1

Raby and Lov ell ‘exchanged pldceb, ]
and the three juniors continued on |

their way. discussing the chances of
vmtory over Tom Merry & Co., of St.

Jim’s in the {forthcoming ' footer
match, '
“I think we shall whack them,”

said Raby thoughtfully.
66 I‘I’II]_ 12y
That ejaculation escaped from New-
come, who was not so sanguine as his
Lhum

“What are you grunting about"”
nmdnded Raby.

“Tommy’'s crowd are hot stuff, you

know,” said Newcome, ‘It won’t.be
a walk-over.”
““Not if you’re playing !
£ Iﬂh‘,‘an
“Not if you’re playi ing,
Rab
What do you mean ?”’

““Eleven men stand a better chance
of beating ten men, don’t they?”

“Yes; but what—o?

“It’s quite simple. If you play, it
will be quite cqudl to playing with
only ten men,’”’ grinned Raby.

“My hat! P bust you !
said Newcome, dropping the handle
of the hamper,

HHa) ha, hal”?

“Ypu cheeky idiot ! T was plavmrf
footer when you were having
drummed into your fat head that two
and two make four,” growled New-

L

come.
tlas ha) hagt
“Ha,llo' What’s that‘?” broke ify

Arthur Edward Lovell.
“\Vhdt what, ass?”’
“Tasten. There 1t 1s again.’
“What are you burbling about‘?”
“1 heard a shout,” said Arthur
Edward Lovell. ‘

*“Go hon!”
£c Hel 13’

Through the crisp afternoon air   ;'§" !

that shout was borne to the three
juniors.

“ Help—help !”

“Someone in difficulties,”
mured Raby, listening acutely.

“ Where doés it come from ?7”’

“Shut up, fathead,
growled Lovell.

“Help ! Help! Help!»

The three juniors turned in the
direction whence the call came. The
skating pond was very near, and the
cry seemed to come from that locality.

Some 1diot’s fallen through ﬂm
1ce,” said Newcome.

“ Help—oh, help! 12
. “Come on, you chaps!” yellefi
Raby, startmg off at a run.

“What about the hamper?” asked
Lovell.

“Oll

Come on!

mure

shove it under the hedge'

)

Lovell and Newcome deposited thq

hamper under the hedge, safe from
view of any passing tramp.
By this time Raby was well ahead,

and Lovell and Newcome sprmted
Over the ploughed field “

after him.
they went, collecting quite a quantity
of mud in the process.
thawing fast.

“Help !

The 0.111 rang out clear and loud

from the direction of the skatmg‘

pond

fall threugh sooner or later I panted.
Raby, a« his chums caught him up.

*The ice is much too thin for slcatmg'

to-day, with this thaw on.’

“There was o notice to that efect |

when we passed along ha.lf an hour
ago,” said Lovell. .
“Put on a spurt !”

The juniors put on a spurt, and th@

and listen I’%

|

repeatedi®

1)

A g 2

e

PRl )

For it was et

I knew some blessed ass Wouldy" )
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sl{atihg pand leomed up 1in the
distance.

“IT.can see him!” exclaimed Raby.

The pond was deserted, save for one
black patch 1esemb11ng the figure of a
man,

fAll right, we're commg"’ yelled
the three juniors in unison.

But no answering call came from
the figure half submerged in the gap
in the ice.

‘“He’s unconscious !”’ panted Raby.
i urryi pp it

The juniors ran on in silence. All
their breath would be needed if they
were to reach the drowning man in
time. 'They could see him distinctly
now. One arm was thrown out over
the surface of the ice, and the other
was lost to view. The juniors could
also see that the man’s back was to
them. T'wo-thirds of = his body
appeamd to be under the surface.

The juniors dashed up the bank,
and Arthur Edward Lovell seized the
situation at a glance.

“Form a chain, you chaps. The
ice won't bear me alone!”

Silently the three juniors formed a
chain, a,uc] Lovell, stepping carefully,
mounted the ice, supported by the
strong arms of R*va and Newcome,

who looked on with tense faces.
AL Tittle! furthee 1?1 breathed
].JOYG]].

His outstretched fingers clutched
the collar of the drowning man, and
at a signdl, Rahy and Newcome com-
Jrr1f=nced to retrace their steps, bauling
in their burden as they went.

Slowly but surely the body was
drawn out of that ugly gap in the 1ce,

and the three juniors reachied the
-bank agaln in safety. |

“Tunl him  over!”  whispered
Lovell. “Then we’ll try and restore
the cizculation.”

The figure was turned over, but the
face was concealed by a felt hat that
had slipped over in the struggle.

Arthur Edward Lovell “llll)petl off
the hat, and his eyes nearly bulged
from his head.

“My hat!” he gasped..

Then Rab and Newcome looked atb
the “man’
watery grave.

“Oh gmdt Scott !

R W'ell, I’m blessed !”

Then Lovell, recovering from his
amazement hDiIl{..tht did a strange
, thing ftowards 1e‘=fnrmg the circula-
tion of the rescued. man.
lusty kick he caught the figure fair in
the nudale " The man did ot groan ;
instead, a little pﬂe of sawdust began
to trickle out of his waistcoat.

“Oh, carry me home to die!”
casped Newcome faintly..
rescuing a scarecrow !’

And he also bestowed a savage kick
~con the person of the scareerow.

e Trs e Tiapet”) bellowed Lovell
wrathfully. " Bome rotters have been
pulling our legs!”

“lIa ha, ha 1

]!1

Raby and Newcome were laughing
. DOW, I‘hf*y saw the funny side of the
'affali- A8 v Raby | remarked, | 4 Tt

wasn’'t every day that a SCAreCTOW Was
qescued from drowning.?”

*“Ha, ha! 'Oh dear!)?’ 'chuckled
Newcome, wiping away the tears.
“Fancy being taken an like that,
Loovell 1’ |

“Why, of all the blessed cheek!
You believed that it was a man, as
o much as I did!” roared Lowvell.

- Haghay 'ha ' chuckled ' Raby and

"Newcome.

But Arthur Edward did not join in.
He was thinking of the hamper. If
this was a jape on someone’s part,
~ then the hampel might be the real
object of the japers. That was how
he reagoned 1t :

“I'm going after the hamper !”’

Lovell set off at a run in the direc-
tion of the hedge which concealed
the hamper. Raby
paused to: bestow a few more kicks
on the bag of sawdust shaped as a
man, then followed him.

o “T8s all right, you chaps!” sang
out Lovell, as he veached the hed e
concealing ‘the hamper. ‘‘It’s here! it

A few moments later Raby and
Newcome joined him. To  their
great relief, the hamper was appa-
rently just as they had left it.

“1 wonder who. was responsible for

«that ' rottem jape?” said Lovell
thoughttully.
“Goodness knows! Better Lkeep

mum about it up at the school, or we
shall be the laughing-stock of the
whole place !”

, “S_upposing the japer or japers
belong o Rookwood?” ventured
Raby. |
“Oh crumbs! 1 never thought of
At s |
“Never mind about that,” said
Newcome, ‘‘We've got to get this

grub back to the study, and then
change. I'm covered in mud!”
¥ Same here !”

Hive minutes, later the gates of

they had rescued from a {

With a.

“Fancy .

Published

and Newcome |

!

Rookwood loomed up, and the three
juniors, liberally splashed with mud,
and none too good-tempered, pﬂbbﬁ‘d
old Mack, the porter, and entered the
Classical Ilouse.

s

The 4th Chapter.
Exchange is no Robbery.
“Here we are!”

Arthur Edward Lovell kicked open

the door of the end study, and the
three juniors tramped in.

““Shove the hamper on the table!”
commanded Lovell. ‘‘We can get it
all laid out after we have changed.”

The hamper was duly placed on the
table.

“Get out !

That command was hurled at a fat
face adorning a fat body, the owner

of which was Tubby Muffin. 'The
command’ was lost upon Tubby. He
advanced further into the study, his

little, round eyes gleaming grecdily
as he deseried the hamper upon the
study table.

““Really, = Lovell, - I've caome to
tea,” said Muffin, still eyeing the
lmmper and vi suallamg its contents.

““Oh, have you? Then you had
better clmngo your mind jolly soon !”
growled Lovell. *“Get out!”

Y But am’'t I coming to teal”
howled Tnbby Mufhin.

“You're not!”

“Ow-yow ! Leggo, you beast!”

Lovell had taken the fat junior
firmly by the ear, and he was pro-
pelled into the passage. A boot
hastened his departure, and Tubby
Muffin crawled away disconsolately.

“That’'s a good riddance ! said
Raby. «“Now we'll wash  and
change.”

“(Food egg !

