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The ist Chapter.
Back to Rookwood!
“Latcham Junction!”

“Here we are again!” said Jimmy

Sii\’(i‘l};--

“ Liatcham Junction!” sang the
porter.. ‘*Change ’ere for Coombe
and Reockwood !” 3

Jimmy Silver & Co. poured out of
the train upon an already crowded
platform. |

Latcham Junction was swarming
with Rookwood fellows.

It was.the opening day of the term

- at Rookwood Scheol, and the Rook-
- weoders were gathering from the four

corners of the kingdom—and most of
them gathered at Latcham Junction,
to take the local train to Coombe.
One . crowded *local’” had already
departed, but the platform and the
refreshment - rooms still ‘swarmed.
There were shouts of greeting on all

sides,. as Jimmy Silver & Co. joined

the throng.

The train was waiting by the plat-
and was already getting
crowded. !
a carriage, cheerily blocking up the

doorway against three Modern juniors |

who wanted to come 1n.

“Dogs not admitted!” called out | “What about the merry regulations

Lovell. “ Keep those Modern cads
ot 17

**Rush

1 the carriage!”
Tommy Dodd of the Modern ¥Fourth
indignantly., “ Mop up those Classi-

“cal cads!”

DPump ! -

In Putty Grace’s pewerful grasp,
the fat and breathless Tubby was pre-
pelled mto the three Moderns from
behimmd.  Tommy Doedd and Cook and
Doyle staggered away as if they had
been smitten by a battering-ram.

“Jump i, Tubby !’

“But'1 5

‘“In you go!”

Putty of the Fourth bundled the
fat Classical neck and crop into the
carriage. He jumped in after hun,

~just escaping the wrathful clutches of
Tommy Doadd & Co.

“Rush ‘em !” gasped Tommy Dodd.

Thé 'three Moderns rushed, but the
carriage  doorway was blocked by
Classieals. Tommy Dodd & Co. sat on
the platform, and almost disappeared
among a crowd of fellows thronging
along the train. Oswald and Morny

- and Erroll were allowed to enter, and -

then Rawson; and as there were now
ten 1n a carriage ntended for six,
Jimmy closed the door. KEven Classi-
calg were not to be admitted now.
Tommy Dodd & Co. scrambled up,
shook their fists at the grinning faces
at the window, and went along the
train hunting for seats. Jimmy Silver

- sat with his hand on the door to keep

guard. ; : |

“Let a fellow 1n!” bawled ¥lynn
at the “window.

“No room, old chap!”

‘““Open that door, you cheeky fag!”
howled Hansom of the Fifth the next
minute. ‘“Do you hear me? Open
that door!”

“Bow-wow !”’

“T'll jolly well——"

Hansom tried to wrench the handle
round. Jimmy held it inside, and
grinned cheerfully. Arthur Edward
Lovell reached through the window,
and tapped Hansom’s hat. He gave it
yather a hard tap; and the Fifth-
Former howled with wrath as the
topper emitted a crunching sound.

“You—you—yoiu g

Hansom backed away, clutching at
his damaged hat. ~ |

“Dear old Hansom ! said Jimmy
Silver. “Still as Fifth-Formy s
ever ! « Hallo, there's nobby old Cax-

_ Published
Every Monday

- exclaimed.”

The Fistical Four were in |

shouted |

| opening,
 Jimmy Silver’s surprised nose.
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thew of the Sixth! Ile’s scowling at
us! Now, 1 wonder what dear old
Cdrthew 1s scowiing for?”

“Ha, ha, hallt .

There really was no cause for won-
der; the previous term Jimmy Silver
& Co. had been on the worst of terms
with Carthew of the Sixth. But they
had come back from the Christmas
holidays in merry spirits, prepared {o
fargive even the bully of Roockwood.
Carthew evidently wasn’t in such a
merry or forgiving mood. He scowled
blackly at the grinming juniors.

Doors were slamming along the
train now. Carthew stopped at the
next earriage to Jimmy’s,  and

| Buikeley of the Sixth put his head

out.

“No room,
there’s nine 1 here—

Carthew scowled again, and came to
Jiummy’s carrtage. 'The train was on
the point of starting. lie dragged at
tl’lr‘. (’11_)01".

“Let me 1n, vou young cad
‘ “You're holding
handle inside !”’

“Right first time!” said Jimmy,
with a nod. | |

“Will you let me 1n?”’

“Ten 1n here,”’ answered Jimmy

Carthew ! Sorry—

77
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he
tho

of the railway? No room, old top!”
“Stand back there!”. shouted a

porter.

Carthew ' gritted his 1eeth and
dragged wsavagely at the door.
Jimmy neld 1t fast inside.

b “Will you let me in?” panted
| Carthew.

“Four standing already,” said
Jimmy. *Can’t be done!”
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A .GRAND
JIMMY SILVER
YARN.

BY
OWEN CONQUEST.

|

Carthew released the door-handle, |

The window was down, and Carthew
suddenly drove his fist through the
and landed his knuckles on

“Ow!” gasped Jimmy.

b:é \,\?hy? vou rotter !>’ howled Lovell. |

- Without stopping to think, Arthur
| Iodward Lovell let fly hig fist through

the open window, and caught Carthew
tairiy 1n the right eye.
Bunmp !

Carthew sat cn the platform with a

loud concussion.
“Stand clear, there!”
The guard was waving his flag.

'3

The train began to move, as Mark |

Carthew staggered to his feet. His

richt eye was blinking painfully.

He seemed about to spring at the |
train, moving as 1t was, but a porter

caught him and held him back.

Jimmy waved his hand from the |

window as the train rolled on.

The last the juniors saw of Carthew |

was the Sixth-Former stan ding on the

platform, scowling like a Hun, caress-

ing his damaged eye with one hand

and shaking the other, clenched, in
the air. Then he disappeared from
sight.

The 2nd Chapter.
Knowles Wants to Know !

“Serve him jolly well right!”

Tubby Muflin chuckled.

1 say, fancy a prefect turning up
at Rookwood with a black eye! Ilo,
he, he! You'll get into a fearful row,
Lovelil I

Lovell grunted.

He was not sorry that he had
returned Carthew’s angry blow; but
he realised that there would bo
trouble 1mn store. He had caught Car-
thew fairly in the eye, and it was
only too probable that that eve would
be black by the time the bully of the
Sixth reached Reokwood. For a pre-
tect of the Sixth Ferm to begin the
term with a black eye was utterly
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. THE BOYS’ FRIEND
A SPLENDID, COMPLETE TALE OF THE CHUMS OF ROOKWOOD!
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RETALIATION ON CARTHEW!

1
d

Price

the captain of. Rookwood, was
among them, and Néville, and
Knowles, Frampton and Tresham of
the Modern Sixth. Knowles turned
towards the juniors.

Knowles was head of the Modern
side at Rookwood School, but he was
very chummy with Carthew of the
Classical Sixth. Jimmy Silver guessed
at once that he had witnessed Car-
thew's mishap on the platform at
Latcham.

“Stop a minute, you fags!” called
out Knowles. “One of you knocked
down Carthew at Latcham. Which
one was 1t 7"’

But Jimmy Silver & Co. were gone,
and the Modern prefect had to post-
porie vengeance. The juniors came
out of the station with a rush, and,
after a lively tussle with a Modern
crowd, secured seats in the brake and
rolled away to Rookwood.

The quadrangle of the old school
was already swarming with Rook-
wooders when they arrived there.
Jimmy Silver & Co. joined the crowd.
Sergeant Kettle’s tuckshop, in the

corner behind the beeches, was
already open and domg a roaring
trade. Tubby Muffin affectionately

took Jimmy Silver’s arm to lead him
in that direction; but Jimmy shook
it off, and the FKistical Four went
into the School House.

Mr. Bootles, the master of the
Fourth, met them in the hall, with
2 nod and a kind smile. He glanced
at Jimmy’s nose.

‘“Have you had an accident,
Silver 7’ he inquired.

‘““ N-n-no, sir.” ,.~

“What is the matter with your
nose ¢’

‘“ Ahem ! It was punched, sir.””

“ Bless my soul !’ said Mr. Bootles
soverely. “ Have you been fighting
on the first day of the term, Silver ¢

‘“ Not exactly, sir. I—1 e
“Well, well!” said Mr. Bootles, |
‘“ A little—er—exuberance ot spirits

is excusable—ah—on the first day of
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““Oh!? gasped Jimmy,
as Carthew’s fist landed

on his nose. ‘““Why, you rotter !’ howled Arthur Edward Lovell, and
he let fly through the open window and caught Carthew fairly in

unheard-of at Rookwood School, and

| Lovell could not help realising that

Jimmy Silver rubbed his nose ten-

derly, and applied his handkerchief to
it. The angry Sixth-Former had hit
hard, and there was a stream of
crimson from Jimmy’s nose. '

the consequences might be serious.
“Well, he hit Jimmy first!” said

Lovell, after a pause. *‘‘If he makes

a row about his silly eye, Jimmy can

| show his siliy nose !”

