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“YOUR MAJESTY, HERE ARE YOU

(A breathless moment from the great story of Don Darrel and ‘‘ Bulldog > Holdfast in this number.)
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ANOTHER TOP-NOTCH STORY OF THE BOYS OF ROOKWOOD SCHOOL!

The i1st Chapter.
Asking for it!

“llere, Silver!”

It was lansom of the Fifth who
called.

Edward Hansom, captain of the
Rookwood Fifth, had a powerful
voice, and Jimmy Silver certainly
must have heard hun call.

But he gave no sign.

Hansom was standing by the stair.
case, talking with Lumsden and Tal-
boys of the Fifth, when Jimmy Silver
of the Fourth came along. He sus-
pended his conversation with Lums-
den and Talboys to call to Jimmy
Silver, and by the tone of his voice
it was evident that Hansom was in
the imperative mood.

“Silver! Do you hear?”

Jimmy Silver did not seem to hear.

He' was walking towards the biﬁ
doorway on the quad, outside whic
his chums, Lovell and Raby and New-

come, were waiting for him. And
Jimmy Silver, like Felix, kept on
walking.

Hansom reddened.

Lumsden and Talboys smiled
slightly.

It was evident that the Fourth-

Former heard, and equally evident
that he did not intend to heed.
“Silver!” bawled Hansom.

Still, like the dying gladiator of old,
Jimmy heard, but he heeded not.

Hansom left his comrades and
strode across to intercept Jiunmy’s
Jimmy Silver had
to stop then, with the big Fifth-
Former directly in his path.

So he stopped.

“You cheeky little tick——"
began Hansom,
“You

. cheeky bi tick!” said
Jimmy Silver cheerfuﬁy.

“Go to my study at once,
fetch my Livy,” said Hansom.
want it for third lesson. See?”

Jimmy Silver smiled. Hansomn,
captain of the Fifth, was a great man
in his Ferm—greater still in his own
estimation. Being a great man,
Hansom saw no reason why he should
not fag juniors like a prefect of the
Sixth. The juniors saw many
reasons. They did not like fagging—
and they did not like Hansom much,
So it was a point upon which Jimmy
Silver and Edward Hansom were not
likely to agree.

*“Do you hear?”’ snapped Hansom:.

“Dear man, I could hear you
across the quad,” said Jimmy Silver
affably. ‘““The bull of Bashan isn’t in
it with you, old bean!”’

“ Are you going?”

“(Oh, no, I'm not going!”

Lumsden and Talboys grinned.
They were quite as keen as Hansom
on keeping up the dignity and im-
portanice of the Fifth. But on more
than one occasion they had found
Jimmy Silver a hard nut to crack,
and they had given him up. Their
view was that Hansom would have
been wiser to let Jimmy alone, and
issue his lofty commands to more
amenable fags of the Fourth, such as
Tubby Muftin, or Peele, or Dickin-
son Minov. .

“Oh, you're not going, aren’t
you ?”’ satd Hansom.

“Not at all.”’

““Cut off at once before I lick you!”

“Same to you, dear man,”’
Jimmy. ‘“Cut off at once before I
lick you.”

That was more than enocugh for
Hansom of the Fifth. He simply
could not allow himself to be defied
in this way by a junior of the Fourth
Form.

and

EII

said |

'

He made a jump at Jimmy Silver
and grasped at him. :

Jimmy Silver made a jump back-
ward at the same moment, and Han-
som's grasping hand swept the empty
air.

Before he could grasp again Jiminy

had dodged. round him, and was
Speeding to the doorway.

“Oh!” gasped Hansom. *“Stop!
I'—="

He sped after Jimmy Silver.

Jimmy cleared the doorway and

came down the School House steps
with & bound. Lovell and Raby and
Newcome stared at him, wondering
what ‘was the cause of that sudden
exit.

They understood the next moment,
as the big Fifth-Former came charg-
ing out.

“Back up, you fellows!” gasped
Jimmy Silver.

“What-ho!” grinned Lovell,

Hansomm of the Fifth, rushing

down the steps, rushed fairly into the
arms of the Fistical Four.

Jimmy Silver, great fighting-man

| as he was in the Lower School, would

not have been of much use alone
against a Fifth Form fellow. But
with four sturdy juniors on the scene
matters were quite different. Han-
som could have handled one, or even
two, of the chums of the end study.
But in the grasp of four he was
nowhere.

Almost before he knew what was
happening Hansom of the Fifth was
whirling in the grasp of four pairs
of hands. |

“Ow! Leggo!” he roared.

“Sit*him down!” exclaimed Raby.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You cheeky fags! You—— Ow
—oh—ah!” spluttered the Fifth-
Former.

Bump !

Hansom sat down on the loweost
step. He sat there with a concussion
that made him roar.

There was a chortle from the fel-
lows in the gquad who witnessed the
sudden downfall of Hansom.  Car-
thew of the Sixth, who was coming
up to the House, grinned. Carthew
was generally ““down ” on the Fisti-
cal Four; but he was not on good
terms with Hansom, and he seemed
entertained by the present proceed-
ings of Jimmy Silver & Co.

“Hallo! Taking a rest, Hansom?”
he asked.

“Ow!” gasped Hansom.

“You shouldn’t sit on the steps,

old man, Somebody might come
out and fall over you!” grinned
Carthew.

“Wow!”

Carthew went 1nto the House,
grinning. Hansom staggered 1o his
feet, crimson with wrath. The

mockery of a fellow like Carthew,
whom he despised, gave the finishing
touch to his wrath, and he saw red.
He fairly bounded at the Fistical
Four.

“(ollar him!” velled Newcome.

“8it him down!”

Bump! |

Hansom, in his wrath, did not
count odds. But the odds were there,

counifted or uncounted.

Hansom sat on the step again, more
heavily than before. Jimmy Silver
& Co. grinned at him rather
breathlessly.

“Have another?”’ gasped Lovell.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lumsden and Talboys came out at
the doorway., They hurried down to
Hansom.

‘““Hook
Silver.

And the heroes

it!”  murmured Jimmy

of the Fourth

| faded away in the distance, leaving

Hansom

to be picked wup
chuns,

by his

T he 2nd Chapter.

Follow Your Leader !

“Follow your leader !” said Jimmy
Silver.

“Right-ho !”

It was a.great temptation.

The big staircase was clear, the
lower hall was untenanted. The great
oaken banister, broad and polished,
was more than tempting—it was
irresistible.

Sliding down the big banister was
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was the quickest and most enjoyable
method of descent.

o thoy adopted it—forgetting for
the moment the stern prohibitions of
the powers. '
Jimmy Silver threw a leg over the
banister and started. Nervous fellows
sometimes slid down enfolding the
banister with their arms and chests.
_Npt— so the Fistical Four, who cer-
ainly deserved to be caned for their
recklessness. Jimmy Silver sat erect
and  astride, and sailed down
gloviously, and after him came Lovell,
then Raby, and then Newcome. Four
juniors, sitting on the banister in file,
whizzed down with a terrific rush.

~ And then, from the window recess
in the lower hall, stepped Carthew
of the Sixth.

Jimmy was half-way down when he

saw him,
- He did not need the grin on the
Sixth Form bully’s face to tell him
that Carthew had deliberately waited,
before showing himself, till the Fisti-
cal Four were committed to that mode
of descent. It was just like Carthew !
He had spotted them at the landing
above, easily guessed how they would
descend if tﬁey supposed that no eves
were upon them, and so had kept out
of sight till they started. Now he
had something to report !

But it was too late to stop! The
four juniors whizzed on.  Carthew
threw up his hand. |

“ (et off that banister at once!” he
shouted.

Carthew must have known, or at
least ought to have known, that the
whizzing juniors in full career could
not possibly have got off the banister,
except by falling off. Indeed, any in-
terruption of that perilous descent
was liable to cause danger to the
transgressors. A startled fellow
might have lost his head and pitched
off, with a broken leg or arm as the
result.
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HANSOM INTERFERES'!

gave the Fifth-Former a glare.
business,’”’ he snapped.

lash was descending.