The threc juniors left the study,

THE BOYS’ FRIE ND

how the scalpmg would g0, but 1t was
no business of his.
Raby, Lovell, and Newcome dashed

out i1nto the quad, nearly capsizing

old Mack, the porter, who was carry-.

ing a hamper in the -direction of the
M dern House.
“My eye!”
| Arthur ' Edward Lovell’s eyes
gleamed as he beheld the hamper.
On the label attached he saw the in-
I’ scription, ‘ Master 'T'. Cook.” Lovell
was quick-witted at all times, and
| swiftly his brain concocted a plzm to
Jfélrll the tables on Tommy Dodd &
| “That hamper for Cook, Mack?”
he ashed |
| | ¥ es, Master Lovell, which it is!”
muttered Mack, 1"}1*mthmg hard,
“TI’'m just going over to sec Tommy

Dodd & Co.,” said Lovell quite truth-
b 11 RS I take it over for you if
you like.”

| Raby and Newcome saw through

the plot, and their eyes widened.
Honestly speaking, they hadn’t
quite rehshtvd the idea of raiding

Tommy Dodd i his own quarters,
but this 1dea of Lovell’s would save
| all that trouble, and the ultimate re-
- sult would be a greater achievement.
| They rememberced now that Tommy

qpokesman.
pcct you're hungry.” |

1 am a little bit peckish. By
Jove, this is a handsome spread!”
sald Jimmy Silver’s uncle.

The leader of the Fistical Four was
looking puzzled, Where was the ice-
cake he had purchased? And what
did that plate of ham and tongue
mean? He did not remember order-
ing 1t.

Then his eyes fixed themselves on
- Arthur Edward Lovell. That worthy
grinned amiably at his leader, and
“winked one eye.

Jimmy’s uncle took his scat at the
hoad of the table, and very soon made
himself at home. His appetite was
like a schoolboy’s, and he sampled
everything., The juniors vied with

wach ether in supplying his needs.

Lovell temptingly.
“nght my boy !
“ Another cup of tea?
“Please |
(fonversation ran the round at the
table, and Raby, Newcome, and
Lovell all agreed that Jimmy’s uncle
was a thorough sport.
The Ileader of the

15‘!

Ifistical Four

| drew Arthur Fdward on one side as
| he rosc

to fill the kettle.
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and disappeared in the direction of
the Fourth Form dormlmr} Clean
collars were put on in honour of the
aoccasion, and ten minutes later they
emer rod looking spick-and-span.

“If old Jlmmy s uncle doesn’t tum
up trumps after all thiz trouble we're.
taking,” said Arthur Edward Lovell,
as he entered the end study, ““ I'll
My, hat!?”

““What’s the trouble ?”’ asked Raby.
“Hallo! Where’s the giddy ham-
per l?Jf

The end study was exactly as the
juniors had left it, bar the presence of
the hamper. I‘hat was nowhere to be
seen.

“Muffin, T'll
“T'll scalp him !

He rushed out of the study, clesely
followed by Raby and Newcome.
Things were serious if Mufin had
bagged that ha,mper Jimmy’s uncle
was expected any minute.

Conroy met the three juniors’ ru%‘h
as he came along the passage,

* Steady on!” velled the Colenial
junier, as he was nmrly bowled over.
“Sorry, Conroy, old chap! We're
looking for Muffin.
hamper ! said Lovell,

The three juniors passed on in their
quest for the egregious Tubby, vow-
ing threats of vengeance on his de-

bet !’ roared Lovell.

| voted head.

“Hold on a minute, Lovell ! called
Conroy after the dl‘%clp pearing juniors.

Arthur Edward Lovell turned in-
qmrmglv and Raby and Newcome
alted

“I saw Tommy Dodd commg along
the passage about ten minutes ago,’”
sald Conroy, ““and he was carrying a
hamper. Muffin was with hlm, too |7
“Tommy Dodd ?”

“Yes. I thought it strange at the
time, but as Mufﬁn was with him, 1
never suspected anything,”

“Come on!” howled Lovell.
«“« We'll scalp Tommy Dodd, too !

The Colonial glumed and walked
awav. He had his own ideas as to

T T e e T e e e

He’s pinched our

shambled
spirators,
I

Newcome,

aupported by the strong
mounted the ice.

‘' Form a chain,
vyou chaps,?? sald

‘¢ The ice won't baar e alona.” Silently
2 the three juniors formed a chain and [.ovell,

arms of Raby and
* A little further,?

he braathed as his outstretched fingers foll

short of the figure in the gap.

.‘ \

C'ook had met them in the tUI(L‘illO

at Coombe, and they had hecard him

ordering the coutentq of the hamper.
“Which as ’ow that’s wery good of

yvou, Master Lovell,” said Mack.
“I'm wery busy at the present
moment, thankee  kindly, young

gents !
“Don’t mench,

Mack, old sport!

It’s a pleasure ! 7 gllnm-{l Lovell.
And, receiving the Immpel he
pressed into the old porter’s p.a,.lm a

half-crown,
© Old Mack mumbled his thanks, and
off, and the three con-
W a,ltmg for him to dis-
appear, broke intoe loud chuckle

S Ha. ha, ha'li

“Poar old Tommv 122

“Txchange is no robbery !” grinned
Lovell. _

" Hal ha! Naitllt

The three juniors made their way
back to the end study with Tommy
Cook’s lmmper They passed Con-
roy, the Colonial junior, on the stair-
case, and he looked up in surprise.

“Have you done the trick?”
asked incredulously.

“We have ! 1

“Great snakes!’?

And Conroy walked on puzzled.

The end study was reached, and the
three juniors hastened to prepare tea.
The kettle was boiling merrvily, and
the contents of the hamper were
spread temptingly on the table, when
footsteps sounded outside the study

door,
““Tlere we are,

he

uncle 1"

Jimmy Silver pushed open the
door, and a middle-aged man of mili-
tary appearance strode 1n. He

glanced round the study approvingly,
and a smile erossed his face.

“How do you do, boys?” he said
warmly, turning to Jimmy Silver’s
chums. *“I’ve met .you before,
| haven't 1%”

“Very pleeased to sece you, I'm
| sure!”  returned Lovell, dctmg as

“What does all this mean, Lovell ?”
ne asked.  ‘“And where's that ice-
cake?’’ |

(" g!qll l??

Avthur Edward lowered his head

and quietly but quickly teld of the
events that had l‘1z‘1ppened from the
time of setting out for Rookwood
With the h{lrgper.

Jimmy Bilver's eyes nearly started
from his head as he listened.

“My hat! Then I‘ommy Dodd’s
got our feed, and we've got his—is
that it?”
. “That’s it,” grinned Lovell. “But
I don’t know who the japers were in
connection with that rescue stunt.”

‘“ Bagshot fellows,” said Jimmy.

“Never thought of that.”

“Look sharp with that hot water,
Lovell,” said Raby.

And Arthur Edward put the kettle

on, whilst Jimmy Silver resumed his
place at the table, chuckling in-
udldlv

‘ Another tart, uncle?”

“No, thanks, Jlmmy ' I'm finished,
If your mothel were to see me now I
should be chipped to death. But it's
good to be young!”

And the worthy gentleman pulled
his chair up to the fire, and be an to
relate the experiences of his own
schooldays, to which Jimmy Silver &
Jo. listened attentively.

The Sth Chapter.
A Tuckless Hamper.

“This will make Jimmy Silver look
small !

Thus Tommy Dodd, the leader of
the Modern iuniors, to Tubby Muflin
| and Tommy Do le.

“Faith an’ ye've done it!” grinned
Tommy Doyle.

“Yes; th_a,nk:-, to this fat spy!”

e 7y T2

plied Tommy Dodd, extending a
finger in the direction of 'Iubby
Mufhin.

“Oh, really, Tommy!” began

| Muffin feebly.

4

Price
Three Halfpanca

“Tea’s ready, and I ex- |

“ A little more ham, sir?” asked

| school tuckshop s closed.

- The bulldog, not liking
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“Doa’t you Tommy me!” growled

Dodd threateningly.
“But I told you about the hdmper,

dldn t 1?7 protested Tubby

"IN ou dld.
VOU1 out

ayou whack

L)L‘L"lr Vy

you

Reginald Muffin did 5aVVYy. But g
long as he got his portion of grub, he
cdidn’t H,Jy much mind where he ate

it.

n%y

r‘Dld you see anyone over there?
asked Tommy Doyle,
“We ran. into
chump didn’t suspect, anything. Wa
heard footsteps ontside the end -ﬁtud‘r“
and we walted until the coast was

cleal

Tomn15 \

! you'te  a broth
!

boy

“1 fancy Jimmy Silver will sit up
and take notice when lm finds ‘his
giddy  hamper missing,” grinned
lomr ny Dodd.

“He, he, hL'” caclled Muflin.

“Well, ain’t you going to open it ?"?
lw 111q1111£,d peevishly.

*“All 1n good time ; Tonimy Cook’s
not back wyet,’ ICIlhlth{l the leader
of the Modern juniois.

The words were lmmh oub of his
mouth when the owner of that name
pusined open the study door and
walked in. He glanced up in surprise
at seeing Tubby Muflin
Mufhin was o  Classical, and it was

forbidden for any junior to be in a
rival House. |
“*Hallo, ‘Tommy!  What's' TFatty
doing here?” |
it 1o he came and tald ‘me that

there was a hdll]}}"l knockimg avound
m Jimmy Bilver’s study, and o 1
went over and l‘d,g""ul 1t i Tea e
Tommy Dodd Jfrodmﬂv

“TPalking of 'hampers, I'm expect-

g one myself. In fact, it ought (o
be here now,” said Tommy Uoeok,
Y Youidren” : ‘

“Yes; the Head asked me to buy
him some grub from Coombe, as the
1 believe
he’s got his yow: g nuphgws visiting
l'un this afternoon.