“T don’t think my nose 1s gomg to
be so bad as his silly eye will be,”

| said Jimmy Silver, with a faint grin.

He dabbed the crimson away with |

the handkerchief.
“The rotten bully!”
Arthur Edward Lovell indignantly.

that! T’'mr jolly glad I landed him :n
the eye !” '

“You did land him, and no mis-
take !”” said Putty of the ¥ourth, with
a chuckle. ‘T rather think Carthew
will have a fancy eye to begin the
term with !”’

“We're beginning the term with
trouble — still, we’ve done that
betore.”

“We have—we has!” grinned
| Raby.

exclaimed |

“Here’s Coombe!” said Jimmy

: | Silver.
“Fancy letting out at a chap like |

The 1_raii1_. stopped 11n the little
station. In one minute, the quiet piat-

| form of Coombe was swarming with
| schoolboys, and every echo of the
| station was awakened.

| from the next carriage.

As Jimmy Silver & Co. alighted, a
crowd of Sixth-Formers came down
Bulkeley,

the right eye.

term—what, what? But I shall have
ny eye on you, Silver—I shall have
my eye on you! What, what?”

And Mr. Bootles rustled away.

“*1 wonder what he’ll say when
he seces Carthew’s eye?” murmured
Raby.

And all the Fistical Four wondered
that.
self they did not care two pins, but
t{:ey felt quute a deep concern as to
the state of Carthew’s eye. They
could not help thinking that Car-
thew’s eye was going to cause trouble
—as 1f 1t were the “evil eye ” itself !

The 3rd Chapter.
One Lovely Black Eye!

Carthew was making for the house-
keeper’s quarters. Mrs. Maloney held
up her hands at the sight of his
startling - eye. But she provided
beefsteak, and fastened it on for him.
And Carthew went to his study, to

For Carthew of the Sixth him- |

“Three Halfpence

!

| 1to1t,” muttered Carthew.
| show him this eye. I—I1’d rather not.
 Jt's.a matter you can deal with as
- a prefect. 1 leave it to wou.”

sald Bulkeley.

' 1n the wars, that’s

- you like.
be passed over.” :

Bulkeley.

7

remain there and let the beefsteak

“do its beneficent work.

First day of the term was not a
happy day for Carthew. He could not
walk around with a beefsteak adher-
ing to his eye—that was impossible.
1t was difficult even to occupy him-
self in getting his study to rights,
with. only one eye to see with and
a. painful ache in the other. The
tramp of i1ncessant feet and the buzz
of i1ncessant voices had an irritating
effect on him. In the circumstances,
Carthew might have been expected to
repent of the hasty punch at Jimmy
Silver's nose, which had brought so
prompt and drastic a retaliation from
Jimmy Silver’s chum. But he was
not 1 a repentant mood. He was
thinking chiefly of vengeance on the
Kistical Four.

He did not show himself in public
that day at all—the Head understood
that he had a slight cold. Carthew
had debated in his mind whether 1o
lay his wrongs and grievances before
the Head. But the ridicule of a
black eye deterred himm—he did not
care to walk into Dr. Chisholm’s
presence with that adornment. More-
over, 1f Arthur Edward Lovell was
called up for judgment, the whole
story was bound to be related; and
there were many witnesses to his
savage punch at Jimmy Silver’s nose
—moreover, there was the damaged
nose as proof. For a junior to black
a preiect’s eye was certainly a most
serious offence; but for a prefect to
““bash  a junior’s nose was a thing
that required explanation.

So Carthew, like Brer Fox, lay low
and said “nuffin’,”’ But he thought-
the more.

1t was in the evening when Bulke-
ley of the Sixth dropped into the
study to speak to him. He found
Carthew stretched or a sofa, his
eye still bound up, his other eye
ghttering.

“Still bad?” asked the Rookwood
captain, with some sympathy.

“Yes!” snarled Carthew.

“ Knowles said to-day, at Coombe,
that you had been knocked down by

- a junior at Latcham,” said Bulkeley.

“1 didn’t see 1t myself. Is it the

| case?”

“Yes,” mutterdd Carthew, writh-

' ing. Having been knocked down by

a junior was not an agrecable thing

to own up to.

“That’s a rather serious matter,”

“Was it Silver ¢”
“Why should you think it was

Silver 2”7 grunted Carthew.

““I noticed he lm)alj‘f as 1f he’s been
13

1t was Lovell.” |

‘“Have you reported it to the

B Hea.d?”

66 N(}.” IR
“T’ll take the matter in: hand, if
It's rather too sertous to

“1 don’t want the Ilead dragged
“1 can’t

“I'll see Love]ll at once,” said

“(rood !I°?
The captain of Rookwood was very

| far from being on good terms with

Carthew ; but this was a question of
discipline, and Bulkeley was prepared
to take the matter up and deal out
stern justice. lle picked up Car-
thew’s ashplant as he left the study,
and Carthew’s only visible eye glit-
tered with satisfaction. That would
be something for Lovell to be going
on with, he consideréd —not that
Carthew meant to let it end there.
Arthur Edward Lovell was fo suffer
much more serious consequences than
a licking from the head prefect of

- Rookwood, if Carthew‘"cqu_lﬂ"CQntriva

1t. g
Ten minutes later, Bulkeley of the
Sixth re-entered the study with a very
grave face, and laid the ashplant on
the table. Carthew’s single eye glit-
tered inowiry at him. |

) ‘E%a;? you licked the young

ound !

| ‘_‘ N]oj” answered DBulkeley very
quietly. Hi% 7

'|

|

| to have done 1t, of course.

“1t seems that you struck Silver,
and then ILovell struck you.” said
Bulkeley. ““You've damaged Silver’s
nose—1t’s swelling. Lovell ought not
But you

ought not i

“Do you mean to say you’ve let
that young cad off, because they’ve
spun you a yarn among them?” ex-
claimed Carthew passionately.

Bulkeley looked at him.

“There seem to be plenty of wit-
nesses,”’ he said drily. ‘“There were
ten juniors 1n the carriage at the
time. You struck Silver in the face
and i

“He was holding the door of the
carriage.’’
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“Which was already crowded,” | admit Mark Carthew. Then he eloséd

sald Bulkeley. “You acted like a
ruffian, Carthew, and a brute! If
the matter comes before the Head,
it’s likely to mean trouble for you;
and the juniors demand to go béfore
the Head if they're called to account.
As a friend, 1 advise you to let the
matter drop.” R

Without waiting for a reply,
Bulkeley left the study, and Carthew
shook a clenched fist after him.

He had already decided not to have
the matter taken up officially. But
unofficially 1t was going to be taken
up;: and as he lay on his sofa in the
dusky study, Carthew schemed
schemes of vengeance, his only solace
in the painful circumstances.  His
friends on the Modern side—Knowles
and Frampton--—-came in to supper,
and they smiled at him. They re-
ceived a black scowl in exchange for
their smiles.

“Black?”’ asked Knowles.

i YBS.”

“The betfsteak won't do 1t any
good 1now. My only hat! Vancy
going round Rookwecod with a black
eye!” said Knowles, with a whistle.
“What have you done to the fag who
coloured it for you?”

“Nothing, so far.”

“ What are you going to do?”’

“Something—~to-morrow. 1 want
you fellows to help me.”

And over supper, in Carthew’s
etudy, there was an interesting dis-
cussion concerning the fate of Arthur
Edward Lovell on the morrow. Pro-
bably Arthur Edward Lovell would
not have slept so soundly in the
Fourth Iform dormitory if he had
known of it.

e g — LR

The 4th Chaptler, - e
A Licking for Loveil |

1 ]j"‘ugrfi

It was tho following day, and the
Fistical Four were sauntering in the
quadrangle before dinner, when Car-
thew of the Sixth came along. The
four junlors smiled as they looked at
Carthew. [lis eye was very pro-
minent, e e

That morning Carthew had been
compelled to turn up in the Sixth
Form room, and his eye—already cele-
brated at Rookwood--had dawned
upon the Head. But Carthew did not
lay a complaimnt. He had explained
that he had “got a knock ' duving
the rush for the traiun at Latcham

Junction, and with that explanation

Dr. Chisholm .had been satislied.
Much as he would have liked to obtain
a flogging for Lovell, Cartheiw:could
not venture to et all the circum-
stances come to the Head's kiow-
ledge. Jimmy Silver’s npse was gquite
“blooming * that day, and ready to
be produced in evidence against him.
It was wiser to let the episode drop,
and to take an unofhicial vengeance,
which Carthew mtended to make
more severe than a flogging by the
“Fag!” he called out.
de, Lovell.”” .
Lovell eyed him warily. He did not
intend to place himself, within Car-
thew’s reach-—so long as Carthew had
that eve, at all events.
“What do you want?” he inquired,
keeping his distance. .
“Go over to Mr. Manders’ House,
and ask Knowles for the footer hé's
lending me. If he’s out, it’ll be on
the table.” e |
“Oh, all right ! said Lovell.
“Leave -1t in the lobby for me,”
added Carthew, turning away.
“Rirht-ho!”  answered  Lovell,
guite cheenly.