‘“ Stop that, Carthew ! ?’ exclaimed
Hansom
““ Keep
Hansom of the Fifth did not keep off.
an angry frown he strode up, and caught Carthew’s arm as another
‘Lot the kid alone !’ he said sharply.

Carthew
your own

With

indignantly,
off, and mind

o e

strictly forbidden. The prohibition
was reasonable enough, for certainly
the proceeding was risky. Once a
fellow had been hurt by whizzing
down the banister at breathless speed,
and rolling off into the hall instead
of landing on his feet as he should
have done.

So the powers had forbidden it. and
rightly so. But the Fistical Four
felt, perhaps, that such a prohibition
should not apply to them personally.
FFor they were not at all lLkely to
lose their nerve and bag an accident—
their confidence in themselves was
without limit.

To sit on the big broad banister, to
sail down it hke an arrow from a
bow, and from the lower énd to jump
lightly and land on one’s feet, was a
risky but attractive form of exercise.
Any prefect who saw a junior per-
forming such a feat was bound to
cane him or report him to his Form
master.
well have been the
acceident.,

resuit of an

But there were no prefects to be |
‘seen at this particular moment, and

the smooth, polished banister was
tempting. The Fistical Four were
coming downstairs, and the banister

A broken limb might very |

—_— - - -

Carthew should have been careful
not to interfere till the reckless
juniors were in safety. Instead of
which he shouted up at them, com-
ing close to the banisters.

“Get off at once! Do you hear?”

The quartette whizzed on.

There was little time to think, the
descent was so swift, But the leader
of the whizzing file saw that Carthew
was standing directly in the way of
the jump-off. Carthew had not
noticed that, or perhaps he did not
care.

“Get aside!” howled Jimmy, as he
whizzed.

Carthew did not heed, and did not
move.

Jimmy Silver had an instant’s
choice, of tumbling headlong over the
massy newel-post at the fool of the
banister, or of jumping clear in the
usual way before touching it and
landing on Carthew.

Craﬁling on a Sixth Form prefect
was a serious matter. But 1t was
not quite so serious as tumbling head-
long into, the hall on a hard oaken
floor. And it was impossible to stop,

Jimmy Silver’s mind was instantly
macde up.

Down he came—it

was only a

- T -

Carthew.

| the boys themseclves.

(41

matter of seconds., Within a few feet
of the newel-post he lifted one leg

clear and leaped for the floor at the

side of the big staircase.

Crash!

_As Carthew was in the way a colli-
sion was inevitable.

It was a terrific collision.

Jimmy came down on Carthew like
a thunderbolt, sefiding him sprawling.

Carthew sprawled, yelling and

gasping, on the floor, and Jimmy
sprawled over him. Jimmyv's fall was
broken, and to judge by the sounds
that came from Mark'(farthe\'t*, he
was broken. too.
. Before Jimmy could rise, the next
In line came whizzing off the banis-
ter, and Arthur Edward Lovell
sprawled over Jimmy. 'Then Raby
came landing, and sprawled over
Lovell, and then came Arthur New-
come, sprawling over all of them.

Carthew, in a breathless and
battered state, fairly disappeared
under the juniors.

His muffled voice was heard splut-
tel;lng beneath the stack of them.

% Groogh! Mmmmmmmm !*

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Jimmy.
TOw ! stuttered Lovell.  ““The
silly ass! Oh dear! Might have
broken all our necks! Wow !”

The Fistical Four scrambled up,
breathless and shaken. But for
Carthew they would have jumped

clear one after another, and landed in
safety. Now theyv were hurt,\and it

was evident that Carthew of the Sixth
with still more hurt,

He sat up and roared,

“ What is all this #”

Mr. Dalton, the
Fourth, came
study.

“Ow! Oh! I-I think my arm’s
.l?mken' sir!” spluttered Carthew.

Those young villains—ow—sliding
down the banisters—wow—jumping
on me—moooooh——>’

The TFistical Four stood silent.
’]:Imy knew what to expect now.
They had transgressed the law. and
the way of the transgressor was hard.

Mr. Dalton gave Carthew a hand
up. His face was grim and stern. He
felt the prefect’s arm, e

“It i1s not broken. Carthew.” he
gaidlfcﬂdl}r. “There is a bruise—that
15 all.

“They jumped on me,”

master of the
hurrying from his

roared
: “Jumped on me from the
banisters! It was intentional—ow !”

“We couldn't help it, sir,” =said
Jimmy Silver. “Carthew stood right
in the way. He ought to have known
better.” | |

Mr. Dalton knitted his brows. "

“You were sliding down the banis-
ters,” he said.

“Ye-e-es.”

“You are well aware that such a
performance is strictly forbidden.”

The Fistical Four were silent. They
could not deny it. |

*“I shall cane you severely for this.”
said Mr, Dalton, “Follow me to my
study.” el

Carthew gasped.

“That isn’t all, sir! They jumped
on me, knocked me over. It was done
on purpose i

“1 am sure not, Carthew. The
boys have hurt themselves by falling
over you, as vou can see.”

“I know jolly well that they did.
all the same,” howled Carthew. “I
told them to stop and get off the
banister as soon as they’d started.
They came on without taking any
notice.”

“That was inevitable if they had
started,” said Mr. Dalton dryly.
““On.another such occasion, Carthew,
you should be careful to give a reck-
less boy plenty of room to land in
satety. He should be punished, but
not by the risk of a broken limb.”

Mr. Dalton, signing to the Fistical
Four to follow him, walked to his
study. Carthew was left gritting his
teeth. In Carthew’s opinion nothing
short of a Head's flogging was
adequate to meet the circumstances.
It was clear that Mr. Dalton dis-
agreed with him.

Carthew limped away, furious. But
Jimmy Silver & Co. were not happy
as they followed their Form master
into his study.

Mr. Dalton selected a cane.

“You are very well aware, Silver,”
he said, “‘that the rule you have
broken 1§ made in the interests of
As head boy of
the Fourth, you are expected to set
a better example.”

Jimmy ecoloured deeply.

It was quite true, and “Uncle
James ” of Rookwood realised that
he had failed for once to play up in
the way that might have been ex-
pected of him.

“I’'m sorry, sir!” he said sin-
cerely. “I didn’t stop to think. 1
know 1 ought to have.”

(Continued overleaf.)

““ Cuffy’s Catch! ”’ is the grand story of the boys of Rookwood School appearing in next Monday’s BOYS’ FRIEND. Don’t miss it!
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“Quite so, satd Mr. Dalton.

You must try to remember the
ules, and remember to regard them.
fold out your hand.”

Possibly Mr. Dalton thought that
. severe caning would help to fix the
rules and a due regard for them in
the memories of the Fistical Four.
Possibly he was right. At all events,
he did not spare the rod, and when
the: chums of the Fourth left his
study they were almost crawling and
their hands were tucked in anguish
under thelr arms.

In the corridor they looked at one
another with ghastly faces.

“Ow !’ said Lovell in a tone of
deep feeling.

“Wow !” mumbled Raby.

“Moooooooo !” murmured New-
come.

Jimmy Silver squeezed his hands
and groaned.

“No more banisters for me! Ow!
Ow! Wow! Blow the old banis-
ters! Yow-ow-ow-wow !”’

The hapless four limped away. At
the. end of the corridor they passed
Hansom of the Fifth, and that youth
glanced at them and grinned.

“Somebody licked you fags?” he
asked genially.

And. the guffering quartette limped
n, lacking.even the encrgy at that
moment of.anguish to collar Hansom
of the Fifth and roll him in the cor-
ridor. |

The 3rd Chapter.
Carthew’s Chance !

Jimmy. Silver cast a wary glance
wver his shoulder and quickened his
sace. It was the following day, and
'he effect of Mr. Dalton's caning had,
f course, quite worn off. Jimmy
Silver, looking as cheerful as 1if he
had never been caned in his life, was
sauntering by the footpath towards
Coombe, when he.sighted Carthew
of the Sixth.