“First I've heard 'of it,?? ‘said
Tommy Dedd. * Did you order. it?”

“Yes: and it’s due here by now,”
sald P(JHIIIlj Cook, glancing  at his
wateh. |

“We'll open Jin'nny"
now,’’ said Fm'-m:y Dodd ;.
u;nlmg for you. |

“Gaod ! ejaculated il}.;,ﬂ'a_}—',_' I\Llﬂill.
smacking his lips i antieipation.

Tommy Dodd extracted a  knife
from the table drawer, and ecut the
cord ‘mmhng the hamper.

“I bet 1t’s full of grub of the very

lmmpei
S Wo avers

best,”” he said. “This 1s—or was,
rather—a special feed for Silver’s
uncle.”’

He pushed back the lid, and Doyle,
Caook, and Tubby Mufrm loo ced on
ekpectarltly '

xrrrrry)!

Cﬁ(‘)h,

“Great Scott!” | iR

Instead of a hamper full of" tucl{
the only thing to be seen when the
lid was thrown open was a fair-sized
bulldeg, who sat up and b.:..bred his
teeth agglessn ely. -

Tubby Muflin  bolted 1111{191" the
table, hls fat carcase shal{mg like a
]elly -
 Grreyr !

The Modern jnniorgs backed away
from those unwelcome growls. . Their
faces showed incredulous amazement.
the looks of
the juniors, bared his teeth again.

“A  b-b-bull-d-d-dog ! spluttered

oy

'ﬂ

my hat!

Tommy Todd. = “W-where’s,  the
tuck 7"’

¥ Look out!” ot

The warning came from:- lommy

Cook. The bulldog, no doukt, fed
up with his eramped quarters.in the
hamper, sprang out on to the table,
snarling. i

Grrrrer !

The three juniors backed away to
the cupboard. Tommy Dod_ct grab-
bing th@ pol\e' as he went, |+

“Help! Murder! Ixeep hlm oft 1*?
wailed Tubb Fo MR gL [

The bulldo g, after smﬁmg 10und the
table, leaped to the floor, and began
b]llfﬁllg at Tubby Muffin’s boot, w hl(?ﬂ
projected from underneath the table-
cloth. .

0w, ow !l  Help!”

Tubby Muflin’s boot seemed to offer
some attraction to the bulldog, for
he commenced to worry it.’ thap
he thought it was a rat. Mvi‘hn on
the other hand, thought that his Iaat
hour had come

“Help!  He's killing me!l” yelled
the fat Jumm

“Come on!” said Tommy Dodd,
who had recovered from his tnght.
“PDrive him out!”

Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle
grasped a cricket-stump apiece, and
the three juniors advanced upon the
dog.

Grrrr-grerrr !

There was a rmoundmg thump ax

And when I've given
gol

Conroy, but the

of ‘g

there,

it
B
Fi

.....
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Tommy Dodd swiped the floor with
the poker within an inch or two of
the bulldog’s head. That thump had
the desired effect of fughtemng, the
innocent ammal, for, with ears laid
back and its stu_mpj, tail in the
descendant. it bolted for the door.
Once in the passage, 1t turned to
bestow a parting growl, but a
threatening motion with the poker
sent it scuttling along the passage.

“Yow-ow! 'Take him off I”” howled
Tubby Muffin. ¢ He's biting me!”

“You can come out now, Tubby,”
said Tommy Dodd, grinning. * The
blessed animal’s gone!”

‘“ Are you sure?’”

Tubby Muffin poked his head out
under the dmopmg tablecloth, and
saw no sign of the bulldog.  His
courage returned immediately.

“D%d you see me wresthng wﬂh the

brute?” he asked. ‘“I caught it a
fearful whack over the head! f”

“Oh, shut up!”

“You’d. better follow the bulldog,”
growled Tommy Cook. * We’ve had
enough of you! Buzz oft !’
it But what about: the  feed?”’ de-
manded the fat Classical. * Ain’t 1
coing to have my share?”

“There’s no blessed feed, you fat
duffer! You've been hoaxmg us, and
vou can take that for your trouble !

“That ” was a  lunge with the
cricket-stump, which caught the fat
janier fairly m the waistcoat.

“Yow—y (mp? Stoppit I’

“I H give, you two seconds to ciear

out!” said Tommy Dodd.
Tubl by Muffin did not wait for
those two seconds grace. With an

indignant glare he bolted to the
door. . He halted in the passage and
shook his fat fist at the Modern trio.

“Yah, vou beasts!”

Then he fled.
of all the Dblessed

¢ Well, capers,
this . beam. the band!”  grunted
’l‘ommy Dodd. “I can’t make it
out ! 778

WITH PANKLEY'S
COMPLIMENTS!

{ Continued from previous page.)

Silver,

The three juniors peered into the
hamper, and Doyle grabbed a sheet
of paper on which was inscribed.

“With Pankley’s

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”’

“This is Pankley’s work,” grinned
Tommy Dodd. ‘‘How did he man-
age to get hold of the hamper?™

“Ask me another!” said Tommy
Cook. “I'm goimg down to Mack’s
to see about that hamper for the
Head.”

“We'll come with vou,”” rephed
the leader of the Modern trio. *‘‘We
can give Jimmy Silver a look in on
the way back.”

“We've cot lots to tell him.”

i ;02 1 Yes!”

And the three Modern

comphments.”

JUNIOrs

sauntered down to the gatekeeper’s

lodge.

Had they been three minutes

earlier they vs,ould have seen their

late visitor, the bull-dog, bolt out of

the gates
whistle from without, where Poole,
of Bagshot, had been lurking, wait-
ing for his pet.

The 6th Chapter.
Uncle James Squares Up.

“Where's Silver?’””

Tommy Cook asked that question of
Valentine Mornington as he came
along the passage on the Classical
side. Tommy Cook’s face was boil-
ing with rage, and Tommy Dodd and
Doyle looked very serious.

“In his study, dear boy,”’ drawled
Morington. “What's the trouble?”

46 B_r*r!!il

Tommy Cook did not waste any
politeness on the dandy of the
Fourth. Instead, he pubhed past him
and strode towards the end study.
Voices came from within as the three
Moderns halted outside.

“What will Tommy say when he

finds his hampv hus been scoffed?”
Crash ! - . |
- Fhe oceupants "ol the 'end study
looked wup in  surprise as Tommy
Dodd, Doyle, and Cook rushed” into
the room.
“Where's my hamper?’ roaved

Tommy (‘ODL, uﬂlmg back 1119 cufls.
““Mack says you’ i got it 1"

“Your hamper,” frunned Jimmy
““18 there.”’’ And he pointed

to the corner. “ The contents are dis-

in response to a shrill

tributed amongst us. Nunky lldd a
good whack, but he’s just gone.’

Tommy (Cook danced with rage,
and his eyes gleamed.

“You fatheaded chumps! You
burbling dqses‘” he roared.
hamper wasn’t mine!”

‘b Iﬁll :i?!'

“Tt was the Head’s! 1 went down
specially to Coombe to get that grub
for Dr. Chisholm, as hia nephews are
coming this afternoon.’

“Ha, ha, ha!’?

“1 don’t see anything to laugh at!
What do you think the Hedd will
say?”’ howled Tommy Cook.

The Fistical Four stopped laugh-
ing. If that hamper had been pur-
chased for the Head, then things
were beginning to look very serious.

“But where’s  ~our hamper?”
demanded Lovell. “You bagged
ours, so 1 pinched yours! Ixchange
is no robbery, you know!”

“Your rotten hamper
tained a bull-dog!”

‘““ A what?” ~
bull-dog !’

only con-

“A  Dblessed
Tommy Cook.

‘“ Are you potty?”’ mquired Jimmy
Silver,

“It's just as Tommy says,”’ broke
m Tommy Dodd. “We openml your
hamper, and the only thing it con-
tained was a bull-dog.”

“A b-bull-dog ?”

repeated

THE BOYS® FRIEND

(3 1"11 l] a,t

| Jimmy,

 Price

terrupted - Jimmy Silver. © It's the
Head's hamper that I'm '\&011‘1.1110'
about. Pankley & Co. will keep.
““Hear, hear! 12
“T don’t see what can be  done,”

salid  Tommy  Cook  miserably.
“We're all  stony broke, am’t we,
Tommy?”’ |

Tommy Dodd nodded m assent.
“If that’s the only difficulty,”
saild Jimmy Silver, bllghtenmo up,

i il stajnd the exes.

‘““No fear!” growled Tommy Cook.
“PDon’t be an ass, Tommy! We've
had = your grub—or, rather, the
Head’s—and so I'll pay for it, " said
the  leader of the Fistical Four,
“ Nunky played up trumps before he

wente’’

“But I can’t let you do that,
? faltered Cook. |

‘““ Fathead! l.ook here, 1if that
hamper hadn’t been bnggod poor old

| Nunky would have been in a fearful

“Yes, and a sheet of paper,”
chimed in Tommy Doyle. * Faith
an’ here's the paper!” |

And he bhanded Jimmy Silver

Cecil Pankley’s message.
“With Pankley’s compliments.”