-+ He left his chums, and scudded

away to Mr., Manders’ House-the
Modern »side of Rookwood. He
tappod "at " Knowles’ door; and, as

reply trom within,

P :i"ILIL-".-" '1. r

there was . no

opened it. Knowles was not in the

study, but there was a football in full
view on the table.

“1 suppose that’s 1t,** Lovell re-
flected. “I’d better take it.”

He - stepped into the passage.
Lovell glanced round, to seo Knowles
and Frampton in the doorway.

“Hallo! What do you want
here?” asked Knowles smoothly.

“Carthew sent me for a. footer,”

satd Lovell. *I suppese this 1s 1t.”
Knowles and Frampton chuckled,
and came into the study. Knowles

closed the door, and put his back
to at.

“Ts this 1t?”’  demanded Lovell,
staring at the Modern captain.

He began to realiso that he was

entrapped 1n the study.
“Sit down., dear boy,” answered
Knowles, with a smile. |
“What am 1 to sit down for?”
“To wait. of course.” |
“Well, what am I to wait for?”
“T think Carthew’s coming to see
yvou,”’ said Knowles, in the same
simooth tone, and IFrampton chuckled.
There was a tap on the door,. and

)
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“Youll |

.the taible.

door,

Knowles cpened it wide enough to |

it again, and turned the key.

Lovell backed away.

“Look here—="" he begzan hotly.

Carthew touched his darkened eye

with his finger.

“You gave me this yesterday,
Lovell,” he said, between his teeth.

“T'll give you another to-day, to
mateh 1t, 1f you put your paws on
me !” retorted Lovell. '

“We’ll see about that., Collar
him !”’

Instantly Knowles and rampton
seized the junior, and pinned his arms
to his sides. ‘

Lovell struggled.

His struggles were not of much
avail agaimst two big Sixth-Formenrs.
He was lifted on the table, face down.

“Now, then, Carthew!” smiled
Knowles.

Carthew was ready. He picked up
a cane belonging to Knowles, and
advanced to the table. Lovell glared
at him over his shoulder, hardly able
to move in the powerful grasp of the
two Modérn seniors.

o rotter!” he panted. “You
coward! You——- Oh!”
Whack !

The cane came down, .loud and
hard, and Lovell gave a yell of

anguish. It came down agam and
again. -

Lovell’s yélls rang through the
study.

“Stop his row!” exclaimed Car-
thew savagely, “You'll have old
Manders here, at tlus rate.”

*Leave hun to me,” soid Knowles.

He jerked  Lovell's handkerchief
from his pocket, and stuffed i1t into
his meuth, open for another yell,

Lovell gurgled helplessly us the
cane rose and fell agan.

Whack, whack, whack'!

Carthew did not sparo tho  roed.

Every twinge in his aching eye lent
additional force to his arin.

Lovell could make no sound above
a gurgle now. He wniggled and
writhed in the grip of the (wo
seniors, while Carthew lashed and
lashed Gil! his arm was tired. A flog-
ging from the Head was a joke to a
flogging from Carthew, as Lovell had
dizcovered now ; he had experience to
guide him. i

“Chuck 16! sald Irampton s at
last, rather uneasily. *‘That will do,
Carthew.”

‘“Rot!
yel I” wnavled Carthew.
wriggling little beast !”

Knowles shook his head.

“Chuck it! You're going too fur,”
He released the junior. “You can
get down, you cheeky little rotter!”

Carthew reluctantly desisted. His
arm- was tired, but he had vigour
enough to proceed with the castiga-
tion.  Lovell rolled over fecebly on
tho table, and jerked the handker-
chief from his wmouth. JFor somd
moments he could not speak. When

He hasn’t had bhalf enough

he looked at the jumor's face, even

Jarthew rvealised that he had had
enough. '
“(rot out!” he said harshly.
Iframpton helped the jumor from
Poor’ Lovell had to cling
to it for support for a few nunutes,

“You've overdone it,” grunted
Frampton uneasny.
“Rot!” said Carthew caliously.

“ Kick him out!” _ a2
He advanced towards the juumor,

and Lovell feebly retreated to the

{ IJOVQ“ )

“Hold the |

- — s T =

!

door. Thero he stopped, to fix his
eyes upou the bully of the Sixth.
“You ' rotter!” = he [ mutiered :
huskily. “You coward! You
coward!”’
Carthew started at him, but

Knowles interposed.

“Pon’t be a'fool!” he muttered.
“(sot out, Lovell!” He opened the
' “Now, then, outside with
you'!”’

T.ovell imped out. | |

He was trying hard to restraim his
tears. He  shivered and shivered
again as he limped away. He blinked
in the sunshine of the quad as he
came out of Mr. Manders’ House.

“Lovell — what c¢n carth——
Jimmy Silver ‘& Co. ran up to join
their chum, and they stared at lhim
blankly. '

Lovell’s face was white and set,

“YWhat's happened?” exclaimed

aby blankly. ‘“ Lovell, old chap,
w,hat L R

Lovell did not speak ; he could not.
He moved away under the beeches,
his c¢hums accompanying him «in
silence. Lovell leaned on one of the
leafless old trees to recover himself.
It was quite a long time before he
spoke. _ |

“I've been through 1t{”
tered thickly.

“1 can see that.” said Jimmy Silver
very quietly. “Tell us what’s hap-
pened, old fellow,”

Lovell explained. 1 a huskv voice
broken by gasps, and Jimmy’s eyes
glittored as he listened.

“The rotters—it was a rotten trick ®

b

he mut-

Newcomeoe !

Lovell, you're coming to the Head—
you're going to tell the Head this!”

Iﬁ)_V&ﬁ did not move.

‘“Do you hear, you asg?”’ exclaimed
Jimmy Silver.” “ You've got to tell
the Head !” J' .

“I'm not going to sneak,” said
“Pon’t be an ass, Jimmy !
Besides, what’s the good?  They'd
have some yarn to spin. But—--but—
but U'll make Carthew sorry for this,
somehow,”

‘“ And T’ll ‘help you, old son,” said
Putty of the Fourth, coming through
the trees. “1 heard what you said,
Lovell, and it's high' time Carthew
had another lesson. The Rookwood

Secret Society——s"’ .

“ Bother the Rookwood Secret
Society |7 exclaimed Jimmy Silver.
‘“ Bother vour stunts, Putlty! We're

going for Carthew !”

““ My dear chap, if you’ll be guided
by me-—--—" said Putty.

“Well, we won't, ass! There's
Carthew !” Jimmy  Siveris ceyes
glittered as the bully of the Sixth
came in sight, leaving Mr. Manders’
house with a smile on  his face.
“Come on, you fellows!”

“You ass |” shouted Putty. I tell

113 .
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“Rats!”

Jimmy Silver did not  heed.
“Uncle James?” of Rookwood was
celebrated for his coolness and his
clear head. But he had quite for-
gOttmi h1s usual Ccoolness now, I'he
sight of Carthew had the efiect upon
him of o red rag on a bull., He
rushed straight towards the Classical
pirefect, and Raby and Newcome,
equally excited and enrvaged, rushed
after hinmi. Lovell still leaned against
the tree; he had no run m him at
that moment. Putty Grace shrugged
his sheulders impatiently,

“ Loaoking for  trouble!”
ogrunted, *“Oh,  my- hat!
there's old Bootles looking on!l”

Mr. Bootles had stepped out of tho
School House for o pleasant hittie walk
in  the wintry sunshine before his
lunch, And his cves almost bulged
through his spectacleg at the startling
scetie that met them-—nothmg less
than a Sixth Form prefect rolling on
the ground, with three infuriated
juniors scrambling over him, and
punching away as if they mistook Car-
thew of the Bixth for a punch-ball !

ho

And

B S
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The 5th Chapter,
Asking for it!

“Punch him!
“Slog him 1”7
“Smash hiun Gty
It secmed to Mark Carthew that an
earthquake had havpened. That the
end study would be ““wrathy 7 ‘over
the punishment of Liovell, he was well
aware ; but that three juniors wouid
rush him down in the quad, in full
sight of the masters’ windows, had
never even occurred to his mind.  But
that's what had happened, |
Rushed off his }eet-by the charge
of the infuriated trio, Carthew camaeo
on the ground with a crdsh, with the
three juniors on him, hammering.
They did not 'seem to mind. where
their blows fell, so long as they
landed on Carthew.
The surprised and enraged prefect

11‘!

struggled furiously, hitting out in re-

turn, blindly. There was a rush from
all quarters to stare at the astounding
scene, and a roar of volces,

“Hammer him!” yelled Jimmy
Silver. j |
“rive the brute socks!” panted
Raby. .
“Ob gad!” ejaculated Morning-
ton.