Carthew was crossing the field
‘rom the opposite direction, and
iimmy could not have kept on with-
out meeting him face to face.

Jimmy had no desire whatever to
neet the bully of the Sixth at close
quarters on his own, so he changed
mis direction, and walked across the
grass away from the footpath, stroll-
ing along with a careless air as 1t he
hadn’t noticed the enemy in the
‘offing at all.

But a wary glance back showed
that Carthew had left the footpath
1lso, and was crossing the field on
his track. And Carthew was follow-
ing ‘on with rapid strides, with a
grim’ expression on his far from pre-
nossessing face.

Jimmy Silver broke into a trot.

Jimmy was bound for the village of
Coombe, and he saved a quarter of a
mile by taking the f{footpath across
the fields. He wished now that he
had gone the longer way by the
raad.t

Within  the walls of Rookwood
Carthew’s authority as a prefect gave
him many opportunities to make him-
self unpleasant to the juniors he dis-
liked.

He never failed to avail himself of
them. But his authority as a prefect,
though stretched almost to breaking-
point, had a limit in the school.

And 1t needed only one look at the
bully’s face to see that he intended
to take advantage of this chance
meeting in a solitary spot to deal
with his old enemy of the Fourth in
a way he could scarcely have ven-
tured upon at Rookwood.

In those spacious fields there was
no master, no fellow-prefect, to hear
the vells of a thrashed junior and no
mob. of fags to rush to his aid. ‘

Jimmy understood perfectly. His
troubles with the bully of the Sixth
had been many, and he knew Car-
thew and his ways well enough. Ie
glanced back again as he trotted
and saw that the senior had broken
into a run. So Jimmy put it on.

Ahead of him, on the edge of the
field, was a stretch of woodland, and

By Ouwer C’omuesh

I

- (Continued from previous page.)

Jimmy headed for the thickets there
at top speed. Once among the trees,
he felt confident of dodging Car-
thew.
“Stop!” shouted Carthew.
Jimmy was not likely to stop.
Behind him came the heavy foot-
steps of the Sixth-Former, panting,
in pursuit. The light walking cane
that Carthew had been carrying
under his arm was gripped in his
hand now. |
Jimmy Silver reached the wood,
and plunged in among the trees and
thickets, with his pursuer close be-
hind. A second later his foot caught
In an unseen wire, probably placed
there for the benefit of trespassers,
and he went stumbling headlong.

The sudden fall almost dazed him.
He rolled over and scrambled up
dizzily.

The next moment Carthew’s grasp
was on his shoulder.

“ Stop, you  young
growled the prefect.

Jimmy panted for breath. He had

rotter!”’

up and caught Carthew’s arm as
another lash was descending,

“Let the kid alone!” he
sharply.

“You cheeky rotter——"

“Rats to you!”’ said Hansom con-
temptuously. “Who 18 it you're
bullying now? Oh, 1t’s that cheeky
young cad Silver! Well, I dare say
he’s asked for 1t, but he's had
enough. Let him alone.”

Carthew almost ground his teeth
with rage. He was a prefect of the
Sixth Form, and nobody in the Fifth,
of course, had any right to interfere
with him.

But Hansom, who was a big and
powerful fellow, never was willing
to acknowledge any superiority on
the part of the top Form. Prefects
like Bulkeley and Neville knew how
to handle the rather obstreperous
I'ifth-Former and keep him in his
place.

But it was different with Carthew,
whose courage was seldom at the
sticking-point, and who had often put
up with a good deal of “swank”
from Hansom, rather than venture
upon a “row ” with him.

Hansom was quite in his element
now. He quite enjoyed bearding a
Sixth-Form prefect, and Carthew was
the only prefect of the Sixth whom
he could venture to beard.

So, heedless of Carthew’s fury, he
held back the bully’s arm, and the
cane did not touch Jimmy Silver
again.

(Carthew struggled to free his arm,
still keeping Jimmy’s collar gripped
in his left.

said

BOYS FRIEND FAVOURITES!

-lTo say that Tony Dryden’s early
life was a hard one is to put it very
mildly indeed. At the age of two

vears he was found upon the doorstep |

of a wretched tenement in Ber-
mondsey, and was taken to Dr.
Bartholomew’s Home for. Waifs and
Strays in that district. And in this
home Tony remained, for, although
his pame was found to be marked on
the garments which he was wearing at

no choice about stopping, as he was
in the grip of the angry Sixth-
Former.

Carthew eyed him evilly,

“You jumped on me yesterday,
Silver !” he remarked. “No end of
a joke—what?”’

“I1 wish I'd
gasped Jimmy. .

“You’'re going to pay for it now.”

Carthew fixed his grip on the back
of Jimmy’s collar. By sheer force
he bent the junior over a stump.
Then the cane in his right hand came
into play.

Lash!

Jimmy Silver struggled and roared.
He knew that he was booked for a
savage thrashing, and it was no time
to stand on ceremony. He kicked
out with vigour, and his boot crashed
on Carthew’s shin.

There was a roar of pain from the
bully of the Sixth.

id O‘-’ﬂ" I!I

“Let go,
Jimmy.

Carthew, gritting his teeth, his
eyes gleaming, compressed his grasp
on .the junior and forced him down
on the stump again. Taking care to
keep clear of the lashing heels, Car-
thew laid on the cane with vim.

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

There were footsteps in the wood,
and three fellows came in sight.
They were HHansom, Talboys, and
Lumsden, of the Fifth. The three
Fifth-Formers stared at the scene.

“Stop that, Carthew!” exclaimed
Hansom.

Carthew gave him a glare.

“Keep off, and mind your own
business !” he snapped.

ﬁHansam of the Fifth did not keep
off.

jumped harder!”

you rotter!” panted

With an angry frown, he strode

day.

TONY DRYDEN.

the time of his being picked up, none
of his relatives were ever traced.
Whether his. parents were dead, or
whether he . had been deserted by
them 1s, of gourse, not known to this

KEven at the tender age of two Tony
Dryden was a well-built child, and
perhaps it was on this account that he
thrived where so many other little
children less sturdy than he would
have gone under from lack of atten-
tion so early in life. Still, 1n spite
of the fact that attention in the home
in Bermondsey was not all that it
could have been, Tony grew up to be
a fine boy. He had to rough it, and
the hard life strengthened him. At
the age of eight he was a fearless
little chap, and could always take his
own part when i1t came to a quarrel
with the other boys in the home.
Even then he showed himself to be
very useful with his fist§, and 1t was
on this account that Samuel Blink-
horn, the superintendent of the home,

“Let go, you fool!” he panted.

“Let that fag alone!” retorted
Hansom.,

“You're such a beastly bully, Car-
thew !” remarked Talboys, with a
shake of the head.

“Bullying cad !’
Lumsden, g

Hansom grinned at his chums. He

was enjoying the situation. This

remarked

would show Carthew, at least, what
he thought of the Sixth!
“Take your paw off my arm at
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once,”’ gasped Carthew. “I ghall
report this to the Head!
interfering with a prefect—> .

“Report and be blowed,” said Han-
som cheerfully. ‘““You're bullying
.tgl?;t kid, and you’re going to stop
it.

“Enough’s as good as a feast!”
said Talboys.

“Let go!” roared Carthew.

“Rats!”

“1 tell you—"

“You let go that kid,” said Han-
som. “Now, then,
jolly well make you.”

That was too much for Carthew,
He was not a fighting-man when he
could help it; but to be openly
hectored by a Fifth Form fellow was
mare than he could stand.

He released Jimmy Silver's collar,
to free his hand. And that hand,
clenched hard, was dashed full into
Hansom’s face.

“Take that, you cad!” he panted.

Hansom took it—he couldn’t help
that. The blow was unexpected, and
it landed fairly on Hansom’s nose.
The captain of the Fifth went
staggering back, and sat down in the
grass with a heavy bump.

The 4th ~hapter.

Licked to the Wide ! ‘
~ Jimmy Silver jumped away, pant-
ing.
Carthew had no eyes for him, for
the moment.