“Great snakes!’’ roared ‘mmn
Silver, as a light dawned upon’ him.
The same 11 ht also dawned upon
Lovell, Rﬂby, and Newcome, but
they remained silent,

“Lovell, you burbling chump!”
growled Jlmm Silver. " “This ac-
counts for the cries for ‘help’ you
heard.

Pankley & Co.!”

Arthur Edward Lovell snmted
“How was I to know?”

“ Any thumping ass but you would
have seen through 1t!” said the
leader of the Fistical Four.

Tommy Dodd & Co. were entirely
m the darL, and their faces plainly
expressed ignorance.

cended to explain) and the: Modarn
juniors burst into voars of laughter
d§ he unfolded the {ale.

« “Ha ha, ha'l’’

“Of all the bles%d Lhoek I ilm:L
Pankley takes the first pr.we! GRS
claimed the leader of the Modern
trio. i
“Ha, ha, ha!>

vaer mmd about that mmj % In:

1 said it was the work of

** What’s all thm about?’ tasked]
’lummv Dodd. ! O |
3 Althur ‘Bdward ¥ Liovelle  ¢ondes-

wax! You see, on the way back from
the station I had been giving him a
detalled account of the grub I had
laid in.’

Jimmy Silver paused for breath.

“Well, what’s that got to do with
11?2’ demanded Tomnw Cook.

“Bverything, you ass! Don’t you
see? If there hadn’t been a feed, old
Nunky wouldn’t have leit a decent

tip.  According to that, I am 1in-
debted to you to the extent of a
feed.”’

Jimmy turned to Lovell, Raby, and
Newcome.

“That’s so, isn’t it, you chaps?”’

“Right on the wicket!”

“Well, if you put it like that,
Jimmy, old scout,” I'll accept,” said
Tommy Cook awkwamh

The leader of the Fistical Four ex-
tracted a crisp currency note from his
wailet, which he handed to Tommy
Cook.

“You had better
(loombe now,” he said.
“Thanks, I will!” replied Tommy
Cook. |

And he grabbed for his cap and
pelted down the passage as fast as
his legs would carry him.

AL thmk he will do 1t n time,’
sutd Jimmy Silver.

Tommy Cook’s luck f-t,emed to be

down to

r i

cut

in, for i less than twenty minutes
he was back in the end study
“Hallo! Soon back!” |
1 got cachift an i a ar caclh way,
Incek would have it,’ glumed (look
- ‘J(Ilf.m'full,\.

“Good !’ ek _
“ T left the tuek with the ‘Head ard
apologised for bmw—r late, but the old

bufter thanlwd ])10ft1-eh He
told me that he ap])} eciated my good
taste,” said the Modern junior. “°I

met Tupper, the page-boy, on the
stairs and saved him the iluublu of
bringing you this letter, Silver.”
Jimmy Silver took the letter, and
slitting  the em*e[ope commenced to

Three Halfpence *

to

14 /:2;,420

read. His brow contracted. a
frown as he perused the wntults. It
ran: ~

it Dear b1h er. -——-—Kmdh gIve . 1y
apologies to Lovell for having fto
veséue  a - scarccrow from @ uaien
crave, but it was necessary for the

success of my scheme. Tell him, also,
pinch himself and wake up!.
“How did you find the bull-dog
Nice and tender ?
‘“Who's top-dog? Why,
of course!—Kindest regavds,
think !

Bagshot,
L don’t

% CroiL ' PANKLEY.)

‘“Cheeky  bounder !’ ‘exclaimed
Jimmy Silver.

3 W'e shall have to think out a plan
to make him sit up!”’ remarked

Arthur Edward Lovell.

“That’s so,” said Jimmy Silver
thoughtfully.  “Only you can scrap
any 1idea that you have in 'your
mind.”

“What do you mean?”
Arthur Edward warmly.

“ Anything: you think of is sure to
be potty.”

“Rot !

“Txactly ! said Jimmy Silver.

Tommy Dodd looked at his: w :itfh

demanded

133

“Time for prep ot chaps!”’ he
, Uik
saicl. _

“So it 1s. I'd {forgotten prep,”

sald Jimmy Silver. ‘ See you chaps
m the morning. We'll think out a
wheeze to make Pankley & Co. look
small.” |

“ Right-ho,

And the threce Modern juniors
hurried over to their own House,
arriving just in time for "prep.. Ou
the morrow seven heads were put to-
gether with but one object 1 mind,
namely, to score off the Bagshot
Bounders. ke

Jimmy !

THYE. END

NEXT MONDAY’

will contain another Ilong.
complete story of

JIMMY SILVER & Co %
their Rivals 'of

lntroducmg
Bagshot.

This spléndid story is ﬂntitiéﬁ -
“ SINGEING

PANKLEY’S BEARD ! ”
By OWEN CONQUEST.
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By GEORGE UTLEY

(T’heé POpuIar Half back and Captain of Sheffield United, the last -
English Gup-Wmners )

When *¢ an'® ambitious footballer
reaches anything approaching a first-
class team,
three - great things of which he
dreams. ‘One is to be chosen for his
country; ~the other to be in a side
which wins the English Cup, and the
third to bea: member of a side which
wins the ¢hampionship of the First
Division. I certainly had ambitions
in all these directions from the time
when '1 became a professional foot-
baller, and I have been particularly
ldclu,, because two of those three
ambitions have been fulfilled. I have
been chosen to play for my country,
and my Cup experience has been pat-
ticularly fortunate, for 1 have been in
three Cup I‘mal*. and twice have 1
had the pleasure of being the captain
of the winning team. Whether 1
shall ever be a miember of a side which
wins the First Lean‘ne (jhamy}mnmhm
I don’t know. But 1 just live in
hopes.

The
WINIng
HEe oy UinOL{:‘(] though.
wet plenty of one sort of distinetion,
but strive as hard as they can, the
other cludes them. Take the case of
that great full-back—perhaps

part which luck plays in the

I take 1t that there are

of these honours must 1ot
Some plavers

the .

greatest full-back of my. time-—Bob
SJrompton, as a  striking example.
He has plaved in no end of Inter-
national matches—well over thirty,
I believe—yet in all his long carcer
he has never had the pleasure of lead-
ing his side to victory in an Knghsh
Cup Final. Neither did = Steve
Bloomer, that prince of goal-scorers,
ever be fortunate enough to appear
on the wmning side 1n a final ftie.
And plenty of other instances could
be quoted as showing thut even the

very best of )lavers arc sometimos
denied = the 1eahsatiou ot  their
ambitions.

However, T am  out to tell yon

something about captaincy in the Cup
from my own experience, and, in-
cidentally, to reveal, if 1 can, some
of the secrets of siiceess 1 thig great
knock-out competation, in which  so
many clubs must be disappointed
each season and only one thoroughly
contented-—-the winneus.

To captain a team which 1s having
a good run in the Cup 1s a responsi-
bllltv as well as an honour. 'L'here
are people who imagine that a foot-
ball captain is only a
leads the team first out of the dress-
ing-room and who tosses for choice

|

figure-head, who .

of ends. The captain who 1magines
that' his duties on the field begin and
end there, is not fit for the post, how-
ever, and ebpecmlly in cup-ties do tac-
tw% tell. 19 -

the Barnsley team, and
later, as my readers are no ,rdoubt
aware, I was with Sheffield United
when the Cup was last won—in 1915.
Now, with both ‘those teams we
made a  practice of giving a lot of
thought to our forthcoming matches
between the time the draw was made
and the date on which the games
were to be played. As far as it was
possible, we decided on our policy,
weighed up the strength and the
weaknesses of our opponents as far
as we knew them, and framed our
plans accordingly. This, incidentally,
is a veryv good plan, which I should
advise ‘all young footballing teams to
copy. Thiuk about your matches. If
you loze one week, sit down and con-
sider why and how vou lost, and
make up your minds that the same
errors will not be repeated.

Perhaps if'1 eive an actual instance
of how this thm]xmgr over tacties
operates, you will better understand
just what T mean. When Barnsley
had a successful run in the Cup 'in
1910, Everton was one of the clubs
we were . called upon to meet and
beat. Previous to our first game
with them we only knew their players
by repute, as they played 'in a
different Leacvue {from ours. That
first meeting ended in a drawn game,
so we had to'replay the match. For
this second meeting, however, we
knew quite a lot more about the
ability of the Everton men, and we
laid our plans accordingly.

One of the fthings we had dis-
covered was the fact that their centre-
forward, Freeman, was the player to
whom the whole side seemed to look
to score goals, therefore, it did not
require much deep thought to come
to the conclusion that he was the man

was  with

- My first etpemence in Cup success

who must be stopped fivst of all.
our centre-half went on to the field
with that object in view, and as the
other very dangerous man iwas the
outside-right, we also decided that he
must have careful attention.  And I
am .convinced that to a large extent
the -fact that we defeated this lver-

GEORQE UTLEY,

The famous captain of Sheffield
United, who has written this article
specially for the BOYS' FRIEND.

ton side at the second meeting was
due to the thought we had given to
the match before the ball was kicked
oif.