“* Are you fellows potty? Here
comes Bootleg——"?

“*Simash him!”’

“The Head may see you from his
window-——-"

“ Punch the beast!™

“Oh! Ah! Ow! Yow!” vyelled
Carthow. “Draggemofl | Help !
Yooop! Oh, my hat!'\, You young
villaing! Oh, oh! Ow?!”

“Hammer the cad!”

P92

““Pla ha hal

Mr. Bootles came up wita a rush |

and a rustie, through the gathering

crowd of juniors. LHis spectacles shd

down his nose in his excitement.

S PBoys ! Silver! Raby! Boys!
Desist—desist at once !

Upon my word-—  What—what?

Do you hear me?”

Like the celebrated dymmg gladiator
of old, they hcard him, but they
heeded mnot!  They continued to
punch Carthew of the Sixth, oblivious,
for once, to the voice of their Form-
mastoer. | T

“ Separate  them !”
Bootles faintly.

Hansom of the Ififth seized Jimmy
Silver, and dragged him off the Sixth-

gasped Mr.

Fermer, and Rabv and Newcome
were collared  and  dragged off.
Carthew = lay spluttering on the
ground, hardly knowing where he

was, or what had happencd. He was

THE BOYS FRIEND

- pretect !

'

. House, and

had

hand, Silver.
Carthew provoked this attack upon
hnm--—

Perice

torn and rumpled and dusty and dis- |

hevelled, and panting for breath.
“Bless my soul!” stuttered Mr.
Bootles.  *“* It—it’s. Carthew, a—a
Silver, you—you young
rascial-—what, what? Bless my soul!
Unheard of--unparalleled!” =
“He asked for it, sir!” gasped
Jimmy Silver, |
Mr. Bootles jumped.
“What? . . You dare to say that

Carthew asked you to treat him in

that ruffianly manner 77

“ 11 mean—--—-"

There was a chuckle in the crowd.
Mr. Bootles had not guite caught the
meaning of Jimmy Silver's expres-
S101. | ‘ |

“I am sure that Carthew did
nothing of the kind!” exclaimed Mr,
Boctles. *“Carthew, speak ! Did you
asl——"

“Grooogh I

“Did you ask Silver-—"

“Yurggehhh |

“ Do not make those absurd noises,
Carthew.  Answcér my question at
once ! Ind you ask Silvoer—e—"”

“ta, ha, ka1
.- Silence [ thundered Mr. Bootles.

Boys, how dare you laugh ! Car-
thew, I demand to know whether you
asked Silver i
- “No!” spluttered Carthew, recover-
ing his voice at last. * Groogh! No,
of course not ! B

Ocoocooch !

“1 thought not! I was sure not!
Silver, how dare you state that Car-
thew asked you to treat him in this
utiheard-of manner 7

i E | Illle;—‘n';t- w7

“That was what you said, Silver,
whatever you may have meant. You
will answer for this unparalleled out-
brealk before the Head !
you to Uy, Chisholim at once !
surprised—shocked—astonished !
thew, Kkindly get up at once, and
follow me to the Head! Silver,
Raby, Newcome, follow me!”

“Wollow on, follow_ on!” chanted
Mornington, in a subdued voice, and
there was a fresh outburst of chuck-
ling,

But Jimmy Silver & Co. did not
feel like chuckling, as they followed
the Iorm-master towards the School
House.. They realised only too
clearly that they were “in for it.”
Their wrath had carried them away,
and, having called the tune in such
an extracrdinary mannper, they now
lo pay the piper.
Edward Lovell joined them on their
way to the Schocel House.

“You're not wanted, old chap!”
muttered Jimmy Silver.

“I'm gomg in with you,” said
Lovell. . “Yye goi;'ﬁmnetﬁing to say
about this, if the Head chips in.”

Mr. Bootles, still in a state of great
fluster and indignation, whisked into
the School House, and whisked away
to the Head’s study, with the culprits
at his heels. Dy, Chishalm was about
to leave his study to go to lunch,
when the Form-master arrived. The
severe old gentleman glanced at Mr.
Bootles’ red and flustered face, with
disapproval. The Head seldom dis-
plaved any emotion himself, and he
did not approve of it in cthers.

- Dr. Chisholm——"" gpluttered Mr,
Bootles breathlessly.

“Calm yourself, Mr. Bootles,” said
the Head icily.  “ Kindly step into
my study, and tell me what is the
matter.” IHe glanced along the pas-
sage, at a number of curious juniors
wio were bringing up the rvear; and
those juniors melted away like snow
i a tropical sun.

Me. Bootles whisked into the study,
and Carthew followed him in—getting
another disapproving elance from the
Head.  Certainly ho looked vory
rufled and dusty, and his black eve
did not improve his beauty, and the
effect of 1t was now reinforced by g
red and swollen nosc. ;

“Well 7 said the Head.

M. Bootles~-calming himself undor
the Head’s cold eve—cxplained, stil
a little breathlessly. A prefec: of the
Sixth had been suddenly attacked
and assaulted in the open quadrangle,
under Mr. Bootles’ own eyes—Silver
and Raby and Ncewcome were the
culnrits. '

“* And now,” said the Head, taking
up his cane. “‘ It appears that you
three Fourth - Formm boys have
assaulted a prefect in the quadrangls !
You are no doubt perfectiy well
aware of the consequences ?”’

“If you please, sir-——=" |

“What have you to say, Silver?

I am
(ar-

Ba brief !” snapped the llead. Dr.
Chisholm was _very keen on disci-

pli;ne; but at this moment he was also
thinkinge of his lunch.
“Carthew’s a beastly buily, sir i

begzan Jimmy.

~ Confine yourself to the mattor in
If you can assert that

13

“ He pitched into Lovell, sir H
“What 7"’

“He got him into Mr. Manders’
" spluttered Raby.

Three Halfpéence

I shall take |

41'1 l"th uy _

thew’s got to go through it

study, though !’

8/1/21

The Iead made a gesture to him 1o
be silent, and turned to Carthew.

“What is this, Carthew ?”’ he asked.

“T1 caned Lovell m Mr. Mauders’
House, sir,” said Carthew glibly. I
sent him there to fetch a football, anc
he cheeked Knowies—a Modern pre-
fect. Knowles asked nie to deal with
him-—Dbeing very particular, sir; about
not wmierfering with Classical
juniors,”’ b Hii g

Jimmy Silver & Co. simply blinked
at Carthew gs he made this statement.
It took their breath away.
"*Why, youa rotter——" burst out
Jimmy Silver furiously, forgetting
the august presence in which he stood
i his angry indignation.

“Siulence, Silver !” thundered the
Hezd. i )
“* But, sir——" panted Newcome.

“Silence! You may go, Carthew—
you may told Knowles that he acted
very judiciously in calling: you into
the matter. 1 shall deal with these
three juniors.”

“Very well, sir!” said Carthew,
and he left the study; and was very
careful not to grin till the door had
closed on him. L RRAT

In the study, Dr. Chisholm gelected
his  stoutest cane — a proceeding
that Jimmy Silver & (o, watched
with dismay. They knew that they
were 1n for it; the attack on Car-
thew, though quite Justitiable in ‘thetr
own eyes, had nlaced them hopelessly
1 the wrong in thoe c¢yes of theuw
headmaster. Lven kind little Mu.
Bootles was stern and unrelenting as
that moment. 1

“I shall punish this outbreak of
hooliganism very severely,” said the
tlead 1n his grimmest voice.’” ** You
first. Silver!”

* B-b-but, str—--7

“Hold out your hand !” |

For several miuutes after that the
stlenca was broken only by tho gteady
swishing of o cano and sundry gasps
and groans. . 1

Probably before the Head was
“through,” Jimmy Silver &  Co.
wished they had been a little loss
hasty o taking veageance upon Car-
thew of the Sixth, ‘

Three unhappy junicrs limped cnb
of the study at last, with their hands
tucked under their arme, and thew
faces the image of dismal woe.

At the corner of the corridor Lovell
met them.

“"You've had it-—=—-"’

O 17

“Bad 7"

“Wow-wow-wew 17 _

It was only too clear that Tovell's

oy WGuestions
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chums had “had i{ bad.”
on the subject were reailly superfluous.

e —

The 6th Chapter.
Putty MHas His Way!

Jimmy Silver & Co. ate little dinner
that day. |

Their appetites, healthy as a rale,
had been taken away by the happeu-
ings in the Head's study. ‘

r. Chisholm had felt it his duw'y
not to spare the rod; and he had
done his duty with a conscientiousness
that earned him no admiration what-
ever from the victims. |

Lhey were fecling better--thougly
still very sore and savage—after prep.
Then Puttv looked in. |

Jimmy Silver gave him a faint grin,

“You can trot in,” he said.:

“Look here——-"’ L

“If 1t’s another of wourtstunts.”
sald Lovell, ‘““take 1t away and bury
it!  This study is fed with your
stunts ! | {
, “..:-\,tld how does 1t get on without
em !’ demanded Putty indiguantly.
“You mop up Carthew in the quad-—-
almost under the IHead’s windows-—
and you getb scalped. 1 just saw Cuar-
thew with Knowles and Frampton.
and they were grinning together liko
a set of Cheshire cats———"’

“The beasts!”