His eyes were on Hansom of the
Fifth who was sprawling in the grass
and spluttering wildly.

Hansom sat up.

T
| had a “down » on him. But although

Blinkhorn undoubtedly carried his
authority a little too far, and caned
Tony at the slightest provocation, the
little fellow was never cowed.

The wonderful change in Tony’s
life came when he was twelve. As
readers of the Boyvys’ FRIEND re-
member, Joe Rickett, who was then
heavy-weight champion of Great
Britain, had decided to discover a
voungster whom he could train to
become a world-beater. And, as has
been proved since, Joe's judgment
was notat fault when, as soon as he
clapped eyes on Tony, he decided that
the boy ‘had the makings of a
champion,

These days Tony Dryden, who is
even now little over seventeen years
of age, 1s as happy as the day is long,
and under the able tuition of Joe
Rickett he promises to make a great
name for himself in fistic circles. If
he is destined to wear championship
laurels, then it must be said that he
will have earnedgthe honour, for no
boxer could train more conscienti-
ously than Tony. Anyhow, whatever
happens, Tony has without doubt
proved = himself. worthy of Joe
Rickett’s trust in him, and has proved
that he possesses the Winning Streak.

(Look out for another Boys’ FRIEND
Favourite next weck!?)

“Ow!” That was his first remark.
“Wow! Ow!”

“Now mind your own dashed
bizney !” said Carthew savagely, but
a trifle apprehensively., He had
floored Hansom quite successfully;
but he was rather doubtful about
what Hansom might do when he got
up again.

“By gad! I-—I gasped Han-
som, feeling his nose, as if to make
sure that it still adorned his visage.

Carthew backed away a pace or
two. At that point, he would have
been quite satisfied to let the affair
end—even if he had to let Jimmy
Silver off.

But Edward Hansom was not satis-
fied to let it end there. Hansom had
been knocked down: and he was not
to be knocked down with impunity.
He scrambled to his feet, dashing a
stream of crimson from his nose.

“You cheeky cad!” he roared.
“Come on!”

“I’'m not fightin® you!” growled
Carthew. “You know jolly well that
a Sixth Form prefect mustn’t serap.”

“Then he mustn’t punch fellows’
noses,” said Hansom, prancing up to
the Sixth-Former. “Put up your

hands!”

Carthew backed further away,
rather quickly., But he found Lums-
den and Talboys in the way, grin-
ning.

They pushed him back {owards
Hansom. Hansom pranced round the
Sixth-Former, brandishing his fists.

“Come on, vou funk!” he roared.

23

“You’ve punched my nose! See if
you can do 1t agamn.”
“Keep off!” yelled Carthew.

“T’ll report this to the Head.”
“Report that, too!” said Hansom,

tapping Carthew on the chin with a |

sharp, or I'lL

You're |

]

quite graciously.
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heavy set of knuckles, “and that!”
His left tapped Carthew’s nose.
“Go it!” chuckled Talboys.
Carthew breathed fury. There was
no getting out of it, and he realised
1t. He either had to fight Hansom of
the Fifth, or to take a thrashing
without fighting—and the former
seemed the better alternative.

So he put up his hands and came
on.

Carthew, as a Sixth-Former, and
an older fellow, should have had the
advantage; but he did not seem to
have it. Hansom was a hard hitter,
and his temper was thoroughly roused
now, He knew, too, that there
might be trouble to follow a fight
with a Sixth Form prefect; and if
there was to be a “jaw ” from the
Head, Hansom felt like indemnifying
himself in advance at Carthew’s

expense. |

So he “went for > Mark Carthew
hammer-and-tongs. |
_ Jinmy Silver looked on with keen
interest.

He quite regretted having bumped
Hansom on the School House steps
a few days previously. No doubt
Hansom was a lofty and rather over-
bearing fellow—but certainly his in-
tervention now had been very useful
to Jimmy. And it was quite a treat
to see the bully of the Sixth handled
by a fellow who could thrash him.

“Go it, Hansom !” sang out Jimmy,
as Carthew staggered back from a
whirlwind assault. |

Hansom looked round at him.

“ What’s that? Cheese it, you
cheeky fag!” he said.
Jimmy chuckled.  Hansom had.

intervenegl on his behalf; neverthe-
less he did not want the fact to be
overlooked that between the Fourth

| and the Fifth there was a great gulf

fixed.

But Jimmy did not mind. He was
willing to take any amount of swank

from Hansom just then. For Hansom

certainly was giving Carthew . of the
Sixth a beautiful licking.

Had Carthew been in conflict with
one of the Sixth, he would have cried
off as soon as he could; but for very
shame’s sake he could not accept
defeat from a Fifth-Former; if he
could help 1it. |

So he put up an unexpectedly good
fight.

But he hated taking punishment,
and without taking some pumshment

he had no chance of dealing with
Hansom. In his efforts to avoid
getting hurt he captured more
damages than he would have

received i1n the boldest attack. Han-
som followed up all his retreats, and
kept him busy from start te {finish.

Carthew was soon gasping. He had
been smoking cigarettes after dinner,
and those smokes took their reveng?
upon - him, now that he needed all
his wind.

For five minutes he put up some-
thing like a show, and after that he
was driven about helplessly.

He went down at last, crashing.

Hansom stood and glared down af
him, breathless, but triumphant.

“Take your time,” he said sarcas-
tically, as Carthew did not rise.

The bully of the Sixth gave him an
evil look. .

“I'm done!” he panted. |

“0Oh, you’re not done yet,” said
Talboys. “Put i another round,
Carthew, for the giddy honour of the
Sixth.”

“Sure .you’re done, Carthew?”?
asked Hansom. “My opinion i§
that you’re not half licked yet.”

“1 tell you I'm done, you:rotter,”
snarled Carthew., And he made the

matter clear by remaining where he

was, in the grass.

Hansom shrugged his
contemptuously.

“Well, if you own up licked, all
right,” he said. “ You’re not to touch
that fag again, do you hear?”

Carthew gritted his teeth. _

“Do you hear?”’ roared Hansomy

“Yes, hang you!”

“Mind you don’t do 1it, then,
Silver ”’—Hansom turned to Jimmy.
He rather fancied
himself in the role of champion of
the oppressed—*let me know if that
bully touches you again, and T’ll give
him another jolly good hiding.”

“Good man,” said Jimmy, with a
smile. He was not likely to call on
Edward Hansom for protection, at
any time; but he was too tactful
to say so. -

“Not that you’re to be cheeky to
a prefect, either,” went on Hamnsom,
remembering the great gulf fixed
between him and a fag of the Fourth,
“If you do, T'll lick you myself.”

“Go hon!” said Jimmy cheerfully.

Hansom frowned. |

“No lip, or I'll lick you now,” he
said warningly.

“Ta-ta,” - said

shoulders

Jimmy Silver

Read ‘‘ The Cowardly Hero!’’ the magnificeni school story of Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim’s in the *“ Gem *’ Library. Out on Wednesday !
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“Much obliged to you, Hansom.”
And Jimmy walked away through
the trees, feeling it wiser not to enter
into a wordy war with his rescuer.

Carthew of the Sixth sat up in the
grass, but he did not rise till the
three Fifth-Formers were gone. By
that time, Jimmy Silver was far
beyond his reach.

The bully of the Sixth took his way

to Rookwood in a bitter mood. He |

had been licked—by a Fifth Form
fellow. No doubt he could cause
trouble for Hansom by reporting him
for attacking a prefect—but then the
whole story would come out, and
Carthew did not want his bullying to
come to the Head’s knowlegge
Neither was he anxious to advertise
the humiliating fact that he had been
thrashed by a Fifth-Former.

On reflection Carthew felt that
the less he said about the matter the
better for himself. :

That, however, only made him feel
the more bitter, bot
som and Jimmy Silver, Hansom he
could not touch, and even Jimmy
was difficult to deal with, if an ob-
streperous Fifth-Former was going
to butt in on the pretext of stopping
bullying. Carthew felt as if his
tecth had been drawn; both the
fellow who had thrashed him and
the fellow he wanted to thrash
scemed to be out of his power,
which was not pleasant for a fellow
who mnever forgot or forgave an
injury.