In these talks over tactics it 1s ob-
vious that the captami of the team
must play his part. And when 1t
cotnes to carryimg them out on the
field “of play, the rest of the side is
justified i looking to the captam tor
wstruction.
ence between Cup-ties and League
matches 1s the fact that in the former
one match lost means 'fexit,” 1t tol-

‘As'the one great difter- |

So

T

I

1

{

|

H

lows that in Cup games 1t 1s specially
important that no mistakes should be
made 1n regard to policy. II"L.OH}CI.
words, the team which most rapidly
adapts 1tself to the ematnw con-
dltl()llb““ hich makes the most of its
own strength and spots the' weak-
nesses of its opponents—is the team
most likely to pull through.

In Cup-ties especially,
citement runs high, and everything
and everybody 1is at fever heat, the
captain should set an example of
calm confidence, which will lw fol-
lowed by the rest of the side. | 1f
the leader loses his head, it is lotig
odds that the rest of the team will
follow suit, and to do that is about
the very beht way to lose a Cup-tie,
or any other n.mtc,ll for that nmttor

Mind you, it is not easy to keep
calm and undisturbed, eqpecmllv

when ex-

‘when the final stage of the Cup ecom-
petition 1s reached.

No member of
the team can overlook the greatness
of the occasion—the Press and the pub-
lic see to it that the subject is kept
well in the foretront. And the cap-
tain of the side is constantly re-
minded of the coming btrugglc by
the receipt of messages of good-will
from anywhere and m“eiywhele.
And, finally, when the Cup has
been htted, there is what must be
to most football captains about the.
most trymng experience of  all--
speeches to be made when the Cup
is handed over immediately after e.hf_.,:-
match-—just when you are all thrilled
and excited at lmvmrr been successful.
Yes, the captain of a Cup team has
his 1e,~aponmb111‘rm but the compensa-
tions of mnmng-.-—-tha feeling ot
something  attempted, . something
done—outweigh everything else.
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The 1st Chapter.
Called Over the Coals !

Beauclere | ™
out the names
lumber school-

““ Richards, Lawless,
Mr. Slimmey called
from the porch of the
house at Cedar Creek.
“Hallo! What’s the trouble.now?”
murmured Bob Lawless. :
There was a snowfight going on n

the playground of Cedar Creek
School.  Frank Richards & Co.  left

the crowd of merry schoolboys, and
hurried to the porch. |

They assumed their meekest ox-
pressions as they came up to Mr.
slhimmey. et P

“ Yo called mus, sir?”
Richatds.

Mz, 8limmey blinked at them over
his gold-rimmed spectacles.

* Miss Mecadows wishes to see you
three boys,” he said. * You are to go
in at once!”

¢ Ahein! Is anything the matter,
sir?” murmured Beauclerc. :

“1 think there has been some com-
plaint from Mr. Peckover, at Hill-
crest,” answered the young master,
aird he motioned to the trio to go in.

Frank Richards & Co. centered the
schoolhouse,« and  proceeded slowly
and reluctantly to Miss Meadows’ sit-
Ling-roon.

‘““ Peckowvor again!’ grunted ' Bob
Lawless. “That' galoot’ 13 always
making trouble !’ i

“Bother him !’ growled Ifrank.

1 suppose ' we oughtin’t to have
cone over to Hillerest yesterday,” re-

said Frank

marked Vere Beauclere, with a smile.

“We only went to snowball Dicky
Bard.? csaid . Beby ' ¢ 1t was a.:sheer
aceident that a suwowball landed on
Peckover when he put his silly head
out of.the window.” |

Frank ' TRichards tapped at DMiss

Meadows’ door, and the three school- |

hoys entered the headmistress’ room,
trying to look: as if butter would not
mielt in their mouths.

But Miss Meadows’ 'brow was stern.
A letter lay on the table before her,
apparently a communication from Mr.
Peckover, the headmaster of Hillerest
sSchool. Al |
“T have sent for you three boys
" she began severely.”

“¥Yes, ma’am!” murmured Bob.

“You visited Hillerest School
yesterday 7”7 *
S Ahem! Yes.”

““And threw a snowball ~at Mr.
Peckover?” |
S Ohyney ma amul iy
“Mr. Peckover complains that he

{

____
oA H
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was snowhalled at his own window,”

said Miss Meadows sternly.

“Tt was an accident, ma’am,’
Bob. T chucked—"

““What'?:

“1 mean, I'threw the snowball at
Dicky Bird. The silly galoot ducked
his head and it caught old Peckover—
I—1 mean, Mr. Peckover, in the eye!
-1 couldn’t foresee that, could I,
Miss Meadows?”

““Sheer accident, Miss Meadows,”
murmured Frank.

“ Accidents of that kind must not be

* said

allowed +to happen,” said = Miss
Meadows. 1 believe your explana-

tion, but Mr. Peckover 1s very angry.

I have forbidden you to quarrel with

)3

the Hillerest boys——
"4 We weren’t quarrelling, ma’am,”
said Bob eagerly. ¢ Only just making
them sit up a little !”’ |

“ Vouwwill be detained for one hour
after lessons | ito-day !”  sard < Migs
Meadows. ' .-

The: three chums looked relieved.
The matter did not seem so serious as
they had anticipated. -

But the Canadian
was not finished yet.

#Mr. Peckover strongly disapproves
of yvour disputes with his boys,” she
woent ons i 1 am " aware that you

mean no harm; but Mr. Peckover’s

views must be respected. You must
not visit Hillerest School arain.”’

schoolmistress

hia
......

“PBut, ma am-—--"

““On any pretext whatever!” saud
Miss Meadows sternly.  ‘““Something
of this kind always seems to occur.
Remember., you are forbidden to go
near the school!”

“Bllt—"*"""*”

SOIf this order is disregarvded,’ said
Miss Meadows, ‘I shall take the most
severe measures!”’

N But ” stammered Bob.

“Kindly do not argue with ine,
Lawless !” exclaimed Miss Meadows.
“You have heard my command.”

“ But A murmured Frank
Richards.

Miss Meadows raised her hand.

‘“Tf I hear that any one of you has
been to Hillerest again I shall make
a complaint to your parents!” she
said.

“Oh dear!”

“Bear that m mind.

go!”’
*But 9
¥ You “may 1 oal’
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‘A SURPRISE FOR KENO KIT!

without-stOPping.to think, he crashed his fist full upon the ruffian’s bulldog jaw.

1 obstinately.

You may |

e [
-

A Long, Complete Story of Frank Richards'
- Bovhood at Cedar Creek.
By MARTIN

CLIFFORD.

“TI tell her we've got
p)

an engagement to meet Bird—-
‘“* Better mot=—"
But Bob Lawless was already tap-
ping at the sitting-room door again.
“Come in!” came Miss Meadows’
voice,. | -
The rancher’'s son entered. FKFrank
Richards and Beauclere waited in the
passage for him, rather anxiously.
They had cause for anxiety. There
was a murmur of voices from the
room, and then a eudden sharp sound.
Swish !
Bob Lawless came out again, with

- his right hand tucked under his arm,

and a wry expression on his face,
“Ow!” was his remark,

And Bob said “Ow!” geveral times

emphatically as the chums returned
to the playground. It was evident
that it was useless to attempt to
explain  the  situation to  Miss
Meadows. The headmistress of Cledar
Creck was in no mood for explana-

repeated Miss | tions from Irank Richards & Co.
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Chunky Todgers.

B L

But with ‘an hour’s detention to
follow lessons, aund a severe prohibi-
tion to visit Hillerest at all, the chums
were in a difficult position.  Miss
Meadows did mnot sce the difficulty ;
but it was there all the same. ™The
schoolmistress did not sce eye'to eye
with her hopeful pupils. |

Greatly as the chums respected the
headmistress of Cedar Creek, they
felt that in this matter they were
bound to follow their own judgment,

But that was a matier requiring
great care. '

For it was certain that 1if they
visited Hillerest after what Miss
Meadows had said, there would be a
storm in the event of the escapade
being discovered. And 1t was not a
licht matter for a formal complaint
to be made to their parents by the
school-mistress.

Qo that afternoon, Frank Richards
& Co. had plenty of food for thought,
apart from the geography and
grammar to which they were sup-
posed just then to be devoting their
attention.

Whet the school was dismissed, the
three chums were left by themselves.
Chunky Todgers pansed to speak to
them as the other fellows went out;

and  Beauclerc’'s  cousin,  Algy,
lingered for a few moments.
“Hard lines, old fellows!” said

“You oughtn’t to
get found out, you know. Now, if I'd
been with you, I guess I'd have man-
aged better.”

“Rats!” grunfed Frank Richards.

‘“ Another time,”” said the fat and
colf-satisfied Chunky—* another time,
I guess I'll come along with you and
see you through. Too late this time,
Sorry.”

And Chunky Todgers rolled away,
just in time to escape an KEnglish
Grammar which Bob Lawless had
picked up to smite him with.

ST owait | for | you. fellows,!’
Alezernon Beauclere remarked, smil-
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Another second and the savage blow would have 'descendad.
But Frank Richards came up

with a breathless rush and
Keno Kit uttered a

how! of surprise and pain as he reeled off his victim.

Meadows, , raising her voice ‘shghtly.
The .chums: of Cedar Creek looked
at one another.