“You can’t back up against pre-
fects,” said Putty sagely. “Only one
way—the Rookwood Secret Society.
That’s the stunt!” | o

Jimmmy  Stlver looked

thonghtful:

The events of that hapless day had
proved that Putty of the Fourth was

right.

“*Shut the door!” said Jimmy,
after a pause. “We'll have a pow-
wow on this, and talk it over. Car-
that’s
word cutside -this

settled. Not a

“ Not a word ! said Putty.
And in the interval between prep

and bed-time, the Fistical Four and

Putty of the I'ourth held a council of

'ui‘:lar tovether i the end study: and
the

destined to startle Rookwood.

result of that discussion was

THE EXND,

(e sure youw read mnext weel’s
giraie, complele  Rookwood  yarn,
entitled  ° Rowugh Justice.””  Order

wour copy of the Boxs' FRIEND ¢o-
l d(!'y .*’)
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shall be the chap that ropes 1t in!
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The 1st Chapter.
A Short Cut to Wealth !
“A thousand dollars!”
Sk

- ““A  thousand dollars!” repeated
Chunky Todgers. “And I guess 1

139

“You're . going 'te r1ope I 1 a

thousand dollars!” ejaculated Frank
Richazrels. |
““Well, of course, 'it’s not abso-

§ 27

lutely certain!” said Chunky. ¢ Neot
what vou'd call a dead sure cinch.
But I think I've got the healthiest
chance of any fellow at Cedar Creek,
anyhow. You see, 1t requires
brains

“Then where do you come 1n?”
asked Bob Lawless.

“Tf there’s a braimnier fellow than
me. at Cedar Creek, I'd like to sece
him, I guess,” said Chunky Todgers
disdainfully.

“ Look at me, then, old chap. No
charge,”

“But who’s handing out a thou-
sand dollars, and what for?”’ asked
VYere Beauclere.  ““That’s a' big
sum,’’ -

“ About two hundred pounds  m
real money,” remarked = Frank
Richards., “But how—why—when—
and where? Expound, Chunky!”

“You haven’t seen the ‘ Thompson
Press ’ this week?” asked Chunky.

kb Nﬂt _}Tet.??

“Well, it’s in that prize compe-
tition, vou know. Mpr., Penrose 1s
offering a thousand dollars to the
winner.’’ | '

“What!” yelled Frank Richards &

Co., 1n -chorus.

32

They could mnot help being
astonished. q
They. knew Mr. Penrose well;

Frank Richards knew him rather too
well, in. fact. For Frank supplied a
short story weekly for the Thompson
paper, and on several occasions he
experienced extreme difficulty in ex-
tracting from Mr. Penrose the ten
dollars due on that weekly story.
There were several tens in arrear,
as u matter of fact, at the present
time, and M. Penrose, at the last
meeting |between author and editor,
had put the matter off very ainly.
He had had a run of bad luck 1n
the poker-room at the Occidental; to
say nothing of a run on the fire-water
in the bar-room. When the editorial
gentleman had a run of bad luck at
poker, his staff had a run of bad luck

- on payv-day.

No 1t was startling news that the
enterprising editor was oflering a

thousand dollars as a prize.

- Frank: Richards strongly suspected
that the “Thompson Press,” and its
printing outfit, and its office, with
the editor himself thrown in,' would
not fetch a thousand dollars at
market prices. It was, therefore, an
interesting question, where that tre-
mendous prize was to come from, if
1t was won.

Chunky Todgers was not thinking
of that, however.
of the wealth he hoped to annex. As
the prize competition required brains,
Chunky censidered that his chance of
success was very healthy. |

‘“ Penrose — offermg a

dollar prize!” said Beauclerc.
T”

thousand

‘4 It

must be a spoot !

“Tt’s 1n the paper.” said Todgers.

‘“Must be some kind of a catch, T
guess,” said Bob Lawless.' * Penrose
couldn’t raise it to save his life.”

“Well, the circulation may go up,
vou know,” ‘said Chunky. *“I sup-
pose it’s done for advertisement.”

“T guess it won’t go up to that
extent.”

“Well, that’s what he’s offering,”
said Chunky Todgers. “I guess it's

5

He was thinking

£

7\

¥
-
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all square. I should be sorry for
Penrose if somebody won the prize
and he couldn’t pony up. They may
do those things in the East, but 1t
wouldn’t be safe in Thompson. He
would get lynched!”

“Jolly risﬁy, anyway,” sald Frank.
“I’'m afraid Penrose must have been
going it at the Red Dog when he
thought of this stunt. Let’s see the
paper.”’ .

Chunky Todgers extracted a folded
and crumpled copy of the “ Thompson
Press ”’ from under his jacket.

It was not an 1mposing journal to
look at.

Mr. Penrose had no rivals in his
business 1n the Thompson Valley ;
there was not room for two local
papers in the section. Indeed, the
circulation of the ‘‘Press’” some-
times dipped to a figure that made
Mr. Penrose frown very thoughtfully,
and forced him to comfort himself
with an extra ‘“nip ” at the Red
Dog.

But for Frank Richards’ contribu-
tions, in fact, the paper would
probably have gone ‘“‘under.” alto-
gether. But Frank’s story rallied the
rising generation vround it; every
vouth in the valley read the paper.
Even at that early age Frank experi-
enced a foretaste of the popularity his
work achieved later in a wider
sphere.

Often and often Mr. Penrose con-
gratulated himself upon having
secured the schoolboy author for his
paper; and he made no. secret of the
popularity, of Frank’s contributions.
He was, in fact, a great deal more
generous with commendation than
with cash.,

The paper was not large, and the
printing left something to be desired.
Mr. Penrose was his own printer, as
well as editor and conlributor; and he
sometimes set up his paper after an
evening at the Occadental, so that
little errors would creep in.  And he
seldom drew proofs; he was gifted by
Nature with a powerful repugnance
to anything in the shape of work.

What he handed out to the public
was good enough for five cents, in
Mr. Penrose’s opmion; in fact, too
good. He did not always hand 1t out
to time. Sometimes there were
difficulties about the paper supply,
owing to Mr. Penrose neglecting to
settle an account, and sometimes after
a prolonged * bender,” Mr. Penrose
was not in condition to get his paper
out. However, 1t generally turned
up sooner or later.

Every now and then My, Penrose
developed some advertising “‘stunt ”
to buck up his circulation, borrowing
any wheeze that struck his fancy
from the New York and Chicago
papers, which arrived in the Thomp-
son Valley a week old.

Apparently, Mr. Penrogse was now
engaged wupon a new advertising
stunt of unusual magmitude.

Frank Richards & Co. looked at the
paper with great interest. ' Of the
twelve pages, six were filled with
local advertisements, two with Frank
Richards’ story. and the rest with
Mr. Penrose’s editorial lucubrations,
or copy borrowed recklessly from the
American papers. But in this special
number nearly a page was devoted to
a startling announcement:

b
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“SIT UP AND TAKE NOTICE!

THIS MEANS YOU!!!

ASTOUNDING PRIZE COM-
THOUSAND

PETITION!!!
PRIZE OF ONE
SPOT CASH! SPOT CASH!!

SPOT CASH!!!

~Martin

A TALE OF THE
. CHUMS OF :
CEDAR CREEK.

|

4 _..-'..

BY

MARTIN CLIFFORD.

The Prize of One Thousand Dollars
will be awarded to the Reader who
correctly supplies the answer to the
following Conundrum:

WHEN DOES A HORSE BECOME
A BUILDING???

In case of more than one correct
answeir being received, the Prize of
One Thousand Dollars will be
awarded to the first-opened correct
solution.

The Correct answer is deposited in a
sealed envelope 1n the Thompson
Bank. It will be opened  in the
presence of the prize-winner and any
Jitizen who cares to be present. No
deception, Gentlemen!  Straight as

a Die! All answers must be received
at the Office by Next 'Saturday,

accompanied by Three Coupons cut
from this Number!

SIT UP AND TAKE NOTICE!
NOW’S YOUR TIME!”

“My@ouly hat!”  said
G gt
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Price

course ; but 1t’s worth three coupons at
five cents each. DBesides, it's a rather
hefty puzzle. I guess a lot of galoots
wouldn’t puzzle it out!”’ said Todgers.
“ F’rinstance, what do you chaps
think is the answer?”

Bob yawned.

“Blessed 1f 1 know !
horse become a building?
does, that I know of!”

““ That’s where the difficulty comes
in!”’ said Chunky triuvmphantly. °° It
needs brains, you know. That’s where
I get a chance!”

““ Ha, ha, hal”

“ Well, what’s your answer ?”’ asked
IFrank.

Chunky closed one eye knowingly.