The 5th Chapter.
Tubby Takes a Han ,

Tubby Muffin gave a convulsive
start. His fat heart almost jumped
into his capacious mouth.

It was quite an ordinary sound
that startled Reginald Muffin—simply
the sound of a tootstep in the IYourth
Form passage; merely that, and
nothing more!

But Tubby was in peculiar circum-
stances,

It was a half-holiday that after-
noon, and most of the Rookwood
fellows were on the playing-fields.
Tubby had watched the Fistical
Four =ally forth together, and had
naturally supposed that they would
be occupied for some time. And in
that time Tubby saw an opportunity
for paying a surreptitious visit to
the end study. That there was a
cake in the study cupboard Tubb:
knew,  and with Jimmy Silver & Co.
at ' games practice there was

Classical could see, why he should
not sample that cake. Doubtless, the
Fistical Four, when they came -
hungry to tea, would miss the cake,
and would be wrathy. But wrath
to eome was a trifle light as air, n
comparison with the cake. Tubby
resolved to risk i1t; and now he was
in the end study, with the cupboard
door open; and he had been gloating
over that cake when that sudden
footstep outside disconcerted him.

Tubby whirled round from the
cupboard in dismay. The footsteps
were coming right on to the end
study—and he was caught!

““Oh erumbs !”’ breathed Tubby.

He had no time to think. He acted
on instinct. The lower part of the
cupboard was pretty well filled with
- lumber and odds and ends, and there
was barvely room for Tubby to
squeeze 1n. He squeezed in, and
drew the cupboard door nearly shut.
It would not quite shut with Tubby
there,

‘There he crouched and palpitated.
One of the beasts had evidently come
back to the study for something, and
Tubby hoped from the bottom of his
fat heart that the beast would not
linger.

The door opened.

Tubby scarcely breathed.

Someone stepped inside the study.
There was no sound of any further
movement for a moment or two,
and Tubby wondered. This did not
seem like the entrance of one of the
owners of the study. Tubby won-
dered whether it was some sur-
reptitious marauder after the cake.
But the newcomer did not approach
the cupboard. |

Tubby heard him move towards
the - table, and then, from sheer
suriosity and wonder, Tubby peered
out. The cupboard door was about
an inch open, and it gave him a
partial view of the study. The next
moment Tubby almost hetrayed him-
self in his astonishment. TFor the
fellow standing by the table was not
a jumior at all. It was Mark Car-
thew of the Sixth Form.

Tubby controlled his feelings, and
scarcely breathed. He was devoured
with curiosity now. A Sixth Form
prefect could not be suspected of
raiding a cake; but evidently Car-
thew had some business in the study
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towards Han-

no |
reason whatever, so far as the fat _

—Dbusiness plainly of a surreptitious

nature. Tubby wanted to know
what it was; and Tubby was aware
that if the bully of the Sixth found
himself watched he would make
matters painful for the watcher. 8o
Reginald Muffin crouched 1in the
bottom of the cupboard like a fat
mouse.

Carthew was glancing about the
study. He opened the table drawer
at last, as if in search of something.

“That will do!”

Tubby heard him murmur the |
words.

A paper rustled in Carthew’s hand. |
From the glimpse that Tubby caught
of 1it, 1t seemed to be an old letter,
which the senior had taken from the
table drawer. |

Tubby Muffin’s astonishment in-
tensified. Carthew was a “bad hat ”
in many ways, but he could not be
supposed to be a thief. And if he
was a thief there was no reason why
he should steal an old letter from
the end study. What on earth all
this might mean was a deep and |
perplexing mystery to Reginald
Muffin.

Carthew stood by the table, look-
ing at the letter in his hand. He
seemed to be reading it, but he did
not finish. Crumpling it into his ]
hand, he dropped it into a pocket.

Then he left the study.

The door closed behind him, and
Tubby heard his footsteps dying
away down the passage.

Then the fat Classical emerged
gasping from his close quarters in
the cupboard.

“Is he potty ?” Tubby murmured,
in utter bewilderment.,

That really seemed to be the only
explanation. Carthew's action was
utterly inexplicable.

In his amazement and curiosity
Tubby Muffin forgot even the cake.
After a moment or two of thought

.

/

he stepped to the door, and stepped /
out into the passage. o
&
. ; [

Had Edward Hansom been there,
certainly Carthew would not have
visited the study.

“It's a jape!” murmured Tubby.
“My hat! A prefect of the Sixth
aping like a fag while a fellow’s out !
t's a rag on Hansom—can't be any-
thing else.”

That much became

clear to

Tubby's rather obtuse intellect. Car-

thew’s visit to Hansom's study was
the visit of an enemy, not of a
friend. Tubby knew that.

“But—but why did he take that
old letter from Jimmy’'s drawer ?”
murmured Tubby Muffin in bewilder-
ment. ‘““That wasn’t a jape, that
Wag——""

Then it flashed on hig fat mind.

Trembling with excitement Tubby
Muffin stole along the Fifth Form
passage. Carthew had closed Han-
som’s door after him, and the fat
Classical was in no danger of being
seen. He stooped outside, and
applied one eye to the keyhole, but
the key was in the way, and he could
see nothing of the interior of the
recom,

But he could hear!

There was a sound of rending
tearing. Carthew was
some of Hansom’s property—pro-
bably his school books. Tubby
Muffin was not a bright youth: but
he quite understood now. Hansom

and
“ragging ”’

{
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Carthew was disappearing by the
staircase at the other end.

There was nobody about; all the
Classical Fourth were out of doors
on that sunny half-holiday. Tubby
Muftin would have been out of doors
himself but for the lure of the cake.
Carthew, evidently, had observed all
that, and had taken advantage of it
to pay that secret visit to the end
study. But what on earth did he
want with an old letter from Jimmy
Silver's drawer?

Almost gasping with curiosity,
Tubby Muffin rolled along the
passage, and peered ovér the
banisters.

From the lower landing Carthew,
instead of going out on to the next
flight of stairs, was turning into the
Fifth Form passage.

Apparently he was on a visit to
the Fifth, and that was odd, for all
—or nearly all—the Fifth were out
of doors.

Tubby scuttled down the staircase
and peered round the corner into
the Iifth Form passage. He was
just in time to sce Mark Carthew
vanish into Hansom’s study.

That study, Tubby knew, was
vacant, for he had seen Hansom and
Talboys go out of the School House
together some time before.

By this time Tubby Muffin was
fairly trembling with wonder and in-
quisitiveness. What was Carthew
“up to” in Hansom’s study ? There.
were rumours in the school of the
encounter that had taken place In
the wood, and 1t was well known
that Carthew was on the worst of
terms with Hansom of the Fifth.
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of the ¥Fifth, when he came in, would
find his school books torn up and
scattered about his room. He would
find that old letter from the end
study left on his floor, as if dropped
there by accident by the ragger.
That would be a clue—more than
sufficient for the hot-headed Han-
som. Tubby Muffin saw the whole
game. The bully of the Sixth was
killing two birds with
There would be such a terrific row
between Jimmy Silver & Co. and
Hansom of the Fifth and howso-
ever 1t ended mattered little to Car-
thew; the more damage given on
both sides the better the plotting

prefect would be pleased.
“The awful beast!” murmured
Tubby. |

The tearing and rending went on.

Tubby backed away from the door,
and paused. His first thought was
to scud down to the fields and warn
Jimmy Silver & Co. But Carthew
was not likely to remain long 1In
Hansom’s study. He would be gone
before witnesses could arrive on the
scene and ecatch him. And Tubby,
apart from his disgust at this act of
treachery, wanted very much to catch
Carthew. He had the remembrance
of many kicks and cuffs in his fat
mind. '

He ¢rept to the door again.