No further argument was possible,
and they quitted the room slowly, and
Frank drew the door shut.

In the passage outside they looked
at one another again.

“Here’s'a go!” muttered Bob Taw-
less. |
her rag out like that.
Dicky Bird—"

“That we'd wait for him outside
Hillerest gates after lessons and snow-
ball him !” said Beauclerc. *° And if
we don’t turn up he will think we are
(5 oA ,

“We'lve got to turn up!l” growled

And we told

Bob. ¢ Look here, T'll try to explain
to Miss Meadows that—that—- 1
“PBetter not,” said Frank. *“School-
mistresses don’t understand  these
matters.”
o I § 12 CR B DA b L AN 1 U U T

“Hanecy Miss Meadows getting

The 2nd Chapter.
Kept In !

rrank Richards & Co. were feeling

rather worried = during - afternoon
lessons at Cedar Creek. that day.

~.They were thinking of the appoint-
ment with Master Richard Bird, the

leader of the Hillcrest fellows. The
Cedar Creek Co. had solemnly

engaged to turn up at Hillerest and
snowball Master Richard, and if they

~did not keep their engagement they

laid themselves open to the accusation
of ‘“cold teet.”” That/'wasia matter
with whieh Miss. Meadows would
hardly have sympathised, but i1t was
a very important matter to the chums
of Cedar Creek. |

As Bob Lawless remarked emphati-
cally, they could not have the Hill-
crest  ““ aaloots ' crowing..over Cedar
Creek. That idea was not te be enter-
tainied for a meoment. |

ing a little as he surveyed the three
doleful faces.

Vere Beauclerc shook his head.

“No good hangimg about for an
hour, Algy,” he said.
off home, and tell father I shall be
late.”’

“ All serene, then,” said Algy.

And he cut off.. @ -

I'vanlk Richards & Co. settled down
dismally to  their books.  Miss
Meadows was still busy at her desk,
but otherwise the trio were alone in
the big lumber school-room.

Miss Meadows came towards them
after a few minutes. Her face was
Very severe.

““T will look m an an hour’s time,”

she said. (W 9Until ) then | you " wall
remain  here and work at your
gramumar.’”’ -

“I—I ¢ say——""  began - Frank
Richards.

S That!walli de 1?2

““ Better cut |

Price
Three Halfpsnce

|

i
i
g
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The Canadian schoolmistress
walked out, evidently -inan uncom-
promising mood. b

Bob Lawless gave a

“ Nice, ain’t it?” -

“Rotten !’ said Frank. It won’t
do! We're landed here for an hour;
and all the time Dicky Bird is waiting
for us, and he will think we’re afraid
to keep our word.”

“We could hardly go, anyway,
after what Miss Meadows has said !
remarked Vere Beauclerc hesitat-
qtad bootithife i

Bob Lawless gave a snort.

‘SiWe're | Ubound ol v go.
Meadows won’t hear of 1t.”

**She might o

“I guess we shall have to chance 1t,
then. We're mnot having Hillcrest
crow over Cedar Creek.”

‘“ Better get some work done,” said
Frank. | *

*$Oh dear !’

The chums settled down to work
for ten minutes or so.. But English
Grammar, interesting as the subject
was, soon palled upon them.

Frank Richards was the first to
loak up. |

“T've got an 1dea.” he remarked.

‘““ About the conjugations?’ asked
Bob, with a faint grin. | L e

“Blow the conjugations! About
Hillerest, I mean!” said Irank.
“We can’t have a shindy with Dicky
Bird & Co. after what Miss Meadows
has said. We're bound to obey her
orders. But we've got to let Bird
know how the matter stands. He will
be waiting at Hillcrest, but he wont
walt an hour.”

“Nope !”?

“We've got to get word to.him
that we’re detained, and barred from

dismal groan.

Miss

Hillerest,” said Frank. ¢ That’s the

923
L

way out. See <l Bl

“What a brain!” grunted Bob
Lawless. “ You might have thought
of that before, and Chunky or Algy
could have taken the message. Now
it can’t be done !”’

“There may be a chap still in the

playground———"

“Not hkely 1’

S Ellook. ¥

After a glance at the door to make
sure that 1t was shut, Frank Richards
mounted on a desk, and looked out of
the window. . |

Outside, the dusk was settling on
the playground and the palisade, and
the creek and the woods beyond.

There was mo sigh of a Codar Creek
fellow  to  be seen. Nobody . had
lingered about the school 1n the Bitter
winter evening, save the three uu-
lucky youths who had no choice in
the mattenr. |

“Well ¥ grunted Bob,' as
stepped down,

Frank shook his head.

“L guess 1 could have told you so.

Frank

Get on with your pesky strong and

weak verbs,” growled the rancher’s
Son. |
- But Frank Richards did not sit at
his desk again. There was a deter-
mined expression upon his handsome
face. I
“I'm going over to Hillerest,” he
said. - ‘1. want to catch Dicky Bird
before he goes, and tell him,”

f 1 w e

‘“ Aren’t you detained, fathead? If
you mosey out of the. school‘reom,
Miss Meadows will see’ youiigo® .

“There’s the window. s '-ibécrss

ORI satd ! Baha i G e

“Miss Meadows won’t be in here
agam till the hour’s up,” said Frank,
who had thought 1t out.  “I can be

‘back bv then, and she will see me

here all right. -1 can get over to
Hillerest and '‘back in ‘the time.”
“You can’t get youp, geegee out
without being seen.”
“I shall hoof 1t.”

“Then you won’t do. it im the

time.”’ T I
“Yes, I shall! I can sprint;” -said
Frank. “TI’ll keep up speed all the
way, and the same back. I can
manage 1t. Give me a bunk up to
the window.”’ { e .

“Shimmey may see. youfrom his
cabin,” said Beauclerc doubtfiilly.

“Tt’s too dusky now.” bt

“Well, I guess you can-try,” said
Bob.. ‘“No good all of wus going;
some of us would be bound to be
spotted. And we can’t have a shindy
over there, after what Miss Meadows
has said. Dicky Bird will understand.
if you tell him how we’re fixed. Tell
him, too, that some day we’ll drop in
ii-ﬂd”SCEtlp that pesky headmaster of
115 | i |

Frank Richards laughed.

“Give me a bunk !” he said.

‘““What about . your hat?. It’'s n
the lobby, and Miss Meadows will
hear you 1 "

“Never mind my hat!
snowing now !”’ '

gl iviaht. )

It’s not

Bob Lawless helped his cousin up,

to the window, and Frank chimbed
out. . He dropped lightly to the
ground outside. -




sionally

mcogmwd Keno Kit,
the rotigh gang

~his watchful eyes.
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“Vamoose, quick!”
Bob, from the window.

L6 Ta-td;‘”

Frank Richards ‘ran off at once,
keeping close to the lumber building
in the gathering shadows.

Bob Lawless and Vere Beauclerc
returned to their tasks. And occa-
they shifted: their boots
noisily on the p]ank floor, so that any-
one passing the &chool -room door
would hear them, and would know
that the detamed schoolboys were
still there. But one of the detained
trio was already far away.

The 3rd Chapter.
Too Late!
Frank  Richards kept close to the
schoolhouse wall, skirting the build-
g, towards Lhc- reatr of the school

enclosurc There out of sight of the
two masters’ ca bll]b, and of the school-

“house windows, he climbed the fence

and dropped outside.

He had succeeded in making his
way out of the school enclosure un-
seen ; and the open timber lay befor
him. l

A few minutes more, and he was
speeding amoeng the leafloss trees, en
route for Hdlcwst
There was plenty of snow among
timber, and the straggling,
leafless underwood was calted with it.
Frank brushed it off in clouds as he
ran on. ‘Well out of sight of the
school, he ventured from the timber
into the open trail, and ran on at
renewed speed. The shadows setrled
deeper and deeper over the forest as
he sped on tirelessly.

He was close by the spot where the

_patn to Hillerest branched off the
/Thompson

hea vy foot-
coming from

trail, when
- steps fell upon his ears,

--thb dll"eutlon ot tht, town

Frank Richards halted at once.
' He did not want to be seen there

/! by anyone who might mention the
s faetd ot Miss Meadows at a moment
when he was supposed to be detained
An the schoolroom af Cedar Creek.

In a moment he hdd darted from

the trail 1111:0 the cover of the frosty |

tl’f_“(}S

From hlb‘ looked . out,

wver ho

W wadting for the pedcatrmll to p&ss be-
f*fc)rf, he resumned his WA

d A tburly - form loomed! up i the
-x-..;_"dnsku il eIy

]ud,nh Richards

a member of
that had its head-
quarters at the Red Dog saloon in
Thampscm |

Keno Kit was not exactly the fel-
low one would have chosen to meet
on a dark and lonely trail at night-
fall, and Frank was glad that he had
taken cover as his eyes fell on the
lowering,  bulldog face of the
uffian.
 He'waited fm the man to pass, but
to his surprise Keno Kit came to a
halt almost opposite the big tree be-
hind which Frank was in -cover.

For # moment Frank imagined that
the ruffian had seen him. but Keno
Kit was not looking in his direction.

He turned in his tracks and stared
back along the dusky trail towards
Thompson, where lights were twink-
ling in the gloom.