““ That’s telling, I guess!”’ he
answered. ;

‘“ Why, you fat bounder, you just
asked us what we thought the answer
was!”’

Todgers chuckled.

“No harm 11n getting: your
opinion,”’ he said. ‘' I'm keeping my
answer dark. I'm wise, you know!”

“Brraax!” " said Frank. ° Hallo,
there’'s the bell! Come along!”

‘““ I’ve got an idea, though
Chunky.

“ Keep 1t t1il after lessons.

“* But I guess——"’

Irank Richards & Co. walked Hif to
the schoolhouse, and left Chunky to
guess. ILessons had to be considered,
even before Mr, Penrose's new and
astounding prize competition.

When does a
He never

"7 gaid

Ay gl

The 2nd Chapter.
Frank Richards is Wanted !

Miss Meadows found an unusual
amount of whispering going on in her
¢lass that morning at Cedar Creek.

Chunky Todgers was not the only
fellow who had seen the startling
announcement - in  the Thompson
paper.

The thought of bagging such a sum
as a thousand dollars was dazzhing,
and at Cedar Creek, at least, Mdr.
Penrose’'s new stunt had made a
sonsation.

Fellows whispered to one another
in class, asking one another’s opinion
as to when and how a horse could
become a buldmg?

The puzzle was really puzzhing,
for, as far as any Cedar Creek fellow
could see, 1t was quite 1mpossible for
a horse to become a bwlding. Yet
there was an answer, sealed up in the
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And he whistled.  That
announcement 1mpressed

Richards.
1IPOSIIL
him.

“T.ooks scquare, doesn’t 1t?”° said
Chunky Todgers eagerly.  “If the
answer's scaled up at the bank, and
anybody can see it opéned, that’s fair
and square; yo catch in that. No
altering the thing at the last mmute
to spoof prize-winners, vou know,”’

“ Looks square!” said Bob |

“Oh, it’s square enough!” said
Todgers. ‘It simply needs brains {6
find the correct answer. 1 guess I
can do that.”

“1 shouldn’t wonder if a hundred
caloots get the right answer,”’ said
Boh. ¢ In that case, 1t goes to the
first opened!”’ i

“ Well, that’s a matter of luck, of

Chunky insisted upon being heard.
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and revealed 1n the presence of the
lucky winner. |
Frank Richards wondered whether

the thousand dollars was in the bank

also; on that point he had very strong
doubts.

When morning lessons were over,
Chunky Todgers joined the Co. at
once as they came out into the play-
ground. Frank Richards & Co. had
taken out their skates to go on the
creek, which was frozen hard. But

23

““ Never mind skating now,” he

said. ‘* You can skate any tune this
winter. About that thousand dollars,
3

you know-—-- ~

““ No need for us to worry about
that,”’ said Frank, laughing. ' *¢ That’s
a cert for you, 1sn’t 1t ?”’ g L
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Thnree Halfpence

o M

Having set the chums of Cedar Creek to work, WMr. Penrose
was able to relax his own efforts.
chu'ns had been a windfall for the hard-worked editor, publisher, and printer of the ‘“ Thompson Press*’ !
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“ Well, T really guess-it’s a cinch,”
said Chunky. ¢ But I want to make
it a sure thing. My idea 15 to send in
a dozen answers—see?’ i

“Well, go ahead and do it, while we
skate !”’

“ But every answer has to have
three coupons, and they cost five cents
each,”’” said Chunky. I shall want
about ten dollars!” - ;

6o Oh ‘:J

‘““ My i1dea :s to form a sort of syndi-
cate,”” said Chunky.

¢ A—a—a syndicate!”’

““That’s 1t! We crowd in all the
answers we can think of, and make
sure -of roping in the prize. You
fellows supply the money, and 1
supply the brains. Savvy?”’ |

VW Ha, ‘ha, hat”

‘“I’'m not joking—"’

“You rare, old: scout !’
Lawless, with a ghuckie.
you couldn’t

~said Bob
. “You sgee,
keep* yvour part of the

bargain-—-"
“ Owing to a total absence of
| & &

assels,” grinned Frank.

“ Oh, don’t be funny!” urged Tod-
gers. ‘‘“ It’s worth putiing up twenty
dollars or so, to rope I a thousand.
You’ve got some money in the bank,
Richards—"' *

“Ha,) ha, ha!’

“ Ot course, you fellows will have
a whack in the prize———"

gttt 1Al 0 S

““ We're practically certain to bag
it, if we shove 1n about g hundred
answers,’ urged ' Chunky. " I chall
set my brains to work, you know-—
all you fellows have gobt to do 1s to
supply the cash. And—and I'll stand
vou {ifty dollars each out of the prize.”

“You're too generous, old chap!”
said Beauclerc.

“Well, I mean to be generous! Is
it a gold'!
“ Not quite!” said Frank.  Come

on, you fellows; we sha'n’t get any

skating before dinner if we wait for
Chunky to wind up.”

‘“ Make 1t ten dollars, then!”’ ex-
claimed Chunkyv. 1 guess I could
make prettv certain of i1t with that.”
“« Ass!” said Frank., ““1if weire
coing to spend ten dollars on the silly

thinng, why shouldn’t we send 1n
answers ourseives, and bag the

prize !’

‘““ Oh, vou couldn’t! You see, you
haven't = the brains!’ . explamed
€ 'h !_1_;1.;}_]#.:;.:;‘ iy h W eiladioat 1V _Eiﬁhitit:_:‘:'iﬁ@,

T he arrival of the three

you wouldn’t have a look-in.* No good
blinking facts, you know.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Frank Richards & Co. beat a retreat,
leaving Chunky Todgers to waste his
sweetness on the desert air. They
weren't 1n the least inclined to finance
Chunky’s mtellectual powers.

“TIt’s all rot!” said Bob Lawless as
he sat on the bank to put his skates
on by the frozen creek. ¢ There’s
some catch 1 1t. Penrose couldn’t
raise such a sum 1t 1t was won!”’

Frank Richards nodded.

““ That’s how 1t seems to me.” he
satd. ““ But I don't quite catch on,
all the same. It's risky to play a
trick like that 1 the Thompson
Valley. bSuppose some fellow i1ike
Buster Bill won the prize and didn’t
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¥rank.

.- As ‘they passed

got 1t? He would go round asking
for 1t with a revolver!”

‘“ Penrose must nave been imbibing
at the Red Dog when he thought ot
this stunt,” answered Bob. ** Any-
how, I don’t believe he’s got a thcu-
gsand dollars. 1f he has, why don’t he
square you the thirty he owes you?”

“I think I'll ask him when 1 see
him again,” said Frank, laughing.

When the chums of Cedar Creek
came in to dinner, Yen Chin, the
Chinee, called to Frank Richards.

““ Mr. Penlose gives me message tol
you, Lichards!”

“Oh! What’s the message?”’ asked
Frank.

“You call at office artee school to-
day. Mr. Penlose say hum vellee
important.””.

““ Right-ho, kid!” i _

““ That looks like squaring,” said
BPob.  *“ Perhaps Penrose has come
into a fortune !’ :

“We'll see this evening;y”’ said
“We'll ride over to Thomp-
son after lessons. It's about time the
editor squared his staft!”

The chumns of Cedar Creek chuckied.
Frank Richards was all the  staft ”
Myr. Penrose possessed: everything
else on the paper was done by Mr.

Penrose himself. from scribbling out |

the editorial column, and scissoring
columuns from other papers, to setting
up the tyvpe and printing the paper
on the hand-press in his office.

There was natural history i class
that afternoon:. and Miss Meadows
had selected as her subject that noble
and intelligent animal—the horse!
She found her pupils very interested
and attentive so long as that lesson
lasted. Perhaps they hoped to pick up
some enlightenment on the subject of
ihe puzzle competition. But though
Miss Meadows avent quité exhatis-
tively into the subject of equine quad-
rupeds, she shed no hght on the ner-
plexing problem of when and how a
horse became a bullding. On that
point there was no assistance to be
found in all the range of kunown

natural history.

After school., many of the Cedar
Jreek fellows did not seem 1 a hurvy
to depart. Many of them hung about
the playground, with copies of the
“Thompson Press” in their hands,
and deep, thoughtful wrinkles 1n their

brows. = They consulted with one
another very  seriously. Frank
ichards had never seen so many

copies of the “ Press’ at once at the
school ; -evidently the sale was going
up on the strength: of the thousand-
dollar competition. That part of Mr.
Penrose’s object was being achieved
at least

The chuins of Cedar Creek dodged
Chunky Todgers, and led out their
horses from the corral. Chunky
howled after tham as they rode away,
and they caught the word *‘syndi-
cate,”” and chuckled.

As they rode on to Thompson, there
was a patfer of hoofs behind, and
they looked back to behold Chunky
Todgers in hot pursuit,on his fat little
pony. He waved to them {o stop.

“ Put 1t on!” said Frank

““fHa. *ha, hal”

“Stop,  von beasts!”
Chunky, from the distance.