The key was on the inside. How
long would it take to jerk open the
door, bag the key, jam it in the
pugside of the lock, and lock Carthew
in’

Before the ragger knew what was
happening, he might be locked in
the study—if Tubby was quick

one stone.
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enough! And he was quite off his
guard ; he would not realise what was
happening, till it had happened !

Tubby’s fat hand touched the knob,
and then his heart failed him. If
Carthew caught him

Visions of himself travelling down
the passage, with Carthew’s boot be-
hind him, worried Tubby. His heart
failed him, and he drew back from
the door.

Then, to screw his courage to the
sticking-point, came the remembrance
of the cake. If he did Jimmy Silver
& Co. a good turn like this, they
could scarcely fail to stand him the
cake! There was such a thing as
gratitude !

Reginald Muffin set his teeth.

His fat heart beat fast; but he was
determined.  Softly, silently, he
turned the handle of the door.
his fat hand trembled so much that
the lock clicked.

There was a startled exclamation
mn the study. Carthew turned round
towards the door—his own heart,

| probably, beating as fast as Tubby

Muffin’s at that moment.

i Carthew stood glar-

ans * ing at Jimmy Silver

& Co. as they whizzed down the
banisters at top speed. Jimmy

Silver reached the bottom, and

unable to stop himself he crashed

into the Sixth-Former and sent
him sprawling.

Further concealment was futile.
Tubby had time—just time—and with
desperate haste he opened the door
and groped round for the key with
his fat fingers.

It was 1n his grasp in a second, and

1 he dragged the door shut again, and

thrust the key into the outside of the
lock. He heard Carthew springing
across the room to the door. He both
heard and felt the senior’'s sudden
furious grasp on the door-handle.
The key clicked just in time.

Click!

A fraction of a second later Car-

thew was dragging frantically on the |

door-handle inside the study. But
the door was locked, and half a dozen
Carthews could not have dragged it
open.

Tubby Muffin backed away with a
breathless chuckle, the key in his
hand. From within the study came
a panting voice:

“Unlock this door-—quick!”

Tubby grinned, and did not answer.

“Who is there?” breathed Carthew,
through the keyhole. “Who is it?
Whoever you are, unlock the door—
quick !”

Reginald Muffin was very careful
not to answer. Carthew had scen
nothing of him, save a momentary
glimpse of a hand, and Tubby
realised that silence was golden.

“Open the door, there's a
chap!” whispered Carthew. “I'll
stand you a quid to open the door!”

It was a generous offer; but Tubby
Muffin, though not a bright youth,
was bright enough to know that, once
the door was open, he was likely to
collect more kicks than halfpence from
Carthew of the Sixth.

Instead of answering, Muffin rolled
away down the passage, and rolled
out of the School House in search of
the Fistical Four.

In Hansom’s study, Carthew of the
Sixth stood dumbfounded. He was
overwhelmed with dismay.

On the floor lay Hansom’s Livy,
his Virgil, his Latin grammar, his
Greek lexicon, his Latin dictionary,
and several other books—torn and
rent and useless.

Any senior looking into the study
would have supposed that some
malicious fag had done the damage—

good

But |

|

]

| —

743

had not Carthew been there to be
found.

Hansom had rather a heavy hand

with fags, and he would have had no
doubt that some young rascal of the
Third or the Fourth had “got even ”
in this way.
_And among the torn fragments on
the floor lay a. letter, written to
Jimmy Silver by his father—the
letter Carthew had taken from
Jimmy’s drawer. Hansom would have
found it—and doubted not at all to
whom he owed the destruction of his
books,

Carthew had planned cunningly—
unscrupulously, and now——

He shivered.

He was locked in the study, in the

midst of the destruction he had
wrought. And there was no escape
for him!

‘While he stood, overwhelmed with
dismay and apprehension, Tubby
Muffin was seeking Jimmy Silver &
Co., and the Fistical Four listened
with blank amazement to what he
had to tell them. Their faces grew
dark when they understood.

- “My hat!” said Lovell. “This is
jolly  thick, ¢ven for Carthew !
Tubby's made a mistake somehow.”

“I haven’t, you ass!” exclaimed
Tubby indignantly. “I've jolly well
saved you from a terrific licking!

Hansom would have had you up
before the Head.”
“It =ounds awfully thick!” said

Jinmy Silver. “Let’s go and look in
the end study, and see if anything is
missing.

It did not take long to ascertain’
that something was missing. Jimmy
Silver had left his father's letter in
the table drawer; it was gone.

Raby scuttled away to the Fifth
Form passage, and came back with
the news that he could hear some-
body moving in Hansom’s study—
“a giddy wild beast in a cage,”
according to Raby.

"Now do you believe it?” de-
manded Tubby Muffin warmly.

Jimmy Silver nodded.
“But what were you deing here,

anyhow, when Carthew ¢ame in,
Muffin ?” demanded Lovell

"1 wasn’t after the cake—"

“What ?”

“Of course, I wouldn’t touch a
fellow’s cake,” said Tubby. *“But

after what I've done, I sha’'n’t refuse

it 1f you fellows offer it to me.”
Jimmy Silver laughed, and handed

over the whole cake to Reginald

Muffin. He felt that Tubbv had

earned 1t. And then the Fistical

gg}u}; went to look for Hansom of the
1en.

The 6th Chapter.
Brought to Book !

Carthew trembled.

There was a sound of many foot-
steps in the Fifth Form passage. He
heard the voice of Edward Hansom,
captain of the Fifth,

The wretched Carthew cast a wild
glance round the study. He was
almost tempted to try his luck from
the window.

“The door’s locked right enough,”
came Talboys’ voice.

“You've got the key, Hansom ?"™
asked Lumsden.

“Yes, young Silver gave me the
key,” answered Hansom, and there
was a sound of the key scraping into
the lock. {

Carthew backed as far as he could
from the door, his face white. He
was utterly and hopelessly caught,
and there was no help for him. It
rested with Hansom and his friends
whether he lost his prefectship—in-
deed. whether he stayed at Rook-
wood at all. They had only to report
the outrage to the Head-—and the
thought of how Dr. Chisholm would
regard such a malicious outrage by
a prefect of the Sixth Form, made
Carthew quake.

The door was thrown open.

Hansom of the Fifth stepped 'in,
and Talboys and Lumsden followed
him. After them came Brown major
and Duff of the Fifth.

“Here he 1s!”
grimly.

“My hat! Look what he’s done!”
Brown major pointed to the torn
books on the floor.

Carthew looked at them with
haggard eyes. He had known that
this must come—that he would be
kept locked in the study till Hansom
& Co. were there to deal with him.
He had picked up Jimmy Silver's
letter from the floor, and burned it
with a match—that intended trickery,
at least, he was able to keep secret,
or, at least, unproved. But the havoc
he had wrought on Hansom's books
could not be mitigated or disguised.
They lay on the floor in tatters,

(Continucd on page 752.)

said Hansom
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H#CUFFY’'S CATCH ! ¥

There will be a thoroughly jolly
and typical tale of Rookwood under
the above title in next Monday's
Boys’ Friennp. Mr. Owen Conquest
does a bit more than touch upon the
gricket eeason. They take their
ericket with all proper seriousness at
Jimmy Silver’s school, and the new
story plays up to the sport of the
season in grand style. Cuffy has
often caught more than he exactly
bargained for. What he catches in
this instance, with all appertaining
details, you will see in our next
wsue. 1 am glad to say that among
the myriad readers who are waiting
for ““Cufty’s Catch” 1s a firm sup-
porter in Wisconsin, U.S.A. This
correspondent has just sent me a real
bucking-up letter. He, like the rest
of us, dotes on Robkwood.

“HONOURS EVEN!”

%idney Drew  will contribute
another of his rousing complete yarns
about Gan Waga, Prince Ching
Lung, and the other members of thn
hilarious company to the
number. It would be very hard to
say who 1s first favourite in = this

series. Gan Waga 1s capital com-
pany. One would not like to have
to pay for his board, but that 1s a
detall The merry crew of adven-
turers always pitch into some big

adventure, and tney are out-and-out
sports,  never - grousing overmuch
when Dame TFortune does unkind
things with her spinning-wheel.
There are glorious happenings and
many mirthful episodes in the coming
story about the doings of the lxght
hearted fellows whom Sidney Drew
can depict In such a masterly way.
It is just genius. Everybody cannot
do it.