For 4 minnte or two Keno Kit
stood ‘motionless, staring towards the
town, as if in expectation of seeing
someone dppear on the trail. But no
footstep broke the gilence. |

The ruffian moved at last, but he
did net resume his way.

He plunged into the timber a
dozen yards from the spot where the
amazed schoolboy stood 'behind the
tree ‘with bated breath. |

There was a crashing and a rustling
as the ruffian fcncec] his way in the
underbi ush. -

He stop :‘,-cd at last, a.nd Frank, who
had I:stened 1ntentl realised that
Keno Kit, like hnnself, had been
taking cover in the timber. The
ruffian was hidden in the under-
woods, at the point where the Hill-
erest path bmnahed off from the main
grajl (9B

What }'11:; object could possibly be
in ' hiding himself there,
Richards could not even guess.,

Undoubtedly, he was watching for
someons to pass, but why, was a
mystery.

At all events, it was evident that
he was settled there for the present,
and did not intend to move, and that
Frank Richards could not follow the
Hillcrest path without passing under
At present Keno
Kit had no lxnowledge of his proxi-
mity, but if he came out into the
path, the ruffian was certain to see
him at once.

Frank Rmhards stirred at last, but
he did not emerge into the path. He
had no desire to come into closer
acquaintance with the most rufianly
member of the Red Dog crowd.

He trod softly and 511011t1v away

‘As. it came Cl()b@l"

. through the wood avoiding the path,

E\}ew Mo.nday

murmured | and approachmg

Frank |

Published

Hillerest through
the timber. '
Not till he was a good distance
from the ‘fork of the trail did he
leave the trees behind and come out

exclamation of dlsm)pmntment

The school gates were closed for
the night, and a column of smoke ris-
ing from a chimney was the only sign
of life about the place.

Dicky Bird & Co. evidently were
gone.
Probably Master Richard Bird had

waited for SONe tlmo for the Cedar

| Creek chums to arrive and make good

their challenge, but he had tired of
waiting and gone home with his
friends.

Frank Richards had arrived too
late.

“Rotten !” grunted Frank, as he
stood in the snow and staved at the
closed gates |

He ]0(11\(‘(1 up and down the trail,
but it was silent and deserted. It
Dicky Bird & Co. had wated, they
would have been in sight somewhere,
but there was no sign of anyone
near the school.

The Hillerest fellows had doubtless
concluded that Frank Richards & Co.
had failed to come up to the scrateh,
and had gone their way chuckling,
which ‘was a very exasperating re-
flection to Krank.

However, there was nothing to be
done, and it wag necessary to lose
no time in returning to Cedar Creek.
the closed gates, and started down
the trail.

1t was now quite dark, and only
the glimmer of snow broke through
the gloom “ldt hung over the silent
timber.

As he neared the fork of the trail,
Frank paused, remembering @ the
ruffian whom he had seen ensconce
himself 1 cover there.

It was only prudent to keep out of
the way of the lawless ‘' bulldozer,”
and Frank determined to strike
through the timber again, and got
out into the Thompscn trail lower
down.

But as he turned from the path

there came a sudden sound from
the trail ahead, at the fork.

There was £ sound of a fall, and
a terrified yell, and then a vnim

which Ifrank recognised as that of My,

Peckover, the headmabter ot
Crest, ' '
“ Help ! Help! Helpl”
| |
|
" The 4th Ohapte} "
Frank Richards to the Rescue !
(¢S H?l '5‘5
]*Izmk Richards jumped, = He knew
Mr. Peckover’s voice well enough,

loud and shrill and terrified as it was
at the present moment.

| He bad supposed that the Hillerest
master was in his house, but it was
clear now that Mr. Peckover had been
down to Thompson MTown, and that
trouble had befallen him on the way
home.

And 1o a flash Frank recalised the
meaning of Keno Kit's mysterious
movements.

The ruffian had seen Mr. Peckover
leave Thompsen for home, and had
hurried ahead of him on thu trail and

ambushed him where the path turned
off to Hillerest.

Keno Kit's object, of course, was
robbery. Pr obdb]]y his lagt dollar had
gone on ‘fire-water” at the Red

| Dog, and he had adopted ' this

method of replenishing the exchequer
—nof, for the f{irst time; it was certain.

And in case of rvesistance on the
part of his victim. Keno Kit was not
likely to be gentle in his methods.
Robbery with violence was little to
him, ;md he was prepared to use all
the violence that was needed.

For a moment or two Frank
Richards stood still, while the tervi-
fied cries of Kphraim Peckover rang
in his ears from the darkness,
|  He had no love for the Hillcrest
master. The bitter, suspicious man
had caused him and hig friends
trouble more than once. But much
as he disliked Mr. Peckover, he could
not think of leaving him una,lcled In
the grasp of a lawless ruffian. What
made him hesitate chiefly was the
thought that if Mr. Peckover recog-
msed him, the facts would come to
Miss Meadows’ knowledge—and she
would know that he had broken
detention and wvisited Hillerest so
soon after receiving her strict orders
to keep away from the place.

But as the sounds of a struggle
came to his ears, Krank Ric lmzds
could not hesitate longer. He ran

quickly down the path towards the
scenc.

In the dimness he made out faintly
the two struggling forms.

Keno Kit had leaped from his am-
labu:;ah on the Hillerest master, and
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into the path by the gates of Hill-
crest Schoo]
There he halted, with a muttered

stinggle,

Frank Richards turned his back on.

chand,

I give 1n!

BOYS®

borne him to the ground. Mr, Peck-
over was not a hero by any means,
but he was struggling fiercely in the
ruffian’s grasp. It was the thought
of being robbed that nerved him to
lt’blbtdllbe Mr. Peckover did not like
parting with. money under any cir-
cumstances whatever.

* Quiet, you old fooll” came Keno
Kit's savage voice, as he ])lant{ d ¢

knee on the struggling man’s (.ll("at:
and crushed him mto the snow.
“Help ! Help’” |
¥ ] rllc‘f-'l‘"'}

“H(ll)'”

By Jehosophat, T'll make you
quiet, if you don’t let up!”’ growled
the ruffian. “Pony up your dollars,

you old idjit, and you won't get
nurt !’

“Help! Help!”

Mr. Peckover still struggled and

yelled.

Keno Kit drew a revolver from his
belt and grasped it by the barrel.
He raised it, clubbed, over his vic-
tim’s terrified cyes.

“Now let up! he snarled.
“ Another howl, and 1 guesy your
silly skull will be cracked!”

el 1

“1 guess you’ll have it, then!”

Another second and the savage
blow would have descended, and Mr.
Peckover 'would have lain stunned
in the snow.

But Frank Richards had
the spot by that time.

In the noise and excitement of the
neither the footpad nor his
victim had heard Frank'’s foolsteps
on the snowy trail. His arrival was

T”

roached

quite nune \pe(ttd

It was fortunate for Frank; for the
rufhian would certainly not have
hesitatod to turn the revolver on him,

rather than be baulked of his prey.
Frank came up with ‘a breathless

rush, as Keno Kit’s arm was descend-

ing. Without stopping to think, he

craghed his fist full upon the ruffian’s
bulldog jaw,

Keno Kit uttered a howl of SUTrprise
and. pain as he reeled off his vietim,
and lurched into the snow beside him.

If Frank had given him a moment
lo recover, 15 would have gone hard
with the ]Jlm! y sdl(m]boy But he
did net. As Keno Kit lurched over,
Frank  Richards piled on him, hitting
ont with all his strength. = One Ils_-,L
crashed inte the 'rufhian’s eyes—the
other followed it up, L.l,ndmg under
the car—and Keno Kit rolled in the
STLOW, Lluz eV O.[H"‘l.' ﬂymg EI"()m hi%

Fran h c;mght the glmt Of 1L as it
rolled, and sprang at it. A sef;.ond
and 1L was 11 his grasp..

Mr, Peckover lay sprawlmg on hIS
hack in the snow, gasping for breath,
Loo lu‘*\\'il(h?u_tl to know, for the
time, quite what was happening.
There was no help from him.

But Frank Richards did not need

1t.

The moment the revolver was in
his hand his finger sought the trigger,
and he fired.

The bullet erashed into the ground
a foot from Keno Kit as he sprawled
and gasped and cursed.

Frank Richards did not aim at the
ruffian ; he wanted tg avoid wounding
him if he could, and his object was
to scare him off.

Crack, crack!

The ﬂdbhll“" of the revolver, and

the bullets pa*‘tmmg round hlm were

enough for Keno Kit,

The rufhan squirmed away in thc
snow, howling :

“Tet up! Let up!
Let up!”

Don’t shoot!

Crack !

Frank fired again
scrambled to his feet,
yards away. -

The bullet grazed Keno Kit’s arm,
tearing the sleeve, but missing him,
as Frank imtended that it should.

But it had come toe close for the
ruffian’s taste: he had not the
remotest idea that the marksman was
intentionally missing him.

With a gasp, he took to his heels.

His heavy footsteps pounded away
down the trail, and IFrank Richards

as the ruffian
SIX or seven

sent another 111](* over his head as
he ran.
The last cartridge i1n the six-

shooter he kept, for more sericus use
if the ruffian should return.