Frank Richards & Co. rode on at a
good speed, and Chunky taiied off on
his fat pony. He was very anxious
for another mterview ; but the anxiety
was all on: Chunky's side. Iis great
scheme. of a syndicate, 1 which he
was to supwoly the braius, while Frank
Richards & Co. supplied the dollars,
did not recommend itself to them.

' into Main
Street;  at Thompsopn, the hapless
Chunky was out of sight. They rode
on to Mr. Penrose’s office, and dis-
mounted at the door.

Gunten’s Store,
they saw.a.group of cattlemen con-
ng ‘over “¥everal numbers of the
“Thompson Press.” and they caught
the words “a thousand dollars!”
They passed a dozen or more people
in Main Street with copies of the
paper in their hands. Outside Mour.
Penrose’s office nine or ten citizens

howled

- were lounging, sinoking and discuss-

ing the thousand-dollar competition.
Among . them was DBilly Cook, the
foreman of +the Lawless Ranch.
Billy Cook nodded and grinned to the
schoolboys as they dismounted.

“Xou - ity tentr  he  asked!
“There ain’t any papers available
yet. I’'m waitin’ for some, I guess.”
Sold cout 2’ asked Frank.

““Correct ! Tvery paper’s sold off,
and now there’s a new lot coming
on,” sald the ranchman. {1l guess
Mr. Penrose will .be doing a lively
trade.”

“He will need to. if he’s going to
raise & thousand dollars to hand out
to the prize-winner.” said Beauclere.

“Yep! 1 guess ’'m going to have
half a dozen tries,” said Billy Cdok.
“Jf I get that thousand, I reckon
1t will see me through a bender down
at Kamloops.”

“If !” murmured Frank,

Foebltel ed
thre:y Wici day

|

“Well, every galoot has a. chance,
and the more you put in the more
your chances,” argued the ranchmnan.

“You feel sure Penrose has the
cash ?”’ asked Bob.

Billy Cook started. That appeared
to be a new thought to the ranch-
man’s simple mind. :

“He couldn’t ofter it as a prize, 1if
he hadn’t, could he?’’ he asked, with
a stare.

“Well, he oughtn’t to,” said Bob,
with a grin.

know.”’

Billy ook wrinkled his brow
thoughtfully,

*1f it’'s;.a catch, 'm sorey for

him,” he said. “I guess he’ll be
rooted out of his office and lynched, if
he don’t pay up. I guess all the
valley will want to know the name

and address of that prize-winner, and |

mosey along to see him about it, too !
dome ! If there ain’t a galoot with a
thousand-dollar bill to show after
this 1s over, I guess Mr. Penrose will
wish he had a cast-ivon neck!”
Frank entered the litile lumber

office, followed by his chums, and Mr.
Penrose dawned upon him in all his
glory,

~ The 3rd Chapter.

Mr. Penrose’'s Busy Day !

The new and wonderful competi-
tion, with 1its thousand-dollar prize,

had taken the town of Thompson by

storm, as 1t were. 'The stack of
“Presses ”’ at Gunten’s Store had
soid oft ike hot cakes before noon:
and a second stack had sold off in the

afternoon.
Since then, Mr. Penrose’s office

had been besieged for copies—for the
editor did a retail as well as a whole-
sale business.

During office-hours, any galoot
could drop in at the office for a
smgle copy of the Thompson Valley
paper. But to all requests, for the
present, Mr. Penrose had to reply in
the negative—he was sold out.

T'wo editions sold out in a single
day, and the c¢ry was still for more !
Instead of one edition dragging its
weary length over a whole week, and
a good proportion of 1t remaining on
the premises unsold !

It was a change, there was no mis-
take about that. Myr. Penrose’s
latest advertising stunt was a howling
success, so far.

The mews oi the thousand-dollar
prize had already been talked of up
and down the valley, from Lone Pine
to Silver Creek, and the post-waggon
had come in with orders for the
“Thompsonn Press ” from the camps
down the river.

It was quite a circulation “boom.”’
Such  ““stunts,” though common
enough i the more thickly-settled
and populated sections, were new and
rare in the Thompson Valley, and so
“caught on ” more completely. Tt
was probable that every inhabitant of
the valley would see the paper that
week, though whether Mr. Penrose’s
welrd  publishing methods would
enable him to retain the new readers
permanently was another question.
In the make-up of the paper there
were, as a rule, too many traces of
the 1nfluence of Mr. Penrose’s
favourite beverage.

But the enterprising gentleman
was extremely busy now. Mr. Pen-
rose hailed originally from New
York—which he called Noo Yark.
In Noo Yark he had learned to
hustle. and he was hustling now.

In his shirt-sleeves, with a pipe
sticking out of the corner of his
mouth above an unshaven chin. Mr.
Penrose laboured with his hand-
press—which would have worked
more easuy if i1t had been in a state
of better repair. But, like most
things 1in the ofhlice, and in Mr. Pen-
rosa himself, 1t had rather run tc
seed.

Heo gave Frank Richards & Co. a
glance and a short nod. |

“Sit 1t out, bub,” he said.

“You wanted to see me?”’

““Yep: st 1t out.”

This apparently meant that Frank
was to wait. The chums.of Cedar
Creek sat on a bench and watched
the busy gentleman.

He was turning off copies at a
great rate, though not perhaps in

- pertect condition. With a keen eye

to business, Mr. Penrose reduced the
s1ze of the new editions of his paper.
As he reasoned to himself, the
caloots were buying the paper for
the ¢ competish,” not for the adver-
tisements, or even for Frank
Richards’ story: so he reduced the
size by two-thirds, giving the readers
the competition page with its coupon,
and little-besides.

This was a great saving in paper
and i labour.  But even so, Mr.
Penrose had plenty to do. He was
not an industrious gentleman, as a
rule; but he seemed all industry now
in his attempt to meet the huge
demand for his publication.

“But he might, you |

it
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| not allowed to rest.

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

As a matter of fact, that demand
had to be met.  Buster Bill had
looked into the office several times
for his copy, and had remarked at
length, that if it wasn’t ready that

evening, he was going to ‘““pull his

gun.””  Mr, Penrose had a strong
objection to his office window being
turned into a target for sharp-shoot-
mg. So ‘he laboured away like a
new Hercules, on a new and bigger
job. |
““Say, bub,” he said presently, I
guess I got to talk to you, some, but
I'm busy now. Suppose you wedge
in and help.”

“1 don’t mind.” said Frank.

“Count us in,” said Bob Lawless
cheerily. “‘What can we do for you,
Mr., Penrose? Like me to write a
poem for you?”’

Mz. Penrose grunted,

“1 guess I've got all the stuff set

up long ago, you young jay. You
fold the copies. on that bench
yondei.”’

“Right-ho !’

“*Richards, you know  how to

handle this press. You stand here
and pull the sheets.” |

‘“ All serene,” said Frank.

“You take them from the printer,
Beauclere, and hand them across to
the folding-bench.”

“Clertainly,” said Beauclerc,

Having set the chums of Cedar
Creek to work, Mr. Penrose was able
to relax his own efforts. I fact,
there was nothing for him to do now,
save to look on and smoke, and ccca-
sionally rap out a direction.

The arrvival of the three chums had
been, in fact, a windfall is the hard-
worked editor, printer, and publisher.

Frank Richards & Co. piled 1
cheerily, quite willing to put in an
hour or two helping the driven
editorial  gentleman.  “Thompson
Presses multiplied under their
busy hands.

When Buster Bill came in again
there was a copy ready for him, and
he was not under the painful neces-
sity of “ pulling his gun.”

"I guess I'll take a dozen,” said
Buster Bill. “I'm going in strong
tor this hyer prize.”

Mr. Penrose handed them out,
smiling.  Billy Cook was the next
man in, and he took six. After that
there was a steady stream of pur-
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chasers, who took off the copies
almost as fast as Frank Richards &
Co. turned them out. &

When the purchasers were satisfied,
however, and the newcomers ceased
to trouble, the amateur printers were
Mr. Penrose
wanted a fresh stack for Gunten’s

| Store, and he kept the schoolboys at

work till they were done. |

In fact, the printing did not cease
till Mr. Penrose’s supply of paper
ramn out. _

Then it had to stop.

“1 guess 1’1l ride over to Kamloops
to-morrow, and borrow some paper
there,” said Mr. Penrose. * There’ll
be a noo demand to-morrow—sure.
Say, 1sn't this some stunt, what ?”

" Looks like it,” said Frank, with
a snile. ““ Must be no end of a cir-
culation—this week, at any rate.”’