““ THE FARNSHOT BANK
MYSTERY !

Seldom do those two erime investi-
cators—Holdfast and Don Darrel—
have such a baffling affair to grapple
with as that deseribed next week by
Mr. Viector Nelson in his inimitable
manner. ‘This i1s a tense and vivid
tale, humming with actuality and
dramatic feclmrr There 1s a real
human appeal, too, and the two allies,
who are on the q1w-~t of the truth
find plenty ot Ill}btltli ation as they
struggle with the puzzle of what the
motive was for the crime. Come to
think of it, the lot of a detective 1s
pretty much that of an individual
who finds himself dropped into the
intricacies of some super-maze. There
is a legion of pathways, but most of

new |

route to the revealing of the secret
and the vindication of justice 1s
hidden away amidst a labyrinthine
network of byways. You will have

your pulses stirred by next week’s
brilliant narrative.
CAPTAIN SHARP.

This notorious buccaneer comes

next in Mr. Stuart Martin’s graphic
series of “Famous Pirates.”  These
life stories have proved very much to
the taste of readers, and full credit
must be given the compiler of the
biographies. He has been to infinite
trouble, searching for his facts in
musty old records and ancilent
volumes. The result is seen week by
week, and the fine series certainly
adds a more than welcome feature to

our bill.

THE SERIALS.

Mention of these brings to mind
the meeting I had the other day with
Mr. Maurice Everard, the author of
“The Cruise of the Cormorant.” The
popular author was 1In no end of a
hurry. He always i1s like that. I
fancy he was just starting for foreign
parts in quest of more ‘‘copy ’ and
fresh themes of interest. He possesses
what you would call an interesting
personality. Some people appear to
wade through the world heavily, just
as though they had been roused from
a nap, and were only anxious to get
to sleep again. Mr. Everard 1s not
like ﬂmt at all. He is a live wire,
and his great romance about Captain
Pineapple, with its ceaseless interest
and excitement, mirrors his own rest-
less energy.

For “The Winning Streak ” I have
hittle to say this ‘neek for Walter
Edwards’ prime story of the boxing
arena can be left to sound 1ts own

merit. If “W. E.” had not been
marked down by destiny as an
author I am dead sure he would,

long ere this, have achieved champion
honours. For he knows the art of
fighting. He has got the mastery of
it, the psychology mf it, and the what-
d"}e call-it of the whole business.
His character of Joe Rickett stands
out a figure worthy of all respect,
and the youngster who fights his way
to the front under such hllpelb tute-
lage is a fellow to win the heart of all
true sportsmen.

TOPPING NEWS.

Look out for the grandest story of
the Derby ever written. You will
find i1t in due course in the pages of
the Boys’ FRIEND.

it concerns the reappearance of Rollo
Dayton and his slippery excellency,
the Duke. Many a time and oft, as
the song says, I have received stral ht:
hints from readers that it was hlcrh
time these two worthies strode the
scene again. All in season. The
Duke is almost due to arrive, and
when he does you will be saying he is
perfectly matchless. The good old
name of duke means a leader, as per
the jolly old Latin tongue, and the
Duke is a leader in his own peculiar
form of villainy. I know this news
of his revival will be acclaimed. Some
readers thought the Duke had been
extinguished for good and all, but not
8O,

MR. LONGHURST’S LORE.

Our Health and Sport department
is well looked after next weeck by the
renowned expert who gives advice
free to all who ask his friendly aid.

THE HOLIDAYS.

Now is the time when tips about
where to go and what to see come 1n
handy. This season the monster
show at Wembley fixes attention:
but, for all that, plenty of people will
want to devote some of their off time
to the country or the sea. For two
chums of like tastes you cannot beat
the walking holiday. It is cheap, and
walking is the finest exercise in the
world.

—my -

A FIRST-CLASS COMPLIMENT.,
_-_ﬂm

This reaches the Boys’ I'RIEND
from the land of the Stars and
Stripes. The writer says, 1n so many

W 01(1& that the old paper is so down-
richt fair. It takes a world view,

no’rhmg narrow about its opinions. ]t
pleasure to feel that this verdict

is a

is thtlﬁﬂd The old paper 1s read
all over the globe, and for that
reason, as for many another, it has

to be true to its mission, w hth 1s to
represent all views.

LETTERS TO HAND,

I have received a very pleasant
account of the habits of the owl,
which wise bird is well worth study-
ing, as it flops round softly after dusk.
Another chum asks about forming a
club. Chat is not exactly a “Hmw
To *”” column, but the way_tc} form a
club is to summon a committee meet-
ing of llw]v friends, and settle on
ways and means. With vour ﬁlst
meeting you really have your club in
esse.

CIGARETTE PICTURES.

‘ollectors of cigarette pictures must
make sure to obtain the really
splendid series given away by our
merry, colnumd Companion Paper,
“Junglp Jinks.” These beautifully
coloured pictures will enable you to
make your own cigarette cards.
Six of the series will be found in the
issue of “Jungle Jinks” {or
May 24th, out on Thursday. 'The
pictures are capitally plﬂdu{.E(] and
show all kinds of wild animals. It
would be a pity to miss this treat,
for, without a doubt, the pictures
will make the finest * Jungle
Gallery ” ever known,

Your Editor.

THE CRUSHING OF CARTHEW!

(Continued from page T43.)
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“And that's a prefect!” said Lums-
den. “A prefect of the Sixth! I
wonder what the Head would say to
this ?”

Carthew gasped hoarsely:

“I-——I m sorry—Il apologise, Han-
som! I-—I There’s no need to
drag the Head into 1t!”

“You cringing worm!” said Han-
som, in measured tones. ‘““This 1is
because I licked you the other day,
in a fair fight—what ?”

“I—I gasped Carthew huskily.

“And you wanted me to drnp on
young Silver for it?” Hansom’s eyes
gleamed with scorn at the wretched
prefect. ‘“Where's young Silver's
letter—the one you were seen to take
from his study ?”

“I—I haven't

“That’s 1t, I fancy!” said Lums-
den, pointing to a fragment of
charred paper in the fender. *‘The
cad’s been trying to cover up his

tracks.”
“I—I'll pay for the books!”
“Don’t make a

breathed Carthew.
row about this, Hansom. The—the
Head—"

“The Head would boot you out of
Rookwood, and you know it!” said
Hansom contemptuously. “I don’t
see why I should let vou off, either.”

“I—I beg of you!” groaned Car-
thew. |

There was no depth of humiliation
too deep for the bully of the Sixth
at that moment.

““Oh, cheese it!” said Hansom, In
disgust. ‘“You make a fellow’s flesh
creep. You'll pay for the books, of
course—you’ll jolly well buy a new
set—see ?

“I—I'm willing——"

“And that isn’t all. You've ragged
here hke a Second I'orm fag, and
you're going to take a fag’s punish-
ment! There’s a malacca cane in
that corner, Talboys. Hand it over.”

Talboys handed over the cane.
Hansom swished 1t mm the air, and
Carthew eyed him apprehensively.

“Bend over!” said Hansom tersely.

‘““Wha-a-at?”

“Bend over! I'm going to give you
a dozen of the best!”

Carthew panted. It was the crown-
ing humiliation, and for a moment

even Cartbew’s qpmt rose against the
idea of being flogged like a fag—heg,
a Sixth Form prefect ! 5

“I—I won’t!” he gasped. :
“Won't  you?” Hansom smiled
grimly. “You'll take a dozen from

me, or you'll go straight fo the
Head and answer for what you’ ve
done. Take your choice!”

For a moment Carthew stood
savage and defiant, under the grim
eyes of the Iifth- Formers. Then he
weakened as he realised that he dare
not resist: he dare not face the Head.