But Keno Kit was not ‘thmkmg of
returning.

The shooting at close quarters had
been more than enough for him, and
he was fleeing as fast as he could go,
and his running footsteps died away
in the distance,

Frank Rlclmnls? revolver in hand,
watched the direction in which he
had gone, and listened.

A few yards from him, My, Peck-
over was sibting up 1in the snow,
pumping in breath, |

In the darkness, he could only
dimly make out th(; figure of the

schoolboy, whose back was to hium.

FRIEND

-hl_q-‘

|

been ‘able to count upon the
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“Oh"” gasped \11‘ Peckovm. g -4

is—is he gone?”

Frank Richards was about to reply |
reassuringly, but he checked himself,
Mr. Peckover would have recognised
his voice.

-Infstead of answering, the Cedar
Creck schoolboy moved further off in
the darkness, still keeping his back

to the gasping man. -

Certainly, after what had ha
pened, Frank Richards ought to ha,va
gratitude
of Ephraim Peckover; but he thought
he knew the man too well for that
Mr. Peckover had never given him
the impression of being capable of
anything in the naturd of kmdl feel-
ings; and Irank’s only idea was to
keep his identity unknown He did
not want Mr, Peckover’s thanks, if
thanks were mtended but he very
much wanted to make sure that Miss
Meadows would never learn that he
had been to Hillerest that evening.

“Who are you?” gasped Mr. Peck-
over, as he struggled slowly and pain-
fully to his feet.

Wrank Richards did not speak.

Without. turning his head, he
moved: further off down the path into
the open {trail,

The Hillerest master stared after
him, not understanding his action.
He knew that the dimly-seen school-

boy bhad saved him from robbery and |

serious injury, and for the moment,

at least, he was feeling thankful and

grateful ; though posgibly his feelings
would have been modified if he had
recognised 1 his rescuer the Cedar
Creek fellow whom
disliked.

“Do you hear me?” he called out,
in amazement,

life My dear boy, come
here !”’
Frank Richards grinned in the
darkness.

Fe had never expooh*r.l to hear Mr,
Ephraim Peckover address him as a
don r boy.

He did not turn back, however.

Keno Kit was clean gone, and it
was safe enough to leave Mr. Peck-
ovgr alone; and TFrank Richards
stalted df‘m n the trail at a run in the
direction of Cedar Creek Schoael.

The astonished Hillerest master
called after him several times; but
IFrank did not heed. In a few
minutes, Mr. Peckover’s voice died
away behind.

In a state of great astonishment,
Mre Peckover turned from the spot
'aul hurried on to Hillerest. His

and he was in 2
hurry to get into the shelter of his
own walls, |

The 5th Chapter.
All Serene!

Frank Richards ran down the trail
at top speed.

He paused only a moment, to toss
Keno Kit's revolver into the trees,
and then ran on agam.

There was no time to lose if he was
to get back into the Cedar Creek
school-room before the hour of
detention was up.

His mission had been a failure ; he
had not succeeded in seeing Dicky
0. hefore they left for home.
But he was not sorry. that he had
come. Unpleasant as Mr. Peckoven
was, Frank was glad that he had been
at hand to render him aid in the hour
of danger.

His only thought now was to get
back to Cedar Creek, and to keep the
whole occurrence a dgaa,d secrot.

His feet seemed searcely to touch
the snowy ground as he raced on.

Cedar Creek loomed up. in the
darkness at last: and Frank skirted
the palisade, and climbed over it at
the hack. He dropped breathlessly
into the playgmund

Without pausing a moment,
hurried on to the schoolhouse. t

From the window, lamplight was
glimmering, and agamst the lighted
window he made out the outlmes of
two heads. Bob Lawless and Vere
Beauclere were watching for his
roturn—anxious for him, as the last
minutes of the hour ticked away on
the school-room clock.

“Here he 18, by gum!”’ came in a
mutter from Bob Lawless, as he heard
Frank’s panting breath below.

“Good !’ muttered Beauclere.

““ Just in time, Frank!”
“Help me in!” gasped Frank
Riechards.

““ Here you are!”
His chums grasped his hands from

“above and dragged him u

Frank Richards SpldWﬁ;d through

| the window, and it was clocsed a,ftu*

He stood pumping in breath
sately landed in the

¢t down !’ muttered - Beb
anxiously. “ You're only just 1n
time, old scout. There's only two
m111111<_‘=~« more.’ |
“My hat!” murmured KFr ank

him.
after he was
school-room.

il

Three Halfpance

he especially

“You have saved |

“you'd leit that bulldozer

he |
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He dropped into his seat d.t hige
desk, and took up a pen.

He had been successful ; but-it had
been a narrow escape, Five minutes
more would have been too late.

But when the school- romﬁ door
opened, and Miss Meadows eame 1in,
she found three schoolboys bending
over their tasks, 111dustr10usly at
work.

Jrank Richards & Co. rose respect-
fully to their feet as the Canadian

schoolmistress came up the long
school-room,. |
“You may go now, my boys, * gaid

Miss Meadows gent]

“Thank you, ma’am!” sdid: Bob
Lawless demurely. |

“T am sorry to ha,ve detained you,’
said Miss Meadows. ‘‘I am sure thm:
you will realise that it, was by your
own fault.”

*“Oh, yes, Miss Meadows ! 1? said the.
three schoolboys together, in a dutiful
chorus, |

“Good-mght, my boys!”

“Good-night, ma’am!” |

Frank Richards & (Co. 4 leff | the
school-room.  They took their hats
from the lobby, and started aeross
the playground to the corral for their
horscg,

“By gum‘” murmured Beb Law-
less. “‘I wonder what Miss Meadowa
would say if she knew ?”’ A

1 wonder !”’ said Frank, laughing.

“Did you sce Dicky Lnd He

i Nal  The fellmm were all gone,”’
answered Krank.

Bob gave a grunt.

“Rotten! All the trouble and vk
for nothing, then! I guess I'll look.
for Dicky in Thompson on ‘*«a.turday :
and I'll explain to him.”

The chums of Cedar Creels Ied out
their horses, and Black Sam  closed
the school trates after them. = They

mounted in thc: trail, and st:trbed for

home.

“You were a jelly long tll’l]‘é‘ gone
if Dicky Bird wasn’t ﬂlt‘le 11 aul{ 3
sald Deauclere, as they t trotted aw ay
on the shadowy trail,  “ What did
you hang it out for like that?”’

“Couldn’t be helped,” said Frank,
“1 didn’t see anv of the Hillerest
fellows, but T landed into trouble.”

“Not Peckover?” ezclaimed Bob
Lawless, in dismay, |

“L've seon himm. 't

‘1 Oh, Jemsalemf [Lhen heiltice
over at Cedar Creck in the mormn
to tell Miss Meadows \ou Vo be{"n
round Hillerest again, and all the fat
will be 1n the Live!"”

“It’'s all right; he didn’t recognise
me,’’ scml Frank ‘reassuring oo b B |
was jolly c**arﬂnful not to let him gce
my chivvy.”

“Sure of that?”

‘e ‘S}_"‘els.?!

“All O.K.  then,” said ' Bab; 'in
groat yelief, * Miss Meauadows would
be as mad as a hatter if she knew.
It would make no end of trouble if
she sent a complaint to popper. He
would think we were to blame,””

“““Ha, ha! I think he would

“ But what happened at H1llete.st
then ?”’ asked Beauclere.

Frank Richards explained.

Bob gave a W ‘histle as he concluded.

“Well, you're always landing mtu
trouble of some sort, and no
take!”  he ' gaid, = 41, suppose . i)
Wouldn t have mattered very much if
to  knock
Still, 1 guess

'.‘-"}

Peckover on the head.
you had to chip in.
recognise you,’’

“Hven Peckover wouldn’t have
made trouble, after ¥ranky pulled
him out of a footpad’'s claws like
that,” saild Beauclerc. &

" Rot! | ' Peckoyer. was born' te.
make trouble. ' He wouldn’t care
what Franky had dene for ~him,?
grunted Bob.

“It would be rotten——""

“Well, Peckover i1s alw d,ys dmng
qo*nethmn rotten, isn’t he?”

“Well, yes, that's so,’’ admltted
Beauclerc. “It's just a8 wiell trhat he
didn’t recognise Frank.”

“T was careful of that,” said Frank
Richards 1*eassu1111gly ““He has no
idea who came to his help. He saw
only my back—in the darl-,., tco—and
I thmk ht‘ was too scared to see any-
thing very clearly, too. 1 dare say
he wﬂl think it was one of his own
boys, if he thinks about it at all. T
don { suppose he was thinking about
anything but his own precious skin!”’

“You bet!” said Bob.

And the chums of Cedar Creek
rode homeward, with the happy con-
viction that nothmu ‘more would be
heard of the affair. But for once
Frank Richards and Co. had not quite
done Mr. Peckover justice., Sour
and suspicious as he was, tﬁat un-
pleasant gentleman was not wholly
incapable of grateful feelings; and
Mr. Peckover’s unexpected gratltude
for services rendered was destined to
have results not in the least antici-
pated at present by the chums of
Cedar Creek.

THE END.

11'115- !

Lucky he didn’ i',‘