“After this, by gum, T’ll give ’em
Just a single sheet—competition page
and coupon,” -said Mr. Penrose.
“That will see “em through for the
competish—and save trouble, I reckon.
I guess this office lays over any other
in the North-West, when it comes to
hustle. That the last of the paper?
Well, you can ease off now. I reckon
it will do for to-day. Much obliged.
Before you vamoose, you kids can
carry this bundle along to GGunten’s
store, if you like. I’ve got to drop
in at the Occidental-—-""

“Hold on!” exclaimed Frank.
“You sent me a message to Cedar
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Creek that you wanted to see me;

that’s why we came over.”
“So I do,” said Mr. Penrose. ¢ But

I'm thirsty—I mean tired. Tote that

bundle along to the store, and come

back hyer. I’ve got to see a man at
the Occidental on important business
for a few minutes.”

“We shall be
late—-" |

“Important business—can’t waif!”’
said Mr. Penrose, and he disappeared
without further words; making a bee-
lime for the Occidental Hotel. His
“1mportant business ’ was with the
bar-keeper there.

“We seem to have been let in for
jolly mnearly making a night of it,”

sald Bob Lawless, laughing. *‘‘Any-
Lhow, you’ll get your thirty dollars,

Franky. Penrose has taken three
times fthat much while we’ve been
here. I guess we'd better tole his
bundle along to the store.” -

Ihe big bundle of *‘ Thompson
Presses ” was taken along to the
store, and duly delivered to Mr. Gun-
ten there. Then the chums of Cedar
Creek returned to the mnewspaper
office.

Mr. Penrose had not vet returned.

IHis 1mportant business was still
keeping him at the Occidental.

“Dash 1t all, we can’t wait much
longer,” said Frank. * The people at
home will be geiting alarmed about
us.’’

“Here he comes!”

An unsteady step was heard with-
out.

Mr. Penrose,
plexion, came

rich com-
oftice, and

with a
into  the

smiled atfably at the three chums.

Ile was not intoxicated; but it was
clear that he had expended a con-
siderable portion of his late takings on
the fiery tluids sold at the Occidental.

“Been to the store?” he asked.

“Yep,” answered Bob.

“You made old Gunten sign the
note for them—he’s sharp, is Gunten.”

“Here you are.”

“Good! Now I guess I've a few
words to say to you, young Richards.”

“I've a few to say to you,” agreed |

Frank. ** Which is going to begin?”

“Eh! What have you got to say,
bub 7’

" You owe me thirty dollars,” ex-
plained IFrank. “You asked me to
mention 1t next time I saw you.”

“Mention it next time,” said Mr.
Penrose. “ 1t will be all right.
ter of fact, I've just met Kentuck, the
poker man at the Occidental, and he
made me square for last night. I
had only just enough to settle with
the bar-keeper. But vour dollars are
all right, bub; you can see for yous-
self how the circulation is going up
—leaps and bounds, by hokey.”

““Oh, all right,” said Frank. * And
now, what did you have to say to me,
Mr. Penrose? We've got to get
home, you know.”

“"Sure! It’s private,” said the
editorial gentleman, with a glance at
Bob Lawless and Vere Beauclerc.

" You can tell me before my friends,
I suppose,” said Frank, in surprise.

Mr, Penrose shook his head.

** Business 1S business,” he
answered. ‘I guess 1 want to whis-
per in your ear all on its lonesome.”

“We'll wait outside, Frank,” said
Beauclerc, crossing to the door at
onCe.

“Don’t be all night, Franky,” said
Bob Lawless, as he followed Beauclerc
out.

Mr. Penrose closed the door after

the two schoolboys, and then, to
Frank’s astonishment, - winked at
him. |

“Can’t be too careful!” he
remarled. :

Frank looked a little impatient. e
was 1nclined to attribute Mr. Pen-
rose’s air of mysterious secrecy to his
libations at the Occidental.

“Well, what is 1t?” he asked.

Mr. Penrose closed the little win-
dow. Then he proceeded to expound,

and Frank Richards listened in
astonishment.
The 4th Chapter.
A Business Proposition !
“You catch on to the stunt?” was

Mr. Penrose’s first remark.

“What ?”

“Thousand dollars prize—sending
up the circ., in jumps—you see that ?
Only one weakness in the scheme
and Ae

“And what’s that?”

“There 1sn’t any thousand dollars !
explammed Mr. Penrose.

Frank Richard jumped.

His wuneasy suspicions had been
almost laid to rest. This cool c¢on-
fession by the enterprising gentleman
from **Noo Yark ” iook him quite
by surprise.

he

“There—there
stammered.

“Shush! Don’t shout.”

“ But——" gasped Frank.

I guess I was raised in Noo Yark,

iSlljt-—-“—-”

Mat-

Three Halfpence

home 'a  bit *

_#'---I-

LA

r

gasped for |
pletely dismayed gentleman that could

18 e ) :
| Richards’ yarn n unextd Monday's
Boys’ FKFRIEND. Make a opoint of
reading 1t/) |

S/1/21

where we learn business as soon as we
breathe,” said Mr. Penrose. * Sur-
prises you, what? Chew it over!
Simple as ABC. T learned the news-
paper business in Noo Yark and
Chicago, and I'm putting vou up to
some valuable wrinkles, Richards:
you'll find ’em useful if yvou're ever
i the business for yourself. Fool
the public—that’s the motto. It's a
cinch all the time. The public like
heing fooled. They cry' out to be
fooled. They won’t be happy unless
they’re fooled Well, ‘fool ’em!
Catch on #”

And Mr, Penrose smiled, a smile of
great good humour and cunnine
mingled—with also a mingling of
semi-1ntoxication.

JFrank Richards simply stared at
him. - e

Mr. Penrese seemed to bo quite
unaware that he was confessing to a
plece of unscrupulous roguery. Sucii
matters had apparently not entered
into his considerations. Doubtless,
commercial morality was not in the
curriculum when he was learning his
business in ““Noo Yark.”

“ What—what——"" stuttered Frank
at last.  “Are you potty, Mr. Peu-
1ose ?”

"k 'Hu}’ ??3

“I don’t know what may be possi-
blﬂ m a big city,” said IFrank; ““but
it's not possible to play such" tricks
here, to say nothing of such thing
being a rotten swindle !”

*Cut it qut!™ .
“It’s swindling-—+-**
5 VIV = E : |
Rub' it “out!” said Mr.  Penrose
calmly. id

possible ! ex-

“ Anyhow, it’s not
claimed Frank., ‘“Why,. if the prizes
181°t given, vou'll have your office
pulled down about your ears!”

My, Penrose winked, |

“Tread soft !’ he answered. “ You
don’t tumble. There’s going to be a
prize-wimner all O.K. Name and
address in the paper next week-—letter
of thanks for the thousand-dollar bill.
Fixed up, you know.”

“But "’ stuttered Frank.

“ And you're the antelope.””

“I! yelled Frank Richards.

“ Don’t shout.” -

Do you—do you think--——"". splut-
tered I'rank, almost breathless with
indignation,

“Come oftf. This is business-—cold
business from the word go. You're
my stafl, ain’t you? 1 couldn’t trust
any galoot outside my staff. Your
name goes 1 as prize-winner--—first
opened—see?  Kasy as rolling off a
log. After, you’ll be interviewed by
a crowd of galoots. You tell ’em all
about the way you worked out the
puzzle with a wet towel round your
head-—what you’re going to .do with
the thousand-dollar bill, and so on.
Catch on? Of course, there won’t be

any thouwsand-dollar bill. I guess
there probably isn’t one .in the

Thompson Valley at all. I know I’ve
not got one, anyway. Have you?”

“Eh? Of course not.”
“Well, then, don’t argue. I

thought I’d just mention it to you
that you’re going to be the prize-
wimner, so that you’d be up to snuff—

see? That’s all. Good-night!”
" But "’ howled Frank Richards.

“Good-night! I've got to see a
man at the Red Dog about some busi-
ness.. Can’t wait.”

“I'm afraid the man at the Red
Dog will have to wait a few minutes,"

sald Ifrank Richards grimly. . “I’ve
got a few words to say. Mau're a
swindler, Mr. Penrose!” . s
“Is that all?? R
“You're not going to make me a
party to a swindle.”

“Why, I relied on you—I took it
for granted I”” exclaimed Mr. Penrose
indignantly. ““Don’t you understand
what business 157"’

“ Better than you do, T think,” said
Frank, “Swindling isn’t business,
and 1t does no good; but if it did I
wouldn’t have a hand in it.” TI'm
going to keep an eye on this precious
competition of yours, and if you try
to spoot the folk, I shall show you
up. Keep that in nund.”

“Why, I—-I—-T'll-——" gasped ihe
unhappy stunt merchant. ‘1 shall be
ruined! Look here, young Richards
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“Go and eat coke!”’ |

Frank strode out of the office,
and mounted his horse, which Bob
was holding in readiness for him.

“Been having a row with Pen-
rose?”’ asked Bob curiously,

“Yes. Let’s get off.” ,.

The three chums rode away in the
darkness. |

In his office, Mr. Penvose sat, and
breath, the most com-

have been found just then in the
whole length of the Thompson
Valley. THE END.

(‘“Set a Lhief to Cateh a Thiet?”?
fine, long complete Franl