With a face white with rage and
shame, he bent silently over a chair,
as often enough he had made hapless
fags bend.

“I thought so!” said Hansnm
And then he began with
malacca.

@ fe " . ™

the

Jimmy Silver & Co. did not witness
Carthew’s punishment. No doubt 1t
was an entertainment in its way; but
“Uncle James ” and his friends would
not seem to triumph over a fallen
enemy.

Carthew, when Hansom had
finished with him, limped away to his
own study, there to hide his shame
and fury.

The next day, when the Fistidyl
Four came on him in the quad,
Carthew gave them a look that the
most Hunnish of Huns might have
envied. The chums of the Fourth
smiled sweetly at him in return.

And Carthew, enraged as he was,
stopped short of plotting any further
plots of vengeance.

The lesson in Hansom’s study had
done him good—and the bully of the
Sixth had had enough!

THE ENRD

(“Cuffy’'s Cateh!” is the splendid
story of the boys of Rookwoad Sehool
appearing in next Manday's Boys’
FRIEND. Don’t miss it! Older your
copy of the ** Green’Un > in advance
and avoid disappointment!)
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THE WINNING STREAK'!

(Continued from page 750.)
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not to waste a lot of time once the
contestants were inside the ropes, and
no sooner had the gloves and ban-
dages been examined and passed than
Charles Herries, the M.C., cleared his

throat and called for silence.  His
announcement was short but com-
prehensive.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he cried,

his mellow xﬂi(,L Hodtmrr up to the
last row in the gallery, “1 have much
pleasure 1In announcing a twenty-
rounds contest—three minutes each
round—one minute 1ntermission—for
the heavy-weight championship of
Great Britain.” A mighty cheer
greeted the words, of course, and it
was some fime before Herries was

was all over at last, and the M.C.,
with a bow to the referee, slipped

through the ropes and drapped to the
floor of the hall.

Major D. W. T. Maddick, the
1'efe1'-f3£a, then had a few words with
the champion, and Tony, and his

quiet, authoritative manner showed
that he meant to be obeyed. 2

rlhcn

“* Seconds out!

A strange silence—mystie, breath-
less, uncanny—settled upon the vast
hall as the expectant crowd waited
for the gong ; but the only sound thas
came to their 5f1‘aininp; cars was a
loud ]augh#—-ﬂmmhin . sind vil
laugh that broke from the big man 1n
a ringside seat—Dbill Mendoza !

(There will be another long instal-
ment of this exciting boxing story in
next Monday's 1ssue of the BoYS
FRrIEND. Don’t miss i1t! Order your

1WAl 1T 23 =
copy of the ““Green ’Un ™ in advance
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able to introduce the boxers. But it

DON’T BE BULLIED

,9# Special offer. TWO ILLUS. SAMPLE LESSONS

A frcmmy CompleteCourse on JUJITSU for four
2 penny stamps, or a Large Illus. Portion of
& Course for P.O. 3/6. Jujitsu is the best and
simplest science of self.defence and

g | r attack ever invented. Learn to take
XA --Ft ~ﬁ* care of yourself under ALL circum-.
. stances. SEND NOW. ‘‘YAWARA"
{Dept. A.P.), 1¢, Queensway, Hanworth, Feltham, Middlesex,
SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,

LUSHING cavess” iy,

Simple 7-day Permanent Home Cure for either sex.
l\n Autosuggestion,drill, etc, Writeatonce, mention

“B.F.”and get full partlcularﬂ- quite FREE privatelv
U.J.D., 12, All Saints Road, St. Annes-on-Sea.

g HEIGHT COUNTS

: % in winning success. Let the Girvan System

them lead nowhere at all. The right I have another tip this week, and

P 1

iz all you pay for our ;N'n. _
400A Mead “Marvel "— §
the finest cycle ever offered 2
on such exceptionally easy § N
terms. Brilliantly plated; \»
richly enamelled, lined in .~
two colours. Sent paoked § A
free, carriage paid, on

15 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL. i}
Fully warranted. Prompt
delivery. BMoney refunded
if ﬂisaatlshed Old §
machines exchanged., Big §
bargains in shghtly fac- ¥
tory soiled mounts. Trran .
and accessories 3347
below shop prices. Buy
direct from the Factory and
save pounds. Write TO- §
DAY for testimonials
and illustrated art
catalogue.

Mead CyvclaCo. § I
{Inc.)(Dep,. B.E30),
Birmingham.

and avoid disappomtment!)
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 Yours for 3 N

The "*Big Ben’' Keyless Lever Wateh oa
THE GREATEST BARGMH TERKS
gver put before the British Publie
by one of LONDON'S OLDEST-
ESTABLISHED MAIL ORDER HOUSES,

e Free An absolutely

—_— FREE Gift nf o
= & Solid Silver English Halil-
= marked Double Curb Albert,

= with Seal attached, given
: FREE with every Watch.

Specification: Gent's Full.size
Keylass Lever Watch, improved
action; fitted patent re:ml click,
preveanting breakage of main.
: spring by overwinding.

1 'luri Warranty

Sent on receipt of R

34d. deposit: after }.

mpproval, send 1/, (%

more, The balancs
may then ba paid A
by 9 monthly pay- ) 2\
ments of 2/- each. \\G
Cash refunded in
full if dissatisSed. =
Send 3d. now te 2

J.A. DAVIS & Co. &

(Dept. 87), =

Save pounds and get a superb
Britich-made JUNO,

on approval,

sent
carriage paid.
i Guaranteed by our 46 vears'
reputation. Money refunded

if dissatisfied. Lists FREE.
Write NOW ! (Dept. U 2),

Metropolitan Machinists Co., Ltd,
168 & 243 Bishopsgate, London, £.C.2

increase your height. 8end P.C. for partic.
ulars and our £100 guarantee to Enquiry
Dept.,A.M.P,,17,Stroud Green Rd., London, N.4

F ine. Ei..ﬂa:,r Tiger, China Junks,
107 STAMPS RE Cuba Portraits, Br. Cels,, elc

Ask for Blue Label Approvals 608 and sent pmr—-—
B. L. OORYH. 10, Wave Crest, Whitstable, KENT.

— i

' g&k YOURS FOR &dl.. ONLY
~ P, This handsome full-sized Gent's
' Lever Watch sent upon re-
ceipt of €d. After approval
~ send 1/-more, the balanceis
then payable by 6 monthly
instalments of 2/- each.

Simpson’s Ltd. (Dept.122), 94,

All applications for Advertisement Space in this
publication should be addressed to the Adver- |
tisement -Manager, BOYS' FRIEND, The Fleet-

3 A suﬂnir thf; finest {.nventry bailt

, 'i,; cycles from X5-B+0 cash or 2/«
| weekly. Anycycle sent ON 14 DAYS’

‘; APPROVAL, PACKED FREE AND
Y CARRIAGE PAID on receipt of small

o 28 Denmark Hill, aql| deposit. Write for PREE BARGAIN W/ ¥ Queen’s Road, Brighton, Sussex,
way House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4. Londen S & 5. {Af| LISTS. Satisfaction or Money Re- &
o 'g cure yourself a

i “oEBrien

smsxnemm Dopt, 25, COV ENTR

\*
C e ameagges |

| free.— FRANK B. HUGHES, 'r

Snutham ton
Row, London, W.C. 1. »

LAV \VN\ANA\N\ANAANAANAANAANAAANANNANANNANANAN

Printed and published every Monday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Press (1922), Ltd., The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4, Advertisementoffices: The Fleetway House. Farringdon Strect, London, E.CA.
Registered for transmission by Canadian Magazine Post. Subscription rates: Inland and abroad, 1ls per annum, 5s. 6d. for six months. Sole agents for South Afrios: 299 Oeasrel Newge Agency, Ltd. Sole agents for Au'auaha.

% and New Zea'and: Messrs. Gordon & Gotch, Ltd.; and for Canada, The Im perial News Co., Ltd. (Canada).— Saturday, May 24th, 1924, T DN




